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The best part about graduating was...
graduating. I mean, it meant an end to twelve years of education –
fourteen if you counted kindergarten and junior kindergarten. And
that had been my life for... my whole life! In fact, it had been
the focus of my life.

But now it was over and it was all meant to
prepare me for the work world. Only it wasn't all that good at
preparing me for a good job in the work world. Those needed years
more education – which my mother couldn't afford. She worked as a
secretary. She made enough to pay the rent on our two bedroom
apartment, but that was it.

Anyway, I had little idea what I wanted to
do. Maybe I had no ambition. People had always called me a dreamer,
and I'd often had my nose stuck deep in a book of some sort,
usually about people with fabulous lives, living in castles or
such.

What did I want to do? Well, the question
really was what could I do that people would pay me to do? And the
answer was; not much.

At least, not much payment.

The biggest employer in town was, ironically,
the college. But it was a private college for rich people, a really
snooty ivy league college called Benton's Academy. I had heard it
cost fifty thousand dollars a year in tuition, so the idea of
actually attending there hadn't even entered my mind.

Going there, on the other hand, was another
matter. I drove my mother's fourteen year old economy car onto the
campus and then to the administration building where I applied for
work. After all, a college like that needed a lot more people to
keep it running than just teachers. Maybe, I figured, I could get
work in one of the cafeterias or book stores or something.

Certainly they weren't going to be getting a
lot of applicants from among the students!

I was sent to the book store, which was great
since I loved books, but they only had a part-time position
available. I took it, on the theory that it could develop into
more. It did, but not in the way I had imagined. In fact, in a way
I could never have imagined. And I had always had a great
imagination!

It was only my second shift there when I
noticed a man staring at me. He was staring in a kind of familiar
manner. I mean, in the way of men who liked what they saw. He
wasn't leering or anything, but he sure didn't care if I noticed
him looking. What was more he was old! With graying hair!

I thought that was kind of rude. And also
icky. But I didn't really think much of it. Sometimes men looked at
me rudely. Sometimes they even said rude things. That was something
I'd gotten used to years ago.

The thing is, he looked very dignified,
very... stern, in a very expensive three piece suit. He looked like
a guy who could be running the college, and shouldn't be ogling
teenage girls. He was definitely not the sort that I was used to
being stared at by.

I kind of casually inspected myself a little
to see if I had popped a button on my shirt or had my jeans
unzipped or something, but no, everything seemed okay. My blouse
wasn't all that tight, though my jeans were form fitting. My hair
was drawn back in a loose pony tail. There was on great reason for
him to be staring.

Pervert, I thought.

But he didn't really seem like one. Then
again, what did a pervert look like? I doubted they were all
wearing raincoats with no pants and drooling down their chests.

I went down another aisle and got some more
books off the counter, where I had stacked them, and decided to
ignore him as I carried them to the shelves and set them up.

But then when I had put the last book there I
straightened up to find him standing right next to me, looking at
me.

“What is your name, girl?” he asked.

I looked at him indignantly, at first, but
then his tone registered, and I immediately began to think I had
done something wrong and maybe he actually was the guy who ran the
college.

“Uhm, Haley, sir,” I said.

“How old are you?”

I frowned. Did he think I was working
under-aged or something?

“I'm eighteen,” I said uncertainly.

“Good. How would you like a job?”

“Wh.... what?” I stared at him in
confusion.

“What are you paid here? Ten dollars an hour?
Twelve?”

I just stared at him, confused.

“I would like to pay you a thousand dollars a
week. How does that sound?”

I continued to stare at him. Was he crazy!?
Why would he even be offering me any jobs? He didn't know me!

“I … don't understand,” I said.

“You're a local, correct?”

I nodded my head slowly.

Understand that usually I would ignore this
sort of thing. I mean, who the hell was some stranger to demand
information from me!? But he was seemed like... like I said, a
responsible, well-heeled, uhm, businessman type. He didn't seem
drunk or crazy or anything. And I was used to being polite and
deferential to adults anyway. I'm normally a very polite girl!

Actually, I'm normally a very quiet girl,
kind of shy, and really had no idea how to cope with people
accosting me like this.

“My son is attending Benton this year. I've
purchased a house for him off-campus. He will need a personal
assistant to take care of the house, drive him to school and
around, and do various chores and run errands for him. A girl who
works in a book store would seem quite suitable.”

I was just starting to register the 'thousand
dollars a week'. That was way more than my mom made! It was sure
way more than I was making, or that I would make even if I was full
time! For that matter, it was way more than any other job I could
imagine doing would pay.

Was this guy serious!?

“My name is Joseph Brandt.”

He handed me a business card.

“Call me.”

He walked away, leaving me staring after him,
astonished and confused. I looked down at the card. It was a very
fancy one, thick and slick and gold embossed. Of course, he could
still be crazy.

I shook my head and put the card away, but I
sure didn't stop thinking about it.

A thousand dollars a week!?

I could buy my own car! I could rent my own
apartment!

But I was cautious. I looked up the name of
the company on the card – Red Wolf. It turned out it was an oil
exploration and development company. And it said in the entry that
the CEO was – Joseph Brandt.

Not really thinking I would get a job that
would pay so much, I called him anyway.

“Mister, uhm, Brandt? My name is Haley
Sommers,” I said hesitantly.

“Miss Sommers. Have you decided to take the
job?”

“Uh, uhm, like, where is it and... what all
would I have to do?” I asked cautiously.

“As I said, you'll take care of a house,
which includes buying groceries, cooking simple meals, and then
driving my son to and from the campus and anywhere else he wants to
do. You'll also run whatever errands he wants.

“When uhm, would I... I mean, what would my
hours be?”

“You'll be working as many hours as it
requires to do what I've already told you. However, I would suggest
that most of your time would be your own. Think of it as a live in
housekeeper slash chauffeur.”

“Live in!?”

“Yes, it's quite a large house with a pool
and garden. But Gregory won't need more than one room. You can
choose any other. And, of course, your room and board would be in
addition to your salary.”

Seriously!?

“You would also have the use of the car
whenever you chose.”

“Uh....”

“I intend for my son to concentrate on his
studies. I will pay you to take other matters off his mind and
attend to them yourself.”

I didn't really know what else to ask, though
it sounded... astonishingly good!

“I uhm, well...”

“Yes or no, Miss Sommers. I have other girls
in mind. It's not a complicated job and there are innumerable
people with the required skill-set.”

“Okay! Sure!”

“Very well. You start on Tuesday. The local
realtor will meet you there and give you the keys. My son arrives
on Friday.”

*

So that was how I got the job! Amazing, isn't
it!? I guess sometimes you're just in the right place at the right
time!

It never really occurred to me to wonder why
Mister Brandt had seen me in the book store and automatically
wanted me to be the person he wanted. I guess I was just kind of
innocent.

I met the realtor, and got the keys, and he
showed me around the house. It was big!

“Now, Mr. Brandt has already arranged to have
the gas, the power, and the other bills taken care of,” the realtor
said. “Also, the landscaping company that cuts the grass and trims
the hedges will continue on, and the pool company as well.

The house. It was old, but big. It had a huge
front porch with big pillars on either side of the door. The door
led into a hallway with high ceilings and a chandelier overhead. On
the right was the library and on the left the parlor – or so he
called it.

Further in was a study, a kitchen, formal
dining room, family dining room, a living room, a sun room, and
then a screened in porch. Upstairs were five bedrooms, including
the master, which was ridiculously large. But the second biggest
bedroom was also huge, by my standards, and had its own en-suite
bathroom.

It was clearly to be 'mine' because the
realtor made a point of giving me a key and saying Mr. Brandt had a
lock put on it.

That was reassuring!

Brandt was an efficient man. He'd not only
had all that done but he'd had furniture purchased and already
moved in. The place was fully furnished with brand new furniture.
And in the case of my room that included an old fashioned four
poster canopy bed. I was delighted! It looked so cool!

And it went with the house, which, like I
said, was quite old.

In addition there were a couple of lovely
night tables, a desk which already had a computer placed on it, a
flat screen TV on the wall, a sofa and upholstered chair and coffee
table, and two dressers, one with a big mirror on it.

There was also a full-length mirror on the
inside of the closet door. And then, I saw that there were things
hanging in the closet. That surprised me. I wondered if someone had
left them behind. But when I examined them they turned out to be
uniforms. Sort of. There were three of each.

One was a pinstriped suit, complete with vest
and silk tie. There was a little tag on it that said 'chauffeur'.
The second was labeled 'personal assistant' and consisted of a
tight black pencil skirt, a tight silk blouse with ruffled collar
and cuffs, and a black jacket. The third was clearly a maids
outfit. It said 'housekeeper'.

Mr. Brandt hadn't said anything about
uniforms! On the other hand, I suppose it made a kind of sense.
Except it was a bit more formal than I had expected things would
be.

I tried on the chauffeur outfit first. The
pants were tight and thin, but not terribly so. I mean, they were
very form-fitting, but not uncomfortable. And anyway, the jacket
would cover my butt. The shirt was tight and almost sheer, but the
vest meant that didn't matter. I thought I looked pretty sharp in
it!

The personal assistant thing made me wrinkle
my nose. It seemed kind of old fashioned. The upper chest was lacy
sheer, but you couldn't see anything through it since that started
above my breasts. And besides, there was the jacket.

The housekeeper outfit, though, had my eyes
wide!

First off it was short! Second, it was kind
of low cut! It was black, with tight white laces up the front. It
had poufy short sleeves, with white lace around the cuffs, and a
square collar with more white lace around it. Under the hips it
spread out like a tutu, though not so bad. And it had lots and lots
of white lace around the hem.

But the hem was way up my thighs! I mean, it
covered my butt fine, but even then I was thinking if I bent over
much I'd have to be careful! And the collar... was low. I don't
mean it showed a huge amount of cleavage. But I wasn't used to
showing any!

White stockings went with it, stockings that
went up just past the knees, and had little black ribbons there at
the top. Geeze Louise! I had to wear this!?

I tried calling him but only got his
answering machine.

Well... it wasn't indecent. Mostly it was
kind of corny. Did people really wear this sort of thing these
days? Did I have to wear it whenever I was in the house cleaning or
making him dinner?

All three outfits had shoes going with them
and all three pair were high heels, very high heels, with stiletto
heels.

Who had bought this stuff anyway!? And how
had they even known my size!?

I walked around in one of the pair of shoes,
trying to get used to it. I went through the library, which somehow
or other was fully stacked with books. I wondered where Brandt had
bought them. I went outside and looked at the pool and thought of
how nice it would be to take a dip whenever I wanted.

Then I went back inside and checked out the
master bedroom. Wow! It had an even bigger four poster bed, with
thicker posts. There was no canopy, though. And there was a huge
walk-in closet. The en-suite was twice as large, too.

I went back downstairs, and then into the
garage. It was large, and it had two cars in it. Both were BMWs.
One was larger than the other, but both were incredibly sleek and
luxurious! Finally, just out of curiosity, I went downstairs to the
basement.

There was a huge room there with a high
ceiling. It had a pool table, a card table, various pinball games,
a flat screen on the wall, a dart board, and sofas, as well as a
bar. Nice!

Through a door was a bathroom and also the
laundry room. Past that was a kind of storage room with metal
shelves, and across from that a home gym which was brightly lit,
had lots of mirrors, and half a dozen pieces of expensive looking
exercise equipment on a blue carpet.

Past that was a home theater that looked
super cool, and another storage room, then were the furnace and
other HVAC equipment, and electrical stuff on the wall. Past that
was a locked door I didn't have a key to. I wondered about
that.

I went back upstairs and tried on the various
outfits again, pensive about them, but starting to get used to the
idea. Really it was only the maid outfit that bothered me, and
mostly because I was afraid I'd look silly in it.

I moved my stuff in and then went around
making sure everything was in tiptop shape. It was, which didn't
leave me a lot to do. I took the two cars for a spin to get used to
driving them, but I worried all the time I was about what would
happen to me if I put a dent in one. I was willing to bet they
weren't cheap to repair!

I slept for the first time in my big canopy
bed, and loved it! I was able to lay in bed watching TV with the
remote in hand, access any number of channels through the satellite
dish on the roof, and then turn it off and go to sleep without
getting out of bed!

The next day was Thursday. I decided to
vacuum, just in case. And because I didn't have a lot else to do
but watch TV or surf the internet. After that I lounged around,
surfing the internet, looking for what car to buy for myself for a
time, then took pictures with my phone and put them on Facebook so
my friends would be jealous.

I took a picture of me in the chauffeur
outfit, and one in the personal assistant outfit. I did not take
one in the maid outfit!

Then, after lunch, I decided to go
swimming.

The house had a big yard, and it was
completely enclosed in tall, perfectly trimmed hedges. The lawn was
like a carpet of green, and obviously took effort on the part of
the landscaping company. The pool was extra large, blue, with a
large, wide stone ledge around it, and a pool house at the far end
that looked like something from ancient Greece.

Normally when I swim I wear a one-piece.
That's because of experiences in the past which have been...uh...
horribly embarrassing.

Now don't get me wrong. I'm not huge on top.
But I am kind of... largish... When I wear bikinis boys stare, and
often say rude things. Which is bad enough. Worse is when I'm
diving or playing around in the water and one or the other of my
boobs pops out!

But I did have a bikini, even though I hadn't
worn it in a while, and since things were so private I decided to
wear it. The bottom was kind of tight and low and cheeky, and the
top was... revealing. I mean, it wasn't immodest, exactly. But I'd
bought it a few years earlier when I had ambitions of taking pride
in my body.

I did take pride in my body! Kind of! But it
was mostly a secret pride. I didn't like being stared at so I
didn't tend to wear things which were revealing. Today I could wear
it and feel sexy because no one was watching, so I did, and enjoyed
myself thoroughly.

I lay back on the extra comfy lounge chairs
and pretended like this was my house and I was some kind of rich
chick, like a Hollywood movie star.

That was quite enjoyable right up until I
turned my head and saw a guy standing there grinning at me.

I was... shocked. I yelped, and acted, for a
few moments, as if I'd been caught naked, kind of jumping to my
feet and covering myself with my arms while he looked at me in
amusement.

“You're Miss Sommers?” he asked.

“Uhm. uh... y-yes!”

“I'm Gregory Brandt. I came a bit early to
get settled in.”

“Oh ah, uhm, sure! I'm sorry! I wasn't
expecting you!” I gulped.

“No reason you should have. No need to
apologize either. When you do something wrong I'll let you
know.”

He had his father's looks and his father's
look. I mean, he was tall, with wide shoulders, and very athletic
looking. He was about my age, but the look on his square jawed face
was far more mature, more... confident. It was the look of someone
who had it all and took it for granted that whatever he wanted he
would get.

“The place looks comfortable,” he said,
looking around.

“Your father said there would be no problem
with me using the pool sometimes,” I said anxiously.

He turned and looked me up and down.

“What matters now is what I say. And as it
happens, I have no issue with that. Now, suppose you show me
around.”

“Oh ahm, I'll get dressed first and – .”

“I don't have a lot of time. What you're
wearing now is fine. It certainly doesn't offend me.”

I wasn't worried about offending him!

But what was I supposed to say? He was young
but he had that air of authority his father had! So despite myself
I had to show him around the house in my bikini!

It wasn't super revealing but it felt super
weird! The bikini top showed half my boobs! Yes, I know that's
normal on a beach, but not in a house alone with a guy! Especially
one who was, to be honest, kind of hot!

He was way out of my league, though. I mean,
he was a rich boy. Rich boys from the college didn't mix with
townies except for the obvious. And I wasn't that kind of girl!

But I showed him around the library and study
and all that and then upstairs to his room. And yes, I felt
self-conscious standing half naked next to his bed as he inspected
it! Then we went downstairs to the basement, with me leading the
way of course. I was fairly sure he was staring at my ass from
behind on the way down too! I mean, what guy wouldn't!?

I showed him the games room, then the gym. He
seemed quite interested in the equipment.

“You can use it as well,” he said.

“Oh uhm, thanks.”

“I've had a trainer much of my life,” he
said. “My parents believe in physical fitness.”

He examined one of the machines, then looked
me up and down appraisingly.

“Stand straight,” he said. “Shoulders
back.”

Whaat?

He moved fluidly, and then his hand was
gripping my pony tail behind my neck. He tugged it, not ungently,
and then put his other hand against my stomach!

“What are you – .”

“Yes, as I thought,” he said. “You could use
some exercise.”

I felt stung by that, though he didn't say it
as if he were insulting me.

“Your body looks fine,” he said. “But that's
because you're young. You need more underlying muscle here,” he
said, poking his fingers into my stomach.

Before I could push him away he'd moved
away.

“Come here, Sommers.”

Blushing, I moved over and he made me use one
of the machines. It involved sitting, straddling a padded bench.
Then I had to put my arms up and out to the sides, and work a pair
of padded levers in and out while he explained how to set the
strength. Then I had to do the same for a lower set of paddles,
which was... embarrassing because, like I said, I was in a bikini!
And it involved spreading my legs wide to the sides, then using my
thigh muscles to pull the things in and out.

Then he had me pull on these levers attached
to cables, pulling my fists out as if punching again and again,
drawing the cables forward. And then came the roman chair! I was
really uncomfortable there and I don't mean physically!

Although.. that too.

The roman chair is basically something you
bend forward across. There's a place for the feet, and a padded
angled place for your hips. You put your body across it face down
and then kind of lift your upper torso up repeatedly.

Of course it also leaves your butt in the
air! And he was standing right next to me. And I was really worried
about the way my chest was... not upside down, but definitely bent
downward. Because the cups of the bikini bra were designed to keep
my boobs from going down, not up!

But he insisted and led me through the
exercises, here and on other machines, until I was sweating and
breathless.

“Do this every day,” he said. “Your body is
your temple. You want it to be at peak performance.”

I was getting more used to being around him
in a bikini. I wasn't feeling embarrassed now so much as very much
aware of how little clothes I wore. And that partly made me
self-conscious and partly was making me a little uhm...
breathy.

I mean, being around this handsome rich guy
and only wearing my little bikini, well, and while he wasn't
flirting he definitely wasn't ignoring my body either!

I wondered... whether I might allow something
to happen between him and me!
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“So you know what your job is, right?” he
asked as we headed back upstairs.

“Uhm, I'm a sort of housekeeper and chauffeur
and cook and...”

“Bitch.”

I was a bit startled when he said it, though
he was smiling.

“Basically, you're my bitch. You do all the
chores and errands and things I don't want to do or don't have time
to do.”

“Uhm, okay, I guess,” I said.

We went up to the second floor, and I
considered how to excuse myself to go to my room and change.

“For example,” he said, walking into the big
master.

I followed and he gestured at a pile of
suitcases.

“My dad's driver brought them in. You can
unpack and put them away for me.”

I thought that was kind of lazy of him, but I
couldn't see how to refuse.

“Okay.”

He threw himself onto the bed and then played
with the remote while I examined the suitcases, then lifted one up
and put it on the dresser. I opened it and then opened the
drawers.

“Socks and underwear in the top drawers.
Sweaters in the bottom, golf shirts in between,” he said, without
taking his eyes off the TV.

I thought he was acting like a sort of dick,
but okay. I was a bit confused, actually. Him being around my age
sort of gave me the instinctive idea he ought to act like other
guys I knew. Other guys I knew were... nice to me, if you get my
drift. They tried not to do stuff that would make me think they
were dicks.

Because they wanted me to suck their
dicks!

So I was wondering, well, was he actually not
interested in sex with me? I didn't think he was gay, and that was
the only kind of guy I'd come across who didn't want to have sex
with me.

Or did he consider me too inferior, like, not
good enough for him in some way? Maybe because I was poor?

“Where did you want your pants?” I asked.

“Closet. Hang them up.”

I nodded and took an armful to the closet and
went inside. There sure was a lot of room here. And lots of padded
hangers. I set the pants down on a shelf and then began to hang
them up, one by one. When I was done I went back to the outer room
again.

“What was your name again?” he asked.

“Uhm, Haley,” I said.

He shook his head. “Your last name.”

“Sommers.”

“Since you and I are going to be living here
I think it's best if I use your Christian name and you refer to me
as Mister Brandt or Sir. I don't want us to get too casual and
don't want you getting the idea I'm anything but the client. Think
of me as the guest at a hotel and treat me that way.”

That was another kind of dick thing to say,
but okayyyy.

“Yes... sir.”

I opened another suitcase and began to unpack
it, then hesitated.

“I should go and change. Uh, sir.”

“Don't bother.”

I hesitated, but didn't want to, like,
disobey him. I wondered why he said that. Was it because he wanted
to see me in a bikini? Most men would, but he said it in a kind of
a bored voice. I shrugged and continued to unpack.

Unpacking a guy's underwear was weird,
especially with him right there in the bed. He had mostly boxers,
and they were mostly black. In fact, all his underwear was black.
He had some bikini briefs, and one that was see-through, like black
mesh! I blushed a little as I quickly put those away.

I carried a bunch of shirts over to the
closet and hung them up, then opened another case. It had a pile of
sex toys in it! I gaped at it. There was all sorts of...uh...
phallic shaped objects of various sizes and shapes and colors! Some
were weirdly elongated. Some... I didn't even know what they were!
And then there were like, furry handcuffs and coiled black rope and
what looked like leather... bracelets with rings on the sides, and
a collar and... other stuff that looked kind of freaky!

“Put my toys in the top shelf of the tall
dresser,” he said, in the same bored voice.

His toys!? Wowee! What a pervert!

I wordlessly carried the whole thing over
there and opened the drawer and then kind of poured them in without
touching them.

“Don't break anything!” he exclaimed.

I flushed. Well, I was already blushing but I
flushed more. What was I supposed to break!?

He came off the bed and strode over,
scowling, then began arranging things in the drawer. I felt my eyes
rolling upward and moved quickly away.

“I hope you're not a prude,” he said from
behind me. “Although if you are that's your problem. But when I
have the right girl in my bed I can have her screaming in pleasure
for hours. Maybe I'll be nice and gag them for you.”

Okay, this was too freaky. Did I want to stay
here?!

“It's one of the reasons I want you to call
me sir. I don't want you getting the idea I'm your boyfriend or
something and getting jealous when I bring girls home.”

“I... honestly would not care... sir,” I
said.

I doubted he'd need the gag, either.

He went back to his bed, sat back against the
headboard, and flipped through the channels on the TV and, after
hesitating, I opened the next case, relieved it had clothes.

“You ever do bondage, Sommers?” he asked.

I felt my eyes widen, but didn't look
back.

“Uh... no, sir,” I said.

“They say the most important sexual organ is
the one between your ears,” he replied. “Bondage does absolutely
nothing to enhance sexual pleasure or excitement – physically. But
you'd be amazed at what it does psychologically.”

Keeps your dates from running away anyway, I
thought cynically.

“You get one of those strong-willed feminist
types tied to the bed and suddenly they're so hot you barely have
to breath on them to make them come,” he said.

Ugh. I did not want to hear this!

“I had my dad's lawyer tied up once.”

I blinked in surprise.

“She was ten years older than me. But boy,
did she freak out when I tied her up and started using a vibrator
on her.”

I finished as quickly as I could and got out
of there! I hurriedly went to my room and then considered. But I
did wind up changing into the maid thing. It covered more and... I
wasn't ready to leave. Okay, so the 'client' was kind of an
asshole. You meet assholes all over. I was sure I'd have asshole
bosses and customers in any jobs I got.

As long as he didn't try to tie me up I could
handle it.

Of course, I couldn't think that without
considering... without just imagining being tied up on his bed...
probably naked. With him. The idea was... kind of... weirdly...
well, interesting. I won't say I was super curious about it, not
really, but it was a bit intriguing. He sure had a lot of sex toys!
Did that mean he was either really sophisticated, sexually, or a
hamfisted amateur?

*

Fortunately, his dinner requirements weren't
complicated. Like, none of those fancy meals I'd expect to find in
a fancy restaurant – if I ever went to a fancy restaurant. Like, no
'escargots' and the like. He wanted a steak and salad. I could do
that. I had done that. I did it.

Since I was making him dinner it made sense
for me to make dinner for myself too. But his attitude meant I
didn't even consider eating at the same table. Besides, he decided
he'd eat in the formal dining room. That made it easier. I served
him there, then I served myself in the 'family' breakfast room.

He had acquired a little bell somewhere,
though, and he rang it just as I started eating. I hurriedly got up
and went through the kitchen and into the dining room.

“Yes, sir?”

“Wine, girl. Never serve dinner without
wine,” he said impatiently.

“Uh... What would you like?”

“Get me a Montoya Cabernet,” he said.

There was a flat screen on the wall and he
pointed the remote at it and changed channels while I went back
into the dining room. I had noticed the wine fridge earlier but
hadn't paid much attention. I didn't drink wine and knew little
about it. I drank milk with my dinners.

I skimmed through the red wines. I knew
enough to know you served red with meat anyway, and found some of
the ones he wanted. I took it out, hunted up a bottle opener,
popped the cork (not without some effort) then found a wine glass.
I hesitated again, then found a tray, put the bottle and glass on
it and went out to the dining room.

“Your wine, sir,” I said.

He looked at the tray and glass.

“Where's the cork?”

I looked at him in surprise.

“Bring the cork, girl. Always bring the
cork.”

“Uh, yes, sir.”

Why the fuck should I do that? I
wondered.

I went back to the kitchen and got the cork,
then brought it out on the tray with the bottle and glass.

He snapped his finger at me and I handed him
the cork. Then he held it under his nose and nodded.

“Where's the decanter?”

I looked at him blankly and rolled his eyes,
then sent me back into the kitchen again. I found the crystal
decanter and brought it out, while he continued to eat.

“Pour slowly, girl, and make sure none of the
sediment pours out. You should have done this in the kitchen where
there's more light.”

Asshole.

I poured about half the bottle and he stopped
me.

“Enough. There isn't enough light in here.
You'll wind up pouring sediment”

I put the bottle down uncertainly.

“Now pour from the decanter.”

I poured slowly until he looked like he
wanted me to stop. He picked up the glass, sipped, and nodded.

“Take the decanter and bottle back into the
kitchen and carefully pour the remaining wine into it, then bring
it back.”

“Yes, sir.”

I did as he ordered, annoyed, irritated, but
also thinking, well, you learn something new every day, huh? Maybe
if I wound up working in a nice restaurant that would come in
handy.

I took the decanter back and he motioned to
the now-empty glass.

I poured from the decanter, and saw his eyes
flick up to my cleavage as I did. That made me flush a little, feel
a bit indignant, and also feel a little... well... flattered. He
was a handsome rich guy, after all. Even if he was kind of a
dick.

“That dress should have more cleavage,” he
said.

I looked up at him, startled.

“You have nice breasts. It will look better
if you show them off.”

“I... uh... it's fine as it is, I think.”

“You aren't paid to think, girl. The better
your outfit looks, the more impressed my guests will be.”

The weird thing was he wasn't saying it
like... he wanted to see my cleavage, but more like someone
assessing a costume for a play or something. He was one strange
guy!

“I don't think I want my cleavage to impress
your guests,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows and I wondered if he
was going to fire me or something.

“Again, you're not paid to think. And if you
feel offended wait until you go to work at the Clermont or the
Sandridge. They have a lot more cleavage there.”

I had actually heard of that, and even
considered applying to those places, though without any real
experience I hadn't thought I'd get hired. Oddly, that they had
sexy outfits hadn't really caused me to reconsider. I knew that
would bring heavy tips, after all, and everyone would be wearing it
so...

I went back to the kitchen, then into the
breakfast room, got my steak, brought it back to the kitchen, and
zapped it, then tried again.

I managed to halfway through before his
little bell rang. I glared towards it, then got up and went back.
If he was ringing just to get me to pour his wine again...

“Yes, sir?”

“Napkins, girl. Always bring napkins with the
meal.”

I nodded and went back to the kitchen. I had
some trouble finding them because I was looking for the cheap paper
ones I was used to. Then I realized they were actual white linen
napkins. I brought one out to him and he raised an eyebrow.

“Just put it on the table, girl.”

Snot.

I did as he said and went back into the
kitchen and back to my dinner.

Maybe in future I would eat later – or
earlier.

I got through my dinner and then went to
check on him. He'd finished and left, so I cleaned off the table,
wiped it, then began to clean up the kitchen. After that I was
pretty much on my own. His royal majesty was in the 'family room'
watching TV and playing on his phone.

I went upstairs to my bedroom and then
considered what to do. I turned on my TV, then sat down at the
computer. I thought I'd do a job search. Just in case I told this
guy what an asshole he was and got fired. The problem was there was
nothing that paid even half what I was getting here.

After a while there was a determined knock on
my door. I got up and opened it warily to find him scowling.

“Okay, this isn't going to work. You need to
come when I call.”

I opened my mouth indignantly.

“Here,” he said.

He thrust something at me and I looked at it.
It looked like, well, one of those fitbit things for exercising and
stuff.

“When I want something, I'll buzz, and as
long as you're wearing that you'll know I want you. I don't want to
have to come hunting for you or yelling for you.”

“Uhm, okay.”

“Now you can run my bath.”

I looked at him, startled.

“Make sure it's exactly 106 degrees, and one
foot deep.”

“How do I do that?”

“With the thermometer, girl, and a measuring
tape” he said in annoyance.

Then he left and I stuck my tongue out at
him. Lazy fucker!

Were all rich people like this?

I shrugged and went into his bedroom, then
into the bathroom. The bathtub was a huge thing in the corner. I
looked around and went through the cupboards, and sure enough,
found a thermostat. I closed the plug, turned on the water and then
looked around for a ruler or something. There wasn't one, so I went
downstairs and found a measuring tape in the kitchen drawer.

I returned and checked the temperature, then
increased the hot water. I put the measuring tape in and figured to
where the water should be filled. I sat there and looked around,
shaking my head. You should have seen the place. Everything was
so... fancy. Even the tub was square instead of rectangular, and it
had pillars at the corners, like in Rome or something, going up to
the ceiling.

I fiddled with the hot and cold a few times,
not wanting to give him any excuse to complain, and checked the
depth carefully, then I went out into the bedroom, intending to go
downstairs to tell him it was ready. Only he was already in the
bedroom, and he had already undressed. He was wearing a robe,
though, black. It was long and fluffy looking.

“Uhm, it's ready sir.”

He looked at me. “Say your bath is drawn
sir,” he said.

I flushed. “Your bath is drawn, sir.”

He nodded and headed to the bathroom. I
turned and hurriedly went in ahead of him to turn off the water. I
did that and he came in and over behind me.

“You forgot towels, girl,” he said. “How am I
to dry myself?”

“Oh! I uhm, didn't think of that, sir.”

“Clearly. You know where they are?”

“Yes, sir.”

I quickly left and went out into the hall,
found the linen closet, and brought back a couple of towels and a
facecloth, then returned. And just as I came in the door I saw him
getting into the tub.

Holy! Fucking! Shit!

I froze in the doorway, my jaw dropping.

I had never seen a guy's naked body look like
that before! Not in real life anyway! This guy was cut! He had
shaved his chest and belly, and his skin was smooth, except where
it was pushed out by solid pectoral and abdominal muscles.

He hadn't shaved all the hair around his
cock, but it was mostly just a small amount and it was short and
flat against his groin, so it didn't do much to hide his cock, and
it was... large! Even though he wasn't hard it was...
large!

His thighs were muscled, and his ass, when he
turned around, was like... woah!

“Well bring the towels, girl,” he said in
irritation.

He wasn't the least bit embarrassed!

I hesitated. He was in the tub now, sitting
down. Still naked!

“Uh... I an uh... leave them here, sir!” I
gulped.

“Put them here on the ledge. And there's no
soap. Honestly, girl, you've never acted as a maidservant before,
have you.”

“I uh... n-no, sir!” I squeaked.

I tried not to stare, or to even look, as he
lay back in the tub. I put the towels on the ledge and turned away
in relief, then started looking for the soap. It wasn't bar soap,
of course. It was fancy bottled stuff, and it was called body wash
instead.

“Body wash?”

“Yes, yes.”

I straightened and turned, averting my eyes
as I kind of extended my arm.

He laughed.

“Shy one, aren't you?”

“You clearly aren't!” I exclaimed.

“I've had servants all my life, girl. I'm no
more shy in front of a servant than in front of a dog or a piece of
furniture.”

“Wow, you're arrogant!” I gasped, startled
even in the midst of embarrassment.

He shrugged and slumped down a little more in
the water.

“I have a lot to be arrogant about. And no
reason to be humble unless I care what people think of me.”

He looked me up and down and smiled. “And I
don't care what servants think of me.”

Dick! I thought.
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Have you ever had the hots for someone you
didn't like and who was totally inappropriate? Yup. I had the hots
for this asshole. I couldn't help it. I couldn't get the image of
his fabulous body out of my mind. Combined with all those sex toys
he had, and sleeping under the same roof as him, well, my mind
produced a number of lurid sexual fantasies, some of them involving
being tied spreadeagled to his bed!

Although since I didn't trust him I'd have
preferred to tie HIM spreadeagled to the bed and then enjoy his
body at my leisure.

I woke from just such a fantasy at 5:30AM,
got sleepily out of bed, and had a shower, then did my hair. I put
on the maid outfit, then went downstairs to check the coffee
machine.

Fortunately 'Sir' didn't take breakfast. He
just wanted coffee in the mornings. That saved effort. I, however,
did want to at least eat something, so made myself some waffles and
downed them with milk.

I woke him at 7:15 exactly, as he ordered.
Rich people apparently didn't need to set alarms. I knocked lightly
on the door, then opened it and made my way to the bed.

“It's 7:15, sir,” I said.

He didn't hear so I moved closer and repeated
myself. He still didn't hear so I moved right up against the bed,
reached out, and kind of put my hand against his shoulder to shake
him lightly while repeating myself.

He twisted rapidly, his hand shooting up to
grab my wrist and I squeaked and fell into the bed atop him.

Apparently he slept naked.

At least he woke up quickly, and then let go
of my wrist. I pushed myself off him – which involved putting my
hands on his muscular chest, and then pushing up and back onto my
feet, and averted my eyes as the sheets slid down enough to show
his cock nestled there between his legs.

But not fast enough!

He was hard. And the sight of it... I
couldn't look away! I'd never seen one that big before! And never
sticking up from a body that... gorgeous! It froze me in place! For
too long! He noticed!

Again, he wasn't the least embarrassed!

“Like what you see, girl?” he asked
lazily.

“I-I... I'm... I'm...”

He sat up and swung his legs out of bed, then
grabbed my wrist and pulled. I gasped, yanked forward, and half
fell against him again! Only he was sitting on the edge so that
left me on my knees in front of him.

“Morning boner,” he said. “Don't think of it
as related to you. On the other hand, you can certainly help me out
here.”

No way!

But holy fuck! Look at it!

“I-I don't... I'm not... I – !”

He jerked me forward and put my hand on it!
Fuck!

I was too stunned to actively resist as he
lazily pumped my small hand up and down on his thick (gorgeous)
shaft. It was almost instinctive to put my other hand out to push
back from him, but he grabbed my other hand and drew that forward
to place it around him too.

“Give me a little blow, girl. There's a bonus
in it for you.”

What an asshole!

Then he reached out and grabbed my hair, my
pony tail, and pulled me forward and... and... well... well fuck! I
slipped my lips over it! Fuck! I moaned dazedly as I began
to suck, as I pumped my lips up and down and squeeze the base.

Instinctively, my hands slid lower, massaging
his balls as I began to bob and suck and lick at his cock.

What a gorgeous cock!

“Just a quick one, girl. Don't get creative,”
he said.

I gurgled as he pushed down on my head and
his cock pushed too deep into my mouth. I drew back, sucking and
licking, bobbing up and down, but again he pushed down, and then
again, and each time I kind of gagged and gurgled and pulled
back.

“Have to teach you how to deep throat,” he
grumbled.

He jerked back on my hair and I gasped,
startled, then pulled down on my hair, like, using my pony tail as
a handle, and guided my lips to the base of his cock.

“Suck my balls. Pull them into your mouth,
massage them with your tongue. Suck on them. That's it.”

I moaned, wondering wildly why the fuck I was
doing this! But I did it, sucking his balls and licking them as
they filled my mouth. I gasped as he pulled me back and guided me
to his cock again and I began to suck and lick and bob on it. It
didn't take more than another minute before he came, and his cock
fountained in my mouth.

I swallowed thick warm come, gasping for
breath, and he released me.

“Fine for now. I'll instruct you on better at
a later time,” he said.

He walked naked to the bathroom and called
after him for me to get his coffee.

I knelt there, dazed, filled with a kind of
stunned disbelief. Had I actually fucking done that!?

Okay, no way I was staying here!

I got up and stumbled out of the bedroom,
holding tightly to the railing as I went downstairs. If I stayed
here... if I stayed here...

What?

He'd wind up fucking me!

Was that... so terrible?

Yes! He was a selfish, arrogant asshole!

But fuck! What a fucking body!

I was so … hyper! Part of me wanted to run to
the car and race away! But I knew I'd have to pack first, and I
sure couldn't go in this maid outfit!

I brought him his coffee. He was in the
shower. The clear glass shower. Completely! Naked! And completely
fucking gorgeous!

I averted my eyes, set the coffee on the
counter, and fled.

“I'll need a drive to school, girl!” he
called out.

Fuck you!

I went to my bedroom and quickly shed the
maid outfit, but then hesitated. I wanted to take off, and not see
him! What must he think of me!? That I was some kind of... slut or
something!?

But I didn't want a scene. I would leave
later. I put on the pants and blouse and tie and jacket, and by the
time I was done he was coming out of his bedroom wearing chinos and
a short sleeved shirt.

“Let's go, girl,” he said. “Bring the car
around.”

He acted as if I hadn't just given him a blow
job!

Blushing, I hurried to the garage, got the
smaller BMW, then pulled it around front. He came out the door, and
I wondered if I was supposed to run around and open the rear, but
he got in himself.

“You know where the Fitzgerald building
is?”

“Uh, no, sir.”

“You'd better learn, then.”

I drove to the university. It was like five
minutes away. He sat in the back working his phone. I drove in and
looked around.

“What do they teach there... sir?”

“Business.”

I knew that one. I headed for the big gray
building and stopped out front.

“Be at the Moore building at three,” he
said.

“Yes, sir,” I said, tonelessly.

He left, just like that. Wow!

I drove back to the house, thinking of what
to do, mostly sure I was going to pack and take off, but confused
about it. I mean, he hadn't made me suck his dick. I could have
refused. I hadn't done the least thing to resist. I had been too...
fascinated at the sight of it, of him.

I went upstairs and dumped the chauffeur
outfit, then noticed something on my dresser. It was a fifty dollar
bill! I opened my mouth, feeling outrage swelling, and snatched it
up angrily.

It was four fifty dollar bills.

I still felt the outrage, but there was a
part of me that felt kind of awed. I mean, $200 for... three
minutes of uh... effort?

Suppose he had a morning boner every morning?
Would that mean I'd get two thousand a week instead of one? That
was like, over a hundred thousand dollars a year which was
absofuckinglutely ridiculous!

I know, I know! It was like... prostitution!
But I hadn't sucked his cock for money! I'd … wanted to!

And I wanted to fuck him. I wanted to run my
hands all over that body!

It was just that I would have preferred he
not be in it at the time. Maybe I could drug him? No, no! That was
going nuts!

I did a lot of pacing, not sure what to do.
My mother would absolutely for sure want me to leave! But all that
money! And all that... gorgeous, muscled flesh!

I wasn't going to leave. Not yet. I put on a
pair of yoga pants and a sports bra and then went down to the
basement to exercise. I exercised vigorously, too, sweating,
exhausting myself! Then I took a sauna, for the first time in my
life.

And as I sat back on the bench I drew my
knees up, spread them, and started to masturbate while thinking
about that fabulous body and cock!

First, if you've never tried it before, never
masturbate in a sauna! It's not a good idea to get all worked up
when you're already in a suffocatingly hot, steamy environment! It
might melt your brain!

Being so hot made my skin all slick, and my
fingers danced across my naked sex with a delicious sense of
tactile ease that had my blood racing in no time! And as I thought
of that cock I let my fingers sink into myself, which I usually
don't do, first one, then two, then three, slumping more and more,
moaning as I pumped my fingers in my burning sex!

My other hand alternated between squeezing my
breasts, and rubbing my clitoris, mostly the latter, and my hips
began to buck, to spasm, as the internal heat boiled over and began
to sweep up into my dazed mind in hot rushes and bursts!

I think my mind was boiling inside my skull
when the orgasm hit me. I felt this incredible explosion of
sensation that rocked me back, sending my head jerking back hard
enough to bang against the wooden bench behind me! My hips bucked
up frenziedly as I cried out in a long, gurgling wail of pleasure,
jamming my fingers into my burning pussy even as the fiery pleasure
tore through my body!

And then it grew even hotter! I sucked in a
desperate, ragged breath of air and cried out in pleasure, jamming
a fourth finger in, somehow! It ached, but I liked that! I wanted
it to! I wanted to feel stretched, aching!

It eased and I slumped down, chest heaving,
eyes glassy, arms falling aside – knees falling aside, drained. The
heat, both of the sauna, and that massive orgasm, had drained
practically every drop of energy from my body.

Or at least, it felt that way. I was sure in
no hurry to move a muscle.

Until the fucking door opened and Gregory
looked in.

“There you are,” he said in annoyance. “You
didn't answer my summons. The second class was canceled and I have
a couple of hours before lunch so thought I'd come home.”

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

I gaped and then tried to get up, gasping,
moaning, trying to close my legs.

“Hot in here,” he said. “You certainly have a
nice body. Better than I had thought, in fact.”

He came into the sauna, looked on the wall,
touched something, then came over to me.

I was trying to sit up. He grabbed my wrist
and pulled me into a sitting position, then pulled me to my feet.
Only my knees sagged a little, so he picked me up in his arms.

I felt a growing sense of embarrassment! I
was naked and his eyes were like, right up there! Nor was he making
any effort to avert them!

He carried me outside and then around the
corner to the big shower and carried me inside, then sat me down on
the bench in the corner, stepped back, and turned on the water.

I yelped as the cold water sprayed down at
me, but it wasn't... that cold. Or at least, my body tolerated it
pretty well since my body was so freaking hot.

“You should be careful about saunas,” he
said. “You didn't even set the timer so it would cool off if you
fell asleep. Heat saps you of energy and that's easy to do, even if
you're not exerting yourself by masturbating.”

Oh my God!

I started to revive, sitting up and pulling
my arms in to hide myself as the water poured down.

Gregory, meanwhile, was removing his shorts.
He'd already peeled off his top and trousers and shoes and socks. I
gaped at him as he stepped naked through the entrance to the shower
and came over to me.

“Feeling better?”

I reached up to... I think... push him back
as he came to me, but he simply took my wrist and pulled me to my
feet. I felt weak again and sagged, but he pulled me in against
him. I felt my breasts pillowing out against his chest, and
shuddered as eased me back.

“Thinking of me as you masturbated?” he asked
with a grin.

“I wasn't! I didn't! I'm not – !”

He snorted dismissively, and swung me around
to the wall, then released me. He pumped whatever was in a plastic
dispenser there into his hand and began to spread it against my
back as his big body blocked the water. Then he reached back and
turned it off.

“I have an incredible body,” he said.
“Perfectly normal for any girl who's been exposed to it to want to
masturbate.”

Fuck!

“You are so... so – .”

“Gorgeous?”

“Fucking arrogant!”

“We've been over that.”

His big hand was spreading the slippery
fluid, be it soap or body wash, over my back and downward, and over
my ass!

I gasped and squirmed but he sort of held me
in place as he ran his hand almost casually over my ass, soaping me
up. Then his hands slid back up and along my shoulders and arms. I
squirmed and he let me turn around, then grinned at me, his arms
against the wall on either side of me, his big... naked body in
front of me!

“You're lucky I came home early, girl, or you
might have been in serious problems in there,” he said. “Have you
ever used a sauna before?”

I blushed and shook my head and he
sighed.

“Google it before you use it again.”

He turned to the dispenser and filled his
hand with soap again and then began to spread it up my belly and
lower chest. I gasped and grabbed at his hands and he grinned,
fending my hands off, then gripping my wrists and pinning them
together.

He raised them up and back against the wall
above me and looked at me with a kind of feral hunger.

“You have a gorgeous body, girl.”

Then he began to run his other hand, all
soapy, over my breasts!

I squirmed and pulled against his wrist but
he held me easily as his hand slowly caressed and then began to
knead my breasts, and my breathing got more and more ragged as my
pulse raced!

I wanted to say don't stop, but I couldn't do
that!

“D-Don't!” I squeaked.

“Why not?”

He slid his hand down between my legs and I
shuddered as his fingers stroked along the line of my sex, his
thumb searching out and quickly finding my clitoris.

“Don't!” I gasped weakly.

“But you want me to.”

I did!

“I-I... I... I...d-don't!” I moaned.

“Don't you?”

His thumb was stroking rapidly against my
clitoris, which was already swollen and feeling like it was ready
to explode! He leaned into me, still holding my wrists, pinning
them against the wall, then kissed me. His lips were soft, but
demanding, and they began to move against me like... I don't know,
like some kind of ferocious animal, only controlled!

I moaned as his lips pushed harder, as they
opened and mouthed mine, as his tongue darted forward and his
kisses became hungrier!

At the same time, his fingers were stroking
and stroking, and my hips began to grind helplessly against him as
the rush of passion and pleasure rose like a rocket!

His other hand, the one gripping my wrists,
seemed to be... pulling my wrists higher, so that I was forced up
onto the balls of my feet, my body stretched tautly along the wall!
I felt tremors running up through my belly as my breasts throbbed
on my chest. The muscles in my lower body began to spasm so that my
hips jerked and bucked against his fingers!

“Please!” I moaned into his open mouth.

And then the orgasm hit me! It was even more
intense than the one in the sauna, and I couldn't help crying out,
again and again, my hips jerking frantically, my buttocks slapping
and grinding against the wall as his fingers sent a wild flood of
sensation through my trembling body!

“Hot little slut!” he growled.

I barely heard him as my mind tumbled and
turned in the flood of heat, pleasure and passion. Nothing else
seemed to matter to me as I felt my mind roll over and over like a
cork in a high sea.

And then, dazedly, I felt myself spun around,
and gasped as my cheek was pressed against the wall. He still held
my wrists together above me, but now his other hand darted around
my hip and down between my legs, rubbing me again, but also pushing
my hips out and back.

“I've got something for you, little girl,” he
purred.

I felt him grinding himself against me, felt
what had to be his hard cock pressed against my ass, sliding up and
down between my buttocks. I was gulping in air, my eyes fluttering,
trying to pull my mind out of the wild rush of passion and wildfire
heat like a drowning woman rising out of the water.

I felt his cock grinding against me as he
rubbed my clitoris, and moaned weakly. Then he reached up above me
and separated my wrists, placing them apart against the wall. His
hands jerked my hips further back, and I felt the slippery knob of
his cock pressing against me.

Not against my pussy, but against my ass!

I gasped, startled.

“Oh! Oh, don't!” I gasped, half twisting
around.

He grabbed my wrists again, slapping them
firmly against the wall, then he slapped my bottom too!

“Stay in the position I put you in,” he
growled.

He jerked back on my hips, so that I was
leaning forward against the wall like... like one of those people
on a cop show about to be frisked. Then I felt his cock pressing
against me again! I moaned, feeling the pressure mounting, feeling
the head slowly penetrating me.

I gasped as he gripped my hair and jerked it
back.

“Beg me to fuck your ass!” he ordered.

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Her jerked again on my hair.

“Beg me!”

“Please! Please fuck my ass!” I gasped.

He jerked sharply again.

“Sir. Say it.”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” I cried.

His cock pushed into me, an inch, then two,
then slid slowly up. He jerked back sharply on my hair several
times, and his cock pushed in astonishingly smoothly, filling me up
back there, until the head was deep inside and I began to feel a
sense of cramps in my abdomen.

“Hot slut.”

He forced the whole of himself into my ass,
and ground himself against my buttocks. His right hand curved over
my hip again, fingers rubbing my clitoris. His left kneaded my
breasts.

I felt a strange sense of wonderment, as if I
was on an out-of-control car racing own the highway. I had no idea
where it was going and no way to control it. I gasped and grunted
as he ground himself against me, as I felt his cock kind of...
moving inside my body. I'd never been sodomized before, you see. I
was actually amazed at how little pain there was, just a kind of
aching high inside when he was fully inside.

He began to pump then, slowly, and I felt a
sense of dark heat washing over me, a sense of the outrageous, of
the wild and dangerous and kinky and... and forbidden. I moaned
helplessly, my forehead against the tiles as he pumped, as he
fondled me, as he used me.

Bastard!

But the heat began to rise rapidly, the
excitement mounting along with my sense of wonderment. I felt a
bizarre, almost... excited sense of being his... his prey, his
victim. It was partly masochistic, I guess, though I'd never
imagined myself to be a masochist. But it was so outrageous... what
he was doing to me! And I felt a strangely thrilling sense of
fascination because of it.

I mean... wow! Wow! He was fucking my ass! I
was standing against a wall, pinned to the wall! Helpless! While
this... bastard, was fucking my ass!

A gorgeous bastard, a handsome, rich, sexy
bastard with an amazing body...

I felt helpless to resist, and I don't mean
physically. Something about the thought of giving in, of submitting
to him and being under his control was wildly thrilling. The way he
was... manhandling me, was breathtaking!

I gasped as his hand came up from my breasts
and caught me by the throat. He jerked my head up and back against
him, his fingers tightening enough to make breathing hard. At the
same time, his hips were working faster, thrusting his thick, hard
cock into my ass hard enough that my body shuddered every time his
hips struck my buttocks.

And I didn't do anything. I mean, I didn't
even want to do anything! I just sort of... took it, trembling and
shaking and gurgling, my mind drowned in sensation and heat and
pleasure and excitement. I think he could have just kept squeezing
until I passed out and I wouldn't have done anything.

My mind was... groggy, not processing much
information. All higher orders of thinking were shutting down as my
mind just... wallowed in the passion and pleasure and heat.

His hand released my throat, and slid down to
roughly fondle my breasts, and then he slid his hips back and
halted.

“Ride my cock!” he barked. “Slide that tight
ass back! Do it!”

He gripped my hair and I gasped, the sharp
pain cutting through the fog.

“Ride your tight little ass back on my cock!”
he ordered.

Moaning, I did, not because he ordered it but
because as soon as I understood what he meant... that was what I
wanted. I wanted it inside me again, wanted it deep inside me! I
pushed my hips back, gasping in raw excitement as I felt it pushing
deeper. Every inch I pushed back my ass took him deeper, until he
was high inside me again!

He jerked on my hair and I cried out.

“Faster, slut.”

Gasping, panting, I slid my hips in and out,
faster and faster, moaning and trembling as my buttocks slapped
against his hips.

Then his arms went around me again, one hand
gripping my throat to pin me against him, the other down between my
legs, fingering my sex as he thrust himself forward. He pushed
forward hard, ramming my hips forward until I was pressed firmly
against the wall from head to toe.

“I love your tight ass!” he growled into my
ear.

His weight crushed me against the wall as he
thrust his hips in and out in sharp, rapid, short little thrusts.
His fingers rubbed furiously at my clitoris, and his left hand
closed more tightly around my throat, jerking my head back so that
he could chew and suck on the nape of my neck.

And another orgasm washed over me. It was a
long, slowly building thing, waves of pleasure, each getting more
intense until the greatest one hit, and I trembled and shook,
convulsions wracking my body even he continue to ram himself up
deep into my belly.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Here's the freaky thing about what happened.
It didn't change anything about his attitude. He still insisted I
call him sir, and he still called me either 'girl' or 'Sommers'. He
did not seem one bit more friendly or even like he cared about me.
I was still just, like, an employee, like a room service person or
something.

I had to put on the chauffeur outfit to drive
him back to college, and he sternly rebuked me for not having the
wrist band on.

“If I summon you again and you don't respond
I'll spank your ass for you, girl,” he said.

What?

I mean, I got that he wanted me at his beck
and call, but spank? Did he mean that? I quickly decided he did! I
mean, given what I'd seen among his toys! The idea of him
'spanking' me was so outrageous, though, that it was hard to take
seriously as a punishment. It was more like, I dunno, some kinky
sex thing.

And I was already too shell-shocked from what
had happened to put a lot of thought into it.

I mean, he had caught me naked and
masturbating! Holy fuck! Fuck! Fuck! That was the most humiliating
thing possible! I mean, now that my mind was functioning properly I
cringed at the thought of how I must have looked, naked and spread
out like that before his leering eyes!

Fuck!

And then... then he'd basically dragged me
into the shower and fucked my ass!

And made me come like a whore!

The weird thing is I had hardly even seen his
body! Instead I had to picture it in my mind's eye, based on what
I'd seen of it in the tub and in the morning. I had to picture him
behind me, that lithe, sexy, powerfully muscled body using me, that
big cock sliding up into my ass!

Fuck! Just thinking about it made my nipples
tingle and burn and made my breasts swell!

I can't believe I did that! I can't believe
I let him do that to me!

I could still feel him up inside me, thick,
solid, deep! And the memory resonated through my mind and body,
making me squirm on the seat!

I let him fuck me in the ass! I begged him
to fuck me in the ass!

Fuck!

It was a good thing it wasn't busy and that I
didn't have far to drive. Because I sure wasn't focused on my
driving! I got home and parked the car and went inside and stripped
out of the outfit and stood looking at myself in front of the
mirror naked.

And there was another pile of fifty dollar
bills on my dresser. Ten of them!

Just like this morning I felt both outraged
and... greedy. That was a lot of money to me! Seven hundred
dollars! That was a week's pay, or two weeks if I worked anywhere
else! Plus I still got my week's pay!

But I was still outraged and still felt
incredibly... dirty. Not because he'd fucked me in the ass, but
because he'd just gone and paid me for it like I was a hooker! How
dare he!? What did he think I was, anyway!?

But seven hundred dollars! Did I really care
what this bastard thought of me if he was willing to pay me so much
money!?

I mean, it wasn't like it had been
unpleasant. It had been a mind-blowing sexual experience! Like,
just about the most intense I'd ever had in my life! It was
certainly the only one I'd had with guys where I'd come!

Not that I didn't like making out, but guys
didn't tend to last long once they were inside me, and I sure
hadn't met anyone else with his skill with his fingers...

But his brazen... assumption, that he could
do whatever he wanted to me... and then pay me for it... that was
so fucking outrageous!

I needed to set some ground rules with this
guy!

I was determined on that!

For a little while.

Then I started wondering how I could set
ground rules for sex. And would it involve not being paid?
Because... I know, I know, but still, I liked money as much as the
next girl. I spent some time arguing with myself about the morality
of being fucked by him and being paid, and just being fucked by him
and not being paid. It didn't really seem to me to be a hell of a
lot of difference – morally speaking.

And I hadn't let him do it for payment. And I
hadn't sucked his cock because I had thought I'd be paid. So in
that context, the money was just, like, ahm, a gift.

Was he like that in bed? I mean, so...
take-charge? Did he manhandle a girl in bed and just... fuck her
any way he wanted, throwing her body around, using her...?

Arrogant bastard!

*

I picked him up at three, blushing, finding
it hard to meet his eye. And he treated me like a taxi driver, with
no acknowledgment at all that we had had sex together earlier. I
dropped him off at the door and parked the car, then went in and
upstairs and changed into the maid outfit.

He buzzed me, and I brought him coffee in the
study, where he was apparently doing his homework. He hardly looked
up.

It was kind of unnerving. I'd never had this
sort of experience before, because sex, to me, was always a thing
with emotions and caring and not done with anyone who I didn't have
a relationship with. I almost wanted to grab him and shake him and
say “Hey! Remember me?!”

Instead I had to call him 'sir', like we were
strangers. And we were, kind of. I mean, I'd only met him the other
day!

Yes, I felt irked! Like, I mean, the sex
apparently meaning absolutely nothing to him was insulting! I think
that was part of the reason I decided to dump the stupid maid
outfit and put on my bikini, and go out back for a swim.

I'm not sure what I was thinking. Either he'd
notice me, and remember what a hot body I had, and then... and then
what? Value me more? The value he put on me was evident by the
money he left on my dresser!

I'm really not sure what I was thinking or
what I was hoping, but I was half hoping he would buzz me so I had
to go and see him in my bikini. I didn't even admit that to myself,
though.

And then he did buzz. And I froze. I was
filled with indecision. Part of me wanted to casually go in there,
dripping wet, and casually displaying my body. Part of me wanted to
tell him to go fuck himself, that I would come when I felt like
it.

I certainly didn't want him to think I was
this pathetic little girl eager for his attention! And if I went in
there in a bikini that's what the arrogant asshole would think!
Unfortunately, I hadn't thought of that until the thing buzzed and
now... what to do, what do do!?

I pulled myself out of the water and grabbed
the towel, then rapidly dried my hair, then patted the rest of me
down before combing my hair back with my fingers. I didn't have
time to dress but... I could wrap the towel around myself.

It helped hide my nipples being hard!

That was just because of the cold water,
though! Don't think otherwise!

I almost ran into him in the hall, and
gasped, pulling back.

“Where have you been, girl?” he demanded.

And then, since that was obviously a dumb
question given I was in a towel and bikini, he snorted and shook
his head. “Didn't I instruct you to pay close attention to the
wrist band so you would know when I wanted something?”

“I uhm, was in the pool. I couldn't take it
in the pool!”

“No excuses.”

He gripped my hair behind my neck and I
yelped as he pulled on it. That drew my hands shooting up and back
to grab at his wrist, and he immediately trapped them, crossing
them and pinning them with one hand.

“I think we're going to have to make a small
change in your uniform, girl,” he said, pushing me up the hall.

“Ow! Hey! Don't!” I gasped. “Let go!”

He yanked the towel off and I squealed
instinctively, even though I was wearing my bikini underneath.

“Definitely a change,” he said. “That maid
outfit is silly.”

Well, I didn't mind that, actually...

“And you keep forgetting to call me sir.”

He marched me into his bedroom! That had my
heart pounding and my pulse racing, believe me! Then he pushed me
against the foot of the bed and roughly bent me over the thick post
there. An instant later he yanked the bottom of my swimsuit
down!

“Oh! Hey!” I gasped, half rising.

His heavy hand came down between my shoulder
blades, forcing my chest back onto the bed.

“What did I tell you this morning?”

What?

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried in surprise as his hand slapped
my bare bottom.

“I said stay where I put you.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” I cried.

“Then learn to do as you're told,” he
said.

He released me and I stayed where I was,
trembling and gulping in air, my mind wild with uncertainty,
anxiety, and a rush of dark anticipation.

He had released my wrists, but now he grabbed
them again and drew them back behind my back.

“Don't move your hands,” he ordered.

A moment later I felt him lift my right hand
and wrap something around it, something thick, like a... leather...
band or something...

I felt a rush of shocked heat! As well as
more anxiety! It must be one of those leather restraints in his toy
drawer! I moaned as I felt it tighten around my wrist, and then
felt him wrap a similar one around my other wrist. A moment later
they were locked together behind my back!

He wasn't done. He wrapped two more around my
ankles, and then he tugged on the straps of my bra, untying them
both and pulling my bra off so I was completely naked!

Naked and helpless and bent over his bed!

Oh God!

I felt his hands caressing my buttocks,
kneading my flesh, then sliding down to finger and caress my
pussy.

There was another pause, and I tried to look
around. But my chest and face were on the mattress, which was a
good eight inches lower than the foot post. I couldn't see anything
much without raising my head and torso up.

And he was back anyway.

Crack! He slapped my bottom again
stingingly.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

“Oh! Don't!” I gasped.

But I spread my legs.

His finger slid into me, a big finger, warm
and long, and I gasped and moaned softly as it pumped slowly,
driving deeper and deeper. It was slippery, as if he'd oiled it.
Then it pulled out and something else pushed against me. I thought
it was him for an instant, but only an instant. It was too
cold.

More like cool, like room temperature, but it
slid slowly up inside me just like his cock had done the other day,
except it was pushing up into my pussy! And then it began to buzz,
to vibrate, and I gasped in both alarm and shock. It was one of his
sex toys!

It pushed deep inside me, and it seemed to
widen just at the base, which was jammed in against the mouth of my
sex, vibrating against the taut nerve endings there. Before long, I
began to vibrate in tune to the toy!

I waited, breathing raggedly, my cheek
against the mattress, wondering what he was doing behind me. Then I
felt his finger rubbing against my back opening! I gasped and
moaned, but... I didn't say anything!

His finger slid into me, slippery and warm,
pumping in and out, then something thick followed, and I realized
it was another sex toy.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Preparing you, girl.”

I moaned as he pumped it in and out, twisting
and turning me, but my body began to pulse with heat, remembering
his cock sliding up inside me just that morning. The thing was just
as thick, and just as long, and I felt utterly stuffed with the two
of them up inside me!

His hands jerked my thighs together
again.

“Now then. I want you to understand that I do
not make idle threats. I think I'm a fair enough boss when I tell
you what to do, and tell you what will happen if you don't. Don't
you?”

What?!

It was getting hard to think straight. My
mind was all jumbled and filled with swirling emotions. I felt
those two thick toys inside me, felt the vibrations, and was
gripped by a breathless heat.

Crack!

“Ow!” I yelped.

That wasn't his hand! I tried to raise myself
up – which wasn't that easy with my hands locked behind me, and he
pushed my head back to the bed.

“I told you to stay where I put you,
Sommers,” he said sternly.

Crack!

He was hitting me with some kind of...
strap!

“Oww! Please!” I cried.

Crack!

“You are to address me as sir. Try
again.”

“Please, sir!” I gasped.

“Better. I expect proper respect from you,
girl.”

I gulped in air, my mind swirling. I knew
this was all part of his... kinky bondage type sex games, and was
far from sure I wanted to play! Only I hadn't been asked! And my
mind was too buffeted by all the wild, dark, outrageous things he
was doing to come to any sort of decision about what I ought to
do!

Especially since I was tied up!

Tied up and naked!

Crack!

“Are you listening to me?”

“Ow! Hey! Yes!”

Crack!

“Sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“I told you to be available for my calls,
didn't I?”

I bit my lip anxiously, but a strong, wild
rush of energy rippled through me. This was, after all, desperately
thrilling, in a nervous, uncertain, breathless sort of way. The
vibrator was buzzing inside me and against me, making my whole
lower body want to squirm and twist, and sending hot slivers of
overheated pleasure rippling up my spine!

“I... was swimming!” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir, you silly slut.”

“I'm not a slut!”

Crack! Crack!

“Don't argue with your boss.”

“I couldn't exactly take it into the
pool!”

Crack!

“That wasn't what I asked. I asked did I not
inform you that you were required to keep yourself available?”

“But I – .”

Crack!

“Didn't I?”

“Yes! I mean, sir! Yes, sir! That hurts!”

Crack!

“It's supposed to hurt. That's how you learn,
little girl.”

“You're one year older than me!”

Crack!

“Did I ask for your opinion? I told you
before, you are paid to do, not to think.”

Crack!

“Ow! Fuck!”

Crack!

“No foul language.”

“You're an asshole!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt snapped down across my burning
bottom in several quick, sharp blows that made me yelp and gasp and
twist.

“Show respect for your boss, slut. Or you
won't have one.”

Bastard!

He jerked me back off the bed, and down onto
my knees, wrapping my damp, tangled hair around his fist.

“Spread your legs. Wider, slut.”

I gasped in outrage, but I did it, because,
well, it was as a relief to be on my knees! He couldn't strap my
ass while I was kneeling in front of him!

“Head back, Shoulders back. Push your chest
out.”

I glared, but half-halfheartedly. The
vibrator was still buzzing powerfully, and my breath was fluttery
and quick as he stared down at me, belt in hand. Then he put the
belt down and peeled his shirt up and off. I almost... flinched, to
see his upper body. God, it was gorgeous!

Then he undid his trousers and skimmed them
down, along with his shorts. He took off his socks at the same
time.

He stood naked in front of me, hands on his
hips, and I had to fight to not stare, to not look impressed, to
pretend he wasn't completely gorgeous and sexy! And that I wasn't
sitting impaled on a vibrator!

“Your problem, little girl, is you've never
been a servant before. You have all these arrogant notions about
equality. Well servants aren't the equal of their masters, by
definition. Servants are to be meek and respectful and
obedient.”

That was so... fucking arrogant! On the other
hand... he was right, in a way. I mean, I was sort of a servant,
and servants were kind of supposed to be respectful to the people
they worked for. I... got that, sort of. I mean, yeah, but still,
that didn't include nakedness and sex!

He picked up the belt again and I eyed it
warily.

“My family is old money,” he said. “We have
an old-fashioned view of servants.”

He slipped the tongue of the belt into the
buckle to make a loop, and then dropped it over my head, letting
the loop fall down around my neck before jerking the belt to
tighten it! I gasped, and rose as he pulled me in against him,
using the belt like a sort of leash!

“The duty of servants is to serve,” he
said.

His cock was hard and it was fucking
beautiful! It was also ridiculously long and thick! I could hardly
believe I'd had that whole thing up my ass this morning!

“It's not required of us to be polite to
servants. It's required of servants to be polite to us. And if you
think that's unfair, we really couldn't care less.”

I gasped as he ground my face in against his
cock and balls.

“Now, servant girl, your master requires some
service. You can start by licking and sucking my balls, and we'll
proceed from there.”

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


He was so...incredibly... outrageous!
God! But maybe because it was so outrageous it was more than
insulting, it was... exciting, in a wild, almost awed sort of way.
And besides, he was jerking the belt, and now had gripped my hair,
so it wasn't like I could do much else!

Not to mention... did I mention it already...
how fucking beautiful his cock was!?

“Do it, slut,” he growled.

I shuddered at the insult, feeling a wild
flare of dark, seething heat, and then began to lick and suck on
his balls. And as I did he continued to talk, as if he was trying
to insult me, trying to be as outrageous and insufferable as he
possibly could.

“That's it. Suck my balls, you hot little
serving girl,” he said. “Suck and lick them. You want to make your
master happy.”

I moaned around his balls, chest heaving,
pulse racing, the vibrator buzzing inside me.

This whole thing was so incredible, so
desperately shocking and kinky, that my body was thrumming with
sexual heat, the pressure seeming to throb within me!

“Lick your way up my cock,” he ordered,
gripping himself at the head and lifting his cock up against his
body.

I moaned as I slid slowly up, licking at his
shaft, staring at it, awed, licking again and again as I slowly
made my way up to where he was holding it.

“Now take it into your mouth, slut,” he
ordered.

God! So outrageous!

I moaned as I obeyed, sucking and bobbing on
it as he loomed over me in all his arrogant naked beauty. I felt
his hand, the one in my hair, tilting it back by jerking back on my
hair, at the same time as the other hand pulled the belt in, to
pull me in.

And then he pushed himself forward, and the
head pushed into the back of my mouth, making me gag. Only this
time, unlike this morning, he kept going! My eyes bulged as he
pushed into me, and though I instinctively tried to twist and jerk
away, he was pushing forward but also downward, having tilted my
head back, and my hands were bound behind me!

I gurgled, sinking down as far as I could,
which only jammed me against the vibrator, my mind fluttering
wildly as inch after inch of his thick cock pushed into my throat –
and down it! I was gripped with shock and disbelief as I continued
to twist helplessly!

Then my lips were wrapped around the base of
his cock, pressed against his body, and I could feel him, could
feel that long, thick cock, filling my throat, my neck, pressing
down against my tongue, feel it way down inside my throat – and up
at the top – and in my mouth – and holding my lips wide!

That whole huge, monster cock was filling me,
and I quivered an twisted and trembled as he held me in place.

At first I thought my stomach might heave!
But the shock and alarm held it back, then as it threatened again,
the lack of air began to push aside all other concerns. I couldn't
breath at all and the more I needed to the less I cared about
anything else!

He ground my face against him, and I trembled
and moaned.

After long seconds, as my head pounded and my
chest burned, he eased up, pulling his cock slowly up, up, up the
length of my throat and then finally sliding it out into my mouth
and out completely.

I coughed violently and then gulped in
desperate, ragged breaths of air.

“You need to learn to hold your breath
better, slut. If you're going to properly serve your master you
need to be able to deep throat. It's not like it's a difficult
skill. It's all in the mind. Gagging is not physical, but
psychological. All you need to do is tell your body it's a
delicious chunk of meat and... swallow.”

I was still gulping in air, and before I
could settle myself, either mentally or physically, he was jerking
back on my hair – making me cry out at the stinging in my scalp,
and then he was pushing his cock into my mouth again. I had less
than a second of warning, which, given how dazed I was, didn't help
much.

Then he was pushing himself into my throat
again!

I gurgled and gagged and twisted and writhed,
but he ignored it, shoving himself all the way down my throat once
more. This time he didn't keep it there long, but slid himself back
out once more.

“See? You can do it. And the more you do it
the more you'll know you can do it, and the easier it will
get.”

I was too busy breathing to reply. And then
he shoved it down my throat again, and then again, and then
again.

I have to admit... it did get easier. Or
maybe he had just battered down my throat muscles and my gag
reflex. I don't know, but it got a lot easier. My throat started to
feel almost numb to it, which allowed the vibrations coming up from
between my legs, from inside me, grow in importance once again.

I mean, your mind can't really focus on
anything else when you're gagging, or can't breath.

But once I began to cope okay with him
burying his cock in my throat my body began to tremble again, in
tune to the vibrator, and that strange dark, steamy sexuality began
to seep back into my body and mind.

I sucked on his balls, then he'd jerk back on
my hair and shove his cock down my throat. Then he'd pull out and
make me suck on his balls, over and over and over again! And then
he just... fucked my face. I mean, he held my head back by the hair
and instead of just burying himself inside me and then pulling out,
he began to pump himself up and down in my throat!

I gurgled, and I gagged a little, but a part
of me was just dazed, and another part of me was awed, feeling a
strange intense, feral excitement at what he was doing, at fucking
my throat, at the sight and feel of that beautiful shaft sliding up
and down inside my throat and mouth.

He pulled out, cursing, and then moved back,
pulling on my hair, so that I fell forward, or would have, onto my
face, had he not held me by the hair and the belt. He did put me
down on my face, though, with my ass in the air.

I was relieved. I gulped in air, panting,
eyes glassy, hardly caring what he was doing as I felt his hands on
my thighs, jerking them apart, felt his hands on my waist, jerking
my stomach in tighter against my thighs.

“Now that's a perfect view,” he said from
behind me.

Crack!

I moaned, but was too breathless to
complain.

“Keep that ass high, slut,” he ordered.

I felt his fingers at my sex, felt him
pulling the vibrator out. I felt a sense of deep relief as the
vibrations halted! But then I felt what had to be his cock pushing
into me. I knew it was him. It was warm and slick and thick and...
a part of me burned with the knowledge, with the feel of it sliding
into my body.

Soon he was thrusting hard and fast, riding
me, pounding me, his hips slapping against my upraised buttocks as
his cock drove deep into my belly with every stroke. I trembled and
moaned and shuddered, and gurgled as he slapped my ass with the
belt, jerking back on it so it tightened around my neck and made my
eyes bulge.

“Hot little slut!” he growled.

My body shuddered to the continuing blows of
his hips, and I moaned dazedly as he gripped my hair and pulled it
back. I felt so... so utterly and completely used! Just...
used! Like an animal! Like a bitch in heat! It was an
intense moment, triggering some deep, carnal instinct, something
which reveled in it, gloried in it.

And then the orgasm hit. I cried out at the
power and pleasure, and then gurgled and cried out all the air in
my lungs as it got much more intense, making my entire lower body
seem as if it was on fire and ready to explode with the
pressure!

His rapid-fire strokes, the hammering he was
giving my buttocks, my body trembling on the floor, were all just a
wild kaleidoscope of sensation and heat as the orgasm erupted
within me and overloaded my nervous system.

I was screaming, all out screaming. I
screamed all the air out, then sucked in a breath and did it a
second time, then sucked in a breath and did it a third time, and
as the pleasure began to fade I sucked in a breath and did it a
fourth time, only weaker.

Of course, I wasn't making a ton of noise as
I screamed because he pulled on the belt to tighten it around my
neck.

I gurgled and moaned as the orgasm faded, and
then just lay there, literally drooling on the floor, my eyes
glassy, as my bottom continued to be smacked hard and fast, and
that big, slick cock continued to thrust deep into my belly.

And then he pumped faster, with shorter
strokes, and finally came, sheathing himself inside me, cursing and
gasping, grinding himself against my sore buttocks.

“Ah, fuck! Milk my cock, you hot little
slut!” he gasped.

*

Okay, so... I should have left after that,
right?

At least, after I thought it over, right?

I thought I should. I even thought I would. I
lay on the floor a bit, as my arms came free, groaning as he pulled
on my hair and then slipped the belt off. But then he slipped
something else around my neck. It felt like another belt, only
thicker and heavier.

I didn't care. I was too shell-shocked, too
dazed, wrapped in the afterglow of the orgasm and the strange, dark
sexual fever.

“That's all you need for your new uniform,
girl,” I heard him say.

I hardly paid attention.

He went away, and after a little time I
recovered enough to push myself up onto all fours, wavering and
swaying, then up to sit back on my heels.

I groaned weakly. I still had that dildo up
my ass. I rose and slid it out, then sank back down, panting.

Wow. Just... wow.

After a minute I got up and went to my room,
and when I got there I stared at myself in the mirror.

There was a collar around my neck. Like, a
bondage collar. Like, one of those thick black things with studs
around it, and a big stainless steel ring in the front? I kind of
stared at it wonderingly, and reached up to touch it. Which was
when I noticed the matching, smaller studded leather restraints
around my wrists.

Fuck!

I looked down, and yes, there were two around
my ankles, too.

I shook my head in amazement. What a pervert
he was!

I examined the wrist restraint on my left
hand, and then saw that it was locked. It needed a key to open so I
could remove it! I fingered the collar, pulling my hair aside,
searching for a way to open it. I couldn't. It too was locked.

Fuck!

And then I saw the money on the dresser.

A thousand dollars. Ten one-hundred-dollar
bills.

Fuck!

What did he have, a safe full of money!?

I examined one, never having seen one
before.

Fuck!

I felt my knees wobble, and stumbled back to
sit on the edge of the bed – wincing, because I was sore.

I'd just had the two most intense sexual
experiences of my life today, and made, uh, $1700 in total
(including the morning blow job), for having them.

I mean, it wasn't like I'd done anything
much! I'd basically acted as his sex toy!

This was so crazy!

What was I supposed to do now!?

Trying to look at it objectively. I was being
paid a small fortune to act like the sex toy for the sexiest guy
I'd ever known. He was also the biggest, most arrogant asshole I'd
ever known, of course.

Still, that was a lot of money, but I was
indignant about it. I'm no hooker!

Then again, they WERE the most intensive,
most incredibly wild and kinky and thrilling sexual experiences of
my life! Looked at objectively, I should have been the one paying
for them!

So my choices were to go on having this wild,
intense, incredible sex – and being paid for it, and also live here
rent free and have a really well-paid job, or... go home and live
with my mom and try to find a job as a waitress or something.
Except they didn't call them waitresses any more.

They called them... servers.

Was being a servant to this guy worse than
being a servant to the public? Well, I had to get naked and
'service' him sexually. On the other hand, he paid a hell of a lot
better.

He was surely kidding about me just wearing
this around the house... Wasn't he?

Eventually, I worked up the nerve to go
downstairs and find him. He was in the study again, and I blushed
when he looked up at me.

“Yes, servant girl?”

I pursed my lips. “Uhm, I can't get these
off... sir.”

“Of course not. They're locked. I put them on
and they'll stay on until I take them off.”

“But... I mean...”

“I'm the boss. I'm the master. I say what you
wear at work.”

“But... what if someone comes to the door!?”
I exclaimed.

“Then you answer the door.”

“No way!”

He pushed back his chair a little and sat
back in it.

“You have a beautiful body, really nice tits,
flat stomach, nice hips, great ass. Why do you mind people seeing
it?”

“Because I do!”

He rolled his eyes.

“You have a gorgeous body and I don't see you
walking around naked!”

“Sir,” he growled.

“Sir,” I said, anxiously.

“I'm the master, so I get to decide what I
wear. You're the servant, and wear what your master desires. Right
now, I desire that. Perhaps I will come up with something else in
due course. Then I'll change it.”

“But... I mean, someone could actually come
to the door... sir! What if it's like, the boys scouts or
something!?”

“Then I imagine you'll give them quite a
thrill.”

“You're not being serious, sir!”

“Being rich means I don't have to be. Now go
and start on dinner.”

I tsked and turned around.

“Wait!”

I turned back.

“Where is your butt plug?”

I blushed. “If you mean that dildo thing I
took it out.”

“Yes, yes, but make sure you have the butt
plug in at all times.”

“Why!?”

“Because your master commands it. He wants
that tight little ass of yours ready for his cock on short
notice.”

I flushed and left the room. God! What an
arrogant SOB!

It felt very weird walking around like that.
Even in the kitchen, getting things out of the fridge or freezer,
cutting things, preparing things, it all felt very weird. I was
never a girl to wander around naked at home, or even in my
underwear.

He came into the room and I licked my lips
nervously, almost instinctively turning away. But then he gripped
me by the back of the collar and shoved me forward, bending me over
the table I was working on.

“Hey!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Hey!”

He jerked me back upright.

“I told you to put the butt plug in. Go and
get it.”

I glared at him but left the room. And once
I'd left the room, well, where else was I going to go but upstairs,
and once upstairs, well, what else was I supposed to do but...
well...

So I put it in. It felt strange again, and
very sexual, feeling it sliding into me, spreading me open and then
being sucked up into my body, with just the slim stem pushing
through and then the round little coin-like base on the
outside.

Fuck!

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror,
twisting around, and pulled my buttocks a bit apart, then let them
pull together. I bent over a bit, trying to see how easily it could
be... seen.

Fuck!

This was perverted as fuck!

I felt sulky, but I had started dinner. I
needed to finish it.

I went back downstairs, cautiously, wanting
to avoid him, and found the kitchen empty. I padded in and started
in on dinner again, very conscious of the thing in my ass.

This was so freaky!

And yet... it was also... strangely, darkly
arousing.

Well, it was!

And there wasn't anything I could do about
that!

I hesitated when it was ready, but I braced
myself, and then sought him out. He was in the library.

“Uhm, dinner is ready, sir,” I gulped when he
turned to look at me.

I flushed.

He nodded and I turned and hurriedly went
back to the kitchen.

I had already set the table. I waited until I
heard him out there then I put his food on a tray, along with wine
– in a decanter, and pushed it out there.

Again, it felt weird being naked and doing...
unsexual stuff like this.

Except being naked, and in these... leather
things... made it feel sexual even to serve dinner.

He was unapologetically eyeing my bare
breasts as I bent over to put things on the table, and I felt that
arousal deepen, despite myself.

Then he shook his head.

“No, girl. You've done it wrong again.”

“What?! I mean, what, sir?!”

“First you open the bottle, then present me
with the cork. When I've approved, then you take bottle and cork
away, and carefully pour the wine into the decanter while ensuring
there is no sediment.

I stared at him in confusion.

“But it's the same wine as yesterday!” I
protested.

He stared at me and then rolled his eyes.

“You really are an ignorant little peasant
girl,” he said.

I glared at him.

“Throw this out, and start over.”

“But – .”

“You can't keep wine in a decanter, peasant
girl. Once you introduce oxygen it simply won't keep for more than
a few hours.”

“But you didn't even drink half the
bottle!”

“Do as I say or I'll take a switch to your
bottom.”

I shrugged and turned away and he slapped my
bottom sharply.

“Ow!” I yelped, jumping.

“And remember to address me as sir, peasant
girl.”

Sir Asshole, I thought.

I took the wine away and then poured it out.
I rinsed out the decanter then got another bottle of wine and the
opener and went back out there. Cradling it under my arm, I opened
it in front of him, and presented him with the cork. He sniffed it,
gave a snotty nod to his head, and I took the bottle away.

In the kitchen, I carefully poured it into
the decanter, then brought the canter to him and poured him a
glass.

“That will be all, peasant girl.”

I scowled but didn't say anything back. I
just went back to the kitchen.

I thought plenty of things, though.

But even while thinking them I was still
aroused.

I wasn't entirely sure how much of his
asshole act was real and how much might be part of this kinky
bondage game stuff. If a lot of it was... then that just made it
kinkier and more arousing!

Of course, either way he was still a rich
asshole who was taking advantage of me! In more ways than one! Or
at least, using his money and looks to take advantage of me! It
wasn't even HIS money, either. It was his father. He hadn't
accomplished any more in life than I had, the arrogant bastard!

He didn't want anything else from me after
that so I spent the rest of the evening in my room – naked. I'd
never been naked for so long before! It was strange!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


I woke him up the next morning – nervously,
warily. I had little doubt he'd want a blow job. I mean, this time
I was fucking naked except for the collar and restraints so why
wouldn't he?

Sure enough, when he woke he just looked
sleepily at me, yawned, and then threw back the covers.

“See to my cock, servant girl.”

Oh what an arrogant son of a bitch!

I glowered at him, and pursed my lips, but
the truth is... well, it had been weirdly sexual and sensual waking
to the collar and restraints. It had been weirdly arousing, padding
around naked, showering naked, going downstairs to get his coffee
naked.

This outfit made it more like I was a slave
girl than a servant girl, and that was a deliciously outrageous
thought for some reason. Me a sex slave! Whoa! That was hot!

Just as a fantasy, of course.

I dropped forward, put a knee on the bed,
then climbed in and knelt on all fours, moving in so I could get at
his cock. I gasped as he gripped my hair and pulled me in more
forcefully, but then I got my hands around his cock and began to
suck him, bobbing up and down while I massaged his balls with my
hands.

“All the way down, slut.”

Every time he said something outrageous like
that I felt this hot jolt of emotion inside me. It was partly
anger, but also almost an awed sense of … I wouldn't call it
masochism but... I don't know! Being talked to like that shouldn't
turn me on, but it did!

I slid my lips lower and gurgled, pulling up.
I slid lower and gagged, though I kept reminding myself I had done
it yesterday. Then I tried again, but failed. That heavy hand
gripping my hair suddenly tightened, and his legs drew in, his
thighs trapping my head as he rolled over – taking me with him!

Now I was on my back and he was above me,
with my hands pinned down as he thrust himself straight down my
throat!

My eyes bulged, and my legs kicked and
flailed a little, but once he had driven himself deep I eased up,
the gagging fading. I trembled and gurgled as he drove himself into
me to the balls and ground himself against me.

Then he started to thrust in and out, fucking
my mouth, fucking my throat!

“You'll have to practice more, servant girl,
so you become more skilled,” he said.

He pulled up, and rose onto his knees,
spreading my arms and pinning them more firmly with his legs as I
gulped in air.

“You can use one of my toys to practice while
I'm at school. Keep fucking your pretty face until it becomes
second nature.”

He shoved himself back down my throat, and
pumped a few times, then pulled out and came in my face,
laughing.

What a charming guy!

He got off the bed and went into the
bathroom. I had already placed his coffee there, so I coughed and
gasped for breath and then made my way back to my room. There I
wiped my face, and then changed into the chauffeur outfit. I still
had the collar and restraints on but I figured he'd unlock them
before we left.

I was wrong.

“Why should I? It's a five minute drive.”

“But... suppose someone sees me!?”

“Suppose they do. Is it against the law to
wear a bondage collar?”

I stared at him in disbelief.

“Nobody is even likely to notice the
others.”

So I drove him to college, wearing the collar
and restraints, then drove home.

And yes, there was another little pile of
fifties on my dresser.

I figured I should probably do some
vacuuming, then I wet mopped the floor. After that I went to his
room and changed the sheets (I had a list of instructions), then
washed the existing ones, folded them, and put them back in the
linen closet.

I did not do this all naked, of course. I
mean, come on! I put on some sweat pants and a bra and tank top.
Yes, I still had the collar, and restraints but they didn't get in
my way.

I changed and went to get him at three and
brought him home.

He took his books and headed into the study,
after telling me to make sure I changed into my proper uniform.

Ha, ha. So funny. What a jerk. I knew he
meant naked. I hesitated, but then did it. Again, I had that
mixture of indignation, resentment, and a dark, brooding sort of
heat that had my chest tight and my stomach fluttering.

The thing on my wrist buzzed shortly after
that, and I felt that fluttering get a lot worse.

I went into the study and he looked up at
me.

“There you are, peasant girl,” he said. “You
should try moving more quickly when I summon you. I don't like to
wait.”

Fuck you, I thought.

“And you need to learn more about how a
proper servant comports herself, and treats her employer. When you
enter the room you should say “May I help you, sir. Go ahead. Try
it.”

“May I help you, sir?” I asked.

“And one never, ever scowls at their
employer, servant girl,” he said. “Not unless one wants a
spanking.”

I looked at him warily.

“Now then. According to your instructions you
are to always wear your uniform. Did you wear your uniform
today?”

I frowned in confusion. “You told me not to
wear the maid outfit any m – .”

“Yes, I told you to wear that instead. Did
you?”

“Well I can't take them off,” I said in
annoyance.

“You're forgetting to say sir. Your attitude,
servant girl, is impudent.”

“Sorry, sir,” I said, not very sorry at
all.

“You remained naked except for the collar and
restraints? Correct?”

“Yes,” I said warily.

He snorted and stood up, then came around the
desk. He took my arm and turned me around, then pulled my arms in
together behind me. I resisted, briefly, but the restraints were
soon clipped together.

“Wh-what are you doing?!” I gulped.

“Why do you ask? Servant girls are at the
mercy of their betters. I can do anything to you I want,” he
said.

He jerked back on my hair – painfully, and I
cried out. And as I cried out he pushed his hand against my open
mouth. There was a … a black ball in his hand, and he pushed that
into my mouth! I was startled or I would have fought, and then it
was halfway in and... there wasn't anything I could really do. It
happened too fast!

Then I realized, as he drew the thin strap
around behind my head and buckled it, that it was one of those
bondage gag things! I felt an immediate surge of heat and
anticipation. I even felt some relief. I mean, he wasn't going to
fuck my throat with this thing in my mouth.

He attached a chain to the ring in the front
of the collar and led me out of the room and down he hall.

I felt so... squirmy inside! It was like he
was leading me on a leash! And I was all tied up and helpless and
naked! I moaned into the gag, and tried to talk, experimenting. I
couldn't really move my tongue so it was hard to say anything at
all intelligible.

He opened the door to the basement, which
surprised me. But I had little choice but to follow him down the
stairs. He walked through the big room with the pool table and
games and then down the narrow hall past the laundry and gym and
bathroom and storage room into the area where the HVAC system and
furnace were, and then to the door at the other side.

He took out a key and unlocked it, then
flicked on a light and pulled me inside.

OMG! I stared around at the little room, eyes
wide. It had dark paneling and lots of big mirrors. It also had
some weird looking shit, including chains hanging from the ceiling!
Over on one side was a kind of sawhorse with leather across the
middle bar, and ahead was a strange looking post that ran from
floor to ceiling.

It was some kind of perverted bondage
room!

He led into the center and pushed me to my
knees, then went to the wall and pressed a button. Overhead, a long
metal bar was attached to a chain, and it descended, getting lower
and lower until it was actually on the floor.

He squatted down and grabbed my left ankle,
attaching the restraint to one end of the bar. Then he did the same
with my right. He went back to the wall and pressed the button, and
I stared in disbelief as the bar rose and lifted my feet into the
air – followed by my legs – followed by the rest of me!

The bar was pretty wide, so my ankles were
pretty wide, and I was hanging completely upside down!

Gregory went to a cabinet and, humming to
himself, got some things out of it. He came over and knelt down,
then put a blindfold over my eyes! I had no idea what he was doing
after that except by feel.

His hands moved over my body, stroking and
caressing, kneading my breasts, plucking at my nipples. They slid
upward and then I felt his fingers probing my opening. They pushed
into me, pumping in and out, then were replaced by what felt like a
dildo or vibrator.

A vibrator, I soon realized, as it began to
buzz. It was probably the one from yesterday!

His hands glided over my body, stroking,
touching, rubbing, and I moaned helplessly, blinded and unable to
talk, hanging upside down, my hair brushing the floor. I felt
extremely vulnerable with my legs spread and my pussy in the air
the way it was!

Then my wrists were unlocked. I mean, the
restraints were unclipped from each other. Not that I could do
anything with them, hanging down the way I was! And almost at once
he drew my right wrist down and then out, and when he released it
it was held in place. He pulled my left wrist down and out, too,
and that too was locked in place.

Gregory hadn't spoken as he did all this, but
now he did.

“You should know, peasant girl,that I will
always know when you lie to me,” he said.

I felt a sinking sensation.

I felt his fingers at my head, and then he
pulled the blindfold off.

He was naked, except for black boxer shorts,
and I felt a jolt of heat. He moved behind me, and my eyes followed
him in the mirror.

The mirror on the wall across from me was
full length, and about four feet wide. There were a number of them
in the room, including one right behind me. So I could actually see
both my front and my back side in that mirror by looking in the
mirror in front of me. I was hanging upside down, spreadeagled! My
wrists were chained down and apart!

God! My legs were spread so wide! I could
just barely see the base of the vibrator buzzing inside me! I could
easily see the round little butt-plug. This was obscene! Seeing
myself like this, upside down, with him looming behind me and
feeling his hands moving over my buttocks made my chest so tight I
could hardly breath!

“And whenever I catch you lying to me...
peasant girl... I shall have to punish you appropriately.”

I moaned into the gag as he moved aside and I
finally saw what was in his hand. It was a whip! It was like, a
real whip! I yelped and twisted wildly, but of course, there was
nothing at all I could do!

“Peasant girls who lie to their masters
invariably suffer for it,” he said.

He drew his arm back and then swung the whip
at me! It was one of those things with a short handle and then a
whole bunch of long black... laces, like shoelaces or something.
Only they were made of leather or plastic. He swung sideways and
the mass of them swept in and then hit my back, across my shoulder
blades.

I yelled into the gag at the impact, but
though it stung, I felt an almost instant surprise, then relief. I
had been imagining it would hurt terribly, just from looking at it,
but it didn't. It only stung a bit. Actually, it stung less than
the belt. Although, it stung from like, twenty different little
stings across my back! And they kind of added up!

“Bad peasant girl,” he said sternly.

He swung again, a bit harder, and the things
swept in and struck the small of my back.

I cried out again, my body jerking, arching
away.

“Naughty little peasant girls need to be
taught their manners,” he said.

He swung the thing again, and then again, and
then again, sweeping the thin laces down across my back repeatedly
as I hung upside down, gasping and moaning.

This was so wild, so weird, so shocking,
so... so... outrageous!

The vibrator buzzed inside me, and now that I
felt less nervous of his 'whip' I began to feel the dark thrum of
heat spreading through my body. I mean, this was pretty kinky and
hot! As long as it didn't hurt much anyway!

“You must learn your place, peasant girl,” he
said.

He swung the whip again and the laces now cut
down across the side of my ribs – and curled around to bite at my
right breast! I yelped and twisted and strained against the
restraints, but to no avail. It wasn't that it stung worse,
exactly, but just that it was a startling place to be hit! It was
even more... outrageous!

“Training a peasant girl to be a proper
servant can be tedious work,” he said.

He swung the thing again, this time letting
the soft laces curl across my ribs on the other side, and snap down
across my left breast! Then he did he did my right, then my left.
Then he swung harder, but across my back.

“But no fear. I am up to the task. It will be
hard work. But I will make something useful of you, one way or
another.”

The flog, or whip, or whatever it was, made
this kind of flicking sound, as the thin laces hit my skin, a kind
of Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! And
each time it hit I felt this little burst of stings from all the
separate laces smacking my soft skin!

My skin was starting to turn pink, to warm
up, as he swung the flog, and then he swung it casually overhand
and the laces came down right between my legs! They kind of bunched
up at my pussy, and then spread out down along my abdomen.

I yelped and twisted again at this new
stinging, and then again as he hit me in the same place again! Then
he hit my back a couple of times, then moved around in front of me
and swung the thing down so the laces cut across my stomach, then
my breasts!

I moaned and writhed and strained as the
flog cut across my breasts again and again, making them sting and
then turning the flesh warmer and warmer! Then he swung down
between my legs again, and again, and again, before moving behind
me.

“I realize it's hard to
learn things, but even an ignorant little peasant girl can
understand pain and punishment,” he said.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!
Thwick!

He moved around me,
casually swinging the flog down again and again, until it felt like
my entire body was pink and hot. But all through it the vibrator
buzzed, and my mind squirmed and churned, and the dark heat roiled
within me!

“Everyone knows peasant
girls aren't very bright, after all,” he said.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

They only respond to very direct
stimulus.”

“So I shall have to punish
you continually until you learn your role, and the rules which go
with it.”

Thwick Thwick!
Thwick!

“Among those rules, is to
always call your betters sir or madam.”

Thwick Thwick! Thwick!

“Always show them
respect.”

Thwick! Thwick!
Thwick!

“Never scowl or glare at
them.”

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Never talk
back.”

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Never question their
orders.”

He was swinging harder, and the laces were
stinging more, but my insides were burning much hotter than my
outside! I felt as if I was somehow fading, melting into a dark,
erotic fantasy of forbidden heat and kinky sex. I shuddered and
moaned and flinched at each blow, but my body was ready to explode
with the sexual pressure inside me!

He pulled his shorts down and I saw his cock
spring up. I trembled and moaned as he came up right in front of
me, and then I could see nothing because my head was down between
his legs. I felt his fingers at the vibrator, though, felt it
sliding out. Then what had to be his cock pushed into me, and drove
itself deep.

And I came. I came like crazy, trembling and
shaking and crying out as he thrust into me hard and fast. I could
feel his hands on my buttocks, on my thighs, as he drove himself
into me, as he fucked me hard and fast, and my nervous system
seemed to be overloading from the wild storm of sensations flooding
through me.

My body strained in all directions, pulling
against the restraints on my ankles and wrists. My back arched
repeatedly and I twisted and writhed, my head rolling and jerking
as convulsions and muscle spasms made me tremble and shake.

It was insane! I was engulfed by a wild,
howling storm of intense pleasure, almost like being electrocuted,
only with pleasure instead of pain! It left me dazed and barely
conscious!

*

I hung upside down like that, if you can
believe it, for over a freaking hour before he came and let me
down! And he wasn't the least bit apologetic.

“See that you show respect,
and obey my orders in future, peasant girl,” he said in his
arrogant tone.

So should I quit now? Should I!? I stumbled
up to my room, found the usual pile of fifties, and then went into
the bathroom to see how badly I was hurt. I wasn't, as it turned
out. In fact, though my body felt like I had a bit of a suntan,
front and back, there was little to show for his flogging but a bit
of pink here and there.

He was still a rotten bastard, though! Who
did he think he was hanging me upside down and whipping me!?

And that sure was an astonishing thought. I
had been hung upside down naked and whipped!

Holy fuck!

Not that there was anything holy about him
fucking me, of course! If he was representing anyone it was that
other guy!

Still, when you got right down to it, I had
made a shocking amount of money in just a couple of days, and had
the most thrilling sexual experiences of my life. Okay, they had
been kind of anxious experiences, and not ones I would have ever
chosen, but they were still incredibly wild!

I had to hurry downstairs to make dinner,
but first I had to ask what he wanted. I found him downstairs
playing pool.

“Uhm, what do you want me
to make for dinner... sir?”

He looked up at me, using that usual “you're
such a peasant girl' look.

“Say what would you like
for dinner, sir,” he said.

I licked my lips. “What would you like for
dinner, sir?” I asked.

“Ribs.”

I looked at him in disbelief.

“That'll take 2 freaking
hours!” I exclaimed.

He gave me one of those looks again and I
backed up as he came towards me.

“What? It's not my fault
you hung me upside down for like an hour or more!”

He slapped my ass hard enough to make me
yell and jump.

“Now repeat after me,” he
said. “The cooking time for ribs means that it will take me
approximately two hours, sir,” he said.

I bit my lip, wanting to tell him to go fuck
himself.

“The cooking time for ribs
means it will take me approximately two hours, sir,” I
said.

“Better. But watch your
attitude. I will take steak, then, peppercorn steak. Brandy
flavored peppercorn, in fact.”

“I don't know how to do
that... sir.”

Crack!

“Ow! Shit!”

“I'm afraid I don't know
the recipe for that, sir,” he said. “but I will find one and make
it immediately.”

I had to repeat that, then went upstairs,
cursing him under my breath.

I quickly found the recipe on the internet.
It wouldn't take long, if I had the ingredients. I had to explore
the kitchen some, but I found them before long. Then I spent more
like forty five minutes, actually closer to an hour measuring and
cutting and putting it all together the way the internet recipe
said to.

When it was nearly done I hesitated, then
went out and found him in the library.

“Would you like wine with
your dinner, sir?” I asked.

“Yes, of course. I'll have
a Domaine Loubejac Pinot Noir Willamette Valley.”

I stared at him, trying to remember all
that. The only words I actually retained were the first and then
the 'Williamite valley' because it seemed weirdly English alongside
the rest.

“Yes, sir,” I
said.

I went back to the kitchen and found the
wine fairly easily. I was surprised they could get such a long name
onto the damn label!

I called him to dinner, and then brought his
meal and set it out for him. Including a bottle of wine. I opened
it and gave him the cork. He sniffed it – I had no idea if he could
actually tell anything from doing that – and nodded to me in a
really arrogant way, and I went back to the kitchen to pour it into
the crystal decanter. Then I brought that out and served him – as
if I was a waitress in a restaurant and not naked!
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The next day started with his usual blow job,
which I again failed. So he dragged me into bed by the hair and
spanked me for being a slow learner.

“Today you will use one of my dildos to
practice, peasant girl,” he growled. “When I get home you will be
tested.”

He said this while I was on my back, with my
legs up on his chest and him kneeling over me. He fit himself into
the mouth of my sex and then pushed forward while pushing my legs
back – and back – and back until he was practically laying on them
and I was crushed in two!

I moaned helplessly, gasping up at him as his
hips began to work him in and out, thrusting demandingly into my
trembling body. He drove his hips down into me with hard, steady
thrusts until he came, then rolled off and went into the
shower.

Bastard!

Then I got dressed and drove him to school.
But on the way, he wanted me to detour.

“Turn here, servant girl,” he ordered at a
crossing.

“This isn't the way to school, sir,” I
said.

“Obey your master, servant girl.”

I scowled but turned the car and we went down
a street with some large houses on it.

“Turn in there,” he said, pointing towards a
gray stone house.

I hesitated, then turned into the
driveway.

“Honk the horn, servant girl.”

I honked, feeling a rising sense of alarm,
aware of the leather collar around my neck, and the bright
stainless steel ring dangling from the front.

“Is someone coming to the car? I'm wearing
this collar!” I exclaimed.

“So? He probably won't even notice, and if he
does... so?”

I flushed as a guy came out of the house. It
was a Black guy. I was surprised because I hadn't thought an
arrogant rich snob like Gregory would want anything to do with
Black guys. I mean, maybe it's a stereotype, but aren't people like
him pretty much all bigots?

The guy who came out of the house was not
just black, he was very black, and very big. He was six and a half
feet, with a huge chest and brought shoulders. He also had a shaved
head.

“Get and open the door for him, peasant,”
Gregory said in irritation.

Fuck you, I thought before doing it.
Then I remembered, too late, that I had the fucking collar on my
neck! And yes, it was freaking obvious! I turned away from him,
grabbing the handle of the rear door and opening it, and trying to
keep my back to him, but as he passed me he looked at me, and
grinned, before getting in.

I closed the door, blushing furiously, and
got back in the front.

I backed out and continued on to school,
nervous.

“So this is your little servant girl, huh?”
the guy said.

“Yes, lovely isn't she?”

“Hot. I should get one myself.”

“Maybe I'll loan you mine from time to
time.”

I ignored them, well, pretended to. My face
was hot and I was squirming with embarrassment, wondering what
Gregory had told the guy! Fortunately, it wasn't more than two
minutes before I could drop them off!

“Remember, servant girl, practice,” he
said.

I nodded jerkily and headed back home.

I did not want to practice, but I didn't want
a spanking either, so I took the dildo he'd left for me – a twenty
inch long, double headed dildo, and considered how best to
practice. I decided that bent over the sink would be best, with my
head cocked back.

Which was a darn good thing! I didn't throw
up or anything, but I sure drooled enough! I also had to wipe my
eyes not to mention blow my nose a number of times. But it really
helped to tilt my head back, and it really helped that I knew I had
done it since I'd done it several times by then.

Before long I was actually feeling quite
proud of myself, kind of awed at my own ability! Wait until my next
date! Wouldn't he be surprised... whoever he was!

Just to make sure, I kept the thing on the
counter, and every couple of hours I went back in to slide it down
my throat again, to pump it in and out, and to stare at myself
doing it in the mirror with a sense of smug conquest.

I even posed a bit for the mirror, arching my
back, sliding my fingers through my hair, and vamping. I felt sexy.
I looked sexy.

Sex slave, I thought with a wicked
rush of excitement.

I did the laundry in his hamper – and mine,
and then cleaned his bathroom, and changed his sheets. Then I could
relax for a while, except for practicing my deep throat skill every
now and then. I probably should have gone and got some groceries,
but no way I was going out with this stupid collar on. I'd have to
talk to him about that.

I watched TV, then went downstairs and
exercised, doing the exercises he had told me to. After that I made
lunch, then sat by the pool for a bit, and did a little swimming.
Then I explored the way the home theater worked and watched some
Netflix shows.

I got dressed and drove back to school to
pick him up, and my face heated when he came out with the Black
guy. I hadn't thought of that, and cringed again. But I didn't want
him threatening me with a spanking if I failed to get out and open
the door for them so I braced myself and did so.

I deliberately turned away from them,
though.

When Gregory got to the car, he squeezed my
ass firmly, and I gasped, too startled to do anything before he
passed by and got into the car. I was just starting to scowl at him
when the Black guy gave my ass a nice squeeze too, which shocked me
again! And then he was climbing into the car, leaving me with
nothing to do but close my mouth – and the car door, and hurry
around to the front.

I drove back the same route, and then turned
down the Black guy's street.

“Where are you going, servant girl?” Gregory
demanded.

“I uhm, I'm dropping your friend off, sir,” I
said.

“Did I tell you to?”

I hesitated. “No, sir.”

“Malcolm is coming home for dinner.”

I hesitated, then turned into a driveway,
backed out, and then turned back, even as my mind started to
process that information. He better not be thinking I was going to
serve it naked, I thought!

I drove back to the house and opened the
door, and they both climbed out.

“Ribs for dinner tonight, servant girl,”
Gregory said.

“Yes, sir.”

I parked the car and went inside, and then
hesitated. I couldn't cook in this black suit. I took it off, but
changed into the maid outfit.

Only the maid outfit had been replaced
somehow. It must have been when I was gone, when I was driving him
to work or home. Or, I suppose, when I was hanging upside down in
the basement the other day!

It looked like the same maid outfit. It was
the same color and style and fabric. But as soon as I saw it I knew
it was different. To put it mildly, it displayed more cleavage. I
wasn't sure how much until I put it on and tied it up.

A lot!

It squeezed my breasts in from the sides and
from underneath, lifting them up and kind of pushing them out
there, and almost half my breasts were naked! This would have been
a lot of cleavage to show in a dark nightclub. It was way too much
to show at home to some stranger! Plus, the maid outfit had short
sleeves. I could slip the white stockings over the top of the
restraints around my ankles, but the studded black wrist restraints
would be very, very visible!

But I had nothing else, unless I wanted to
serve in jeans and t-shirts, and I knew he'd never accept that. I'd
get a flogging for sure, if not fired!

So I decided to wear the maid outfit. I spent
most of the time in the kitchen alone anyway.

I think it was a bit shorter, too...

They were in the basement so I was able to
get to the kitchen without being seen, and then began to make
dinner, pulling up a recipe, getting out the ingredients, and then
mostly absorbed in that for a while.

After about half an hour, though, the
swinging door opened and the Black guy – Malcolm, came in. I gulped
and turned away again.

“Hey, baby,” he said. “Gregory says you got
beer here.”

“Uhm, yes, sir!” I said.

I went to the fridge – the second fridge, and
opened it. There were five different kinds of beers on one of the
shelves.

“So you some kind of ah, slave girl,
baby?”

I gulped. “Uhm it's uh, just a costume Mr.
Brandt wants me to wear,” I said, flushing red.

“Nice costume,” he said with a broad
grin.

“What kind of beer would you like, sir?” I
asked anxiously.

“Corona Extra, slave girl.”

Slave girl?! Shit!

I bent forward and reached in for the bottle
and gasped as his hand came up under the very short skirt and
squeezed my ass.

“Sir!” I protested.

He grinned down at me, and I turned, beer in
hand. I went to the counter and opened a drawer to get a bottle
opener out, very much aware of how short the skirt was. My heart
was suddenly pounding and I was very much aware of this humongous
black guy right behind me!

“So slave girls pretty much do anything
they're told, don't they?” he asked.

“I'm not a slave girl,” I gulped.

“No? You're wearing a slave collar.”

“Its... just a costume!” I said
desperately.

He didn't grope my ass, though, but let me
get the opener out. I put the beer on the counter and opened it,
and he came up beside me and took it with his left hand.

His right slid around me and then cupped my
right breast.

“Thanks, slave girl,” he said, giving my
breast a good, solid squeeze!

I gasped as he moved away, looking warily
after him, and wondering what the hell Gregory had told him about
me! He clearly thought he could do whatever he wanted without any
problems!

I went back to fixing dinner, but I was more
anxious now, with two of them there, two guys who apparently liked
my body and had few qualms about asking me before touching it!

I was also filled with an intense sense of my
own sexuality, and I began to see myself as, well, almost as the
helpless servant girl (slave girl!) who could be pawed and
groped and... and who knows what else... by her employer! It was
silly, of course. I could quit at any time. But somehow there was
something darkly thrilling about the idea, about seeing myself as
this helpless sex toy who was prey to big, arrogant men!

The peasant girl who was serving at the evil
baron's castle!

God knows I was dressed for it!

Gregory's outrageous rudeness and sexual
demands had put me into a strange and unfamiliar atmosphere of
sexual permissiveness like nothing I'd ever known. And while the
sensible part of me rejected that, well, not all of me was
sensible. There was something deeply attractive in seeing myself as
the hot babe to be cruelly seduced and used by the 'master' of the
house.

It wasn't exactly masochistic. It was just
that the more outrageous he got the more wickedly exciting I found
things! I didn't think normal sex was boring or anything. But
this... this was just fucking pulse pounding insanity!

All my inhibitions were in flux due to the
last few days behavior – and the wild orgasms I'd had. And that had
me doing things I'd never have even considered not long ago. Though
admittedly, I might have considered them as a sexual fantasy to
enjoy while masturbating. But do in real life!? Never!

But in part, I would never consider them
because I didn't want the guy to think I was a slut. I mean, if I'm
having sex with a guy it's because I'm thinking of a possible
relationship, right? I didn't want him to think I was cheap. But
that didn't matter here. Nor was I worried word would get back to
my friends. He didn't know any of my friends and wasn't likely to
be interested in meeting them anyway.

So that didn't really matter either.

What did that leave?

And then there was the money. I would never
have done this stuff... let myself be degraded and used, just for
money! But the guilt and uncertainty I felt about what he did to me
was certainly uhm... soothed, by all that money.

And then there was the heat, the sexual
pressure which I could feel even now, even with a sense of wary
uncertainty about what Gregory would do or expect me to do, and how
embarrassing that was likely to be!

Certainly I expected him to show off that he
had a 'sexy' maid who he could, I suppose, do things to you don't
normally do to the maid... like touching her. And he'd do it in
front of this hulking big black guy! Would the black guy...
Malcolm, think he could do the same!

The idea of the two doing that was both scary
and strangely thrilling. Which meant my mind was in a state of
uncertainty and confusion, much as it had been since I'd met
Gregory.

My wrist thing buzzed. It wasn't on my wrist
now, but in a tiny pocket of the maid outfit. I licked my lips
nervously, then braced myself and went out to find them. They were
still in the downstairs game room.

“Yes, sir?” I asked.

They both looked at me and I licked my lips
nervously.

“How long till dinner, servant girl?” Gregory
asked.

“Ahm, uh, it will be about an hour, sir,” I
said.

“Fine. Bring me a glass of wine. Chateau
Clinet. Just pour the glass and bring it.”

I hesitated. “Yes, sir.”

I turned and walked back upstairs, fairly
sure they had been staring at my butt as I left. I tugged
instinctively at the short skirt but it wouldn't go any lower
without my nipples popping out the top!

I found his wine and opened it, then poured a
glass, put it on a tray, and took it back downstairs.

“On the table there, servant girl,” he
said.

They were standing at one end of the pool
table. The table he indicated was a low coffee table in front of a
sofa. I licked my lips nervously and squatted low, rather than
bending over, took the glass off the tray, and placed it on the
table, then rose and turned to go.

“Will that be all, sir?” I asked.

“Have you ever played pool, servant
girl?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Well, perhaps you'd like to break then.”

“Oh no. I mean, that is, I'm not very good,”
I said hurriedly.

“Let me be the judge of that,” he said,
taking my arm and guiding me over in front of the pool table.

He handed me a pool cue, and I felt my pulse
rate picking up as the two looked at me. I looked at the billiard
balls all gathered together and then hesitantly lowered the cue.
Then, of course, I realized I would have to bend over somewhat.
That made me more than a little... breathy.

“I don't... I mean – uh – .”

“Give it a try,” Gregory ordered.

“Well, uh...”

I bent over a little, and thought maybe I'd
shoot from the hip.

“You have to bend forward more, slave girl,”
Malcolm said.

I gulped and flinched.

“Here, let me show you,” he said.

He came in behind me, his arms on either side
of me, taking my hands and kind of pulling forward on the cue so I
had to bend forward. And then I felt his groin pressing in firmly
against my buttocks. That made me flinch again, as a pulse of
embarrassment and tension and dark energy rushed through me.

I felt my pulse rate shooting up as he
pretended nothing was amiss, even as I felt him hardening, felt him
thickening as he ground himself into me!

“Now focus your attention on the eight ball,
slave girl,” he said in a soothing voice. “You see it there in the
center, just behind the others? That's important. Black balls are
big and sensitive, and they need a woman's soft touch. But this
white ball up front – you can hit it as hard as you like.”

“Or not,” Gregory said dryly.

“I ahm, I mean, I don't... it... ahm.”

He had me bending way over, and his breath
was right on my neck as he bent over too. I could feel his hard,
thick cock grinding in between my buttocks, though, and my heart
pounded as he jerked my hands sharply to send the cue forward into
the ball.

“These are nice, slave girl,” he said, his
hands sliding up onto the leather wrist bands. “I think every girl
should wear these.”

“They... I'm... oh! Wha...what are you –
?”

He had drawn my arms back behind me as I
lowered the pool cue and now fastened the wrist restraints together
behind my back!

He spun me around and his teeth gleamed.

“You know, I don't know if I can wait an
hour. I'm hungry now. I got to have at least a taste of something
in my mouth.”

I was like... what? What? What does he –
!?

His hands came down and squeezed my ass, then
he simply lifted me up – easily – and sat me on the edge of the
pool table. A moment later his hands were on my thighs, pulling
them up and apart! That dropped me onto my back on the pool table
with my ass on the edge!

“Oh! Please! Don't!” I squealed, trying to
sit up, trying to twist around.

He chuckled and then to my surprise, dropped
to his knees.

Given how short the outfit was my groin was
completely exposed, save for the small black triangle of the thong
I was wearing. Now he pushed out his tongue – it was a big tongue!
– and he licked a long, slow, firm trail right up the center of my
crotch!

Even through the fabric of the thong I could
feel that tongue as it slid over me! And then he did it again, and
then again, licking faster as I wriggled helplessly, my head
twisting from side to side, filled with alarm, indecision, and a
strange intense carnal excitement!

“You're going to get her panties all wet,
Malcolm,” Gregory said in amusement.

“Oh, well, that ain't my plan,” the Black man
said. “I aim to get your slave girl all wet.”

His fingers suddenly jerked aside the crotch
of my panties to bare me, and then his tongue licked up the line of
my sex! The sensation – after feeling him licking me through the
panties – was indescribably more intense, and I cried out, my hips
bucking involuntarily at the raw rush of sensation!

“Hmm, this is more tasty,” he said.

“Please! Oh! Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped
breathlessly.

His tongue felt... incredible! I mean, it was
as if I was primed and ready and my skin was tender and
hyper-sensitive! The feel of his tongue licking at it sent wild
bursts of intense pleasure rolling up through my lower body! My
legs flailed and twisted and my pulse raced as I felt my heart
might burst!

I'd never felt anything so... intense as that
tongue as it stroked hot and hard along my sex, especially when his
thumbs gently peeled apart the lips of my pussy and his tongue
pushed inside.

“Oh! Oh! Oh please! Fuck! Oh! Oh God!” I
squealed, my hips twisting and jerking.

His lips found my clitoris and sucked in a
strong, rhythmic way that produced sensations so powerful it almost
hurt! Then he began to lick, and I cried out at the even more
intense starbursts of pleasure rolling through me!

A huge, thick finger penetrated me, and slid
deep, making me gurgle and shudder as the sensations became
intoxicating, and a dark, feverish heat took hold of me. I
whimpered and moaned, surrendering to it, to him, to them, laying
back with my legs spread while he licked and sucked and fingered me
and my body burned wildly!

Gregory chuckled. He stood at the side of the
table, while Malcolm and I were at the end. But he reached forward
and caught me by the hair, pulling my upper body around. Malcolm
obliged him by lifting up my hips and placing them down closer to
the side. Then Gregory unlaced the front of the maid outfit and my
breasts popped out.

I shuddered, fresh heat – and embarrassment –
flooding through me.

He fondled my breasts, opening the dress
wider, then gripped my hair and pulled my face to the side. He
unzipped and I gasped as his big, hard cock pushed into my
mouth.

“You need to eat a little something too,
servant girl,” he purred.

He pumped slowly in and out while using my
hair as a handle to pull my face in and back.

“How come I'm doing all the work while you
get all the benefit?” Malcolm said. “Fucking white man taking the
profits from the Black man's work again.”

“That's the way of the world, Malcolm,”
Gregory said in amusement.

“Well I want some of that,” Malcolm said.

He pulled me backwards, and Gregory let go of
my hair.

I slid off the edge of the pool table,
panting, disoriented, my dress open to the waist. I saw Gregory's
hands grip the front and then jerk it over my shoulders and down.
He undid my wrist restraints and pulled the sleeves off while I
tried to get my balance – emotionally.

“W-wait! I-I'm not... I have to... to make
dinner!” I gasped.

He yanked the dress down past my waist, then
down entirely so it pooled at my feet!

“You can get back to it,” he said.

“But... but...”
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The two of them chuckled, and my wrists were
clipped together again, then I was on my knees as Malcolm unzipped.
I moaned and then gasped as he pulled out his thick black cock. It
was even bigger than Gregory's and he pushed it right into my open
mouth!

“Let's see if you've been practicing, Servant
girl,” Gregory said. “If you haven't then you're going be
punished.”

I moaned helplessly. I hadn't practiced with
something this thick! My jaws were stretched wide as he pushed his
thick cock deeper into my mouth.

At the same time, my mind was spinning
wildly! I was virtually naked kneeling in front of two men, with my
wrists locked behind me!

“Suck, baby,” Malcolm growled.

I moaned and obeyed, sucking and licking,
eyes rolling wildly between them and then back to the long, black
shaft before me.

Malcolm gathered up my hair in a mass above
me and began to pump his cock in my mouth. He used just the first
few inches, but then gradually pushed deeper and deeper. And
then... he pulled me forward and pushed himself right into my
throat!

It was harder than with the dildos or with
Gregory, because his cock was thicker! But I was so dazed and
wild-eyed that I didn't gag much, though it ached as it pushed down
my throat! I stared at the black shaft pushing forward, watching
his groin come closer and closer until my lips were wrapped around
the base and my face was pressing firmly into his abdomen.

There was a roaring in my ears, so I hardly
heard anything they said as I trembled and shook. Then he pulled
slowly back and then out so that I coughed, and saliva rolled off
my lower lip and I gasped dazedly for breath. I grunted as my hair
was jerked and my head turned to the side, and then Gregory's stiff
cock pushed into my mouth, and then straight down my throat!

Unlike Malcolm, he pumped in and out, rather
than just leaving it there, pulling on my hair as he pushed forward
so his thick cock pumped in and out, in and out, in and out while
my head moved in time to his strokes.

I gulped in ragged breaths of air as he
pulled out, then my hair was jerked to the other side, and Malcolm
pushed his thick cock into my mouth. I continued to gulp in air as
he let me suck and lick his cock while it was in my mouth. Then,
slowly, he pulled on my hair, drawing me in closer, and I gurgled
as the fat head pushed into my throat, and all the way down it!

He drew out, and I was dazed, light-headed,
panting, as Gregory whipped his spit-wet cock across my face, then
pushed into me and down my throat.

“Love that throat, man,” Malcolm said. “Not
many chicks can take my size.”

“Peasant girls have flexible throats,”
Gregory replied.

He pulled over a chair and sat down, then
pulled me to my feet by the hair. One of them ripped my thong off,
and then I was being guided back and down, to sit on his lap – to
sit on his hard, slick cock!

But not in my pussy. I felt him pulling the
butt-plug out, then he and Malcolm guided me down so that I felt
the head of his cock pressing against my back opening! I felt the
pressure there, and then felt myself being spread open and then
open wider, as the head of his cock slowly slid into me!

“Oh! Oh! Oh please! Oh, God!” I gasped as
they let me slide slowly down.

I gurgled and gasped as his thick cock slid
slowly up into my ass! My legs were spread to either side of him,
my wrists locked behind me, and now Malcolm gathered in my hair
again and guided my mouth to his stiff cock!

I moaned and then cried out as Gregory's cock
pushed achingly deep! But by then Malcolm's cock was filling my
mouth, and then pushing into my throat!

Gregory's hand snaked around my hip, his
fingers finding my pussy, and began to rub my clitoris as Malcolm
bent me forward and pushed his cock deeper into my throat. He began
to pump slowly in and out while I continued to try to ease my slide
down Gregory's cock. It was already so high!

But finally, despite cramps inside, I felt
his thighs against my buttocks, and knew I had him all up inside my
belly! I shuddered and trembled, my eyes glassy as Malcolm pumped
himself in my throat. I was becoming light-headed again, but he
pulled back and I gasped for breath.

“Ride my cock, servant girl,” Gregory
ordered.

He slapped my bottom, and then gripped my
hips, lifting me up and sitting me down, lifting me up and sliding
me down, and Malcolm dropped his pants entirely, then guided my
mouth to his balls.

“Suck my balls, peasant girl,” he
growled.

I shuddered, my lips going around them as my
ass rode slowly up and down on Gregory's big, slick cock. His
fingers returned to my clitoris, and Malcolm's hand dropped to
fondle one of my breasts as I sucked and licked at his balls.

How had this happened!?

It didn't matter. This was the strange wild
sexual atmosphere of this house, and I felt myself surrendering to
it, not for the first time. I moaned and licked Malcolm's balls, my
ass feeling a little less ache as it slid up and down on Gregory's
cock.

Dark heat was slithering up and down my spine
and through my dazed mind. It grew now, and a sense of...
excitement began to grow within me, fixated on the sensation in my
ass, on my riding Gregory's cock. It was so... nasty and carnal,
especially like this! My ass slid up and down, up and down, while I
sucked another man's balls!

It was insane! It was sick! It was
outrageous! And my body began to burn hotter and hotter!

Peasant girl! Slave girl! It was so
perverted, but so wild!

The ring and metal clips clinked behind me as
my wrists pulled against the restraints, and I shuddered as the
heat rolled through me in waves! I worked my ass up and down, up
and down, the feel of him moving up and down inside of me
incredibly arousing and erotic!

Every time I slid back I felt a wild rush of
excitement! Every time I took him all the way inside, and felt that
ache deep in my belly I felt another wild rush! He was so big and
thick and long! This was so wild and slutty!

I felt the pulsing heat grow more intense,
more explosive, and then I screamed soundlessly, or nearly
soundlessly around Malcolm's thick black cock as he shoved it down
my throat. My body bounced desperately atop Gregory's cock, my hips
grinding and jerking and spasming as he rubbed my clitoris, and a
churning pit of lava drowned my mind as it exploded inside me!

*

I had to bring the food out to the table
naked. Gregory had even removed my shoes. All I was wearing were
the collar and restraints. Nervously, I lifted the food off the
tray and set it down on the table before them, my heart
pounding.

It had been almost an hour since they'd both
taken me – in my throat and my ass! I hadn't seen them since
then.

I had spent the intervening time working on
the ribs, and trying to settle my mind, which was kind of blown
away by this. What I had done was doing was soooo slutty! It was
hard to really come to grips that I had done that! Or at least,
that I had let them do it! Thank God they didn't know any of my
friends!

At the same time, I was still feeling kind of
wild-eyed about it. That had been so crazily hot and wild and
shocking and outrageous and degrading and... and erotic and
exciting and thrilling and hot!

I should never have allowed it! But it was so
fucking hot! But I should have stopped it! But I hadn't! And it was
so intense! But no decent girl would have allowed it! But God it
was exciting! But... but... but...

And all the while I was standing there in the
kitchen naked save for the restraints!

And now I had to serve them! Even if it was
only dinner! My face was flushed and my pulse was moving pretty
quickly as I positioned the plates, anxiously waiting for what they
might say or do.

It was freaky weird how casual they were.
They looked me up and down but talked about a football game as if I
wasn't naked, as if it was the normal thing in the world to have a
naked girl serving them!

“Bring me some wine, servant girl,” Gregory
said as I finished.

“And bring me another beer,” Malcolm
said.

“Y-yes, sir,” I gulped.

I went back into the kitchen, got the wine
bottle and a wine glass, and opened a beer, and got a glass, and
put them on a tray, then carried them back and carefully set them
on the table. As I set the wine down Gregory casually reached up to
give my breast a squeeze, and I gasped, but continued on, setting
the beer and glass before Gregory.

“Stay, servant girl,” Gregory said.

“Uhm... sir?” I gulped.

“Turn around.”

I felt my chest tightening, but obeyed.

“Hands behind your back, wrists
together.”

I slowly obeyed, heart beating faster, and I
felt his hands on the restraints, then felt them locked
together.

“Turn around and kneel.”

I knelt, looking at him uncertainly as he cut
a piece and ate it. Malcolm was eating too.

“Knees wide apart, shoulders back.”

I obeyed, flushing hotly.

“She makes a fine looking slave girl,”
Malcolm said.

I felt insides squirming.

“A nice tight slave girl with a nice, deep
ass,” Gregory said in amusement.

“And a nice deep throat,” Gregory added.

This was freaking weird, and freaking wild
and freaking hot! Kneeling like this next to them, naked...
NAKED... was making my chest tight and my stomach churn.

They began to eat while I knelt there
anxiously, heart pounding, wondering what Gregory intended to do.
They were talking about some kind of course they took together at
school, and then Malcolm laughed and said. “You're eating ribs with
a knife and fork, dude?”

“Not quite,” Gregory said, although I could
see, even from my angle, that he was using a knife and fork. “I'm
just slicing off some of the meat.”

“That's what I said.”

Gregory smiled and then reached out his hand
to me – with some of the meat in his fingers.

I stared at it, startled, and he pressed it
against my lips. I flushed again, then reluctantly opened my mouth
and he pushed it in – along with his fingers.

I felt a strange dark fluttering at that,
even as he withdrew his fingers. I chewed and swallowed, while the
two men smirked at me and my flush spread down my chest.

This was freaking weird!

“Was that nice, peasant girl?”

I dropped my eyes and they chuckled.

Then he did it again, and again. I ate
because... I didn't see anything else I could do. It made my mind
squirm even more but it also brought this strange, dark sense of
outrage and heat. It was... degrading. Which should have angered
me, not aroused me, but it didn't.

“Come here, slave girl,” Malcolm ordered.

I gulped, rose hesitantly on my knees,
shuffled a bit over towards him, and then took a piece of meat from
his fingers too.

Slave girl!

They were feeding me like some kind of pet or
dog … or bitch!

After dinner my wrists were released, and I
was able to stand and clean up as they went into the living room.
About thirty minutes later I was buzzed, and went out there,
anxious, and wary, as always.

“Yes... sir?” I asked.

“Come here, servant girl,” Gregory
ordered.

“Why the fuck you call her servant girl?”
Malcolm asked as I padded over. “She's a slave girl.”

I gasped as Gregory seized my arm and pushed
me against a large ottoman.

“Kneel, slave girl,” he said.

“I'm not a slave girl,” I said
defensively.

“Sure look like one to me,” Malcolm said.

“Bend over, slut,” Gregory ordered, shifting
his grip to my neck and pushing me down.

I gasped, dropping into all fours on the
ottoman, my insides swirling and churning again.

“I'm not a slut!” I protested.

“That's what makes things interesting,”
Gregory said.

I moaned as his fingers caressed my sex. I
felt one pushing into me, then a second, slippery with something as
they moved in and out. Then something thicker, a dildo or vibrator.
A vibrator, it turned out, thick and long, pushing deep inside me
before it started to buzz.

He brought my legs together, and then reached
for my wrists, gripping them and pulling them back behind my legs.
He slipped a strap around my legs, then, and brought it completely
around my torso, tightening it and pulling me tightly together. He
and Malcolm had to pull me forward so my head could slip over the
opposite side of the ottoman because otherwise it would have been
bent so far back my neck might have broken!

They wrapped a second strap, then a third
around my legs and torso, pinning them tightly together, then my
ankle restraints were clipped to my wrists, which lay behind
me.

“Didn't I explain to you that servant girls
aren't allowed to disagree or argue with their master?” Gregory
asked sternly.

“Y-You're not my master!” I gulped.

“Oooooh. The slave girl is being bad,”
Malcolm said in amusement.

Crack!

I yelped as the strap snapped down across my
buttocks.

“Bad slave girl,” Malcolm said.

“I'm not a – !”

Crack!

“Oww! Don't!”

Crack!

“Oww! Please!” I moaned.

Crack!

“That's a nice ass,” Malcolm said.

“It's going to be a red ass before I'm
done.”

Crack!

“Oww!”

Crack!

“Stop it!” I gasped.

I was once again in a situation I found
outrageous and degrading, and once again buffeted by the dark,
wild, carnal heat that brought with it. I shuddered and moaned
helplessly as Gregory, and then Malcolm, swung the strap down
across my taut buttocks, flinching and crying out at the sharp,
stinging pain.

“Would you rather be fucked in the ass?”
Gregory asked. If so, just say it.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! I... oh! I... would!” I cried.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“You have to say it in the right way, slave
girl,” Gregory said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You have beg to be fucked in the ass.”

Crack!

“OH!

My bottom was hot and burning, and each blow
from the strap sent another sharp, stinging explosion of pain into
my reddening buttocks.

Crack!

“Please... please fuck my ass!” I cried.

Crack!

“You're not being polite, slave girl,”
Gregory said.

Crack!

“You have to say master.”

Crack!

“Let me hear it.”

“Master!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Now beg to be fucked in the ass.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Master!” I
cried.

“Put more twist in your wrist,” Gregory
said.

“Like this?” Malcolm replied.

The strap snapped down hard across my
buttocks.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Beg harder, slut,” Gregory said.

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” I cried.

Honestly, all I wanted to do was stop him
from strapping my aching bottom! I was getting extremely anxious
and desperate about that and ready to say and do almost
anything!

Crack!

“Ow! Please fuck my ass, Master!”

“What a slut! Begging to be fucked in the
ass!” Gregory said in mock outrage.

I felt the butt-plug thing slowly pulled out
of me, and moaned as it popped free of my body. Then something
thicker and softer and slippery pushed against me. I moaned as it
slowly sank into my body. It wasn't a cock, though! I knew the feel
of those! This was another dildo!

Even so, the feel of it pushing deep into my
body sent a kind of animal thrill rushing through me as it twisted
and turned and pushed deeper and deeper! I groaned as it slowly
pumped up and down, working itself deeper into my thrumming,
burning body!

I felt so achingly full! And the one in my
pussy was still buzzing and vibrating too!

“Oh!” I yelped as it pushed too deep.

“Please! I-it's too deep!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Are you speaking to someone, slave girl?”
Malcolm demanded.

The strap cut across my bottom hard and the
sting was sharp!

Crack!

“If so you should address them.”

“Oh! Please! Please, Master!” I
exclaimed.

“Do you promise to be a good little slave
girl?” Gregory demanded.

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

“And obey your master's orders without
question?”

Crack!

“Yes, Master!”

“I think she should say it,” Malcolm
said.

Crack!

“Say it, slave girl.”

“Oh! I-I promise to obey my master's orders
without question... Master!”

“Very well. We shall take you at your word,”
Gregory said.

“Sex slaves aren't very good at keeping their
word,” Malcolm said.

Sex slave!?

“Then we will punish her for breaking her
promise,” Gregory replied.

He moved around in front of me and then
knelt. I panted and moaned as he dropped his pants and pulled his
cock out, then roughly gripped my hair and jerked my head up.

“Suck my cock, slut,” he growled.

A jagged emotional jolt hit me at his cold,
cruel words, and I shuddered as his cock was pushed into my mouth.
I sucked weakly, then with more self-possession, wanting to do a
good job, to make him come before – too late – he thrust himself
balls-deep, and I gurgled, my lips pressed against his groin as he
ground himself into me.

“Such a lovely throat this slave girl has,”
he said.

The dildo pumped in and out, pulled all the
way out, then slowly pushed in again, and I gurgled and moaned as
Gregory began to fuck my throat with long, slow strokes. I became
dazed, to the point that it almost felt like his cock and the dildo
were the same, each sliding in, then out, as if one long cock was
piercing me from top to bottom.

He pulled out, leaving me gasping, gulping in
ragged breaths of air, light-headed. Then he stood up and moved
behind me. The straps were undone, and my wrists were unlocked. I
felt my legs shifted apart on the ottoman, and then my wrists were
locked together behind me again as my head was lifted up by the
hair.

“Suck my balls, slut,” Gregory ordered.

Another jolt hit me and I moaned dazedly,
sucking on his balls while Malcolm pulled the vibrator from my
body. I felt his cock pushing against me, even thicker than the
vibrator, slowly forcing aside the lips of my sex. God, he was big!
I moaned around Gregory's balls as I felt him sliding into me.

So thick!

My breasts hung below me, and two hands
groped and fondled them, but I didn't know whose was whose – nor
did it matter. I was in, to say the least, an awkward position the
way I was bent over at the waist at a ninety degree angle. And the
longer I did it the harder it was to keep myself in that
position.

Which meant the longer I was like that the
more pressure it put on my scalp as he held my hair bunched up
tightly. But I was only peripherally aware of it as I felt that
thick black cock forcing its way slowly through the tight, elastic
folds of my sex. I groaned at the deep ache, but at the same time
the knowledge of how thick it was, the feel of how thick it was...
was... a heady thing.

I felt impaled on it, especially with the
dildo jammed up my ass. I moaned as it began to pump, and cried out
as my hair was jerked to lift my head a little higher. Then
Gregory's cock was in my mouth, then in my throat, fucking me as he
held me in place by the hair.

I was mostly being held up by the hair now,
and my scalp was aching! But then, as Malcolm thrust harder and
faster, and managed to get the whole long length of himself into my
aching belly, he gripped my bound wrists and jerked on them. That
eased the pressure on my hair and the pain to my scalp, and allowed
a flood of pleasure to sweep over me, unrestrained by the pain.

I grunted and gurgled and gagged a bit as
Gregory fucked my throat, my body now rocking to and fro as
Malcolm's hips struck my buttocks to throw me forward and then his
grip on my wrists jerked me back to meet the next stroke.

My mind was swimming in a dark haze, and then
there was a sudden flame, a flicker, an explosion, and the orgasm
took me. It rocked my body and sent my mind tumbling and turning
amid waves of scalding pleasure. I reveled in the incredible
intensity of that orgasm, screaming nearly soundlessly around
Gregory's big cock as Malcolm rode me hard from behind.

It went on and on and on and left me even
more dazed, eyes glassy, hardly even more than slightly self-aware.
I coughed and gasped for breath as Gregory pulled out, but that was
instinct. Aside from that I just jerked to and fro while Malcolm
drove his mighty black spear of flesh deep into my belly again and
again and again!

They jerked me upright, and my body was like
a rag doll, at first. Malcolm slid out of me, and then lay down on
the thick, soft rug as they lowered me to my knees. Their big,
strong hands half lifted, half guided me to straddling him, and
then I sank down – and down – and down – on his cock.

It felt... glorious! I groaned aloud as it
pushed up into my belly once again, and almost fell forward atop
him. His big hands were at my chest, though, squeezing my breasts,
even as Gregory knelt behind me.

I felt the dildo sliding out of my ass, then
they bent me over more, and I felt his slick, warm cock pushing up
into my ass from behind.

I whimpered as the two big cocks filled me,
then cried out as my hair was yanked back. Hands were at my
breasts, and fingers at my clitoris, and as the two began to thrust
into me my mind seemed to empty of all but the most animal
instincts. The carnal heat enveloped me and I lost myself to the
sensation as the two big men rode me into another orgasm, then
another!

The feel of having two big cocks inside me
was... indescribable! It was much better than having a dildo and
vibrator or two dildos! They just felt differently! And the
knowledge that they were, in fact, cocks, not toys, was a bonfire
in my mind!

I ground myself against Malcolm and tried to
ride him as Gregory rode me. It was a feral, frenzied lust that
rose to a fever pitch as their hands mauled me and their cocks
thrust into my quivering depths.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Of course, the question was; what had I
become?

Alone in my room, I tried to contemplate the
right and wrong of it all. And I tried not to be swayed by all the
money on my dresser. I was making a ridiculous amount of money! For
fucking Gregory and now his friend! That was prostitution! He could
call it whatever he liked but that was why he was paying me so
much!

I didn't understand why he was paying me so
much, though. He could hire a prostitute for a lot less. But that
was a small part of my confusion.

I kept arguing with myself, telling myself I
would have done everything I had done – or at least, allowed
Gregory to do everything he had done, whether he paid me or not.
The money was... fascinating, shocking. I stared at the big pile of
fifties and hundreds with something like awe. I'd never seen the
like in my life, and I knew my mom hadn't either.

But it was wrong for me to let them do these
… degrading things to me!

Even if you like it? But why do I like
it!?

That was the big question, the one that
bothered me the most. Why were these things such a turn-on? Why,
when Gregory called me a slut and told me to suck his balls, did I
not react with outrage and anger and curses instead of feeling a
wall of heat?

Well, partly, I knew he was doing it
deliberately, play acting. But why did it turn me on? Why did the
idea of myself as some kind of... sex slave... turn me on?

I had no idea. But being his 'slave girl' was
an incredible, erotic high. Partly because he was so hot, I guess,
and partly because no one else knew, so it was like I was separated
here from my usual world, where I had to observe the usual dos and
don'ts of every young girl in society.

It just left me so confused!

*

The next morning I followed the usual
routine, and deep-throated Gregory in his bed. Then I drove him to
work, and went back to the house to do some laundry, clean his
bathroom and bedroom, and change the sheets.

I took the sheets and laundry to the basement
and put them into the washer, then cleaned up the chips and glasses
left from their playing around in the games room. I put the cues
back on their racks on the wall and when I turned around there was
a man standing at the foot of the stairs.

It was Mr. Brandt! The older one! The one who
had seen me in the book store and hired me!

I gaped at him, as if it was an apparition
which had magically appeared before my eyes, then screamed and kind
of ducked down behind the pool table.

He chuckled in amusement. “I see Gregory has
been moving quickly,” he said.

Okay, what do you say in that kind of
situation!? What could I say!? I was naked, wearing a bondage
collar and wrist restraints with nothing around to cover myself
with!

“Go away!” I squealed.

“It's my house,” he said dryly.

Okay, well, that was true...

“Come here, girl,” he said.

“N-No!” I cried.

“I see Gregory hasn't done a very good job of
training you yet,” he replied.

And then he was right there! I squealed and
turned away, and he grabbed me from behind, then roughly bent me
over the pool table.

Crack! His hand snapped down hard
against my bottom!

“Behave!” he ordered in a cold, demanding
sort of voice.

I moaned and stopped resisting, trembling
anxiously, my breasts pillowed out against the surface of the pool
table.

“I should have thought that if there was one
thing Gregory had trained out of you it was shyness,” he said.

I felt his finger lightly brushing against
the base of the butt-plug.

“Hmm, Greg always was an ass man,” he
said.

He pulled my wrists back together behind me
and locked them that way, then gripped my hair and pulled me to my
feet.

I yelped and gasped as he looked over the
room, holding my hair in his fist, forcing me up onto the balls of
my feet.

“I trust you intend to vacuum down here,” he
said, looking around.

He glared at me, then let me ease down onto
my heels, but also forced me to stumble forward, taking me up the
stairs. He went into the kitchen, still holding me by the hair, and
his eyes flicked around, inspecting it.

“When did you last wash and wax the floor?”
he demanded.

Wha - ?

“I... I... it... I … I haven't yet!” I
gulped.

He glowered at me. “The floor should be wet
mopped every day, and waxed every week. It's on the list you were
provided.”

“But... but it's not dirty!” I gasped, red
faced.

He snorted and then I cried out as he forced
me to my knees, then bent me over further, pressing my face to the
floor.

“Lick,” he ordered. “Lick the floor.”

I gasped and he shook me by the hair.

“Do it!”

I moaned and licked the floor.

“Long, slow licks.”

I obeyed, confused, anxious, embarrassed,
degraded.

He jerked me upright on my knees again.

“Are you so sure the floor is sparkling
clean?”

“N-N-No, sir!” I gasped.

He jerked me to my feet and we went into the
living room, where he looked around. Apparently satisfied, he took
me upstairs, where he inspected Gregory's room. I hoped he wouldn't
make me lick the floor of the bathroom!

He took me in there, and sure enough.

“Have you washed the floor?”

“No, sir!”

“Washed the toilet?”

I looked at him helplessly.

“This room is to be thoroughly washed every
single day,” he snapped. “The next time I inspect it you'll be
licking the floor. That includes the shower stall.”

He led me back out into the hall, with me
still stumbling along, red-faced and anxious, my mind sputtering
with confusion and uncertainty.

We went downstairs again, and outside to the
pool. There was a knee-high table that looked like it was made of
some kind of stone block between two chaise-lounge chairs and he
pushed me against it.

“Climb on and kneel,” he ordered.

Moaning, I climbed awkwardly up onto it and
knelt.

“Sit on your heels. Knees spread wide. Hands
on the table behind you,” he growled, pulling on my hair so my head
was forced back and I was looking straight up into the sky. Then he
released my hair. When I started to move my head forward he grabbed
it and jerked it back again.

“Stay in the position I put you,” he
ordered.

Where had I heard that before?!

He released me and then moved away.

“Yes,” he said.

From his voice he was standing in front of
me, though I could see little since I was staring up at the
sky.

“As I thought when I first saw you. You have
an excellent body.”

I gulped anxiously.

“From what Gregory said you have a pliant and
receptive mind, as well. You may make an excellent long term
employee. Girls like you are rare. What is your name again? Haley
something?”

“S-Sommers,” I gasped.

“Sir,” he growled.

“Sommers, sir!” I gasped.

“As you may have figured out by now, Sommers,
my family enjoys considerable wealth. This allows us to enjoy the
finer things in life, including some other people can only dream
of. As you may have come to suspect, you were not hired merely to
provide the usual housekeeping and driving services for my son. You
were hired to provide sexual services, also.”

I felt myself cringing at that.

“It is an aspect of our society that women
are told they can't sell or rent that which they own which is most
valuable; their bodies. Men can do so, and do so all the time, in
industries which require their strength and muscle. Women cannot.
But I was never much of a rule keeper.”

“I recognize that the dilemma, from your
perspective, is that society has informed you that your sexual
services are extremely valuable, and must be kept tightly
restricted to only those men who pay proper court to you, who
lavish you with attention and flattery. Thus letting Gregory or
anyone else make use of your body without that, even if you find it
physically pleasing, is breaking those rules.”

I felt his hands on my legs just behind the
knees, pushing them further apart!

“Do you want to be a bored, poverty stricken
rules keeper? Or do you want to have money and fun and excitement
and a future as something more than a store clerk or a waitress?
You may bring your head forward now so long as you keep your
shoulders back.”

I gasped dizzily and then slowly drew my head
forward. My face was still flushed and I was still awfully
embarrassed at being naked like this around him but... it was a lot
less now.

“Speak,” he said. “Express your opinion on
the arrangement.”

“I... I'm not a pros – !”

“Prostitute, yes I know. Listen, girl. Every
one of you negotiates with men for the use of your body. It's just
that some of you are more honest. Instead of demanding the man
provide you with love and affection and a good house and pretty
dresses they just ask for the cash. I understand that's considered
immoral and I don't care. It simply makes sense to me.”

He leaned in and I dropped my eyes.

“Have you enjoyed the sex?”

I flushed hotly. How was I supposed to answer
that to a man I didn't even know!?

For that matter, I was kind of stunned to
be... be kneeling here naked with my legs spread in front of him! I
mean... Fuck!

My mind was spinning again, as it had done so
much since coming here!

“I'm pleased you're embarrassed,” he said. “I
suspected from our first initial contact that you weren't a worldly
girl, and probably had not been sleeping around a lot. I meet a lot
of sophisticated girls who have spent time in Europe and Brazil and
to whom nudity is not all that embarrassing. Now answer the
question. A simple yes or no.”

What could I do!? Lie!?

“Yes,” I gulped, red faced.

“Good. That is in line with what Gregory
reports. So you have a choice to do something you enjoy and make a
lot of money, or do something dull, and boring and repetitive which
pays very little, like handing fast food across a counter and
making change. Few people have the opportunity to do something they
enjoy in life and get well-paid for it.”

“I'm not a... a...”

“Prostitute,” he said, waving it away
wearily.

“Do you have any idea how much a high class
escort makes, girl?”

I stared at him blankly.

“These girls are gorgeous. Many are
ex-models. They're superbly skilled at sex and sexuality, at
heightening the moment, at pleasing and arousing men – and women,
at the psychology of sex. They command thousands of dollars for
each visit.”

He leaned into me.

“What job do you think you could do that
would give you a thousand, two thousand, three thousand dollars for
a pleasant evening of work, girl? And you look down your noses at
these women? Some of them are worth millions.”

His words were strange, even jarring, and I
tried to suggest that I hadn't meant that sort of girl but the
cheap ones that stood around on corners. But I suppose given the
money I was being paid I shouldn't really compare myself to
them.

“Do you want to be a millionaire before
you're twenty five?”

I gaped at him, then helplessly nodded.

“Then learn how to use this gorgeous body of
yours. From what I can see, it's your primary asset. You want to
listen to the old women of society and never use it for
profit?”

He snorted, then turned aside and removed his
jacket.

My eyes widened as he undid his tie, and then
my heart began to beat faster and faster as he unbuttoned his
shirt!

“Head back!” he barked.

Moaning, I... I obeyed. A moment later I saw
him out of my peripheral vision, or part of him. He was topless,
but still wearing his trousers. He took something off a shelf by
the wall and then disappeared again in front of me.

Something squirted onto my chest, something
liquid and warm.

I gulped as his big hand slid up and began to
spread the slick, slippery liquid over my chest, then over my
breasts. My nipples hardened instantly! His hands gently caressed
my breasts while I barely breathed!

His hand moved slowly, gently kneading my
breasts, then sliding downward, spreading the oil over my belly,
down my abdomen, over my hips, then along my thighs, outside, then
inside, and then... and then his hand spread it up over my sex!

I trembled, feeling a dagger of dark heat and
shock as his fingers massaged the oil into my sex, up and down,
then spreading the lips of my sex. I moaned helplessly as his
finger pushed gently inside me, while his thumb rubbed against my
clitoris.

His other hand now caressed my body, sliding
up to knead my breast and pluck at the nipple. I felt wildly
confused, wildly anxious, wildly uncertain! But his hands certainly
felt... nice, and that strange dark heat that seemed to come upon
me more and more now whenever I was outraged or even degraded, was
growing inside me.

My breasts felt like they were swollen, and
pulsing and hot, and when the finger inside me was joined by a
second I moaned.

“The thing about most of those girls,” he
said, “Is they're very good at faking arousal. Still, an
experienced man can spy the difference. Your advantage, at the
moment, is you don't have to fake it. Men find that very
satisfying.”

There was a pause. He slid his fingers out of
me, then they returned, both hands sliding over my body, moving
upwards until one hand slid behind my neck and pulled my head
forward.

I gulped as I saw him there naked!

I had never, of course, been with a man his
age! He was certainly deep in his forties! Even so, he had, if
anything, a thicker chest and broader shoulders than Gregory. It
wasn't nearly as ripped, as toned as his son, but he was certainly
strong. And... as my eyes flicked helplessly down, I saw his cock
was thick and hard and pointing at me!

I felt myself reeling from the wild, churning
emotions and sensations as he pulled my head forward – and down. He
folded me downward so that my chest was on my thighs and tilted my
head back, then pushed his thick cock into my mouth!

I moaned around it, sucking immediately, my
tongue licking at the underside of the head. He began to pump it
slowly in and out, and with my head tilted back, well, it was very
easy, almost startling, how easy, when he pushed it forward, for me
to take it deep into my throat.

“Ahh,” he groaned. “Beautiful girl, beautiful
lips, beautiful mouth.”

He ground himself against me, but not
roughly, then drew slowly back, all the way, and out, letting me
gasp and gulp in air.

He pushed himself into my mouth again and
back down my throat, then pumped steadily in and out as he held me
in place. He pulled out, panting. He gripped me by the shoulder,
pulling me forward, a little more roughly now, but holding me as I
stumbled off the table. He turned me around and undid the
restraints, then sat down on the chair.

“Straddle the chair.”

I gulped but obeyed, and he pulled me in. My
hands went to his shoulders as I squatted lower, and he guided
himself into me.

That delicious sense of being fully and
deeply penetrated made my mind flare wildly as I sank down on his
cock! I sat down fully and moaned as his hands roamed my body.

“Ride my cock, girl.”

I gulped and then obeyed, gripping his broad
shoulders, rising up and down as his hands kneaded my breasts. Then
one of them dropped low, his fingers rubbing my slippery clitoris,
and the heat became a flood. I began to ride harder, gasping and
moaning as the heat took control of me.

I felt my head rolling back, felt waves of
heat rolling up my body, and then I cried out as the orgasm took
me. I rode frantically up and down, jamming myself down hard,
reveling in the feeling of that delicious cock inside me!

“You're a perfect little slut!” he gasped.
“We'll have to see about giving you a raise!”

He lifted me up and tumbled me onto the
ground. I lay there moaning, gasping, and gulping in air as he
pushed my legs apart and knelt behind me, between them. Then he
leaned forward and pulled the butt-plug out of me. I felt his cock
rubbing against my buttocks and between them, then it pushed
against my opening and slowly sank into me.

I just lay there, groaning, still drained
from the orgasm, as he pushed deeper and deeper and then started to
pump. He lay himself down on me, driving himself into my ass to the
balls, grinding himself against my buttocks, then began to thrust
harder and harder.

I felt his hand forcing its way in under my
abdomen, his fingers finding my clitoris and rubbing it as his
other hand pushed in under my ribs to grope my breast. Then I just
heard him grunting and panting as he drove himself into me. His
thrusts got harder, his hips smacking down against my buttocks as
if he could drive me into the ground.

I gasped at every thrust, my fingers digging
into the grass as he rode atop me. I felt the dark heat swirling
and rising again, and my hips began to spasm and grind up at him as
that hard cock continued to piston inside me.

Another orgasm hit me like a sledgehammer and
I cried out, my muscles spasming, my body flaring with heat and
pleasure. It was all so insane, so intense, so outrageous, and all
I could do was wallow in it!
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When Gregory got home he had a box with him.
He removed the studded leather collar, and replaced it with a new
one. This one was stainless steel. It fit tightly, but didn't
interfere with my breathing. The leather wrist and ankle restraints
were replaced by similar metal versions.

He started calling me slave girl then,
instead of servant girl or peasant girl.

I 'serviced' him, and then left him alone as
he did his studies. I prepared dinner and served it to him, but he
didn't have me kneel there to be fed. I ate afterward.

I had more or less normal sex with him later
in the evening before bed, and then went to my own room and counted
all my money. There was quite a lot of it – thousands of dollars -
, and I decided that I would have to find a way to deposit into my
account the next day.

After driving him to work I returned home and
changed into a turtleneck sweater. It would disguise the collar,
though the ring still made a definite bulge underneath the fabric.
I had no intention of going to a teller, though. I went to an ATM.
Except I got paranoid, and decided to split the money up. I put two
thousand dollars into one ATM, then went to another, then
another...

There would be no more cash after this
anyway. Mr. Brandt had told me that he was doubling my salary to
two thousand a week, and it would be deposited into the bank.

I returned home and shopped on the internet
for clothes with high collars to better disguise the collar. I
didn't want to be stuck in the house all the time, after all! I
bought a number of scarves too, to go with regular shirts and
jackets.

That evening Gregory went out. I drove him,
in fact, and we stopped at the school to pick a pretty blonde girl
named Sarah up at her dorm, then went to a club. I went home and
watched TV while Gregory partied. When he called me – at two in the
morning, I had to go and pick them up and bring them home.

Here.

He fucked her that night, not me, so I
returned to my room and got some sleep. The next morning, I
hesitated. I didn't think he'd want me coming into his room to wake
him up with a blow job, nor walking around naked. I put on the
chauffeur outfit again – with a scarf around my neck, like I'd worn
the previous evening.

I made breakfast for both of them when they
came down, and acted more or less normal. And Gregory seemed to
have no problem with that. And around Sarah, I dressed and acted
the same way for the next few 'dates'. Then Gregory had me strip
and get into bed with her, and 'service' her.

I'd never licked a girl before, and was kind
of nervous, but with Gregory fucking me from behind and the girl
yanking on my hair I learned quickly, licking her to multiple
orgasms while Gregory pounded me hard.

Sarah seemed to delight in my being a slave
girl, and Gregory let her strap me, then took me downstairs and
taught her to how to flog me as I was hanging from my wrists. After
that, she got to fuck me with a big strap-on dildo.

Over the following months, I fucked Gregory
almost every day, and often his friends, and girlfriends as well.
And when the school year ended Mr. Brandt told me to come and work
at their mansion in Texas.

Gregory was in Europe, while his sister was
in China, but Mr. Brandt made full use of my body, and even had me
taking courses. I took bar-tending courses, pole-dancing classes,
massage classes, and then erotic massage classes. He brought a
stripper over and she taught me how to strip and lap dance – though
honestly, I didn't think I needed much in the way of lessons. I
mean, those sorts of things are pretty instinctive. She did have a
few tricks, though.

And come fall I returned to the house, to
service Gregory and whatever friends and girls he brought home
while he was at college. I also took some college courses myself –
by correspondence, over the internet. They were in finance and art
– which was a weird combination.

Every summer I returned to Mr. Brandt's
mansion to live there and service him, and on occasion Gregory, and
even, sometimes, when she was home, Cynthia, Mr. Brandt's daughter.
I would also take other courses in things like Art, History,
Politics, and Geography, as well as stripping and massage.

After my second year Mr. Brandt increased my
salary to a hundred and fifty thousand, and then I returned to the
house with Gregory again.

Gregory wasn't much of a sadist. He seemed
largely content to not strap or flog me as long as I obeyed him in
all things and at least pretended to respect him. But sometimes he
liked to show off to a girl, or to some guy friend, and then I'd be
taken down to the basement and usually bound so I could be flogged
or whipped.

Sometimes that was painful, but it always
ended in pleasure – and a lot of it.

Certainly I gained an awful lot of experience
in just about every kind of sex, including sex with multiple people
at once. One time there were six of them, after all. And I became
quite good at licking pussies, too. Cynthia insisted I learn that.
I also had my nipples and tongue pierced, and all the hair below my
neck lasered away.

And when Gregory graduated, I was out on my
own, with Mr. Brandt setting me up with a top 'agency' in New York
city. I started out charging a thousand dollars a visit for
ordinary sex, and two for kinky stuff like spankings and
strappings, but after a year I doubled my prices. People seemed to
appreciate my enthusiasm as well as my expertise so I had lots of
rich customers.

It was awfully ironic, that I, a girl with
little ambition and not much in the way of potential wound up
living in a multi-million dollar condo high over New York and being
chauffeured around wherever I went. I got to travel the world with
the rich and famous, build up a nice stock portfolio while I was
doing it, and still buy my mom a nice house.

And I did it all because I accepted Mr.
Brandt's advise to make use of my best asset and do what I loved
doing. Provide the service people want the most, which I loved
doing anyway. Hey, being the hired help can be rewarding if you
provide the right kind of help!

 


END
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black
Master (Molly's Black Masters
series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them
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