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I grabbed my nightie as I climbed down the ladder. I usually prefer to sleep naked, especially lately, but I’m not going to walk around naked, even in my tiny apartment. I slipped it on, and it dropped down around my hips, and not much further. It covers what has to be covered.

I went to the little kitchenette and put in a coffee pod, then went over to the sofa and flopped down, picked up the remote, and turned on the TV. 

It’s not a big place, but it’s what I can afford while going to college. Which means it’s way better than what most girls are in, like dorm rooms. The problem is I’m having trouble keeping up with the bills. I have a part-time job at the college bookstore, but the hours are uncertain, and the pay isn’t great.

I’d been thinking about what else I could do, but the only jobs that were somewhat easy to get for someone like me – which means a girl my age with almost no experience – are servers. Ick. Yes, I’m a bit of a snob, but honestly, walking around in some ugly dress, handing out food to dumb people, and smiling in hopes of getting a tip? That’s not me.

I’m not sure I even like people. They’re all so grubby and grody. Fat old women, squalling, bratty children, and dull-faced, middle-aged husbands. Bleh! And I’m supposed to smile and greet these people and convince them I’m their friendly waitress so they give me a nice tip?

Screw that. I’m not going to degrade myself like that. I’m better than that. And I deserve better than that! I’ve been flattered and complimented my whole life. And guys have always done everything they can to suck up to me in hopes of getting a little something back.

Because, to be honest, I’m hot. There’s no point in denying it. I have beautiful hair, a beautiful face, and a sexy body. Sean, my last boyfriend, had said I had perfect breasts. They were nice and big and firm and round, but not so big that they looked well, you know, busty and all, and sagged.

I work hard to make sure they stay that way, too. I sipped on my coffee and then I started my morning yoga routine.

Sean can go fuck himself, I thought darkly, him and his slutty blonde girlfriend.

I would be a super successful lawyer someday, probably a partner making tons of money. I’m sure he would be a lot less successful. He lacked discipline. Of course, it was going to take three more years at university just to get a bachelor’s degree before I could even start law school. 

Then it would be three years of that before I could become an associate at a law firm – assuming I passed the bar exam right away. When you first start, they tend to work you like dogs at these law firms, with very little appreciation. But a few years of that and I’d be doing more important work and getting better money.

So, in about ten years or so, I’d be doing well, and if I impressed the partners, I’d be getting gradually better money and more important cases.

It seemed like a long way away from that perspective.

My mind flitted over what Lance had said the first time he’d barged into my apartment. He was this... this big, musclebound ignoramus of a plumber and had come to inspect the radiators. I couldn’t even remember his last name. It was Polish or something. Blech.

He was a crude, blue-collar worker, that was all. That made me way out of his league. But something about being in the small bachelor apartment with him and me wearing nothing but a very small towel after my shower had done weird things to my head.

Maybe it was also that Sean had recently dumped me and made it clear that he thought I was boring, sexless, and not very good at all in bed. So yeah, having some big, macho guy showing me that I was still incredibly hot and sexy to men was a boost to my wounded ego.

Well, Lance had shown me that Sean was the one who was not very good in bed. Because, for all his crudeness, he had done things to my body that had blown my mind. I’d never experienced anything like it. I’d never felt the kind of passion, of intense excitement with anyone else. Ever! And I didn’t even like him!

Anyway, he had said I should be a stripper. Yes, that’s how crude he is. He said I was wasting my time trying to be a lawyer and that I could make tons of money as a stripper. No, I’m not considering it. Don’t be absurd. But I was starting to waver about the law. It’d be ten years before I could actually be settling into a career? That was literally more than half my lifetime away.

My eyes flicked to the door. I resented him just coming in and... and using my body for his pleasure. Even if it did give me multiple orgasms. After the second time, I’d vowed to put the chain on the door and get one of those bars that you jam under the doorknob.

But I hadn’t.

The fierce sexuality he exuded, and the raw, animal hunger he brought out in me were too intense for me to want to abandon when I’d just discovered the kind of passion I could be made to feel. Even if he was a crude, rough, sexist man half again my age. A plumber of all things. Yech.

Not. In. My. League!

He had a great body, though. I had to concede that.

I finished my routine, breathing heavily, and then drank more coffee as I cooled down before having my morning shower. I could take my time today as it was Saturday. I had to work at the bookstore in the afternoon, which screwed my entire day, but there wasn’t much I could do about it.

I was going to go out and get a few groceries this morning. 

I put the remains of the coffee in the sink, rinsed out the cup, then peeled off the little nightie as I went into the small bathroom.

I’ve tried being careful. I have! But somehow, I often wind up getting toothpaste on whatever I wear while brushing my teeth. I tend to use too much toothpaste and to lower my chin when I brush. It’s not like I spill it every time, but I do it often enough that it’s easier to just peel off the nightie first. I was going to put on real clothes after I was done anyway.

Mouthwash first, then brushing my teeth, then brushing my hair, then a hand squeezed my ass while I leaned over the sink.

I screamed and whirled around to confront a smirking Lance Polanski. That was his name. What a crude... peasant name. I don’t mean to sound too arrogant, but honestly. I mean, I would never marry a guy if it meant changing my name to that.

“Fuck! You scared the shit out of me!” I exclaimed.

“I’m worth it. And you’re not allowed to swear at me.”

“You make me say nasty things!” I said, scowling.

“And when I tell you to use nasty words, you can.”

“You’re not my boss.”

His big hand went around my neck and closed firmly, though not roughly. I mean, I could still breathe – kind of, as I grabbed his big wrist.

“Drop your arms,” he ordered, his voice suddenly not amused.

Heart thumping, I obeyed, and he pulled me slowly forward – by the neck – and out of the bathroom, then he shoved me hard against the wall in the little hallway and kissed me hungrily. He ground his jeans-covered groin into my bare abdomen and thighs as his mouth crushed mine.

His other hand gripped my hair, as if to drum it into my head that he had full control of me. I felt my toes starting to curl at that intense kiss, feeling overwhelmed, as I often did with him. He pulled back, then well back, his hand still around my throat. He dropped the other hand and just stared at me like that, his arm straight.

I was standing against the wall, completely naked, my hands at my sides, staring up at him anxiously, my breath a little raspy from the way he was squeezing my neck.

“I should fuck you right up against the wall,” he said, “but you’re not properly prepared.”

He released my neck and gripped my arm, then kind of pushed and pulled me down the hall and into the front room.

“Where’s the rope I left here last time?”

I gulped, and my eyes flicked to the loft bed area.

“Get it.”

“You could say please sometimes, you know,” I said.

He spun me around and slapped my bottom sharply, and I yelped and jumped away.

“Obey!”

Bastard!

I climbed up the ladder. It was at an angle, like a step ladder, so climbing was easy. I had put the rope into one of the little built-in cupboards that were on either side of the bed. I call it a bed, but it’s mostly just a mattress dropped down into an exact-sized depression in the floor up here.

I got the rope, feeling weird as I did. I mean, I was getting a rope so this man I barely knew could tie me up! What a slut I was becoming!

I got the rope, my body already thrumming with excitement like a plucked guitar string. I cursed myself for that. Why the fuck was I getting so excited!? He was a pig! And he hadn’t even done anything yet!

I reached the ladder and tossed it over the edge at him. Then I turned and climbed down. I had barely reached the floor when I felt his hands on my wrists.

He had really big hands! 

They held my hands where they were as his mouth came in against the nape of my neck.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

I cringed. Because I was. And then felt obstinate. Mostly because I felt such contempt for my own weakness.

“Say it,” he growled.

I bit my lip.

“Are you being a bad girl?”

“I’m a woman!”

He snorted and pulled my wrists together above me, then wrapped the rope around them repeatedly before tying it to the top rung.

“And here I brought you some presents. And you still have to act disrespectfully.”

I gasped as he pulled my hair back sharply. Then I got just a glimpse of the thing he pushed into my mouth. A glimpse was enough to recognize it. It looked like a cock! I mean, like the first few inches of a very thick, circumcised cock. It was attached to a soft leather pad, and as he pushed the ‘cock’ into my mouth to the base, he pressed the leather against my mouth and then drew straps around behind my head, ignoring my struggles.

“There. Now, when you scream with pleasure, no one will hear. You wouldn’t want to disturb the neighbors, would you?”

One of his arms slid around me, his hand dropping down between my legs. I felt his fingers rubbing against my clitoris as the other arm curved around my chest and the other hand roughly squeezed and fondled my breasts.

“You should just accept that you were made to be a fuck toy,” he whispered into my ear.

His hands drew back, and then I felt something pressing against my tight little back opening. I squirmed, and he slapped my bottom as he pushed it harder. It didn’t feel like his finger, nor even his cock. It felt too... hard and smooth. And as he pushed it in, it got thicker.

“This is a nice butt-plug. I want you to wear it all the time now. That way, any man who decides he wants to fuck your gorgeous ass won’t have to take the time to loosen you up. You being a tight-assed college girl, and all.”

He moved to stand beside me, but his fingers were still on my clitoris, rubbing and stroking. The palm of his hand pushed out against my lower abdomen, forcing my hips back, tightening the rope around my wrists as it held me in place.

I grunted and gasped as the thing pushed deeper, pulled back, then pushed deeper still. It was spreading me wider and wider as it pushed into me, and then it seemed to abruptly narrow to almost nothing – much to my relief. I thought I felt it kind of being sucked up inside me, but then it halted in place, and I felt something pressed against the outside of my butt.

Crack!

“You need to learn to obey,” he said. 

I wished I could say something nasty, but it was probably better that I couldn’t. It was also true that I’d been kind of... noisy the last couple of times, so the gag would probably be useful. It would also mean he couldn’t make me say nasty things. That was good too.

I felt something else being pressed against my pussy next. It was thicker than the other thing had been. Or at least, it was right from the start. It didn’t get thicker, though, as he slowly twisted and pumped and pushed it deeper and deeper. It was almost as thick as him and stretched me deliciously wide! And since I was already embarrassingly wet, he was able to get it in fairly easily. 

I suspected it was a sex toy and was correct. I grunted and moaned as he pushed it way up high, and he slapped my bottom again.

“Bad girl,” he said.

He spun me around, and I gasped and would have fallen were it not for the rope around my wrists. He dropped to his knees before me and forced my thighs wide, so wide that my toes were barely in contact with the floor as his tongue started in on my clitoris.

I could see the base of the dildo and wondered why it wasn’t sliding out, at first, then felt a slight tug on the thing in my butt. Evidently, they were attached somehow.

In the meantime, the thickness of it protruded about an inch from my pussy, and so kept me spread open and vulnerable to his big, wet tongue.

And then he lifted my legs right up and out to the sides, holding them effortlessly as his tongue and lips worked on my pussy.

This was... fucking insane! The ropes were tight around my wrists, and my chest was even tighter as the dark heat he always brought made my entire body crackle with sexual electricity. 

He abruptly stood up, lifting my legs as he did. He let his big hands slide down my legs to the ankles, then pressed my ankles back together above me and held them with one hand. The other did something so he could tug the dildo out of me and drop it on the floor.

Then he drove his own big cock into my body!

He let my legs down, then, or at least, down to either side. He still held them up, his hands grasping them just above the knees. And then he began to thrust into me with long, slow strokes.

“Tell me you love cock, baby,” he taunted.

He’d made me say stuff like that before, but of course, I couldn’t this time.

But God, this was hot! I gasped and moaned as he picked up the pace, and then, as he leaned in and fastened his jaws around the side of my neck and, I kid you not, fucking growled at me, I came!

I jerked and trembled, convulsions wracking my body as my muscles spasmed again and again while he drove himself into me harder and faster, pummeling me, hammering me back against the ladder. He fucked me hard and fast until I kind of sagged, gasping for breath, and then he simply slid out of me and lowered my feet to the floor.

Yes, I said fucked. That’s what he does to me. We don’t make love. Even calling it sex isn’t adequate. He fucks me! 

He clearly has no respect for me as a person at all, but just wants to fuck me!

He pushed my legs apart, then tied my ankles to the bottom legs of the ladder before sliding the dildo back up inside me.

“You know you love cock, college girl,” he said.

I wanted to glower at him, but he was holding the dildo in his hand, and his thumb ran several inches up the side so that as he pumped it in and out, his thumb stroked across my clitoris. His hands were rough, and every time his thumb rubbed up along my body, I shuddered at the sensations that rippled through me.

He shoved it deep – achingly deep, then fiddled with the base so it stayed in place, attached to the thing in my butt.

“Another present,” he said in amusement.

He pulled something that looked like a magic marker out of his pocket and turned it on. It buzzed as he brought it down against my pussy.

I squealed into the gag, my hips jerking convulsively at its touch. It was a vibrator!

“Now, now. Girls love these things.”

He rubbed it from side to side against me as he leaned in and mouthed the center of my left breast.

That made me again feel the wild, unreality of this. 

At first, the vibrator made me very uncomfortable. It was too powerful, and my clitoris was already hypersensitive. It felt better when he applied more pressure and rubbed it from side to side. Then it didn’t feel so very bad. And the longer he did it, the less bad it felt... until it started to feel good, and then very good.

And then better!

“See? You can’t resist it. It’s like a magic wand that brings the slut out in college girls.”

He laughed and then walked away, leaving me like that. At least he’d taken the vibrator away. But that left me tied up and panting, looking down my body to the dildo protruding, and then across the room, and then sharply to my right to where he’d gone.

Had he gone to the bathroom?

No, he returned and held my hiking boots in his hand. I was mystified by this. They were the big, clunky ones, and as I watched, he pulled the laces out of both of them. They were quite long, of course, like over four feet. He folded them in half. 

Then he grinned at me.

“Now, about your disrespectful attitude,” he said sternly. “You must realize that as a sex slave, that can’t be tolerated.

And then he swung the laces down so that they struck my stomach!

I squealed and jerked against the ropes, but of course, I couldn’t move. And in any event, they hadn’t really hurt, just kind of stung a bit.

“Bad girl!” he said, scowling.

He swung them again, then again, higher, then brought them down across my breasts! I gasped at that because it was so outrageous and because it stung a little more there! I mean, my breasts are pretty sensitive!

“The more disrespectful you are, the more often you’ll have to be whipped and tortured,” he said.

I would have stuck my tongue out at him if it weren’t for the gag.

He swung it across my breasts again, and I flinched at the little stings, then again and again. 

This is sick! I thought, in both senses of the word.

And it was doing something wicked to my head!

I gasped and moaned as the stings grew worse. Then he doubled them up again and swung them. Now they landed more heavily. They were still just a pair of bootlaces, but I squeaked and moaned as they started to turn my skin pink. And every time they hit my nipples, there was a jolt of aching.

He stopped, then reached around behind my head and undid the gag. As he pulled it out, he produced the vibrator again, rubbing it against my clitoris. He put the gag on the ledge above me and then wrapped his big hand around my neck again.

“Tell me you love cock,” he growled.

“I-I love cock,” I moaned.

His fingers tightened until my eyes bulged.

“Try again, slut.”

“I love cock, Sir!” I gasped.

“Tell me you’re my bitch slave.”

“I-I’m your bitch slave, Sir!” I moaned.

“Slut,” he taunted.

I dropped my eyes guiltily. I was! I knew I was!

“Tell me you’re a whore.”

“I’m... I’m a whore,” I moaned.

He grinned, and I glared at him, but he just swept the laces down across my breasts again several times until I gasped and yelped at the increasing stinging against my tender flesh.

He let the laces unfurl so they were two feet long again, then wrapped them around her neck and slowly drew them tighter and tighter until I couldn’t breathe at all. 

“I’m your master,” he said. “I own your body. I can do anything I want to you. Isn’t that right, slut?”

He was crazy!

“Say it. Say I own your body,” he whispered. 

He loosened the laces, and I drew in a shaky breath.

“Say it.”

“Y-You own my body!” I gasped.

He tightened them again and left them tight for long seconds as I worked my mouth like a fish, gasping helplessly for breath. Then he eased them and I gasped weakly.

“Try again, slave.”

“You... you own my body, Sir!” I croaked.

He untied my ankles, then reached up and untied the rope binding my wrists to the ladder. He gripped my hair and yanked me forward and down onto my knees, then onto all fours on the floor.

“Who owns your body, slut?”

“Y-You do, Sir!” I gulped.

You fucking lunatic!

He swung the laces down across my buttocks, and I gasped at the sting. He was swinging them harder than he had before. Of course, this was just my butt, but the skin there was pretty tender, too!

Thwick! They hit my skin with a light, thin sound.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

Thwick! Thwick!

“I’m your sex slave, Sir!”

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Beg me to fuck your whore brains out.”

“Please fuck my whore brains out, Sir!” I gasped.

He knelt behind me and slapped my bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave bitch.”

I gasped and jerked my knees apart and then felt him pulling the dildo out once more. His big cock pushed into me, and he gripped my hips and started to fuck hard and fast.

As always, the feel of cock churning up and down inside me made my mind sputter as waves of excitement and pleasure washed through it.

I had previously practically refused this position because I considered it too undignified. Even the name was undignified! Doggy style!? I’m not a dog, okay! But now I was confessing to being his bitch, and it just didn’t seem to matter.

Not much seemed to matter, in fact, as my mind became sodden with heat and I started to gasp and grunt and moan in dazed passion and pleasure. His hips pummeled my buttocks, and then he gripped my hair and yanked it back, and I didn’t do anything to resist.

“Hot little college slut,” he growled, roughly squeezing one of my breasts.

That reminded me that I was letting myself be abused by some ignorant blue-collar peasant half again my age. For some reason, the degrading nature of that sent another flood of hot, dark heat through my mind. I was being treated like a whore by a dumb, uneducated man! Why was that exciting!?

His big cock plunged into my trembling body hard and fast as his hips bruised my buttocks. And all I could do was kneel there and take it, gasping and moaning and shuddering.

He released my hair, slapped my bottom, and then turned aside, reaching for something behind him even as he continued to thrust into me. I didn’t care. I took little notice of it. I just grunted at every thrust, moaning every time he pulled back.

Then he dropped the loop of a belt over my head, letting it settle down around my neck before pulling on the belt to tighten the loop around my neck. I gasped as he jerked it back, then again as he slapped my bottom.

“Giddyap doggie!”

He slapped my butt again and jerked back on the belt, and I shuddered and moaned, my hips going back to meet his every thrust now, my mind melting in the heat. I made no effort to dislodge the belt. Somehow, the pressure around my neck now struck me as darkly erotic and exciting.

His hips struck even harder, and my body felt the growing pressure and heat until I felt feverish. Then another massive orgasm tore through me, and I started to cry out in pleasure, ramming myself back, impaling myself on his big cock as the pleasure shattered my mind.

He pulled tighter on the belt so that I could hardly breathe, which meant my screams were more like guttural groans and croaks as he continued to pound me.

It felt as if my bones were turning to rubber. I couldn’t support myself anymore, and my arms didn’t even try. Only the belt around my neck kept me in position as his hips continued to pummel my aching buttocks. I went limp like a rag-doll, gurgling and gasping dazedly as the orgasm continued to howl through my nervous system and overwhelm my brain.

He grabbed my hair to help hold me up, and I just kind of hung there, eyes glassy, my body jerking and shuddering to the hard, fast impact of his hips against my buttocks and that big, hot, thick, slick cock spearing deep into my belly!

With him holding some of my upper body up by the hair, the belt loosened around my neck. I could breathe again, though it wasn’t like I cared. Honestly, my mind was blitzed. I was wallowing in the incredible rush of intense pleasure and didn’t care about anything else at all!

I think he came, just because his strokes became faster and shorter, and harder. My brain was rattling around in my head from the impacts.

Then he lifted me into the air. Thankfully, not by the hair, at least. He sat on my sofa with me lying across his lap, belly down. He slipped the belt off my neck, though it was loose enough not to matter by then. I just lay there gasping for breath, momentarily stunned, and feeling this wonderful afterglow.

His hands caressed my body, sliding up and down my back and over my buttocks. And I felt him pushing the dildo back into me again, filling me up.

“Nasty little slave girl. Always having orgasms,” he said, stroking my clitoris. “Maybe you shouldn’t be a stripper. You’d make even better money as an escort. And you’d love the work. Think of all that cock you’d get inside you.”

“P-Pervert,” I groaned.

Crack!

I gasped at the stinging slap to my bottom but didn’t otherwise react. It certainly didn’t surprise me.

Wow! I thought. That was just fucking amazing!

“Sexy little fuck toy. You need to learn your place,” he said. “Bitches like you always need to be taught to submit to their betters.”

My betters? Jesus, he’s a fucking plumber, I thought tiredly.

“Maybe I should be your business manager. Send you off to rich men to fuck and get spanked, then take the money.”

“That’s called pimping,” I sighed, wriggling slightly as he pushed the dildo even deeper.

“I could make a lot of money off you. And after all, I own your body.”

“I’m not your slave,” I sighed.

Crack!

I winced, but again, I wasn’t surprised.

“You need to learn to submit to your master’s will.”

“You’re not my master, pervert.”

Crack!

“Maybe I should bring in a few of my friends to help train you. I bet you’d love being gang banged.”

Crack!

I yelped at the stinging. But he hadn’t hit me with his hand. He’d doubled up the belt and used that. My wrists were still tied together in front of me so I couldn’t reach back to try and defend my butt, either.

“Hey! That stings!”

Crack!

“So? I own you. I can do anything I want to you.”

“You do not –.” Crack! “Ow!”

“Naughty slave bitch.”

Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Quit it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say please.”

“Please!”

Crack!

“Say please, sir.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Shit! Please, Sir!”

“Who owns your slut body?”

I hesitated.

Crack!

“Ow! You do, Sir!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“You own my body, Sir!”

Crack!

“Say I own your slut body.”

“You own my slut body, Sir!” I gasped.

My ass was getting sore and hot, but his dirty, outrageous words were exciting me again anyway. And it was so weird saying them myself!

Then he jammed the vibrator in under my pussy, which, since I was on my belly, meant it was pressed right against my clitoris, and left it there. That made me wriggle even more.

“Dirty girl. Slutty girl.”

He squeezed my breast and pumped the dildo in and out with his other hand.

“Tell me I own your slut body.”

I cringed at the words. They were so stupid! And sick! And yet...

Crack!

“Ah! Y-You own my slut body, Sir!” I yelped.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“I’m your sex slave, Sir,” I groaned.

“And what do sex slaves do?”

I hesitated, not sure what sex act he might want me to say.

Crack!

“Obey! That’s what they do!”

He reached for the rope around my wrists, then pulled it up and back. That forced my hands up and back over my head and beneath my neck. He scooped up my legs, too, bending them back, then wrapped the other end of the rope around my ankles. I gasped as the rope tightened; more loops wrapped around my ankles.

He pulled harder, and my feet were forced up and back almost to where my hands were!

“Wha-what are you doooing!?” I gasped.

“Playing with my little sex slave.”

He lifted me off his lap and put me on the coffee table, then pushed me onto my side. A moment later, he pushed the gag thing into my mouth and then fastened it in place.

I realized, now that when I thought he had pushed the dildo into me and then put the vibrator in underneath, I’d been mistaken. It was a single unit, a big vibrator with a base that curved up and went across the top of my sex, pressing in firmly against my clitoris as it buzzed.

He stood up and dressed.

“I have to get some work done. I’ll be back later. Probably.”

I stared at him in disbelief. I mean, literally. I didn’t think he was really leaving. But he did, locking the door behind him!

That left me in an awkward position, to say the least! My feet were pulled way up and back towards my hands, which were pulled down beneath my neck! My back bowed sharply. And the damn vibrator was still throbbing and buzzing and pulsing away against me. 

It suddenly shifted tone, halted, then the whole damned thing started to vibrate, and not just the part pressing down against my clitoris!

That was distracting, to say the least! I squeezed my thighs down around the base repeatedly, squirming and moaning, the muscles in my hips trying to jerk my hips forward but failing. 

The vibrator had a weird rhythm to it where the small base part across my clitoris had a steady buzz, but the long, thick shaft pulsed in segments. First the base, then the next section an inch up, then the next, then the next, so that it almost felt like it was thrusting into me again and again.

How long was the crazy man going to keep me like this!? I had to get some things at the store, and I had to work later!

I moaned helplessly as my body and mind both heated up. I let my mind drift a little bit through various darkly erotic fantasies of me being a prisoner to sexy English lords, or maybe savage barbarian chieftains like Conan.

Being the prisoner of a stupid plumber just didn’t cut it for me!

The vibrator, together with my outrageous bondage, kept me bubbling and simmering and steaming as I trembled breathlessly there on the table waiting for him to return. What I wanted was his big cock inside me! I wanted him to fucking pound me!

The door opened as if in answer to my prayers. I was facing the door, and saw the familiar shirt and emblem, but not the familiar face. This was another man! A black man!

I felt a kind of psychic jolt that shocked me as I stared at the man approaching, then felt my face flame and dropped my head down, staring at the tabletop instead.

“Sorry to bother you, Miss, but Mr. Polanski, he said the radiator needed to have the thermostat changed,” he said. “I won’t be long. You just go on doing whatever it is you’re doing.”

He walked past me with his toolbox and went over to the far wall. I heard him setting the toolbox on the floor, and then he hummed as he presumably did whatever the fuck he was doing.

I lay there frozen, pulse racing. I’m not an idiot! I did not for a moment think this guy was just here to fix the radiator! Not with the way he had reacted to seeing me tied up naked on the table! That pervert Polanski had sent him! And I could only think of one reason!

To fuck me!

I couldn’t see him because he was behind me now, but I imagined him taking off his clothes, drooling at the thought of sticking his big black cock into me!

I’d never dated a black guy, much less had sex with one. All I’d ever heard of them was that they were violent sex maniacs. And once you were their girlfriend, they’d beat you silly the minute you said anything they didn’t like. Plus, they were often involved in crime. No way was I getting involved with someone like that. I could pick and choose among dates, after all.

I was way too embarrassed to look at him, even if I could. And I was nervous about what he was doing. And what he intended to do. It wasn’t like I could object, after all! At least he couldn’t see much of me from behind, except my butt. And even that was partially covered by my feet forced so far up and back. And anyway, I have a really nice butt. 

I don’t mind showing it off, normally. After all, I wear a thong to the beach. But if he looked at the right angle, he’d not only see my naked pussy but the vibrator protruding from it! There was no way some horny African savage was going to resist that!

I wasn’t as frightened as I might have been. Like I said, I knew damned well that Polanski had arranged this. So, he wasn’t some complete stranger who might strangle me. Presumably! You never know with black men!

I wondered if he had a really big cock. I know that’s a cliché, but still. Of course, Polanski had a really big cock, and nobody said that about Polish people. He was kind of rough, too. So maybe this guy wouldn’t be that different.

“Sure is a nice day out,” he said.

I cringed again, heart pounding.

“You should get out and enjoy the sunshine.”

I glared at the tabletop. He was speaking in a very... black accent, like from Gone with the Wind. I wasn’t buying it. He was faking. Those two had cooked something up!

I heard some kind of metallic clanging over by the window.

“That sure don’t look like a very comfortable position.”

I cringed again just at the knowledge he was looking at me.

“Of course, Mr. Polanski, he said you were his sex slave, so I guess that’s just the sort of thing you’re used to.”

I was sooo going to give that stupid Polack a piece of my mind when I saw him!

“You got very nice feet, if you don’t mind my saying so.”

Feet!? What kind of weirdo is this guy anyway!? I’m naked, and he’s looking at my feet!?

And then the door opened again, and Polanski walked in. I felt a surge of relief. At least I knew him! I mean, well, sort of! It was strange how little I knew him, given he’d fucked me on three separate occasions over the last week.

“Ah, I see you got here early, Leon,” he said.

“Yassir, I been working hard!” Leon (if that was even his name!) said in that exaggerated black accent.

“My sex slave didn’t bother you, did she?”

“Nosssir, Mr. Polanski. She’s been pretty quiet.”

“That’s good. She’s very slutty, you see. So, she’s always trying to get men hard so they’ll stick their cocks in her. She loves having cocks inside her, you see.”

My face burned again at how he was talking about me.

“Well, Sir, all she gots to do is ask! She’s a pretty girl, and I wouldn’t mind sticking my cock in her.”

I bet! I growled, staring at the table.

“She can’t ask, you see. I own her body. I get to say who fucks her.”

He reached down as he spoke and his finger casually squeezed one of my breasts, then slid down my body. His fingers nudged aside the still-buzzing base of the vibrator and rubbed my tender, swollen clitoris.

That produced an immediate surge of heat. I was embarrassingly wet, and his fingers were just as effective as they usually are, rubbing my clitoris skillfully as the vibrator buzzed.

A poor, helpless, beautiful prisoner! A princess trapped by savage, lust-crazed barbarians who wanted to ravish her!

My pulse raced as I waited for them to do just that!

Now that Polanski was here, I wasn’t really afraid. I was still embarrassed as shit, though! But even so, the heat was starting to build up with startling speed. My mind flashed back to when I was on my knees in front of him, sucking his cock, and he ordered me to spread my legs wide in case another man wanted to stop by and fuck me.

That idea had kind of stuck in my mind because it was so deliciously hot and erotic. I mean, what girl hadn’t dreamed of having sex with two sexy men at the same time? I had, fleetingly, never imagined I would ever actually do it.

There are too many issues with that, you see. First, you almost have to start with having a boyfriend to begin with. Second, he had to be okay with it. Third, you had to worry that he’d get jealous afterward. Fourth, you had to worry about your friends finding out and calling you a slut.

Of course, none of that was a problem here. But I’d always imagined doing it with two sexy guys pretty much my own age. Not two old guys ten years older than me who were blue-collar workers! 

It was very easy to let myself fall into that fantasy of the princess attacked by barbarians, since the two men with me practically were barbarians! I mean, compared to me anyway.

“You should feel how soft her skin is, Leon.”

“Well, if you really wants me to, Sir.”

I gasped and held my breath, cringing again as the voice came closer. Then I felt another hand on my foot. On my foot!

“She has very soft skin, Sir!”

Polanski’s hand slid up and squeezed my breast, then rolled my stiff nipple.

“I never touched no white girl before. They usually don’t want no negro touching them.”

“Oh, that’s all right, Leon. She’ll take any cock she can get. She loves cock.”

I felt indignant as I realized this stupid plumber was trying to mess with my mind. And frustrated that it was working! My body was thrumming with sexual need and pressure now. And it wasn’t just from a few touches of his fingers. That dark fantasy about my being a helpless princess about to be ravished by barbarians was practically coming to life for me!

Like, right now!

I felt a hand caressing my buttocks, but didn’t know whose it was. And that sent another psychic jolt through me that made my pussy spasm around the vibrator. Then Polanski’s fingers returned to rubbing my clitoris, and I shuddered, my body trying to grind itself against him.

Heat enveloped my mind even as he undid the gag, but I cringed again. I didn’t want to have to say anything in front of this black guy!

He pulled the gag out of my mouth and then gripped my hair, roughly jerking my head back as he unzipped his trousers. I gulped in air, moaning low in my throat as he pulled his big cock out and rubbed it against my face.

“You know what you want, slut,” he said. “You want a big cock inside you.”

I moaned as he pushed himself into my mouth and immediately started to suck and lick at the head.

“Dirty girl. Sexy little slave bitch.”

I cringed, and I burned. I was incredibly self-conscious, sure the black guy was watching as Polanski slid his cock deeper and then down my throat.

“Why lookit that. I didn’t know white girls could take a cock down their throats,” Leon said.

“Once you train them properly, they’ll do anything you want,” Polanski said. “Especially cock-hungry little college girls like this.”

“Do you mind if I tries that, Sir?” Leon asked eagerly.

“I don’t see why not.”

Polanski pulled his cock out of my mouth, and the black guy who was supposedly named Leon moved around in front of me. I gasped to see he was completely naked! He was as muscular as Polanski, and while his cock didn’t seem quite as thick, it looked even longer!

I stared at his cock as he moved forward, and then shuddered as Polanski started to rub my clitoris. I stared at the black cock sliding forward into my mouth. Polanski pulled back more on my hair, making it hard to do anything to as the black man slid his cock right across my tongue and into my throat! Inch after inch after inch slid forward under my staring eyes until my lips were wrapped around the base!

“Now that feels fine!” Leon said.

“She’s a very talented little slut. She’ll make an excellent sex slave,” Polanski said.

I came, screaming, twisting, writhing, straining against the ropes, losing my mind as my body burned. It was a good thing Leon’s cock kind of filled my throat, or the neighbors would have called the cops! Because I completely lost it, lost my inhibitions, lost any sense of dignity or pride, and just shrieked like an animal!

“She sure does get excited when she gets a cock in her mouth,” Leon said.

“You should see what she does when she gets one in her pussy.”

“I would surely like to see that!”

Polanski undid the ropes holding my ankles in place, and I gasped in relief as my legs were able to unfurl, and my back was able to straighten. He twisted me over onto my belly on the table, then pulled me halfway over the side. He pulled the rope back under the table, though, then moved to the other side and spread my legs. I groaned as the rope went around one of the legs of the table, then around mine. A moment later, he tied something around my other leg, another rope? He spread that leg wide and tied it to the other leg.

Meanwhile, Leon gripped my hair and yanked it up just as roughly as Polanski did, rubbing his cock over my face.

“Let me hear you say you love black cock, baby,” he said, forgetting his accent.

I groaned and gasped as he slapped his cock against my cheek.

“Say it, slut.”

I felt another jolt, a dark, wicked, jolt of heat and fear, of embarrassment and delight.

“I love black cock,” I moaned.

“Say, sir, slut!”

I cried out as he jerked on my hair.

“I love black cock, Sir!” I gasped.

He pushed his cock through my open mouth.

“Suck that cock, white girl.”

I moaned and obeyed even as I felt Polanski pumping the vibrator in and out, then pulling it free. A moment later, he replaced it with his own cock, and I shuddered as he buried it in my quivering belly with one stroke.

“Nice and tight and wet,” he said, slapping my buttock.

I was enough across the table for my breasts to be free, and Leon roughly squeezed and kneaded them as he buried his cock in my throat and started to pump.

“This is some nice stuff,” he said, grinding himself against my face.

He halted a moment and then changed his accent.

“I mean, dis be one fine white girl here, Mister Polanski, sir!” 

I heard Polanski snicker as he started to pump hard enough to slap his hips against my buttocks.

“I sure is grateful to feel dis white girl’s throat wrapped around my black cock,” he said in a drawl.

He pulled out, and I sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air.

“Tell Leon you love black cock,” Polanski said.

Crack! He slapped my bottom stingingly.

“Ah! Oh! I-I... I.. l-love black cock, Sir!” I gasped.

Leon fed his cock back into my mouth, let me suck and lick at the head for long seconds, then buried it in my throat and started pumping in and out of my shuddering body. Polanski was hammering himself against my buttocks at the same time, and my mind was starting to drown in the dark wonder of it all.

I couldn’t see his hands, but it was obviously Leon fondling and squeezing my breasts as they hung over the side of the table, all while he held my hair in his fist and pumped his cock in my mouth! Meanwhile, behind me somewhere, I felt fingers at my clitoris as Polanski continued to drive his cock into my pussy – which was turning into a steaming pit of lava!

That exploded! 

I cried out again and again. And as it was before, the sound was muffled by Leon’s cock pumping in my throat. The two of them were using me like the fuck toy Polanski called me, and that was such an outrageous, degrading, exhilarating idea that it made my mind burn!

It was... wild, kinky, animal sex with no inhibitions because I didn’t need to care about being respected, or about my reputation. Because I wasn’t trying to persuade anyone to be my boyfriend, or be anything else. I didn’t even like these men!

Which was a wonderous thing in itself.

That let the pleasure howl through my body and mind with no need to care about how they reacted, no need to tone things down, no need to keep quiet. I gave myself to the orgasm and let it tear through me for as long as it could, glorying in the intensity of the pleasure.

Of course, I was losing my mind also because it was hard to breathe, and I was getting awfully light-headed. Leon took his cock out to rub against my face from time to time, and that let me gulp in air, but it wasn’t really long enough to fully catch my breath.

I was too dazed to know why they stopped. Or care. But the next I knew, my legs were untied, and I was being dragged backward off the table, then lifted onto Polanski, straddling him, sinking down on his cock. He shifted around sideways and let himself lie along the sofa, and then Leon moved in behind me.

I moaned, panting, dazed, as he pushed forward on my shoulders so I was almost lying on Polanski. I felt him pulling at the plug thing in my butt. Then his cock slid into me there. It quickly pushed deeper, then deeper still, pumping smoothly in and out.

Polanski put his big hand around my neck and pushed slowly, making me rise back up, though not all the way. Then Leon took the rope that was still tied around my wrists and pulled it up and back, forcing my hands back behind my neck and shoulders and holding me in that position, bent forward as his cock pumped into me.

Polanski started to thrust up into me, fingering my clitoris and kneading my breasts at the same time.

“Tell me you love cock, college girl,” he said.

He pinched my nipple, and I gasped in pain.

“Obey.”

“I-I l-love cock, Sir!” I moaned.

“This white girl sure do have a tight ass,” Leon said behind me.

I gasped and yelped and moaned as he slid himself even deeper, as cramps rippled through my abdomen.

“Tell me you’re a cock loving slut.”

I shuddered and moaned, both of them thrusting into me, the feel of their big cocks churning away inside me sending a wild flood of sensations through my battered mind.

“Obey,” he said, twisting my nipple painfully.

“Ah! I’m a... a cock loving slut, Sir!” I cried.

He rubbed my clitoris, and the two of them thrust harder. 

My body burned, and my mind melted in the heat again. Another orgasm tore through me, and then another, and then another as they mauled and ravished me, laughing and calling me names, and making me call myself names!

*
[image: ]


Of course, I felt even guiltier after they left. Well, not right away. It took me some time to clear my head, some time for my nervous system to settle down, and my nerve endings to stop twitching. 

Before they left, though, I muttered about having to go to work and how little it paid. Polanski told me to apply for a job at The Clover, which was apparently an Irish pub, and said I’d get great tips that would outdo the bookstore all by themselves.

Of course, I didn’t. But when he came back, and I had to confess that I hadn’t, he spanked me so that my ass burned! So, resentfully, angry at myself for giving in, I applied. The tiny kilt and tight top were outrageously sexist! But I made twice what I had at the bookstore just in tips. He’d been right.

And when he came back, I had to wear the uniform while he fucked me in various positions and made me confess to being his slave bitch.

He started having me do lap dances for him. They all ended with me on my knees sucking his cock, of course, and then riding atop it. Then I had to give Leon a lap dance when he showed up. I was riding his cock, gasping and moaning in pleasure as he fingered my clitoris and sucked on my nipples, when Gary showed up.

I had no idea who Gary was! I yelped in shock and jerked my eyes away as he and Polanski exchanged high fives.

“Keep riding, slut,” Leon ordered, reaching up to squeeze one of my breasts and then pinch the nipple.

I yelped and obeyed, moaning, red-faced, horribly embarrassed as Gary and Polanski stood behind me watching my pussy sliding up and down on Leon’s slick cock, and making obscene comments about me!

Then it was Leon who shifted to lie down, and Polanski who drove his cock up my ass. The new guy, Gary, moved around in front, gripped my hair, and directed my mouth onto his cock.

Since my wrists were tied together behind me, there wasn’t much else I could do but obey!

After multiple orgasms, I had to give him a lap dance and then ride his cock too.

One day, I was kneeling on the floor, sitting on my heels, my legs spread wide, my hands locked to a collar I wore behind my neck, as Polanski used a little riding crop on my nipples.

The door opened, and I gasped as two strange men came in! Of course, my face burned and I turned it away, but I didn’t try to move as Polanski let the flat tip of the crop rub back and forth across my stiff, burning nipples.

He got up and gave the little crop to one of the men, who sat down in his place in front of me. I continued to try to look down as the man extended his arm – and the crop, and let the flat tip rub against my nipples.

“Look at me, girl,” he barked.

I had to raise my eyes at that. The man was even older than Polanski and Leon! He was easily over forty! He was distinguished-looking, with graying hair, and wore a dark suit with a purple tie.

“Tell me you love cock,” he ordered, slapping the tip lightly against one nipple.

My face darkened further. “I-I love cock, Sir,” I gulped.

He slapped the tip down on my nipple, and I gasped.

“Louder!”

“I love cock, Sir!”

“And are you a cock-sucking whore?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said nervously.

“Say it.”

“I’m a cock-sucking whore, Sir!”

My mind squirmed from saying such things in front of two complete strangers! But the last few weeks had sort of gotten me used to it.

The other man, who was younger and bigger, knelt behind me. I felt him reaching under my body and pulling the plug from my ass. A moment later, what felt like a very real cock pushed into me.

And I didn’t even know his name!

I shuddered as his big cock slid up high into my belly while the other man slapped the crop down almost casually against my nipples. He slapped harder than Polanski had, though, and it stung more. But the dark rush of sexual energy that burned through me as the complete stranger drove his cock deep into my belly overwhelmed the pain.

“Undo her wrists,” the man in front of me said.

I felt hands on them, then the leather bands Polanski had put around my wrists came free from the collar.

“Keep your hands behind your neck,” the man said sternly.

I didn’t understand, but I obeyed, gasping and moaning as the man behind me thrust into me harder.

“Tell me you love cock,” the man ordered.

Then he brought the tip of the crop down across my nipple especially hard.

“Ah! I-I love cock, Sir!” I cried.

“Again, slut.”

I shuddered, my body forced up off my heels as the man behind jammed his cock into me to the balls.

“I love – Ah – cock, Sir!” I gasped as he hit my other nipple.

He brought the crop down between my legs and rubbed it against my clitoris as the man behind me swept a scarf of some kind around my neck and then drew it back behind me. I gasped as it tightened slowly, making my eyes bulge a little, then a lot, slowly shutting off my breathing as he continued to thrust up into me.

But I kept my hands where they were. I’m not sure why. I was immersed in the dark, edgy game Polanski had drawn me into, and didn’t want it interrupted. The darker it got, the hotter I got, and two men treating me like this was dark and outrageous! I embraced the fantasy and only gasped and moaned as the man rubbed my clitoris and the other one sodomized me.

My head started to pound and my chest to burn, but I did nothing as I floated on a dark, churning sea of passion and hunger. And then the orgasm tore through me, and I screamed soundlessly, driving myself back against the cock impaling me. But still kept my hands behind my neck.
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It was just a lark, of course. I wore the little kilt from work, together with a nearly sheer white blouse and a blue blazer with an emblem on the chest. I was wearing a hip-length jacket over it all as my heart thumped wildly.

No one stopped me as I crossed the lobby and then rode up in the elevator. I arrived at the proper door and nervously knocked.

A man opened it, looked me up and down, and smiled.

“Come in.”

He was middle-aged, slender, with hungry eyes. I walked past him, and he closed the door behind him.

Soon, I was doing a lap dance for him, during which I gradually stripped out of my outfit. By the time I was sliding my naked pussy against his hard cock I was burning up, and eager to have him inside me.

“Do you have no shame at acting like such a slut?” he demanded.

And then he threw me down on my side, adjusted me across his lap, and began to strap my bottom. Hard! I gasped and moaned and winced and buried my mouth against my wrist until he pulled my hands back behind me and tied them together.

Then he started to alternate spanking with fingering my pussy. I had to confess to being a slut, though, and apologize before he’d fuck me.

It was all so dark, so outrageous, so breathtaking! I came, of course. And so did he. I knelt before him, performing oral sex, ending in deep throating, then he fucked me again.

I made a thousand dollars off of it.

That was an amazing amount of money for an hour and a half at a nice hotel where I’d had two orgasms. Yes, my bottom was a bit sore, but that passed.

I didn’t really think of it as prostitution, as such. The word ‘escort’ seemed much more benign, much softer and gentler, and more sophisticated. A prostitute was some pathetic street person. I was a law student, or would be eventually.

The next ‘date’ I had made me lie on the floor and masturbate with a dildo while he and his wife watched. Then they tied me up, and I had to lick her pussy while he fucked me.

The one after that whipped me! Oh, it wasn’t a real whip, exactly. I had to stand between two pillars, my wrists locked up and apart while he flung the thing at me. It snapped down across my back and buttocks, and especially across my breasts! It really stung! And soon the stings ran together as my body turned pink!

But I had a vibrator and dildo inside me at the time, and when he fucked me, I came instantly, then repeatedly!

Maybe law school wasn’t for me after all. 

Devon – the older man who had used the crop on my nipples – made that clear, in fact, when he came to see me.

“This place is a dump. I’ll find you something nicer,” he said.

“It’s close to school,” I said.

He made me a bit nervous.

“About that. I think you need to change your major to liberal arts.”

“Why?”

“I want you to take more psychology, especially sexual psychology, business, finance, and art.”

“Art? Whatever for?”

“So, you’ll be able to relate to your clients better. So, you’ll be more saleable.”

“I don’t know,” I said hesitantly.

“You don’t need to know. You only need to obey.”

That word struck me hard, as it always did now when I heard it. It gave me both a sense of anxiety and one of excitement. Because it was associated with pain and pleasure.

He abruptly gripped my hair behind my head, pushed me across the little room, and bent me over the back of the chair that was pushed into my desk. I was wearing a nightie, and he jerked it up over my buttocks and tore my thong off.

“Are you going to be an obedient little slut?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, Sir!” I gasped.

He went back and grabbed his case, the one he’d brought in with him, then set it on the desk next to me. He opened it and took out a very big cock. I shuddered, feeling the excitement blossoming within me. He spread some lube on it and then jammed it against my pussy. That was when I realized just how thick it was.

“Confess.”

He slapped my bottom stingingly.

“I love cock, Sir!”

“Again, whore.”

“I love cock, Sir!’ I cried as he twisted and pushed and slowly forced the thick cock into me.

Crack!

“Again.”

“I-I love cock, Sir! Oh! Oh! It’s so... thick!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Confess, slut.”

“I love cock, Siiiir! Oooh!”

God, it was thick! He pumped and twisted it and jammed it deeper and deeper into my trembling body. He pushed it deep, and it ached, but the sense of fullness made my body burn!

He took out the crop and brought it down across my buttocks with a stinging blow that made me yelp.

“Apologize.”

“I’m sorry for being a slut, Sir!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Apologize!”

“I-I’m sorry for being a cock-sucking whore, Sir!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“What are you?”

“I’m a a... a sex slave, Sir!” I moaned.

Of course, I wasn’t. But the idea was deliciously exciting!

He peeled the nightie up and off, then pulled the chair back from the desk and tied my wrists to the front legs. A gag followed, then he laid into my bottom with the thin crop. 

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

God, it stung! And my whole butt felt like it was on fire! 

He blindfolded and left me there. After a time, someone came in jerked my legs apart, pulled the dildo out, and then fucked me hard.

I came, screaming, almost passing out from the overload of pleasure.

I didn’t even know who it was. Nor cared. When they were done, they untied my wrists and left. I slowly straightened up, dizzy, dazed, peeled off the blindfold, and then untied my ankles.

There were no marks on my bottom when I checked in the mirror. But the next day, I changed my major. Why not? I was making a ton of money, and it would be good to know stuff about business and art, and psychology.

I know what a sex slave is. And I know I’m not one. I get all the money, for example. It’s just that I’ve become obsessed with the idea, with the fantasy.

More of my dates were, too. I learned so many perverted things from them! Believe me, there are tons of kinky men out there with money who want to abuse beautiful college girls!

And since I was a beautiful college girl who adored being abused, we were made for each other.

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

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