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Elena was noticed as she moved through the
grocery store. She had never really been a girl who could go
unnoticed. She had tried, though, for some time. She was a
thoughtful and intelligent young woman with a keen imagination as
well as empathy for others.

She had been raised to be modest and
self-effacing in both manner and dress. She was not a flamboyant
person by nature in any case. As she grew older, however, she found
herself on the receiving end of a good deal of attention, most of
it embarrassing.

It was not attention to her artistic nature,
to her writing or painting or poetry, but to her looks. A part of
her found this flattering, but it very much went against what she'd
been taught about how she ought to present herself to the world.
And since, moreover, many of the young men paying her obvious
attention were rude and crude about it she often found it
embarrassing.

This presented her with contradictory
feelings. She could not but help being proud of her looks – because
society said that young women were to be valued by their
appearance. She knew very well that her appearance was attractive,
that it would meet up with almost anyone's approval.

At the same time she had been taught, not
merely by her family but by society, to be modest, and to not show
off her looks or body. And in addition she tended to be shy and
soft-spoken around strangers, so people staring at her breasts, as
they had a habit of doing, was deeply embarrassing.

Early in her teenage years she began to do
what she could to dissuade such attention by covering her body in
loose layers. This helped disguise her shape, and in particular,
the size of her breasts. People still looked at her, for she had
lovely eyes which were wide, soft deep pools of brown, and her face
was pretty, with a small, turned-up nose and high cheekbones.

Thus now, as she pushed a small cart and
examined the produce, looking for the freshest, she was wearing a
pair of trousers, an over-sized gray sweater (which came down to
her thighs) with a loose-fitting turtleneck collar, and a light
jacket.

Still, she was noticed. She was a pretty
young woman, and there were few of those for the male customers to
feast their eyes on. She had long, thick hair in a rich mahogany,
and of course, those huge brown eyes. The men who eyed her as she
passed might not be able to quite tell the shape of her body, but
it seemed reasonably slim, and requirements were low if such a body
went with a face as pretty as hers.

Elena was peripherally aware of such glances
as she moved through the store, but, for the most part, ignored
them as best she could. She had come to accept that men would look
at her, and as long as they were not too obvious about it, or rude
or tried to hit on her she could brush it off.

Her friend Amy spoke of how men kept leering
at her and saying crude things, and how she had to be careful on
the subway in case they grabbed her butt. Amy, however, was a
blonde, and considerably more flamboyant than Elena. She wore
form-fitting clothes which caught the eye. And while Elena didn't
(quite) disapprove of this she thought that it was likely the
reason for her getting so much attention.

Which made her feel a little smug about her
wisdom in avoiding it by dressing conservatively.

Yet still, she felt that conflict between her
sense of discretion, and her feminine pride in her appearance. A
part of Elena wanted people, especially men, to notice how
attractive she was. She disapproved of that part of herself,
though, and was wary of men being rude, as well as other girls
being catty if they thought she was showing off.

Her outfit was her armor against rude stares
and words, but she sometimes got jealous of the girls who looked so
beautiful and sexy who appeared to shrug off the problems the
inevitable attention brought them.

She finished her shopping and went to the
cashier to pay for them, thanked the girl, then put her things into
her large shoulder bag and walked out. She walked along the
sidewalk, ignoring the cars moving around the large parking lot,
walked past the grocery store, then past a number of other stores
in the mall, including Brown's family restaurant, where she had
been working all day.

Elena had applied herself to her studies and
always got As, especially in English, where her creative writing
and poetry were often praised. But as she approached graduation she
began to feel a sense of unease about her future. Every career she
thought might provide her with a satisfying life required a college
degree. And while she was intellectually equipped for college, her
financial resources were meager.

Her parents were quite conservative, and had
raised her to be of a similar mindset. The thought of borrowing
tens of thousands of dollars from the government on the promise to
start paying it back right after graduation struck her as deeply
risky. What if she didn't get a good job right after graduating?
What if it didn't pay well?

Taking on an obligation was extremely
important to Elena. It was far more than simply signing her name on
some paper. She took her promises seriously!

So right after graduation she quickly found
work at Brown's restaurant waiting on tables. It didn't pay very
well but, with tips, it paid better than working as a store clerk
or a barista. Still, it had quickly become evident she would never
be able to save up enough for college on what she earned there.

The restaurant was part of a chain which
provided fairly ordinary food for fairly ordinary middle-class
people. She was a pleasant, friendly girl, in addition to being
attractive, so she got very good tips. But tips were a percentage
of the cost of the meal, so Elena had started looking for more
expensive restaurants.

And as she walked past it, turned the corner,
and headed down the street, she pondered the discussion she'd had
last night with her girlfriend Samantha. Sam had suggested getting
a job at Mobies. Mobies was a chain restaurant, much like Brown's,
but with higher prices.

The problem was Mobies was a 'Bar &
Grille'. That meant more alcohol, which meant better tips. It was
divided into two parts, a restaurant part with traditional tables
and booths, and a bar which, she knew and everyone else knew, was
something of a pickup place.

Moreover the girls at Mobie's wore tight
little black cocktail dresses. They were short and they had
cleavage! They were not, she recognized, improper. The amount of
cleavage was reasonably modest. The dresses did not plunge low, but
did bare the very tops of the girls' breasts.

And they were not unusually short for
cocktail dresses either, but far shorter than Elena was used to
wearing.

All the way home she mulled over the pros and
cons of working there. The only pro was, of course, far higher
tips. The cons were that she would be in a faster-paced work
environment and dressed in a somewhat revealing outfit. That would
draw much more interest from men, and probably those with alcohol
for courage would be rude about it.

But on the other hand, the lights in the bar
section were fairly dark, and there were bouncers to make sure
anyone who was rude was dealt with. And all the other servers would
be dressed the same way, so she wouldn't really stand out – much.
Nor could she be sneered at by the other girls for wearing the same
outfit.

She made it home and put her purchases away.
Her parents were both at work, and her sister and brother were both
out. She went upstairs to her room, quickly stripped, and went into
the bathroom. Working in a restaurant all day made her smell too
much like the food, she thought.

Naked before the mirror, she pondered how
she'd look in a tight little dress. And what kind of attention she
might get. Surely the bouncers knew how to keep people in line, and
besides, there'd be other girls dressed the same, she thought.

The tips were supposed to be very high...

But while she had worn a minimizer bra at
Browns – a bra designed to flatten out her breasts and make them
seem smaller, she wouldn't be able to wear that with a cocktail
dress.

She cupped her breasts, both proudly and
regretfully. She had, she had been told, the most perfect breasts
in the world. Certainly the few boys who'd seen them had been
delighted. She'd also had comments from girls in the changing rooms
or during sleepovers. And, of course, while she avoided pornography
on the internet, it was impossible not to notice some of it.

And she had almost reluctantly, but with
pride, come to accept that judgment about her breasts. They were
large and full, yet almost pert with their small, turned-up
nipples. She only had to jiggle them or bounce them a little with
her hands and they would instantly snap back to their proper
position.

She was quite dedicated about her exercise,
especially the ones to keep her chest muscles strong, and her
breasts were something of a secret source of satisfaction for
Elena. They were her one vanity, and she posed for herself, feeling
a sense of eagerness to show them off – in a dress, but also
nervous about the thought.

*

A week later, Elena stared at herself in the
Mobie's dress in that same mirror. Her full breasts pushed the
chest out quite noticeably, even in a black dress. And while the
neckline was no lower than on other girls, her breasts were more
obvious. She could slide two fingers down into her cleavage without
touching the dress at all because of how her full breasts pushed
out on the material.

The fact the dress was also much tighter and
shorter than she ever wore were secondary worries, but they added
to her concern. She argued with herself about it, thinking she
should really just take off the dress, take it back, and apologize
to the manager.

Finally, she forced herself to go through
with it. She had made a commitment, after all. She stripped off the
dress and stood there in her small, black, shelf bra and thong.
They were lacy and sexy because she had compromised with her
femininity some years ago. She would wear conservative outer
clothes, but sexy, frilly, lacy underthings.

The shelf bra was the only one low enough to
hide below the neckline of the dress, but it tended to squeeze her
breasts together more than the others.

She put the dress and high heels into her
shoulder bag, then, wearing her usual conservative layered look,
headed out the door.

*

Mobie's was far noisier than Brown's! She
went into the rear and changed, then found the manager, blushing as
he looked at her.

“Good,” he said. “Excellent.”

He didn't stare at her breasts but his eyes
had glanced over them!

He handed her off to Deidre, another of the
girls, who took her out into the bar and showed her her tables.
Then, bracing herself, and glad it was dark enough to help disguise
just how much she was blushing, Elena went to the closest
table.

“Good afternoon, sir,” she said, smiling in
the same way she had at Brown's. “My name is Elena and I'll be your
server.”

The man at the table looked at her, and then
his eyes flicked down to her cleavage, before coming back up.

She felt a flash of embarrassment, mixed with
something not quite definable.

“Hello, gorgeous,” he said.

“Can I get you something on the menu, sir?”
she asked, still smiling.

“Get me a Keats, would you, honey?”

“Right away, sir!”

Elena decided this was not the sort of place
and certainly not the right time to object to the customers using
words like 'honey' or 'gorgeous. She disapproved, of course (though
she was also flattered at being called 'gorgeous') but knew the
atmosphere here was considerably more – slack – about sexist
language, and had prepared herself for that.

She was being looked at, she noticed, as she
walked to the bar. Men's eyes skimmed over her as she walked along,
and that made her feel even more self-conscious in the little black
dress. She got the beer and returned to the customer, smiling as
she set it down.

Another man had joined him at the table,
middle-aged, like the first one.

“What can I get you, sir?” she asked with a
smile.

“I'll have what this guy is having,” he said,
his eyes, too, flicking up and down.

She smiled again “Right away, sir!” she said
cheerily.

She blew out a deep breath as she walked
away, hoping her acting skills would keep up.

She went to another table which had just been
abandoned and took away the glasses, returning them to the bar –
still under scrutiny by every man she passed. She was quite sure,
and her peripheral vision supported her certainty, that they were
looking at her legs and breasts. No doubt the ones behind her were
looking at something else.

She returned to the table to find three men
had already sat down.

“Hi,” she said in her memorized cheery voice.
“Just let me clean this off for you, guys.”

She realized her error fairly swiftly as she
bent over, rag in hand, sprayed, and then began to swiftly clean
off the table top.

Her dress and half bra firmly supported her
breasts when her body was in an upright position, but provided
somewhat less support while leaning over. Not only that but her
breasts naturally pushed out more against her top, expanding the
cleavage even as she vigorously moved her arm – and upper body to
clean the table.

She refused to look up through her hair,
knowing at least two of them were looking right down her top!

She finished quickly.

“Be right back!” she gulped, turning and
hurrying back to the bar.

She closed her eyes, her face feeling
hot.

God, she thought! This is indecent! I
shouldn't even be here!

Yet every other girl here was doing it and
without much apparent bother, and nobody was looking at her like
she was any different. She took some assurance from that.

She returned, the smile quickly pasted on her
face.

“Good afternoon, gentlemen. My name is Elena
and I'll be your server. Can I get you something from the
menu?”

They were a little younger than her first two
customers, and looked raptly at her, though their eyes moved fairly
constantly. One ordered a Carlsberg, the next a Michelob.

“My eyes aren't that good, Elena, is this a
German beer?” the third one asked.

That required she lean over to look at the
drink menu, of course, and she caught his eyes rolling to the side
to look at her cleavage.

“Erdinger Kristall is a Germany beer, yes
sir,” she said, straightening quickly.

“I'll take that,” he said with a grin.

“I'll be right back,” she promised
cheerily.

Pervert, she thought in annoyance.

Then she re-thought. It wasn't at all
perverted for men to want to see her breasts, or to look down her
top given the type of dress she was wearing. That was just how men
were.

And you'd better get used to it or find
another job, she told herself sternly.

She eased through a group of men coming in
and gasped as she felt a hand on her bottom. She turned but had no
idea which of them it had been as they moved further away. She
glared at them, then went to the bar.

It did not take long to realize that the men
there, not just her customers but all the men, looked at her like
she was a piece of meat and they were hungry wolves! Eyes were
always on her wherever she went! That was especially so because at
this time of day most of the customers were businessmen having
drinks before going home.

They chatted, drank, and enjoyed the
eye-candy that the servers presented to them. That she presented
them.

It was embarrassing at first, and Elena was
quite self-conscious, but it faded surprisingly quickly. It rather
amazed her how soon she got used to men looking down her top, or at
least glancing, if not staring at her breasts, or examining her
legs as she walked by.

The way they talked to her was rather
startling, as well. She was repeatedly addressed as 'gorgeous',
'beautiful', 'sweetheart', 'honey', 'babe', 'baby', 'sexy',
'cutie', 'hot stuff', and similar terms. Several men complimented
her on her 'sexy eyes' or 'beautiful eyes' and on her hair, and a
few told her she had great legs, too.

All of which was difficult to get used to. At
least, she thought, no one complimented her on her breasts, even if
they were all noticing them!

The three men who had been drinking beer
(including German guy) paid their bill with a credit card,
including adding a 20% tip. But then as they got up to leave, the
guy she thought of as 'German guy' winked at her and flashed a
folded up bill, then, slid it gently into her cleavage as he and
the other man left.

Elena was too startled to immediately react
then, outraged, but wasn't sure what to do other than glare at
their backs. She turned away and went back to the bar, scowling,
and when she didn't think anyone was looking directly at her from
the front, slid two fingers down into her cleavage and pulled the
bill out.

It was a fifty dollar bill.

She stared at it, never having seen a fifty
dollar bill before. Then she quickly folded it up again, wondering
once more what to do. Should she complain? Should she brag? Their
bill for three beers each and some nachos, had been just over
eighty-three dollars, and they'd tipped on it! This was certainly a
generous additional tip!

She reviewed how she had acted around them in
her mind. She'd been friendly, smiling, and had used her 'customer
voice', but hadn't done anything special! She was forced to
conclude he'd tipped her extra simply because they'd liked looking
down her top!

It was three hours into her shift and she had
already lost much of her self-consciousness about that sort of
thing. Maybe I should lean over more, she thought to herself
wryly. Not that she would do such a thing, of course, deliberately
flaunting and exposing herself for money!

The afternoon passed into evening and the men
became younger, and much more flirty. Elena felt awkward in such
conversations, but again, she soon learned to take them in
stride.

Within a few days her self-consciousness had
mostly disappeared. That allowed the other side of her nature to
rise. She began to take a secret delight in all those approving
male looks, in the flattery and flirting, in the hunger for her on
the part of so many men!

It was an ego trip! And though she berated
herself for it, she couldn't help reveling in being able to show
off her beautiful figure for the first time in her life without
fear of repercussions. All the other girls dressed the same, after
all. And everyone knew the girls weren't allowed to date customers,
so she could turn down every guy who approached her with a
regretful smile.

She was now making more than double what
she'd made at Brown's, and enjoying the job a lot more. She felt
like something of an exhibitionist at times, but again, reassured
herself the dress wasn't really immodest. Though her lush young
body in the dress certainly had a strong impact on the men
nearby!

It was... exhilarating!

And more than that, it began to inspire her
imagination. A lot of the men were quite handsome, and they all
wanted her! It was not hard to picture herself embracing and
kissing this man or that, and indulging their eager desire to run
their hands over her body.

Elena wasn't exactly becoming excited at
work, but her exposure to so much raw, male lust was certainly
pumping up her imagination – especially her sexual imagination –
outside of work.

She masturbated every night now. Often
enough, she masturbated when she got home and had her shower,
letting her hands slide over her wet, slippery body and pretending
they were the hands of men!

God knew she'd been groped often enough at
the bar! However briefly and fleetingly. Mostly it was hands giving
her bottom a squeeze as she went through the crowd. But a few times
men sitting at tables – men who had had a few too many, would
caress her thigh and even slide their hands up under her skirt
before she knocked it away!

That was embarrassing! And she spoke sternly
to them each time, but such experiences were making her feel less
innocent and naive about sex and how much men wanted it – and
her.

Elena began to think about men much more
often now, and about sex. She was not – quite – a virgin. She'd had
sex – twice – with her boyfriend, before they'd broken up. Neither
occasion had been terribly satisfying. He'd squeezed her breasts
too hard, and his hands had been too eager and unskilled.

She'd confined herself to performing oral sex
since then. She was good at it, and it had actually become
something of an interesting challenge to do it really, really well
and in a sexy, erotic way which would impress boys and leave them
wanting more of that, and less actual intercourse.

*

“Wow. Has anyone ever told you, you have
beautiful eyes, honey?” the man at the table asked admiringly.

“Thank you, sir,” she replied brightly.

Such compliments had embarrassed her at
first, but now she was used to them.

“Have you looked at the drinks menu?” she
asked.

At first she had asked what she could do for
them, but had come to learn that was often an opening for dirty
humor.

“I'll take a Corona Extra while I wait for my
friend to arrive.”

“Yes, sir, right away,” she said.

When she brought back his drink his friend
had arrived, and so she went to get another. They seemed like men
with a lot of money based on their suits. She had come to recognize
the quality of a suit since starting here, because that would
suggest how much of a tip she might expect if she was nice to
them.

She was attentive to the two men as they
drank, and brought them nachos at their request. And then as she
brought the bill the first man looked her up and down quite
bluntly. Elena braced herself for him saying something
complimentary, but instead he asked her about how much she
made?

“Pardon?”

“Do you make nice tips here?”

“They're much better than anywhere else I've
worked,” she said with a smile.

“I'll bet. I bet I know somewhere that tips
better, though.”

“Uhm, oh?”

His friend was paying, and she had just
handed him the portable reader to type in his password.

“You ever hear of the Emperor's Club?”

Elena frowned and shook her head.

“It's right downtown. A private club for
executive businessmen. It has a couple of bars, a restaurant,
saunas and exercise room and the like. I happen to know, because
I'm a member, that they're looking for girls for the top floor
bar.”

“Oh, well, thank you, sir,” she said, “but
I'm quite happy at Mobies.”

He handed her a card with a phone number
written on the back.

“The tips there are twice what they are here.
You should check them out.”

Twice!? Uhm, well, maybe I will then,” she
said. “Thanks.”

They left her a fifty percent tip, and she
thanked them profusely as they left, pleased.

Was that the way people tipped at this
Emperor's Club place?!

She googled it that night, and found
surprisingly little. There was a picture of a three-story building
made of white stone, with an ornate entrance-way. It looked like a
bank or something, one of the old fashioned ones they built a
hundred years ago.

She asked other girls if they'd ever heard of
it, but no one had. Still, a couple of nights later she called to
see if they were taking applications. To her surprise, the woman
who she finally reached told her to just come in.

“I'll know if you have the right stuff by
talking to you for a few minutes,” she said.

The right stuff?
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The club was called the Emperor's club. It
was located in a nineteenth-century bank building, a big white
stone one with pillars running up the sides. It looked like the
sort of place very wealthy men went, she thought hopefully.

Wealthy men would tip better.

The doorman in a blue uniform out front
ushered her in and pointed to a corridor to the right. She went
down there and found a woman in a small office, the door open.

She stood up and shook Elena's hand as she
looked her up and down.

“I'm Ms. Karling,” she said.

“I'm Elena Frost,” Elena said, giving her her
best 'customer smile'.

Karling was certainly attractive, Elena
thought, but had hard, cool eyes. She guessed her age at around
thirty or thirty-five. She was blonde, though not a real one, Elena
thought.

There was no chair in the room for her, she
realized, as the woman sat back behind her small desk. She eased
her smile, but kept it up as the woman looked her up and down.

“Do you go by Elena or El?”

“Either is fine,” she said.

“Why do you want to work here?”

“Well, to be honest, one of my customers
recommended it and said the tips here would be much better.”

“Did you get his name?”

She shook her head.

“He wasn't a repeat customer?”

“I only saw him once.”

“So why do you think he was impressed enough
to give you advice? And why would he want you to come here, where
presumably he's a member?”

“Uhm... well... because I gave good service?”
she asked hesitantly.

“I think we can concede that's likely. “But I
doubt he issues such advice to every server who gives him good
service. Why you?”

“I... really don't know.”

“Your looks, perhaps?”

“Uhm... I'm not sure – .”

“I'm going to presume you fill out those
little black dresses the girls at Mobies wear. You certainly look
like you do.”

Elena felt her face heat.

“You don't really have a lot of experience as
a server,” Karling said, glancing briefly down at what Elena
presumed was the resume she'd sent in. “On the other hand, it is
moving in the right direction.”

Elena wondered what that meant.

“Are you shy, Elena?”

“Shy? Uhm... not... really,” she said.

“Shy about your body? Does it embarrass you
when the men at Mobies stare at your breasts?”

She flushed again.

“Not really,” she said, and then was
surprised that it was an honest answer. “I mean, it did at first,
but I got used to that pretty quickly.

“And have you ever shown off your breasts in
hopes of getting a better tip?”

Elena felt her face heat even more. She was
more than a little ashamed of herself, but she had been doing that
sort of thing more often of late, leaning over a customer's
shoulder, for example, as if she were completely unaware.

“Of course not!” she said.

“Why not?”

Elena felt confused.

“You want to make money, don't you?”

“Well... well yes but – .”

“You moved from one restaurant to another to
get better tips, even though that meant wearing fewer clothes and
showing off your body.”

“I... well... I mean...”

“And the uniforms here are more revealing
than what you are wearing at Mobies.”

Were they, Elena thought, startled.

“Of course, the tips here are much higher
than at Mobies, too. Some of our girls take home sixty or seventy
thousand a year in tips alone.”

Elena stared at her in astonishment.

“A few even take home eighty or ninety
thousand,” Karling said.

Elena's mind raced at the thought of so much
money! Why, she'd be able to save up so fast for college she could
probably enroll in a couple of years! Maybe even sooner!

“It depends on their attitude, on how
friendly they are – which means sucking up to the members – and men
being men, how pretty they are and how nice their bodies are. So
what do you think, Elena? Do you think you'd make good tips here?
Do you think you're good at sucking up to and flattering the
members?”

“Uhm... I'd sure like to try!” Elena
exclaimed.

Karling sat back in her chair and
snorted.

“Do you know anything about the Emperor's
Club?”

“Well, no. I mean, just from what I saw in
the lobby it looks... expensive.”

“There are no members here who aren't
multi-millionaires,” Karling said flatly. “These are, for the most
part, type-A personalities, hard chargers who wield considerable
power wherever they work. They demand instant service, and it
better be good.”

Elena nodded rapidly.

“And this is a place for them to get away
from the high-pressure and stress of their jobs. A lot of these men
work very long hours. This is their home away from home. We do our
best to make them happy and relaxed here. And yes, that includes
providing them with eye candy.”

Elena nodded. That was no surprise.

“We treat them, in other words, like
Emperors. The surroundings are luxurious. The food and drink is top
of the line from a top chef. The furnishings don't come any more
comfortable. Here, all their worries can be washed away. This is
another place, another world. And that includes our slave
girls.”

Elena stared at her a moment, wondering if
she'd misheard.

“You're aware of how men must treat women in
today's corporate office?” she asked.

“Uhm, well, kind of.”

“As if they weren't women. Never stare, never
flatter or compliment, never touch, never show any appreciation
that you might think that woman is attractive, or even that you
notice they're female. Suppress all male instincts, especially
those that a Type-A man would have. Well, we don't have those rules
here. We don't care if men ogle the girls or even flatter them. We
prefer they not touch the girls, and if it happens too much we will
gently remonstrate with them, but this is, Elena, a different
world. All that stuff about equality and feminism – leave it at the
door.”

She stood up. “Do you think you can do
that?”

“I-I... think so,” Elena gulped.

It didn't sound that much different from
Mobies, after all.

“We'll see,” the woman said. “You'll be on
probation at first. But let's first see what you think of the
girls’ costumes.”

She walked around the desk and jerked her
head, and Elena turned and hurried after her.

They went back up the hall, turned through
the lobby, and then went through a pair of double doors into a
large, lounge area.

The floor was covered in a dark blue carpet
so thick it startled her as her heels sank into it. There were many
small gatherings of plush white sofas and chairs scattered around.
The ceiling was thirty feet high,and the walls were of paneled
walnut. There were large potted plants, veritable trees, really,
all around.

Water tinkled down the length of one entire
wall into a foot-wide pool which ran along its base. There were
several more fountains in the room, as well. Soft instrumental
music played in the background. Overhead, twin rows of ornate
chandeliers marched down the room.

All the men were dressed in white robes which
fell to their ankles. Most had red or blue or green trim around the
neckline and near the bottom. A number of them also had what she
could only think of as a sort of sash, in red or blue or green or
gold, which went across one shoulder, cut across their chest, and
went over the opposite hip, then back up and cross the same
shoulder to fall straight down to their waist again.

Togas, she thought, the word appearing in her
mind suddenly. Like Roman togas.

Emperor's Club. Now she understood. And the
girls...

Slave girls! Yikes! she thought.

The servers had gold collars around their
throats, and gold shackles around their wrists and ankles. They had
gold armbands. A gold chain hung from a ring in the center of each
girl's collar, but was pulled off to the side, around her bra, to
apparently attach to the slim gold straps of her … bikini
bottom.

Elena couldn't really think of what else to
call it. The bottom was more like a small gold colored plate with
many designs. It wasn't solid but had openings cut in it. It hung
very low on her hips, just over her groin. A piece of thin colored
lace was attached to the thing, behind it, and hanging down between
her legs to her ankles. It was basically a loincloth, only wide
enough that, if she were standing still with legs together, the
lacy fabric would cover perhaps an inch or two of each leg

There was an identical 'loincloth' on the
rear of the low 'bikini', and it was only a little wider! Which
meant the thing was almost as revealing as wearing a thong would
be! And they were wearing thongs, she realized, staring carefully.
The lace was diaphanous, but it flowed as they walked, and so they
wore an identical color thong underneath.

The bra, meanwhile, was of the same color,
but also looked like it was gold trimmed, metallic trimming, or
perhaps framing. The bras were revealing, but not outrageously so.
She saw girls bending over tables and their breasts didn't fall
out.

At least, she thought, more than a little
stunned, she wouldn't have to worry about sore feet from high
heels. The slave girl servers were barefoot!

They were also all beautiful, young, had
longer hair, and there wasn't a pair of glasses or a flat chest
among them.

She followed Karling through the room, trying
not to gape, and they exited through a door in the rear, between a
pair of large potted palms.

I can't possibly wear something like that
in public, she thought, feeling panicky. She would simply have
to tell the woman this place was not for her.

They went down a narrow staircase, with Elena
considering how to apologize for wasting the woman's time. But
before she had come up with something appropriate they'd reached
the bottom, turned down another narrow staircase, then gone into a
small room which appeared to be a sort of laundry room. Or a
costume room, she realized, as the woman opened a cabinet.

“Uhm, Ms. Karling – .”

“What size are you? Thirty-six? Thirty-eight?
I know those are D-cups.”

Elena flushed again.

“Well?” the woman demanded, poking a finger
into the center of Elena's right breast.

Elena gasped, shocked. “Uhm, thirty-six!” she
squeaked.

“Really? You look bigger. But then you're not
a big girl so they just appear bigger.”

She shoved something encased in fabric into
Elena's arms.

“Put this on and we'll see how you look,” she
said.

“But – .”

But the woman left, closing the door behind
her.

Elena stared at the thing in her arms. It was
clearly a slave girl outfit, complete with collar. Her mind raced
as she considered what to do. She could just put it down and leave,
but that would be sooo immature! It would be like running away! Or
she could wait until Karling returned and simply say that this
wasn't for her.

Eighty or ninety thousand a year!?

That would save me a couple of YEARS of
working!

I can't wear this where there are men
around!

But... is it really worse than wearing a
bikini at the beach?

A thong bikini!

Lots of girls wear them!

I don't!

But... but I could!

But that's at a beach!

This is at a... roman spa!

I can't!

It's actually more coverage than a thong
bikini...

As long as I'm standing still!

I should at least try it!

Heart thumping, she opened it, checked the
door was locked, and then, her face already blushing, began to
undress.

It felt odd being naked in a semi-public
place like this! So she quickly put on the bra and thong, then the
… whatever it was. With that done she pulled on the shackles and
armbands. They were of real metal, she realized, surprised. Then
the collar. That was real metal too! She doubted any of it was
gold, though.

She stared at herself in the mirror, feeling
both embarrassed and awed.

I can't believe I'm wearing this, she thought
wildly.

She hurriedly took out her phone and took a
picture of herself in the mirror.

Then she turned, wincing at how bare her
buttocks were! The lacy fabric only covered about half of her
buttocks! And of course, it would cover even less when she
moved!

Her hips were completely bare, except for two
slim gold cords crossing each one. The thing was so low that the
top of the little golden plate, which the fabric was attached to,
was no more than an inch above the line of her sex!

It was a good thing she had given into the
sales efforts of the laser hair removal place she'd gone to last
year. She had thought it made sense to have the hair on her legs
removed permanently so she didn't have to shave all the time, and
had even done the calculation for what decades of razors would cost
to show the laser hair removal would be not only efficient but
cheaper.

She had gotten comfortable with the girl,
Maria, after several sessions, and so, though embarrassed, had let
Maria convince her to go... higher, and remove her pubic hair. So
there was no fear that this low riding skirt, or loincloth, or
whatever they called it, would show any pubic hair, for she had
none, not a trace.

Eighty or ninety thousand dollars! That will
save me years working at Mobies!

But it's so revealing!

But I could wear this on a beach and be
fine!

I've never worn a bikini to the beach! I
almost never even go swimming!

She tugged at the bra, wincing again as she
looked at herself from the side. The bra was small enough that it
left some of the side of her breast bare, just where it projected
from her chest.

Side boob, it was called, she remembered.

God! I can't wear this! No way!

The door opened and she squeaked, bringing
her arms up across her chest instinctively. It was Karling, and she
wasn't alone. Another girl was with her, wearing virtually the same
outfit Elena had on. The fabric of hers was sort of purple, though,
where Elena's was green.

“Let's see you, honey,” the girl said.

“This is Zoe, one of our senior servers,”
Karling said.

She nodded to the other woman, who was
considerably younger, and then left.

Reluctantly, Elena dropped her arms.

“Feeling a little exposed?” Zoe asked in
amusement.

“Yes!”

“We all do at first. But when you think about
it, you've worn less to the beach.”

This isn't a beach!”

“It kind of is. It's weird, I know. We wear
to the beach what we'd be mortified to wear to the office. Why?
Because people expect girls to wear bathing suits to the beach.
They don't point and stare and gape. All the girls are wearing
them. Well, it's the same here. You're expected to wear that and
all the girls are, and everyone takes it for granted, just like at
the beach.”

“I suppose,” she said uncertainly.

“And the money is absolutely fabulous!”

“I heard! But I just... don't know if I can
wear this in public!”

“You can. If I can, you can. Try it for an
hour and you'll find that you get used to it.”

“But – .”

“One hour.”

Elena agonized, but thinking of all that
money, and how much time it would save, she let herself be
persuaded. Zoe didn't lead her out into the bar where they'd
entered, but instead took her out into the lower level bar, which
was darker and lit by candles on the tables and actual flickering
gas lights on the walls!

She was grateful for the dimmed lighting, for
her face was beet red, at first, as she was led out into the bar.
She felt incredibly self-conscious! Far more than she had when
she'd started at Mobies! Her bottom was half bare! Mostly bare if
she moved!

She followed Zoe around, though, blushing
hotly as men looked at her, her mind squirming with embarrassment.
She was half naked! She kept repeating what Zoe said, that she was
just sort of wearing a bathing suit to the beach. But she'd have
been awfully embarrassed in a thong bikini at the beach too!

Then Zoe had her get a cloth and spray bottle
and clean a table in front of two men. Her face burned as she
leaned over, knowing they were staring at her ample cleavage as her
breasts wobbled and shook!

I'm such a slut! she thought.

But Zoe, it turned out, was right. After
that, she was less embarrassed about being seen simply walking
around and serving drinks. She managed to last out the day. She
quit her job at Mobies that evening, and signed her papers to work
at the Emperor Club.
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This is so slutty, Elena thought yet
again.

She'd been thinking it a lot the last week.
But her guilt hadn't stopped her from making fabulous tips, and it
hadn't stopped her from feeling a strange, dark thrill at doing
something so... forbidden! Walking around like this went completely
against her upbringing!

But the attention from the men was making her
mind swirl and her lower belly churn in strange ways.

The Emperor Club was, in many ways, a boys
fantasy club. They addressed the girls as 'slave' or 'slave girl',
and that was distinctly weird! What was more, to a girl with
Elena's imagination that began to provoke fantasies which made her
feel almost as guilty as walking around half naked.

Her, a slave girl! Imagine what these men,
these rich, powerful, sophisticated men would do to her! She had an
awfully good idea of what they wanted to do to her! And that
fantasy, of her as a helpless innocent slave girl being lusted
after by powerful men, raised something dark from the back of her
mind.

It wasn't that she wanted to be a slave girl,
of course! That would be insane! But the thought of it, the dark,
thrilling possibilities of it, became the focus of her sexual
fantasies. And she began to have a lot more of those!

Elena was far too proper and moral a girl to
engage in sex outside the boundaries of a relationship. But... what
if she had no choice...? What if she was a... slave!? Then her body
would belong to her master to do with as he chose!

There were several bars in the Emperor Club,
and the one on the top floor was the smallest, darkest, and most
intimate. It also had the most expensive drinks. An entire wall was
painted to look like a Roman villa.

The opposite wall had large curved doorways
leading out onto a wide balcony. Only it wasn't really a balcony.
It was just made to look like one. And then the wall, which curved
up and in overhead, had a very realistic picture which made it look
as if you were looking out over a harbor in old Rome.

The problem with working there was that the
men often took more liberties in its quiet, dimly lit atmosphere.
She had sort of gotten used to hands on her bottom at Mobies, but
now they were on her bare bottom!

It made her extremely... uncomfortable! And
yet, at the same time, perhaps due to that ongoing fantasy of being
a sex slave for real, she was also finding it deeply, and
helplessly... arousing!

When there were a lot of men there, and that
was often, hands would slide under her thin lacy loincloth and
caress her buttocks fairly often. Sometimes they would slide
between her legs and cup her sex, rubbing it and giving it a soft
squeeze!

She'd been running around this evening
because the bar was busy, and had gotten quite a few squeezes and
caresses! As a result, her insides were thrumming and her chest was
tight.

And it was worse in the small alcoves just
off to the side, which businessmen usually took to discuss deals
away from prying ears.

Each alcove was big enough for one table and
perhaps four or five men. They had no doors, but were partially
screened by decorative wooden screens which hung from the ceiling
and could be slid back and forth.

Elena found a man in one of those alcoves. He
was a large man with enormous shoulders, but he wore his robe as if
he really were an emperor. He was easily twice her age, with a
short beard and heavy brows over dark, glinting eyes as he looked
up at her.

“May I serve you, Master?” she asked.

That was how the 'slave girls' were told to
approach all the 'masters'!

“You're a lovely little slave girl,” he said,
eyes flicking up and down.

“Thank you, Master,” she gulped.

He seemed, to her, both scary, because of his
size and those dark eyes and stern face, and also deeply attractive
in a strange, dark way. Like the proverbial 'bad boy' she had
always sneered at women for falling for.

Only he was no boy!

“Bring me a wine list, Slave Girl.”

“Yes, Master,” she said.

Elena left and returned with it, presenting
it to him, and gasped as his big, warm hand slid in under her rear
lacy loincloth to caress her right buttock.

“What would you recommend, slave?”

“I uhm, that... that … depends on whether
you're eating... Master,” she said, trying to keep her voice
steady.

For his big hand had slid in under her
buttock and up between her thighs. At first, it just lightly
caressed her, even as she felt a sense of rising anxiety and
tension.

“I'll have meat.”

“Then... then... the reds, Master,” she
gulped.

He sniffed. “I'm aware that red wine goes
with meat, slave. But what would you recommend?”

“We... the... the house wine is – .”

He slid his hand back out from between her
thighs, but then took her wrist and tugged sharply so that Elena
stumbled. The next thing she knew he was lifting her onto his
lap!

“Oh! Master!” she gasped, trying to squirm
out.

He settled her across his lap, his right hand
between her thighs, and his left gripped her hair behind the neck,
jerking it up and around so that her wide eyes were fixed on
his.

“Do I seem to you, little slave, like the
kind of man who would settle for house wine?” he asked in a low,
deep, rasping voice.

Elena felt a rush of adrenaline, of alarm!
Even of fear!

“N-No, Master!” she gasped.

“Then what is your best wine?” he
demanded.

“I-I... I... think the Domaine de roman conty
is supposed to be good... M-Master!” she gasped.

He snorted. “Are you referring to the Domaine
de lay Romanee-Conti, little slave girl?” he asked softly.

“I... I guess!” she gulped.

She had heard it mentioned a few days earlier
as a particularly fine and expensive wine.

“Very well,” he said, letting her scramble
out of his lap.

“Bring me a bottle,” he ordered.

Heart pounding, Elena scurried out of the
alcove and across the room to the bar. She felt a confusing mix of
emotions. The biggest was relief. She wasn't sure what he might
have done back there! But then she realized that her fears were
probably silly. He had to be an extremely wealthy man to be a
member here, and even then the club checked people out to make sure
they were 'their kind' of men.

And after all, he hadn't actually done
anything once she'd been sitting on her lap.

Why not, she wondered. He'd certainly been
free with his hand before that! Though not more than some other
men.

He'd been more forceful, though! Like... as
if she actually was a slave girl!

She returned, very wary, with the wine and
glasses on a silver tray. She had been taught how to present wine
to the 'masters', and as he looked up at her from hooded eyes, she
nervously popped the cork on the bottle, then held it out for him
to sniff.

He took her wrist very firmly, though gently,
and her heart began to pound again!

He sniffed lightly, closing his eyes
thoughtfully, then opened them again. He looked up at her, and the
breath froze in her chest. Then he looked down at the cork, turned
her hand around and brushed his lips across her knuckles.

“This will do, Slave.”

Gulping, Elena picked up the carafe and began
to gently pour the wine into it. As she did, his hand rose and she
jerked, almost spilling the expensive wine, as it landed on her
belly! His hand caressed her stomach gently, then a little more
firmly, sliding down along her abdomen.

“Very toned,” he said. “I like my slave girls
toned.”

Elena didn't trust herself to speak as she
fought to keep her hands from trembling. The tension inside her was
growing, partly fear and anxiety, but more of it some dark, hazy
sense of something which spoke to the erotic strength of her
fantasies.

“Are you for sale, Slave?”

She gulped. “N-No, Master!”

He snorted, his hand sliding downward,
curving slightly to the side to bypass her groin, sliding along her
thigh instead.

“Don't be silly, little slave. Everything is
for sale in this world for enough money, especially slave
girls.”

His hand curved gently in between her thighs
and cupped her sex, and Elena gasped and spilled some of the wine
onto the table.

“That's very clumsy of you, Slave Girl.”

“I-I'm sorry, Ma-Master!” she said
breathlessly, putting down the wine bottle and carafe. “I'll get a
cloth to wipe it up!”

He shifted his grip and yanked her back again
so she stumbled fell onto his lap. Once again she found herself
sitting helplessly on his sturdy thighs as he looked at her from
far too close. This time, though, she was sitting facing the
table.

“Do you know how much this wine costs, slave
girl?” he asked in a low growl.

She did, in fact, an absurd fifteen thousand
dollars a bottle!

“I-I'm sorry, Master!”

“I'm not interested in your apologies. Did
you wash this table before I sat down?”

She stared at him in confusion. “Yes,
Master!”

“Then it was clean, yes?”

She nodded her head anxiously.

“Then it would be a terrible waste to simply
wipe it up with a cloth.”

His hand was on her upper arm, but now slid
up behind her neck, before gripping her soft, thick hair in a
bunch.

“Clean it up in a way we can both enjoy the
taste, slave girl,” he said in a soft growl.

And Elena felt herself being forced to lean
forward, until her face was right above the spilled wine.

“Lick it up.”

“But – .”

“Do it, Slave!” he said.

His voice was a low growl again but so... so
commanding, that she felt as if it had reached into her stomach and
tugged on her muscles!

Moaning, she licked at the wine, and a moment
later felt his other hand between her thighs, rubbing her right
there!

She squeaked and instinctively struggled –
but briefly.

“Continue, Slave,” he ordered.

Panting, moaning, heart pounding, Elena
licked at the wine, her tongue sliding along the smooth table even
as his fingers rubbed gently at her sex!

She was definitely going to complain to the
management about this, she thought wildly.

His fingers were rousing a deep, throbbing
sense of warmth as they rubbed her, though, and her chest was so
tight she could hardly breathe! She moaned as her tongue licked at
the wine, sliding across the table.

Suddenly he jerked her back and turned her
head towards him. Then he kissed her. His lips were soft and
gentle, but absolutely determined! They slid against her own as she
felt herself starting to feel light-headed, and seemed to melt
against her own lips!

She was only partially aware of him half
turning her body as he kissed her, as his kiss deepened, and she
felt her own lips surrender, sliding apart as if forced. His tongue
dipped in and caressed her, and then... and then the fingers
rubbing between her legs slid aside and then in under her
thong.

Elena jerked, a wild shock of emotion ripping
through her, even as a jolt of sensation hit her lower belly! She
gasped into his mouth, her eyes going wide as she felt his fingers
rubbing gently at the top of her sex!

She wanted to yank herself away, to leap up
and pull free, to yell and demand he stop, but felt incapable of
doing any of that! His lips felt... incredible against her own.
She'd never been kissed like this before! She felt herself falling
into the kiss with a sense of awe and fascination as dark heat
spread through her body.

That heat intensified, grew deeper, and
became something else; a throbbing, pulsing sense of pressure which
grew and spread and made her tremble.

She cried out as he suddenly jerked back on
her hair.

“Would you like to come, little slave girl?”
he asked softly. “Would you?”

She whimpered and moaned, gulping in air,
dazed by the intensity of the physical and emotional power gripping
her. She felt his fingers slipping lower, shifting their angle, and
then one of them, or was it two, pushed in between the startlingly
moist lips of her sex. They pushed aside the soft, tight flesh and
slid up inside her even as another finger rubbed insistently
against her clitoris!

“Oh! Oh! Please! Please! Oh! Oh, God! Oh!”
she gasped dazedly.

“Come for me, little slave. Little sex
slave,” he purred.

He jerked her head forward and crushed her
lips with his as his fingers pushed deeper. Elena felt her hips
rocking, bucking, grinding against him with a growing sense of
frenzied need. And then an orgasm like none other she had ever
experienced exploded between her legs!

She cried out, the sound drowning in his
mouth as he kissed her. Her hips bucked and her back arched and she
writhed in the midst of a storm of sensation and heat. It was the
most powerful, and longest orgasm of her life, and she felt as if
every muscle in her body was spasming wildly, and completely out of
her control!

When it faded it left her gasping for breath,
panting, moaning, her body feeling boneless as it sat across his
lap.

“The wine tastes quite good,” he said as he
licked his lips.

His fingers slid out of her and she gasped as
he jerked sharply on her hair, lifting her chin. Then his other
hand rose, his fingers tracing her lips. Two of them then pushed
gently inside, and Elena's eyes widened as they slid along her
tongue.

“Close your lips. Suck,” he ordered.

Hardly thinking, she obeyed, sucking on his
fingers as he pumped them slowly in her mouth and along her
tongue.

He pulled his fingers back, rubbed them along
her lower lip, then kissed her lightly before lifting her off his
lap.

“Back to work, slave.”

Dazed, Elena stumbled out of the alcove, and
as her mind shook off the hazy heat which had gripped her she felt
a growing sense of astonishment, wonder, and guilt over what had
happened. Not to mention indignation! How dare he... abuse her like
that!? She wasn't some... slave girl...

She wasn't! Not really! She would.. speak to
the management, and they would speak to him about his free-roaming
hands!

But she knew there was no way she could do
that. If they found out what a slut she'd been they'd probably fire
her!

She had had an orgasm! That was such an
astonishing thing she repeated it to herself again and again, with
a sense of disbelief and amazement. Some strange man had pulled her
onto his lap, thrust his hand into her panties, and made her
climax!

How could that possibly have happened!? What
kind of a person was she to react like a... a whore to some man
molesting her!?

God, she thought. He must think I'm such a
slut!

She flushed at the memory, cringed at how
easily she had given into him. He must be smirking in contempt at
what a cheap little slut she was! And given he was such an
obviously wealthy, powerful, sophisticated man that just made her
feel even... lower, more degraded!

She couldn't really even blame him. He was
doing what all men did! No, it was her who had behaved
disgracefully!

She looked around anxiously. Thank God no one
seemed to have noticed! There was soft music playing, and that, and
the hubbub of voices had drowned out her gasps, moans and whimpers
of pleasure. The screen had hidden what had happened. No one
knew.

Except him. And her.

And she had to see him again. He was in her
area! She couldn't simply refuse to return to that alcove! How
could she ever face him again!?

She seriously considered claiming illness and
going home.

But in addition to her embarrassment and
shame she felt a strange, dark, bubbling sense of... something she
didn't understand. She wanted to see him again, to see... to see
what happened! She felt something of a compulsion, a sense of wary,
anxious fascination at that cool, stern, powerful man, and how
quickly and easily he had... taken control of her.

Like a slave girl, some part of her
whispered. Like I was a slave girl for real!

Of course, that was silly, but the idea, the
fantasy, had been growing in her mind since she'd started working
here. She was not a girl to experiment with things normally, but
there was something helplessly compelling about her interactions
with the man.

A man whose name she didn't even know!

She attended to other customers, always with
an eye on the shadowy figures behind the screen. She couldn't see
very clearly, but could tell he had been joined by another man. No
doubt they were sharing the wine, but... she should check on them.
She SHOULD. She had to!

She delayed, but finally went to the wooden
screen and peeked around it.

“May I serve you, Masters?” she asked, her
voice hesitant.

They both looked at her, the first man, who
made her eyes dart away, and the second, a slimmer, younger version
of the first, perhaps even related.

“Bring the luncheon menu, Slave,” the older
man said.

“Yes, Master.”

She felt a strange rush at just saying that!
She left, heart beating faster, got the menu, and returned, pulse
rate picking up. They both looked at her of course. She was used to
that. But her chest kept getting tighter and she felt a strange
fluttery sensation in her belly.

“You notice there are never prices on things
in places like this?” the younger man asked.

“That's because you're expected to not care,”
replied the older.

“Why would I not care if I'm getting value
for money? Regardless of what I can afford, I don't like to
overpay.”

“I guarantee you you'll overpay here,” the
older man said in amusement.

“It's too bad the slave girls weren't on the
menu,” the younger man said, looking Elena up and down.

Elena flushed.

“There wouldn't be prices for them either,”
the older man said.

“I wouldn't mind overpaying for a beautiful
slave girl,” said the younger.

“I have more money than you. If she was for
sale I'd buy her,” replied the older.

He turned to Elena. “Slave, bring me a medium
rare sirloin steak.”

“Yes, Master,” she gulped.

“I'll have the same,” the younger said,
handing back the menu. “But rare.”

She gasped as she took the menu, for his hand
had risen slid beneath the lacy green clothe to cup her
buttock.

“I like my flesh pale,” he said, looking at
her belly.

“She is a pale one, isn't she?” the older man
said.

His hand rose and caressed her belly and
abdomen at the same time

“You don't get much sun, do you, slave?
Locked in your cage all the time?”

“N-No, Master!” she gasped.

“Like fine ivory,” the younger man said,
rubbing her buttocks.

“I-I'll get your steaks, Masters!” she
gulped, turning away and hurrying out of the alcove.

She didn't return until the steaks were
ready, and that went quite... normally, as the men set into their
meal. She left them to it and attended to other customers with both
a sense of relief, and a strange longing, an anticipation of
something she didn't even know.

She returned to clear away the plates and
take their orders but apparently they were still enjoying the
expensive wine. A little later, the younger man left, and that made
her pulse rate shoot up again. He was alone! She would have to go
and see him again. And he was alone! They would be alone
together!

She should see if he was ready for the bill.
Not that he had to pay, exactly. He simply gave his membership
number and it would be attached to his monthly bill. She went back
around the screen, wary, anxious, and to her distress, feeling a
dark rush of anticipation and wary hope.

“May I serve you, Master?”

“Come here, Slave,” he said, in that deep,
rumbling voice.

Her heart skipped a beat as she eased
forward, her chest tightening.

“You're a particularly lovely little slave
girl,” he said, looking at her.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, her face
heating.

“You're new here, are you not?”

“I started just this week, Master.”

He reached out casually, and his fingers
slipped down into the front of the gold plate, tugging her forward
– and not incidentally, brushing the top of her sex.

Elena squeaked and grabbed his wrist even as
he tugged the plate – and thong – and lacy firmly down to bare her
sex!

Now she squeaked even louder, slapping her
hands over her groin as her face burned.

“Pull your hands away, slave,” he ordered in
that deep, commanding voice.

“P-Please! Please... M-Master!”

“Pull your hands away,” he growled

Moaning, she obeyed, her entire body seeming
to tremble as she stood before him, her sex naked to his eyes.

“Lovely,” he said. “Perfect.”

His other hand reached out and rubbed lightly
along the neat, tight line of her sex as Elena felt the muscles in
her hips and groin jerking and twitching. An incredible pressure
began to grow within her.

“You must have gotten your hair removed by
laser,” he said, looking closely and rubbing. “A perfect job. As
smooth as if you'd never had a hair.”

He slipped his fingers into his mouth and
then returned them to her sex, still holding the plate and thong,
which were pressed into the backs of her legs. His fingers brushed
along her sex, then spread the lips slightly.

“Oh! Please! Please, Sir!” she gasped, face
hot.

He glanced up at her. “Master. Say it.”

“Please, Master!” she moaned.

His fingers rubbed lightly against her
clitoris, then one slipped up inside her as he had done before.

Elena shuddered helplessly as a wild flood of
sensation and emotion swept through her body and mind. She felt
slippery on the inside, much more than him licking his fingers
would account for! And he did, too, for despite the tightness he
slipped a second finger into her body.

“Nice and snug and warm and... wet,” he said,
as she whimpered and moaned and her legs shook.

His thumb began to rub against her clitoris,
the pad rubbing up, up, up, then rubbing from side to side as
Elena's mind was drowned in confusion, anxiety, fear, heat, hunger,
passion, need. It couldn't function, bouncing from one to the next,
as his two fingers slid deeper into her trembling body, all the way
up to the knuckles.

They were not small, those fingers, nor
short. And they... pulled against the front wall of her sex, even
as his thumb pressed firmly down against her clitoris and rubbed
insistently.

“Have you a lot of experience serving a man,
Slave?”

Elena had no idea what he was saying or
asking at first. Her thinking processes weren't working very
well.

She needed to leave! This was outrageous! She
couldn't let him continue this!

But his fingers were so high inside her!

And the way his thumb was stroking against
her clitoris – which felt swollen and hot – was making it very hard
to think!

He slid his fingers out of her, leaving her
gasping and shaking, and let go of her thong and plate.

She gasped dazedly, then quickly grabbed them
and pulled them up as he stood up.

He gripped the gold chain attached to the
front of her collar and detached it from the gold string which went
across her hip, then pulled firmly as he walked back out into the
larger room.

Elena gasped and was forced to follow! Once
out of the alcove she looked around anxiously, but the room was dim
enough that no one seemed to notice that this man was holding the
chain as he led her towards a door at the rear of the bar.

He pushed it open and pulled her inside, to a
hallway which ran behind the bar.

“S-sir!” she gasped. “Master!”

He turned to regard her.

“This... area... is for... for... employees,
Master!” she gasped, feeling as though she were babbling.

“That's all right, slave. I'm on the board of
directors,” he said.

Then he reached down and took her wrist,
pulling it up and out. He slid a finger under one of the decorative
little round rings which circled the band, and to Elena's surprise
it swung out as if on a lever. Then he spun her around, gripped her
other arm and pulled it behind her back.

“Sir! I mean... I mean, Master!” she gasped
in protest.

He was pressing her wrists together! No, her
wrist bands! Then he let them go and turned her around again, and
Elena discovered that her wrist bands had somehow been locked
together behind her back!

He grasped the chain and pulled, leading her
down the hallway.
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“Oh! Sir! Please, sir!” she gasped. “You
mustn't!”

They emerged in another room... no, a
corridor, one she wasn't familiar with, and then entered a small,
seemingly empty room, not much larger than a large walk-in
closet.

He closed the door and then turned her by
gripping her upper arm. He reached down and undid the wrist bands,
pulling her wrists out and then when she tried to push against him,
gripping them again and pulling them together, locking them
together as he'd done before.

Then he raised her wrists up high, and Elena
stared up to see a chain hanging from the ceiling. Her eyes widened
and her jaw dropped as he quickly attached her wristbands to the
chain! She tugged at them as he released them, and discovered they
were locked in place!

“Now let's see how valuable a slave girl you
are,” he said.

He unfastened the clasp of her bra, both
behind her back and behind her neck, and it fell away!

Elena cried out, jerking against the metal
bands, as he undid a strap and then pulled the bra completely off!
A moment later he simply shoved down on the bottom of the outfit,
sliding it down around her ankles.

I'm naked! I'm completely naked! Elena
thought, stunned.

“Gorgeous,” he said. “Like a finely sculpted
statue.”

His hands cupped her breasts gently, and she
trembled, wild fear, anxiety, heat and a dark, twisting, roiling
sense of breathless excitement and anticipation churning through
her mind.

He caught the center of her breasts between
the pads of his fingers and thumbs, then rubbed and rolled her
nipples gently even as he tugged upward to force her back to
arch.

“What a fine specimen you are, Slave
Girl.”

He spun her around and she cried out,
stumbling briefly, but unable to fall because of how her wrists
were being held above her head.

Her heart was beating like a drum as she felt
his big hands caressing her bare back, sliding up and down, then
curving around her ribs to cup her breasts once more. He lifted and
squeezed them firmly this time, as his face came down into her hair
at the side of her neck.

“Oh! Oh! Please, sir!” she squeaked as she
felt his lips on her neck.

His right hand slid down her body until his
fingers were rubbing insistently at her clitoris.

“Master,” he said. “Say it, slave.”

“Please, Master! You mustn't, Master!”

“Why must I not, slave? I'm your master. I
own you. I own this body. It is mine to do with as I choose, to
grant you either pleasure or pain.”

Suddenly he grasped her hair and jerked it
sharply back.

Elena cried out at the sudden sharp sting to
her scalp, rolling her eyes up at him as he looked down at her.

“Which would you prefer, Slave? Pleasure or
pain?” he asked.

His other hand was still at her groin, his
fingers rubbing, rubbing, rubbing.

“Oh! Oh, God! Oh please!”

“Pleasure or pain. Say it.”

“But – !”

“Pleasure or pain, slave?” he growled,
looking down at her from behind.

“P-Pleasure?” she squeaked.

She certainly didn't want pain!

His fingers did not loosen in her hair,
keeping her head back, as he leaned in and began to lightly move
his lips along the nape of her neck. She gasped as she felt his
teeth nip lightly against her flesh, then his tongue easing out as
he moved up under her ear.

“Please.... Master!” she moaned.

He shifted his head rapidly and now it was on
her lips!

She moaned helplessly into his mouth, his
kiss as moist, hot and intense as earlier, only now filled with a
degree of hunger and passion which made her body thrum with
energy!

His fingers were still rubbing insistently
against her, slick and wet with her own juices. Her hips were
grinding instinctively against them as a sizzling, crackling line
of energy and raw sensation rippled up through her belly.

She squeaked as he drew back momentarily,
releasing her hair. Then his big hands gripped her hips and jerked
them backward.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he braked.

Trembling, she obeyed, and then felt
something warm and soft against her inner thigh. A moment later it
pressed against the moist, swollen mons between them, and she
shuddered and gasped as it slid up along it to emerge below
her.

She dropped her eyes and stared, eyes
enormous, as he reached around her hip with one hand to grip
it.

It was... it was... his... penis!

But it was much thicker than the ones Elena
had seen! She stared at it as he began to rub it up and down along
her sex, pressing firmly, letting the fat head sink in between her
lips and force them aside! It stroked up against her clitoris,
rubbing it so that her legs felt rubbery, and her hips jerked.

“Hot little sex slave,” he growled.

Sex slave!? Sex slave!? Elena thought
wildly.

A dark rush of heat swept through her, and
she cried out dazedly as she felt him pushing more firmly against
her. She felt herself beginning to ache more, and then the lips of
her sex were stretching wide as the thick head began to enter
her.

I can't let this happen! I don't even know
him! she thought wildly.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she cried.

He was so thick! His hands were gripping her
thighs now, pulling them apart and also pulling her bottom back
towards him. That forced her up onto the balls of her feet, her
wrists held hard by the metal bands.

“Oh! Please, sir!” she gasped.

“Master,” he said. “Call me Master.”

“Please! Master!”

His cock was pushing deeper, sliding back a
bit, then pushing deeper again. And it was so thick! Elena had
never been penetrated by something so thick before! She felt
incredibly stretched!

“This is what sex slaves are for, girl,” he
growled.

“Oh! I'm... I'm not a... I'm not a sex
slave!” she squealed.

He drew his hips back then pushed himself
even deeper!

“Of course you are,” he growled. “You just
don't know it yet.”

She cried out as he gripped her hair and
yanked it back and to the side, then crushed her lips with his.

Elena trembled and shook, moaning into his
mouth as his tongue dipped and darted along her lips and then into
her mouth.

“Hot little slut,” he growled, drawing
back.

He gripped both thighs again, and Elena
squealed as his cock pushed so high inside her she thought it must
surely damage her! Then she felt his hips pressing against her
buttocks.

“Every slave girl needs to be filled with
cock,” he said as he ground himself against her.

His fingers gripped the insides of her thighs
right up next to her pussy, and that allowed his thumbs to push out
and begin to rub and stroke her clitoris in strange ways she'd
never experienced before,with the two of them rubbing it between
them, or rubbing in different directions against it.

His hips began to move in and out, slowly at
first, but using long strokes, and Elena felt a dark, swirling
cloud of sensation and heat growing within her mind. She gasped and
moaned and grunted and squealed as his big cock moved in and out,
but her mind was being tossed and tumbled on a rising sea of liquid
heat as the pleasure grew inside her.

Elena's glassy eyes stared ahead of her as
she gulped in air, gasping and whimpering, her mind in a state of
shocked awe at the rolling wave of passion and hunger and desire
now pushing aside her inhibitions. There was no room for
embarrassment or modesty, no time to care about the future or
reputations. The pleasure and need were too intense!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh God! Oh! Oh!” she gasped
as his hips began to strike her buttocks.

Every blow sent a shudder through her slender
body even as his long, thick spear of flesh punched into what she
thought must be the very back wall of her sex, high inside her!

Her lower body began to burn with the raw,
wild sensations of animal pleasure, and Elena began to feel
something like a small explosion of both physical and emotional
pleasure every time he thrust himself all the way into her
trembling body.

Oh God! Yes! Yes! Yes! She cried
silently, her mind's eye focused on the overwhelming sense of
gratification every time his cock rammed up inside her. Yes!
Yes! Yes!Yes!Yes!Yesyesyesyesyes!

His hips hammered against her buttocks as his
powerful hands yanked her back to meet every stroke, and Elena felt
as if her very skin was rippling with sexual electricity, as if the
sexual tension inside her would explode!

And then he pulled out, releasing her,
letting her stumble and almost fall, only to be held aloft by the
gold bands around her wrists. He spun her around and she gasped,
then cried out as he grasped her hair roughly, yanking her head
back, and crushing her lips once more!

His other hand roughly kneaded her breast as
his mouth seemed to practically feed at her own, and Elena felt her
mouth parting, softening, as if surrendering to the invasion,
allowing him to do to her what he would.

His tongue darted through, his lips hungry,
and she felt her dazed mind relaxing in the same surrender.

He drew back, his big hands gripping her ribs
to pull her forward. Her wrists, of course, were locked in place,
so that forced her back to arch sharply, even as he bent and began
to... to eat at her breasts!

Elena trembled and moaned as his hungry mouth
sucked and licked and chewed at her soft, rounded flesh, his tongue
swirling and stroking across rock-hard nipples as his lips locked
tightly to suck in an intense, rhythmic fashion. His teeth nibbled
and chewed in a way that was just short of pain even as her nipples
burned and crackled.

He released her, then his big hand shot out
and closed around her neck as his other hand shot in between her
thighs.

“Spread your legs, slave!” he barked.

Gasping, eyes widening, the dazed girl
obeyed, and two thick fingers pushed up into the soft, moist heat
of her sex. His thumb pressed down against her clitoris, then began
to rapidly stroke up, up, up, up, then from side to side.

“Come for me, slave. Come on your master's
fingers. Show him how a natural sex slave reacts.”

Elena hardly even understood the words, but
it didn't matter. The rush of sensations flooding up through her
groin made her hips buck convulsively, and as the hard-eyed man
glared down at her, she felt the heat intensify, then a rush of
sensation which exploded up through her body.

The hand around her neck tightened, and her
eyes bulged, her mouth opening in a soundless scream as her hips
bucked more and more violently against his fingers.

“Slave,” he growled, his fingers thrusting
into her harder.

A third long, thick finger was forced into
her sex, and Elena's head whipped back, her body thrashing and
shaking as the heat consumed her.

He laughed softly as her hips slowed, and
then as she released her she gulped in air, eyes glazed.

He spun her around so her back was to him
again.

“Push your ass back at me, slave,” he
ordered.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
stingingly, and Elena cried out.

“Push your beautiful bottom back at your
master, slave girl.”

Moaning, she obeyed.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

“Spread your legs, slut!”

The word was insane! Elena was anything but!
Her mind began to flounder up from the sloshing waves of heat,
feeling confused and uncertain.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
again, and she cried out.

“Push your ass back more, Sex Slave.”

She moaned as he pressed himself against her
again, as his cock, still hard, came up to rub firmly back and
forth along her sopping furrow.

“You were made for this,” he growled, his
lips coming down against the nape of her neck.

She felt him pushing, felt the aching, felt
herself being forced open, then that thick cock pushed up inside
her once more and she trembled and moaned, still gulping in ragged
breaths of air.

“Unnnghhhh!” she cried as he forced himself
into her all the way.

“So moist and warm and tight,” he
growled.

His hips ground against her, then he began to
use her again, his hips pumping in and out, harder and harder, that
long, thick cock thrusting up into her again and again.

His hands abandoned her thighs, rising to cup
and squeeze her full breasts.

“Breasts like these were meant for a man's
hands,” he said, chewing up along her earlobe.

His hands slid up and down her body, then
gripped her thighs again, jerking her back to meet his thrusts. His
thumbs stroked her clitoris, and Elena felt herself sinking beneath
the waves of liquid heat once again, gasping and whimpering in
dazed helplessness as the pleasure overwhelmed her mind.

Another orgasm seemed to rise from nowhere,
and she cried out again and again, the breath sobbing out of her as
his hips slapped against her buttocks hard and fast.

The heat was consuming her, and she bucked
back in a frenzy, needing his cock inside her, needing to feel it
stabbing high into her burning abdomen. The orgasm was a howling
storm tearing through her body and flaying her mind.

She was hardly aware of it on a conscious
level as he held her pinned to his hips, as her trembling,
twisting, shuddering body was pinned in place, with him locked
tightly inside. Then, as the orgasm faded, he slid slowly out of
her and backed up, leaving her still shaken, gasping, and only able
to stay on her feet because of the chain locked to her wrists.

His robe had dropped as he turned her around
to face him. He gripped her thick hair and lifted her head up and
back to examine her and Elena felt her eyes roll away from his.

“Look at me, slave,” he ordered.

Elena nervously obeyed, feeling a strange
flush of confusion and uncertainty come over her.

“What is your name, slave?”

Elena's eyes tried to dart away again and she
gasped as he shook her lightly, tugging at her hair.

“Name?”

“E-E-Elena,” she squeaked.

He reached out and rolled one of her
still-stiff nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

“Master,” he said. “Do not forget.”

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she squealed as he pinched
her nipple.

“Master,” he said softly.

“Please, Master!”

The sharp pain eased.

“You are a beautiful girl,” he said. “Lush
and fresh, with skin like unblemished ivory. And you have the mind
of a whore.”

Elena's mind squirmed away from such an
insulting word, especially said with such certainty.

“You were made to serve men with your body,”
he said.

“But... I... I'm... I'm not a … whore!” she
protested, her voice sounding feeble even to her.

He snorted and gripped both nipples, pinching
them and tugging them up and out.

“Oh! Please, Master!” she squealed, her back
arching as she sought to push her breasts up and out.

“Do not argue with your masters, Slave,” he
said. “I can sense the soul of a whore within you, crying out to be
released.”

And then he shocked her by dropping to his
knees in front of her. His big hands forced her thighs apart so
that she had to rise onto the balls of her feet as the bracelets
tugged tautly at her wrists again. Then he leaned in and licked up
along the tight line of her sex!

His big thumbs moved in again, spreading the
lips of her sex apart. His tongue began to circle her clitoris
again and again. His lips closed and he sucked lightly but
rhythmically, then he began to lick again, this time from side to
side.

Elena was completely baffled by everything
which had happened and what was happening now. She simply had
nothing in her experience to allow her to understand what was
happening to her, or what she ought to be doing about it!

She knew, of course, that she never should
have allowed herself to be put in this situation in the first
place. She had been insane to go along with him, to not protest, to
not state to him how outrageous his behavior was! What had she been
thinking!?

But that hardly mattered compared to the
enormity of what had happened, the mind-shattering experience she
had just undergone, and what to do now!

What she needed to do was demand he release
her and stop, of course. That was what any good girl would have
done. But the explosion of pleasure had almost fried her mind! Even
now her body was churning and burning with a sense of passion and
pleasure which began to rise again as his tongue swept across her
swollen clitoris.

Elena had little experience with receiving
oral sex, and what experience she could recall had been awkward and
embarrassing. Having a boy with his face right down there
staring right at her had been a horribly self-conscious and
embarrassing experience! Even if it had felt sort of nice when he
had licked her (however briefly).

Now this... this... big... huge...
powerful... man was driving his tongue against her with a
determination and skill she had never experienced nor imagined, and
her body began to react far more quickly than she would have ever
imagined.

It felt so.... so... soooo good!

Elena felt as if her bones were beginning to
melt! Her head lolled backward and she moaned low in her throat,
her hips beginning to roll in wanton pleasure as his tongue swept
across her clitoris.

The heat and pleasure swirled and twisted up
and together, around and around inside her until she felt as if she
were intoxicated. A sexual fever took over her mind and body. Her
hips rolled wantonly against him as she gulped in air.

And then his fingers thrust up inside her,
pumping in and out, pressing firmly against the front wall of her
sex even as his tongue licked harder.

Another storm of sensation swept around her
and Elena cried out, her hips bucking desperately against his
licking tongue as the orgasm forced her muscles to spasm
wildly.

He chuckled throatily, then stood up, leaving
the dazed girl trembling and gasping for breath. He went to the
wall and pressed a button, and Elena felt the tension in the chain
loosening as it lowered. She groaned, her arms coming down, the
ache from the tight grasp of the metal bracelets easing.

She cried out as he gripped her hair again,
jerking her head up and back to kiss her fiercely. Then he shoved
her down, and Elena gasped as she sank to her knees. That forced
her arms up high once again, however, leaving her with a tremendous
sense of... helplessness... as he stood over her, staring down at
her.

“Look at me, Slave,” he said sternly.

She cringed, but reluctantly looked up.

Her experience with naked men was minimal. In
fact, non-existent. Her experience with naked guys was minimal too
and included once on the cot in the dark basement of Joshua's
house, and once in his back yard pool at night. She had never had a
guy... a man... completely naked and standing before her in full
light before.

Especially one as big as this one!

He had such broad shoulders, she thought, in
something like awe. And his chest... it was so... powerful! His
stomach was not so much flat, as hard, and rippled with muscle. And
then below that... a thin line of brown hair guided her eyes down
to the short, thin thatch of hair around his cock.

It hung limp, but not tiny and shriveled and
thin like those of the guys she'd seen. This was far thicker and
far longer. It seemed oddly menacing even soft. Although perhaps
that was related to how close to her face it was, and that her
wrists were locked firmly above her.

He reached out and gathered her hair.

“Service your master, Slave Girl,” he
ordered.

She flinched, as she had a number of times as
he'd spoken to her, feeling the strange jolt of emotion that his
outrageous words brought combined with something like an earnest,
anxious desire to protest. I'm not a slave! This is just a club!
I'm just pretending! You're not my master!

All those words ran through her mind in rapid
succession as he drew her face in against his groin.

“Obey, Slave,” he growled.

Moaning, she did, licking tentatively at him.
She felt a sense of confusion. She'd never tried to perform oral
sex without her hands before. They always played a principal part
in that activity.

He reached down and gripped the head of his
cock, lifting it up and back against him, then guiding her mouth
lower.

“Take my balls into your mouth, Slave,” he
ordered.

She felt another emotional jolt. This was
sooo outrageous!

But her chest tightened and she obeyed,
feeling a strange rush of thrilling heat as she licked at them,
then slid her lips around his testicles. She moaned, and licked at
them, massaging them against the roof of her mouth, rolling them
over and over in her mouth as she sucked and licked.
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Why am I doing this!? she demanded of
herself. This is insane!

“Now lick my cock, slave.”

She obeyed again, licking her way up the
length as he held it against his abdomen, feeling a sense of
breathlessness as she saw it hardening. He lowered it and she took
the head into her mouth, sucking and licking. Her eyes flicked
timidly up towards his dark, scowling face repeatedly. Each time
she did she felt a sense of something like an emotional force
coming from him, telling her she had to please him!

His cock thickened and hardened and she
bobbed up and down, sucking, licking, amazed at herself, but
feeling a renewed sense of heat and passion. A part of her felt as
if, somehow, she had wandered into a time machine, into a dark
moment in history. But that only aroused her more, reminding her
this was just some kinky game.

But a game that suffused her with heat, a
game like none she had ever experienced, a game that drove her
pulse rate wild and gave her a sense of stunning, thrilling
excitement. Even as she sucked and licked and bobbed on his cock
she felt that excitement growing, and had no idea why nor how.

He was pulling her forward now, something
which made her feel anxious. She had always used her hands to
control how deep a guy's cock went into her mouth. There really was
no reason for much more of it than the head to pass through her
lips, after all, she had reasoned. That was the part that
mattered.

She had no such control here. She had NO
control here! The man's powerful hand gripped her hair and jerked
her forward, and she gurgled and gasped as his thick cock pushed
dangerously deep into her mouth.

He drew back entirely, holding himself in his
hand, then guided the head to her lips. He rubbed it back and forth
along her lower lip.

“What are you?” he demanded, those eyes dark
as they glared down at her.

Elena gulped anxiously, uncertainly, and he
jerked sharply on her hair.

“What are you?” he barked.

“I-I... I'm a slave girl?!”

He jerked sharply on her hair again.

“You are a slave girl. Say it.”

“I'm a slave girl!”

“Master,” he growled.

“I'm a slave girl, Master!”

“Slaves exist to serve their masters. And to
obey,” he growled.

This was so crazy, she thought. The way he
was acting was insane! He was acting as if this silly setup of
masters and slaves was real!

He pushed his cock back into her mouth, and
she closed her lips around it, sucking and moaning, her tongue
licking at the underside of the head. But it pushed deep, and she
felt her tongue licking along the underside of the shaft.

She realized, a moment later, that he was now
gripping her hair in both big hands. Then she felt the head pushing
even deeper, entering her throat! She felt a moment of shock, then
instantly tried to jerk back, only to find she continued to push
forward!

His big hands pulled her in remorselessly,
ignoring how the rest of her body twisted and jerked and trembled
and bucked as he forced her mouth down the entire length of his
thick cock and held her firmly against his groin!

Her heart was suddenly pounding like a drum,
and her pulse racing! She couldn't breathe! She gagged weakly, but
then her lack of oxygen overrode all other cares or concerns. She
continued to squirm wildly, but he held her easily as her head
pounded and her chest burned.

Slowly he pulled back, then more quickly. His
cock pulled free of her throat, and slid out of her mouth,
accompanied by a flood of saliva as she coughed and gulped in
ragged breaths of air.

“You are a slave girl,” he said firmly. “You
exist to give pleasure to others with your body. You must learn to
do this to the best of your abilities, for your masters will not
tolerate halfhearted efforts.”

Elena was too busy gasping for breath to
argue with him, and too relieved to be able to do so to care about
much else. But then he suddenly jerked back on her hair and pushed
his cock into her open mouth. She had only a moment to understand,
then his cock was sliding down into her throat once more.

She twisted and writhed against him again,
but he ignored her efforts, pushing deep into her throat and
holding her in place until her squirming eased.

He pulled out again, and she gasped and
panted and moaned dazedly, feeling light-headed.

“You will learn to serve your masters well
with your beautiful body, slave girl,” he said.

Again he pushed himself down her throat, and
then again. Each time, she squirmed and struggled less. Each time,
it caused her gag-reflex fewer problems. And then, she felt that
sense of... surrender come over her again.

She knelt there, mouth wide, as he buried
himself in it, then drew back, then thrust forward, then drew back.
He was fucking her throat now, and she made no effort to
resist.

“Good slave,” he said.

He drew back, and she sagged, only the chains
holding her up.

He moved behind her, ignoring her ragged
gasps, and unlinked her wristbands, then quickly and expertly drew
them back together behind her and locked them together once again.
He lowered her to her back, and Elena stared up at the ceiling,
chest heaving, eyes glazed.

She didn't see him, but felt him lifting her
legs and spreading them wide. Then she felt his lips on her,
licking, sucking, caressing.

Her throat began to ache less, and her chest
stopped heaving as she caught her breath. She had a headache, she
thought muzzily. She groaned as she raised her head a little to see
him licking at her sex, then lowered her head again, staring at the
ceiling.

What is going on? she thought
dazedly.

She shuddered as his fingers penetrated her.
She could feel the heat rising, the wild turmoil of raw pleasure
sweeping up through her body.

This man, she thought, was crazy. He might
even think this silly slave and master thing was real for all she
knew. But... she felt a sense of awe and wonder that he had pushed
that entire huge cock down into her throat! And she had survived
it! She had even sort of gotten used to it!

Elena was a proper girl but she wasn't
entirely innocent. She knew very well what it meant to deep throat.
She simply had never thought herself remotely capable of doing so.
That was for... well... sexually sophisticated girls. And she never
thought she would be or could be nor had she ever had the ambition
to be such a person.

Not... really.

But now she'd done it and to a huge cock! If
she did it to that one she could do it to any other easily! It had
been difficult at first, of course, but by the end there, she had
gotten the hang of it, she thought, more than a little amazed at
herself.

She moaned as his fingers moved inside her.
She raised her head once more, then lowered it, her body thrumming
with sexual energy.

He rose up suddenly in her vision, and she
stared at him, then gasped as he gripped her thighs and roughly
flipped her onto her belly.

“Raise your hips, Slave, and present yourself
to your master for use,” he ordered.

Wha...? she thought dazedly.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Oh!

She felt his big hands gripping her hips,
then jerking them upward.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, staring ahead of
her.

She felt his hands slide forward off her
hips, gripping her waist, and tugging her in tighter so that her
thighs were practically pressed against her stomach, her bottom
raised high. Her breasts felt hot and swollen as she lay upon them,
her chin pressed to the cool floor.

It felt... obscene to be kneeling like this
before him, with his eyes on her sex!

She moaned as his hands caressed her
buttocks, then slid between her thighs, his fingers rubbing along
her sex.

“This is how you present yourself to your
masters for use, Sex Slave,” he said.

Sex slave! There was that phrase again! That
outrageous phrase!

And her in this outrageous, obscene
position!

Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

“Do you hear me, Slave Girl?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Master. Say it.”

“Please, Master!”

She felt what had to be the head of his cock
pressing against her, rubbing up and down against her sex in a way
which made her hips want to grind and roll wantonly.

“Beg for me to use your body, slave.”

What?! What did he want, she thought in
amazement.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Beg for me to use your body.”

Crack!

“Oh, please! Please, Master!

“Beg, Slave.”

She shuddered, her hips unconsciously rolling
to rub herself against his cock.

“Please... please use my body... Master!” she
moaned.

She felt the head pushing into the mouth of
her sex, even as he leaned forward and wound her soft brown hair
around his fist, pulling up and back.

“Say to me... this slave begs to be used,” he
said.

He's insane, she thought dazedly. Yet the
words were so dark, so outrageous, so scalding!

She cried out as he yanked on her hair and
slapped her bottom.

“Oh! Ah! Please, Master! This slave begs to
be used, Master!”

His cock sank into her and she moaned as a
wave of heat swept through her body. He abandoned her hair, his
hands kneading her buttocks as he began to pump, as his cock pushed
deeper and deeper.

Elena found herself surrendering again, this
time simply to the inevitability of her helplessness, and the
continuing surge of heat through her body. Every nerve ending in
her lower body seemed to be thrumming with power, and the higher
thinking processes of her brain shut down under the intoxicating
waves of pleasure.

She stared dazedly ahead, eyes slit, gasping,
moaning, grunting as his hips began to hit her upraised buttocks,
wallowing in the sheer bliss of the crackling sexual power sweeping
through her nervous system.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh”
she gasped as his hips struck her obscenely raised bottom.

The feel of his thick cock simply skewering
her, plunging achingly deep, sent a surge of passion and pleasure
through her body with every stroke. She felt herself sinking into
the bubbling cauldron of the heat which gripped her, submerged in
something very near to ecstasy.

“This is what you were born to, slave,” he
growled

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh!”

“Your body was made to pleasure men.”

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”

“You are only fulfilled with a man's cock
buried deep in your belly.”

“Oh! OH!” she cried, as he seized her hair
and yanked her head up and back.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave,” he growled.

Elena's eyes rolled dazedly. She always
shrank from using obscene language, but his order could not be
denied as her scalp burned.

Crack!

“Obey!”

“Please!”

Crack!

“Obey, Slave!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried
dazedly.

Crack!

“Again, Slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

He abandoned her hair, thrusting harder,
faster, so that her entire body shuddered and shook continuously.
His spear of flesh thrust deep inside her again and again, and
Elena felt her mind going. The sexual pressure grew more intense,
and then the orgasm screamed through her.

The breath sobbed out of her as she cried out
again and again. She felt her hair yanked up and back again, but
ignored it, her mouth wide, her eyes slitted as she cried out,
scalded by the heat, and embracing something like rapture.

His hips continued to hammer her as he
cursed, slapping her bottom and yanking her hair, and Elena sobbed,
gasping for breath, then crying it out again.

Something was happening to her, she
thought,in that part of her mind which still was capable of
thought. Her nervous system was overloaded and seemed to be coming
apart. Even as she sank back to something near reality another
orgasm exploded within her, and then another.

She was being savagely pounded, used, ridden,
her insides aching, and yet the pleasure threatened to consume her
mind as convulsions tore through her body.

*

Elena wasn't even sure how she got home.

She was in a daze. The events at the club had
stunned her and left her shell-shocked. She had never even imagined
participating in such sluttish, outrageous sexual behavior! And
yet, somehow, it had happened, and the astonishing way she had
reacted had left her completely adrift.

She had always seen herself as the
thoughtful, proper, intelligent young woman who insisted on being
treated as an equal to any man. She had always demanded respectful
treatment in words and deeds. Oh, she had her silly, dark
fantasies, of course, but they weren't who she WAS.

And then she had fallen into the darkest of
them, and then some! And she no longer knew who she was
anymore.

Echoing through her mind were the memories of
the shocking things that man had done to her, and how she had
responded. The intensity of the orgasms stunned her. Even now, when
she thought about them, they seemed to resonate through her body,
causing her vaginal muscles to squeeze down.

She ached. She had been roughly used. Her
breasts and bottom and insides felt bruised. But her mind felt more
battered. For the things he had done to her – more importantly,
that she had exulted in him doing to her – were outrageous and
unbelievably degrading!

She didn't even know his name!

He was just some... man! Some customer at the
club! And she had let him treat her like a whore! Worse, she had
behaved like a whore! She had responded like a whore! She
had had multiple orgasms for the first time in her life!

What kind of a woman would feel such
excitement about a man using her like... like an animal!?

There was something wrong with her, she
thought. She wondered if she needed psychiatric help, and if so how
she could get it. The thought of telling anyone what had happened,
though, and worse, her reaction, was so appalling she felt her face
turn hot at the very idea.

She stared at herself in the mirror, naked,
both appalled and relieved.

She did not see much in the way of marks on
her body. Her wrists were sore from the pressure of the metal bands
which had dug into them from time to time. They might be bruised
the next day, she thought anxiously. And surely he had hammered
himself into her bottom hard enough that she might be bruised back
there too.

God knew she certainly ached inside!

But the only visible marks were on her
breasts. There were several bite marks, especially enveloping the
center of each breast, around her nipples.

And she could not look at them without
remembering how he had sucked and chewed and licked at her nipples
until she had thought they would explode!

Even now they were hard and stiff, the little
pink buttons standing out firmly against the pale skin of her
breasts.

She felt, in a strange way, as if she had
been attacked by a wild animal. He had been that rough!

But even stranger was how he had acted as if
the silly master and slave relationship the Empire Club had between
servers and members was a real thing. How weird!

She went back to her room, locked the door,
then sat down naked on the floor facing it. She drew her knees up
and spread them wide, then gently examined her sex, looking or
damage. She was certainly sore and achy there. She felt quite
strange inside. She wondered if he had damaged something with his
huge hard cock!

She eased a finger ever so gently between her
pubic lips, and then gasped as she felt something strange. For an
instant she felt a shock of fear, for he had obviously done
something to horribly damage her! But almost as quickly she
realized that what she was feeling was not, in fact, part of her
body at all.

She eased two fingers in, ignoring the ache
as she felt for and gripped something slim and hard, then tugged it
out through the swollen lips of her sex.

She gaped at it in utter astonishment.

It was a coin, a gold coin! It was about one
inch in diameter, about the size of a quarter. On the back it said
1/2 oz fine gold – 25 Dollars.

This, to Elena, was simply beyond bearing!
She felt anger billowing up inside her. That a man would use her
like that... just... just use her and then shove a coin into her
body as if he were paying her like... like a prostitute, was more
than she could bear!

She had never felt the urge to violence
before but now she felt her fists clenching as she thought of
clawing the man's eyes out for his arrogance!

She was definitely never going back there
again, though. Of all the infuriating ways to treat a girl! She
stood up and began to pace angrily, glaring around her, wanting to
do violence to someone or something. Her mind raced as she
considered calling up the club and telling them what she thought of
them and their members, or somehow calling the media (anonymously
of course) or... or the authorities!

Finally, she took the safer course, and
simply sent off an icily polite email to Ms. Karling, the woman who
had hired her, quitting due to the outrageous rudeness and
disrespectful behavior of their members.

She wondered if she could get her job back at
Mobies...
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Elena didn't quite understand why finding
that coin inside her had so infuriated her. After all, the way that
man had treated and used her as a … a sex object for his pleasure,
had surely been far worse and far less respectful.

Even if he had praised her as beautiful.

And even if she had had multiple orgasms at
his hand.

Oh how smug he must be feeling over that! The
bastard!

Yes, it had all been outrageous, she
admitted. His pretending she was a sex slave and he was her master
was kinky and perverted, but she couldn't deny she'd found it...
exciting at the time, too.

But shoving a $25 coin inside her was the
ultimate insult! As if having taken his pleasure of her he wanted
to ensure she knew he thought of her as a cheap prostitute!

She spent much of the next day calling
around, looking for available openings she could apply for. Her
insides began to ache less, but her wrists were bruised where the
gold bands had dug into them. There were no bruises on her bottom,
but the teeth marks on her breasts were still noticeable.

She ignored the doorbell when it rang, at
first. She had no desire to deal with salespeople. She was alone in
the house, and she was not expecting visitors.

The bell rang again, and she glared towards
it in annoyance. Persistent salesmen were an aggravating
menace.

It rang again, and she began to doubt now.
Perhaps it was someone she or her family knew. Ringing so
persistently was out of character for a salesman as it would only
bring to the door an angry homeowner uninterested in listening.

She went to the door, and when it rang again,
pulled it open, scowling. She gasped as she recognized the girl
standing before her – even though she wasn't wearing her slave girl
outfit. It was Zoe, the blonde girl who had taken her around.

“Uhm...uh... hello?” she said in
confusion.

“Hey, Elena,” Zoe said with a smile. “Ms.
Karling told me you'd quit.”

“Uhm, well... I... it just wasn't for
me.”

“Uh huh. How come? You seemed to be getting
used to the looks and occasional touches. What happened? And who
was the guy who treated you badly?”

“I uhm, would rather not say.”

“Have you forgotten how much money you can
make there?”

“My self-respect is worth more,” she said
coolly.

“Oh is it? When you're spending years
carrying fries around for crappy tips? Now let me save you some
time. Mister Peterson took you into one of the submission rooms and
worked you over.”

Elena's face heated.

“He's some kind of stud with that big cock of
his, isn't he,” Zoe said,shaking her head ruefully.

“I... I... I don't know what you're talking
about!” Elena gulped.

“Of course you do. He always samples the new
slave girls to see how far he can take them. And if he finds
they're the right sort, then he tells Karling that he approves and
that you should be encouraged to work as many hours as you want. He
approved of you.”

Elena sniffed angrily.

“Which means that he not only found you
beautiful, but that he found you had the right sort of slave girl
mentality the members would enjoy. And that means he fucked your
brains out just like he did mine, and that you enjoyed it.”

Her face heated again!

“You're embarrassed you enjoyed sex with an
incredible hunk like Peterson? That guy could fuck a lesbian into
orgasms.”

“Please don't use obscene language,” Elena
said sternly, flustered, and falling back on habits.

“What that man does to a girl is obscene,”
Zoe said.

“I'll say!”

“Turns you inside out and makes you feel
like... an animal.”

Elena flushed again, marveling at how Zoe
understood.

“We've all been there, Elena,” she said. “And
I know you got off on it or he wouldn't have approved you. He only
gives his approval of girls who respond well.”

Elena squirmed with embarrassment.

“I am not some kind of... of... of
prostitute!” she hissed.

“Okay. So?”

“So I'm not the sort of girl who can be...
seduced by some arrogant man and then have him toss a coin at her
as he walks away! What kind of a woman would put up with
that!?”

“You have to remember the whole thing about
the club is we're pretending to be slave girls and they can pretend
to be the masters. So they can let their inner arrogance out. It's
mostly an act. And anyway, the tips are amazing.”

“I disagree!”

“You'll never make anything remotely like
what you can at Empire, and you'll never have the kind of freedom
to...indulge your inner slut as you get there.”

“I don't have an inner slut!”

“Oh of course you do. We all do. We keep it
in check so others don't judge us. But if you're a sex slave, hey,
who's gonna judge that? Anyway,” she said with a grin, “the way the
price of gold keeps rising, I'll be able to buy my first house soon
just from those 'tips' the horny bastards throw at us.”

Elena glared at her.

“It must be a very small house. I don't
consider twenty-five dollars to be all that amazing.”

Zoe frowned at her in confusion, then burst
out laughing.

“What are you laughing at?” Elena
demanded.

“Oh you... you poor girl,” Zoe stuttered,
still laughing. “You saw the twenty-five buck thing and thought
that was what it was worth? Seriously!?” She laughed again.

She pushed past Elena, who glared at her
rudeness.

“Let's see it. Was it the American
Eagle?”

“I... what difference does it make?!” Elena
demanded.

Zoe turned and smiled, then patted her head
gently, until Elena batted her hand away.

“You poor thing. You do realize that gold
coins are worth far more than the denomination on them, don't you?
That coin was probably worth eight hundred dollars or more.”

Elena stared at her in astonishment.

They found the coin in her trash can, where
she'd thrown it, and then on the internet, discovered the price of
the coin that day was nearly $900.

“It rises and falls with the price of gold,”
Zoe said.

Elena stared at her in amazement. And just
like that, her entire view of things shifted and altered. Yes, this
Peterson was still incredibly arrogant and had treated her in an
appalling fashion (even if he had made her climax repeatedly), and
yes, pushing a coin into her sex as a 'tip' was degrading. But if
the tip was worth nine hundred dollars that spoke of considerably
less contempt than she had thought. In fact, it suggested an
appreciation for what she had done for him. Or at least, for his
experience.

Nine hundred dollars! As a tip!

Well, for sex, but still, men could hire
prostitutes for much less, couldn't they? So that made it something
more than that.

“I still don't know if I can go back,” she
said uncertainly.

“Why? No one will force you to have sex.
They'll pressure you, but you can always just say no. If you'd said
no to Peterson he'd have backed off. Anyway, you probably won't. It
does something to your mind, that sort of freedom. I mean, at least
to me, all that male lust, from incredibly rich and powerful men
kind of turns me on.

“And if I'm already turned on I'm more likely
to say okay to stuff I wouldn't have anywhere else. I mean, it's
not like I have sex for money. I have sex for pleasure. If they
want to tip me afterward why would I complain? They're filthy rich,
after all.”

“But it's degrading, and perverted,” Elena
said.

“So? It's also incredibly hot and sexy and
fun. Elena, why should men be allowed to enjoy sex while we have to
only dish it out carefully to men who have spent enough time taking
us on dates and being nice to us? We should have sex whenever we
want.”

That had a strange attraction to her feminist
side, but Elena was still anxious.

“We shouldn't let men... tie us up!”

“It's part of the fantasy. And besides, it's
exciting being helpless when you know you're not going to be
harmed. And if you're a slave girl who's all tied up then whatever
happens isn't your fault, now is it?”

“It's still wrong,” she said stubbornly.

“Maybe, but once Peterson gets his tongue on
you can you really say no?”

Elena blushed again and Zoe laughed.

“He's pretty good with that tongue. I've had
better, but he's good. You should try Ms. Dunlop. She's got an
amazing tongue.”

“Who?”

“One of the few female members.

Elena made a face.

“Don't knock it until you try it, honey. That
woman can drive you crazy with her tongue.”

“Not me! Oh, I just don't know what to do,”
she said anxiously.

“Enjoy life and be a slave girl.”

“I don't like being talked to like that,” she
said crossly. “I mean, the way he talked to me.”

“That's just called verbal domination. It's
an act. Let me show you.”

“Are you going to obey me, slave?” she
growled, gripping her hair behind her neck and jerking it back.

“Ow! Oh! Zoe!” she gasped.

Her hands jerked up and back instinctively to
grip the blonde girl's hand and pull it free of her hair. But Zoe
nimbly gripped one of her wrists instead and twisted as she pulled,
then caught the other and quickly pinned them behind her neck –
with her hair bunched up with them.

“Zoe!”

“So what have we here?” Zoe growled, looking
at her body. “A beautiful young slave girl,” she said. “That means
your body is mine to do with as I wish, slave.”

“Stop it. You're being silly!” Elena gulped,
trying to squirm free.

“Do you want a spanking, Slave?” she
demanded.

She cupped one of Elena's breasts and
squeezed firmly.

“Your body belongs to me, Slave,” she hissed.
“I can punish it or give it pleasure any time I wish.”

“Zoe!” she gulped.

Elena had not dressed for going out. She was
simply wearing a pair of leggings and a long t-shirt. She gasped as
she felt the T-shirt lifted up, then Zoe's hand slipped down inside
her leggings, and inside her panties!

“Oh! Don't!” she squealed.

“Slaves don't get to refuse their mistress,”
Zoe purred.

Her soft fingers were already rubbing gently
along the line of Elena's sex, searching for the soft, sensitive
button at the top.

“Do you think I can't make you come, slave
girl?” she whispered.

“I-I... you... I'm not... I'm not gay!” Elena
gasped.

The sensations rushing up from between her
legs, however, from where Zoe was rubbing her, were undeniably
delicious! But she couldn't let Zoe think she was some kind of...
of... slut!

“Neither am I, Slave Girl,” Zoe purred.

She turned her around and Elena gasped as she
was abruptly bent over her desk.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Zoe followed up the slap but yanking down her
leggings – and her thong with them!

“Oh! Zoe!”

“What a remarkably pretty pussy you have,
Slave Girl,” Zoe said, rubbing her lightly. “So tight and neat and
fresh and clean and smooth.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs, slave!” she barked.

Gasping, Elena obeyed, and she felt Zoe's
fingers rubbing harder, then slipping inside her! She was startled
at how moist she was already as the other girl's fingers probed
deeper.

“I bet you're still sore from Peterson's big
cock,” Zoe said.

That, in fact, was true, and made Elena blush
anew, but while the touch of the blonde girl's fingers made her
ache, the dark pleasure rose much higher and was much more
intense!

“Oh! You... you... I... Zoe!”

Crack!

“That's mistress to you.”

“This is... so wrong,” she moaned.

Crack!

“Why? Why is having pleasure and fun
wrong?”

Elena had no good answer to that.

Zoe grabbed Elena's robe, which had been
tossed on the chair, and pulled the fabric belt out, then leaned
over the prone girl and wrapped it around her wrists, tying it
tightly. Giggling a little, she threw it over the far end of the
desk, then quickly dropped to her knees, grabbed the other end, and
pulled, tying it around the bar which cut across the lower rear of
the desk.

“What... what are you dooooing?” Elena gasped
in confusion.

“I am going to teach the slave girl why she
should enjoy being a slave girl,” she said, yanking off Elena's
leggings and panties.

Elena squealed as she felt her legs forced
apart, then a tongue licked up along her sex! She pulled against
the belt but was firmly tied in place as Zoe's tongue began to do
amazing things to her. At first her hips squirmed with the
sensations rushing through her, but soon they were rolling back
helplessly as heat swept up her body and through her mind.

Zoe stood up, her fingers thrusting into the
helpless brunette.

“Are you going to be an obedient little slave
girl?” she demanded.

Crack! She slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Ow!”

“Answer your mistress, Slave!”

Crack!

“Ow! Zoe!”

Crack!

“Mistress. Say it, Slave Girl.”

Crack!

“Mistress!”

“Are you going to be an obedient slave
girl?”

Crack!

“Ow Yes, Mistress!” Elena moaned.

She gasped as Zoe thrust three fingers deep
inside her!

“Ohhh!” she gasped. “This is so
perverted!”

“But fun?” Zoe said, her fingers twisting and
turning as she worked them deeper.

“Besides, it's not you being perverted.
You're just a helpless slave girl prisoner, all tied up.”

Crack! Her hand slapped stingingly
against Elena's bottom.

“It's only me who's being a pervert. You're
completely innocent.”

She pressed her lips together around Zoe's
clitoris and sucked softly and rhythmically as her tongue rubbed
hard and fast in short little side to side movements.

Elena shuddered and moaned, her hips jerking
back helplessly as the dark tide of heat grew and swept up through
her body. There was something deeply attractive about Zoe's
suggestion. And it was right – sort of. If she really was a
helpless slave girl, a prisoner, all tied up and unable to resist,
then... it wasn't really her doing such slutty things!

She pulled against the robe belt tied around
her wrists for reassurance, and squeaked as Zoe thrust her fingers
in harder.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped as the girl's tongue
licked faster and faster at her clitoris.

The orgasm erupted from between her legs, and
she cried out, her hips bucking and rolling back as her muscles
spasmed. Her mind was caught in a crackling firestorm of sensation,
of pleasure, and for long, long seconds all she could do was
tremble and shake and gurgle in dazed wonder.

Zoe chuckled, then got to her feet. She
walked out of the room, then, leaving Elena laying across the desk,
panting and groaning. After long seconds Elena raised her head and
turned, wondering where the blonde girl had gone.

She looked at her wrists again and tugged at
the robe belt, thinking of how dark and kinky and perverted this
was. She felt a sense of guilt rolling over her once more. She
should never have allowed the girl to do this to her! This was so
outrageously slutty and... well, degrading... sort of.

She was a bit confused about that last part
since Zoe was a girl too...

The blonde returned, and Elena turned to see
her, but got a slap on the bottom.

“I didn't say you could turn around, slave
girl.”

“Zoe!” she moaned. “Untie me!”

“I don't think so, Slave. Slaves do as their
mistress desires, not the reverse.”

Her fingers caressed Elena's sex, then pushed
into her again.

“Such a lovely pussy. But I know what you
really want inside it is a big cock. Isn't that right?”

“No!”

“Ha!”

Crack!

“Don't lie to your mistress, slut.”

Crack!

“I know what slave girls like.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread those legs, Slave.”

Crack!

“Oh! Stop it!”

“Obey your mistress!”

Gasping, Elena spread her legs, and then felt
pressure against the mouth of her sex. She groaned as it grew
worse, and then felt something pushing into her that was definitely
far too thick to be Zoe's fingers.

“Wh... what is that?!” she moaned.

“It's a big cock, just what you wanted.”

“Ohh! It's too big!”

Crack!

“Nonsense. Slave girls love big cocks.”

The thing pushed and twisted,pulled and slid
forward again, until Elena was moaning with the thickness and
fullness inside her. Then Zoe was licking and sucking on her
clitoris again, while pumping the thing in and out, and Elena began
to feel the sexual heat and hunger assailing her once again.

This time, though, Zoe stopped, then stood up
behind her. She slid Elena's T-shirt up her body, tugging it out
from under her and sliding it over her head. Her bra followed, then
she pushed them down her arms even as she undid the robe belt.

Elena struggled briefly – and not very hard –
when her wrists were untied. She felt she had to or else be seen as
some kind of horrible lesbian slut or something. But she was both
relieved and felt a rush of excitement when Zoe persevered and
forced her wrists back behind her back before tying them together
once more.

Now entirely naked, she gasped as Zoe yanked
back on her hair and pushed her down onto her knees.

“Spread your legs, slave girl. Spread them
wide so your mistress can see your pretty pussy.”

“Oh! Ow!”

Elena obeyed, and as Zoe released her hair
dropped her eyes down between her legs to stare at the base of...
what had to be a dildo, she thought in fascination. She'd never
seen one before in person. Then her eyes were drawn back up to Zoe,
who had just peeled her own T-shirt up and off.

The blonde undid her jeans and let them slide
down, taking her panties with them, and as Elena blushed and
dropped her eyes, she undid her bra too so that she was as naked as
Elena.

That was somewhat comforting, but also caused
Elena considerable anxiety, for she knew what the blonde wanted,
and wasn't at all sure she either knew how or wanted to know how to
please her sexually. On the other hand, her body was still
thrumming with sexual hunger, and when she eased back on her heels
her body pushed down harder on the dildo, making her gasp and
groan.

Then Zoe was pushing in close, gripping her
hair, and guiding her mouth to her own naked sex.

“Please your mistress, sex slave, or you'll
be beaten,” she growled.

Elena shuddered. This was so dirty!

But she began to lick, tentatively at first,
then stronger as Zoe jerked on her hair. She had no experience with
performing oral sex on girls, but she'd certainly had a recent
example of how it ought to be done, and did her best to imitate
that.

And it wasn't like she had a choice anyway!
She gasped and winced as Zoe tugged on her hair and called her a
sex slave, demanding she do better.

Sex slave! What a bizarre, disturbing, but
deeply exciting thought!
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Elena was nervous about appearing in the bar
again, but no one seemed to be acting any differently towards her.
That included the 'masters', who were as outrageously free with
their hands as before. They also had a habit of tipping her with
fifty dollar bills, which they would fold up and then slide down
into the front of her thong!

Since the thong was so low on her hips that
meant the cool, crisp billy normally brushed across the top of her
sex, which, to an intelligent girl like Elena, really brought home
to her why she was getting the tip! It was for her sexuality, for
how sexually desirable they found her!

That was wrong, of course, but... but walking
around in the little thong and lacy loincloth along with the bikini
top continued to arouse her. Especially given what had happened
with Mister Peterson. And all the while she felt both a sense of
anxiety that something similar might happen again, and a dark
little pulsing sense of excitement at the prospect!

On her second day back one of the 'masters'
pulled her onto his lap right at his table. There were two more men
at the table and they all grinned at her as his hand – below the
table, slid into her thong.

“Tell me, slave girl, what other tender
morsels to you offer which aren't on the menu?” he asked.

“I-I... Y-You have to... talk to the...
the... management, Master!” she gasped, squirming and trying to
stand up.

He chuckled and let her, though not before
rubbing her clitoris for long seconds and leaving her feeling
frazzled, embarrassed, indignant – and strangely aroused.

The next day one of the masters succeeded in
pulling her top up and licking and sucking on her nipples before
one the bouncers gently persuaded him to release her.

That had the same effect. She was frazzled,
embarrassed, indignant, and yet afterward, aroused.

The day after that she served four men in one of the alcoves. This
time, as she leaned over the table to place their wine, a hand slid
up to cup her sex while another man cupped her breast!

At first she tried to pretend she didn't
notice, pouring the wine into each glass, even as her pulse rate
shot up. But the man rubbing her pussy tugged her thong aside to
get at her bare flesh, and then the man next to him tugged up her
bra to get at her bare breast.

“Oh! Please, Masters!” she gasped.

They chuckled in amusement.

“Slave girls are here to serve their
masters,” one of them said.

“I have a slave girl key,” one of the other
men said.

Elena squeaked as she was bent over the table
and something was pushed into her pussy. Fortunately, she was
already quite... damp, and it wasn't thick. But it began to buzz,
to vibrate, and the man both pumped it slowly in and out but also
ground the base against her clitoris!

“Oh! Please, Master!” she moaned.

Her bra was removed, and Elena felt an
incredibly intense jolt of something dark and thrilling, something
hot and irresistible! She was confused and anxious and embarrassed,
but a wild, thrumming sense of hunger was taking hold of her body
and mind and drowning out her inhibitions.

This was so... so outrageous! It was so...
so...

But it wasn't her fault. She wasn't
being slutty. No, she was just a helpless... slave girl!

She gasped as a hand gripped her hair and
pulled her head up, and found herself looking into the hard
erection of one of the masters. She gasped as he thrust it into her
mouth, and then, almost as if it were the most natural thing to do,
she began to suck and lick as he pumped it in and out.

She moaned around it as fingers kneaded her
breasts and the 'key' rubbed and ground against her clitoris. She
felt her thong torn off, and then her legs spread. The key was
removed and a hard cock slid into her. Then the key was placed
under her to grind against her clitoris!

She felt moments of 'this can't be
happening!' but a flood of liquid heat had swept through her, and
when the man before her thrust his cock deep into her throat she
felt only a moment of shock before that sense of surrender settled
over her again.

The orgasm arrived with stunning force and
she gave herself to it with a sense of exultation, her eyes rolling
back in her head as her body was rocked by the two cocks thrusting
into her from front and rear. She shuddered and trembled, gurgling
and gasping around the cock pumping into her throat.

She felt her wrists drawn back behind her,
then the gold bands locked together as the men chuckled and joked
and laughed together. She was lifted fully onto the table and put
on her back. Her head hung over one side and one of the men thrust
his cock into her open mouth. Another lifted her legs up and thrust
himself into her pussy to pump hard and fast.

Fingers squeezed, rubbed, and kneaded her
breasts as the two men thrust into her, and she felt herself
getting light-headed by the absence of oxygen even as a dark tide
of passion and lust spread through her mind and body. Again, that
sense of … surrender, swept through her, and she gurgled as she
stared at the cock pumping.

Someone was rubbing her clitoris, though, and
she whimpered and moaned as the hard cock thrust into her. Another
orgasm rose up above her then came crashing down, and her back
arched violently as the pleasure tore through her like an
electrical shock – one that continued on and on and on until she
thought she'd go out of her mind!

The men let her go after they'd enjoyed her
body, and after she'd had several intense orgasms, and Elena
fumbled with her bra, dazed and staggering as she put it on. She
had no idea where her thong was as she left and went staggered back
into the larger bar area.

She hurried into the employee's door, found a
bathroom and sat down, dazed, filled with disbelief, and still
trembling from the incredible force of the second orgasm. She
felt... used... abused... victimized... and yet.. somehow, not
guilty at all. On the contrary, she felt strangely excited.

I can't believe I did that! I can't believe
four men had sex with me! Ohmygod! Omygod!

And it had happened so fast!

She should have... should have... have...
resisted... somehow... screamed... refused... done something!

Slave girl.

She moaned, and then, reaching down to rub
her sore, abused sex, she discovered where her thong was. She eased
aside the lips of her sex, and then slowly and gently tugged her
thong out. And with it came four small gold coins.

She stared at them in the palm of her hand,
blinking, still feeling stunned. They were smaller than the other
one, and said they were worth ten dollars. But she now doubted that
was the case. Gold coins did not seem to be worth what was printed
on them.

This is insane, she thought. I need to get
out of here!

Instead she put her thong back on and then
washed her face, combed her hair back, and found her way back into
the bar. She caught at Zoe's arm and pulled her aside.

“Uhm... what are ten dollar coins worth?”

“Huh, oh, the quarter ounce ones? Half what
the half ounce ones are worth,” she said, grinning as if that was
obvious.

“Oh.”

That meant four of them were worth almost...
eighteen hundred dollars...

Elena's mind was gripped by a wild flurry of
thoughts and emotions, veering between this is absolutely wrong
and degrading! to Oh my God, this is so much money!

But beyond them all was a strange, almost
mesmerizing sense of hunger and sensuality, of her own sexuality
and sexual desirability and value, and how eagerly and hungrily
every man here looked at her.

Prostitution? Prostitutes didn't get almost
two thousand dollars for under ten minutes of... work!

With no idea what else to do she went back to
work, serving the men, smiling, and being groped and fondled as she
moved around the bar. Given what those four men – and Peterson –
had done to her in the alcoves, though, it was hard to be
particularly outraged over that.

Elena felt almost as if she were in a daze,
but of strange, breathless sexual desire. The way men looked at
her, talked to her and touched her made something in the back of
her mind pulse with dark pleasure and heat.

Later she asked Zoe if she'd ever heard of a
'slave key' and the blonde snickered.

“It's a vibrator,” she said. “It's short and
slim, but it curved up and out so that it presses directly against
your clitoris. They sell them at the gift shop.

“Why do they call it a key?”

“A key to getting a slave girl to unlock her
thighs,” Zoe said with a grin.

*

By now Elena realized that the men who sat in
the alcoves wanted privacy for more than their conversations. So
when one of the masters sat in the alcove in her section she felt
her chest tightening and butterflies fluttering. Anxiety rippled
through her, but so too did a dark rush of anticipation.

“May I serve you, Master?” she asked.

“Clean this table, Slave. It's filthy,” the
man ordered.

The table was spotless, but Elena knew that
even in an ordinary bar the customer was always right.

“Yes, Master. I'll be right back,
Master.”

She quickly got a cleaning cloth and spray
and went back, then leaned over to spray and clean the table. She
was not the least surprised when his fingers began to caress her
through her thong, nor even when he tugged the thong aside.

She gulped as she felt something sliding in
between her pussy lips, and quickly realized it was another of
those 'keys'. But this time the man seemed to simply insert it,
then tug her thong back into place as she quickly finished cleaning
the table.

“C-Can I get you something, Master?” she
gulped.

“Scotch and soda, slave. Glenlivet.”

“Yes, Master.”

“And make it snappy. I'm already thinking of
complaining to management about the table.”

Elena hurried back to the bar and ordered the
scotch. The little vibrator was still inside her, of course, with
the base nestled in the mouth of her sex. She would, she supposed,
remove that when she was done with this master.

She returned to the alcove and gave him her
usual smile, then leaned forward to set down his glass.

The 'key' started to vibrate.

Startled by the sudden intense vibrations she
squealed and almost dropped the glass. It tipped over and spilled
on the table as she jerked her thighs together.

“Miserable, incompetent slave,” he
growled.

He stood up, forced her to bend over the
table, drew her wrists back behind her and locked the golden
bracelets together, then jerked her upright and gripped the chain
attached to her collar.

Panting, moaning, eyes wide, Elena had little
choice as he yanked her back out into the bar and then into the
back rooms.

This time it was the room next to the one
Peterson had taken her. The man undid her shackles again, though,
and pulled her right wrist up to attach to one of the overhand
chains. This time, though, he pulled her left wrist out to the
side, and attached it to a second chain. A moment later her legs
were pulled apart as shackles went around her ankles.

Then her clothes were quickly torn free to
leave her naked.

“Slave,” he growled, jerking back on her
hair. “We do not tolerate such incompetence here!”

Elena trembled and moaned, face flushed, the
flush spreading down her body.

He moved to a small cupboard, returning to
pull her hair back again before shoving something into her open
mouth.

Elena was startled and struggled briefly,
before he had it in her mouth. He then drew thin straps across her
cheeks and back behind her head to attach together.

Elena stared at a mirror on the wall a few
feet in front of her, transfixed.

It was a ball gag! She'd seen them on the
internet! She stared at her face, with her mouth forced open, her
lips pressed against the thick ball, most of which filled her
mouth. She felt a wild rush of disbelief. She was naked and
spreadeagled, chained... chained like that before a
stranger!

Just as she had with the four men she felt a
sense of unreality, as if this could not be happening, but when the
man jerked back her hair and began to rub his fingers against her
clitoris her hips bucked out helplessly.

The little vibrator was still mostly inside
her, with just the base pushing out and up against her clitoris,
buzzing, buzzing...

He moved behind her and she felt his fingers
against her buttocks, spreading them apart. Then something rounded
pushed against her back opening!

Shocked, Elena squealed and jerked against
the chains holding her, but to no avail.

“Oh! Oh please, Master!” she cried, but her
words were largely unintelligible due to the gag.

Something pushed into her an inch, then two,
getting thicker, stretching her out more and more as it slid
higher, until her back opening ached! Then it abruptly narrowed and
she felt her body sucking it in deeper – until something halted it,
something still outside her.

“Slave girls need discipline,” he said.
“Discipline comes from flogging.”

What did he say!? she wondered in
astonishment.

She stared at him in the mirror behind her,
watched as he turned back to her from the little cupboard, and saw
some sort of whip in his hand! It had a short handle and then a
mass of dark strings, something like shoelaces or boot laces!

She squealed again and strained against the
chains as he leered at her.

“Nothing more exciting than whipping a sexy
little slave girl into submission,” he growled.

Elena's eyes widened. Surely he wasn't...
surely he wouldn't... !

He drew his arm back and swung the whip, and
the black laces swept in and down as the spread out to strike the
small of her back!

Elena screamed as they struck, her back
arching! But even as she was doing so she felt an instant's
surprise, startled that the blow was so lightweight, and then that
there was only a little stinging. She gulped, staring, then felt a
wave of relief.

Of course he wasn't really going to whip her!
This was all a perverted game, not reality!

But it did sting a little, though not as much
as a bare hand on her bottom.

He swung again and again and again, and she
gasped and moaned, staring at herself in the mirror, feeling a wild
jolt each time the whip cut across her back. She stared at her body
as her back arched repeatedly, for it was a natural reaction. The
multiple thin leather laces did sting after all.

This is sick! This is perverted! This is
insane, she thought, moaning around the ball in her mouth.

The heat mounted within her, though. The flog
cut across her buttocks, and then curled around to nip at her ribs
and belly and then her breasts!

She writhed and twisted, crying out into the
gag as the flog landed. Her skin was starting to turn pink, and the
laces were stinging more and more. Her movements became more
frantic even as the heat built up within her.

A slave girl being whipped! I'm a slave
girl being whipped! she thought in thrilled heat.

She cried out as the laces cut into her
breasts, then again, writhing and twisting, her head thrown
back.

The man cursed and threw down the flog, then
reached between her buttocks and pulled … whatever that thing was
he'd inserted inside her.

Elena felt the pressure against the inside of
her sphincter, felt it forced open, then the thing came free and
dropped onto the floor. A moment later she felt something else
thrusting into her, something softer, but longer and warmer.

He was sodomizing her, she thought in
wide-eyed understanding.

That was so... dirty and... degrading and...
obscene!

She felt his cock sliding deep into her ass
even as his hands came around her chest and roughly cupped and
kneaded her breasts.

“Sex slave,” he growled, leaning in to chew
on the nape of her neck.

Heat descended on her like a curtain, and
Elena felt as if her bones were melting. The man's cock drove high
into her belly, then he began to thrust hard and fast. She gasped
and moaned into the gag, her mind reeling from the emotional heat
even more than the raw sensations.

She had never, of course, been sodomized. The
feeling shocked her! The idea, the shocking, wicked, outrageous
idea that this man had his cock up high in her ass was an
astonishing thing to the proper, modest young woman.

Being here – like this – naked – shackled –
staring at herself in the mirror with the ball gag in her mouth –
watching him behind her – it was all so... so astonishing! And a
raw, scalding heat poured into her from that.

She could feel him thrusting up into her, and
thought she could actually feel the thick veins along his slick,
erect cock as it slid through the opening to her body! She felt it
thrusting high, high, high, until she felt a cramping, an ache deep
in her belly!

He forced himself even deeper, and she cried
out as she felt his bare hips against her buttocks.

He chuckled, jerking back on her hips and
grinding himself against her.

“Ahh. I'm balls deep in your tight ass, Slave
Girl,” he growled.

Elena felt a surge of dark heat and the
orgasm took her. Her muscles spasmed and her hips jerked
convulsively as he began to thrust again, hard and fast, his hips
slapping against her as his big hands jerked back on her hips.

She stared at herself in the mirrored wall
and her head fell back, her back arching as fire raced over her
body. She felt, once again, that sense of surrender, only this time
a surrender to the dark, wanton heat and thrilling depravity of
what was happening.

His hand roughly squeezed her breast, then
slid down between her legs, jamming itself against the 'key' and
grinding it against her. A fresh wave of sensation tore through
her, and Elena cried out in breathless pleasure, then her voice
rose higher as a second orgasm swept through her, then a third.

And all the while his hips beat against her
buttocks as he used her like a whore, like a... prisoner, like a …
sex slave!

The pounding went on and on until... it
halted. Elena shuddered, her chin falling to her chest as she
gasped for breath. Slowly, her mind fit itself back together and
she raised her head, staring at herself in the mirror. Then she
noticed she was alone. She frowned uncertainly, tugging against the
shackles to no avail.

Where had he gone? Surely he would be back
quickly...!

The 'key' was still inside her, and still
buzzing. Her hips jerked uncomfortably, and she moaned, then
realized to her dismay that she had been drooling around the ball
in her mouth! Appalled, she swallowed her saliva, raising her head
and tugging again at the shackles.

How long did he intend to leave her like
this!?

The door opened, and her eyes widened in
shock! Then her chin dropped low as heat flooded her face.

It was not him. It was one of the
bouncers!

The man calmly undid the straps from her
ankles, then removed the chains from her wrist bands. However, he
then pulled her wrists down and back behind her before locking them
together once again. He gripped the chain dangling from her collar,
then tugged, pulling her remorselessly to the door and then out
into the hall – naked.

Elena moaned anxiously, looking around wildly
as the man calmly led her further up the hall, and then into a
small, empty office. He took the end of the chain attached to her
collar and raised it, slipping it over a hook set into the wall.
Then he left, closing the door behind him.

Elena's mind squirmed, desperately relieved
he had gone but still horribly embarrassed he had seen her like
that!

But now what was happening?! She was naked in
someone's office! She was completely helpless! She was being held
in place by a chain that, she now realized, was a leash!

Slave girl, a voice whispered in her
mind.

The door opened and she gasped and turned her
body away from it. It closed and Ms. Karling came in.

“So. Ms. Frost.”

She reached up and slipped the leash off the
hook, then dropped it, taking Elena's arm and tugging her out into
the center of the small room.

“Stand there. Feet apart,” she ordered, using
her own foot to force Elena's ankles wider. “Head back, chest
out.”

She slapped Elena's bottom sharply and Elena
gasped.

With her standing there as directed she
watched Ms. Karling move around behind the desk and sit down, then
look at her.

Elena's face burned!

“The reports I have say that you're coming
along very well,” Karling said. “There was that regretful moment
the other day when you let your fears and inhibitions overcome your
better sense, but since then you seem to be enjoying working here.
Is that not correct?”

Elena still had the ball gag in her mouth and wondered what she was
supposed to do.

“Answer, slave,” Karling snapped.

“Yethh!” she said, as best she could around
the ball gag.

Karling rose and came around the desk.

“You learn best when you get in the habit of
doing something, slave girl,” Karling said.

She picked up a slim black rod from a table
and then swung it sideways. It cut through the air and then snapped
in against Elena's buttocks, with a sharp, stinging blow that made
her cry out.

“Always answer 'yes master' or 'yes
mistress',” she said sternly. “Do you understand., slave girl?”

“Y-Yeth, Mistress!” she moaned.

“You have a lovely body,” Karling said,
examining her.

Elena blushed even more.

The rod came out and pressed against the
underside of Elena's left breast, lifting it slightly.

“Excellent breasts. No wonder the masters
like you.”

She looked down and snorted, then reached for
the key, sliding it slowly out of Elena's pussy.

“Lovely pussy,” she said. “Very
attractive.”

Elena gasped as the woman reached down to run
her fingers along the line of her sex, then spread her lips and
slid a finger inside her.

“Sopping wet,” she said. “Excellent.”

She pulled back and went back to sit behind
her desk.

“We're thinking of promoting you, Frost.
You're exactly the sort of girl we want here. Lovely, submissive,
and sexually responsive. Our membership is sophisticated and
discerning. They can tell the difference between a girl who's
faking it, and one who is truly aroused and excited.”

She sat back in the chair, looking Elena up
and down.

“Yes, you're out of place in the Byzantium
room. You deserve to work the Spa, and the Spa deserves to have you
there. The Spa pays fifty dollars an hour plus tips. And the tips
are generally superior to anywhere else.

“We're also thinking about putting you on our
yacht. The yacht is called the Emperor. It's three hundred and
fifty feet of gorgeous, sleek, beautiful, top-of-the-line luxury
for our best members. And only the best girls get to sail her.
She's usually sailing around the Mediterranean between France,
Spain, Italy and Greece.”

Elena stared at her in confusion. It felt
distinctly... bizarre how casually the woman was treating this, was
behaving and reacting given Elena was naked and shackled in front
of her! On the other hand, the woman's casual reaction was
comforting and reassuring, and Elena began to feel less
embarrassed.

“Keep making the masters happy, Slave Girl,
and you can make a fortune with us,” Karling said.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


The door opened and another woman entered.
Like Karling she was older, in her early thirties. She was a tall
redhead, with shoulder length blood-red hair dancing on her
shoulders, and wore a pinstriped black suit.

“Ah, Beth. This is her,” Karling said.

The redhead came in and Elena gasped as she
gripped her hair and jerked her head up and back to look at her
face.

“Very pretty,” she said.

Her eyes skimmed down Elena's body. “Nice
body.”

“Yes. And quite responsive, according to the
members who have spoken with me.”

“She's kind of new for the Spa, isn't she?
Seems shy.”

“Yes, but I believe she might have a natural
talent. The Spa will bring it out in her with minimal
training.”

“All right. I'll give her a try and see how
it goes,” Beth said. “If she acts up, on your head be it.”

Beth took the 'leash' and tugged, leading
Elena back to the door, and out into the hall again.

Elena gasped, staring around wildly once more
as the redhead headed around the corner and further up the narrow
hall.

She glanced back at her and snorted.

“Shy, Slave Girl? Why would a slave girl be
shy? Especially one with a body like yours?”

They stopped in front of what was obviously
an elevator. Beth pushed the button and the door opened, and she
pulled Elena inside.

It was quite a small elevator, but Elena
couldn't forget she was naked for a single second! And getting
farther and farther from her clothes!

They went down to the bottom floor, and Beth
led her out into another corridor, this one with a stone floor.
Another girl approached them, and Elena's face burned as she jerked
her chin down.

“New girl, Beth?” she asked.

Elena raised her chin slightly, amazed. The
girl was topless! She wore a narrow loincloth similar to the ones
she'd worn above, only less see-through. Aside from that she had
nothing on but the golden shackles and collar. She was beautiful,
with long brown hair and big, firm breasts. And she seemed
completely unembarrassed about how little she was wearing.

“Yes. And I think she needs a little training
first. You can help.”

“I live to serve,” the girl said slightly
mockingly.

Beth snorted, and led Elena into a nearby
room. It was empty, but for a large, Persian rug which almost
covered it from wall to wall.

“Get rid of that, Hannah,” Beth said.

Hannah slipped off the loincloth, and was now
as naked as Elena.

Beth went to a cupboard and brought down a
long thin rod which reminded Elena of the one Karling had used on
her bottom.

“All right, Slaves. We're going to have a
brief training session,” she said. “Undo her shackles, Beth.”

The other girl unlocked the shackles binding
Elena's wrists together.

“Take out the gag?”

“No, leave it for the moment. I don't need to
hear her chatter. Sometimes I think all of you should wear
one.”

Hannah stuck her tongue out at the
redhead.

“Stand in front of her, facing her.”

Beth stood to the side as Elena shifted her
weight on her feet uncomfortably.

“All right. So, by now you've figured out
this is a fantasy playground for wealthy, powerful men,” she said
to Elena. “And what you and I and this troublemaker are after is to
get as much of that money as we can for ourselves.”

“Not to mention the fun,” Hannah said.

“Did I tell you to talk, Slave?” Beth
demanded.

“No, Mistress!” Hannah said meekly.

“Present for inspection,” Beth growled,
slapping the rod against her thigh.

Hannah instantly jerked her hands up behind
her neck and arched her back while spreading her feet apart on the
floor. An instant later, as Beth glared at her, Elena did the same,
blushing hotly.

“Now we all know, just as the members do,
that you're not really slave girls. But in this place you will act
the role, and the members get to act like your masters. This...
fantasy, is part of why we can charge outrageous membership fees
and get them paid without complaint.”

The tip of the rod, Elena saw, was a
flattened piece of leather. She watched Beth sliding that up and
down against Hannah's nipples, which soon stiffened.

“So when you arrive here in the morning you
must think of yourself as slave girls. You are property.”

She slapped lightly at Hannah's breast.

“Who owns this breast, slave?”

“You do, Mistress!” the girl said.

The tip slid down her belly and then the
shaft pressed up between the lips of her sex.

“Who owns this pussy, slave?”

“You do, Mistress!” Hannah moaned.

Beth drew the rod back and moved around
behind her, then swung the thing to snap it across her bottom.

“Who owns this pretty ass, slave girl?”

“You do, Mistress!”

She reached up and gripped Hannah's hair,
jerking it roughly back.

Hannah gasped, but her hands never moved from
the back of her neck.

“What can I do with this lovely body,
slave?”

“Anything you wish, Mistress!” Hannah
exclaimed.

Beth released her and turned to Elena.

“Humility, modesty, meekness. Eyes downcast.
Obedience. These are the tools of your trade, Slave Girl,” she
said.

She slapped the tip lightly against Elena's
left nipple, and she winced a bit, but didn't move.

Then she slid the rod between her thighs and
brought the shaft up against her pussy, letting it sink in, and
sawing it slowly up and down so the shaft rubbed against her
clitoris.

“What is the duty of a slave?” she
demanded.

Elena gulped in air uncertainly.

“You could take her gag out,” Hannah
suggested dryly.

Beth glared at her. “You're not helping,
slut.”

“Sorry, oh great mistress.”

Beth turned back to Elena. “The duty of a
slave is to obey the masters and to serve their needs. If you fail
in that you will be punished. As this slut here has been often
enough.”

She turned her head to glare at Hannah, but
missed her sticking her tongue out.

“How much money did you make last year,
slut?”

“About four hundred and fifty thousand
dollars, Mistress,” Hannah said.

Elena's eyes widened in astonishment.

“Yes, that's right, slave girl,” Beth said,
slapping the tip of the rod lightly against Elena's nipple. “This
is not a temporary job to earn money for college. I know you told
that to Karling. I read your file before going up there. This is a
job you can retire on after only a few years. Or you can become a
multi-millionaire, buy a gorgeous house and then go to college if
that's what you want. Make use of your beauty while you're young,
and your brain later.”

“But - ,” she said, gripping Elena's hair and
jerking her head back roughly. “You must submit. Put your hands
down at your sides!”

Elena's hands had instinctively come up to
grasp her wrists but now she dropped them, moaning.

“Never resist the masters – or mistress. You
are a submissive slave girl. Whatever someone wants to do with you
will be done.”

*

It was even more excruciatingly embarrassing
going out into the spa, for she was wearing exactly what Hannah was
– a loincloth, and nothing more! It was true that a number of men
had seen her bare breasts of late, but it still seemed shocking to
be walking through groups of people with her breasts naked to their
eyes!

The only thing which made it bearable was the
number of similarly clad girls there.

The spa was not a bar. It had what could only
be called a huge Roman-style pool, with pillars at the corners,
occupying half the room. There were also several smaller pools –
hot tubs, she thought. In between them and around them were soft,
thick carpets upon which had been placed cushions for the members
to lay or sit on. There were also a number of heavily padded white
sofas along the walls, which members lounged upon.

In addition to the hot tubs and pool there
were fountains here and there. At the entrances, the muscular
bouncers were bare-chested, and wore turbans, and billowing
trousers, with swords at their sides which Elena assumed were
fake.

The only difference between this and an old
Roman villa, Elena noticed, were the electronic news and stock
tickers placed along the walls.

“Just remember to giggle whenever one of the
masters says something he thinks is amusing,” Hannah said to her as
she led her through the room. “Always smile. A shy smile – yes,
like that – is perfect. Blush, but smile. Don't look too
embarrassed.”

Here and there, slave girls were dancing,
either with a master, or by themselves as a master or masters
watched, to the soft background music. Other slave girls carried
trays with food and drink back and forth. While still more sat with
the masters – or on the masters, giggling and allowing themselves
to be fondled and caressed.

“Master. I brought you a new girl,” Hannah
said abruptly, as they stopped before a pile of cushions upon which
sat – Peterson.

Elena blushed.

“Ah yes, very new indeed,” Peterson said.

Hannah gave her a slight push, and she
stumbled closer. Peterson then gripped her wrist and pulled her
down onto the cushions beside him.

“Well, little slave. You've progressed
quickly,” he said, looking her up and down.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gulped.

She looked around, panicking, as Hannah left
her, but Peterson slipped his arm around her and pulled her in
closer.

“Did I mention before how gorgeous your
breasts are, slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master,” she gulped. “Thank you,
Master!”

She gasped, her eyes widening, as he openly
cupped and squeezed her breast! Her eyes darted out, looking around
her to see if anyone was watching, but no one appeared to be paying
any attention.

“What's your name again, Slave?”

“Elena, Master!”

“Ah yes. How old are you, Elena?”

“I'm nineteen, Master.”

“A lovely age, nineteen. Old enough to know
better but young enough not to care.”

Elena decided that was supposed to be amusing
and giggled.

“Your whole life ahead of you. What do you
intend doing with it, slave?”

“I... hadn't decided, Master,” she said.
“I... would like to... go to university.”

He snorted. “Waste of time, educating a girl
like you. What you need, girl, is training in how to use this
incredible body of yours. You can make more with that by far than
anything you'll ever make from some salary.”

His hand slipped under her loincloth and she
gasped, eyes darting around again.

“Get me a grape, slave,” he ordered.

There was a bowl of fresh grapes next to her,
and she picked it up, then plucked one and held it out before his
mouth. He grinned and took it from her fingers, as his own fingers
gently rubbed her down under the loincloth.

This is so crazy, she thought wildly. But all
the other girls she saw were acting just as uninhibited, and were
just as naked (or nearly so). This was a different world, Beth had
said, and the rules from outside did not apply here.

She was a slave girl!

Peterson was not uninteresting. He was a
better conversationalist than many of the guys she'd dated. It was
disconcerting how openly he touched her, of course, where others
were or could be looking, but she began to get used to it because
everyone else was doing the same.

She gasped as his finger, a long, thick one,
penetrated her, and then slid deep, pumping gently in and out as he
talked and she fed him grapes. Her heart was beating faster, and
her chest had been tight since she'd entered the Spa. It seemed
incredible some man she barely knew could be fingering her like
this in an open area!

Slave girl! she thought.

Perhaps it was the outrageous nature of it,
but she felt her stomach starting to flutter, and her lower belly
to throb. She moaned low in her throat as Peterson continued to
idly stroke her. And then he brought his thumb up against her
clitoris and began to rub her there too!

“M-Master,” she moaned.

“Yes, Slave?”

“Sh-should we... go... somewhere?” she
gasped.

“Somewhere?”

“Somewhere more... private?” she moaned.

He chuckled. “Shy, are you?”

He pulled his fingers free, and then slid
them into her mouth. Blushing, Elena sucked and licked them as he
pumped them in and out. Then he rose and pulled her with him. They
walked across the big, open area and into an open doorway.

The room was small, not much bigger than the
alcoves upstairs. It's only furnishing was a plush leather love
seat. Peterson sat down, but pulled her to her knees on the floor
before him, then lifted his robe up and out of the way.

“Serve your master, slave,” he growled.

Heat flared inside her, and Elena moaned as
she leaned in. This was so kinky and perverted and wild and
outrageous and slutty!

She began to lick and suck on his cock, and
was soon bobbing up and down as her small hands massaged his
balls.

He lay back and sighed comfortably,
watching.

“You'll go far, Slave Girl,” he groaned.

He reached out and pushed down on her head,
and Elena gurgled as his cock pushed into her throat. She
instinctively struggled to resist, but he was very strong.

“Do not resist your master, Slave,” he said
sternly.

Resisting certainly wasn't doing her any
good! Her lips were now wrapped around the base of his shaft and
she wriggled and trembled and moaned as he held her there.

“They will have to train you better,” he
said, holding her firmly in place.

He pulled back on her hair and she coughed
and gasped for breath,

“You have lots of raw talent, though.”

He pulled on her hair and she scrambled up
onto his lap, straddling him. Then as he positioned his thick,
slick cock against her, she sank down with a dark, delicious
shudder as the thick cock pushed high into her belly.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped as she rode up
and down.

He mauled her breasts, sucking and licking
and chewing them as she rode him, as she impaled herself again and
again, exulting in the feel of his thick flesh pushing up inside
her. She rode harder, gasping, moaning, and then crying out as the
orgasm took her, glorying in the wild howling storm of
pleasure.

Every time she slid down the thick spear of
flesh she felt another seething rush of dark pleasure. It didn't
matter how it ached when she took it fully inside. If anything,
that added to the dark heat of having such a large cock inside her,
of being so completely impaled on him!

It left her dazed and panting as he finished
with her, and groaning as he pushed her back while he casually
fondled her breasts.

He left her there, and after a minute she got
to her feet, feeling guilty again as she made her way back into the
bar. No sooner had she arrived, however, when Beth took her arm and
guided her back into the employee hall.

“Wh-what?” she gulped.

Crack!

Beth slapped her bottom sharply.

“Always append mistress or master when you
speak to anyone,” she said.

Beth brought her into the same room as she'd
originally been in. This time the other woman brought out a pair of
dildos from the cupboard. She fastened one to a post which went
down the middle of the room.

“Get down on all fours,” she ordered.

Confused, Elena obeyed, and Beth took her
'leash' and made her crawl up to the thing, then turn around.

“Now back up.”

Elena gasped and her face flushed, but Beth
jerked back on her hair.

“Back, slave.”

“Oh! Oh! Please!” Elena gasped.

She felt the pressure of the dildo against
her sex, then felt it pushing into her. She slid backward, inch
after inch, until it was deep inside her, then Beth, who was also
kneeling, moved in front of her, holding up a second dildo.

“You need to master the art of deep throating
if you're to pocket all those hundreds of thousands of dollars.
You're a lovely girl but so is everyone else, and our clientele
demands the best.”

She held Elena's head up and back by the hair
and then pushed the dildo into her mouth.

“Swallow. Learn to swallow. Learn to love it.
Learn to love the power and the way men react to it.”

The dildo slid into her throat and Elena
gagged and jerked back – but that did her little since it only
impaled her more fully on the dildo behind her. She instinctively
pushed against Beth until the woman tsked in annoyance and pulled
the dildo back. Then she locked her wrists behind her and tried
again.

And again and again and again.

Elena's throat was sore and she was
light-headed by the time the older woman pronounced herself
somewhat satisfied. She had not only pushed the dildo deep into her
throat repeatedly but had pumped it in and out, faster and faster,
as Elena got used to it, then used a larger dildo to do the
same.

“Do you think you've got it now, slave?”

'Y-Y-Yes... M-Mistress!” Elena gasped.

“Let's see.”

She went out and returned with one of the
bouncers, clad in his turban and billowing pants.

Elena gasped, her face going red, but the man
casually knelt before her, took her hair in his hands, and slid his
cock into her mouth.

Elena moaned, her eyes fluttering, but when
his cock slid down her throat she accepted it easily enough.

“Let's try her sitting on her heels, where
her head isn't tilted back so much,” Beth said.

They drew her forward and had her sit on her
heels, then the guard slid his cock back into her mouth and down
her throat. Elena found that more difficult, but not that much
more. Beth began to give her other pointers on oral sex, kneeling
beside her as she instructed her in how to perform at a high level
for the masters.

When the guard had come in her throat, he was
replaced by another, then another. Elena was confused and
self-conscious, and felt guilty, but at the same time it seemed
almost... natural to obey Beth's orders. And she felt a certain
amount of excitement and success in mastering her gag instinct.

When she went out into the Spa she was almost
eager to try out her newfound abilities, and soon found a master
interested in helping her. She spent a good half hour teasing and
taunting his cock and balls, licking and massaging, stroking and
mouthing, before pumping her mouth and throat on it and swallowing
his come.

Then he insisted she use her oral skills to
rouse him a second time so she could straddle him as she had
Peterson, and ride his cock.
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“No, sway to the music,” Beth growled,
bringing the crop in across Elena's buttocks.

Elena gasped, and tried to imitate the other
girls better, as they all danced (naked of course) in time to the
music. Beth was a very demanding teacher, insisting on perfection
in how they moved their hips and bodies, how their hands and arms
moved, the expressions on their face, and how they positioned
themselves for best visual appeal.

These little lessons were part of her time in
the Spa. She had been here two weeks now, and whenever she thought
of the things she was doing felt more than slightly astonished and
guilty. The money, however, was incredible!

And the sense of freedom from judgment, from
inhibitions, from anxiety about how others might criticize her if
she acted too... slutty... that was amazing too.

But instant obedience was a part of the
atmosphere too. Slave girls did as they were told and did not
question.

“All right. Enough. Your shifts are
starting,” Beth growled.

She caught at Elena's arm to let the others
go.

“You have been selected to go out to Emperor
next week,” she said. “You leave Monday. You'll get a flight to
Greece, where she's docked, and join her there.”

Elena looked at her in surprise, then
excitement. She'd get to go and work on a yacht sailing around
Europe!

“Remember, Slave Girl, standards there are
very high. Any complaints and you'll be walking the plank, so to
speak. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!”

Elena did not, of course, tell her family
what sort of club this was, or what she did here. She told them the
Emperor was a small cruise liner owned by the company, and she
would be working there for three months. No one was the least
suspicious.

The company actually drove her to the airport
in a limousine! Then one of the bouncers, wearing a dark suit, saw
to her luggage and saw her through customs. Her seat on the
airliner was first class, and she delighted in the feeling of
luxury, wearing her designer suit like some rich girl, and sipping
wine as she gazed out the window.

Another limo and man in black met her at the
airport when she landed, saw her through customs, got her luggage,
then drove her across the airport to the heliport. There she and
her luggage were loaded on a helicopter for her first ride.

It was quite exciting looking around at the
city below, and out at the beautiful blue water of the
Mediterranean. Then, after several minutes, she saw the enormous
ship waiting for her and felt a sense of excitement and wonder.

I can't believe I'm in Europe and about to
work on a beautiful yacht! She thought in delight.

The yacht had multiple decks above water, and
she could see some guests lounging around in bathing suits in the
sun, attended on by pretty girls who wore nothing but collars and
shackles.

She was led below decks to meet Mistress
Marie, who was tall, stern looking, and very French.

“Strip,” she ordered with her first word.

That was a bit jarring, but Elena was used to
displaying her body now, and quickly removed her clothing.

“Very good,” the woman said in heavily
accented English.

She walked slowly around her, inspecting her
body. “You'll do nicely provided you have learned a slave girl's
duty.”

“A slave girl's duty is to submit and obey
and please her master and mistress... Mistress,” Elena said.

Marie took out a golden collar and fit it
around Elena's neck. It was thicker and heavier than the one she'd
worn at the club. Likewise, the metal bracelets which went around
her wrists, and her ankles too, were thicker and heavier.

“What are you, slut?” she demanded.

Elena gulped. “I'm a slave girl,
Mistress!”

“And what happens when slave girls displease
their master?”

“They're punished, Mistress,” she said
anxiously.

“See that you remember that, Slave,” the
woman growled.

Elena was reasonably confident. She had
mastered oral sex, and knew how to do a lot of things now.
Sometimes the masters liked to teasingly flog her or strap her, or
more often, spank her. That could be painful, but not terribly so,
and it was always helplessly thrilling too, in a dark, exciting
way.

And so it was the case with her very first
'master'. She was nervous and self-conscious at first, because it
seemed the girls here wore absolutely nothing other than collar and
shackles! She had been exposed to a number of men at the club, but
hadn't been completely naked in the common areas of the bars!

Her self-consciousness combined with the
unfamiliar sway of the deck and she had no sooner brought him his
wine on a tray when the sway of the ship caused her to spill a
little onto the deck.

“Clumsy slut,” he growled. “Clean that at
once.”

“Yes, Master!” she exclaimed, turning to
hurry back to the bar to get a cloth.

“Stop!”

She halted.

“Where are you going?”

“To get a cloth, master!”

He snorted. “On your knees, slut.”

Gulping, Elena obeyed.

“Face down, ass high.”

She flushed. This sort of position was only
used in private at the club, when one of the Masters was going to
mount her. Did they do that in public here!?

She hesitated only a moment before
obeying.

“Now clean it with your tongue, Slave.”

Elena blinked, but then obeyed. It made her
feel very strange. On the one hand, it was outrageous to expect her
to clean wine off the deck with her tongue! She had done it once
before from a clean table, but not off the floor! Still, she
couldn't very well refuse! Especially on her first day! And on the
other hand, the very outrageousness of it caught at that strange –
almost masochistic sense of dark heat which had been steadily
growing in her mind.

Her face was red displaying herself like this
as other masters and slaves walked by, but she felt a dark
thrumming power lower in her belly as her tongue licked at the
floor

“You spilled some onto my foot, clumsy fool,”
he growled. Keep licking.”

Elena felt something like a psychic jolt at
what he was demanding. She felt her chest tighten even as her mind
locked up. Part of her was indignant and wanted to refuse, but a
wave of sizzling heat swept through her and, almost moaning, she
eased forward and licked at his sandaled foot.

“Keep licking, slave,” he growled.

He reached down and gripped her by the hair,
then roughly pulled her upward until she was between his legs.

Moaning, she stared at his crotch as he
pulled aside his bathing suit and his erection came out, then he
pulled her in and she slid her lips over it.

They were on the open deck, and there were at
least a dozen people around them. That gave the act a measure of
dark heat and embarrassment that made her pulse race and heart
pound. The flush of her face went right down her chest, but it was
only partly in embarrassment.

It seemed the more outrageous an act the more
darkly erotic it was, and her body churned with heat as she bobbed
up and down on the master's cock.

“This the new slave?” she heard a man ask
from behind her.

“Just arrived,” the man said.

“Nice ass on her.”

Marie had inserted a butt-plug into Elena.
That hadn't surprised her since she'd taken to wearing one at the
club to be more ready for anal sex. Now she felt it pulled free,
then as the master she was sucking pushed down to force his cock
deep into her throat, she felt another hard cock sliding into her
ass.

The two men used her roughly, and she gurgled
and gasped as her head was forced up and down on the man's cock,
but that dark heat only grew as she was taken so shockingly in
public! Right in front of so many people!

It was also tremendously embarrassing, of
course, but nothing seemed able to push back the dark heat.

No sooner had they finished when another man
reached down and gripped her by the hair, then walked away! Elena,
gasping and moaning, had little choice but to crawl rapidly after
him as he led her to another lounge chair, then sat down and pulled
her mouth onto his cock.

Elena bobbed up and down, sucking and
licking, until he pulled her up and lay back on the lounge chair.
Then she straddled him, sinking her pussy down and riding him as he
reached up to fondle her breasts.

This is absolutely insane, she thought
dazedly. I can't believe I'm doing this in public!

Then another man walked up beside the lounge
chair. He gripped her hair, forcing her head to the side and thrust
his cock into her mouth. She felt movement behind her, and then the
butt-plug was pulled out. She shuddered as she felt another cock
sliding into her bottom.

This isn't happening! she thought as
heat suffused her.

But it was, as another thick cock slid up
into her belly, and the third pushed into her throat.

Dazedly, she rode the first cock while the
master thrust up into her, and the other thrust into her from
behind. Someone rubbed her clitoris, and it was as if her brain
exploded. She screamed and screamed as her body writhed in the fire
of the most intense orgasm she'd ever felt.

Fortunately, with a cock stuffed deep into
her throat, her screams were fairly muted.

She was put through her paces by the masters
on the ship, taken again and again that afternoon, until she was
exhausted. By the time she was given a break she'd had sex, she
thought, with at least a dozen men!

What am I doing here, she thought
wonderingly.

Marie had her gargle and brush her teeth,
douche, and give herself an enema, then take a quick shower. Then
she was back on the deck, this time to dance slowly, swaying to the
music, with another girl, a blonde Russian named Nicole.

Dancing together also meant caressing each
other, rubbing their bodies together and kissing. It wasn't sex,
exactly, but more of a 'show' for the members to rest their eyes on
occasionally. Because it wasn't actually sex but more of a slow
dance it could go on for some time.

But it aroused her, kissing, pillowing and
rubbing their slippery oil-coated breasts together, feeling the
woman's hands sliding over her body as they kissed.

This was something she had engaged in back at
the club, but not naked, and not with quite so blatant a touch.
Nicole's hands slid down to rub her pussy, as well as kneading her
buttocks, and given the slippery sunscreen which had been liberally
applied to their bodies that made Elena shudder.

After about twenty minutes she and Nicole
were moved up to another deck, and other girls took their place.
This deck had a pool on it, with members lounging around. It also,
of course, had lots of comfortable lounge chairs, a bartender, and
slave girls to attend them.

She and Nicole resumed their little lesbian
dance, but within a minute or two one of the masters interrupted
it.

“You, new girl. Come here.”

Nicole gave her a gentle push and she walked
over to where the man lay on his lounger. He pointed to his crotch,
and Emily felt another little jolt of outrage – and heat. She
dropped to her knees and mouthed him through his bathing suit, then
gently peeled it down and set to work on his cock.

“Nice tits on you,” he said, roughly groping
her breast.

She soon had him hard and took him deep into
her throat, siding her lips slowly up and down until he pushed her
back.

“Get on the deck, face down, ass high.”

Flushing a little, Elena obeyed, and the man
knelt behind her. People were walking back and forth right in front
of her as he pulled the butt-plug out and drove his cock deep into
her ass!

She shuddered and moaned as he fucked her
hard and fast from the start, slapping her bottom and yanking on
her hair as his belly slapped hard against her buttocks.

This is unbelievably slutty! God! God!
God!

Guilt and embarrassment rippled through her
again, but the dark heat was even more intense. Allowing herself to
be taken so obscenely, allowing herself to be degraded like this,
right in front of all these strangers, was just... shockingly
thrilling!

The man used her like a whore, and she
grunted and gasped, the heat crackling through her body to the
point of nearing orgasm.

Unfortunately, he stopped before that could
happen, leaving her frustrated.

As the daylight began to fade she stared at
the beauty of the setting sun and felt that sense of wonder and
excitement again. She and the other slaves carried food out to the
masters. There was a large and luxurious dining room inside the
yacht, but others preferred to eat on deck. Whatever the masters
wanted, the masters got.

She had not had much time to talk to the
other girls. Perhaps because she was new, a lot of men wanted to
sample her. The girls were all very young and beautiful, of course,
but unlike the emperor's club itself, they seemed to be a more
international group. She wondered if there were Emperor clubs in
other countries too. A lot of the masters seemed to be foreign, as
well.

When she finally took a break for lunch she
asked the one sitting next to her.

“Excuse me?” she asked, a bit timidly.

The girl looked Italian or Spanish, with long
dark hair down to her buttocks and finely arched eyebrows.

“Uhm, I'm new.”

“Elena, right?” the girl asked, speaking
English with an accent.

“Uh, yes.”

“We were told a new girl, an American would
be arriving. How do you like things so far? A little
overwhelmed?”

“It's been.... busy,” she gulped.

Another girl sitting across from them
snorted. She was a blonde.

“The first day every master wants to get
their hands on you,” she said with a definite Irish accent.

“And their cocks inside you,” the girl next
to her said. “I'm Mila. That's Kristin.”

“Hi,” Elena said.

“Things will calm down after a couple of
days,” she said.

“That's... a relief!”

“Oh I don't know. I don't mind getting fucked
twenty times a day,” Kristin said with a smirk.

“That's because you are a nymphomaniac,” Mila
said.

“Guilty!”

“Just beware the night,” Mila said.

“Pardon?”

“They've tasted your body now, and how you
respond to sex and pleasure. They will taste how you respond to
pain come evening.”

Elena gulped anxiously.

“They have a contest, you see,” Mila said.
“How much pain can they give you and still make you orgasm.”

Elena felt her eyes widen.

“They're restricted, of course, in what they
can do. No one except a really sick sadist wants us girls to have
bruises and welts all over our bodies. So whatever they do to you
can't cause any physical harm. They can hurt you, but not harm
you.”

“And they need to keep you hot and aroused at
the same time,” Kristin said. “That's the challenge.”

Elena was still gripped by anxiety after
that. Of course, she'd been flogged and spanked and strapped before
a number of times so the idea wasn't exactly out there. And she had
to admit that seeing herself being 'tortured' had been an enormous
turn-on! Especially that time she'd been shackled spreadeagled and
flogged! Wow! That had been the most insane dark fantasy come to
life!

Or so she'd thought at the time.

But those incidents had had her 'punished' by
one man, in a small room. And while she had wound up exposing her
body and performing sex acts in public that day – which had left
her somewhat dazed with the shock of it, she'd never been the focus
of a whole room's occupants. She'd never been the evening
entertainment!

The evening started innocuously enough. The
slave girls put on very short roman togas with deeply plunging
necklines to serve as the waitresses during the evening meal. The
meal was served in the dining room, a luxuriously decorated room
with a long, gloriously polished walnut table which seated 25.

The excuse to punish her was apparently that
the wine she served was not what was ordered, although it was. She
knew better than to protest, however. She was taken into the
lounge, which was equally luxurious, where a foot high pedestal
about four feet by four feet in length and width had been
placed.

Elena was stripped of her toga and her wrists
shackled up and apart even as her ankles were shackled apart to the
floor. Mistress Marie put a ball gag in her mouth, then inserted a
large dildo into her bottom. The dildo had a bulge near the base,
like a butt-plug, to hold it in once it was lodged deep in Elena's
belly.

The second dildo, or so Elena thought it was,
at first, was pushed deep into her pussy. This one was long and
thick, and she moaned in pain, which Marie ignored, as the woman
kept pushing and twisting to get more inside her. When it was in to
the base, the woman drew a pair of slim chains attached to the base
up diagonally across her abdomen, over her hips, and around in back
to clip together.

Then she turned the 'dildo' on, and left
Elena alone.
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The dildo vibrated quite strongly, and she
shuddered as she stood there on the pedestal, her hips
instinctively jerking and twisting at the powerful sensations
rippling through her sensitive nerve endings.

The room had a number of small sofas and
upholstered chairs which were usually arranged into conversation
groups. But now, she noticed, all of them were lined up on all four
sides of her, facing the pedestal!

This was going to be much worse even than
performing sex there on the deck, she thought wildly. There had
been other girls doing the same things, and the men were scattered
about all over the ship, only a few around at any one time.

Now she would be the focus of everyone's
attention!

She moaned anxiously, feeling wild waves of
anxiety, uncertainty and alarm as she stood in place. Meanwhile,
the vibrator buzzed, and it didn't simply buzz steadily. It buzzed
in a pattern, different parts vibrating at different times.

The base, which was pressed against her
clitoris, vibrated first, then the part nestled within the taut
lips of her sex would join it, then the next quarter of the
vibrator, then the next, and then the head jammed up high inside
her! It made it feel almost as if the vibrator was thrusting up
into her body again and again!

How did I ever get involved in this kind
of thing!? she wondered wildly. Her mind went over the
progression of events and decisions, starting with leaving Brown's
for Mobies, her delight at the way men looked at her and how much
they appreciated her body and beauty, then her fateful decision to
go to the Emperor's Club.

Then she thought about all the money she'd
made and would make, and the wild, breathless sexual heat and
pleasure she'd felt. Was that really so wrong?! It was certainly
immoral, but she had come to terms with that. She had decided that
the Emperor's Club was simply a different world, a different
universe, and what happened there didn't reflect on who she was in
the 'real' world.

And wasn't this an even more distant
world?

Slave girl! The idea was still as
darkly exciting and outrageous as it was when she'd first been
given the title weeks ago. A sex slave! God, it was so
outrageous! So degrading! But at the same time helplessly
thrilling.

She moaned into the gag, grinding her hips
helplessly. The vibrator was inflaming her mind as well as her
body. She was so full of... cock! Even if it was fake! The one in
her bottom felt as if it were throbbing too, even though she knew
it was her body throbbing around it! And the one stretching out her
pussy was literally pulsing as it made her clitoris quiver like a
plucked guitar string!

But it wasn't moving! That was what began to
cause her intense frustration! She needed it to move, to really
thrust in and out, for the vibrator to grind back and forth against
her clitoris! Her nipples were hard, sparkling little pinpoints of
eager flesh with no one touching them!

Even as the anxiety remained Elena's body
began to thrum with eager sexual need, the pressure building up as
her chest tightened and her pulse raced. Her hips rolled and her
body twisted and writhed slowly in place.

And then men started to wander into the
room!

Elena gasped and went still, feeling a flush
fill her face and then spread downward as the men began to take
their seats. First there was two, then five! Five men staring at
her. Then there was three more, and then ten! Ten men were looking
at her, sipping wine, chatting. Then there was fifteen, and then
twenty!

She gulped anxiously, dropping her eyes,
unable to meet their eyes! She'd never been up on a stage like
this, let alone naked!

Some of the girls came in, too, but they were
still wearing their togas, which reminded Elena that she was the
only person in the whole room who was naked! Always before she'd
felt at least partially shielded from the sense of embarrassment
because she was just one girl among many, dressed and acting the
same.

Not tonight! Everyone in the room, more than
40 people now, was dressed except her!

And they were all seated, looking towards her! Watching her!

What were they waiting for!?

The lights dimmed – except over her! Several
overhead pot-lights remained pointed right down at her as she
shifted uneasily. Then a door opened and a man came through. He was
a large man, with broad shoulders. He didn't wear a toga. Instead
he wore a sort of... gladiator type outfit.

He had thick leather shoulder pads, which
came down over his upper chest, ending in a large O-ring. A thick
strap was attached to that, going horizontally around his chest.
Another thick strap went down from it to another thick strap which
went around his waist. Attached to that was a sort of leather
codpiece, with little metal spikes protruding on the outside!

He wore knee-high leather boots, long leather
arm-guards, and a helmet. Aside from that he was naked, and skin
over his muscular frame glistened as if it had been oiled down. He
looked suitably barbaric, and Elena found she'd forgotten to
breathe!

The big man glowered at her as he stepped
onto the low pedestal, then reached out and casually and roughly
gripped her left breast, giving it a hard squeeze as he sneered at
her.

He moved around behind her, and Elena's heart
pounded wildly as she tried to look behind her. Until he gripped
her long, loose hair and yanked her head back. She cried out as his
other hand came around her side and roughly squeezed her right
breast this time. Then he laughed and released her.

This is insane! They're all crazy
perverts!, she thought wildly.

His hand slid down her body, though, as he
stood behind her, and gripped the base of the vibrator, then began
to ever so slightly grind it against her.

Elena shuddered as the base rubbed against
her clitoris just the way she'd been wanting it to for so long! She
could barely keep from grinding her hips back at it!

But all these men watching! She couldn't! She
was still too self-conscious!

The man drew back, and Elena gulped in air,
her chest heaving. She tried to look over her shoulder again, first
to her left, then her right. He was picking something up! And now
she saw him shake out a flog.

She quivered anxiously. Things seemed so...
so serious... so real, that she began to fear it was a real whip
and would cause her tremendous pain!

It was so easy, with this crowd of 'Roman'
men in togas, and their toga-clad women, with this savage behind
her, to imagine she really was a slave girl back in Roman
times!

And then the flog swung through the air, the
separate laces spreading out. She cried out as it cut across her
back. They stung! This was not quite the same play-whip as had been
used on her before. Still, the stings were... bearable. The pain
was not really that bad, she told herself anxiously.

But the stings were multiplied two dozen
times over as the separate laces cracked down on her soft flesh,
and she bucked and arched wildly in response! Another blow struck,
and another, and another, and Elena twisted and writhed and gulped
in air as her back and then her buttocks quickly became reddened
and tender!

The skin on her back, from shoulders to
thighs, was soon throbbing and hot!

She saw one of the toga-clad girls kneel
before one of the men ahead of her, as he pulled his robe aside.
She began to stroke and lick at his cock, which was already rock
hard, while his eyes remained fixed on Elena.

The flog began to curl around her ribs now,
and she squealed and cried out, thrashing and twisting in her bonds
as they began to snap at her breasts and lower chest.

Another two girls knelt in front of the
sofas, and began to fondle and fellate the hard cocks of the men
watching her. The licked and sucked slowly, though, for the men
were clearly in no hurry to achieve orgasm.

The big gladiator type guy came around in
front of her, but stood to one side.

“Arch your back, slut!” he growled.

Panting, moaning, whimpering, Elena
nonetheless obeyed. Obedience was becoming a habit after all these
weeks, and she hardly thought about it as she pushed her breasts up
and out.

The man drew his powerful arm back and swung,
and the flog lashed her breasts as Elena cried out, jerking back
against the shackles.

“Arch your back, slut!” he growled in an even
harsher voice!

Moaning, she obeyed, and the flog cut down
across them with a stinging blow that flung her backward against
the shackles and made her cry out again.

“Arch your back, slut! And hold your
position!” he barked.

Dazed, whimpering, her breasts throbbing
hotly, Elena arched her back, closing her eyes.

Crack!

The flog cut down into her breasts again, and
again she let her body be flung back, only to be held in place by
the shackles.

“Arch your back and hold your position,
slave!”

Moaning, she obeyed, arching her now reddened
breasts to receive the next blow!

This time she only flinched, though she did
cry out! Another blow cut across them, and another, and she held
her trembling position as her breasts burned!

More girls knelt before masters now, bobbing
up and down on their stiff erections.

The chains attached to her shackles began to
tighten, suddenly, and Elena gasped as she was slowly lifted off
her feet to hang spreadeagled in mid-air inches above the
pedestal!

The gladiator guy put down the flog, and
instead picked up another whip. This one had only a single tail. It
hissed as it swung through the air, and she squealed as it cut
across her back, then her buttocks, then bit at her breasts!

It left long red lines behind as she writhed
in mid-air, her body twisting helplessly as the whip flicked out to
snap at her breasts, her back, her shoulders and her inner
thighs.

Elena felt herself sinking into a strange
sense of hopelessness, of surrender, her mind largely turning off
except to the anxiety she felt about the next blow, and the next,
and the next. When the man undid the chain holding the big vibrator
in place and slid it out of her she felt vacant, her pussy raw and
tender and wet. It felt very strange to no longer have the
vibrations buzzing against her.

The gladiator man began to swing the whip
again. This time it curled across her hip and angled down to snap
at her pussy! Her hips bucked wildly now and she howled as the tip
of the whip bit at her hyper-sensitive sex! It flicked out across
one hip, then the other, then the first, the tip sweeping down to
crack against her pussy until it burned hotly!

Elena sank deeper into a sense of dazed pain
and dark fantasy, until she thought, in some sense, she really was
a helpless Roman slave girl. She was covered in perspiration now,
exhausted, and she barely noticed one of the girls coming up onto
the pedestal and kneeling before her.

But then her tongue began to lap at Elena's
tender sex. And the sensation was... overwhelming. Even the soft,
tender touch of her moist tongue ached against her tender skin, but
it roused sensations so overpowering Elena began to writhe again,
this time in pleasure instead of pain.

She felt a hard cock pressing up against her
sex from behind. It was slippery, the cock, and it slid up and
down, up and down, before pushing out between her thighs.

The girl before her seized it, rubbing the
head up and down against her clitoris, then the man's hands gripped
her hips, pulling them back as he thrust up. His thick cock jammed
against her, then jammed harder, making her sensitive flesh
ache.

Elena found herself marveling at how thick he
was even as he slowly forced himself into her, her flesh stretching
out, straining as his thick, hard cock pushed up into her body.

The slave girl before her licked more
energetically, and Elena shuddered and trembled, the world
disappearing into the dark reality of her slave girl role coming to
life. She saw all the men watching, staring hungrily, their cocks
hard, their lust beating against her.

The man behind thrust harder, his thick, hard
spear driving ruthlessly, savagely up inside her as her body shook
to his rough use.

Slave girl, she thought dazedly. I'm a sex
slave!

The heat pulsed within her, sexual
electricity crackling up and down her body. And then the first
orgasm hit. It almost blew her mind out completely, as she screamed
all the air in her lungs out, then sucked it in frantically and
screamed it out again. And again. The sensations were overwhelming,
and sent her reeling.

But another followed less than a minute
later, then another, and then a long string of them made her thrash
and twist and scream and sob breathlessly as her nervous system was
torn by wild, raging floods of liquid heat.

After she had recovered – somewhat, the
gladiator put a leash to her collar, and she was yanked forward on
all fours, crawling across the floor. She had to lick the foot of
each of the masters, then crawl up their bodies to slide her lips
over their cocks, licking and sucking, taking them deep into her
throat and swallowing their come.

The men watched, at first, but then, as she
started on her third master, she felt hands on her buttocks, then
her thighs, pulling them apart. A man thrust into her from behind,
and rode her hard and fast as she worked on the man seated before
her.

Elena's mind swam, or rather, floundered in a
high, raging sea of dark sexual heat and hunger. The two men used
her roughly, which only added to the sense of dark, thrilling
fantasy gripping her mind, and so did the next two. Then they had
her straddle one of the men, riding up and down on his cock,
bending her forward so another of them could drive his cock up into
her ass.

Her head was pulled forward, and another cock
pushed into her mouth, while her hands were drawn up and out to
either side to be wrapped around two more hard cocks, pumping up
and down on the shafts as the cock before her was driven down her
throat.

Elena's mind was fully immersed now in the
thought of herself as a sex slave, as a sexual object, and while
some part of her stood aside, horrified, the rest of her wallowed
in the dark, shocking heat. She trembled and shook as fingers
rubbed her clitoris, and hard cocks thrust up into her belly.

Another orgasm tore through her
half-shattered mind, and then another, as she surrendered to the
dark tide of lust enveloping her.

*

The next day, Elena ached all over. Although
most of that was from the hard use her body had been given by the
masters, as opposed to her 'torture'. Her skin still felt tender
from the whips, but there were few marks still remaining on her
body. The man had been an expert at what he did.

The punishments on the Emperor were not
usually so severe. But Elena found herself twisted and ambivalent
about them. She feared them, and yet sought the dark fire they
brought! At times she acted up deliberately in order to be punished
again, to twist and writhe and scream under the whip as her body
burned with pain – and pleasure.

For three months she wore nothing but collar
and shackles except when she donned a sort of sailor suit to Skype
with her family. Then, instead of going home, she signed on to stay
another three months. Now she got to occasionally wear clothes when
she accompanied the masters on visits to Rome, Athens, Venice,
Barcelona and Monte Carlo.

The Emperor paid its Slave Girls a thousand
dollars a day while on board, and with the tips she was given she
found she'd made well over half a million dollars during her six
month trip. She returned home to work again at the club, and take
the courses they offered on finance and investments.

They weren't the university courses she had
intended, but those could wait. She would use her youth and beauty
while she had them, revel in the dark hunger to which she was
subjected, and put her money away for the future. There would be
time for university... later.

For now, she was a Slave Girl, and intended
to remain one.

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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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.

 


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!

 


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 Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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