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Shawn examined the picture before her, but
not for long. She swiped left, then the next got even shorter
shrift. She considered the third before doing the same. Boring.
Boring. Boring. This one... pretty but boring. That one? Guh! What
huge ears!

So many that wanted to meet her. But really,
they just wanted to grope her and fuck her. She probably shouldn't
have put that picture of herself in the tight halter top showing
off her firm, flat belly with the bed hair. But she looked hot in
it!

Shawn loved looking hot. It was all she had,
after all. Being hot. And that was a depreciating asset. She was
already starting to feel old. Next year she'd be 20! Freaking 20!
Not even a teenager anymore! On her way to being old and
wrinkled!

Her thumb swept left, left, left, left. She
paused now and then with a bored sigh to consider someone further,
then swiped again. What would she get if she swiped right? Eager,
salivating men with hard cocks wanting to stick her. And then what?
And then they'd be back on their phones looking for someone
else.

She was naked as she lay on her single bed in
the one-room apartment she rented in a moderately run-down low-rise
on the east side of Los Angeles. She was propped up against half a
dozen pillows, her tanned skin gleaming faintly, perspiration
glowing under the soft lights coming from the string of lights
adorning the wall behind her head.

Her knees were raised, her feet apart to
minimize the heat which would come from pressing any part of her
body against any other part. It was another steamy night out and
the best she could manage was an open window – which brought the
sounds of the freeway and the mall on the other side in, and a
small fan sitting on a chair she'd dragged next to the bed.

Her breasts were full and round and felt
heavy on her chest, even propped up. Her body was slender and
athletic. That didn't come from working at it in a gym like
middle-class people, but from running up and down the aisles of a
distribution center as a 'picker'.

She heard a banging and then yelling from
beyond the door. Her eyes flicked up at it warily. It was a good,
strong, steel door with several bolts. She'd also propped a metal
brace against the doorknob in case anyone tried to force it in.

She varied her times of leaving and entering
as much as she could. The way some of the guys here looked at her
when they saw her made her feel like a chicken under the beady eyes
of foxes. They wanted her, she knew.

Everyone wanted her.

But for sex. And then what? God knew she
didn't enjoy the sex. She wasn't sure if that was her or them.
Surely it couldn't be all of them? Maybe there was something wrong
with her. Maybe she was frigid. That was a strange thought as she
lay back sweating.

Her hair was like a blanket across her head
and on her neck and shoulders. She brushed it up and back over a
pillow, cursing softly. I should fucking cut it, she
thought. It gets in my way at work, and it's too hot and takes
too long to dry.

But it helped make her look hot!

And she needed that, needed to be hot. What
else did she have to make her feel the least bit important to
anyone?

Her father had disappeared when she was four.
God only knew where. Her mother had drunk herself to death when she
was twelve. She'd gone into foster homes, then, and been booted out
at sixteen. So long, see ya. Don't let the door hit your ass on the
way out. Up to you now.

So she'd done what she had to; stole. She
wasn't very good it and had gotten arrested. That had been scary.
There were some crazy, mean, violent bitches in jail! Thankfully
she'd been released with a promise to appear at her court hearing.
She'd gotten on a bus and found another city to live.

Now she was a picker. Up and down the aisles,
the slave of a little, electronic box beeping at her, telling her
where to go and how much time she had to get there. Counting down
the time until she was late. Being late cost you points. Be late
too often it cost you money. Be late even more often and it cost
you your job. Run, little picker.

The joke at the DC was they were going to
start adding little shocks to it to jolt you and get you to move
faster if you were late. She wasn't entirely sure it was even a
joke. The people who ran the DC were heartless assholes. She could
easily see them doing it if they could.

She swiped Left, Left, Left, Left, amusing
herself by holding the phone outright between her legs. That was
where they all wanted to go, after all. That was what they all
wanted. Bastards.

She sighed and turned down the phone, plugged
it in, and then turned off the lights. Tomorrow would come
early.

*

It was still hot. Hotter, now that the Sun
was up, even this early. She walked quickly, five blocks, her long
stride eating up the distance, then stopped at the bus stop. Ten
minutes later she climbed on, and all the middle-aged men on their
way to work ran their eyes over her tight, low-riding short shorts
and tight tank top.

The women did too, but sniffed with
disapproval.

Shawn glowered at anyone she caught looking
at her, male or female. There were never any seats at her stop.
Sometimes she couldn't even get on but had to wait for another bus.
This one had lots of space, but that just meant more people could
look at her.

She knew they were. It was a boring ride. The
industrial landscape outside was ugly. Boys had always looked at
her. Now men did too. Because she was getting old.

Women didn't dress like her where they
worked. Women dressed like the ones in the bus, in loose,
office-wear, not showing anything at all, and certainly not a firm,
flat belly and abdomen. Not soft, tanned thighs, not a tight butt
with firm round cheeks.

No, the women they saw all day were frumpy
and fat and old. Not like Shawn at all. So they furtively drank her
in, filling their memory with what her sleek, beautiful young body
looked like, and how her hair spilled over her shoulders, and how
firm and full her breasts were against the tank top.

She got off, changing buses, then got on
another, to be stared at again as it rode further into the burbs,
then out of them, then out to the road where the DC squatted. It
was an immense structure, the size of thirty football fields.

She followed the crowd in, swiping her ID
card under the steely-eyed views of the multiple cameras, and
several guards, then headed for her staging area.

It was at least cool inside. She wasn't under
any illusion that was for their comfort. If it hadn't been
air-conditioned half of them would have fainted in the heat. Hard
to process orders if half your staff is unconscious.

She picked up her cart and digital reader and
headed out onto the floor, then started another day, hurrying up
and down the aisles (never run or you get points deducted) as the
small box nagged her about time. The instant she found an item and
scanned it another appeared in the box's window and off she was
again.

Someday she hoped to take a hammer to the
fucking box.

The shelves were fifty or sixty feet high.
There were multiple levels of perforated metal flooring.
Occasionally she saw a shadowy figure overhead, hurrying past on
their own errand, or she saw another below through the thin
openings in the floor.

She rounded a corner and almost ran into
someone. She squawked in surprise as he grabbed the cart and halted
it instantly, almost sending her flipping over the handle.

She looked up indignantly, then smoothed her
face. No one was supposed to be in her area! But this guy had a
suit, a nice suit, if she was any judge. That meant he was a boss
of some kind. A big boss. The regular bosses just wore ordinary
clothes.

He had tousled, brown hair and bushy
eyebrows. They went with his light, neatly trimmed beard and
mustache. He was an attractive man, but he was a man, not a guy. He
was probably ten years older than her, and from the looks of his
suit; gray with a black tie – absolutely not in her league.

“Sorry,” she said, dropping her eyes.

She felt his eyes on her, and felt a strange
tightening in her chest. She raised her eyes, caught his, and
dropped them again.

He looked at her, but not like a fox, more
like... a wolf. Or maybe a tiger!

“Ah, Mister Thorn, here you are.”

That was tubby Martin Gowan, who ran the DC.
He was in a suit, too, but his didn't fit him anything like the one
on the younger, taller man.

His eyes glanced at her and then ignored her.
She was simply not important enough to think about.

“The second parallel lines are over here. The
automated systems will integrate perfectly.”

“All right, let's have a look,” Thorn
said.

He had a deep voice that seemed to resonate
inside Shawn's chest – and lower places. He followed Gowan, giving
her a final glance.

Shawn cursed as her box beeped at her for
being late, and rushed forward down the aisle.

The rest of the day went normally. Her legs
were tired and she was starting to look forward to the end of the
shift but dreading the heat and humidity that was still out there.
She hurried down one aisle, and up another, headed for her next
item.

And there he was, standing in the aisle she
had to travel down, looking at her.

Shawn felt that tightness again, along with a
sense of anxiety. What did he want!? Had she done something
wrong!?

She slowed the cart. There wasn't room to
pass him. Then she saw the box she was headed for. He reached into
it and took out a package, handing it to her wordlessly.

The item was a red faux-leather choker with a
large O-ring in front. It was wrapped in hard plastic and went for
$29.99.

She scanned it, and the box beeped.

“Shawn,” he said.

She licked her lips nervously.

“Yes, sir.”

“Shawn suits you,” he said.

He had a deep voice that resonated inside her
lower belly!

He looked at her steadily. His eyes flicked
down and up once.

“You are way too beautiful to be running up
and down the aisles of a distribution center, Shawn,” he said.

She licked her lips, confused. He was... hot,
but older, and a boss. She wasn't sure how to treat the compliment.
A part of her felt flattered, even delighted, that a hot guy – with
money – would be interested in her. He probably spent more on his
suit than she made in a year. But he was way out of her league!
He'd only be interested in one thing!

“Uhm, thanks,” she said, dropping her
eyes.

Then, startling her, he reached over, his
finger under her chin, lifting it up.

“You have beautiful eyes,” he said.

She felt a surge of something like breathy
delight mixed with a strange shudder of something animal,
instinctive.

“I noticed earlier how you dropped your eyes
when we met,” he said. “I like that in a girl. It shows
modesty.”

She let out a shallow, hesitant laugh. “I'm
not... modest,” she said.

“Don't contradict me. I'm the boss,” he
replied.

She gulped.

His eyes flicked down again.

“Modest doesn't mean... prudish. It doesn't
mean wearing granny dresses. You can be modest in a midriff shirt
and shorts. Modest is an attitude and an acceptance of position and
status.”

Shawn was confused again!

“I uhm... I have to... go.”

She glanced down at the box but... weirdly,
it wasn't yet giving her another article to pick. She frowned at
it, wondering if it was broken.

“Do you know who owns this place, Shawn?” he
asked.

She raised her eyes again. “The uhm. Bankroft
Corporation.”

“Do you know who owns them?”

She shook her head.

He smiled.

“Nobody here is going to give you a hard time
for delaying your work to speak with me,” he said.

He turned away.

“Walk with me.”

It wasn't a request, and Shawn nervously
followed. They went to the end of the aisle where the railing was.
There they looked out over the stream of machinery and wrappers and
packagers.

He turned to look at her.

“So tell me, Shawn, what's it like working
here?”

She shrugged uncomfortably.

“Okay.”

“How could we make it better?”

“Give us more time to find stuff.”

He smiled gently. “But you have an excellent
on-time record already.”

How did he know that!?

“Yeah, well... I sure have to move fast,
though.”

“Keeps you in shape,” he said, eyes flicking
briefly down again. “Hardly any fat on you. Except... where it
should be.”

What did he mean by that, she thought
wonderingly. Did he mean her breasts?!

“It's hot outside,” he said. “Steamy. What
did you do last night, Shawn?”

“Uh... nothing,” she said, confused.

“Went home, lay on your bed watching TV?
Surfed the internet?”

She shrugged.

“Sweated a lot?”

She shrugged again, looking at him
uncertainly.

“No AC in that place,” he said.

“How do you know?”

He turned and smiled softly.

“I know where you live. It's in your
personnel file.”

“Oh. Uh, well, no. It's kind of a dump,” she
said.

What was he doing looking at her personnel
file!?

“So I have a better proposal. A place with a
better view and – and air conditioning.”

“Uhm...”

“How would you like to have dinner
tonight?”

She felt a jolt at the invitation.

“Uh... I uh... w-with you?”

He looked at her steadily and she
blushed.

“I mean... I'm not exactly dressed for...
anything fancy,” she finished lamely.

“Restaurants don't care how people are
dressed when they're with me,” he replied.

God, he was arrogant! As if! But... what if
it was true!?

“I... uh, I dunno,” she said.

“I'll wait out front when you get off,” he
said.

“But...”

He was already walking away, and she looked
after him, scowling, but feeling a wild flutter of confusion and
indecision. What should she do? He was just some... rich guy who
wanted sex! She wasn't a whore!

On the other hand, he was a good looking guy.
And beyond that there was something... hot about him, something
rugged and strong and confident and... determined. With maybe an
edge of darkness which tugged at places low in her belly.

No way she should go out with this guy! On
the other hand, he was like, a rich guy, a big boss. The boss of
big bosses. It wasn't like he was some kind of serial killer. And a
guy like that sure wouldn't expect her to pay for her own meal.

Besides, he might be pissed if she said
no.

She was still undecided about how to respond
when her box beeped. She turned away from the railing and headed
back to her cart to grab the next item for shipment.

*

She got more and more nervous as the end of
the day approached. That was unlike her. Usually she approached
dates with the understanding some guy was going to try to impress
her and would likely fail. She didn't feel that way this time. Not
even close. It almost felt like she needed to try and impress
him!

She turned in her cart and the box and
followed a stream of people out the front door. Most of the stream
broke apart there. A large number turned right for the parking lot.
A slightly smaller number headed for the road and the bus stop.

To the left, a black car flashed its
headlights.

She gulped, then turned that way, hesitant
again, nervous. As she got closer she realized it was a
Porsche.

Fuck! Am I going to get to ride in a
fucking Porsche?! she thought excitedly.

She could see him through the tinted glass
now, looking at her, and felt a surge of something... animal
inside. But it was a strange feeling – part hunger – and part
alarm, like a prey animal seeing a predator!

She went to the passenger side, looked around
nervously, then opened the door and got in. It was a very low car,
but the leather seat was amazing! The car was amazing. She closed
the door and looked around, then at him.

“Hi,” he said.

“Uhm, hi.”

“Glad you decided to join me.”

Was he being sarcastic? Mocking her?!

She shrugged. “Nice car.”

“It is. I can't take credit for it, though. I
didn't make it.”

The engine started and they accelerated
forward, then turned sharply into the driveway. That made her grab
the door handle to keep from being thrown into him.

He stopped there with a small smile on his
lips, then reached for her... and past her. He reached up to the
far corner and grabbed the seat belt. But as he did his face was
right in hers, and she felt the hairs prickle on the back of her
neck before he drew back, pulling the belt across her chest and
snapping it into the lock.

“Uhm, sorry,” she said.

He accelerated and she squeaked as the car
turned right and headed down the highway, accelerating rapidly. It
raced past the line of people waiting at the bus stop, effortlessly
overtaking multiple cars along the way.

“You must get a lot of tickets,” she
gulped.

He looked at her mildly.

“Not so much, actually. I'm careful how I
drive, and where. Besides – .”

He gestured towards the navigation screen
which showed the road they were traveling on.

“I own the company which makes the GPS
devices the police put into their cars.”

“So?”

“So if one is nearby it will appear on the
screen.”

“You're kidding? Do the cops know about
that?”

He smiled slightly.

“Holy shit! That would be great if you wanted
to rob a bank.”

“Why would I want to rob a bank?”

“Well, yeah, I guess. You probably own the
bank.”

“No. Banks are boring.”

“Aren't distribution centers boring?”

“Only if you work in one.”

She snorted.

“I'm there to oversee where the new robots
will be going.”

“Robots to take away jobs from pickers?”

He looked at her mildly. “Eventually. You
don't plan to be doing this for long, do you?”

“Well... uh, no.”

They slowed down, and he pointed at the
screen, which showed a small round badge at a street corner up
ahead. She watched as they passed, and sure enough, there was a car
there.

“Wow!”

“Technology making our lives better,” he said
ironically.

“I bet they'd be pissed if they found
out.”

“They wanted to save money by having us not
only supply the GPS devices, but look after the monitoring system
and software. That meant we had to duplicate it at our office, and
I have access to anything at our offices.”

He picked up speed again, and the Porsche
moved nimbly through traffic. Then it hit a straight area and
accelerated even more.

The trip to the restaurant did not take very
long. They turned down a sharply inclined driveway and went through
a brightly lit parking lot before stopping.

“Here,” he said.

“Where's here?”

He got out without answering, and after
fumbling with the seat belt, Shawn got out as well. They walked a
short distance, then went through a steel door into a lobby where
he pressed the button for an elevator.

The wall said Excelcior Hotel, and her
stomach gave a lurch.

“Uhm, we're at a uh, hotel?” she gulped.

Did he think she was easy or something!?

He smiled. “There's a restaurant on the top
floor.”

“Oh.”

She almost blew out a breath of relief. After
all, if he'd taken her straight to his hotel it would mean he
thought she was some kind of whore or something!

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


They rode up a very luxurious elevator to the
fifty seventh floor,where it opened on a restaurant, as he had
promised. Only that just made her nervous again, because it was
clearly a very fancy restaurant! The guy waiting at the entrance
was wearing a tuxedo!

She tried to hide behind Thorne, but his arm
swept her around to stand beside him, his hand on her side – on the
bare skin of side.

“A private table for two, Alfred,” Thorne
said.

“Of course, Mister Thorne. Right this way,”
the man said, smiling ingratiatingly and not even looking at
her.

She kept her eyes down as the man led them
through a subtly lighted room with tables covered by white
tablecloths and upholstered French provincial chairs. He took them
to the rear, and into a small separate room with one table. He
handed Thorne a menu, and then left.

“I feel like pretty woman,” she said, looking
around nervously.

“You are a pretty woman.”

“I mean... you know, the movie?”

“I'm familiar with it, yes. I'm not looking
for a wife, though, and you're not a prostitute. If you were you'd
be living in a nicer apartment.”

She made a face.

She looked around and down, and up at him,
frowning.

“How come I don't get a menu?”

“You don't need a menu.”

“I don't?”

“I'll order for you.”

“Isn't that like, kind of sexist?”

“Yes.”

He didn't apologize for it and she
frowned.

“What if I don't like what you order?”

“Do you like meat?”

“Uhm, yeah.”

“Then you'll like it. The menu is mostly in
French. You probably wouldn't recognize most of the things on
it.”

“Why would it be in French?”

“Because it's a French restaurant.”

“Yeah, but... if I went to like a Thai
restaurant the menu wouldn't be in Thai.”

“The names of the dishes would be.”

He put the menu down and looked at her, and
she shifted nervously in her seat.

“Let's talk about you,” he said.

“Me? I'm boring. You're the big, important
rich guy.”

The waiter arrived and Thorne ordered, though
Shawn had no idea what he'd ordered even though she heard him do
it.

“What did you order?”

“Life is a mystery, Shawn.”

She snorted.

“What's your plan for life?” he asked.

“Huh?”

“You've got a shitty job in a DC for now.
What's next?”

She shrugged helplessly.

“Are you looking around?”

“Uh...”

“So, no boyfriend, no family, and not a lot
of ambition.”

She scowled, stung. “I can get a boyfriend
any time I want!” she said.

“I suppose that's likely true, depending on
how low your standards are.”

“My standards are pretty high, which is why I
don't have one!”

“Good for you. Know you're own value.”

“And how do you know I have no family?”

“It's in your personnel file. You told them
when they asked you who to call in an emergency.”

“Oh. Well, I have ambition. I just don't know
how to find a job, or what I'd be good at.”

“I can think of a few things,” he said.

She flushed. “I'll bet. So could every
guy!”

He smiled. “Is that such a bad thing?”

“How come guys are always thinking about
sex?”

“Because we're guys,” he said. “Because
nature programmed us that way. And in aid of that nature made sure
that we could get easily and quickly aroused, enjoy sex every
single time, and orgasm every single time.”

She blushed even more at that.

“I'm given to understand it's not quite so
easy for women,” he said.

“Ha.”

“We're also not taught to be shy about our
body, nor to be embarrassed at having had sex with people. In fact,
we get to brag about it. The world is not a fair place.”

“No kidding.”

“If a guy sleeps around, he's a stud. If a
girl does she's a slut. That's the way it's always been, and
nothing seems to have changed.”

“Cuz guys make the rules.”

“Cuz mother nature makes the rules, and she's
on our side.”

She made a face.

“Of course, we're civilized people. We can
learn to correct for nature's deficiencies. That's why we have air
conditioning, for example, to keep us cool, and cars to get around
faster. Learning how to do things better is how we conquered the
world.”

“So?”

“So learning how to give women more pleasure
is how you conquer women,” he said with a slight smile.

She flushed.

“You like to conquer women?”

“Of course. What man wouldn't?”

“That's not exactly very...modern of
you.”

He snorted. “Women don't want sensitive,
gentle men, Shawn. They want men who'll throw them into bed and
treat them like animals so that they scream in pleasure.”

“Oh right! And you know this how?”

“Because I make women scream in pleasure,” he
said, raising an eyebrow.

“Suuure.”

“Let me ask you this, pretty girl. How do you
think a man gets better at sex?”

“Uhm, well...”

“Through experience. It's not like there's a
school out there for it.”

“I suppose.”

“Do you imagine I haven't had...
experience?”

She flushed and dropped her eyes, and then
the waiter arrived with their food. It seemed to be a steak of some
kind, with mushrooms and gravy and little vegetables she couldn't
really identify.

She cut a small piece and chewed it
carefully. It was... good.

“So what about you?” she asked after

“What about me?”

“How did you get to be super rich? From
daddy?”

“My grandmother left me her house when she
died. It was a bungalow in the suburbs.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“I was in my first year at M.I.T. at the
time, on a scholarship. That's the Massachusetts Institute of
Technology.”

“I know that,” she said, frowning.

“Anyway, the Science department was full of
these incredibly bright, nerdy guys who had ideas for starting up
the next Apple or the next Google or Facebook. And I had money. So
I invested in a few of them. Ten thousand here. Twenty-five
thousand there. Seed money to let them start up their web site or
buy equipment. Most of them didn't really go anywhere. That's the
way it is with that kind of investing.

“But one of them paid off. He was developing
a business app, and it was very impressive. I gave him twenty-five
thousand, then another twenty-five thousand. That paid for a
quarter of the company then located in his garage. That company
sold for nine hundred million dollars two years later and I got a
quarter of that.”

“Wow!”

“Then I began to invest that money in
technology which was much further along. A million here, two
million there. Most of them didn't go anywhere – .”

“But one of them paid off,” she said.

“Two of them. One was a new process for
inscribing data on chips. The patent sold for a billion, four.
Another was a tracking system which is being licensed to all the
car companies trying to build a self-driving car. That made me a
billionaire.”

He shrugged. “I just keep doing what I've
found I'm good at.”

She looked down at her steak and cut another
piece, feeling a little overpowered by just how much higher on the
food chain Thorne was than her.

“So... like... you're this... super rich,
good looking guy,” she said uncertainly. “What do you want with me?
I mean, other than the obvious?”

He smiled. “Every guy wants that with
you.”

“Yeah, I know. But like... you're this...
fancy... rich... sophisticated guy and – .”

“And why shouldn't I find some fancy, rich,
sophisticated woman? Maybe I don't want a fancy, rich,
sophisticated woman. Maybe all I want is some fun and games.”

“That's flattering,” she said
sarcastically.

“Are you opposed to having fun?”

“Yeah, well, like you said, nature is on your
side. You guys are the ones who have all the fun most of the
time.”

“But not all the time. What do you think
would have happened to that Porsche if an 18-year-old kid was
driving it?”

“Huh? Uh...well... I don't know. Maybe he
would have crashed, I guess.”

“Because he wouldn't be a very experienced
driver. I'm an experienced driver. I'm a very good driver and I
know how to handle a high-performance vehicle.”

“You saying I'm a high-performance
vehicle?”

He grinned and Shawn felt her insides
flutter.

He leaned forward. “So have you ever?”

“Ever what?” she asked suspiciously

“Screamed during sex?”

She flushed. “No.”

He leaned back. “You will.”

He said it with absolute confidence, too!

“You are so... arrogant!”

“I have a lot to be arrogant about.”

She couldn't really fault him on that!

“I didn't say I was gonna sleep with you,”
she said sulkily.

“True.”

They went back to the elevator after dinner,
and it started down. Shawn started to get anxious again, wondering
whether he was taking her to his place, and whether she should ask.
She was surprised when the elevator stopped very quickly, and he
got out.

“Uh... where... is this?”

He grinned, took out what looked like a
credit card, and slipped it into a small slot next to a pair of
double doors. The slot beeped and he opened the door and went
in.

“Uh... hey... uh...”

She followed him nervously through, surprised
to find it wasn't a hotel room. Or at least, it wasn't what she
thought of as a hotel room. She'd never actually stayed in a hotel
but she'd stayed in a motel once. That had had a bed, a tacky
table, a TV and a chair.

This was a huge... living room with large
sofas facing a fireplace. To one side was a kitchen.

“Uh...”

“Close the door behind you.”

She tsked but did as he told her then
followed him through the room to the balcony.

“Nice view,” she said, looking out at the
city.

“Very nice,” he said

He looked at her and she gulped.

“Uh... is there uh, a bathroom?”

“Of course.”

She found it. It was immense! More
importantly there were toothbrushes in plastic wrap and
complimentary toothpaste, and mouthwash, and brushes!

She used them all quickly, frantically, even
though she told herself she still hadn't made any kind of decision
about him!

Her nipples were hard, though, and her
stomach was fluttering. She could hardly remember feeling this much
of a sense of... anticipation before.

She came out of the bathroom, looking warily
around. He wasn't on the balcony or in the living room or dining
room or kitchen. She felt her chest tighten as she moved into a
hallway and then walked down it. There was a bedroom here, a huge
one with a massive double bed.

She heard the sound of water. A shower!

She gulped, hesitating, starting to turn back
but... she moved forward. The door to the bathroom was half open.
She pushed it further open and walked in, heart pounding.

There was a large glass box that could
probably fit ten people. He was in it, and he was naked!

And he had a body like nothing she'd ever
seen in person!

Broad shoulders, powerful chest, strong arms,
a flat, muscled stomach. He turned and looked a her through the
glass and she felt her pulse race.

He was not... hard. But he was... big! Most
guys in her experience looked silly when they weren't hard. Like...
they had a tiny, wrinkled little penis with two little balls and...
this guy was big. He was longer soft than most of the guys she'd
seen hard!

He slid the door open and she forgot to
breathe.

“Come here,” he said.

It wasn't a request!

She shuffled hesitantly forward, pulse
racing.

“Like what you see?”

She gulped and tried to shrug.

His hand reached and his fingers wrapped
around her neck! Shawn gasped, her hands darting up to grab at his
wrist, but he wasn't squeezing her neck much, just enough to pull
her forward, to pull her to the shower and then – into it!

He pulled suddenly and swung her around until
she was shoved back against the inside wall, the water pouring down
mostly on him, though it splashed against her, too.

“Put your hands down.” he growled.

Heart pounding, she released his wrist,
dropping her arms to her sides, and he leaned in and kissed
her.

Shawn moaned into his mouth as his lips
pressed more firmly against her, spreading a little. They caught at
her lower lip then, sucking lightly, then melted against her own as
her hands came up instinctively.

She felt a wave of heat as her hands slid
along his warm, wet, naked chest, and moaned into his mouth
again.

His hands slid down and gripped her tank top,
then peeled it up over her head and tossed it behind him. He spun
her around and undid her bra, then yanked it off before pushing her
almost roughly back against the wall!

Her hands went up against his chest as he
leaned in and he kissed her again, rougher now. He gripped her
wrists and jerked them up and back above her head, crossing her
wrists against the wall and holding them there with his left
hand.

He kissed her again, harsh, demanding, and
she trembled and moaned, feeling... overpowered in every sense of
the word! Dark fire swirled within her lower belly and a desperate
hunger gripped her mind as he cupped and squeezed her breast.

“Nice,” he said.

His hand slid down, opening her shorts, then
plunging down inside, inside her thong.

Shawn cried out, then trembled as his fingers
found the line of her sex.

His fingers seemed to brush up and down that
line, then focused on the top as he pulled his lips off hers, and
his mouth descended on the nape of her neck.

Shawn had never felt this wild, this hot,
this hungry, nor this much of a sense of anticipation.

She squirmed against the wall, gasping for
breath as she felt his lips and teeth along the side of her throat.
His fingers were rubbing her very skilfully, his big hands moving
down inside her shorts until they slid down her legs.

She was intensely aware of those fingers
rubbing against her, first up and down, then from side to side. He
kissed her again, rough, demanding, and she moaned as his tongue
was thrust into her mouth. Not deep, but probing, stroking her own,
then caressing her lips. Hers pushed out tentatively to join it,
then they both retreated into her mouth.

Her buttocks were grinding against the tiles
as she ground herself against his fingers. Then one of them slipped
down, found the angle, and pushed into her, curving up and into her
body!

She gasped and her hips bucked against
him.

He released her wrists, but his hand dropped
to grip her neck again, and this time squeezed.

Leah gasped, her hands gripping his
wrists.

“Drop your hands. Drop them to your sides,”
he growled.

Gasping, she obeyed, and the squeezing
eased.

“Do you want to come? Do you?”

She moaned, feeling overwhelmed by it all,
her head pulsing now as his fingers squeezed against her neck. She
could still breath but... not freely.

“How many times do you think I can make you
come in one night?” he asked.

His finger eased back, then pushed in, no, a
second one. They were thick, and Shawn whimpered, heat pouring
through her mind.

His thumb stroked against her clitoris and
her hips began to grind harder and faster.

“Come for me, baby.”

She moaned, her buttocks grinding and
slapping against the wall as she stared up at him. Her breaths were
labored around his hand but she kept her hands at her sides,
useless... dangling.

The orgasm hit and she cried out, hips
bucking wildly, even as his fingers tightened around her neck. She
felt her eyes bulge, felt her head pulse. The orgasm screamed up
through her nervous system and she wallowed in it, trembling and
shaking as his fingers thrust up high inside her.

He chuckled softly, and loosened his
fingers.

Leah gulped in air, chest heaving, eyes
slightly glassy.

“Just an appetizer, little girl,” he
said.

He slid his fingers out of her, then slid
them to her open mouth, caressing her lower lip. He slid them
inside, and she moaned.

“Suck.”

She sucked on his fingers as they caressed
her tongue. Then he pulled his fingers out, gripped her thong, and
tore it from her body.

“Oh!” she cried, hips bucking forward, then
jerking back.

He reached up and gripped the faucet, turning
it onto her, and Shawn turned her head away as the water poured
over her.

He pulled her further into the stream, and
she almost fell, her ankles trapped by her own wet shorts. He
pulled them off and tossed them away, then gripped her wrists and
drew them up and back behind her neck.

“Interlace your fingers,” he ordered.

“Wh-what?”

“Do it.”

He turned off the water and, slightly dazed,
still gulping in air, Shawn interlaced her fingers behind her neck,
then gasped as he tugged on her hair to force her head up and
back.

“Very nice. Hold that position.”

What?! What was he doing, she thought
wonderingly!

Looking at her, examining her.

She flushed under that gaze, in this
position. Yet she knew she had a great body, and knew he must be
admiring it. It was just... weird! She'd been naked with guys
before, of course, but nothing like this! She'd made out in
basements on couches, in cars, and in her own bed. But never under
bright light with her just... standing like... like she was a model
or something, showing off her body!

“Marvelous breasts,” he said, his hand coming
up to caress them.

He turned and did something, then turned
back. His hand returned to her breasts, only now it was full of
some kind of cream. A cream that began to turn to lather as he
spread it over her chest and shoulders.

He was soaping her up!

A part of her was relieved. It had been a
sweaty day. Another part was self-conscious. Maybe he was doing
this because he thought she was all dirty!

“I... can soap myself up,” she gulped.

“I want to touch and explore every inch of
you.”

His hands were in no hurry. They caressed her
arms and slid along her ribs. They kneaded her breasts, gently, but
firmly, and rolled and squeezed her nipples. They slid up and down
her stomach and back, along her thighs and legs, and of course,
between her legs.

She moaned, the sensations redoubling as his
slippery, soapy fingers ran up and down along her sex.

He pulled her arms down, and then made her
cup her hands in front of her. He got more of that cream and poured
it into her cupped hands, then took her wrists and pulled her hands
against his chest.

Her pulse was racing again as Shawn soaped up
his chest and let her fingers slide over his shoulders, then down
his body. When they came to his cock she felt both relieved and
awed to find him hard – very, very hard!

And amazingly thick! She looked at it
anxiously, wondering if it would fit! She'd certainly never had one
that thick before!

She ran her hands up and down its length,
squeezing it, rubbing his balls as she looked up at him, blushing
uncertainly.
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He turned on the water, rinsing them off,
then slid back the door and picked up a towel. He toweled off his
hair, then his body while she stood hesitantly there in the shower.
He picked up another towel and gestured her forward, then wrapped
it around her, pulling her into him, kissing her again.

He towel dried her hair, then toweled the
rest of her.

Shawn did not offer to do it.

He dropped the towel.

“I can uhm, is there a blow dryer for my ha –
?

He bent, his arm going around her, shoving
his shoulder into her middle, and then lifted her up across his
shoulder. Leah gasped as she fell, belly-down, across his shoulder
and he turned and carried her from the room!

“What are you, Tarzan?” she blurted.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Ow!'

“Don't be smart.”

He flung her forward onto the big bed and she
gasped, watching him with wide eyes as he crawled into bed, then
crawled over her like some big tiger! She backed up and he smiled,
then knelt over her, looking down.

“Put your hands together above your
head.”

“Wh-Why?”

“Because I'm the boss and I give the
orders.”

She gulped and obeyed, and he gripped her
wrists, then she was startled as he wrapped something around them.
She twisted her head up and around to see some kind of strap there
being pulled tight around her wrists.

“Wh-what are you doing!?”

“Getting ready to make you scream, of
course.”

He pulled back, then gripped her legs and
jerked them back so the strap binding her wrists was taut,
spreading them wide apart.

“Now the feast is laid out before me,” he
said. “All ready for eating.”

He reached to his right, and pulled another
strap up from the side of the bed, then did the same on the
left.

Shawn watched, wide-eyed, as he slipped them
around her ankles, then tugged so they were tight.

She was anxious, but not particularly
fearful. What was he going to do she didn't want done?

“I want you wrapped up in your own senses,”
he said.

Then he produced a black scarf, folded it in
half, then in half again, and she gasped as he pressed it over her
eyes.

“Oh, wait! Don't!”

“Wrapped up in your own senses,” he said.
“All your focus on what you feel physically.”

A few moments later something pressed against
her lips.

“Open your mouth. Wider.”

She moaned as something wide and round was
pushed through her lips, barely fitting! It was some sort of big
ball, and she felt him strapping it in place behind her head.

She knew what this was! She'd seen them on
the internet! It was a gag!

“Entirely helpless. Unable to affect anything
which happens. You can't move, can't stop it, can't protest, can't
beg for mercy. Nothing to do but lay there and feel.”

She moaned around the ball thing, her heart
pounding, then felt something pushed into her ears. Soft music
began to play, the kind with no words she didn't know or ever
listen to.

This was so kinky!

Now she was deaf to what was going on in the
room, as well as blind to it.

She felt his fingers tracing up and down her
legs, along her thighs, then gliding slowly over her belly and up
further. Then... they were... slippery. She moaned as they gently
kneaded her breasts, the fingers working slowly, massaging them,
making them throb and swell.

Guys had been squeezing her breasts since
she'd gotten them, but never anything like this!

His slippery fingers continued to massage her
breasts, and now began to roll and stroke and squeeze her
nipples.

What is he doooing!? she thought
wildly.

But she couldn't ask!

Then she felt his mouth on the center of her
left breast. She shuddered as his lips closed around her soft flesh
and his tongue began to swirl and stroke. He sucked gently,
rhythmically, and his teeth began to dig into her flesh bit by
bit.

He shifted to her other breast, her other
nipple, sucking, licking, chewing, until both breasts were
throbbing hotly, both nipples tingling with excitement.

He began to lick his way down her body,
kissing her along the way, until he made his way to her sex. His
tongue slipped up and down on either side of her labia, then moved
closer as his hands glided up and down her soft body.

His tongue traced the line of her sex, then
pressed deeper, then harder, soon finding her clitoris.

Leah moaned, her hips grinding helplessly,
the dark heat spreading up through her body. She felt her
inhibitions melting away as the man's tongue and lips worked on her
swollen little button and his fingers kneaded her breasts.

Then she was penetrated, his fingers sliding
deep inside her, stroking in and out, in and out, pressing up and
back against the front wall of her sex.

She felt the sexual heat spreading and
deepening. Especially as he paused every now and then, abandoning
her sex entirely, his tongue working along her thighs, or up along
her abdomen and stomach, or even in along the nape of her neck.

Finally, she felt his weight against her
thighs, felt something thicker than fingers pushing into the sodden
depths of her belly. She twisted and writhed in place, gasping for
breath as his thick cock pushed deeper, forcing its way through the
tight fold of flesh, stretching her pussy wide as he began to pump
in and out.

She felt his weight settling on her, then the
blindfold was pulled free, and she could see him above her as he
thrust into her.

“Slave girl,” he whispered.

Slave girl!? Shawn felt a dark thrill of
excitement at his outrageous words! It was certainly easy to
imagine herself a slave girl like this, strapped in place, gagged,
while her 'master' used her body!

She gasped as he tugged on her hair, forcing
her head back, as he chewed and licked and kissed his way along her
throat, and most especially as his hips rose and fell, his cock
thrusting into her with harder, deep strokes.

Slave girl!

The heat enveloping her grew more intense,
and she felt herself falling into a sexual fever, her body
thrumming with power as Thorne thrust into her with deep, aching,
wonderful strokes of his thick cock!

He halted and then undid the strap behind her
head, pulling out the gag. His lips crushed hers with a deep,
powerful kiss, then he pulled her head back, jerking tightly on her
hair to make her cry out.

“Call me master, slave girl,” he teased.

“Master!” she groaned.

Shawn felt another jolt of delicious heat at
the words!

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
growled.

“I-I'm your sex slave, Master!” she
gasped.

He was buried inside her, and now thrust into
her with a series of short, hard strokes that made her gasp and
moan and cry out.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said. “Are you
going to scream for me when I make you come, sex slave?”

Shawn shuddered and moaned, her mind
sweltering in heat, her nipples hard little pinpoints of fire as he
ground his chest against them.

“Ungh!” she gasped as he jerked sharply back
on her hair.

“Beg me to make you come, sex slave,” he
growled.

His lips moved down along her neck and across
the front of her throat, as if he was an animal about to tear it
out!

“Beg, slave!”

“Please make me come, Master!” she
croaked.

This was so insanely kinky, she thought
wildly.

He thrust harder, faster, and her voice
shattered into a series of guttural moans and cries of pleasure as
the head of his cock thumped against the back wall of her sex.
It... ached, but in a hot, dark, delicious way!

“Beg me to make you come, slave,” he
growled.

He raised himself up, abandoning her hair,
and his big hand came down around her throat instead.

“Beg your master to make his hot little sex
slave come!” he growled.

“Please make me come, Master!” she
croaked.

And then he did just that, and the intensity
of the orgasm was overpowering. As he had in the bathroom, he
closed his fingers against her neck as she began to buck up against
him and cry out. Her cries were thus largely silenced, which in a
strange way, made her feel free to cry them out without
inhibition.

Without any thought or concern for who might
now hear she abandoned herself to the orgasm, letting it overwhelm
her senses and drown her in pleasure. Her body twisted and bucked
as she gurgled dazedly, eyes glassy, the flaring intensity of the
orgasm a shocking storm of pleasure she hoped would never end.

She gulped in air as he released her throat,
his mouth at her neck again, chewing and kissing and sucking as his
hips continued to thrust into her with hard, fast strokes.

Then he pulled out, pulled back, until his
head was once more between her legs. His fingers spread the lips of
her sex, and he licked hungrily at her clitoris as Shawn writhed
and moaned and gulped in air.

She felt a strange sense of something like an
epiphany. So this is what sex is really like! Really good
sex!

Everything else she'd ever experienced paled
into insignificance! She suddenly felt as if she'd been robbed,
gypped, defrauded by the guys she'd had sex with!

His tongue was so... incredible! It was
lapping at her clitoris, then sweeping around and around it, back
and forth across it, then his lips closed in and sucked
rhythmically as his fingers thrust up inside her!

Shawn gave herself to the heat, to the
passion and lust and churning waves of pleasure.

He unstrapped her legs, then, and roughly
flipped her onto her belly.

Crack!

She gasped at the sharp, stinging blow to her
bottom.

“Raise your ass in the air, slave,” he
ordered.

Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she moaned.

His powerful hands gripped her hips, jerking
them up.

Crack!

“Spread your legs for your master,
slave.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

He pushed her hips forward, bending her
further, then entered her from behind.

“Ah!” she cried as he felt her hair jerked
back.

“Do you want to come again, slave?” he
demanded. “Do you want to come while your master is riding you like
a bitch animal?”

She shuddered and trembled as his hips began
to strike her upraised buttocks. This was so... obscene, so raw and
nasty! He was fucking her like... like an animal!

And his cock was thumping even harder against
the back wall of her pussy!

She gasped, grunted and moaned as he rode
her, as he yanked on her hair and slapped her bottom.

“Beg, slave!”

“Please make me, come, Master!” she cried
dazedly.

His heavy body came down atop her, pressing
against her back. His hand slid around her throat, forcing her head
up and back and he chewed and kissed his way along her neck. He was
buried inside her, grinding his hips against her.

“Hot little sex slave,” he breathed. “Your
master is going to make you come again, slave!”

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!' she gasped as
he thrust into her.

Then she felt his hand sliding down under her
hip, his fingers along her abdomen, searching for and finding her
pussy, her clitoris. She cried out as they touched it, as they
began to rub against her even as his hips sent his cock slamming
deep inside her again and again!

“Come for me, slave girl. Come for your
master,” he ordered, squeezing his hand tighter around her
neck.

Shawn's eyes rolled back in her head as the
second orgasm took her. If anything, it was more intense than the
first, and she cried out, giving full-throated, uninhibited vent to
her pleasure, though her voice was little more than a gurgle as he
controlled her very breathing while his hips hammered against her
buttocks.

It was... glorious! She wallowed in the
pleasure, and in the dark, sensual feeling of being fully possessed
by a strong, powerful man! He was above her, his arms below her,
his cock inside her! He controlled the very air that she
breathed!

There was something deeply, instinctively
satisfying about submitting to that, about surrendering to him and
his control of her and her body.

And yet still he didn't stop! His fingers
loosened enough around her throat to let her gulp in ragged breaths
of air, but he continued to ride her, to pound himself against her,
to jam himself balls-deep and then grind himself up and down and
around and around.

“Hot little slave animal,” he panted. “Sexy
little slave slut!”

And another orgasm tore through her as she
cried out, her voice little more than sobs of breathless pleasure
as the orgasm shattered her fragile mind and threw her into the
raging flood tide of liquid heat enveloping her body.

*

The sex had been incredible, amazing, the
best of her life!

And it allowed her to accept, with some
amusement, and also a sense of delicious, outrageous excitement,
what followed.

For Thorne got dressed, while she lay on her
belly, then on her back, panting and moaning as she recovered from
the monster orgasm.

Her wrists were still strapped to the
headboard, of course.

“Un-Untie meeee,” she finally groaned.

He looked at her and snorted. “Slaves do not
give orders to masters,” he replied.

He moved to the bed, though, and then for
some reason rolled her onto her belly again before reaching above
and unstrapping her wrists. But rather than release them he drew
them down and back behind her.

“Wh-what are you doooing?” she moaned.

“Slave girls need not ask what their master
is doing,” he replied. “They need only care what their orders
are.”

“Mister... “

She suddenly realized she didn't even know
his first name! And calling him 'Mister Thorne' seemed awfully
formal given what had just happened.

“I... don't even know your first name,” she
said, embarrassed.

“You need only call me 'master.”

She snorted, exasperated, but then realized
he was wrapping what felt like more straps around her wrists.

“Are you tying me up again?”

“You think our little game is over, slave
girl? It's just beginning,” he replied.

He pulled her up onto her knees, which was
good since she had no arms to use. Her wrists were strapped
together behind her back!

“And now,” he said.

She saw he had what looked like a small belt
in his hand, only... then she gasped as she realized it was
actually a collar – a black leather collar with a big stainless
steel O-ring dangling from the front. She stared at it until he
pushed it under her eyes, under her chin, and then fastened it
around her neck.

He pulled her out of bed and let her look at
herself in the mirror over the dresser.

Shawn stared, eyes wide. She looked so... so
fucking hot, naked, with the collar around her neck and her arms
behind her back!

“Oh!” she gasped as he roughly gripped her
hair and jerked her head back.

“This is what a slave girl looks like,” he
said.

“You... you're... a perve!” she gasped in
delight.

“Slave girls who are impertinent to their
masters get spanked,” he replied.

Holding her by the hair, he guided her out of
the bedroom and into the front room, then made her kneel in front
of an armchair.

“Sit on your heels, slave girl. Spread your
legs wide. That's it. Keep that back straight or you'll be
whipped,” he growled.

Shawn giggled a bit, but she was feeling a
sense of delighted excitement at this kinky game!

He went to the bar and made himself a drink,
then came back and sat down, looking at her as he sipped from
it.

“Don't I get a drink?”

“Master,” he said.

“Don't I get a drink, Master?”

“You will be given whatever I, as your
master, choose to give you. That includes both food and drink as
well as pleasure and punishment.”

She snorted in amusement.

“Would you like to be given punishment, slave
girl?”

“Uhm, no, Master,” she said.

“How about pleasure?”

“Sure!” she said.

“Yes master,” he corrected.

“Yes, Master,” she said dutifully.

“When was the last time you had three orgasms
when a man fucked you, Slave?”

Shawn felt a little jolt of excitement,
realizing he was being deliberately crude.

“Never... master.”

“Tell me about the first time you spread your
legs for a man.”

She flushed, but answered, telling him about
Jimmy Powers who had taken her virginity in the back of his
father's car.

“And then?”

She mentioned the next three guys who she'd
had sex with, and he questioned her on what each did and what she
did and didn't like.”

“Don't I get to find out about your sexual
history? Master, I mean.”

“We'd be talking about it all night,” he
said, taking a sip from his drink. “Besides, it's not necessary for
you to know anything about my sexual history.”

“How come you want to know about mine?”

“I want to know all about Shawn Rankowski, so
I know how to enslave her.”

“I thought you already did that,” she said,
pulling her wrists against the straps.

He leaned forward, then reached and grabbed
her by the neck again!

Shawn gasped, rising up off her heels as he
pulled, then leaning forward, and finally sliding forward on her
knees until she was pressed against the armchair.

She gasped for breath as he looked down at
her, her wrists pulling feebly against the straps. Then she moaned
as he leaned in further and kissed her roughly, his mouth...
invading hers! His lips crushed hers as he held her easily in
place.

His fingers loosened, but not enough to let
her forget he controlled the very air she breathed!

He sat back and pulled her forward, shifting
his grip to her arm and leg, dragging her up across his lap onto
her belly.

Crack! His hand slapped her wriggling
bottom sharply.

“Oh! Don't!” she yelped.

Crack!

“Slave's don't give orders to masters.”

She felt something thick and hard pushing
against the entrance to her sex, then slowly penetrating her and
sliding deep

His fingers began to massage her clitoris as
his other hand slid up and down her back, then under to fondle her
breast.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled.
“Clearly you need to be disciplined.”

“Oh!” she gasped. “Please!”

Crack!

“Please master,” he chided her.

“Please, Master!”

“Tell me about your family, slave girl.”

Shawn moaned in confusion. Thinking about
anything but the feel of his fingers inside her and against her
right then seemed silly. From the feel of it that was his thumb up
inside her, pressing in against the front wall of her sex as his
fingers pressed back against it from the outside – with her
clitoris between them!

“Speak, slave.”

Shawn told him about her father leaving, then
about her mother dying, then about foster homes.

“And then?”

Crack!

“And then, slave?”

Crack!

“Oh! Please, Master!”

Crack!

She told him about getting caught stealing,
which startled her, but her mind was full of fuzz and not thinking
properly!

His fingers were stroking more briskly
against her clitoris as his thumb did a weird sort of back and
forth movement inside her.

“Clearly you're a bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

Shawn gasped at another sharp slap to her
bottom, but the heat was growing again, and she had already
surrendered to it, and his dark, nasty, kinky game of slavery.

His fingers worked faster, and then another
orgasm swept through her. Shawn cried out, her hips bucking back at
him as he masturbated her through the climax, his other hand
roughly squeezing her breast.

“Did I say you could have an orgasm, slave?”
he demanded as she went limp.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Did I?”

Crack!

“Ow! No... master!”

“You need to beg your master's permission to
come, slave girl.”

Crack!

“Now you'll have to apologize.”

He dumped her off his lap and then opened his
pants, pulling his cock out. He reached for her hair, jerking her
forward and guiding her mouth to his semi-flaccid cock.

“Start on the balls. Suck them. Lick them.
Please your master, slave or you'll be strung up by your wrists and
whipped,” he growled.

Oh, wow! Shawn gasped to herself.
This is so wicked!

She obeyed, though, sucking and licking at
him, gasping as he tugged on her hair, changing what she was doing
at a barked order from him. His cock rose again into a hard,
towering length of thick, hungry flesh, and she wrapped her lips
around it, bobbing up and down as she licked.

This slave girl thing was turning her on
again, even as he roughly groped her breasts and jerked her hair
and growled at her like she was his prisoner!

His slave!

Finally he dragged her up onto the sofa,
lifted her legs up and jammed them back against the backrest, and
plunged himself into her. Like before, it was hard and deep and
rough, and yet Shawn reveled in it, crying out again and again as
he hammered his body against her and drove her to several more
orgasms before spending himself inside her.
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THAT, had been the most insane date of her
life, Shawn thought the next morning. She was still more than a
little shell-shocked by all that had happened, and could think of
little else.

Fortunately, her work required little
thought.

She moved up and down the aisles, following
the dictates of her little electronic box, and trying to put what
had happened between her and Thorne into some kind of context.

Clearly he had been after just one thing, as
she had suspected. She didn't feel used by that, though, because it
was the most intense and incredible sex she'd ever had. And she'd
come six times! Six freaking times! Nothing remotely like that had
ever happened to her before!

Thorne had been just as good as he had
bragged about being – the bastard.

He was kinky, of course, but given the
results, she couldn't fault that. Besides, he was older and
everyone knew older guys were into weird shit.

She didn't think anything serious between
them could happen, though. She was just some cheap young piece of
ass he had seduced. What else did she have to offer a sleek, rich,
sophisticated guy like Thorne anyway?

She doubted he was interested in her
sparkling conversational skills on subjects like the bands and
movie stars she liked.

Still, she was hoping he'd want to see her
again before he went home. Being his 'slave girl' was fucking
hot!

She followed the box to her next pick, and
reached into the box to take out... a black choker with an O-ring
in the front. It instantly reminded her both of the last time she'd
gotten a choker to pick up, and the collar he'd had her wear, and
she stared at it in surprise, even as she felt a little rush of
heat.

“Put it on.”

She gasped, spinning around to see him
there!

“How did you – .”

“I can do almost anything I want to – slave
girl. Put it on.”

“But... they'll notice if – .”

“The will notice nothing if I say they
don't.”

He tore open the plastic and put the thin,
faux-leather choker around her neck.

“Wear it always.”

She flushed.

“People will think I'm into some kind of...
kinky stuff.”

He smiled and traced his finger along her
lower lip.

“You are.”

He walked on.

“Take it off and you'll be punished,” he said
over his shoulder.

Shawn opened her mouth to protest, but he had
already turned the corner. She frowned at him, pressing her lips
together, trying to decide what to do.

Well, she didn't see a lot of people walking
up and down the aisles anyway. And what did it matter what these
people thought of her?

It felt … weird... wearing it, though! It
also made her feel distinctly... sexual. Which was not something
she normally felt while rushing up and down the narrow aisles
between the shelves. Still, as lunchtime approached, she started
getting nervous. She already got a lot of looks, as 'eye candy',
and was uncomfortable with the reaction the choker might
provoke.

She took it off and slipped it into her
pocket, then went down to the cafeteria for her quick 30-minute
lunch break. It was really more like 20 minutes since she needed
five minutes in line, and five minutes at the bathroom.

After lunch she went back to her picking,
moving up and down the aisles, grabbing things off the shelves, and
putting them into her basket, then hurrying back to the assembly
area to drop them off for packing and shipping.

An hour later she turned onto another aisle –
and there he was!

She immediately felt her pulse quicken and
her heart skip a beat. Butterflies took flight in her stomach and
both anxiety and a strange, unfamiliar sense of anticipation made
her nipples tingle.

“Uhm, hi,” she said.

“You're not wearing your choker.”

“Oh, right. Uhm, I took it off for lunch and
forgot to put it back on.”

She pulled it out of her pocket and slipped
it around her neck, then reached behind her to do it up as he
watched.

“You realize you have to be punished
now.”

“But – !”

He put his finger against her lips.

“But is the prelude to an argument. Slave
girls don't argue with their masters.”

Shawn felt her face flush, and more
butterflies take flight in her stomach.

He reached up and took down a small packet
from one of the boxes.

“Scan.”

She ran the little electronic box over it and
it beeped acceptance.

“Do you know what this is, slave girl?”

She looked at it doubtfully, then flushed as
she saw the words on the packet. It was a butt-plug.

“Uh...”

“Girls wear it so that when their men want to
use their tight little bottoms for their pleasure, they can do so
without delay, without pain, without damage.”

“I uhm... I don't do... uhm, anal,” she said
uncomfortably.

“Slave girls don't get to make such
decisions.”

He slid a hand in and caressed her stomach,
and Shawn felt a wave of heat roll up through her chest.

“Lift your top,” he ordered.

She instinctively glanced down the aisle.

“No other pickers will be coming here. Or in
the nearby aisles either. My company runs the software that these
things operate on,” he said, tapping the box.

She licked her lips nervously, then lifted
her tank top up above her breasts.

He gripped the bra and yanked it up too,
exposing her breasts, and Shawn gasped as she felt a deep jolt of
psychic energy. No matter what he said this was a public place! She
wasn't used to baring her breasts in a public place!

He undid his tie for some reason, then
reached out and took her hands, guiding them forward and crossing
her wrists. He held them like that, then tugged his tie off and
looped it around her wrists.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she gasped.

“What does it look like?”

She gasped as she felt it tighten, then he
raised her hands up and tied them around the support frame for the
steel shelving. He seized her hair, then jerked it back sharply so
she cried out, before his mouth covered hers.

Shawn's heart was beating like a drum now,
anxiety, confusion and a dark thrill swirling and churning inside
her even as his other hand rose to knead her bare breast.

The hand slid down her body, and his fingers
popped the clasp of her shorts, then tugged down the zipper. His
hand plunged into her shorts and thong, and Shawn's hips jerked
convulsively as they found her sex.

His mouth was still locked against her own,
his kiss as passionate and hungry as she remembered from the
previous night! She felt herself falling into that kiss,
surrendering to it with a dazed moan.

His fingers were rubbing skilfully at the top
of her sex, and a dark, raw, wild heat was spiraling up within her
body and soul. Her hips were already grinding helplessly against
him, and her nipples ached as her breasts throbbed!

He pulled his lips back.

“What's my name?” he asked softly.

“I...I... M-Mister Thorne,” she gasped.

He closed his hand around her throat and she
gurgled as her eyes bulged.

“Try again, slave.”

“Master!” she croaked.

He loosened his grip.

“Again.”

“Master!” she gasped.

She let out a helpless cry as his finger
plunged into her, curving up and in. Her shorts slid down her legs
as he jerked back on her hair again and his lips trailed along her
throat and up under her ear.

Then he eased back and looked at her.

Shawn's breath was ragged, and her chest rose
and fell rapidly as she stared up at him.

He smiled slightly, then gripped the front of
her thong and simply – yanked.

She cried out as her thong was torn from her
body, her hips lurching forward, then falling back.

“I don't want you wearing any panties
anymore, not unless I give them to you.”

“But – !”

He put his fingers against her lips and gave
her a quelling look, then he gripped her arm and spun her around to
face the metal shelving.

He pulled back on her hair, then pushed
something into her open mouth. It was plastic and rounded, narrow
at the tip, widening, then narrowing against right near the base.
He pushed it in until the base was flat against her lips. It was
like having a giant soother in her mouth!

It was the butt-plug, she realized.

She gasped in disgust, but then realized it
had come straight from the plastic so...

“Bad girls who disobey their masters get
punished,” he said.

He had a very thin belt around his waist. He
pulled it free and doubled it up, and Shawn felt a moment of
startled realization before he swung it down and it cut across her
buttocks with a stinging jolt of pain.

She cried out, but the sound was muffled by
the butt-plug in her mouth.

His left hand slid around her, then down over
her abdomen, then down further, until his fingers were against her
sex. He pushed her hips backward, even as his fingers began to rub
her.

Crack!

The belt snapped down against her buttocks a
second time, and she cried out, jerking in place, alarmed,
startled, astonished.

“Learn to obey your master, slave girl,” he
said softly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Shawn writhed and moaned as the belt cut
across her bottom. They were not exactly cruel blows, she realized.
The belt stung, but he wasn't swinging it very hard. He was right
up against her, after all, with his other hand between her
legs.

But the very idea he was... strapping her
like this... with her hands tied above her... helpless... was
outrageous! But more than that, she felt that dark heat surging
upward through her body and mind again, growing and darkening.

Crack!

“Bad girl.”

Crack!

“Learn to obey your master, sex slave.”

Shawn whimpered and moaned, grinding herself
against his fingers as the heat took hold of her mind. Then she
gasped as he pulled back on her hair. He gripped the base of the
plug and pulled it out of her mouth, and a moment later his foot
forced her ankles further apart and she felt the saliva coated plug
pressing against her back opening.

She shuddered but made no protest as the
pressure mounted, continuing to grind herself against his fingers
as the heat inflamed her. She felt the thing slowly sinking into
her, getting wider and wider. Then it abruptly narrowed, and she
had only the flat base against her.

He spun her around again, then kissed her
roughly, his hand kneading her breast.

“Do you want my cock inside you, slave
girl?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she panted.

He unzipped his pants, then undid them,
letting them drop. He gripped her right thigh, lifting it up, then
she felt his cock rubbing against her sex, which felt soaking and
swollen and hot! It pushed into her, and she whimpered and let her
head loll back, gulping in air as he pushed deeper.

He shifted suddenly, gripping her other leg,
lifting both of them up. She cried out as much of her weight now
came down on her wrists, being held by the silk tie. But Thorne
lifted her ankles up and shoved them back against the shelve, then
drove himself into her to the balls.

Shawn cried out helplessly, then again as he
began to thrust. His cock drove into her with hard, even savage
strokes, his hips pounding against her buttocks as the world began
to dissolve into a dark red mist. Her head lolled back and she
gulped in air, gasping and moaning as he fucked her. The whole
shelve was shaking with the force of his thrusts, and then
something inside her squeezed and tightened and then the pleasure
flooded through her like liquid heat from a broken dam.

It was all she could do not to scream out her
pleasure at the top of her lungs! Even as it was that part of her
mind still functioning knew anyone nearby would hear as she cried
out in dazed, rapturous pleasure!

*

That man was going to drive her out of her
mind if she wasn't careful! He was... the most outrageous,
self-important man she'd ever met. Imagine ordering her not to wear
panties, and to wear this... plug thing in her ass! And to wear the
choker everywhere she went!

And yet, she was wearing the
butt-plug, nervous, in case anyone could tell under her tight
cutoffs, and she was wearing the choker, even more
nervously, because anyone could see if by simply looking at her
from the front.

And she did get a few looks, a few second
glances, as she filed out the door. She half expected to find him
and his Porsche out front waiting, but there was no sign of him.
That meant she had to go home on the bus.

That was an embarrassing event. Everyone who
looked at her dropped their eyes to the choker and then she could
almost sense them reassessing her, and wondering... was she one of
those girls...?

She did her best to keep her eyes down and
not look back. Her long hair pretty much hid the sight of the
choker from either side, and, naturally, from behind, but from the
front, well... This was the first time she'd ever been in public
and wished people would look at her breasts and not her neck!

She felt very sexual in the thing, and felt
as if all the people who looked at her knew it, or at least,
thought of her as a sexual creature much more than if she hadn't
been wearing it.

She resented him for making her wear it, but
then resented herself for doing what he'd wanted. She ought to take
it off, but doing so now would just draw more attention to it. She
would take it off as soon as she was alone, she vowed.

The butt-plug, well, that felt a little
weird. Especially sitting. And what was she going to do when he
decided he wanted to have anal sex with her? Was she going to let
him!? Maybe with this thing it wouldn't really hurt, she
thought.

She got off at her transfer, and hid in a
doorway long enough to remove the choker and put it in her purse.
She felt oddly nervous about that. If he found out he'd probably
punish her again!

But she was away from work, so there was no
way he could. And besides, how dare he make such a demand and think
he could 'punish' her for anything!? Just who did he think he
was!?

Yes, it was an exciting and kinky sexual game
he was playing, but even so. That sort of thing should be for the
bedroom, or at least somewhere private. He sure wasn't wearing
anything that would have people staring at him!

She made it home and quickly stripped out of
her shorts and tank top, then removed her bra. She hesitated, then
took out the choker and put it on, then looked at herself in the
bathroom mirror.

She looked so sexual, so sensual, so hot!

Slave girl! What a wild and thrilling
thought! Her as a sex slave to some rich guy!

Her nipples were already rock hard, despite
the heat in the apartment. She gulped, then took off the choker and
had a shower, though she knew she'd be sweating through the evening
and night.

Maybe she told have told Thorne that he had
to take her to dinner or somewhere nice before letting him have sex
with her. Though at the time it hadn't even occurred to her to try
to stop him or persuade him to do anything at all.

She made a TV dinner and watched TV, sitting
there in just her thong. She also googled 'bondage' and looked at
some of the pictures, imagining herself tied up like that. The
thought was often either intimidating, scary or exciting – or all
at once.

She was watching Survivor on TV when her door
opened and he stood in the door.

She let out a startled shriek, instinctively
covering her bare breasts, and jumped off the bed as he walked in
and closed the door behind him.

Shawn gaped at him as he looked back.

“How did you get in!?”

“You keep your keys in your purse and your
purse in your locker in a building owned by a company I own,” he
said. “I had them copied.”

She stared at him in astonishment.

“You don't think that might be kind of...
crazy!?” she demanded.

“No.”

He looked around.

“Not much to this place,” he said.

Shawn flushed. “Well not all of us are rich!”
she flared.

“Where's your choker?”

She licked her lips, glaring at him.

“I'm in my apartment!”

“You're looking to be punished again, are
you?”

Shawn felt her stomach churning, and felt a
dark heavy excitement starting to roll up through her body.

“I... you...

“I said to wear it always.”

“But people stare at me when I wear it!”

“People always stare at beautiful girls.”

She flushed at that matter-of-fact
statement.

“But – .”

“Did you wear it on the bus?”

“Yes!”

“All the way home?”

“Yesss,” she said.

He moved closer and she licked her lips
nervously, then gasped as his hand came up around her neck. Her
hands grasped his wrists.

“Put your hands down.”

She dropped her hands and he squeezed a
little.

“Did you?”

“N-No,” she gulped.

“No what?”

She blinked in confusion and he squeezed his
hand tight.

“What is my name?”

“Master!” she gasped.

He released her neck.

“Put the choker on, slave girl.”

Flushing, and now sweating in the heat, she
obeyed, then turned to face him.

He grasped her by the neck again, and again
her hands jerked up to grasp his wrists. He looked at her, and she
dropped her arms to her sides.

His other hand kneaded her breast, then slid
down and tore her panties off.

“I said no panties,” he said.

Shawn moaned helplessly.

He released her throat and took her wrist,
lifting it up towards him. Then he took something from his pocket.
It looked like a little strap, but curled as if it was used to
being bent around – something. She felt a tightness in her chest as
she realized it was something like the collar he'd put on her the
other day.

It wrapped around her wrist, and buckled in
place. He had a second, and he wrapped that around her other wrist.
Then he turned her to face the wall and drew her arms back behind
her back. Shawn's insides were thrumming with sexual pressure and
heat as she felt him draw her wrists together.

He let them go but her wrists were locked
together.

“Bad slave girls get punished,” he said.

He squeezed her bottom, then slapped it. His
hand kneaded her buttocks, and found the butt-plug still in
place.

“I see you left this in place,” he said.

Shawn felt her face flush. It had made her
feel... wicked... hot and nasty and... very sexual!

“Lucky for you,” he growled.

He gathered in her hair, then jerked her
forward across the room. Before she could even think to protest he
had opened the door to her apartment and marched her outside!

“What are you doing?!” she exclaimed in as
low a voice as she could.

“Punishing you.”

The corridor was very narrow and poorly lit.
Two people could pass each other in it, but not easily, and not if
they were big. The floor was bare concrete. It was lined with
small, steel doors with peepholes in them.

Shawn felt a wild sense of anxiety at being
out of her apartment naked, but he continued to push her along and
she couldn't raise her voice without alerting her neighbors that
something worth seeing was going on out here!

There was an elevator further down the
corridor. Sometimes it even worked. He led her up the corridor,
instead. To the stairs. This was Los Angeles. It didn't snow here.
And it rarely rained. The concrete stairs were outside, the
corridor open to the elements.

He marched her right out onto the stairs. She
was on the third and top floor. There was a stone railing before
her and he pushed her belly into it and bent her over.

She felt his fingers at her sex, and
shuddered.

“Nice and warm and wet,” he said.

“Y-You're crazy!” she gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped down on her
bottom with a stinging blow.

“Ow!”

“Show respect to your master, slave
girl.”

“You're not my master!” she gasped.

“Aren't I?”

His big, thick thumb thrust into her to the
knuckle, then he gripped her hair, jerking her head back as his
fingers began to roughly stroke her clitoris.

“Maybe you just haven't admitted it to
yourself, slave girl,” he said in a low growl.

He let go of her hair, shifting his grip to
her throat, still using it to force her head and shoulders back as
his lips moved down along her throat, chewing and sucking and
kissing. His thumb was pumping in and out of her with a hard,
steady thrusting motion which pressed forward against the front
wall of sex, and caught her clitoris between it and his
fingers.

“You need to get it through your pretty
little head that you belong to me, slave girl,” he growled. “Now
push your ass back at me. Further.”

Shawn moaned but obeyed, the heat churning
inside her again as the sexual pressure began to mount rapidly.

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave girl?”
he demanded, his fingers squeezing again around her throat.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gasped.

His thumb slid out of her, then he pressed
himself into her buttocks, his hand coming around, his thumb
pushing into her mouth.

“Suck. Suck like you mean it, slave.”

She gurgled and moaned and sucked and licked
his thumb as she felt his hard cock pressing up between the cheeks
of her buttocks. It slid up and down, up and down, and then he
pulled his thumb out of her mouth and bent her over the rail.

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

The belt snapped down across her bottom again
and again, and Shawn winced and gasped and moaned as the stinging
blows turned her skin hot and tender! But her insides were churning
wildly, a dark, thrilling sense of an almost predatory hunger
gripping her mind.

Then she felt his fingers pulling at the plug
thing, sliding it out, and then something hot pushing against her
instead.

“Oh! Oh, please!” she gasped.

It pushed deep, and she shuddered, gaping out
at the parking lot, her mouth and eyes wide.

Still, it was better than getting the belt
across her now-tender bottom!

And it didn't really hurt... much.

She let out a long, slow groan as he pushed
his cock deep into her ass, then gulped in air as she watched a car
pull into the parking lot and stop. A man got out and then walked
towards the building as Thorne jerked back on her hair and began to
thrust into her.

He forced her legs further apart, so that her
belly jammed down hard into the rough surface of the concrete rail,
her upper body hanging over the other side as she watched the man
walking past below her, then heading around the corner to the front
entrance.

She felt a sense of unreality, a sense of
amazement at what was happening. But at the same time she also felt
something like awe at how desperately kinky and wild and nasty this
all was. Her outside naked like this, being fucked on the balcony
like some... wild whore!

He jerked back on her hair, pulling her
upright, back against his body.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered, his
lips next to her ear.

Shawn gasped as he thrust into her
slowly.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm your slut!” she gasped.

He jerked on her hair.

“Master.”

“I'm your slut, Master!” she gasped.

“Hot, sexy little bitch.”

His right hand slid down between her legs,
rubbing her clitoris as his left roughly groped her breast.

“You'll make an excellent sex slave. And if I
decide not to keep you, I can always sell you on the auction block.
Maybe to some Arab.”

He bit into the nape of her neck, and kissed
his way up under her ear as she gasped and moaned in a helpless,
swirling stew of emotions and heat. His words were … outrageous,
but thrilling because of that. The way he was manhandling her, even
abusing her, struck her as desperately exciting.

Sex slave!

What an awesome dark fantasy!

And with his cock thrusting up deep, achingly
deep into her ass, it was easy to imagine, to put herself into the
mindset of a slave girl! A sex slave!

His sex slave!

He looped the belt he'd used around her
throat and she gasped as he jerked up and back on it, her eyes
bulging a little. He was thrusting into her harder now, even while
fingering her clitoris, and she felt the world beginning to spin
around her, her body now feeling a growing pressure inside, waves
of passion and heat rolling through her.

He jerked her back, then pressed her down,
her full, soft breasts now jammed against the wide, rough stone
rail, grinding against it as he drove his cock into her ass and his
hips against her buttocks. They ached, and burned, but the pressure
and sensation only added to the storm of sensation within her.

Shawn realized, with a shock, that she was
going to come. All the wild sensations overloading her nervous
system combined with the dark thrill of what she was doing had
filled her with a powerful storm of need, and as she began to grind
herself frantically against his fingers the orgasm hit and she
cried out again and again, her voice rising over the parking lot as
his cock speared her deep inside.
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He pulled her back from the railing, back
upright, as he backed into the corner, just out of sight of the
hallway. He pulled her back against him, the belt tight around her
neck, as someone opened a door up the hall and, she supposed,
looked out.

“Nasty slave girl,” he whispered. “Now you're
waking up all the neighbors.”

She gasped and panted, her chest heaving. She
could feel his stiff cock still jammed up inside her to the balls
as she stood back against him, up on her toes.

“If they come out to complain I'll have to
let them fuck you to make it up to them,” he said.

He was so outrageous, she thought
dazedly.

He thrust up again, and again, in short, hard
thrusts, burying himself inside her each time while his fingers
continued to stroke her clitoris.

She heard the sound of a door closing, but he
continued to thrust into her, continued to rub her clitoris, And
she felt the thrumming heat building up once again. But then he
halted, buried inside her, sighing into her ear.

“Hot, sexy slave girl,” he said.

He pulled out of her, turned her to face the
wall, then pushed something – the butt-plug – back inside her. He
undid the belt, and pushed her further forward as he pulled his
pants up.

Shawn felt like falling to her knees, her
legs rubbery. She turned and peeked around the corner to look up
the hall, then turned to look at him.

“Well, that was fun. Time for home,” he said
breezily.

He headed down the stairs.

“Hey! Wait!”

He looked over his shoulder.

“You gonna undo these!?” she demanded,
jerking her arms to one side.

“No, don't think so.”

“But...!”

“Oh, and I locked your apartment,” he said,
as he reached the first turn in the stairs and continued down.

She stared after him, then back down the
hallway.

“Thorne!”

She didn't see that she had a choice. She
hurried down the stairs after him!

Naked!

She turned the corner and continued down,
catching up to him on the second landing.

“What are you doing!?”

“Whatever I want, like usual.”

“”You have to undo these... things!”

“Slaves don't tell masters what they have to
do.”

“It's not funny!”

“I didn't think it was.”

They reached the bottom of the stairs and he
headed out across the parking lot. After an agonizing look around
the dark parking lot Shawn scurried after him, extremely aware of
her state of undress!

“Mister Thorne!”

“Master,” he said, walking on.

“Master!” she growled. “You better not leave
me like this naked!”

“Or what?”

“Or... or you'll find out!”

“Threats? Slaves aren't allowed to make
threats against their masters, little slave girl.”

He stopped at a dark black car – not the
Porsche. This was a sedan, a Lexus.

“And who said I was leaving you behind? I
don't leave my property just sitting around waiting for someone
else to pick it up and take it away,” he said. “That would be
foolish of me.”

He moved to the rear of the car and opened
the trunk.

Shawn, who had hurried after him, stared into
it briefly, then gasped as he gripped her arm and pushed her
forward.

“Wha-what are you doing!?”

“Into the trunk, slave.”

“But … you can't... I'm not – !”

“Of course you are. That's what being a slave
means.”

He had already tipped her into the car, and
now lifted her legs to put her fully inside.

“You're crazy!”

“Possibly. But you'd best hope not.”

He had hold of her ankle and lifted it up and
back, then slipped some kind of leather strap around it. A moment
later he did the same to her other ankle. He then pushed both back
against her buttocks, and fastened them to the straps around her
wrists with a short clip!

Humming to himself, he drew her hair back,
then pulled, and as her head came back her mouth opened so that he
could push a ball gag into it. He released her hair, strapped the
ball gag on, and then drew back.

“You're being kidnapped,” he said in a dark,
sinister voice. “To be sold as a white slave in deepest Africa! I'm
sure you'll fetch a good price on the auction block!”

He closed the trunk on her, and Shawn stared
into the darkness, moaning around the ball gag.

She felt the car lurch a bit as he got in.
Then the engine started, and it began to move.

This is insane, she thought wonderingly.

He was obviously continuing with his dark
sexual fantasy. And she felt a shudder of heat ripple up through
her at his words Selling her as a white slave in Africa! God! What
a perve he was!

And yet, as silly as it was the reality was
that she was laying on her belly and breasts in the back of a car,
gagged and tied – hogtied!

Going... she knew not where!

A sex slave! A white slave being sold at
auction in Africa! Oh wow!

She rolled awkwardly onto her side. That was
a little more comfortable, and took the pressure off her
breasts.

It would serve him right if someone had seen
him put her in here and called the police, she thought
vindictively. He'd have a hard time explaining things, especially
if she disagreed!

There was no air conditioning back here, and
it was still hot and humid out. She had been sweating badly even
before he put her in here, given the exertion and...excitement. Now
she began to feel her mind-melting in the heat, her eyes closing to
slits.

A sex slave! A prisoner! A white slave! A
captive!

She was naked and hogtied and gagged and in
the trunk of a car!

This was insane! And it provoked both anxiety
and outrage. But it was darkly thrilling nonetheless.

She had no idea where he was going but it was
certainly a long drive! And in the heat, and despite the anxiety,
she began to doze off a bit. She woke with a start as the car
tilted downward, stopped suddenly, then continued. The sounds
outside changed and then faded. The car's engine stopped, and then
she heard the sound of a garage door closing.

He got out of the car, and a moment later the
trunk popped open.

Shawn blinked rapidly in the light as he
looked down at her.

“Well, little sex slave. Are you ready to be
sold?” he asked. “There's a plane for Africa waiting.”

She glowered at him indignantly. As if she
was dumb enough to believe that!

Yet she felt cold little ripples of anxiety
and uncertainty anyway.

He removed the clip holding her ankles to her
wrists and helped her out of the car and she saw they were in a
garage. The most brightly lit garage she'd ever seen. The floor
wasn't the usual concrete, but tiled, and the tiles gleamed
brightly, as if recently polished.

The Porsche was here, as was a Jaguar. And
they were... moving!

No, she was moving. So was Thorne, and so was
the Porsche. They were on a round turntable sort of thing and it
was turning around so that the nose pointed at the garage door
instead of the back wall.

“Let's go, slave.”

He headed for a door, and Shawn had little
option but to follow, her stomach fluttery with anxiety and a
strange, delicious sense of excitement. They passed through a door,
then up a few stairs into a corridor which widened considerably,
getting brighter as they moved forward.

The floor was sparkling stone, and then they
came out into a huge entrance hall which looked upward to a balcony
above on the next floor and had a large round crystal light hanging
down from the ceiling. Ahead was an enormous glass window – wall,
she realized, as she padded uneasily after him.

Her head swiveled wildly from side to side,
afraid someone else would be here and see her, but she couldn't
stop being distracted by everything she saw. That included the
enormous room they walked into, which had a ceiling twenty feet
high, and a glass wall almost the same height looking out on the
ocean!

Shawn decided that the room could easily have
fit her entire apartment – four times over. She was staring around
it when there was a machine-like sound, and her head spun back to
see the whole wall sliding aside! She stared at it as it moved
across her view, and then left the entire front of the room open to
a deck of some kind.

He walked out and she walked to the edge of
the wall, or where the wall had been, then peeked out in either
direction before slowly following. She came to the railing and saw
a beach below, and not very far below either. They were up perhaps
three stories, and she could hear the waves washing ashore as she
turned her eyes up and down the sparsely populated beach.

“Nice view, huh?” he said.

She tried to speak, just to remind him she
couldn't, and he grinned at her.

“I'm not sure I want you able to talk, just
yet. Not being able to talk, to protest, to make demands, to ask
questions, that sort of thing has an impact I like.”

She scowled at him, and he turned away, then
slapped her bottom sharply.

“Don't scowl at your master, slave girl,” he
said over his shoulder.

Shawn yelped at the unexpected sting, jerking
forward, then turned and hurried in after him.

“Kneel there,” he said, pointing next to a
sofa.

She scowled at his back, but, her chest
tight, she obeyed, kneeling, sitting back on her heels.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he said.

He had gone into a small attached room and
couldn't see her, but she spread her knees apart, flushing, and
feeling her chest tighten further. This slave girl stuff was
outrageous and kinky and – hot!

He came out and placed a drink on the table
next to the sofa, then walked past her and out into the hall before
disappearing.

Shawn looked around her again, and up at the
ceiling. What an amazing place! So this was how the rich lived, she
thought enviously. Just slightly better than her
apartment!

He came back and sat down, putting something
she didn't see on the chair next to him before picking up the
drink. He looked at her and she looked back, flushed, her pulse
rate ticking up.

“Slave,” he said in a voice which was part
teasing, part taunting. “Sex slave. Spread your legs wider,
slave.”

She glowered at him and he picked up the
thing he'd brought in. It was a … a stick of some kind. Seeing him
holding it made her wary. No, it was a riding crop, she thought
with a sudden gasp. She wanted to tell him she definitely was not
into that sort of thing, but of course, had the ball gag still in
her mouth.

“Spread your knees,” he growled.

Gulping, she obeyed.

“Back straight. Lovely,” he said after a
moment. You have incredible breasts.”

He snapped his fingers at her, and Shawn felt
another little jolt of indignation, but rose and moved forward on
her knees.

He put down the drink, and sat forward on the
sofa, cupping her breasts, squeezing them gently, then plucking at
her stiff nipples.

“Now what should I do with my little sex
slave?” he asked rhetorically. “Should I give her pleasure or give
her pain? Which would serve better to train her, the carrot of the
stick?”

He reached beside him and took out something
else. It was a dildo, a big one, long and thick, and very realistic
looking.

He played with the base and it began to buzz.
He looked up at her then and grinned before thrusting the thing
down and forward.

“Have you ever used one of these, slave
girl?”

He let the side of the dildo, the shaft,
press in against her, pressing up and in against her sex, rubbing
slowly in and out with the veins and ridges carved into the thing
grinding against the soft, swollen, overheated lips of her sex.

He leaned in further and placed the base on
the floor.

“Spread your legs and sit down on it,
slave.”

Shawn felt her heart beating faster, but
shifted her knees wider apart, then wider still, easing downward
until she felt the rounded helmet heat pressing against her sex.
She moaned as the pressure grew, and it slowly pushed into her,
spreading her open.

“No more. I want the head to just sit there
in the mouth of your sex,” he said, sitting back on the sofa and
picking up his glass.

Of course, sitting here in the mouth of her
sex it was having a tremendous effect on her clitoris, even if it
wasn't touching it directly. Shawn felt her pulse race, felt wild,
intense waves of sensation skittering through her nervous
system.

“Maybe I should bring my friends over and let
them use you,” he said. “You are a sex slave, after all, so I can
do whatever I want to you, and have you fuck anyone I order you
to.”

No, you can't, she thought, raggedly.

Her breathing was getting uneven, and her
thinking was suffering from the same rush of sensation, of heat, of
dark excitement as her body.

She gasped as she felt the head pushing
deeper. She felt a rising sense of longing to have it high inside
her, to ride up and down on it as he watched!

Then he raised the crop and she stared anxiously as he brought the
tip against her left breast.

The crop was about twenty inches long, with a
thin, flexible shaft attached to the handle. On the tip of that
shaft was a thin flap of soft leather which he began to rub against
her nipple.

“The duty of a slave girl is to obey her
master,” he said. “Her body belongs to him to do with as he sees
fit, including lending it to others.”

The leather flap was rubbing back and forth
against her sensitive nipple, and Shawn felt the center of her
breasts getting warmer, her nipple tingling more powerfully.

“That doesn't make her a slut, because it's
not her decision or choice. She makes no decisions or choices. Her
master does that.”

He drew the crop back and then dropped it
low.

“Didn't I tell you to only let the head
inside your hot little pussy?” he demanded.

Shawn moaned softly. She had let the head
ease past the mouth of her sex, and was sliding lower by the
second!

He brought the soft leather flap at the tip
of the crop in against her clitoris and rubbed firmly up and
down.

“Nasty little, disobedient slave girl,” he
said. “You'll have to be punished for defying your master's
orders.”

The vibrator was making her entire lower body
churn with sensation! Shawn couldn't keep herself still, and sank
deeper, gasping as she felt the head pushing up through the moist
folds of her sex. The crop rubbing directly against the top of her
sex added another hot rush of sensation that now threatened to
overload her nervous system!

He pulled the crop up and then rubbed it
against her nipple before pulling it back briefly and slapping it
down against the center of her breast.

Shawn flinched slightly, but it didn't really
hurt – that time.

“Bad little slave girl,” he said.

He slapped it again, and this time she winced
at the slight sting.

“Disobeying your master,” he said
disapprovingly.

Slap!

She moaned as the crop began to lightly slap
against the center of her breast again and again in short, rapid
little movements.

“Slave girls who displease their masters get
tortured,” he growled.

He shifted the thing to her other breast and
Shawn gasped as he began to slap the center just as he had the
first.

He leaned further in and gripped her hair,
then forced her head so far back she was staring up at the
ceiling.

She felt the crop sliding down her body, then
it was rubbing at her clitoris again as she trembled and moaned.
The whole front of her body felt hot, not to mention the sense of
growing pressure and heat inside her!

She groaned around the gag as she sank
further down the dildo. It was achingly, deliciously thick as it
pushed up inside her!

The crop moved again and she felt a sharp,
stinging blow to the center of her right breast, then one to her
left! She squealed and twisted against his grip on her hair, but he
held her firmly in place even as the tip of the crop moved back to
rub against her clitoris.

“Are you sliding down further, you nasty
little slave girl?” he demanded. “You've got this dildo halfway up
inside you already. You must really like the feeling of having a
big cock inside your body.”

Shawn's hips were grinding helplessly against
the crop even as she slid down deeper. Then he slapped the tip
against her nipples sharply, stingingly, so she cried out
again.

The blows stung! But then he was rubbing her
clitoris again, and a fresh wave of pleasure rolled up her
body.

Abruptly, he pulled up on her hair, forcing
her up off her heels. Rising pulled the vibrator off the floor, but
it slowly began to slide out of her. He shifted his grip from her
hair to her throat and she gasped, staring up at him as he held her
in place. Then he let her sink down again, until just the head was
pressed into the mouth of her sex.

“Obey your master, sex slave,” he
ordered.

Shawn felt her eyes bulging and gasped for
breath, until he released her.

She looked down between her legs, moaning
helplessly as she knelt perched atop the thing. Her chest was
heaving as she raised her eyes to him again, her body filled with
hunger, her mind gripped by a heady stew of confused heat and
outrage.

She knew she ought to be angry at the way he
was treating her, the way he was... manhandling her, but she
wasn't, not really. This was all just too thrilling!

He rubbed the tip against her sex, then drew
it back.

“Dirty little slave girl. You're all wet,” he
said, examining it. “Maybe you're a nymphomaniac. Is that it? Are
you desperate to feel that big cock inside you?”

He brought the top of the crop back, rubbing
it against her swollen clitoris.

“That's it, isn't it? You're a nympho,” he
taunted.

Shawn gasped as she sank down, feeling a
sense of delicious satisfaction as the head pushed inside her.

Thorne pulled her head back by the hair and
gave her nipples two sharp, stinging blows, then pulled her up
again.

“Bad slave girl,” he said. “I know what your
problem is.”

He stood up.

“Do not move,” he growled, pointing the crop
at her.

He walked out of the room and Shawn stared
down at her sex, which glistened wetly as it clutched the head of
the vibrator.

Thorne returned, with something in his back
pocket she couldn't quite see.

He had a thin belt of some kind doubled up in
his hand, though, and she gulped anxiously as he reached her.
Instead of hitting her with it, though, he let it unfold and
clipped it to the O-ring on the front of her choker, then tugged
her up to her feet.

The vibrator fell free and Shawn followed him
as he led her on the chain – like a leash, she thought in awe –
back onto the deck.

It was warm and bright out as he made her
kneel on the deck in front of a thick, plushly padded chair. Then
he took the thing from his back pocket and sat down.

It was a much thicker dildo!

He set the base below her, then pulled her
hair to force her up before pressing the head against her. It began
to vibrate even more powerfully than the first one had as he had
her perch herself with the fat helmet head pressed firmly against
her opening.

He went back inside and got his drink, then
came back and sat down.

“Now then, slave. I thought I would start by
informing you of your duties,” he said, before taking a sip.

The pressure against her sex was heavy, but
the vibrator's head was quite thick. Shawn moaned excitedly at the
throbbing heat and pressure coming from it.

“Of course, you'll have to clean the floors
regularly – scrubbing them – on all fours. No need for clothing, of
course.”

Shawn tried to make sufficient sounds, and
give him enough of a look that he would remove her gag, but he
ignored her efforts.

“You'll be my maid and body servant – as well
as servicing my sexual needs whenever I'm in the mood.”

He took another sip, then examined her.

“And of course, I like to share my things
with friends so I'll have a few come by to sample your body – both
men and women.”

He took another sip, and let the tip of the
crop rub her sex.

“Maybe we'll take you to the dungeon, string
you up, and whip you,” he said.

Shawn moaned and shook her head.

“Slave girls don't get to refuse orders and
have no say in anything,” he said.

She tried to tell him what she thought of
that, but of course, could get nothing intelligible out.

“Why are you trying to talk?” he demanded in
a haughty voice. “There's only one thing I need you to use your
mouth for – well, two since you have to eat – and until then you
shouldn't be using it.”

She scowled at him.

“I suppose I shouldn't have a fair-skinned
slave out in the sun like this without sunscreen,” he mused.

He produced a plastic bottle and squirted it
against her chest. Then he slid forward to the edge of the chair
and began to spread it over her breasts.

It felt even more erotic and exciting when
his fingers kneaded and squeezed her slippery breasts than it had
before!

He spread the stuff liberally over her body,
then reached down and began to rub her pussy.

Shawn shuddered and moaned and arched her
back, her pussy pressing down harder, and as the slippery oil got
onto the dildo – not by accident – she felt it pushing slowly up,
spreading her achingly wide, then sliding slowly into her trembling
body!
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“Are you going to come, little slave?” he
asked in a mild tone. “What an eager little sex slave you are.”

The thickness of the dildo pushing into her
hurt! But the ache was a dull thing compared to the breathless rush
of passion and hunger gripping her body. She was sliding sloooowly
down, and every inch deeper it pushed made the heat more intense,
the need more desperate.

She groaned around the ball gag, then his
fingers found her clitoris and she cried out, her cries growing
more intense as she forced herself deeper onto the thick vibrator.
Her hips ground frantically against his fingers as he drove her
into and through another monster climax!

The vibrating cock stretched her achingly
wide! It felt as if she was absolutely crammed full, but even so
she slid down further, until the head was jammed as high as it
would go!

He sat back in his chair, then and picked up
the drink, having a sip as he examined her.

Shawn felt overheated, bedraggled, and dazed.
Her head hung low as she gulped in air, and her eyes widened as she
stared at the sheer thickness of the thing stretching out her
opening.

“Shoulders back, chest out, slave,” he said,
picking up the crop and slapping it lightly against her
breasts.

Shawn winced and obeyed, letting her head
fall back as her chest rose and fell rapidly.

“I should probably order you to stop
climaxing,” he said. “You do it far too often.”

He stood up.

“Wait here while I change into something more
comfortable. No moving!” he warned, pointing his finger at her.

He left her alone and Shawn looked down
again, then winced as she felt her saliva leaking out around the
gag. The thing filled her mouth and forced her lips apart so it was
producing a lot! She had to keep swallowing, which was hard to
remember when a mind-blowing orgasm was tearing through her!

God, I'm a mess! she thought, the hair
matted against the side of her cheek.

She groaned as she sank a little further down
onto the dildo. The sensation as the ridges and dimples ground
across the lips of her sex was incredibly arousing!

He returned and she jerked her head up
anxiously. He was wearing khaki shorts and a button-down blue shirt
as he sat down again.

“Have you been an obedient little slave
girl?” he asked.

She nodded hesitantly.

He picked up the crop and leaned forward,
letting the tip slide across her breasts, tapping lightly at her
swollen nipples.

“Spread your legs wider,” he said.

She hesitated, then shifted her knees further
apart.

“My, my, that looks nice and thick.”

The tip slid down, tapping at the base of the
vibrator, then rubbing along the straining lips of her sex before
finding her clitoris and rubbing back and forth against it.

“I think I'll have a cage built for you,” he
said. “Keep you there as my pet. Feed you from table scraps.”

She gulped and swallowed warily. She didn't
believe him, of course, but boy what a perverted imagination he
had!

And as a twisted dark fantasy, well, it was
hot and nasty!

He reached further forward and gripped her
hair, then pulled her slowly forward as he sat back, forcing her up
off her heels, then, gasping, forward until she was bent over his
lap, her knees still on the floor.

She felt him undoing the choker around her
neck and removing it. But then he slid what felt like a thick
leather strap around it – the collar, she knew. She felt him buckle
it firmly, then eased his grip on her hair and pushed her back to
sit on her heels.

The vibrator was thick, but even so it had
started to slide out of her. Now as she sat back the base pressed
against the floor and she shuddered as it slid several inches
deeper.

“Legs spread wide, slave girl,” he
ordered.

She shifted her knees, looking down, then up
again.

She had just a moment to notice the phone in
his hand before it flashed. She gasped and jerked her knees closed,
but too late, of course.

“Lovely,” he said, ignoring her
unintelligible complaints.

He turned the phone to show her the picture
and she flushed to see herself naked, knees wide, impaled on the
thick vibrator, with the collar around her neck! It was so...
obscene! But also, she admitted, deeply, darkly sexual!

“You look very much like a sex slave waiting
for her master's pleasure,” he said.

Shawn scowled.

“Are you glaring at me, slave? Because you
can be punished for that,” he said. “Now spread your legs.”

She snorted and shook her head, and he
gripped the collar, this time, pulling her forward so she was bent
across his lap, her head resting on the left arm of the chair. She
felt his fingers at the vibrator, and then cried out as it began to
twist and turn. It pulled back, then thrust in, pulled back, then
thrust in.

Meanwhile his left hand had gone under her
hip and his fingers were rubbing her clitoris.

Shawn trembled and moaned as the
dildo/vibrator pumped in and out, in and out. She felt it pulled
entirely free, only to have the helmet head rubbing up and down,
back and forth along the line of her sex and over her clitoris. It
penetrated her again and slid deep, pumping in and out, then pulled
free, only to thrust into her again.

The wild, dark heat was flaring hotter and
hotter inside her, her breasts pillowed out against his thigh as he
thrust the dildo in and out of her. He was forcing it deeper, too,
or somehow her body was adjusting to it as the head hit the back of
her sex with jarring, aching blows.

She cried out as the thing was jammed
especially deep. Then felt his hands on her legs, jerking them
together. A moment later a strap was slipped around them and yanked
tight, and he pushed her off his lap.

Shawn gasped, sliding back onto the deck and
losing her balance. She fell over onto her side, staring at her
thighs bound together with a strap. The vibrator had almost been
buried inside her. Only the base, about two inches protruded, and
it was squeezed tightly between her thighs, which seemed to
redouble the power and sensation!

She... writhed... as she lay on the deck, the
vibrator turning her insides into a hot, churning cauldron of fiery
hunger and pleasure.

“You really do have to come to terms with the
fact I am the slave master here and you are the sex slave,” he
said, picking up his glass again and taking a sip. “Obedience is a
requirement of your, er, position.”

Shawn rolled onto her back, then onto her
other side, her body trembling. She moaned and her hips bucked
helplessly as the vibrator buzzed powerfully within her. She did
not actually want to have an orgasm. She wanted to repudiate his
arrogant assumptions.

The heat melted her will, however, and
convulsions wracked her slender frame as another powerful orgasm
swept through her body. Her head thrashed and she rolled from side
to side, hips grinding frantically at the vibrator stuffed up
inside her belly.

He watched until her movements began to
subside, then bent over and gripped her hair, dragging her closer.
He grabbed one of her arms, and lifted her up onto her knees again.
He reached behind her and undid the strap holding the ball gag in
place, then tugged it out of her mouth.

Shawn moaned, working her jaw
experimentally.

“So,” he said. “Slave girl, would you like to
be whipped now?”

Shawn was still recovering from the orgasm.
She shook her head a bit dazedly.

“I like oral. Or in this case, verbal.
Speak.”

“No,” she said.

He picked up the crop.

“No, Master,” she said quickly.

You crazy perve, she didn't add
aloud.

“Then you'll obey your master, right?”

She hesitated. “Yes... master.”

“What are you?”

She looked at him in confusion.

“Are you a slave girl?”

“Yes, Master,” she gulped.

“Then say it.”

“Uhm, I'm a slave girl, Master.”

“You only say it, slave girl, but one day
you'll feel it.”

She looked at him warily, not at all sure how
much of what he was saying he meant.

“Turn around.”

Shawn turned nervously, looking over her
shoulder, and he leaned forward, reaching down to grip her wrists.
A moment later she felt them come apart as he released her.

She turned around, examining her wrists. They
had thick, studded black leather bands wrapped around them, very
much like the collar.

This is some hot, nasty, kinky shit!
she thought wonderingly.

“Are you going to obey your master, slave
girl?”

“Yes, Master,” she said.

“Reach down and feel how thick that cock is
inside you.”

She flushed but obeyed. She wanted to
anyway.

“It's nice and thick, isn't it, slave?”

“Yes, Master,” she gulped.

“Rub your clit for me.”

She felt a little psychic jolt, but obeyed,
rubbing herself with her index finger, looking at him, feeling a
spiraling sense of rising sexuality and heat as she did. This was
so...weird! She was kneeling naked with her legs spread rubbing her
clitoris while a guy she barely knew watched!

God knows she had flirted with guys before,
but never anything his brazen!

“Lay back on the deck. Spread your knees
wide.”

She felt another psychological jolt, but
obeyed, staring up at him as she spread her knees wide.

“Now see If you can get that dildo to move in
and out.

She felt another jolt. This would be so
perverted! But so hot! So outrageous!

She gripped the dildo and began to move it
slowly in and out, rubbing her clitoris as she did – while he
watched!

“Have you ever masturbated in front of a man
before, slave?”

Another jolt hit her!

“N-No... Master!” she gasped.

“Does that cock feel good when you push it up
inside you?”

Another jolt!

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

This is so sick! she thought
excitedly.

And so outrageously far beyond anything she'd
ever done sexually with a guy before in her life!

He tossed her another one, this one smaller.
It was the one she'd had in her earlier before he'd replaced it
with the big one.

“Shove that one up your tight little ass,
slave girl.”

Another jolt! She moaned, her hips grinding
against her fingers.

She drew her knees back more and picked up
the dildo, her body thrumming with sexual energy again. How was he
able to turn her on so much without even touching her!?

It was the whole dark, outrageous nature of
what she was doing which was setting fire to her body and mind, and
a sense of disbelief accompanied it, as if she still couldn't quite
accept that she was doing this!

She gripped the plug and tugged, feeling the
pressure against the inside of her sphincter. She tugged again,
pulling it slowly free, then fed the other dildo into her ass,
sliding it down deep inside her, amazed at herself, bubbling over
with heat as she saw him watch.

She had never... put on a performance for a
guy before. Not like this anyway! Not naked! Not with dildos and
everything! She was finding it deliciously erotic. She felt like
some kind of porn star with him watching! And that came on top of
the way her entire lower body was throbbing from the twin vibrators
buzzing away inside her!

Her pulse raced and she gulped in air as she
thrust both dildos into her body, rubbing her clitoris at the same
time. Her knees were pressed back against her chest, and her neck
ached as she raised her head to stare at her body – and at him –
and at her body – and at him!

“You're getting me hard again, slave,” he
said. “Come here.”

Panting for breath, she rolled over and got
to her hands and knees, then moved in against him as he reached for
her hair.

She undid his pants and pulled out his cock,
staring at it up close for the first time. She closed her hand
around it and squeezed, fascinated and aroused. She'd never had
such a thick cock in her hand before – or her body!

“Rub it against your pretty face, slave
girl.”

She did so, and was relieved it smelled of
recent soap. He'd fucked her in the ass earlier, after all! She
rubbed the long, thick cock back and forth over her cheeks and
lips, licking at it as she watched him.

“Get to work, slave. Please your master or
you'll be tortured,” he growled.

She moaned and leaned in to lick at the shaft
as he kneaded her breast, then sucked his balls into her mouth
before licking slowly up the thick shaft to the head. She took the
head into her mouth, sucking and licking at the underside as her
hands squeezed and massaged his shaft and balls.

She bobbed up and down, up and down, going
further each time, and gasped as she felt him reaching behind her
and pushing the vibrators deeper into her body. He pumped the one
in her pussy in and out, twisting and turning it, before jamming it
deep

He released it, then gripped her wrist,
pulling her arm back behind her. He did the same to the other arm,
locking her wrists together behind her back again, and then stood
up.

He held her by the hair as she sucked, her
eyes rolling up at him as she sank down onto her heels – and onto
the dildos. She moaned as they pressed into the deck again and she
slid down them.

Her body flared with heat which threatened to
fry her mind as the vibrators jammed deep inside her.

Thorne took a firmer grip on her hair, then
tilted her head back before pushing his hips forward. Shawn had
only a second to suspect his intent, and her eyes began to widen as
the head pushed deeper into her mouth. Then it was pushing into her
throat! She gagged but he pulled her forward, his other hand behind
her head as the thick, slick cock slid deeper down her throat.

No amount of squirming or pulling back did a
thing. Shawn was stunned as she stared at his shaft before her,
getting smaller and smaller until her lips were wrapped around the
base!

“You think a slave girl can get away with not
deep throating?” he asked.

Shawn's eyes were wide as she trembled and
shook! He had her hair firmly in one hand while the other was
pressed against the back of her head. Her wrists jerked against the
restraints while her knees scrambled on the deck, but she could do
nothing! That included breathing!

Her chest was already feeling tight and
desperate! And it got worse!

Suddenly he was pulling back, and the long,
thick cock glistened wetly as it slid out of her throat and mouth.
Then it was free and she was gasping for breath, gulping in deep,
ragged breath as he held her hair.

“Hard to worry about gagging when you're
worried about breathing, isn't it?”

And then he pushed into her open mouth again,
and before she could do more than instinctively gulp in air he was
pushing into her throat and down it once more!

She gagged, but he was right. That was not
her real concern. His big cock filled her throat like a plug, and
his strength was far too overpowering for her to do anything to
resist as he held her firmly in place.

He pulled out again and she gulped in even
more desperate breaths, starting to become light-headed.

“The biggest trick to being able to deep
throat is simply the confidence that you can,” he said.

He pushed her back, laying her onto her back
on the deck, chest heaving, then dropped to his knees before her,
scooping up her legs. He lifted them onto his shoulders, then
gripped the vibrator and slid it out of her pussy before replacing
it with his hot, throbbing cock.

Shawn groaned as he leaned into her, forcing
her legs back further and further until he was lying atop her, her
own body folded in two.

“Sex slave,” he growled.

His hips began to work in and out, up and
down, and Shawn stared dazedly up at him as his cock thrust down
into her helpless body. She was laying on her bound arms, his
weight crushing her legs down, and all she could do was moan as his
lips found hers.

His hips rose and fell slowly, but the feel
of his cock moving inside her was almost hypnotic in how it seized
her attention. She stared up at him through wide eyes, but all her
attention was on the incredible raw sensation of that thick cock
pushing down through the tight, straining flesh of her body.

Every time his hips rose she whimpered and
gasped and every time they dropped she cried out in a long, low,
undulating sob of pleasure. The vibrator, the dildo, was nothing
like this. Nothing could match the heat and feel of it, and the
knowledge that it was real, not a toy.

She could hardly breathe with his weight
crushing her legs back against her, but couldn't spare enough
attention from the feel of him moving inside her to care. He moved
faster and her cries rose, then he pushed himself up, his arms
straightening, his hands on her ankles.

That, of course, forced her ankles back
harder, until the backs of her feet were pressed against the deck,
tilting her bottom upward as he stared down at her. Then he began
to thrust, using long, deep, hard strokes that tore a cry from her
lips with every thrust.

The heat roiled and boiled within her as his
hips began to pound against her buttocks, and then it exploded in a
firestorm of pleasure which tore up through her body.

Rapture!

Shawn cried out all the air in her lungs,
desperate to cry more, but unable to. She sucked in a desperate
breath and cried it out too, then a third as the orgasm tore
through her body and sent her mind spinning.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she
gurgled dazedly, aware only of the pleasure radiating through her
body, and the overwhelming presence of Thorne above her, and inside
her! Even as she trembled and shook his hips continued to hammer
her buttocks, and his thick spear of flesh continued to thrust deep
into her quivering belly.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


She could have lain on the deck for some
time, awash in the peace and tranquility of the aftermath. Her body
was no longer crushed in half, and no longer being hammered by his
heavy frame. She was stretched out – loosely, gulping in air and
groaning low in her throat.

Thorne was sitting in the chair again,
sipping from the glass of whatever it was he was drinking.

“So, slave girl, what do you think of my
little place?” he asked.

Groaning, Shawn sat up.

“It's... beautiful,” she said.

“It is, isn't it? And you've barely seen any
of it.

“This is the great room,” he said waving
casually at the open wall to the front room. “In case you were
wondering.”

“Yeah. Cool name for it,” she said.

He snorted.

“I think you should see more of it,” he
said.

“Okay.”

He got up, and she started to rise –
awkwardly, since her wrists were still bound behind her. She felt
his hand under her arm jerking her upright. Then he snapped a chain
to the ring on the front of the collar again.

“Are you gonna untie me?”

“Why? I like you helpless.”

“But I can't use my hands!” she said,
frustrated.

“That's the general idea, slave girl. Maybe
you haven't quite gotten the idea of what a slave girl is yet. So
perhaps I should unlink your wrists so you can more fully
appreciate it.”

He reached back and undid the clip holding
her wrists together.

“Get down on your knees.”

She felt a little sparkle of uncertainty and
sexual energy, but obeyed.

“Hands and knees.”

Again, she obeyed.

“Do you know what a slave girl is?”

He squatted in front of her, then jerked the
chain sharply.

“She's a bitch in heat,” he said in a low
voice.

He cupped and fondled one of her breasts,
then stood up.

“Let's go explore, slave.”

He jerked on the leash just as she was
starting to rise and Shawn fell back to her hands, lurching
forward.

“Come along.”

“Wait!” she gasped.

“For what?”

She tried to rise and again he jerked on the
leash so that she had to fall back onto her hands.

“Crawl,” he said.

She gaped at him, and then felt a dark rush
of awed heat. Did he really mean for her to crawl beside him
like... some kind of animal!? Like a dog on a leash!?

She gasped as he jerked on the leash, forced
to lurch forward. Then he did it again, and she found herself
crawling hesitantly after him.

“Mister... Thorn!” she gasped a protest.

“Call me Master,” he said.

“You're a … a pervert!” she gasped.

“So?”

She tried to rise but he tugged on the leash
which made her throw her hands out again to keep from falling on
her face.

“Crawl, slave. I want you to realize how
submissive slave girls are supposed to be.”

“I'm... not a … slave girl!” she gasped as
she was forced to crawl after him.

“But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

“I think you should consider the pros and
cons,” he said, tugging on the leash so she was forced to crawl
after him. “Consider the advantages and disadvantages.”

But – .”

“There's that word again,” he said, rounding
on her. “Women always have some objection to the perfectly laid
plans of men.”

She looked up at him indignantly, and he
suddenly bent forward and pushed something against her mouth even
as he jerked back on her hair. Her mouth opened automatically, and
he pushed the ball gag into it, then locked it behind her.

“Now, come... slave bitch.”

God! she thought, amazed. He's such a
pervert!

But it was a delicious thought because this
was so deliciously... nasty and sick and … wicked and hot!

She crawled silently along now as he showed
her a theater room, which was super impressive, then a home gym,
then a kind of office, with built-in bookcases lining the walls. He
showed her a games room, with old fashioned pinball and video games
against the walls, as well as a pool table.

He led her to the dining room and kitchen –
which was massive, and then a den, then she crawled on, going down
another hall and he opened a bedroom door and led her inside.

The room had a huge King sized bed with four
thick wooden posts eight feet high. There was a gigantic flat
screen on the wall, a sofa and chair, a table, a desk, several
dressers, and a balcony overlooking the city she could see through
huge glass doors.

“This will be your bedroom,” he said.

She gaped at it, then at him, then at it.

He opened the door to an enormous bathroom
with two toilets, a huge shower enclosure, and a tub that could
double as a pool! It was gigantic!

“Your bathroom.”

Her?! Her bathroom!? What!?

He opened another door to the largest walk-in
closet she'd ever seen, or even imagined.

“Closet.”

“Mister Thorne!”

Her words were unintelligible but they caught
his attention.

“Ah, you seem confused. It's simple, really.
I like the idea of having a sex slave. I'm sure you find that
perverted but I guarantee you there are few men out there who
wouldn't jump at the chance to have you as their sex slave.”

He pulled on the leash, and had her crawl
onto the bed, then kneel on all fours.

“I have a lot of money,” he pointed out.
“That allows me to indulge my desires a lot more than normal men.
That includes my sexual fantasies. So let's examine things from
your perspective. First, you exchange what is a pretty shitty
little apartment for this place – in Malibu, on the beach. I'd call
that a big plus, wouldn't you?”

“Second, you get all kinds of great hot sex
and multiple orgasms from an amazingly handsome stud – that being
me. That's a pretty big plus, too. Third, I'll pay you say, double,
no, triple...” He paused. “What the hell does a picker make anyway?
Never mind. I'll pay you a hundred grand a year to work for me as a
sex slave.”

Shawn gaped at him.

I put it to you that any one of those is a
huge plus for you. Wouldn't you agree?”

Shawn was still gaping at him, though he
might not have known it given she had the ball gag in her
mouth.

“So let's look at the downside. Hmm. Well,
you get spanked now and then, when you displease me. You have to do
some degrading things, but really, they'll almost always wind up
giving you an orgasm, so how bad is that, really? I'll punish you
for disobedience or just for fun, but not severely. You have a
gorgeous body with a gorgeous complexion. I have no interest in
seeing bruises or welts on it, so don't intend to inflict any.”

Shawn had to admit that, at least, sounded
promising!

“But a little pain can help bring discipline,
and slave girls need to be disciplined.”

He reached behind her and undid the strap
holding the ball gag in, then tugged it free.

“You are free to speak.”

Shawn sat back on her heels, working her
jaw.

“Knees spread,” he ordered.

She spread her knees apart.

“Are you serious?” she demanded.

“Why wouldn't I be?”

“You can... I doubt you have much trouble
getting girls.”

“It takes time, usually, which I lack. And
getting the kind of girl who gets off on being treated like a slave
girl isn't that easy.”

“I don't get off on it! That's your
thing.”

“Don't lie to me, slave girl. I'm good, but
it's not just the physical things I'm doing that have given you so
many orgasms. It's giving up control, it's surrendering. I bet
you've never done it before during sex. I bet never even thought
about it.”

“I'm not – .”

“You've had conventional missionary position
sex, probably, nothing like the nasty stuff we've been doing. And
it's the nastiness of it that's got your pussy so hot. You'd never
think of doing such things on your own because it would be too
embarrassing, right? You've got your pride, after all.”

He jerked on the leash and she gasped and
almost fell over as he bent over her.

“Well you know what? Pride isn't much fun in
sex. Acting like some kind of sexual animal, on the other hand, now
that's hot. You don't have to think during sex with me. All you
have to do is whatever the fuck I tell you. That leaves your mind
free to experience it.”

“But... you really want me to live...
here?”

“Too much space? Too much luxury? Like me to
build that cage I talked about?”

“No! I mean... it's not like... uh.. I still
don't even know your name!”

“As far as you're concerned, the only name
you need to know is 'master'. You're not my girlfriend, baby,
you're my slave girl.”

“So all you want is my body.”

“Nope.”

She gasped as he jerked on the leash, forcing
her forward on her knees to the edge of the bed.

“Let go. Drop your hands to your sides. Don't
resist anything I want to do with you,” he growled.

Shawn gulped and lowered her arms to her
sides.

“Like you said, there are lots of cute girls
out there I could get in my bed and fuck,” he said, cupping and
squeezing one of her breasts.

“But it's this I want to fuck.”

His hand slid upward until he was pressing
his index finger against her forehead.

“I want to mindfuck you, baby. I want to
mindfuck you to the point that you can't imagine anything being
more wonderful than being a sex slave. And you know how I'll do
that? By making this a mind-blowing experience for you, full of
heat and pleasure.”

He released the leash, then pushed hard, and
Shawn fell backward onto her back on the bed.

“Of course, that means pushing your limits,
then pushing them again,” he said. “You can't be a slave girl and
be shy about your body. And you can't be a slave girl and disobey
your master.”

He gripped her ankle and then dragged her
back until her buttocks were on the edge of the bed before dropping
it. Then he leaned in and grabbed her by the throat, pulling her
into a sitting position, then up onto her feet next to the bed.

“Drop your arms to your sides,” he growled.
“Don't resist whatever the master wants to do to you.”

Shawn gulped and obeyed, and he looked at
her, then squeezed a bit more, lifting his powerful arm so that she
had to rise onto the balls of her feet.

“You have to start thinking about me as your
god, baby, not just your boss, someone with absolute power and
authority. I'm the man who controls everything about your life,
from the time you wake up to the time you go to sleep – assuming I
even let you sleep. I control what food you eat, when and where you
bathe, when and what kind of sex you have, what you wear, what
tasks or chores you do, whether you go out somewhere or not. I'm
it. I'm everything.”

He loosened his grip and lowered her so her
heels touched the rug, and Shawn gulped in ragged breaths of
air.

“Y-You're crazy!” she gasped.

“No, just arrogant, and confident. Call it
what you wish. But you've come to a fork in the road that is your
life,” he said.

“Down one road, you go back and be a picker,
live in your crappy little apartment, and hope to meet someone, or
at least catch a break somewhere that maybe will let you someday
live in a nicer place,” he said, his voice low.

He reached out and his fingers combed through
her hair.

“Down the other road, strange, wild, magical
things, a life never imagined, or maybe just fantasized about.
Living here.”

“But... but what... what would I... I... be
doing!?” she gulped, her heart a trip-hammer.

“Whatever I tell you to do,” he said
softly.

“But – !”

He closed his hand tighter around her throat
and jerked her forward, kissing her.

Shawn moaned into his mouth, her arms still
at her sides, though her hands twitched and jerked feebly. He
wasn't squeezing her neck hard, so she had no trouble breathing.
Which was a good thing given how her heart was starting to
pound.

Then he flung her back so she fell onto the
bed again.

He grabbed her ankle and lifted it up, then
undid the leather restraint and removed it. He took all her
restraints off, then removed the collar before pulling her to her
feet.

“Get some sleep.”

He opened a drawer and took out neatly folded
clothes, putting them on the dresser, then put the collar and
restraints, as well as the ball gag, next to them.

“In the morning, come out wearing either
this,” he said, pointing at the collar and restraints, “or this.”
He pointed at the clothes. “And we'll take it from there.”

Then he left, and Shawn stared at the closed
door. She looked around her wonderingly, then went to the huge
window and looked out at the ocean. There was a deck there, as
well, if not nearly as big as the other, and she slid the door open
and walked out onto it.

The view was... amazing. She could not only
see the waves but hear them as they washed ashore. She could look
up and down the beach, and watch people from quite a distance as
they meandered along.

She went back inside, explored the room, then
went into the bathroom and shook her head. Everything was so...
luxurious! It was so clean and bright and new! What she had taken
to be two toilets were actually one, as well as a bidet. She'd
heard of them but never seen one before.

She certainly needed a shower after all that
had gone on, but first she tried out the bidet, which was
distinctly weird but could prove useful! The shower was huge, and
water came from multiple spouts. She couldn't properly appreciate
them, though, for her mind was spinning.

What should I do?!

That was the question. It was ridiculous,
insane to consider staying here! As his whore!? His slave girl!?
That was sick! And what kind of a slut would agree to such a thing
anyway!? She should put on those clothes and just... leave.

And go back to her shitty, hot, sweaty little
apartment, and then go back to work tomorrow? When she could live
here? Yes, the sex was...degrading, but it was also wickedly hot.
She'd never had more incredible orgasms, nor been more turned on
for longer periods of time in her life! Her entire view of sex had
already been changed!

And however degrading it was... she wanted
more of that!

But just how much further will he go with
this slave girl stuff!?

The idea was both alarming and... darkly
exciting.

Will he expect me to be naked all the time?
And what about those hints of his about how he'd let his friends
have sex with his slave girl!?

What she would have liked to do was accept
but negotiate what she would and wouldn't do. She knew, somehow,
that he wouldn't do that. And besides, not knowing what limits he
might have, or what he might do, was part of what made this all so
thrilling.

Still, after drying herself and brushing and
drying her hair, she stood in front of the dresser for some time,
heart pounding as she stared at the pile of leather on the left and
the neatly folded clothes, which included a top and underwear, on
the right.

If I take the clothes... I won't be able
to change my mind, she thought. But if I put the collar and
restraints on, well, I can always refuse later and quit.

She settled uneasily into bed. It was a very
comfortable bed, with much softer sheets than she was used to. But
then again it was a strange bed and she wasn't used to sleeping
naked in strange beds. Still, it had been a wild and … energetic
day, and she eventually slept.

But that only postponed the decision she was
afraid to make. And come morning she was again staring at the
clothes and the restraints, trying to decide what to do.

She almost chose the clothes, her pulse
racing as her fingers twitched. But instead she picked up the
collar and stared at herself in the mirror as she put it around her
throat. It snapped together with a little metal tongue – which had
a keyhole. She pushed it through and it locked.

Then she stared at herself for a minute,
feeling a strange wave of excitement. A moment later she put on the
leather restraints, each one snapping into place and locking. She
tried to remove one and couldn't. Finally she picked up the ball
gag, worked the ball into her mouth, and then pulled the strap
across her cheeks and behind her head, buckling it there.

She stared at herself in the mirror, noting
how stiff her tingling nipples were, feeling a tightness in her
chest. She told herself again she could change her mind, but
putting these things on still felt very much like a commitment.

I can't believe I'm doing this!

She took a deep breath, then turned and
walked out of the room, padding slowly down the hall, looking into
the rooms on either side as she passed.

She found him in the great room, walked over,
and knelt before him, spreading her legs wide.

“Hands behind neck. Back arched,” he
said.

She obeyed, and he examined her, his eyes
gliding up and down her body.

“Excellent. Now we can begin.”
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Shawn had never considered herself to be a
prude, nor was she particularly shy. She was aware she was
beautiful, and that she had a great body. It had rarely required
much showing off. She could wear a turtleneck sweater and the guys
would come swarming.

So wearing the loose white summer dress would
have made her a bit self-conscious. It was very short, with a blade
hem, but it was quite cute, with long sleeves that were a bit puffy
around the wrists. It was also quite low cut.

The dress wasn't what made her
self-conscious, nor were the stiletto heels she wore on her feet.
No, the stainless steel collar circling her neck was responsible
for that. If it weren't for the O-ring dangling from the front she
could have pretended it was some sort of choker, but the O-ring
made things quite obvious.

At least the matching shackles around her
wrists were hidden by the puffy sleeves of the dress!

She wore no underwear under the dress, which
made her even more nervous, but Thorne wasn't sympathetic.

“You're a slave girl. You should be proud of
your beautiful body.”

Which was easy enough for HIM to say, since
he wore a suit and tie!

He drove them to a mall, a very expensive
one, with exclusive stores, and strolled along as if idly window
shopping. Shawn did her best to not be noticed, but men noticed her
everywhere she went, and certainly noticed such a short skirt and
deep cleavage. And then they noticed the collar around her
neck.

That certainly got double-takes!

The women noticed even faster, and scowled.
Especially the older ones.

Thorne led them into a women's clothing
store, and casually looked around as she trailed him. She flipped
over the price tag on a sweater as they passed and blanched at the
price.

“May I help you, sir?”

Shawn turned to see a tall, sleek looking
blonde smiling at Thorne. She had a moment to wonder why the woman
had approached him first and not her before Thorne spoke.

“I'm looking for a few dresses for my slave
girl here,” he said with a smile.

The blonde didn't bat an eye.

“Certainly, sir. Did you have anything in
mind?”

“Something to show off just how beautiful she
is.”

“I'm sure we won't have any difficulties with
that, sir,” the blonde said, beaming at him. “Short or long?”

“Uhm, let's try both.”

“Of course. Right this way.”

The blonde had looked at her but hardly paid
her much attention. It was obviously clear to her who was doing the
purchasing and who would make the decisions. A part of Shawn was
indignant over that, but then given the prices it wasn't like she
could have afforded to buy anything here anyway.

“This is a roman style robe,” the woman said,
stopping before a white dress on a mannequin. “It's short and cute
and will show off her body very nicely.”

“We'll try it on. She's five foot seven,
36D-22-35,” he said.

The woman found a robe and guided them to the
dressing room. She went inside and hung it on a hook, then smiled
at them as she left. Thorne sat down on an upholstered chair while
Shawn closed the curtain and then changed.

The dress was backless, and had a scoop neck
– and boy did it scoop low! It was a bit longer at the hem than the
one she'd been wearing, but on the other hand it was slit up to the
hip on the right side.

It also had no arms or shoulders. The top was
held up by thin spaghetti straps which went over her shoulders and
fastened together behind her neck. That meant the restraints on her
wrists would be visible, as well as the collar!

She licked her lips nervously, looking at
herself in the mirror, then steadied herself and opened the curtain
to step out in front of Thorne.

The blonde was there, too, of course.
Apparently she'd just delivered a coffee to him.

“Yes, I like that,” Thorne said. “She can get
in and out of it quickly, too.”

“A Roman theme would seem appropriate,” the
blonde said with a smile.

“What else you got?”

The next dress Shawn tried on was red, of
some glittery, elastic fabric. It was shoulderless and armless like
the white one, and was also a scoop neck. Only the scoop went all
the way down to within four or five inches of the hem!

The next dress was ankle length, made of
satin. It had black, see-through lace across the upper part of her
breasts, her chest, and her arms, as well as along the hips. She
liked it much better. Another ankle-length black dress had no
cleavage, but was very tight across her chest, and had slits down
both sides all the way to her hips.

It was... very strange, trying on all the
dresses. Because it wasn't her decision about how they looked, but
his. And it felt embarrassing having the blonde there each time.
The blonde looked at her as if she was a mannequin, checking to see
how the dress looked on her. But never spoke to her. It was like
she wasn't even a person.

But as she continued, she began to get used
to it, and even found it a strange sort of relief. It wasn't
her trying on all these slutty dresses, after all. It was
Thorne. She was just doing as ordered.

Thorne casually paid for the half dozen he'd
selected, and Shawn had to wear the slutty roman style dress out
into the mall. It was much worse than the one she'd worn in, given
the slit skirt and the deep, plunging neckline. Not to mention the
bare arms revealing the shackles on her wrists.

People might have missed them, their eyes
passing over them as if they were watches or bracelets,were it not
for the very obvious collar around her neck.

“Everybody's looking at me,” she
murmured.

“Of course. Why wouldn't they? You're
beautiful and wearing a very revealing dress.”

“They're looking at the collar.”

“That too. A beautiful girl in a revealing
dress is well worth looking at. One wearing a bondage collar hints
at a very lusty and kinky sex life, which makes her even more
interesting.”

“They think I'm a slut.”

“Probably. But they sure wish you were their
slut.”

“The women definitely think I'm a slut!”

“Yeah, but they wish they could be a slut
like you. Don't kid yourself. Under all those frowns they're
wondering what it would be like if they were as beautiful as you
and could wear a dress like that.”

They went into a spa, where Thorne left her.
There, to Shawn's surprise, she had been booked in for laser hair
removal – everywhere. She didn't exactly know how to get out of it
– or even if she wanted to. It wasn't like she hadn't thought about
having it done herself. She'd just never had the money – or the
nerve to dare going and having someone do that, especially down
there!

But now she had little choice but to go
through with it.

They went back to the house, where Shawn put
on stainless steel ankle shackles and the ball-gag. She felt very
intensely... sexual as he looked at her.

Thorne played a sort of 'Simon says' game,
ordering her to stand, sit, kneel, lay down, and assume various
positions, all while holding the crop. The faster she obeyed –
without thinking – the less likely she would get a stinging little
slap from the crop.

At first she got a lot of them, but then very
little as she learned to leap to his commands.

That didn't always mean moving. She had to
sit perched on the edge of a chair while he read the paper, her
legs spread wide, her hands behind her neck, back arched, her legs
raised on the balls of her feet. Any slight movement on her part
brought the tip of the crop snapping out against her hip or thigh
or breast.

It should have been a bit boring, but it was
all too deeply imbued with a thrilling sense of kinky sexuality and
excitement. Even just sitting there with her legs spread and hands
behind her head had a continual thrum of sexual electricity
rippling through her body!

Then he brought a vibrator into the room, and
that immediately had her pulse racing. It wasn't something like he
had used before in that it wasn't shaped like a penis. This was a
wand type, with a long handle with a round ball-like object at the
end.

Thorne used duct tape to tape the wand to the
edge of the chair, leaving just the ball protruding up across the
line of the seat. Not surprisingly, that placed it directly against
her sex as she sat there with back arched and legs spread.

“Now, your master wants you to remain
absolutely still and silent,” he said.

She gave him a peeved look. She had lately
come to realize just how helpless she was with vibrators, and she
knew he was well aware of it too.

And this one was particularly powerful and
jammed up against her sex as she knelt sat there before him. She
tried to think of things which weren't very sexy, but the
vibrations were making her entire groin buzz and flicker and
crackle with energy. And it was energy which quickly turned sexual
as her clitoris quivered and trembled!

Her breathing began to get ragged as her
heart rate picked up, and it was all she could do to keep from
grinding herself against the vibrator. Meanwhile, Thorne sat
casually back and watched her, twirling the riding crop in his
hands as he smirked.

She glared at him, but her will to resist was
slowly melting away as her body became charged with sexual
electricity. That had the inevitable effect of pouring a dark
liquid heat and hunger into her mind, and making it impossible to
control her reactions.

Her hips began to grind her against the
rounded vibrator, and the heat grew more intense as her breathing
came in increasingly loud gasps and moans.

“You're being a very naughty slave girl,” he
said in a mild voice.

He stood up, and she moaned, cocking her head
back. She didn't stop grinding against the vibrator though. She was
too close to orgasm!

“Tilt back on the chair and lift your legs up
against your chest,” he ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed.

“Spread your legs.

Shawn gulped in air as she lay back, her head
falling across the low back of the chair, her back still arched.
She pulled her knees back and apart as she felt the tip of the crop
rubbing against her breasts. It slid downward and her hips bucked
as it stroked across her clitoris.

“Such a bad girl,” he said.

She winced as he brought the tip slapping
down lightly against her clitoris. Then again, then again and
again. Each blow was fairly gentle, but she was sensitive there at
the best of times! She was hot and swollen and much more so
now!

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap.

He stopped, rubbing her clitoris instead,
which made her hips buck again.

“Naughty slave.”

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap.

He stopped slapping, and rubbed, and again
her pussy began to burn with heat and a dark, feverish hunger.

The blows stung now, and she could feel her
body becoming more tender, even though it wasn't hitting heavily.
Her chest was tight and her body was pulsing with a feverish hunger
now, though, and she knew she would come in an instant if
penetrated.

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

She moaned, her body trembling now as her
pussy began to ache,but the dark fever had full possession of her
mind now, so that even the ache only added to her sense of
arousal.

“Get on your hands and knees on the floor,”
he ordered.

Panting, moaning around the gag, Shawn
tumbled out of the chair and knelt on all fours, eagerly awaiting
his penetration.

Instead he walked across the room and sat
down on another upholstered chair.

“Lay on your belly.”

Blinking, moaning, Shawn obeyed, watching him
hungrily.

“I want you to crawl to me, slave, on your
belly.”

Shawn felt another psychic jolt, which almost
immediately led to a sexual one given how outrageous the order
was.

She began to crawl towards him across the
rug, her hard nipples aching as they were ground against the
fabric, her body wriggling from side to side as she pushed herself
forward with her toes and arms. She reached him and he reached down
and gripped her hair in a ragged mass, pulling.

Shawn cried out in pain, quickly forcing
herself up and forward as he pulled. He had her climb into his lap,
where, she saw he had already opened his trousers and pulled his
erection out. He held it in his hand and rubbed it against her
abdomen and belly.

“Would you like this inside you, slave
girl?”

She moaned and nodded her head.

“Rise up.”

She lifted herself up and trembled as she
felt him rub the head along her sex. Then it pushed into her and
she slid down with a moan of pleasure, grasping his shoulders and
grinding herself against him before starting to ride him. Her
movements were hurried and frantic as the heat roiled her body and
mind, and within seconds the orgasm was tearing through her!

She cried out again and again, then gurgled
as his hand shot up to encircle her neck, squeezing. His other hand
dropped low and his fingers began to rub her clitoris as Shawn rode
him with desperate, feverish hunger and need!

She had no instinct to move his hand, even as
her head throbbed and her chest burned. Her hands were locked on
his shoulders as she rode up and down, sliding up as high as she
could before dropping down and feeling that glorious sense of
penetration, of his thick cock pushing high inside her!

Her eyes glazed over and the world began to
swim around her, but she continued to ride him, gurgling helplessly
as her air ran out, until finally he released her throat and she
gulped in desperate lungfuls of air.

He drew his legs up, propping his feet on a
coffee table, then pushed her back against them. His hands glided
over her breasts, stroking and caressing them as she moaned and
arched back across his knees. His fingers rolled and lightly
plucked her nipples, then slid downward, rubbing her clitoris once
more.

He was still hard inside her, though not
moving, and Shawn felt herself throbbing around him.

He lifted her up and back, setting her on her
back on the coffee table, then rolled her onto her belly with her
knees dropping to the floor. He slapped her bottom sharply, yanked
her legs apart, and then entered her from behind before starting to
thrust hard and fast.

Shawn moaned as her body heated up again, her
breasts grinding against the surface of the table as his hips
slapped against her buttocks. He gripped her hair, wound it around
his fist, and yanked it back, and Shawn cried out, become more and
more dazed as the fever grew within her again.

He was thrusting so hard and deep it ached,
but she didn't care. She didn't care that her scalp ached either,
as he yanked on her hair, or that he slapped her buttocks several
times, sending hot little stinging jolts of pain through her
system.

Her mind was focused on the dark thrill of
him riding her, using her, his cock punching deep inside again and
again!

Using her like a sex slave!

*

Thorne made her crawl down the hall from
there, on the end of a leash, reinforcing what a slave girl's
status was!

And then he took her into a room she hadn't
been shown before, one filled with scary looking chains hanging
from the ceiling, whips and flogs and straps on the walls, and odd
looking frames she thought were meant to tie girls to!

He drew her to her feet and pulled her wrists
behind her back, then lifted them up high beneath her neck before
locking the restraints together. He attached a short chain to lock
her wrists to a ring in the back of her collar, then had her
straddle what looked like a lightly padded leather covered
two-by-four.

He fed a chain from the same ring on the back
of her collar to a ring overhead, then spread her legs out to the
sides and chained them down.

Shawn quickly realized all her weight was now
on the soft, sensitive flesh of her pussy. It had been throbbing
hotly all morning. Now it began to throb with a dull aching pain.
The longer she sat straddling the narrow beam the more it
ached.

When Thorne again used a vibrator on her,
this one with a narrow tip, jamming it down against her clitoris,
the ache exploded into something more. It still ached, still hurt,
but the more it ached the more sensitive her flesh became, and the
more sensitive it became the more intense the response to the
vibrator.

Thorne seemed amused as he alternately rubbed
the thing lightly against her, then ground it into her with more
force, watching her reactions intently, especially the orgasms he
drove her through. By the time he was satisfied she was exhausted
and her groin on fire with pain from carrying all her weight.

He pulled her down, attached the leash to the
collar, released her arms, and had her crawl back down the hall,
this time into the dining room. There he ate, and fed her, as she
sat on her heels, making her lick the food from his fingers.

After lunch he ordered her to clean the
floor, first clipping small weights to her nipples. She had to do
the cleaning by hand, on all fours, with the weights tugging at her
nipples as she moved. That soon made her nipples almost as sore and
sensitive as her pussy, which he took merciless advantage of with
the big round vibrator shortly afterward.

She came until she could scream no more,
until she lacked breath to scream, and her insides ached from
muscle spasms. Then he made her crawl back to the room with the
chains and suspended her upside down by her ankles, spreading her
legs wide first, and chaining her wrists down to the floor.

He left her like that for some time, while
Shawn contemplated the insanity of willingly becoming a sex slave,
weighing it against the boredom of turning it down, and the
incredible dark thrill of heat and sexuality he kept rousing in
her.

He filled her entire day with sex of various
kinds, leaving her drowning in the dark thrill and sensuality of
the role she had adopted. Sex had taken over her life, become all
that her life was about, and she felt dazed and confused by it.

*

The next morning he took her out shopping
again, this time wearing a comparatively modest sweater dress. It
was short, but longer than most of the others, showed no cleavage,
and had long, loose sleeves to cover her shackles. She wore cute
boots, with stiletto heels, which covered the shackles around her
ankles, and he allowed her to wrap a scarf around her neck to hide
the collar.

She was actually quite presentable, rather
than resembling a walking sex toy.

On the other hand, underneath the
sweater-dress she wore a strange halter affair of leather straps
and steel rings. The straps circled her breasts, providing at least
some support for them, she thought dubiously, as they squeezed in
around the base. They crisscrossed her chest and belly and then
ended with a thin strap cutting down across her pussy and then up
between her buttocks in back.

It felt almost as though she were in disguise
– disguised as a normal girl, while underneath she was a kinky sex
slave. The straps were tight around the base of her breasts, and
tighter still against her pussy, which was still sore from the
previous day.

And then the place he brought her into turned
out to be a sex shop! It was an expensive one, with a presumably
high-class clientele, but it still made her self-conscious as he
examined dildos and riding crops and assorted restraints.

Then he led her over to the leather section,
which had ridiculously high boots, with ridiculously high stiletto
heels. As well as an array of odd looking leather tops, halters,
dresses, skirts and super-tight pants.

He picked up one of the boots and examined
it.

“What size do you take, slave girl?”

“Uhm... usually a seven and a half,” she
gulped.

His eyes narrowed, and she glanced around
them.

“Master,” she said in a softer voice.

“You're going to have to get over your
self-consciousness, slave girl,” he said.

He called over one of the sales girls, and
had her go back and get the boots, then Shawn tried them on. It
felt... weird, especially with the thing rising all the way to her
thighs just a little below her groin.

Next he had her put on a pair of leather
gloves which went well past her elbows. They wouldn't fit over the
metal shackles, so he unlocked and removed them, then put them on
again when she had donned the gloves.

“This looks interesting. Try it on,” he said,
handing her a leather dress.

It didn't look interesting to Shawn at all!
It looked slutty! But she didn't have a lot of choices. She took
the 'dress' into the fitting room, undid the halter thing with some
relief, then put on the dress. It was basically a wraparound which
zipped up the back. It was super tight, though, and strapless.

It was also very, very short, and its top
covered barely half her breasts. In fact, if she wasn't careful,
instinctively tugging on the hem to try and get it lower, it would
expose her nipples as it slid down!

“Excellent,” he said. “We'll take them.”

Shawn flushed as the sales girl smiled, and
her chest tightened as he brought her up to the cash. She looked,
once again, like a sex toy, with the tight little leather dress,
high boots and very much exposed collar and shackles!

Only this time even more people stared at
her!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Walking along the sidewalk in that outfit
made her face hot, especially since Thorne kept openly referring to
her as 'Slave girl'.

After he had seen to it she was exposed to a
lot of people's eyes, he drove her back to the house, to have her
don some of the other things he'd bought.

The first of these was a sort of bra. It was
like a shelf bra with no cups. There was a firm leather base across
the bottom of her breasts, then straps which curled around the
outer edges of her breasts before rising diagonally across her
chest and then going around her neck to fasten there. It left her
breasts supported, squeezed up and in together, and completely
bare!

Then he had her put on a leather thong. The
thong had a dildo on the inside, which slid up between the lips of
her sex and made her squirm as she walked.

“I think you think I'm a Barbie,” she
grumbled.

“Slave girl Barbie,” he replied in amusement.
“Someone should tell the company about the opportunity they're
missing out on.”

He drew her wrists up and back behind her
neck, then fastened the restraints to the back of the collar and
had her stand in position, legs apart, back arched.

“Lovely,” he said.

He added the ball gag, buckling it neatly
behind her neck, then spread her legs wide and fed chains to the
restraints around her ankles, wrapping them around the legs of
heavy furniture. As a final touch, he blindfolded her.

“You can be a piece of erotic statuary,” he
said.

Shawn, of course, had nothing to say.

She would have liked to say something,
though, especially when the doorbell rang. He got up and went to
the door as she began to panic, jerking her ankles against the
chains and trying to pull her wrists down from behind her neck. To
no avail, of course.

And then he returned – with another man!

Shawn's face burned as she heard the man
speaking.

“Well now, she's new,” he said.

“Yes, found her a short time ago and decided
to buy her.”

“Has she got a warranty?” the man asked in
amusement.

“No, but I'm already quite content that she
functions as expected.”

“Where'd you find her?” he asked as she heard
Thorne's voice fading off to the corner, where the bar was.

“A warehouse.”

“Really? Are there more like her lying
about?”

“You'll have to look carefully,” Thorne
said.

Shawn stood and cringed. She could do little
else!

“Nice breasts,” the man said.

“Yes, I thought they would be when I saw her
in a tank top. I underestimated just how perfect they are.”

She heard him walking back to the other
man.

“What's her name?” the new man asked.

“I haven't decided yet. She's not really
trained yet, as you can see from how much she blushes.”

The other man chuckled.

“When she deserves a name I'll give her one.
For now, I just call her Slave girl.”

“You're a kinky bastard, Richard, but I envy
you your brass,” the man said.

“Come on, Denver, a girl who looks like her
shouldn't be running around a warehouse.”

“I'll grant you the point. So how's the
training going?”

“She's... enthusiastic,” Thorne replied in
amusement. “She's as helpless to a vibrator as Superman is to
Kryptonite.”

The other man laughed again.

Shawn's heart was pounding wildly through all
this, her mind gripped by a sense of disbelief. She was horribly
embarrassed – at first. Having a strange man see her standing like
this topless, or as much as, and gagged and posed like some kind of
erotic statue was humiliating! At first.

It was strange how quickly that faded,
though. Especially since she couldn't see the man, which in a weird
sort of way made it feel as if she were hiding. At least with the
gag and blindfold he probably couldn't make her face out very well,
she thought wildly.

And she did have nice breasts. And it wasn't
like he could gossip about her to others. He was taking the sight
of her very casually, as well.

So some man can see my breasts, she
thought. So what? I have great breasts. No reason not to show
them off. I bet he wishes he had a slave girl like me! What man
wouldn't?!

The men talked about a business proposition
that involved buying land and leasing it back to car dealerships.
That was sufficiently boring and mundane it made her calm down.
That was, until the 'dildo' inside her began to vibrate. It
vibrated all along its length, too, as did something in the leather
thong which pressed directly against her clitoris.

She felt another sense of almost admiration
at just how outrageously perverted Thorne was, and determinedly
kept from moving beyond the first flinch.

She was posed like a slave girl, though, in
front of some strange man! And now that her initial shock and
embarrassment had faded, she was beginning to find the idea darkly
thrilling. It made her more like an actual slave girl, which was
itself a wild and kinky idea.

The conversation between the two men
continued without interruption, as if neither was even aware the
vibrator was on. For the new man that was probably even true.

But even as she kept still Shawn was feeling
a rising sense of excitement, not just because the vibrator was
triggering the nerve endings in her clitoris, but simply because
this was so... outrageous! The thought of being a 'slave girl' to
Thorne had been taking on a more deliciously erotic turn as he had
subjected her to more wickedly exciting treatment, and now being
exposed before this invisible man was making her body thrum
wildly.

They started talking about her again!

“Oh yes, I intend to pierce her nipples
eventually, maybe her tongue, too, and probably her clitoris,”
Thorne was saying.

Which was again, outrageous given he hadn't
even asked her! She didn't know how much was him just talking to
get a reaction out of her, though.

His words were getting closer, too! She
gasped as she felt fingers on her nipples, plucking and rolling
them.

“They're such lovely pink nipples, after
all,” he said. “Feel how hard they are.”

Surely he wouldn't, she thought wildly.

Fingers plucked her nipples and rubbed them.
Were they the stranger!? She had no way of telling!

“Lovely,” the man's voice said from directly
before her!

Fingers glided over her breasts, caressing
them, squeezing lightly. Were they Thorne or the new man!? They
tugged at her stiff nipples, which were already tingling
wildly!

“She certainly has fantastic breasts,” the
man said.

“Every part of her is. She has wonderfully
soft skin,” Thorne said.

A hand caressed her belly and abdomen.

“I had her get laser hair removal, too,” he
said.

And with that, to her shock, she felt fingers
at her hip. The thong came apart, and he slid the dildo down out of
her pussy to leave her completely naked before the stranger! Her
face burned as fingers caressed her down there.

“Very wet,” Thorne said.

“Lovely ass,” the other man said.

A hand squeezed her bottom repeatedly.

“Yes, she's a perfect little sex doll,”
Thorne replied.

Shawn had no idea whether the man was even
touching her, or whether Thorne was allowing her to think he was!
But she was certainly naked before him!

“They did a good job down here,” Thorne said
as his fingers (Were they his?!) traced the line of her sex.

Her mind was churning wildly, filled with
wild but conflicting emotions. She was horribly embarrassed, as
well as being outraged to be exposed like this in front of a
stranger! But the experience was also turning her on! Perhaps
because the man was 'invisible', and perhaps because he was such a
total stranger she need not care what the man saw or thought.

But mostly because it made her feel very much
like the sex toy Thorne described her as, a sex slave whose whole
purpose was pleasing people with her body! That was a deliciously
nasty, wicked, and forbidden sort of idea, but that was why it was
so exciting.

A hand cupped her left breast as fingers
rubbed along her sex. Another hand was kneading her buttocks! That
was too many hands! She felt a jolt as she now felt certain the man
was touching as well as examining her!

“What have you got here?” the man asked,
rubbing his fingers against the base of the butt-plug.

“Oh that. That's a butt-plug. It keeps her
bottom ready for my cock if I feel like using her there.”

“And how is that?”

“Oh she's very tight there, even tighter than
here.”

His finger, at least she assumed it was his,
pushed up into her pussy.

She moaned into the gag as another finger
pushed up inside her, and his thumb began to stroke against her
clitoris.

“Well if you ever tire of her, once she's
trained, perhaps you could give me a call,” the man said. “I'd be
willing to pay a pretty penny for a sex slave like this.”

“I doubt I'd get tired of her,” Thorne said.
“She's got just about everything I'd ever want.”

This was soooo insane! Shawn's body trembled
wildly even as her clashing emotions left her more than slightly
dazed! She'd never been one to exhibit her body like this in front
of strangers, and was finding the experience both breathlessly
exciting and horribly embarrassing!

She gasped as a hand gripped her hair and
forced her head back.

“Arch that back, slave girl,” Thorne
ordered.

Then she felt mouths on both breasts! They
chewed at her soft flesh and sucked at her nipples as their tongue
licked out and swirled across the quivering little buttons!

“Tasty, isn't she?” Thorne asked.

“Very.”

The hand gripping her hair pushed forward
now, bending her over at the waist. She felt the strap on the gag
undone, then the gag was pulled slowly out of her mouth.

“Now, slave girl, it's time for you to
service my guest,” he said.

A cock pushed through her open lips and along
her tongue. It was big, and hard and warm, but it wasn't thick
enough to be Thorne's! It was another deep, psychological jolt to
Shawn, but she started sucking and licking almost instinctively.
What else was she to do, after all!?

She was bent over at the waist, her breasts
wobbling below her as she felt another cock rubbing against her
sex. It pushed slowly forward, thick and hard, and she gurgled
dazedly as it entered her and began to drive deeper.

Hands fondled and kneaded both her breasts as
Thorne worked his cock all the way into her body, then began to
thrust. The stranger, meanwhile, began to pump his cock slowly in
her mouth.

After the initial shock passed Shawn began to
feel the heat flaring up wildly inside her. Thorne was fucking her
from behind while the new guy was pumping his cock in her mouth.
That was so slutty and wild and incredible!

She felt herself sinking into the role of
being a sex slave, of being a sex toy, of being a creature of
wanton sexuality who used her body to please any man who wanted
her. It was a thrilling thought which threw off all the inhibitions
society had taught her since girlhood.

Then the man pushed his cock down her throat
and she gasped, moaning as her lips slid down the shaft until they
reached the base. After her initial shock she found herself
handling it fairly well. He wasn't as thick as Thorne.

Her breasts throbbed wildly in their
hands!

And Thorne was thrusting harder into her
pussy, his hips slapping against her buttocks. She felt as if the
world were swirling around her as she surrendered to the dark heat
enveloping her mind. The pleasure rose higher and more intense, and
then consumed her.

The orgasm flared through her body like an
explosive force! It was all she could do to keep her mind from
collapsing under the intensity of the storm of pleasure pouring
through her! As it was she only kept from collapsing because of
their hands on her body.

The man in her throat pumped quickly in and
out, then groaned as he spurted his come down her throat.

“God!” he gasped. “What a little beauty!”

His cock slid back out, and his hand came off
her breast. That just left her still being used by Thorne as the
new man observed.

As he watched.

As he looked down at her being fucked hard
from behind!

Shawn trembled and moaned as Thorne continued
to drive himself into her, and knowing a strange man was watching –
and hearing her, made it that much darker and more thrilling!

Thorne slapped her bottom, then did it again,
his other hand gripping a thick chunk of her hair. Her breasts now
wobbled freely beneath her, and Shawn knew she was putting on an
obscene performance for the man!

Which only aroused her more!

“This is how you show a slave girl who the
boss is,” Thorne said from behind her.

He came inside her, then slid out and pulled
her upright again. Shawn had no idea what to say, and it didn't
matter since he quickly put the gag back in her mouth.

The men continued to chat about their
business deal, then the man left.

Shawn's first awareness that Thorne had come
back to her came when he breathed into her ear from behind.

“Slave girl,” he whispered. “Sex slave!”

She was left alone for some minutes, then she
heard sounds close beside her. She wasn't sure what was happening.
The sound was of metal and stone together. The stone would be the
floor under her booted heels, she thought, but what was the
steel?!

She felt herself penetrated by something long
and thick, which she quickly decided was a dildo of some sort. It
was somewhat flexible, not hard-bodied like plastic, and then
something slid up across the top of her sex and stayed there. She
felt the thing shifted a little, first this way, then that.

Then it felt suddenly as if it had been
locked into place.

Thorne removed her blindfold, and she stared
down to see he'd placed a stainless steel pole there between her
legs! It sat on a round base, and held what looked like a dildo on
its top, like a candle-holder and a candle.

Then the 'candle' began to vibrate!

Thorne grinned at her and gave her breast a
squeeze, then left the room entirely.

Shawn was left to contemplate her life, and
feel an even more delicious sense of being a helpless slave girl as
the vibrator buzzed powerfully. The base of the thing was jammed up
firmly against the mouth of her sex, but the pole wouldn't move
even as her hips began to jerk and spasm.

She felt an obstinate desire to resist the
sensations, and tried earnestly, until Thorne returned, put the
blindfold back on and told her he'd invited a second man over to
see his new possession!

Again she felt a jolt, and again didn't know
if he was just saying that to shock her. Nor could she ask! She
felt adrift again, which once more made her feel like a helpless
slave girl!

She came, crying out into the gag, working
her legs almost instinctively to try and grind and ride herself on
the vibrator while her body trembled and shook. She gasped for
breath as the orgasm faded, chest heaving, then flinched as the
vibrator seemed to shift into an entirely different pattern of
pulses.

Then the doorbell rang!

She shuddered as Thorne greeted another man
at the door! This time she was not only completely naked as the man
came in, but impaled on the dildo! A vibrating dildo!

She cringed with embarrassment as they
discussed her, and as the man remarked on how gorgeous and sexy she
was. But the dark heat rose faster, this time. And as their hands
caressed her body and they talked about what a gorgeous sex slave
she was, she came again!

They chuckled in amusement, then went and sat
down.

Shawn gulped in air, flushed, dazed, as they
talked about another business deal.

This was insane!

The vibrator shifted its tune once more, and
she moaned around the gag, wondering if Thorne was trying to drive
her out of her mind.

That a stranger was watching her like this
was making her skin prickle with a wild sense of anxiety and
humiliation, even as it made her lower belly churn with the
darkest, most shockingly arousing feelings of arousal and sexual
passion!

Then Thorne was leading the man over to stand
before her, as they discussed her and her body. Hands caressed and
kneaded her breasts and buttocks, and she came again, even more
violently than the first time.

As before, Thorne removed her gag, and tilted
her forward at the waist, then a cock pushed into her mouth so she
could suck and lick it. Hands fondled her breasts as the cock
pushed deep into her throat, and she gurgled dazedly around it,
swallowing his come when the man finished.

Thorne didn't put the gag back in this time.
He saw the man off then returned.

“Are you starting to feel like a sex slave
yet?” he asked.

“Y-You... you... I'm... I didn't... this
isn't – .”

“Don't sputter, slave girl. Your body was
made to be admired and used,” he said as he kneaded her breast.

“You... you can't just – !”

“Of course I can. That's what it means to be
a sex slave. It means your master decides who you sleep with or
have other sexual relations with, and who gets to see your lovely
body.”

“Y-You're sick!” she gasped.

“Well, if so it's a functioning sickness. And
by the way, Masters get to punish impudent slave girls.”

He removed the blindfold and glowered at her.
Then he walked over to a table and took something from it. He
returned to stand before her, holding a short-handled whip, with
dozens of thin black laces dangling from its tip.

“This is a flog. I think it's time you made
its acquaintance, slave.”

“I-I... I refuse!” she gasped, staring at
it.

“But you don't get to do that. Slave girls
merely submit and obey,” he said. “And you're a slave girl. Isn't
that right?”

“But... but – !”

He drew his arm back and casually swung the
thing towards her. Shawn cried out as she saw the mass of thin
laces sweeping through the air. Then they impacted across her
breasts!

Except they didn't actually hurt. Not really.
She felt a wave of relief, followed by a feeling of dark
excitement.

“Naughty slave girls always get whipped,” he
said.

“Pervert!” she gulped

He swung the thing again, and the laces
spread out to snap across her proudly outthrust breasts! They hit
only slightly harder, and the crackle of impacts sent a rush of
heat down her spine into her groin! This was so outrageous!

Crack!

“Bastard!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack!

He swung again, harder, and Shawn winced and
moaned, her breasts turning hot, throbbing, her nipples so hard
they felt ready to explode! She unconsciously drew her elbows back
and gasped as the laces cut across her breasts again, and then
again!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows were a little harder, until the
laces began to sting, but that only made things seem more …
realistic! It made the dark, thrilling game seem much more
exciting! She ground herself against the vibrator, moaning as her
breasts began to turn pink, as the laces began to bite harder
still!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Aghh! Please!” she gasped, as her
breasts began to burn.

“Master,” he said. “That's please
master.”

Crack!

“Please, Master!” she cried as the flog
whipped down harder.

Crack!

“Do you apologize for being a bad little sex
slave?”

Crack! Crack!

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad little sex
slave!”

Crack! Crack!

“You forgot to say master.”

Crack!

“I'm sorry for being a bad little sex slave,
Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“IS that what you are? Are you a sex
slave?”

Crack! Crack!

“Yes, Master!”

Crack! Crack!

“Say it, slave.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!

And who owns our body, slave?”

Crack! Crack!

“Y-You do, Master!”
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It was a strange, wicked, but breathtaking
transformation for Shawn.

When a man arrived the next day she was
naked, and no longer blindfolded. She was ordered to give him a lap
dance. Shocked, embarrassed, uneasy, she reluctantly obeyed. After
the first minute or two her embarrassment began to fade and her
arousal began to rise.

The heat was scalding!

She was like a sex slave!

She ground her buttocks against him and let
him fondle her, and then knelt and took him deep into her throat,
bobbing up and down as her master ordered!

It was a bizarrely freeing experience, for in
a strange way she bore no sense of guilt or shame for her slutty
behavior. If she was a slave girl, then she must obey her master's
orders. If she was a slave girl then she was simply acting
normally, as a slave girl was supposed to act.

When she accompanied Thorne out of the house
she always wore something sexy, always with a very short skirt and
tight top. But she didn't always wear the collar and shackles. Two
days after her exposure in the house he took her to a party. She
wore a nice pink and white skirt, which, while quite short, was at
least respectable, a pink blouse which wasn't at all slutty, and a
white jacket.

She felt quite .. normal. Which was not
normal, and made her wary.

Thorne talked to many of the people at the
party, which was at the mansion of some business partner of his,
moving around the large room with glass in hand while a nervous
Shawn accompanied him.

She also accompanied him into a smaller room
where he shook the hands of two men in suits who had been sitting
on a sofa next to a desk talking. The men stood and greeted him
like a friend, but their eyes were blatant in their appreciation of
Shawn.

“So this is your slave girl,” one said.

Shawn gulped.

“This is her. Lovely, isn't she?”

“Very,” one of the men said.

And then he cupped her breast through the
thing blouse and gave it a casual but firm squeeze.

It was all she could do to resist her
instinct to slap his hand away!

“Nice,” he said.

“Give the man a blow job, Slave,” Thorne
ordered.

Shawn felt her heart pound and a sharp,
shocking rush of emotions swept through her. She hesitated,
breathless, then dropped to her knees on the floor. She unzipped
the man's trousers, took his cock out, and began to perform on him
as the others watched.

I'm a slave girl! she thought
breathlessly.

And of course, she took out the other man's
cock and began to service him, as well. All while the three men
discussed her from above.

The next day Thorne took her to another kind
of party. Here she wore only the thigh high boots, high leather
gloves, shackles, gag, collar and leash as Thorne led her among
dozens of people who admired her body and reached out to touch it
whenever she was near!

It was shattering, mortifying, and yet she
was able to get used to even this. And once she did, the heat
became overwhelming. This time when Thorne ordered her to perform
oral sex on someone, and she knelt before him sucking his cock,
another man knelt behind her and drove his cock into her hard and
fast.

Shuddering, she came, dazed and wallowing in
heat as she was used and used and used again. She performed oral
sex on a woman for the first time, then was sodomized by another
woman with a dildo. And in the end she was shackled, standing,
spreadeagled, and whipped while dozens watched and cheered.

Then she was sodomized again, this time by a
man.

*

To say her views on sex and sexuality were
profoundly altered would be a profound understatement. She took sex
for granted now, as well as being naked in front of others. That
did not mean both didn't intensely arouse her, for with her
inhibitions in tatters, she found herself getting turned on much
more easily.

Thorne bought her more conservative dresses.
They were still sexy, and still emphasized her body, and the skirts
were still far too short for proper office-wear. She accompanied
him on many of his visits, across the city and across the country,
ostensibly as his personal assistant.

But if he so directed, she would perform
whatever sexual service he desired, with him or anyone else
present. And would do so with a sense of dark satisfaction and
heat, for she knew that she would almost always come now. She was
too much the sexual creature not to!

Whenever she wasn't with Thorne she enjoyed
the life of the wealthy, be it watching a movie in the home
theater,sunning herself on a yacht off the coast of Spain, or
enjoying the food in five-star restaurants in France and New
York.

It was a life she came to adore, and if the
only cost to her was having sex with people – something she found
delightful – then that was no cost at all.

It took strangely little time for her to stop
thinking of Thorne as her employer, and simply as 'Master', whose
orders must be instantly obeyed. Unless, of course, she felt like
being 'naughty' in order to provoke punishment. It wasn't like the
punishment ever hurt nearly so much as it aroused her, after
all.

She became quite fond of Master, and he of
her, but it was more of a master-pet relationship than anything
approaching equality or partnership. Anything else was literally
unthinkable to her, even after he decided she would bear his
children.

They were married, for the sake of the
children, on his terrace, in a civil ceremony. She wore her collar
and shackles, and nothing else. And she promised to love, honor and
obey him in all things.

It was an easy promise to make.

When she thought back to her pointless life
as a stock picker, running around a warehouse in the day, and
watching TV by night, she felt endlessly grateful for all she now
had. Becoming a slave girl was the best thing which had ever
happened to her.

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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