
        
            
                
            
        

    
 


Simone's Inheritance

 


By JJ Argus

 


Copyright 2021

 


Smashwords edition

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author
and encouraging him to continue to write more like it.

 


This story is a work of fiction. All
characters are over eighteen

 


 





Chapter One

 


 


 


 


Simone liked books. She liked fantasies. She
liked stories which carried her away from the dull routine of her
boring life. She dreamed about being a princess, or a wizard.
Hermione Granger was her hero. She had bought a wand from Amazon
which was just like the one Hermione had used in the Harry Potter
movies and hung it on her wall.

She liked to draw, and liked poetry, but
didn't think she was very good at either. She liked to read poetry,
though, and look at art – well, some kinds. She didn't think much
of modern art. But she definitely liked drawings and paintings of
people and animals and nature scenes.

Since she doubted her drawing she had taken
up the idea of becoming a photographer and tried to capture
artistic pictures on her phone's camera. She would have liked to
have bought a real camera, but those, unfortunately, cost money she
did not have.

Although she read a lot, she avoided romances
like the plague. It was all she could do to not roll her eyes at
the stream of middle-aged women who came into the shop every day
searching out used books in the gigantic romance section. Though at
least they weren't buying them new...

Working in a book store was something of a
dream job for Simone. It didn't pay well, but she loved the
atmosphere of the crowded, comfortable used book store owned by
Mrs. Cooperman. The floors and bookcases were real wood, and the
place was crammed with books up to the ceiling.

Also, fewer stupid people came in than when
she'd worked at Banana Republic. And there were far fewer dumb
bimbos and bimbettes coming in to annoy her by endlessly trying on
clothes which were way too small and tight for them.

There were fewer guys, too, and most of the
ones that came in were adults. The teenagers who came in tended to
be nerdy and scared of women. Neither group bothered her much.

She liked to not be bothered.

She liked things to flow along predictably,
without interruptions or surprises to throw her off her pace. She
liked lists and neatness and having everything in its place. She
had been accused of being somewhat OCD, but disagreed. She simply
liked to have everything arranged in its proper order.

She very much enjoyed the fact that she could
check the file on the computer and know whether she had a given
book and where it was. She was very pleased whenever anyone asked
and she could check the file, then lead them straight to the shelf
and pull out a requested book.

And, of course, she liked being able to read
books for free. Not that she couldn't at the library, as well, but
they had a limited supply of fiction. And an even more limited
supply of the kind she liked. The used book store was always
getting in new things, and there were more than she could possibly
read.

Simone had a very active imagination and
often thought about what her future might hold in store for her.
She supposed she'd find some man and get married and... stuff. And
she'd probably get some sort of job which was better than where she
was. One that paid better, preferably. But she had no idea when or
how this would come about.

It wasn't like there were a lot of calls for
people who had no skills other than reading a lot. And it wasn't
like boys were breaking down the doors to ask her out. Nor that she
wanted them to, for that matter. Simone found boys very confusing.
And found her reaction to them even more confusing.

The kind of boy she liked was one who read a
lot, like her, was intelligent, like her, liked fantasies and
science fiction and other such stories. He'd be very knowledgeable
and interested in learning more. He'd probably be a genius or
something, though she didn't think she was even close to that.

He'd be kind of bookish and nerdy, in other
words, much like her.

The problem was the kind of boy who excited
her whenever she looked around was nothing like that. The kind of
boy who excited her tended to have broad shoulders but not a very
big vocabulary. He tended to have a large, powerful chest rather
than a well-rounded education. And he tended to not read much, nor
have much interest in anything but sports and cars, and of course,
sex.

But she had literally nothing in common with
such boys, other than, like her, they usually thought they were
very sexy and handsome.

Which was... irritating. After all, she'd
have loved to have had Harry Potter for a boyfriend! Yet, like
Hermione, if given a choice, she'd have plucked up that Victor Krum
in a second! Yet Krum was a dolt!

It was not easy to think of herself as
shallow, and so, lately, she had simply admitted to herself that
her biological instincts differed from what her intellect told her.
Her instincts came from a hundred thousand years of needing a big,
strong man to hunt and provide for her and protect her from lions
and tigers and bears.

She didn't think that was really necessary
anymore, even if her instincts thought otherwise.

“Mrs. Cooperman? I'll be heading home now,
shall I? Unless you want me to stay later?” she called into the
back.

“No, no, dear, you can go now,” Mrs.
Cooperman said, emerging from the back area where she had a little
office. “I don't expect a lot of customers this evening.”

She was a plump, gray-haired woman who had
owned the book store for longer than Simone had been alive. She
treated Simone well, in no small part because she was reliable,
unlike most teenage girls.

It went without saying that teenage boys were
even worse.

Simone went out the rear door of the
converted old house and unlocked her bike, then drove it out onto
the street and headed the eight blocks to her home. Her dirty
blonde hair flowed out behind her as she rode, for the wind was
picking up and she was heading into it.

She was wearing a loose, dark blue rugby
shirt with a T-shirt underneath, the more to keep certain things
from being noticed by people. On her face were a pair of glasses
which were the nearest she could find to Harry Potter type glasses.
Hers were somewhat larger, however.

She reached her parents' house in no time at
all, really, and rolled into the small backyard, putting her bike
next to the porch, then climbed up and unlocked the back door.

Her parents lived in an old red brick
Victorian house. Which was great, as far as she was concerned. She
thought it had style and class, unlike so many of the boxy houses
today. On the other hand, it had small windows where she would have
much preferred the big ones of newer houses which let in so much
more light.

No one was home yet but her, so she trotted
up the back stairs and then down the hall to her small room
overlooking the front street. She liked to get home ahead of her
parents because it gave her time to quickly shower and wash her
hair. She certainly wasn't going to compete with them for time in
the morning!

Newer homes had multiple bathrooms, which she
thought would also be a fine thing, but which the architect of the
old house apparently hadn't considered.

She kicked off her sneakers, slid her jeans
down and off, and then peeled her T-shirt and rugby shirt up and
off in one motion. She wasn't wearing a bra and slipped her panties
down and off

It was time to exercise. She liked her job at
the book store but while it did involve more standing and moving
around than a lot of jobs it didn't involve enough. She sighed,
running her fingers through her hair as she gazed at herself in the
mirror.

Her hair went half a dozen inches past her
slender shoulders. It was, for the most part, blonde. Certainly,
the hair which fell down the sides of her head was a golden blonde.
The hair on top of her head was a darker blonde, which she found
irritating. How could it change like that? Was it some kind of
trick of the light? Her girlfriends had suggested she dye it but
that seemed like a lot of trouble just to look more attractive.
Attractive girls tended to attract... jerks.

And she attracted enough of them as it
was!

Her breasts were always causing her trouble.
They didn't fit the bras she'd tried, except for athletic bras, and
those were ugly. Her breasts were round and full, but very, very
firm. And she'd read that bras did nothing to really help breasts.
In fact, she'd read they weakened the chest muscles which supported
breasts so that they tended to more easily sag.

She certainly didn't want that!

And so long as she didn't move very much or
wear something thin or tight they wouldn't bounce or jiggle around
noticeably. So why wear a bra?

Even her style of exercise was not
aggressive. She preferred yoga. It was fairly intensive yoga
because she enjoyed it, but it didn't result in rapid
movements.

There was no reason she could see to put on
clothes to exercise. Not when she was alone in her room, after all.
She flipped up the lid of her laptop (with the camera covered by a
small post-it note just in case) and then brought up her favorite
yoga routines on youtube.

From there, she began to follow the routines,
stretching and straining, making her muscles work, getting her legs
and arms and back stretched out. Admittedly, some of the poses
might be considered a little risque while naked, but there was no
one to see.

She did consider, though, what a guy would
think if he could see, if one were peeping at her just that moment,
like when she did the downward dog. Especially when she did the
three-legged version, or the Extended Puppy Pose. Or the Wheel or
Locust.

Simone was aware that her body was considered
very desirable, the kind of shape men panted over. She took quiet
pride in that even while she did her best to hide her body under
shapeless clothes. Her body would be a delightful surprise to any
boy she decided was worthy of doing something useful to it or with
it, as the case might be.

But it was not, she thought, something she
wanted to display to just anyone. She didn't want to be continually
harassed by either fumbly nerds or arrogant jocks who only had an
interest in the size of her breasts or the shape of her bottom.

It was difficult to turn such people down,
for Simone liked to make people happy, not sad or mad or
embarrassed. She hated disappointing people. Sending some boy away,
red-faced, after he'd spent days working up the courage to ask her
out was dreadful! And it could be worse if they got angry and
started insulting her just to embarrass her in return.

But if she wore fairly shapeless outfits they
couldn't exactly accuse her of having tempted them, of having led
them on, of being a cock-tease. At least, not honestly.

Still, she did take pride in her body. And
her sexual fantasies tended to revolve around men seeing her naked,
sometimes peeping at her, sometimes barging in on her, sometimes
tearing her clothes off to stare at her lush young body. She'd also
had fantasies of being a stripper, flaunting herself on a stage
while all those men stared and lusted after her.

Then again, she'd also had fantasies of
having sex with a tentacled space monster who would drive her
insane with endless multiple orgasms while its tentacles slid all
over her body and drove into every orifice.

Her fantasies were not altogether very
realistic.

All the guys in her fantasies were big,
powerful, overbearing, sometimes savage men who would roughly
manhandle her, yet also insist on giving her multiple orgasms by
any means possible.

In her experience, such men in real life
tended to have little concern for anyone's pleasure but their own.
But in her fantasy world, she could make them be as she wished.

She knew she could have many men. She knew
she was pretty enough and had the body to attract any man. But she
was shy about displaying her body and very cautious about what kind
of guy she risked getting involved with.

Most, in her admittedly limited experience,
were only interested in sex without strings. And few of them were
actually very good at it. She suspected they had little experience
themselves. Or else their previous lovers had flattered them – as
she knew girls tended to do – and sent them on the way happily
convinced they were God's gift to women.

Which meant she'd have to train them. In
order to invest that kind of time and effort, she needed a guy who
would be grateful, rather than insulted in her telling him what he
ought and out not to be doing. And before that, she needed a guy
she would be interested in spending a lot of time with AND who she
thought was sexy.

Exploring sex was very difficult and
complicated for a girl, something which irritated her whenever she
thought about it. Guys had it so much easier. They'd even have sex
with a girl who was unconscious. It was all the same to them.
They'd still have an orgasm. And probably pretty quickly, too.

She knelt and then arched slowly back, her
arms going down and back until her hands could press against the
backs of her feet. She felt her skin tighten across her breasts as
she held the pose, and felt the blood starting to rush to her
upside-down head.

Then came the Wheel pose. She'd only mastered
it recently. It was tricky balancing on her hands with one foot
behind her on the floor and the other straight up in the air. She
could only imagine some boy coming in and seeing her like this!
He'd get an instant erection and want to slobber all over her!

Then came the extended puppy pose, which was
supposed to be good for her back. It involved being on her knees,
her chin touching the floor, her arms stretched out before her and
her belly pulled in as close to her thighs as possible. And again
she thought of what a boy would do if he came in behind her and saw
her in such a pose!

All of them would get so excited just to see
her like this! They'd all want to jump on her and stick their hard
red cocks into her body! They got turned on so easily!

She changed the pose, shifting her knees to
the sides, then more, imagining a boy coming in and seeing her like
this, imagining if they were peeping at her through the window. She
let her imagination continue, watching them in her mind's eye get
wildly excited and then drop to their knees behind her.

Then they'd take her! Just like this! They'd
thrust into her body and drive themselves against her in a frenzy,
their cocks spearing into her body again and again as their hands
raced over her, squeezing and fondling, grabbing and
manhandling.

She'd never had sex in this position. Of
course, she'd only done it twice, but it had always been face to
face. Doing it like this would be more... carnal... like animals!
It wouldn't be romantic but just lustful coupling. She could see
Conan the Barbarian taking her like this! Rutting against her with
his giant cock!

She slid a hand back under her body, her
fingers stretching up to find her clitoris, and moaned softly as
she rubbed. Her eyes closed, she imagined being taken like this by
some ruthless, powerful man who would use her like a savage!

Breathing heavily, she rose up on her knees,
a decision made. She was going to masturbate. She felt the hunger
within her and wanted to do it fully.

She stood up and went to her closet, opened
the door, then lifted a box off another box. She opened the lower
box and in the bottom, lifted up an old pencil box. It was only
about a half-inch thick, so nothing could be hidden there, nothing
her nosy mother could find.

Except there was. Inside was a folded-up
plastic tube with jelly-like studs all over it. She let it unfold.
It was a french tickler, a sort of sheath for a man to slip onto
his cock to give a woman added pleasure. She reached into the box
again and took out the leg of a sofa. It was a simple wooden leg,
wider at the base than the tip, with a little round metal stud at
the bottom, and a thick screw on the top.

With these in hand, she returned to her bed.
It was an older bed, with a scratched-up, often painted wooden
frame. The bottom right leg had a neat round hole in it no one was
likely to notice or pay any attention to even if they did.

Simone put the screw into it and began to
turn, and before long the screw was firmly lodged in the side of
the leg, the tip pointed at her belly. She slipped the french
tickler over it, having to pull harder as the leg widened near the
screw.

With that on firmly she turned her back to
her bed and dropped down onto her hands and knees. She maneuvered
herself back, feeling the tickler against her thigh and then her
buttock. She raised her hips higher, drawing her belly in tighter,
and reached back between her legs for the tip.

She moaned softly as she felt the pressure,
as her makeshift dildo pushed slowly into her body. She was already
moist, and as she dropped to her forearms and ran through her list
of favorite sexual fantasies, she grew more so.

A large, handsome burglar had come into her
bedroom. He ordered her onto her belly, his big hands jerking up on
her hips, then he entered her from behind.

Simone let that image play out in her mind.
It was an easy one because she only had to have the vaguest idea of
what he looked like. In her mind, after all, he was behind her. All
she had to imagine was how it would feel. And with the 'cock'
inside her that was infinitely easier.

She moved her hips slowly in and out, at
first, but each backward movement took more and more of the 'cock'
into her already thrumming body. Simone had an excellent
imagination, and of course, knew herself so was able to imagine how
she would feel.

She drove herself back further, and since the
sofa leg widened as she did she felt the strain on the lips of her
sex, felt them aching. The ache didn't dissuade her, though. It
aroused her further. At first, she kept her arms out before her,
rolling her hips sinuously, patiently, sliding herself up and down
the length of the cock, pretending it was the man behind her doing
it and not her.

She let her swollen breasts grind against the
carpet below, shifting her body deliberately to rub her stiff
nipples against the rough material. As the heat swelled her
breathing became more ragged. Her movements became faster, more
frantic. She pulled one arm back and sent her hand down between her
legs, her trembling fingers finding her clitoris, and as soon as
she did the heat burst upon her with a roar.

Her fingers rubbed harder and her hips began
to work faster and more frantically. She kept her voice down with
an effort of will, gasping and moaning and whimpering as she rolled
her hips in and out, in and out, jamming herself back further and
further until her buttocks began to hit the side of her bed, began
to hit the leg itself.

Every time she did that, the wide base of the
leg slipped into her entirely and the lips of her sex began to
close around the screw behind it. But of course, then she would
pull forward and her opening would be forced wider from within. It
was a strange sensation, but erotically charged given her current
temperament.

She ground her nipples against the floor and
fingered her clitoris and rode the dildo until the orgasm tore
through her, then clamped a hand over her mouth just in case
someone had come home and she wasn't aware of it. The odds were
high against that happening but the consequences of one of her
parents hearing her crying out in orgasm was simply too terrible to
chance.

She moaned, gasping for breath as the orgasm
faded. She dropped the hand away from her sex, pulling it out, and
dropped the hand away from her mouth. She let her arms rest out to
either side of her body as she knelt there impaled on the
'cock'.

Imagine if someone came in and saw me like
this, she thought. It would be mortifying, of course, far worse
if it were her parents. But if it were a sexy boy, well, that idea
was deliciously carnal.

Imagine if she took a video of it and put it
on the internet. How many boys would eagerly masturbate and come
just watching it!

She groaned and slowly eased herself off the
sofa leg.

I'm so hot and sexy, she thought,
chest heaving.

But that was a secret, and would stay a
secret. At least for now.

It was a big ego trip to be someone who could
excite boys so easily, who could turn guys on just by letting them
see her body. Even if she never did it. After all, she'd only had
sex with boys twice. The first had been in the back of a car on a
darkened street, and the other had been in the basement of a guy's
house – also dimly lit.

That was kind of frustrating. But being shy,
all she could do was fantasize about showing her body off. And how
the guys would stare at her, their tongues hanging out.

She completed her routine and slid on a thin,
short robe, just in case anyone was home. She made her way to the
bathroom to shower, and pulled it off again, still breathing
heavily from her exercise.

She turned on the water to the right
temperature then stepped inside, letting it soak her down. She
turned it off, then soaped her body up, enjoying the slick,
slippery feel of her warm skin as her hands slid across it.

It felt... erotic, but she didn't take the
opportunity to masturbate again. Instead, she had a quick shower,
washed her hair, put in conditioner (the most she would bother
doing for her hair), and then dried off and went back to her room.
She had changed into shorts and a T-shirt (safe to wear around the
house) and went downstairs to look for a snack before dinner.

The knock on the front door surprised her,
and she looked at it warily. She had no intention of opening it for
some stranger. It knocked again and she felt a rising sense of
anxiety. Licking her lips nervously, she crept to the door, then
peeked through the peephole. To her surprise, she recognized the
man there.

I was Mister Latimer, her father's lawyer.
She approved of him, for he seemed like a very orderly man.

“Hello,” she said, opening the door.

“Ah, Simone, good,” he said. “I'd like to
speak with you for a few minutes.”

“Me!?” she exclaimed, her voice
squeaking.

“You. Indeed you.”

“Uhm, you don't mean my dad?”

“No, I'm quite sure I mean you,” he said with
a smile.

“Uhm, well... okay. But... about what?”

“About your grandfather.”

She blinked in surprise and then, because she
couldn't think of a good reason not to, stepped back to let him
come in.

Now she wished she'd worn something else!

“My grandfather died a year ago.”

“Indeed. And I am the executor of his
will.”

Simone led him to the living room and he sat
down, placing his briefcase on the coffee table.

“It's taken some time to find things,” he
said. “Your grandfather was not a trusting man and spread his
accounts around. Nor did he leave a list. But we've recently
discovered a safe deposit box in a bank across town and been able
to gain access to it.”

“Uh okay,” she said, sitting down across from
him, totally confused.

“In the safety deposit box, along with some
documents, was a box with a digital wallet in it. Do you know what
a digital wallet is?”

“Not a clue.”

“Do you know what bitcoins are?”

“Uhm... kind of but not really.”

“Well, suffice to say they are a digital
currency. Although, unlike dollars, or for that matter, Pounds or
Euros or Yen, they are not backed up by any government. Their price
fluctuates wildly, sometimes shooting way up and sometimes dropping
way down. They can rise or fall ten percent in a day for no reason
anyone knows.”

“Okay, so how – .”

“Your grandfather, in an apparent nod to the
modern world, bought some bitcoins about eight years ago for a
thousand dollars, put them in this digital wallet. I'm simplifying
again. These are not physical objects. But the code, the record,
the authorization, if you will, are in this digital wallet.”

“And he left them to me?”

“Your grandfather could be rather whimsical,
at times,” he said.

“Well... okay, cool. Uh, what do you do with
these bitcoin things?”

“Well, you can buy some things with them, but
my advice would be to simply convert them into money. Real money, I
mean. As in dollars.”

“How do I do that?” she asked in
confusion.

“I can do that for you and then deposit the
total in your bank account.”

“Oh, okay. Sure. Do you know how much they're
worth?”

“Your grandfather bought them for a dollar
apiece. They're currently worth... uhm, let me check.”

He pulled out his cell phone and did
something before looking up at her.

“Currently worth about, this is approximate,
forty-six thousand nine hundred dollars.”

“That much!?” she gasped.

“Each.”

She stared at him blankly.

He looked back. His eyes, slipping downward,
then quickly rising back up.

“Uhm... I don't understand?”

“Your grandfather has left you one thousand
bitcoins. Their current value is approximately forty-six thousand
nine-hundred dollars each.”

She stared at him and he stared back, his
eyes slipping down, then jerking up again.

Simone was too confused to care about him
checking out her breasts.

“Uh...”

“That works out to approximately forty-six
million, nine hundred thousand dollars in total.”

She stared at him. “This is a joke, isn't
it.”

“This would be a very unfunny joke, Simone.
And I'm not a man given to much amusement in any event,” he said,
his eyes flicking down to her chest again before jerking back
up.

“My grandfather wasn't rich!”

“He was, as it turned out. I suspect that the
thousand dollars was intended as a reasonably minor inheritance for
you to have some fun with, perhaps purchase a new phone. He
probably put it in the safety deposit box and then barely paid any
attention to it or the market afterward. He certainly would not
have expected them to appreciate at such a rate.”

“Forty-six million dollars!”

“Closer to forty-seven,” he said
helpfully.

His eyes flicked down, then up again.

I'm going to have to start wearing a bra, she
thought faintly.
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Her parents were as astonished as she was,
and knew no more about these bitcoin things than her. Mister
Latimer explained it while she went upstairs and put on a bra and
changed into something less comfortable. Her parents were not
exactly poor, but nor were they multi-millionaires. Her grandfather
had left her mother something like two hundred thousand dollars,
she knew.

She'd thought that an enormous sum at the
time.

It was very difficult to comprehend being a
multi-millionaire, or what she was going to do with all that money.
She could get her own place, she thought excitedly. And... and a
car. And then what? It seemed silly to work in a book store for
minimum wage if one was a multi-millionaire. Maybe she'd open her
own store!

Then again, why do anything? She could spend
half a million dollars a year for the rest of her life without ever
working.

She supposed she'd have to go to college now.
You couldn't be a multi-millionaire and not know anything about
stuff. She had to do something with her life now that she didn't
need to work. Ever! Suddenly her whole life spread out before her
with no clue what she'd do with it. Travel? Go to university and
take courses for twenty years or so?

She could buy a house with a library! The
thought of that immediately excited her. She loved the look of
libraries! Especially the old-fashioned kind. Looking at stories on
Kindle just wasn't the same!

She wasn't at all sure how to tell her
friends. “By the way, I'm a multi-millionaire now,” was hard to
work into a conversation. Especially if she had to follow with “So
how's the barista job going?”

God!

She offered to give her parents most of the
money but they politely turned it down. Although after some effort
she got her father to agree to let her pay off the mortgage.

That prompted her to start looking at places
for herself. She loved her parents but she saw no reason to live in
her tiny room anymore if she could get her own apartment. She
thought about houses, too, but that seemed too complicated. She'd
have to do all sorts of things like mowing the lawn and make
repairs.

She started to look for places to rent, and
then, realizing her error, looked for places for sale. She kept
running up against the issue that she really had almost no limit
about how much she paid. Unless she went crazy anyway.

That was why, several days later, dressed
more or less the same way she had at the book store, she and her
father wandered through a simply enormous condo right at the ocean,
with her trying to keep her jaw from dropping.

It was on the fourth floor, looking down at
the gardens directly below, with the beach just before them and the
ocean beyond. It had a beautiful sun deck she could sit on and
watch the oceans come ashore on the rocks off to the left, and the
beautiful beach straight ahead.

It had a ridiculous bathroom with a
free-standing oval tub right up against a floor-to-ceiling window –
with no curtain! It also had a shower stall big enough to take a
car, and a counter fifteen feet long. That was a lot of space for a
single girl who didn't even like to wear makeup!

“Should I really spend millions of dollars on
this!?” she asked her father anxiously.

“If you like it,” he said. “And you have to
stop thinking about it being spent money. When you buy a dress it's
spending money. When you buy a car it's spending money. When you
buy a place like this it's an investment. And you can always sell
it again and get your money back. Almost always more than you put
in.”

Her father took care of the details and she
became the owner of a four and a half million dollar condo
overlooking the ocean.

Now all she needed was furniture.

She liked shopping. She was sure she was
going to adore shopping when she didn't have to worry about what
anything cost.

She moved in two weeks later, too eager to
wait for all the furniture she needed. She had a bedroom set and
the place came with a projection screen system in a theater!
She found a sectional sofa and other things and had them all
delivered. Then she went shopping for kitchen things and settled
into her sparsely furnished condo.

By the ocean!

*

There were a lot of hours in a day when you
had no job but shopping. That gave her time to explore. She
explored the building, finding a gorgeous indoor swimming pool –
for when it was too unpleasant to hit the beach, she guessed, and a
big gym full of expensive equipment.

On the first day there, having bought some
clothes, including bikinis, she put on one of the more daring ones
(for her), a black bikini, and wandered down to the beach.

The condo was raised up about ten feet from
the actual beach, which gave it a kind of patio filled with lounge
chairs that could overlook the beach. It also had a group of
lockboxes that let a tenant put things like robes, towels, and keys
in, and then wear only the key to the box on a little ribbon. That
was awfully handy.

With nothing on but her bikini and the
ribboned key, she headed down the stairs and out onto the beach,
feeling a tremendous sense of delight at the thought of living here
right at the beach and getting to wander on it and swim in the
ocean every single day!

Not that she could swim, but she could splash
around in it.

She did feel self-conscious in her bikini,
though. It wasn't often she appeared anywhere in public in so few
clothes. Especially in clothing that did nothing to hide the shape
of her body. It was, however, a semi-private beach, so she didn't
think she'd be assailed by leering bikers or drunken sailors.

She felt somewhat safe, in other words.
Especially since no one here knew her or could gossip about her.
Anyone being rude would get in trouble with the condo board, or so
she'd been informed by the concierge.

It felt... odd. It felt like she was
flaunting her body, although the bikini wasn't particularly
revealing. Still, it didn't cover much! And though the beach wasn't
exactly crowded she certainly drew looks from every male of every
age she passed!

With her designer sunglasses, she could
pretend not to notice. That helped. And she even felt a little...
narcissistic knowing all those men were looking at her and wanting
her. Still, that was just the background. Most of her attention was
for the sand and the ocean as she wandered up to where the waves
swept ashore.

She let them wet her feet and ankles, then
her lower legs as she walked to the far end of the beach. She could
go out and around a hilly promontory and then she'd be on a public
beach, but had no desire to do so. She turned and made her way
back, kicking up some sand, then veering into the water again.

A man swam ashore ahead of her but she paid
him little heed, at first. Only as she got closer did she observe
he was a rather large man, a foot taller than she with broad
shoulders. He was quite old, though; somewhere in his thirties.

Still, she felt her cheeks pinken. She rarely
was this close to a man wearing so few clothes. The expanse of
chest – and it was a very healthy, nicely muscled chest – drew her
eyes even as she fought not to stare.

He looked at her too, smiling, but didn't
bother her as she passed. She was sure, though she didn't dare turn
around, that he was staring at her butt as she walked away!

She moved into the water, letting it lap up
to her waist, then higher still. Finally, she slid forward into it,
going beneath the surface and kicking herself forward a little
before rising up once again.

I'm living right by the ocean!

She swept her hands up over her face and back
through her hair to wring the excess water out, then flushed a bit,
for the man she'd come across was just wrapping a towel around his
shoulders, and looking her way.

She gulped and headed up the beach towards
the stairs. And he followed.

That made her a little nervous. Yet he
obviously lived her too, as did everyone on the beach. So there was
nowhere else for him to go. Even so, as she climbed the stairs, he
was only a few feet back. Which meant, she knew, he was looking
right at her butt again!

He was an older guy, though, and a rich one
if he lived here, and so, presumably, a responsible one. He wasn't
going to be crude or grab her or anything. That calmed her
considerably. Let him look. She was worth looking at!

She went to the lockboxes and took the key
down to open one. He stood back about six feet watching, and she
felt her face warming. She looked at him challengingly and he
grinned.

“I'm just waiting to get at my box,” he
said.

“Oh! Sorry!” she squeaked.

Of course, he was!

“No hurry,” he said, still smiling. “I'm
enjoying the view.”

She gulped and took her robe out of the box,
blushing still more. Even though he had been looking out at the
ocean when he said that.

Of course, he'd then turned his eyes on
her!

She pulled out her keys and phone but dropped
her robe. She bent over, and had the presence of mind not to do it
with her butt pointed at him! But then she belatedly realized he
was looking right down her bikini top instead.

She straightened up, blushing and he winked
and then went to another box and unlocked it.

“You're new here,” he said as she fumbled the
robe around her shoulders.

“Uhm, uh, yes. I uh, just moved in,” she
said.

“I'm Axel,” he said, holding out his
hand.

Well, of course, she had to take it, even
though her hand all-but disappeared into his big one.

“Simone!” she gulped.

“Welcome to the building, Simone,” he said.
“You appear to be several cuts above the usual tenants we get.”

“I-I do?”

“Yes, they tend to be old and snobby.”

“Oh I'm not snobby!” she exclaimed.

“That's good,” he said in amusement. “I swim
here every morning for exercise. I'll doubtless see you again.”

She smiled awkwardly, then hurried
inside.

Wow!

Now if she could only meet a guy like that
who was her own age!

Then again, she thought, a guy her own age
would still be the same as the others she'd met, just richer. She
let her mind toy with the idea of doing something with Axel. It was
a much hotter fantasy than doing it with a guy her own age. What
would he do if she was on a stage dancing naked before him!? Maybe
she'd give him a lap dance!

The thought of that was incredibly
exciting!

In a never-going-to-happen fantasy sort of
way, of course.

*

Shopping was fun now! And she needed so much!
She could go to the high-end furniture and clothing stores, too.
She bought more furniture for the apartment, to be delivered, of
course, and more clothes for herself. She bought dresses, some
sensible, some not, jeans and dress slacks and shorts and tops of
various types, most fairly modest – some not at all.

She also let herself toy with fantasies
online. She bought a pair of thigh-high leather boots with stiletto
heels, just for fun, just to see what she looked like in them. She
bought sexy lingerie in multiple colors and styles. She bought
leather G-strings and thongs, and sexy-looking lacy black
elbow-length gloves which laced up the sides.

Every room was a new place to decorate. And
one, which was a smaller bedroom that didn't face the beach, could
be either a spare bedroom, though she already had spare bedrooms,
or perhaps a home gym. But she knew the condo had a gym, so it only
made sense to check that out first.

She'd seen it before, of course, while
touring the building, but now she had to consider whether she'd
actually use it. She remained shy, for the most part, and didn't
know that she wanted to exercise in front of a bunch of people.

Of course, she could simply lay a mat down in
the room and do yoga, but all those machines might be of use in
toning her body too. And she was paying for them and their
maintenance, after all, so it only made sense to use them.

She had no intention, of course, of putting
on some tight, sleek leotard to go there. She would wear sweatpants
and a sweatshirt – with an athletic bra beneath. She wasn't going
to be stared at, after all.

The room, when she got to it, was all-too
brightly lit, with a light oak floor and large windows facing the
city, not the beach. And it had a single occupant as she
arrived.

Axel!

She gulped but ignored him, hoping he
wouldn't be able to tell what kind of fantasies she'd been having
about him. She wondered at the coincidence, at first, but then
recalled she'd met him around the same time the other day. So he
probably exercised then went swimming, which made sense.

What did he do for a living, she wondered. He
was too young to be retired. Maybe he worked at home. Maybe he
didn't need to work because, like her, he was rich.

She smiled awkwardly at him and then focused
on the machines. She'd never really used machines much, but the
treadmills looked fairly easy to figure out. She stepped on one,
examined the controls, then started it. As it moved, she walked
slowly, increasing the speed until it was a comfortable walking
pace.

It didn't take long to figure it out, really,
and she was soon jogging on it and enjoying herself.

The only fly in the ointment was Axel, who
was at the far end and facing this end. Which meant he was looking
at her! She studiously ignored him, though, focusing on the machine
and her jogging. She would have liked to open it up more and
actually run but that would have looked undignified. And she didn't
want to look undignified in front of Axel.

She stopped it after a bit and used the
rowing machine then the bicycle. But a big, square machine with a
padded seat was a little baffling at first.

“Ever used one of these before?”

She gasped, startled to see Axel had come
across to her.

“Uhm, not... really,” she said.

“It's a weight training machine,” he said.
“It provides various levels of resistance as you move your body,
especially your arms and legs. Here, stand with your back to
it.”

He lightly gripped her shoulders, maneuvering
her in against the machine, and Simone's heart began to beat
faster.

“Now reach up and put your hands around the
padded bar. Now you can set up the resistance so that you have to
pull down hard, or to push up hard, or both. As if you were lifting
weights.”

“This is hard to move,” she said,
panting.

“Most women don't work their arms enough.
Now, see these padded levers to the sides? You slip your arms
behind those, then you pull in. These will help work your chest
muscles.”

He winked. “Which is a good thing,” he
added.

Simone blushed. Was he referring to her
breasts!?

“I use this myself,” he said, flexing his big
arms and pushing his chest out against his t-shirt.

“Uhm...”

The man was being quite nice and not doing
anything improper, but Simone had all these... dark, erotic
thoughts regardless!

He had her pull out a padded seat and sit
down, then showed her how to work her legs behind another set of
pads, using them to work her thigh muscles. He touched her now and
then, usually on the shoulders or arms, but not in any way she
thought was improper. But she still felt a rush of heat whenever he
did.

And then he sat down to demonstrate for her
how he did it. That had her standing right in front of him, and she
flashed back to the fantasy she'd had last night in bed – while
masturbating – of her giving him a lap-dance!

She felt her face heat, and her nipples
harden, and was thankful for the loose sweatshirt!

“So you're one of those bitcoin millionaires,
are you,” he said. “Interesting. I've heard of a few, and even
billionaires. It went up so ridiculously fast. I wish I'd had the
forethought to invest in it. But it seemed way too uncertain for
me.”

“I think my grandfather just did it as a kind
of whimsy, thinking he'd give it to me because I'm young and modern
and all. Although to be honest I don't feel all that modern. I
mean, I like traditional stuff, especially in the furniture I'm
buying.”

“I had a designer do all that,” he said. “I
made sure he knew my tastes and then left him the job of going and
finding furniture and art for the place.”

“I like shopping, though!” she said.

He smiled. “Women tend to.”

“Do you uh, work at home?” she asked.

“Yes. I have an office here. I go to the work
occasionally, too, but I prefer to work from home.”

“What do you do?”

“I'm an arbitrageur.”

“Uh...”

“It relates to buying and selling currencies
and securities in different countries and markets which are
mispriced.”

“Okay.”

That sounded complicated for Simone.

“And what are you going to do? Just enjoy
your riches?”

“For a while,” she said. “I haven't figured
out what I want to do other than that.”

“No desire to be a doctor or lawyer?”

“Oh, heavens no!”

“Model? Actress?”

She blushed. “No!”

“I think you'd make an excellent model,” he
said with a grin. “You certainly have the face and body for
it.”

“Oh, I'm just ordinary,” she said shyly.

“Hmm, not even close, Simone,” he said. “Take
it from an expert.”

“You're an expert on what girls are
ordinary?”

“I'm an expert in determining the value of
things compared to other things. But you'd probably find being a
model to be pretty boring. You have to sit around for hours while
your hair and makeup are done.”

“No thanks,” she said. “I'd rather just sit
on the deck and read a good book.”

“Romances?” he asked with a grin.

“No! I read fantasies and science fiction and
stuff.”

“Ah, Harry Potter. Lord of the Rings?”

“Among others.”

“Male fantasy material tends to be more...
earthy,” he said with a grin.

“I can imagine!” she snorted.

“There's a reason why every fantasy book with
a girl on it has her in some kind of tight bra-like leather
outfit,” he added.

“Because it's mostly boys buying them!”

“Yes, we tend to have a one-track mind. So
long swords and sexy girls riding horses.”

“I should learn to ride,” she said
thoughtfully.”

“You have the time.”

“Of course, it would make more sense to learn
to drive a car.”

“You have time for both. And you can still
put on your leather pants and bra and read your fantasies.”

“I don't have leather pants or bra,” she
chided him, feeling a little rush of excitement.

“Hmm, work your arms out a bit more and I can
see you as one of those fantasy princess warrior types,” he said.
“You've got the body for it, including a very nice, flat
stomach.”

She blushed again and swallowed.

“Exercise will make sure you keep it in
shape.

So she exercised!
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Her new bathroom was ridiculously large. The
counter ran all along the wall to the right, dropping down a foot
to turn into a makeup counter. The mirror above it ran the full
length and up to the ceiling. There was seven feet of nothing next
to it, and then the first level of a kind of pedestal on which the
oval tub sat against the floor to ceiling, wall to wall window.

It felt odd being naked there, as if the
whole world could simply look in and see her. But the window faced
the ocean, and she was too high for the people below on the beach
to see anything unless she were to lean over the tub and press her
body right up against the glass.

The condo came with a media center which was
attached to powerful speakers in all the rooms. And she had a
remote which would allegedly let her play any radio station, DVD,
satellite music station, or other music she might have set up,
including from a Spotify account. Or so the agent had said.

It seemed awfully complicated to her, though,
and she hadn't yet figured out how to work it other than to turn it
on and change stations until she found something decent. She'd
mentioned it to Axel, in fact, and he'd promised to drop by and
help her figure it out as he, of course, had the same thing.

She was still feeling a bit astonished about
living in a luxury condo every time she looked around her
apartment. And here, in the bathroom, on the marble floor, she let
herself flaunt her body before the big mirror, rolling her hips in
time to the music, engaging in the ever so slightly naughty fantasy
of pretending to be some kind of stripper.

And imagining Axel sitting there
watching.

Meeting him today (and yesterday), and the
fantasies which came with it had introduced the first sensual or
erotic thoughts into her head she'd had for weeks. Being that close
to that much strong, powerful, and semi-naked male flesh while
wearing little herself had been a strange, heady experience.

She clearly needed to get out more, she
thought dourly.

There were no restrictions on her movements,
but she didn't think strippers tended to move around much. And with
that thought she hurried out into her bedroom and drew those
thigh-high leather boots from under her bed, sliding them on and
lacing them up along the sides.

She stood up a bit awkwardly, then made her
way back to the bathroom, staring at herself in the mirror. She
danced in time to the music a little more, enjoying the erotic look
of herself. She went back into the bedroom and got a G-string, then
the leather halter which squeezed her breasts up and together while
leaving them mostly bare. And finally, the lace-up gloves.

She came back and danced before the mirror,
imagining she was a stripper on a stage and all the men were
looking admiringly at her, wanting her body. She turned around,
rolling her hips back at the mirror, then turned around and
teasingly undid the G-string before letting it slide down her legs
and off.

She turned towards the window... or glass
wall, she supposed. The platform was about six feet wide and had
hidden lighting beneath. Atop that was a narrower platform, just
wide enough to hold the tub. Next to the tub, on the lower
platform, was a padded leather chair she'd tossed her towel
onto.

Now she stepped onto the platform, still
dancing, still moving in time to the music, getting closer to the
window. She could see the beach now, which meant they could see her
– her head anyway. Of course, she was still four floors up – five
given the building sat on a rise. She danced a little closer,
looking down at the people, but then eased back.

These people lived in the building, after
all. What if they saw her boobs!?

She giggled and stepped back down, shimmying
her way to the mirror.

The music was interrupted by the door bell
and she gasped.

Another delivery! And if she didn't hurry
they'd leave it at the door or take it away!

She grabbed her robe off the back of the door
– the big one, not the short one, and slid it quickly around
herself, tying the belt as she hurried through her bedroom and up
the hall to the door. The robe was almost ankle-length but she
still felt weird wearing the five-inch stiletto heels to the
door.

Still, they'd just bring it in, put it in
place and leave. They wouldn't care about her footwear.

She opened the door and her jaw dropped in
surprise. It wasn't a delivery person. It was Axel!

“Uhm... uh...”

“Hi Simone,” he said with a lazy smile. “I
said I'd stop by.”

“Uhm... uh, I uh... didn't think you meant...
now!” she said, her voice squeaking again.

“I can come back if it's a bad time,” he
said. “I just finished my swim and was heading back upstairs.”

He looked down. “Nice … boots,” he said.

Simone blushed. “Uhm, I was uh, trying stuff
on,” she said.

“Stiletto heels always look good on a girl
with nice legs,” he said.

“How do you know I have nice legs?” she
gulped, frowning.

“I saw you yesterday, remember?”

Her mind was swirling with indecision. The
only intelligent thing to do was send him on his way and then
invite him later when she was properly set up and dressed and ready
for him. Of course, it might seem ungrateful given he was here
now.

More importantly, she was feeling a veritable
flood of sensuality as she stood there before him, aware of what
she was wearing – and not wearing – under her robe! The halter was
outrageous all on its own, and she wore nothing else besides the
gloves and boots!

She could feel her nipples were already hard
as the fabric of the robe pressed against them. Her breasts felt
swollen and hot. The thought of inviting him in dressed like this
was outrageous! But what harm would it do!? She was decently
covered and he would never know!

“Well uh, the media center is right over –
.”

“Yes, I know. They locate them near the front
door so technicians can get at them without going through the whole
house.”

He opened the cabinet door and patiently
showed her all the different settings and all the things it could
do.

Simone paid close attention but was gripped
by a giddy sense of playful sexuality she was certain Axel had no
clue about. Oh, if he only knew what she'd been doing in the
bathroom just before he rang the bell! If he only knew what she was
wearing under the robe!

“... so you can see which room is playing the
music at any given time,” he was saying, showing her the digital
display. “And you can still make the intercom work over the music –
not that you need to since you live alone. But you can work it like
your car phone too if you match the BlueTooth to your cell phone.
Then you can answer your cell phone in any room without it being
there. Much like in your car.”

“I don't have a car,” she said. “Though I'm
gonna buy one.”

“So this is playing in the master bathroom at
the moment,” he said. “If yours is like mine there's lots of light
in there and great mirrors.”

“Uhm, yeah. And a weird tub I haven't quite
figured out yet.”

“Why weird?”

“It doesn't have a faucet!”

He chuckled. “The controls are on the wall
next to the shower. You set it to shower or tub and the water will
come out of either the faucet in the shower or the slits in the
inside of the tub.”

He was moving towards her bedroom as he
spoke. Because she was focusing very carefully on walking in the
unfamiliar high heels Simone took a few seconds to realize where he
was heading. Then she took a few seconds to try and grasp what that
meant – having him in her bedroom!

At least it was neat and tidy! And everything
was put away because of her neatness fetish. But having him in her
bedroom, even just to pass through to go to the big bathroom felt
breathlessly intimate! Of course, he was an older man and much more
in control of himself than the guys her own age – who she wouldn't
trust as far as she could throw.

As he led the way through her bedroom to the
bathroom, she was focused anxiously on looking around to ensure
everything was neat and tidy. He was actually in the door of the
bathroom before she remembered the one thing which wasn't.

The leather G-string she'd dropped on the
floor when playing stripper!

She felt a sudden sharp jolt of anxiety, and
almost crowded him aside to kick it out of the way, but he was too
big and already through the door! She had a moment to hope he might
not notice, but he bent and slipped his finger through the
waistband, scooping it up and examining it.

Simone's face burned as he looked at it
thoughtfully, then turned to her, with the G-string dangling from
his finger.

“Ah, here it is,” he said. “I wondered where
I'd left my leather G-string.”

She snatched it from his fingers, red-faced,
glaring at him.

“Matches the boots,” he said, looking
down.

She felt another rush of embarrassment but
mixed with something else, something headier.

He let a grin spread slowly across his face.
“I'd pay to see you in boots and that leather G-string, and nothing
else,” he said.

“Well, I don't need your money!” she
snapped.

“Sadly,” he sighed. Then he brightened. “If
you'd be willing to pay, I'll let you see me in my boots and
leather G-string.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don't think you need
the money either.”

“Maybe I'm just greedy. How much would you
pay?”

“Nothing!”

“Really? You don't know what you're missing.
I look hot in a G-string.”

“Yeah, I'm sure,” she said with a smirk.

He went over to the controls for the shower
and she followed, her embarrassment softened by his attitude.

“So here you are, with the temperature and
flow controls. Just switch this over to the bath and – .”

Water started to pour into the bathtub from a
six-inch-wide slit a few inches from the top at one end.

“Oh, that's cool,” she said.

“Why don't you get in the tub and test the
water?”

“With my boots?” she asked sarcastically.

“I'll help you take them off,” he said,
grinning.

She flushed. “No thanks.”

“And those... gloves... I don't think you
should wear them in the tub.”

He reached out unexpectedly and took her
hand, lifting it up to examine the fingerless lace gloves. They
extended well back down her arms under the sleeves of her robe, and
she flushed a little as he looked and said “Hmmm.”

Simone snatched her hand back.

“Black gloves, black boots, black G-string.
And presumably some sort of black top? Leather?”

“None of your business,” she said with a
gulp.

She felt a sharp rise in that headier sense
of anticipation and anxiety. That he was thinking about what she
was wearing under the robe was wild enough. But when she considered
what she was wearing under it, and how he would react if he saw –
that set butterflies swirling wildly in her stomach.

Her emotions were swirling, too, with the
sudden wild, shocking thought that maybe she should let him find
out! The idea was outrageous, of course! He was way too old! And
they hadn't even had any sort of dates! And she barely knew him!
There were sooo many reasons why she should absolutely not
encourage him at all, let alone start something here that she
couldn't control!

“I think you'll look very good in this tub,”
he said.

“I look good anywhere,” she replied, then
blushed at her own words.

“Now that I believe. You certainly looked
good yesterday in your bikini.”

“Guys only think of one thing,” she
sniffed.

“We tend to be like that when faced with a
beautiful, half-naked woman.”

“I wasn't half-naked! I mean... I was wearing
a perfectly modest bikini!”

“It was more what you put into the bikini
than the bikini itself,” he said with a grin.

Simone was not entirely used to her new
bathroom yet. The floor was quite wide and long, of course, but the
pedestal under the tub and then the wider, longer one under that
were hazards if you weren't looking where you were going.

And she wasn't. Her eyes on Axel, she backed
up as he moved forward. The back of her foot hit the corner of the
platform and she tripped and went sprawling. She squealed and threw
an arm out to catch herself while clutching the front of her robe
with the other.

Of course, that couldn't stop the bottom of
the robe from flying apart, revealing just how high up her boots
went, not to mention that she had nothing on where the G-string was
supposed to be. She twisted around and jerked her legs quickly
closed even as he caught her arm and helped pull her to her feet,
but her face was beet-red.

“Are you hurt?”

“No! No,” she gulped.

“I've heard those stiletto heels can take
some getting used to. Lovely boots, by the way. They match the
gloves.”

He reached out and combed her hair back from
her face with his finger.

“I don't think they're meant to be worn for
very long,” he said in a softer voice.

Simone backed up, or tried to, but the
counter was pressed against her bottom as he moved closer.

“You are a fascinating woman,” he said.

“I-I... I... I'm not!” she gulped.

“Fascination is in the eyes of the beholder,”
he replied, his hands resting on the counter on either side of
her.

“I... you... you shouldn't – .”

He kissed her, and she gasped, jerking her
head back. He grinned and leaned forward and kissed her again, and,
heart pounding, Simone almost reluctantly let him. Her mind was
churning with indecision, with excitement and anxiety, with
embarrassment and anticipation. She would just let him kiss her for
a second or so!

Or... or maybe a little longer...

Or... boy he was a good kisser!

She knew she ought to stop him before he got
the wrong idea, even as her pulse raced. She put her hands up
against his chest, but without any force behind them.

And he continued to kiss her!

His hands slid around behind her and rested
gently on her back, then slid up her back, then down again, and
continued on to her buttocks even as he continued to kiss her.

Simone had never been kissed like this
before. His lips were firm and demanding, full of rising passion,
but without being rough. His big hands were full of strength but
she didn't feel at all threatened by them. Her anxiety rose as she
felt things were starting to get out of control, but she didn't
know what to do about that other than making him stop kissing
her.

And she didn't want to!

None of the boys she'd kissed had kissed her
like this!

And then his hands slid down and cupped her
buttocks through her robe, then squeezed and she gasped as he
lifted her up to perch her on the edge of the counter!

But that put him between her thighs, and
forced them apart!

Simone gasped, her hands dropping down to
hold the robe closed. A moment later his hands slid through her
hair, and then his lips were on hers again!

She moaned helplessly against him as he
taught her how much she didn't know about kissing, and she tried to
learn and copy him as fast as possible. The last thing in all the
world she wanted was for him to take her for some kind of virginal
little girl!

One of his hands slid down her side and then
before she knew it she felt his fingers at the belt closing her
robe and tugging it open. She gasped in alarm as he started to pull
the robe open and her bare breasts were revealed.

“Oh my,” he said.

She gasped and pushed him back, closing her
robe.

“What exactly were you trying on again?” he
asked.

“None of your business!” she exclaimed.

“Oh, I think it is,” he said, looking at her
with hungry eyes.

“I... I was... I bought... some things
that... are... aren't practical! Because... because I can now and
not care about the cost! I just... was... experimenting!”

“I think you have marvelous taste.”

She snorted. “Because I'm mostly naked.”

She slipped off the counter, turned her back
on him, and stepped into the G-string, then tugged it up her
legs.

“Would you feel better if I was mostly naked
too?” he asked, peeling his t-shirt up and off.

“No!”

“You sure? I'm told I look pretty good
topless. I'd look even better in a G-string, but alas, I'm not
wearing one at the moment or I'd show you.”

She rolled her eyes.

“You know, it occurs to me that outfit you're
almost wearing would look great for... certain kinds of
dancing.”

“Yeah, I bet.”

She wasn't about to tell him she'd thought
the exact same thing! Then again, the outfit kind of brought it to
mind.

He grinned and eased back next to the
intercom. “Now with the right kind of music,” he said.

He picked up the remote and shifted rapidly
through various stations, then brought up Spotify. She was going to
have to ask him about the remote too, Simone thought.

Then she registered the music playing.

“Britney Spears?” she asked with a raised
eyebrow.

“I'm old,” he said with a sad look. “But the
music is nice.”

He grinned and backed up, then sat down on
the upholstered chair by the side of the tub.

“Dance for me, baby.”

“I will not.”

He ran his hands over his own muscled
chest.

“Want to watch me put on sunscreen?”

She laughed as he stood up and stepped down
off the platform. But then he was dancing right in front of her,
and his hands slid onto her shoulders as she felt another jolt of
emotions. She started to dance back, reluctant, nervous, her body
starting to feel like it was charged up with electricity.

Why not, she thought wildly!?

Why not do it!?

She moved more freely in time to the music
and he danced back, inviting her to follow. She did, and he smirked
at her, sliding his hands over his chest and stomach. He sat back
down on the chair, then, and she felt another rush of anxiety but
kept dancing.

Do it, she heard from somewhere. Do it and
see what happens!

She danced for him and then, pulse racing,
slid one hand across her breasts and let the robe open. She almost
felt her heart would burst as she slid it over her shoulders and
then it fell to the floor behind her, still covering her bare
breasts with her arms.

Then in a rush, she moved her arms away and
bared her breasts, a flood of heat sweeping up through her body as
she danced to the music. Heat filled her face, as well, of course.
She was elated and excited by showing off her breasts, but also
incredibly self-conscious.

She slid her hands up above her, then back
down through her hair. She turned her back to him and ground her
hips again as she pulled off her glasses and tossed them onto the
counter.

She stared at him in the mirror and his face
looked filled with heat and admiration. She turned around, dancing
closer to him again. Her heart was a drum as her blood thundered in
her ears. She danced to the edge of the platform, then stepped up,
coming closer to him.

This is it! she thought.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


She slid her tongue along her lower lip,
tossing her head, then put a knee on the chair next to his thigh.
She moved forward, her fingers sliding up his arms and onto his
shoulders, her other knee coming down on the other side of the
chair.

He was staring hungrily at her breasts, and
she felt breathless as she slid her hips forward, her hands on his
shoulders, and let her nearly bare bottom down on his thighs. She
began to grind her buttocks against him, trying desperately to
appear coy and flirty even as her mind was filled with a wild fear
that she was doing this wrong and he'd laugh at her.

His hands slid up and down her thighs, then
onto her buttocks. She squealed as they dug into her soft flesh,
then lifted up, pulling her forward so that her belly pressed
against his face. He kissed and nibbled at her stomach as he held
her there, his fingers kneading her buttocks.

Simone tried to keep grinding her hips
because she didn't know what else to do. But then he lowered her
and that let his lips slide up her belly and chest until her
breasts were in his face. He leaned in and his mouth closed around
the center of her right breast.

“Oh!” she gasped.

She felt his hands behind her gripping the
thin string of the G-string, and tearing it, then pulling the
G-string off, and cried out again.

She instinctively tried to cover her as he
grinned.

“I-I'm supposed to be d-dancing!” she
squeaked.

“There are dances and then there are dances,”
he said.

His hands slid up and down her back as he
pulled her forward, his mouth open wide and taking in the center of
her left breast. He bit softly into her flesh as his lips closed
and he began to suck rhythmically. His tongue swept over her
rock-hard nipple again and again.

Simone half fell back with a gasp and slid
off his lap. She turned and started to get up but his hands caught
at her hips and pulled her back again. His arms slid around her as
she felt his warm flesh against her bare back.

“Dance, baby,” he said, his lips behind her
ear.

“I-I... I'm...”

His hands on her hips moved her around and
she began to grind her buttocks down against his lap, down against
that long, hard lump she felt beneath her. His hands shifted onto
her thighs, big hands, strong hands, spreading them apart even as
they guided her to grind against him.

He was behind her, of course, but the mirror
was in front of them both, and she saw his eyes on her. She gasped,
trying to close her legs, but failing. She stared, pulse racing, as
his hands slid up higher on her thighs. Then one covered her naked
sex as the other pulled back, gripping her hair and forcing her
head up and back.

She cried out as his teeth came down on the
nape of her neck.

“Gorgeous, sexy blonde,” he growled.

She moaned helplessly, gripping his wrist as
his hand lay against her throbbing sex. But his middle fingers
began to rub slowly, softly, at first. His hand slid up and she
felt his fingers tracing the neat, tight line of her sex. The
sensation that produced was electric! It was an incredible jolt of
heat and pleasure flooding up through her belly!

“Do you know what this song is, baby?”

“N-No!” she squeaked.

“It's called I'm a Slave For You.”

He released her hair, but she felt him
undoing the halter behind her back. A part of her felt she ought to
stop him, but the other part wondered why. And it wasn't like it
was covering anything anyway.

It loosened and he slid it off over her
shoulders. His hands came around her and cupped her breasts,
squeezing them up and together.

“Gorgeous breasts,” he said, chewing on her
earlobe.

“I-I-I'm... I'm not sure – .”

“I am.”

One of his hands slid down her body and this
time his fingers found her clitoris directly. The pads of his index
and forefinger started to rub against her and she shuddered, the
muscles in her lower body spasming so that she almost instinctively
ground herself against them.

“Did you know what these gloves were for when
you bought them?” he asked.

For? Simone had no idea what he was talking
about. Nor could she think straight just then.

He gripped her arms and pulled them back
behind her back, pressing her wrists together, then he released
them, and her wrists stayed together. Her gloves had somehow
become... fastened... together!

“Oh!” she gasped, trying to stand.

He pulled her back, his fingers finding her
sex again, rubbing at her clitoris so that she squirmed helplessly.
Heat and passion swept through her and she found her mind drowning
as it grew more and more intense.

She gasped as he gripped her hair behind her
neck and forced her to arch back, raising her buttocks off his lap
as she did. His other hand did something behind her and then slid
back over her hip again and down between her legs. He let her
buttocks ease back down and then released her hair entirely.

Simone felt something against her and jerked
her eyes down. They widened as she saw his cock sticking out
beneath her, naked! The head was... huge!

His hands gripped her hips again, sliding her
forward and pulling her back, forward and back, as she stared at
his cock and felt the shaft rubbing along the naked line of her
sex.

“That's for you, little girl,” he purred.

Simone stared, entranced by both the sight
and feel of it as she slid back and forth, letting it massage her
puffy, overheated, and already very moist pussy.

The sexual pressure was so intense she was
trembling as he gripped her hair behind her neck and forced her to
rise up. His other hand took his thick cock and raised it up,
rubbing the head up down along her sex as she cried out in dazed
heat.

She felt the pressure as he rubbed the head
against her, felt the lips of her sex being forced apart, further
and further. The pressure grew, and he found the angle, easing his
grip on her hair so that she would sink down atop it. She felt the
thing slowly forcing her open, forcing her achingly, deliciously
wide!

“Oh my God!” she gasped.

“I'm not a god. But you can worship me, if
you like.”

And then his thick cock pushed up through the
mouth of her sex and her weight forced her down inch by inch.
Simone was astonished, certain she couldn't possibly get something
that long inside her, but even as the head pressed against what was
surely the very end of her pussy, her buttocks settled onto his
thighs.

His fingers returned to her clitoris, rubbing
skilfully as the multiple burst of pleasure and heat swept into her
body. The heat rose to an intoxicating fever as she began to grind
herself down on his cock, then started to ride up and down with an
increasing sense of desperation.

Feeling him moving inside her, or her body
moving around him, sent liquid fire through her veins. Her mind was
utterly overpowered by the passion and lust gripping her,
intoxicated to the point almost nothing else seemed to matter.

She'd never gotten this aroused with a guy.
She wasn't sure she'd ever gotten this aroused at all! Her mind was
fixated on the delicious, sensual feel of his thick cock as she
moved up and down over it, as it stretched her out and made her
ache.

That she couldn't move her hands was a mere
irritant, hardly thought of or noticed, much less considered. She
used her leg muscles to rise up and down, shuddering with the
pleasure rolling up through her body each time she impaled herself
on its warm, slick length.

His big hands sliding up and down her,
cupping and fondling her breasts, and even sliding down to finger
her clitoris added another layer of astonishing heat and pleasure.
His hands moved with the skill and knowledge none of her previous
experiences had taught her to expect. Every time his fingers
brushed across her clitoris she cried out, trying to grind herself
harder against them.

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair,
forcing her head back over his shoulder.

“Tell me you're my slave girl,” he growled
into her ear.

Slave girl? What a wicked idea, her dazed
mind thought.

She cried out again as his other hand let his
finger rub gently against her clitoris.

“Call me master,” he said.

She gasped as he jerked sharply and painfully
at her hair.

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

“Call me master.”

“Master!” she moaned.

“Ride my cock, slave girl,” he said.

He pushed forward and his hand pulled upward
on her hair, then down as she resumed riding his cock.

“Obey your master, slave girl,” he said,
fingering her clitoris.

Simone heard the words as she rode his cock,
and they added a strange dark thrill to the excitement gripping her
mind. She gasped and cried out again and again as she rode up and
down, staring at herself in the mirror as the heat threatened to
melt her brain. Then she lost her mind as the orgasm exploded and
tore through her.

His fingers rubbed harder and faster at her
clitoris as she cried out, again and again, plunging down as hard
and fast on his stiff pole of flesh as she could, wallowing in the
excitement, pleasure, and heat as the orgasm crackled through her
body like sexual electricity.

She groaned as she felt her hair gripped
again, pulling her head back until he could chew and kiss and suck
at the nape of her neck.

“Sexy little slave girl,” he growled.

Slave girl! What a wild and wicked
thought!

Her mind was clearer, but she still felt a
sense of breathless sexual energy and was reminded that her arms
were locked together behind her somehow. She ought to do something
about that, shouldn't she?

His other hand coasted up and down her body,
squeezing her breasts, fingering her nipples, then sliding down to
rub her clitoris again. Then he stopped, pushing her forward
again.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

Panting, Simone leaned forward and rose,
sliding up and off his cock.

“Turn around, Slave.”

Slave!? This was nasty and hot!

She turned, looking over her shoulders at
herself in the mirror. It looked like the long gloves were
somehow... attached together.

She turned her head back and down, flushing
as he grinned lazily up at her. He pulled his pants entirely off
and she stared at his still very thick cock as he held it up in his
hand.

“Straddle me, Slave girl.”

Gulping, Simone awkwardly put a knee on the
chair, then the other. Heat began to bubble up inside her again as
she eased forward, her arms still bound together behind her by the
gloves. Suddenly, his big hand was around her neck! She gasped,
feeling a little jolt of fear.

“Sex slave,” he taunted her. “Come closer,
sex slave.”

Simone moaned, the anxiety and excitement
spiraling up together. She couldn't look down because of how he
held her by the neck, but she felt the head of his cock rubbing
against her. The pressure of his hand around her neck lowered her,
but not onto his cock. She sank down, straddling him, her buttocks
on his thighs as he released her neck.

She looked down as he held his cock up along
her body, rubbing the head against her belly button.

“See how deep inside you it's going to go,
slave?”

Simone stared in fascination. It looked so
deep!

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

“Y-Yes!” she whispered.

His hand rose and slid around her throat
again. This time it squeezed and her eyes bulged.

Simone gasped, trying to breathe, her arms
pulling instinctively and helplessly against the gloves binding
them back behind her.

“Yes master!” he growled. “Say it,
slave!”

Simone felt another jolt of fear, but he
loosened his grip.

“Yes, master!” she gasped.

“Beg,” he ordered, his thumb stroking the
side of her neck.

“P-Please!” she gasped.

Simone was suddenly reminded that she knew
nothing about this man! Nothing at all!

“Say please may I ride your cock master.”

She blinked in confusion. This was
strange!

“Please may I ride your cock, Master!” she
gasped.

He eased his hand further, but kept it in
place, and raised it up, which raised her up. Now she felt the head
of his cock pressing against her and as she sank down she felt it
spreading her wide and then pushing up inside her again.

She moaned as she slid down his length, but
felt relieved as his hand came off her throat, both hands kneading
her breasts now.

“Ride me, slave.”

Simone rode up and down on his cock,
surprised he hadn't already come. The boys she'd had sex with and
the ones she'd given blow jobs to, had come fairly quickly. Her
thighs began to ache but she didn't dare slow, riding up and down
on him as his fingers rolled and plucked her nipples.

“Dirty girl,” he said. “Slave girl.”

She felt another flush of heat and then
moaned as he began to finger her clitoris.

“Ride my cock, slave.”

Simone thought this was sick and kinky but
the heat was building up rapidly and she gulped in air as she rode
him.

He tilted her forward and he began to lick
and suck and chew at the center of her breasts.

This is so slutty! she thought
excitedly.

She had never come with a boy before, and now
it looked like she was going to come twice!

He pushed back on her chest, his hands
squeezing her breasts.

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

“I... I-I'm your bitch!” she gasped.

He snorted, catching her nipples between his
thumbs and forefingers, and then pinching them so hard they
burned.

“Ahh! Oh! Oh! Please!” she cried.

He was stretching them, pulling them up,
forcing her to rise.

“Master. You forgot to say master.”

“Master!”

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she cried, her
nipples still flaming as his fingers twisted them.

He released them and she shuddered as she
slid back down his cock. His lips and tongue gently licked and
sucked on her aching nipples until they started to burn with
pleasure instead.

His hands slid down under her buttocks,
helping her slide up and down, up and down, up and down as the wild
dark flame of pleasure grew more intense within her. Suddenly he
leaned forward, which forced her to lean back. He stood up, then,
her buttocks firmly held in his hands.

He tilted her back across the wide lip of the
tub until she felt her weight coming down on it, on her arms just
below the elbows.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she gasped.

He didn't answer, but as he held her like
that he began to thrust again.

Simone's head was upside down, her shoulders
in the tub. Her hips, however, were held in his hands, her legs up
around his body as he thrust into her. She felt the blood rushing
to her head, which made it throb and pound with every beat of her
heart.

Suddenly he swung her upright again and she
felt dizzy as she found herself sitting upright against him as he
turned around and then sat her down on the chair, kneeling before
her. He shifted his grip from her buttocks to the backs of her
knees, lifting her legs up high to drop her back to the seat of the
chair, then he leaned into her, pushing her legs back as he started
to thrust.

Previously, it had been her moving. Now his
hips began to slam into her with greater and greater speed and
power.

Simone's body shuddered, the chair shaking as
he drove his cock into her harder and faster. She stared at it, for
her shoulders were pressed against the backrest, which tilted her
head forward so her chin was almost on her chest. She could see his
big cock driving in and out of her from up close, and stared with a
sense of dazed disbelief.

She felt the heat spreading through her
again, felt the pressure growing and building as her body began to
tremble. Then the orgasm hit and she cried out, again and again,
her hips jerking and spasming up against him as he rode her, as he
pounded himself against her, as he hammered himself into her
trembling body.

His cock was a terrible, wonderful spear of
slick, warm flesh piercing her again and again! And every deep
thrust was accompanied by the impact of his hips against her
buttocks, sending shockwaves resonating through her belly.

She lay on her back – on her arms, really,
helpless and being used by... by... a savage man! A big, handsome,
savage man she hardly knew! And she wallowed in the dark arrival of
at least a portion of her longtime fantasy as she gloried in the
intensity of the pleasure tearing through her.

It was so good! It was sooooo good!

And it appeared that even his stamina had
limits for he started to hammer himself into her harder and faster,
his own breathing becoming ragged as his face took on a rictus of
pleasure.

He gave a final series of hard thrusts and
then halted, his stiff cock buried inside her. She felt it start to
soften even as his hands relaxed their grip on the backs of her
legs. He had been pinning her knees to the backrest, but now eased
back, letting her legs come down again.

“You have an excellent body for a sex slave,”
he said in amusement. “We'll have to see how trainable you
are.”

Simone groaned, letting her legs slide apart
on the chair. She ached inside but her body was gripped by the
warm, delicious afterglow of a powerful orgasm and her mind
remained half-sleeping as she luxuriated in it.

Of course, given her buttocks were on the
edge of the chair when she let her legs down they unbalanced her
and had her sliding off the chair onto her knees.

He snorted and gathered her hair up, combing
his fingers through it.

“You have a nice tight pussy, slave girl.
“Let's see how talented your mouth is.”
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Simone looked up at him as he held her hair,
looked up the long length of his powerful body into his face high
above, then he pulled her head in and mashed her face lightly
against his cock.

“Let's see how good you are at sucking your
master's cock, Slave,” he said. “If you do a good job I might fuck
you again.”

This was... confusing to Simone. But not
entirely. Malcolm, the second guy she had had sex with, had wanted
her to suck his cock after coming in her so he could do it again.
The problem was she had no hands to use, and they were always used
for oral sex.

She pulled against the gloves.

“Aren't you going to undo these?” she
asked.

She gasped as he jerked back sharply on her
hair and then slapped her left breast! It wasn't a bad slap, but it
did sting!

“Master,” he growled. “Never forget it!”

She felt that rush of fear and anxiety again.
Was he crazy!? Was he violent!? She didn't know anything about
him!

“Master!” she gasped

He guided her face forward to his balls.

“Suck my balls, slave.”

This was... bizarre, but Simone was
bewildered about what else she ought to do other than as he'd told
her. It wasn't like she wouldn't have done it anyway, after all.
But it was startling to have someone 'order her' to suck his balls.
On the other hand, that lofty, arrogant tone of his suggested he
was simply playing a game of some sort, a dark, kinky sex game.

She gasped as she took his balls into her
mouth, sucking and licking at them as the pressure on the back of
her head held her in place.

“Please your master, slavegirl, or you'll be
sold on the auction block. After you're whipped, of course!”

His words and tone were reassuring. Clearly,
unless he was totally out of his mind, he was pretending. And, she
admitted, the way these gloves seemed to be tied together behind
her, the way she was tied up, sure fit into this sort of dark,
nasty game.

He eased up on her head and she drew back
with a gasp.

“Tell me you love my cock, slave.”

“You're a very strange man!” she gasped.

“Are you being disrespectful to your master,
slave?”

“Uhm... no?”

She gasped as he jerked on her hair.

“Obey! Tell me you love my cock!”

“Ow! I love your cock!”

“You forgot to say master again. You're
clearly looking for a spanking.”

“I'm not!” she gasped, then squealed as he
sat down and dragged her up across his lap.

“Oh! Oh, don't! Ow!” she yelped as his hand
came down on her bottom.

“What a lovely ass you have, slave girl.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Almost perfect, in fact.”

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!” she cried, squirming and
twisting.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“It'll look much better with the right shade
of pink.”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Axel!”

Crack!

“That's master, slave girl.”

“God!”

Crack!

“I have no such ambition. Master will
do.”

Crack!

“Let's hear it, slave.”

“Master!”

Crack!

“Again!”

“Master!”

His hand caressed her buttocks, then slid
down between her thighs, rubbing her pussy. She gasped as he felt a
thick thumb pushing into her body.

“Nasty, disobedient little slave,” he said.
“Don't you know you're my bitch.”

Simone gulped in air.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I-I... I'm your bitch!”

Crack!

“Master! You keep forgetting.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ahh! Master, okay!? Master!”

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

This was so sick, Simone thought, but not...
boring.

“I'm your bitch, Master!” she gasped.

“Much better, slave.”

His thumb pushed into her again, rubbing up
and down against the front wall of her sex as his fingers rubbed
and massaged her clitoris.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

Simone felt a dark, nasty thrill. This was
not entirely unlike some of her sexual fantasies, after all. Except
none of them had her getting spanked. That stung!

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she gulped
breathlessly.

“Tell me you're my little bitch.”

“I-I'm your little bitch, Master!” she said,
feeling a rush of heat.

He tumbled her off onto the floor, then stood
up before her, still holding her hair. He pulled her face in
against his crotch again.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he growled.

Oh now that was really too much, Simone
thought. On the other hand, she didn't want another spanking. And
was it really any more degrading than saying she was his sex
slave?

“I'm... I'm your slut, Master!”

“Then please my cock, Slave slut, or
else.”

He drew her face in against his cock as he
gripped the head and held it pinned against his abdomen, and Simone
sucked on his balls, then licked her way up his cock, feeling more
aroused with every passing second. This was so deliciously wicked!
And she was tied up and had her hands tied up (sort of) and was
helpless before this big, powerful man!

She licked up and down his cock, which began
to thicken and harden again.

He pulled back on her hair.

“Tell me you love my cock, Slave.”

“I love your cock, Master!” she gasped.

He pulled her in again and she resumed
licking him. He released it and his cock fell down, but not all the
way. It was already mostly hard, and she took the head into her
mouth, sucking and licking it as she drew it deeper into her
mouth.

She bobbed up and down, her chest getting
tighter as the dark tide of heat rose higher. She'd already had two
powerful orgasms, and was very much aware of that. It awed
her that she was getting this turned on again! Could she have a
third orgasm!? That would be three more than she'd ever had with a
guy before!

He pulled back on her hair again.

“Tell me you're my slave bitch.”

“I-I'm your slave bitch, Master!” she
moaned.

Another dark ripple of heat swept through her
even as he pulled her forward again and she took his now fully
erect cock into her mouth. She sucked and licked, bobbing up and
down as he stood over her, holding her hair.

He pulled her back again.

“Tell me you're my slave whore.”

Where on Earth is he coming up with these
ridiculous things? she wondered.

“I'm your slave whore, Master!”

He released her hair.

“Turn around, slave whore. Face to the
ground, ass in the air. I think I want to fuck you again.”

He was being deliberately crude, she knew,
but that only seemed to add to the dark, kinky thrill. And this
was, after all, one of her favorite positions, even though she'd
never actually done it with a live person before!

Simone put her face to the floor, moaning,
shifting her knees apart as he knelt behind her. She felt his cock
pushing against her, rubbing up and down, the head mashing against
her clitoris.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut.”

She gasped at the raw, nasty word, but then
felt another jolt of heat.

“Please fuck me, Master!”

She felt the pressure grow, and felt her body
straining wide. Then it pushed into her. She was sodden, she
thought as his big cock pushed down the tight, elastic sheath into
her body. His hands slid up her body instead and she gasped as he
gathered in her hair again.

“Slave,” he growled.

Crack!

His cock began to move in and out, and Simone
shuddered as heat poured over her. This was hotter and nastier and
more deliciously exciting than any fantasy she'd ever had! His cock
was plunging deep into her quivering belly, and now his hips were
starting to slap against her upraised buttocks.

“Sex slave!”

Crack!

She shuddered and moaned, then cried out as
he pulled back on her hair. That forced her head back and raised
her partly off the floor. His other hand moved in to roughly fondle
her breast, mashing it between his big fingers.

“I have a lot of friends who will enjoy using
your body, slave girl,” he said. “I'll have to invite them over to
join me.”

Crack!

Simone yelped.

“A hot, sexy little slave girl like you can
take in two, three, four or more men at a time, after all,” he
said.

Simone shuddered at the dark picture he was
painting. She considered herself a mostly boring girl who'd never
really done anything out of the ordinary. Him acting like she was
some kind of sex slave, some sort of obedient slut who could be
involved in orgies or whatever was a wild thrill.

She gasped as he pulled harder on her hair,
pulling her upright so she was pressed back against his body.

“Slutty little sex slave,” he growled,
nuzzling her throat.

His right hand was between her legs,
fingering her clitoris as he pumped his hips slowly in and out.

“Tell me you love my cock, slave.”

“I love your cock, Master!” she moaned.

“Dirty girl,” he said. “You should be spanked
again.”

His hand rose to firmly squeeze her
breast.

The hand slid back down between her legs as
he took her earlobe into his mouth, nibbling on it as he
sucked.

“A girl like you should be having sex a dozen
times a day,” he said. “I'll have to round up a bunch of guys with
big cocks to keep you satisfied.”

He was definitely crazy, she thought dazedly,
but it was a hot, delicious crazy.

He released her hair and she fell forward,
but he gripped her wrists in one of his big hands, keeping her from
hitting the floor. His hips slapped against her repeatedly as his
cock drove deep into her belly. Her head hung loose, bobbing and
swinging, as did her breasts, as his hips slapped her harder and
faster.

He eased her down again, and her breasts
pillowed out against the floor as his big hands gripped her hips,
nearly surrounding her waist. She shuddered as his cock plunged
into her hard and fast. A frothing, tumbling rush of liquid heat
spread through her body, threatening to drown her. She felt herself
sinking into a dazed stupor as the heat melted her mind.

And then a third orgasm hammered into her and
shattered her thinking into glistening pieces. She lost herself to
the pleasure as it roared down upon her, surrendering her mind to
the pleasures of her body.

Rapture.

Her eyes slitted, her body going limp as she
floated on the wave of pleasure. Her body trembled and shook as he
continued to pound into her, but it was all just a wall of
sensation to the dazed blonde girl as she let it roll on and
on.

*

Sex, as far as Simone's experience went,
didn't last long. Usually, it started with oral sex – with her
performing it. After that came a few minutes of actual intercourse.
Then maybe a little hugging, stroking, and kissing.

She was more than slightly befuddled by how
long this was lasting, by how intense it kept getting, and at how
Axel kept going from one outrageous thing to another.

Guys, in her admittedly limited experience,
didn't stop having sex with her to do something else. Not until
they'd come anyway. And he hadn't. Well, he might have come once,
but he'd gotten hard again and hadn't come a second time. At least,
she was pretty sure he hadn't.

And yet he'd stopped. He'd put his underwear
on, but nothing else, and he'd undone her gloves and showed her how
they worked.

“See these little clips along one glove and
the little rings on the other?” he said, showing her the elbow-high
gloves. “These fit together.”

“I... why?”

“Why master.”

“Why, Master,” she asked uncertainly.

“Why do you think?”

“Uhm...”

“To restrain the arms of sexy little slave
girls, of course. There are all kinds of restraints used to tie up
blonde sex slaves like you. To punish you until you're trained
properly.”

“Trained to do what?”

She gasped as his big hand went around her
neck. She grabbed his wrist, not that that accomplished much.

“Drop your hands to your sides, slave
girl.”

She licked her lips nervously but obeyed.

“Never resist your master.”

She gasped as he squeezed. Her eyes bulged
and she couldn't breathe. Her hands jerked, but she knew she
couldn't do anything to his powerful grip anyway. And there was
something... exciting about this. He raised his hand and she rose
onto the balls of her feet, still unable to breathe.

He eased his grip and she gulped in air.

“Slave girls must obey their masters,” he
said.

He lowered her so her heels were on the floor
again and then released her neck.

“Spread your feet apart, slave.”

She licked her lips and obeyed.

“Put your hands behind your neck. Elbows
back. Show me what you've got.”

Her face flushed as Simone obeyed, and a
flush of heat spread down her face and chest. This was weird and
hot and kinky! It probably wouldn't have been with someone her age,
she thought. But with this older man, a man she hardly knew, a man
who was so big and strong and... at least potentially dangerous...
oh it was hot!

He walked insolently around her as if
inspecting her. She felt his hand squeezing her buttocks. Then he
was around in front of her again, his hand caressing her breasts,
then sliding down between her legs.

He turned and yanked his long, slender belt
out of the trousers he'd tossed on the floor, fed the tongue into
the loop, then dropped it over her head. He pulled it tight around
her throat, and Simone felt another jolt of mixed excitement and
fear.

“Sexy little slut,” he growled.

He tightened the loop and she gasped but
didn't move her hands.

He chuckled and then loosened it.

“Come, slave.”

He tugged on the belt and walked to the door.
Simone, confused, at first, followed.

“I better not see those elbows going down or
your ass is going to feel this belt,” he said without turning
around.

She had started to lower her hands but Simone
jerked them back into position behind her neck, her elbows back as
she walked out into her bedroom.

“Where do you keep your dildos and
vibrators?”

She flushed. “I don't have any, uh,
Master.”

He turned and glowered at her.
“Seriously?”

“Seriously, Master,” she said nervously.

“You told me you were a slut, didn't
you?”

“Uhm... yes, Master.”

“Shouldn't a slut have a dildo and
vibrator?”

“I... don't know, Master.”

“If I find out you're lying to me, Slave,
I'll have you whipped and gang-banged,” he growled.

She gulped, once again feeling that dark rush
of excitement mixed with fear.

“Get down on your knees, slave.”

She obeyed, her hands still behind her
neck.

“Down on all fours.”

Again, Simone obeyed.

“That's it, like an animal, a hot, sexy
little animal, a creature of raw, carnal sex,” he growled.

He was so weird!

“Are you an animal, slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

“Come, slave.”

He tugged on the belt and she gasped as she
stumbled forward on her hands and knees.

“Crawl, you sexy little slave slut.”

Blinking, awed, and shocked again, Simone
crawled after him as he held the belt as though it were a leash.
She was astonished, at first, to find herself crawling on all fours
next to him like, well, an animal. But the dark, sizzling thought
of herself as some kind of sexual... animal, was astonishingly
hot.

Sexy little slave slut!? Her!?

She crawled down the hall as he inspected the
house, glad the boots covered her knees. The belt around her neck
tugged tight sometimes, but never really interfered in her
breathing, except when he pulled back.

He did so just at the entrance to the living
room.

“Face down, ass high,” he barked in a stern
voice.

Wow! Wow! Wow! Simone thought,
obeying, her breasts pillowing out beneath her.

“Legs spread wide, slave. Let me see that
hungry pussy of yours.”

He slapped the other end of the belt across
her buttocks.

“Beg me to fuck you!”

“P-Please fuck me, Master!” she gasped.

This is so sick!

He jerked up on the belt.

“Back on all fours, slave bitch.”

Simone's jaw dropped. This guy was sooooo
perverted and outrageous!

But she crawled into the living room as he
led her over to a thickly upholstered chair.

“Get into this chair, slump down, and put
your legs across the arms, slave.”

Simone obeyed, overawed by the wild, dark
thrill of his words and actions.

“Spread them wide, slave. Your master wants
to see your pussy,” he said, standing before her. “Put your hands
under your butt and lift it up higher.”

Simone had simply never displayed herself
like this for anyone! She didn't quite understand why he was
telling her to do it when he should have been fucking her. But
though it made her feel self-conscious, her pulse was racing and
she felt a sense of sustained passion and excitement she had never
known.

“Good. Keep yourself in that position while I
call some friends. I know several men who'd like to see this,” he
said. “I can have a dozen men here in a few minutes, all standing
around looking at your beautiful, naked body. Would you like that,
slave?”

“N-No, Master!”

“No? You selfish little girl. Why are you
hiding those beautiful tits and this lovely pussy from the eyes of
men? Don't you want to make men happy?”

He tugged on the belt and she gurgled as it tightened around her
neck. She dropped her buttocks to the chair and tumbled forward
onto all fours on the floor as he pulled her over.

“A selfish little sex slave like you doesn't
deserve to sit on a nice, comfortable chair like that,” he
said.

He led her, crawling, into the kitchen.
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There was a floor-to-ceiling window there,
too, and he led her over to it.

“Stand up, slave girl.”

She obeyed, wondering if she should put her
hands behind her neck again.

He pressed her against the glass so her
breasts pillowed out against it.

“Legs apart. Now raise your hands up and out.
That's it.”

Simone looked down anxiously. She was fully
visible to anyone below here! Of course, she was four flights up,
plus the rise the building sat on, so more like five and a bit.

“Someone might see me!” she moaned.

Crack!

“And what will they see from there? What do
you see? Do you recognize any faces?”

“I-I don't have my glasses on!”

“Well, trust me. They won't recognize you
even if they see you.”

“But – .”

Crack!

“Can you see that the sun behind us now?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Never presume to question your master,
Slave. He always thinks of everything.”

He moved away from her and Simone looked down
nervously, watching for any sign anyone was looking up and might
notice her. This was ridiculous! She was exposed to anyone who
might look! Of course, he was right that she was in shadow now, and
they really couldn't make out much from down there.

“Ahh,” he said.

She turned.

“Don't turn around or I'll beat you.”

She gulped and faced out the window
again.

What on Earth was he up to?

Simone heard the microwave and decided he was
making a snack. Then, after a minute, he came up behind her. She
felt his hands on her hips, pulling them back.

“Keep your arms on the glass. Keep your face
and breasts against the glass.”

She leaned forward, breasts pillowed against
the glass as she stood there, her bottom elevated by the high heels
as his fingers caressed her sex.

“Tell me you're my slave girl.”

“I'm your slave, Master.”

His fingers rubbed at her, and they were...
slippery with something.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

She felt a pressure against her sex now, a
hard, warm pressure, but definitely not his cock. It was too...
firm for that. It pressed and eased, pressed and eased, twisting
and turning amid the slipperiness of whatever he'd rubbed against
her.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy.”

She gulped. “I'm your fuck-toy, Master.”

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

She gasped as the pressure grew more intense.
The mouth of her sex strained against whatever he was trying to
push into her, stretching wider and wider.

He gripped her hair and gave it a yank,
forcing her head back.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!”

She felt something pushing into her, slowly.
She was very tight around it, and he continued to turn and twist it
as he worked it slowly deeper. She felt herself stretching even
more, as if whatever he was pushing into her was getting
thicker!

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“Oh! I'm... I'm your... your slut, Master!”
she gasped.

God! It was so thick! It was even thicker
than his big cock! She'd never felt anything so thick inside her
before!

“Tell me you're my slave bitch.”

“I'm your slave-bitch, Master!” she
moaned.

It continued to push in deeper, making her
ache as she was stretched out so wide. It was almost painful, but
the state of heat rising within her seemed to grow the deeper he
pushed it! Now his hand slipped across her hip and down, his
slippery fingers rubbing at her clitoris as he pushed the thing
slowly deeper and deeper!

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I-I'm your whore, Master!”

And still it pushed deeper! It was heavy and
thick and hard and warm as he forced it higher into her belly! It
was so thick her mind scrambled at demanding he stop, at jerking
away from him, at pulling whatever it was out before it did some
sort of... of damage! But she was desperately aroused again! Again!
And her hips began to jerk and spasm with excitement as he drove
the thing higher.

“Mash those tits into the window, slave,” he
said. “And push your beautiful ass back at me.”

She felt his hand gripping the bottom of
whatever it was, then his thumb, as slippery as whatever he'd
pushed into her, prodded at her wrinkled little back opening.

“You have a nice, neat little ass, Slave,” he
said.

This time she didn't think he was talking
about her buttocks! Her jaw dropped as she felt his slippery thumb
pushing into her there!

“Oh, please!” she gasped.

“Please what? Please fuck you in the ass? Was
that what you were going to ask, slave girl?”

“I-I don't... do that!”

Crack!

She gasped at the slap to her bottom.

“Sex slaves don't get any choices about who
fucks them, when they fuck them, how they fuck them, or anything
else. Sex slaves are property.”

He removed the belt from around her neck but
kept hold of her hair.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I-I...”

Crack!

He swung the doubled-up belt down across her
bottom and she gasped.

“Say it!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

Crack!

He swung it harder and Simone gasped in
pain.

“Again, slave!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

Crack!

“Again, slut!”

Simone shuddered.

Crack!

“Again!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

He released her hair, and she felt his hand
drop to that thing sticking out of her pussy, pushing on it again.
His other hand slid down her front, slippery with whatever he'd
used to lubricate her, rubbing at her clitoris.

“I have to get you properly trained so you
can be sold to some Arab sheikh,” he said. “or maybe one of the
Chinese leaders would like to buy a beautiful blonde sex
slave.”

He abruptly gripped her hair again, pulling
her away from the window.

“On your knees, slave.”

Simone, gasping, chest heaving, her mind
churning wildly, half fell to her knees, then back onto her back as
he pulled on her hair.

“Feet flat on the floor. Knees spread
wide!”

She obeyed again, staring down the length of
her body, her eyes widening as she saw the thickness of the
cucumber he had pushed inside her, and how little of it remained in
view.

He knelt beside her and took her right hand,
pulling it down between her legs, then held her middle and index
fingers together and began to rub them against her clitoris.

“Masturbate for me, Slave. Your master wants
to watch his sex slave masturbate to an orgasm.”

Now her fingers were slippery, too, and she shuddered as he rubbed
them from side to side against her clitoris.

He released her hand and stood up, moving to
stand back to stare at her from between her spread legs. He brought
his right foot forward, raising the front of his bare foot, then,
propped on the heel, he brought the front of his foot down against
the base of the cucumber.

“Come for me, slave girl,” he said. “Come for
your master.”

Simone whimpered as she rubbed herself,
staring at the thick cucumber, staring at how achingly wide the
mouth of her sex was, and how taut her flesh was around the round
green vegetable. She groaned as he put more pressure and she felt
it shifting, slowly forced even deeper into her belly!

It amazed and bewildered her how dark and
nasty and sudden all this kinky sex had come upon her. And how
scalding she found it. Her body was already thrumming with sexual
tension like a plucked guitar.

Her body ached around the big cucumber, but
the heat was so shocking it made that seem unimportant. Even as she
rubbed faster and harder she could watch the cucumber pushing
deeper, could feel the other end jammed higher inside her. How
can it all fit inside me!? she thought wonderingly.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she whimpered. “Oh, God!
Oh! Oh!”

“Roll over onto your belly, slave
animal.”

Trembling, moaning, she obeyed, and groaned
as he knelt behind her and gripped her hips, yanking them into the
air.

Crack!

“Slave slut.”

She felt his cock pressing against her
wrinkled back opening, and stared dazedly across the kitchen,
panting and moaning and gasping for breath.

Crack!

“Sex slave!”

Crack!

“Slave whore!”

Crack!'

“Slave bitch!”

His big cock was pushing into her ass! And
every time her sphincter tried to clamp down on it his hand slapped
down stingingly, which seemed to startle her muscles into
releasing.

“Slave animal!”

Crack!

His cock slid deeper and deeper, and then he
started to pump in and out, slowly at first, but with an increasing
speed.

Simone began to tremble and shake, and her
knees slid down on the floor until she was flat against the cool
marble. She gasped as she felt the pressure of his hands pushing
down against her buttocks, even as he leaned further forward.

His cock slid deeper and he let his body come
down atop her, his elbows on either side of her, his big body and
all its weight pressing down against her. His hips began to grind
and thrust, grind and thrust, and his strokes grew longer until his
hips were hitting her buttocks with solid blows.

The base of the cucumber protruding from her
had a solidity inside her, against the mouth of her sex, and her
clitoris was being mashed against the floor by the weight of her
own body as he kept thrusting into her. It should have hurt, but
all it did was rouse her still further, to the edge of what she
incredulously knew would be a fourth orgasm.

And then it came, hitting her with a
thunderous blow. She cried out, losing control of her inhibitions,
her cries rising to screams until his hand was clamped over her
mouth.

“Sex slave,” he growled into her ear, his
cock thrusting into her hard and fast.

*

Simone was exhausted, both physically and
emotionally. Everything had simply happened too fast! For a girl
with as little experience of sex as she'd had the incredible
intensity of what Axel had done to her and with her was
overpowering. It was the kind of astonishing experience which, she
thought, could change a person's life.

She still didn't understand why she had
cooperated with all that nasty, kinky, perverted stuff. Except that
it had been incredibly exciting. But that just raised the question
of why she'd found it so exciting. Certainly, he was a handsome man
with a nice body. And he'd certainly known what to do with his
hands and lips.

But that wasn't what had made things so
different. It was his... power, which had made the difference. It
wasn't just that he was physically stronger than her. All the guys
she'd fooled around with were. But he'd used that strength openly
to treat her like she was his belonging. He had used outrageous
words, treating her like a slut in a way which somehow hadn't
insulted her at all, but instead had aroused her.

Was this the kind of kinky stuff adults
did!?

She didn't think so. At least, she didn't
think that slave girl stuff was standard. That was his kink, and
maybe inspired by the gloves and boots she'd been wearing. But
she'd found the whole role as a 'sex slave' incredibly hot and
thrilling. That was why she'd gone along with it, after all.

She'd had a shower, washed her hair, used the
bidet, done her best to clean up so that she felt... pure and clean
again. She'd dressed in a pair of loose white slacks and a white
blouse, and tried to figure it all out. And then there had been a
knock at the door.

People didn't knock at the door here. She
went to it warily and peeped through the peephole to see Axel there
smiling. The sight jolted her and she considered not opening it for
a few moments, then unlocked it and opened the door.

“Ahh,” he said, pushing in past her. “This
won't take more than a few minutes.”

“Don't tell me you're back for more!” she
exclaimed.

He chuckled softly. “No, no, not just yet.
You have to have a little rest from my magnificent stallion-like
efforts. But why are you wearing clothing? Sex slaves have no need
to wear clothes.”

“Axel!”

He was already undoing her slacks and
unzipping them, and before Simone could properly protest or resist
her pants were around her ankles and he was pulling her blouse up,
which forced her arms up as he yanked it off.

“I brought you something to wear,” he said.
“Now where are those gloves and boots?”

With Simone feebly objecting he'd pulled her
into her bedroom and had her put on the boots and gloves again,
then he'd taken leather restraints from a bag and wrapped them
around her wrists and ankles, and finally, a collar.

She stared at herself in the mirror as he
stood back proudly.

“You know what's great about submission and
domination? It plays to our instincts and frees us of society's
laws and rules of how we have to behave. Being a sex slave means
you're exempted from any responsibility for what happens because
you're only obeying orders. No need to feel guilty when you're
ordered to do something, when someone punishes you if you
don't.”

“You can be as sexually free and open and
slutty as you want without any responsibility. As for the master,
of course, it frees him of having to whine, beg and cajole, to
persuade beautiful women to fulfill his sexual desires. We can just
give an order and have it obeyed.”

“Well, I'm not really a sex slave,” she
said.

“Of course not. But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

“For sex, you do. Anyway, you wear that for
tonight. And nothing else. I'll come see you tomorrow. Oh, and
here. Put this in your beautiful ass so you're ready for any man
that wants to use it,” he said, pulling an object from the bag and
setting it on the table.

“I expect you to be wearing all this when I
come back, slave girl.”

“But –!”

He was already leaving, and Simone stared at
herself in the mirror, thinking of how incredibly sexually charged
the image was, and how hot and sexy she looked, and then shook her
head in wonderment at it all.

How had so much happened in one day!?

She'd had sex with a man! Not a boy, not a
guy, a man! And had come four times! And she'd let a guy fuck her
in the ass! And she'd been tied up! And she'd done wicked,
perverted stuff like crawling on the floor like a dog! Holy
fuck!

And now she was dressed like some kind of
kinky sex kitten, her nipples hard and pointy, her breasts taut and
swollen, her body looking lithe and sensual. Wearing the gloves and
boots seemed to make the rest of her seem even more naked than if
she'd worn nothing.

And the collar! That was hot!

She let her hips roll as she gave her image a
coy, flirty expression, sliding her fingers up through her hair as
she watched herself in the mirror. She turned and rolled her hips,
pushing her buttocks back at the mirror and trying to see over her
shoulder.

She turned again, imagining herself on a
stage, stripping, all the men drooling over her, wanting her,
thinking about how sexy she was. She pranced back and forth before
the mirror, teasing and taunting them, or imagining she was doing
so.

Then she snorted and turned away with a
grin,

She decided to stay like this as she
sauntered down the hall and into the living room, feeling sexy and
naughty. She didn't dare go near the window, though, and soon
returned to her bedroom. There she threw herself on the bed and
played on her laptop. It was frustrating. There was so much she
could talk about to her friends but didn't dare.

If she started hinting she'd met a guy they'd
want to know all about him, and how old he was, and what he did.
And if she told them they'd think she was crazy fooling around with
someone that old. She instead talked about her apartment and the
things she was buying for it. Everyone was interested in that,
after all.

And she didn't have to worry about word
getting back to her parents!

After a while, she decided to get dressed.
She rolled over and sat up, then began to unlace her boots. When
she got down to the ankle, though, she found the leather restraint
couldn't be unbuckled because it needed a key! She was shocked by
that, and checking the other one, and the ones around her wrists,
she found they were all locked!

Gasping, she hurried to the mirror in the
bathroom and checked the collar. That was locked, too. She couldn't
remove any of them! Which meant she couldn't remove her boots or
gloves either! And she didn't even know Axel's phone number to call
him and demand he come and unlock her!

For that matter, she suddenly realized, she
didn't even know his full name, nor which apartment he lived in!
What was she going to do if he didn't come back tomorrow!? Call the
fire department to come cut these off her!?

If she was back home she could get at her
dad's workshop and one of the tools there would likely cut them,
but she wasn't about to call him over! She shuddered at the very
idea of trying to explain how she'd gotten these things on her!

She couldn't go out anywhere like this,
either! Well, she could wear a long dress, but the restraints
around her wrists would still be visible, to say nothing of the
collar! Not that she was planning on going anywhere, but still!

That man had a lot of nerve!

Maybe he really was crazy, she thought
uncertainly. He'd seemed quite reasonable even when he put these
things on her, though. But he clearly had the arrogance of a man
used to getting his way and used to treating women as... sex
toys!

Which, she admitted, she had acted like. And
she'd enjoyed doing so, too. She was very confused about this kinky
sex stuff, and about how to react and respond to Axel. She was wary
of him, but this dirty bondage stuff was hot, and she wanted to try
more of it.

It made her feel so incredibly sexy!

She pulled on her bathrobe and wore that
around the house that evening. The boots weren't really much of an
issue until she went to bed. It was weird sleeping in them, and in
fact it made her feel sexy to the point she masturbated.

Maybe I should get a dildo or
something, she thought. The cost is nothing and I don't have
to worry about my mom finding it like I used to.
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Getting up and walking around in the boots
made her feel weird again, and sexual, but also irritated with
Axel. She would give that man a piece of her mind when he showed
up!

She had cereal and a bagel while flipping
through videos on Youtube, wondering when Axel would show up and
what she would do if he didn't. She finally went on Amazon and
ordered a pair of large wire cutters. She figured she'd probably be
able to cut the restraints with that. And it would arrive in one
day.

She had barely finished that when her text
notification sounded. She picked it up and found a strange number
had called her.

Kneel on the floor, Slave, your legs spread,
and hands behind your head, for your master is on his way.

She snorted, but felt a sense of relief.

If you are not in the proper position when I
arrive you will be punished.

She felt indignant, but also wary. She had
spanked her the other day and that had stung. Of course, he'd also
made her come after that, and that had been wild and hot and
wicked. She felt a sense of dark excitement and anticipation
bubbling up inside her as she contemplated what he would do when he
arrived.

If you don't have that butt plug in your
tight little bottom when I arrive you will also be punished.

She gasped, having mostly ignored the thing.
She considered getting it, and not, and considered ignoring him and
just greeting him casually as he arrived. The thing was, this sick,
hot, wild, kinky bondage stuff had been the most exciting sexual
experience of her life by a very long ways. She wanted more of
that!

Which meant that if she wasn't going to
simply yell at Axel and order him out after he unlocked her they
were going to continue it. Which meant he probably would spank her
if she wasn't properly positioned...

Following the progress of these thoughts took
a minute, then she jumped up and ran into her bedroom and bathroom.
She stripped off her robe and nightie and then examined the
butt-plug thing. She made a face, then got some baby oil and
squatted down to slowly slide it into her ass.

This is sick, she thought, even as her
stomach fluttered with excitement.

She hurried back out to the front room and
then knelt in front of the door. But after a moment she realized he
couldn't get in. She bit her lower lip nervously. What if I
unlock it and someone else comes in!? She thought. Well, why
would that happen?

She hurried to the door, unlocked it, and
then knelt again, hands behind her head, knees spread.

This is so sick! she thought, her
chest already tightening and a flush starting to spread down her
neck. I shouldn't be doing this. It's so degrading!

She held her fingers interlocked together
behind her neck and her elbows back.

How long is he going to take, she wondered
anxiously.

The door opened!

Simone let a little squeak out and her face
flushed further as Axel stood in the doorway, the door wide
open!

He wore an expensive-looking three-piece suit
as he looked down at her with a suspicious frown. And he carried a
briefcase as if he were some business guy returning home!

“So, Slavegirl,” he said. “Are you prepared
to service your master?”

Simone's heart was already pounding and her
blood racing. She gulped and looked nervously past him at the
hallway.

“Y-Yes, Master!”

He came in and let the door close, which
Simone noted with relief.

“Face down, bottom-up,” he ordered.

She gulped and slid forward, her swollen
breasts pillowing out against the floor as she stretched her arms
out before her. She raised her hips, drawing her belly in as close
as she could and shifting her knees apart as he moved closer.

“Are you happy to see your master, slave
girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Arms out to your sides.”

Blinking, she drew her arms out to the sides
and he stepped closer. He was wearing very shiny black shoes and
slid one forward so that the toe was right before her.

“Show your master how happy you are,
slave-bitch.”

She felt a dark jolt of wild heat at the
words.

“Give him a kiss.”

The words confused her, but when combined
with the toe of his shoe pressing against her chin could only mean
one thing. She felt another jolt of excitement, then kissed the toe
of his shoe.

He moved around behind her and then squatted
down.

“Lovely view from either side,” he said. “But
I like this one in particular.”

His fingers traced up and down the line of
her sex. He set down his briefcase and opened it, but Simone
couldn't see what he was doing. She felt him rubbing her harder,
and this time his fingers were slippery. They pushed into her,
sliding deep and pulling back.

“Hot, tight little pussy.”

She felt something else pushing against her.
It was hard, like the cucumber the other day, but not as thick. It
still stretched her wide as it pushed slowly into her body.

“Tell me you love my cock, Slave girl.”

“I-I love your cock, Master!” she said
breathlessly.

“But you don't just love my cock, do you,
slave? You love all cocks. Tell me you love cock.”

This is so dirty, she thought
wonderingly. But it's wickedly exciting, too!

“I love cock, Master!”

The thing pushed deeper and deeper, pumping
slowly in and out. She gasped as he pushed it especially deep, and
then felt like something – some sort of base – was pressing against
the outside of her sex. He reached around her hips and drew two
thin cords up and out over opposite hips, then around behind her
back, pulling them tight. That pulled the base in harder against
her sex as he attached the cords behind her.

Then he did something to the base and it
started to vibrate.

Simone gasped in shock and her hips jerked as
her muscles spasmed. The vibrations were both inside her body, and
outside, from that part of the thing that pressed against her.

“Tell me you love cock,” he said.

“I love cock, Master!” she gasped.

His hand caressed her buttocks, then slapped
lightly. He leaned over her and brushed her hair back from the
collar, then did something there before standing. She felt a sharp
tug on the collar as he said

“Up, bitch. Up.”

She gasped, pushing herself up to all fours
as he walked past her, pulling on a thin leather belt – a leash,
she thought in awe. She crawled after him as he led her into the
house, her insides squirming around the powerful vibrations now
making her nerve endings jangle.

“And what would my sexy little slave-bitch
like to do today?” he asked. “Let me guess. You'd like to have a
big cock inside you.”

He led her, crawling, up the hall, with
Simone becoming more darkly aroused with every second.

“On the bed, Slave-dog, on your back, hands
up above you, legs spread.”

Simone climbed into bed and rolled over, and
he locked her wrist restraints together, then attached a short
strap which he wrapped around the headboard. He took a longer strap
from his briefcase and clipped it to the restraint around her left
ankle, then tossed it under the bed He went to the other side,
knelt, reached under, and grabbed it, then pulled it up over the
side of the bed and clipped it to her other ankle. A little
adjustments on the strap, and her legs were straining wide and held
tautly in place.

The next thing he took from the briefcase was
a small black ball. He sat on the bed, combed her bangs back, then
plucked off her glasses and put them on the night table. A moment
later, he pushed the ball against her mouth.

Simone gasped but obediently opened her mouth
as he pushed the ball inside. She knew what it was, of course,
having seen them here and there on the internet. Now she felt
another wild rush of heat and excitement as he pushed it in and
strapped it behind her head.

“I've got seventeen men coming over to use
your body this morning, Slavegirl,” he said. “I wanted you
well-positioned to greet them so they can admire what a work of art
this body is.”

She moaned and stared at him and he smirked.
Then he took a black silk scarf from his briefcase, folded it, and
placed it over her eyes. And next came a pair of what felt like
earpods going into her ears.

Music came from them, classical music.

What if he meant it!? What if he really did
bring strangers over!? She couldn't do anything at all! Anxiety
rose and she squirmed, pulling fitfully against the straps.

“Don't even try to escape, you sexy little
slave animal,” he said.

The voice came through the Ipods!

“You were made to be enjoyed by men and to
satisfy their lust.”

His hands slid slowly up her body and kneaded
her breasts.

“Your body belongs to me, now. I can loan it
out to anyone I want.”

Simone moaned around the gag, her heart
racing.

“Slave slut,” he whispered, his lips next to
her ear.

He chewed his way down her neck and then
began to lick and suck on her breasts. At the same time, he ground
the vibrator against her in a way that soon had her forgetting his
talk of multiple men.

She began to hear other sounds under the
music, and before long identified it as the sound of women moaning
and gasping in sexual pleasure.

His lips shifted from one breast to the
other, his teeth nibbling at her nipples, his lips sucking them,
his tongue sweeping across them as his fingers kneaded her breasts.
The vibrator was turning her lower body's nerve endings into live
wires, spitting and snapping and popping with energy.

Heat flooded her mind and body, and in
minutes she was grinding and twisting and straining against the
straps as it wrought the same feverish heat he'd given her the
other day.

“Slave!” a woman moaned. “Sex slave!” another
groaned.

The cord going over her hips came loose, and
he ground the base of the vibrator even more strongly against her,
the sensations even more intense.

She came, crying out into the gag, her hips
bucking and her wrists and ankles pulling wildly against the straps
as the sexual energy crackled through her body. Her back arched and
her head thrashed from side to side as the orgasm rolled on and on,
driving the breath from her body and all higher orders of thought
from her mind.

In the midst of it, the vibrator began to
thrust in and out of her, hard and fast, and her body twisted and
jerked in wild spasms of pleasure as she came close to losing
consciousness from lack of air.

Then she settled back down with a gasp, her
chest heaving. She felt the vibrator thing sliding out of her,
leaving her feeling vacant.

“Sex slave!” the women purred as the music
rolled on.

“Fuck-pet!”

“Slave girl!”

“Slave-bitch!”

“Sex toy!”

She felt his fingers at her ear, easing one
of the pods out.

“There are six men standing around the bed
watching you right now, Slavegirl. They loved watching you come,”
he said softly.

She gasped as he put the iPod back in her
ear. There couldn't be! He was lying! He was making stuff up just
to... to... mess with her mind! No way he'd had time to let six men
come in! Or had he even locked the door behind him? Maybe they'd
come in after she'd been blindfolded!

No, no! There was no one there but him! He
was just screwing with her!

She felt something against her pussy again,
but this time it wasn't hard and cold. It was warm and wet and
soft. It was his tongue, and it slid around and around her
quivering clitoris.

The vibrator pushed into her again, but it
wasn't vibrating. At least, she assumed it was the same one. She
had no way of knowing. It pumped slowly in and out as his tongue
began to work on her clitoris.

“Sex pet!” the women in her ears purred.

“Slave whore!”

“Sex slave!”

She'd never had much experience with oral sex
from the receiving end, and what she had experienced hadn't gone on
long enough to do more than whet her appetite.

Now she lay there helpless, her legs
stretched wide, as Axel demonstrated that not only was he a great
kisser, but he knew what to do with his lips and tongue down below,
too! Her breathing became more and more ragged as her body began to
twist and writhe in place.

And then the vibrator pulled out. She felt
something else pushing into her, something which felt much more...
natural. She shuddered as his weight came down on her and his cock
pushed deep into her trembling belly. He started to thrust
immediately, grasping her hair and yanking her head back as he
chewed his way down along the nape of her neck.

Simone cried out, her wrists and ankles
straining against the restraints, her body flaring with heat and
energy as he drove himself into her with fast, powerful thrusts.
She felt the pleasure sharpening, building up, and then a second
orgasm swept through her, shattering her mind as she cried out
again and again.

He thrust into her without restraint, using
her savagely as she trembled and shook through the orgasm, but
then, suddenly, he drew out again.

“That was Jeff,” his voice said in her ear.
“He enjoyed himself and hopes you did too.”

The vibrator slid into her again, and his
tongue began to circle her clitoris.

After a few minutes, the vibrator was turned
on, buzzing and purring inside her as his tongue licked her and his
lips sucked on her.

Simone's hips began to grind desperately back
at him and then the vibrator pulled out and he thrust into her a
second time, his body coming down against her as his hips drove his
cock like a spear of flesh up through her spasming belly.

Another orgasm tore her apart.

“Paul thanks you for the use of your tight,
warm pussy, Slave,” he said.

And then another.

“Leon enjoyed using your body, Sex slave,” he
said.

“Sex slave!” the women in her ear moaned.

“Slave bitch!”

“Fuck toy!”

“Sex pet!”

She felt the straps attached to her ankles
loosen. His hands rolled her over, then jerked up on her hips,
raising them high. A moment later her knees were pulled apart, and
she felt the straps tightening on her ankles again.

The vibrator pumped in and out, the base
grinding against her, then stopped as his tongue licked and sucked
on her, then the vibrator started up again, then his lips.

It pulled out and his cock drove into her
hard and fast. She cried out as he gripped her hair, yanking back
on it, as she felt his hand slapping her buttocks as his hips
rammed into them again and again, driving her into another massive
orgasm.

She moaned dazedly, her insides aching from
all the intense orgasms.

“Sex slave!” the woman in her ears
whispered.

The big cock slid out.

“Next!” she heard him call.

His hands, and she was almost
completely sure they were his hands, dropped onto her
buttocks again and slid up and down along her hips as a big cock –
his – rubbed against her thigh. One of the hands left her hips and
she felt the soft yet hard head of his cock pushing in between the
lips of her sex, then sliding up and down, up and down.

He found the angle and thrust into her again
and Simone shuddered as he started to thrust into her with hard,
straight lunges. His hands gripped her hair, slowly drawing it up
and back as she gasped and moaned. He jammed himself into her and
ground himself against her buttocks as his hands slipped around her
neck, briefly closing tightly enough to keep her from
breathing.

He thrust harder, faster, then faster still,
her buttocks pummeled as he drove himself into her with savage
speed.

Then he halted, buried inside her, and slowly
drew out.

“Next!” he called.

She shuddered.

But there was no next. Instead, her ankles
were unstrapped, then her wrists. His big hands caught at her arms
and pulled her up and back, dragging her out of the bed and setting
her on her knees, then her hands and knees on the floor.

She was still, however, blindfolded and
gagged.

“All right, slave girl. The boys want to
watch you crawling on a leash.”

Simone started to reach up to the blindfold
but a sharp jerk on the leash pulled her forward and she had to use
both hands to stop herself from falling on her face.

“Leave the blindfold in place, slave girl.
You don't need it. You only need to go where the leash pulls you,
and do whatever my voice tells you. Or any other voice, for that
matter.”

Simone crawled, her pulse still racing from
the last orgasm, her head still a woolly mess of dazed heat,
passion, outrage, uncertainty, anxiety, and anticipation. She'd
never experienced anything remotely like the nasty, kinky sex games
Axel was putting her through.

A part of her was indignant and embarrassed
and felt she should stop it, but the dark heat was too enthralling,
the pleasure too intense.

“Face down, ass up,” he barked.

And then something thin and lightweight, but
stinging, cut across her buttocks.

She gasped, dropping forward, her arms
thrusting ahead of her, her belly tucked in, her knees apart.

“Learn to do that instantly, slave, for
anyone who tells you. Even if you're walking down the street or in
a department store or hotel or at the airport.”

Oh, how outrageous and absurd! she
thought wonderingly.

But something slender was rubbing up and down
along her naked sex and she trembled. Then she felt the pull on the
collar.

“Up, little bitch, and crawl.”

This is so perverted! she thought
wonderingly.

But she crawled, pulled forward by the leash
attached to the collar. She stopped three times to drop forward,
pressing her breasts against the floor, raising her bottom,
thrusting her hands forward on his orders. She felt the thin...
thing cut across her bottom twice more as he insisted she move
faster. The third time evidently satisfied him.

“Up on your knees, slave-bitch,” he growled,
pulling on the leash.

She gasped as the collar dug into her neck,
and hurriedly raised up on her knees. She felt him seize her hair
and move her back against... against... something.

“Hands up.”

She hesitantly raised her arms and he seized
one, pulling it out to the side, then locking it in place somehow.
She wasn't surprised when he did the same to her other wrist.

“Down, slave girl.”

She blinked behind the blindfold and tried to
sink down. She felt his hands on her thighs, maneuvering them
forward a bit, then she felt something pressing against her pussy.
It was thick, and pushed slowly up inside her as she sank lower,
sitting on her heels. She felt some kind of strap going around her
legs and pulling them wider, then he reached behind her head and
undid the strap to the ball-gag, pulling it free.

“Tell me you love cock, slave,” he said.

The next moment the vibrator started to buzz
inside her and she moaned.

He slapped her face – not heavily, but
startling her.

“Obey your master, sex slave. Tell me you
love cock.”

“I-I... I love cock!”

He slapped her face again, on the other
cheek.

“Master,” he growled. “Try again.

“I love cock, Master!” she blurted.

“Much better, slave girl. “Now you're going
to perform oral sex on a friend of mine who's standing in front of
you. You better do a good job, too.”

The words jolted her, but she discounted them
almost immediately. She didn't think he had anyone else here. Just
as she didn't think there'd been half a dozen men watching her in
the bedroom, nor that any of them had fucked her.

But the mere possibility she was wrong gave
her a feeling of anxiety and uncertainty.

She gasped as his hand gripped her hair and
forced her head up, then he pressed himself against her.

“Start with his balls,” he said.

She felt them pressing against her mouth and
sucked on them, drawing them into her mouth. His voice had come
from above her so she had (almost) no doubt it was him. Still, the
outrageous idea that it could be a complete stranger was not only
causing her some slight anxiety, but a strange breathless sense of
dark excitement.

The thought of being helpless, tied up, and
used by strange men was thrilling! Well, as long as it was a
fantasy. And that was what he was doing, she thought, creating this
sick, outrageous fantasy for her to live in.

And it was scalding!
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She sucked and licked at his balls as he
ground himself gently against her, his fingers sliding through her
hair. He pulled slowly back and she gasped at a light slap to her
face.

“Are you my sex slave?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gasped.

He slapped the other cheek.

“Say it, slave!”

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

Again he slapped her cheek lightly.

“Tell me you're my slave bitch!”

“I'm your slave-bitch, Master!”

This is so sick! she thought, more
than a little amazed at what she was saying.

She felt him jerk her head forward and a cock
pushed into her mouth. It felt erect, and about the right size for
him. But how insane would it be if it wasn't!? How shocking and
outrageous would that be!

She sucked on his cock, licking at the
underside as it slid in and out of her mouth. She moaned
helplessly, trying to grind her hips against the vibrator inside
her, letting her body sink lower to take it deeper inside her
quivering belly.

His big hands tilted her head back as he
pumped in deeper, and several times he pushed in so deep she
gagged. Then, without warning, the head of his cock pushed right
into her throat – and kept going!

Her instinct jerked her back, but there was a
wall or something behind her head, and his cock kept pushing deeper
as she gurgled helplessly, trembling and jerking and shaking and
straining against the restraints.

“Every inch, slave. A slave girl take a man's
cock all the way to the balls!” he said as her head pounded
wildly.

Simone's initial panicky effort not to gag so
badly she threw up seemed to quickly morph into a sense of panic
about not being able to breathe at all. That trumped any gagging,
which faded as he held himself against her. She could feel his
pubic bone against her face, could feel his hands around her head
even as he ground himself into her.

“Every inch, slave girl. Down your
throat!”

She continued to tremble and shake as her
head pounded and her chest started to burn from lack of oxygen.
Still, he held her in place, as she felt the world starting to
swirl around her. Then, finally, he slid the long length of his
cock up and out of her throat and she could gulp in desperate,
ragged breaths of air.

“Now you know you can do it without gagging
too badly,” he said. “It will be much easier the next time.”

She was going to give him so much shit!

Once she caught her breath.

But before that happened his cock entered her
open mouth again, and she had only a moment to try to prepare
before it penetrated her throat and slid down deep again!

She gagged and struggled and gurgled
helplessly, even as he buried the whole thing in her mouth and
throat.

“This will come to be like second nature to
you,” he said. “Sex slaves are awfully good at oral sex.”

He didn't hold himself inside her as long,
this time, but pulled back and let her gasp for breath, drawing in
ragged breaths as her head pounded.

Again he thrust himself down her throat. It
ached less, this time, not that the aching had really bothered her
compared to the gagging and not being able to breathe. She also
gagged less. Her mind was preoccupied with being able to breathe –
and then not being able to breathe.

Again and again, he drove himself down her
throat to the hilt. Then he began to pump slowly in and out before
withdrawing.

Simone's head swam but it was certainly
getting much easier. And she marveled at that. Being able to
deep-throat was something that showed a level of sexual expertise
she simply had never seen nor expected in herself. Back in high
school the boys had talked about that as if it were the ultimate
skill any girl could have.

“When you think about it,” Axel said, “Our
gag reflex is mostly psychological. A tiny finger going anywhere
near the back of our mouth can make us gag, yet we swallow food
again and again and never feel the urge to gag.”

She had no ability to respond for he pushed
himself down her throat again.

This time he drew it slowly back immediately,
but only halfway before pushing himself deep again, then pulling
back, then pushing deep.

He's fucking my throat! she thought
dazedly.

He pulled out and she gulped in air, then he
thrust himself into her again. She was hardly gagging now, as he
pumped his cock up and down in her throat.

“Very good, slave girl. We'll make an expert
out of you, yet.”

He freed her hands and pulled her forward
away from whatever wall she'd been locked to, then drew her to her
feet. A moment later she was lifted up and dropped, belly-down
across his shoulder and she gasped as he carried her somewhere!

Her wrists were free from the wall, but
locked together. Still, she raised them, pulling her blindfold off
so she could see.

She felt a surge of relief that there were no
men following, and that she recognized the suit he'd been wearing
when he'd entered her apartment, and the back of his head as he
tilted her head up and back.

“Who said you could remove your blindfold,
slave?”

Crack!

He slapped her bottom sharply and she gasped
in pain.

“You should be whipped for that.”

He dropped her on her bed again, dragged her
up so he could strap her wrists to the headboard, then stripped
naked before her as she watched.

“Where're the six men you promised me?” she
demanded, feeling the need to taunt him with her never having
believed it.

“I'm as good as six men,” he replied.

He climbed onto the bed and lifted her ankles
up and back – and back more.

“Nasty little sex slave. Maybe I will bring
half a dozen men to gang-bang you!”

He pulled the plug thing out of her bottom
and pushed his cock into her there. He pushed her ankles back
further and further, letting his powerful body crush her legs back
between them, then began to kiss her as his hips moved slowly up
and down.

Simone was surprised to feel her heat rising
again. Of course, the vibrator she'd been straddling had roused her
while he was fucking her throat, but the shock of the latter had
kept her from going anywhere near an orgasm.

Now his heavy body crushing her down as she
lay helpless and folded in half, his hungry lips on hers, and his
big cock sliding in and out of her began to rouse her again. And it
didn't seem to matter that she'd already come four times. Or was it
more?

“You have a gorgeous, tight ass, slave,” he
panted. “My friends will enjoy using it.”

His lips crushed hers before she could
respond, and his hips began to rise and fall faster.

He thrust and ground himself against her,
thrust and then ground himself against her, thrust and then ground
himself against her, all while his lips mauled and ravished hers
and his body crushed her below him.

“Sex slave!” the earpods she still wore
whispered.

She felt her fever rising, felt the approach
of another orgasm, and surrendered to it all, too emotionally
exhausted to do anything else.

*

Simone was excited by her first driving
lesson. She felt it was really quite easy, and enjoyed the power of
simply turning the wheel and having the car turn in response. She
had considered various recommendations for cars from friends and
family, as well as the internet, and looked over the websites of
the carmakers, but hadn't yet decided if she wanted a BMW or a
Lexus. She was tempted to buy something sportier, like Porsche or a
Ferarri, but she thought that would be silly for a first car.

Her father, of course, wanted her to buy
something much less expensive, and used, since, as he said, she was
likely to give it a lot of 'dings' due to her inexperience. It was
a sensible recommendation, but she knew she wanted a brand new
car.

She wasn't in a hurry. Axel had given her the
number of a car company that would provide a limousine at the door
of the condo any time she wanted. And she found she really liked
going around in limousines. It made her feel like an important,
sophisticated woman. Especially when she wore one of the designer
dresses she'd bought.

Her other class, on the other hand, was quite
different. It was a pole-dancing class. And while pole-dancing was
a perfectly respectable exercise routine that attracted a lot of
housewives and young women because of how much fun it was and how
many muscles it worked, the classes she was getting were
unapologetically made for strippers.

Which only made them more fun, to her.

She'd been self-conscious, at first, with
Laura, the woman who came over to teach her. But she'd soon gotten
over that, even though the dance lessons were done in a thong
bikini and high heels. The casual way Laura rolled her hips and
moved her body, showing it off to an unseen audience, made Simone
feel able to do the same.

Laura was an older redhead, around thirty or
so, with a tall, lithe body. She was much more fit than Simone,
much to her chagrin. Pole dancing really toned your body! It was
for that reason as much as the forbidden excitement of acting like
a stripper that made her enjoy the lessons so much.

And she looked forward to stripping for Axel,
swinging around the pole while he watched, and giving him a lap
dance!

She still wasn't at all sure about him. He'd
been coming over for a week, and the sex was mind-blowing. But she
still didn't know much about him, and there were times she
suspected he might think the kinky game they were playing was more
real than her. In fact, there were times she suspected he might be
trying to turn her into a girl who would really be his sex slave!
Like, for real!

That idea was a bit scary, but only a bit,
because, of course, she could simply say no. She was mesmerized by
the perverted nature of their domination and submission game. But
she wasn't about to turn herself over to anyone to be their
'slave'!

But boy, was the sex hot! She'd had more
orgasms and more wild sex in the last week than in her whole life.
And she wasn't about to do anything to put an end to it.

But was Axel boyfriend material at all? She
wasn't sure. They didn't talk much except for him giving orders and
her obeying and saying “Yes, Master”. And she hadn't even seen his
apartment, yet. He just came over, put her through a variety of
outrageous sexual things, and then left.

Anyway, it wasn't like she had anyone else on
the horizon. Oh, sure, all the boys she knew were panting after her
now, because she was rich! But she didn't want a boy who just
wanted her for her money. Axel, at least, wanted her for her
body.

Which still wasn't great, of course.

She needed to find a way to meet guys who
would like her for her, and not her money or her body. She was
probably going to have to resort to online dating services. But she
wanted to be able to drive before then. She certainly wasn't going
to invite them over or they'd know she was rich.

Axel had had a guy install a stripper pole in
her place. She snorted at the thought of putting on a performance
for some guy she met on Tinder.

Whoever she met would be awfully impressed
with her oral skills anyway. She was still irked at the way Axel
had set about teaching her, but she couldn't deny she was pleased
at being able to deep throat so easily.

Despite the degrading way he treated her she
was feeling more and more cocky and knowledgeable and sophisticated
because of the wild things they were doing.

He might call her names – as part of the game
– but there was no doubting how attractive he thought she was. He
was constantly telling her how beautiful and sexy she was and how
great her breasts were and how beautiful her butt was and even how
tight and neat and pretty her pussy was!

And he was a sophisticated, older man!

Aside from the kinky sex with Axel, her most
favorite thing was shopping. She had seen a lot of very interesting
things when shopping for furniture and decorations for her new
condo. It was great to just be able to buy them without worrying
about the cost!

Her latest acquisition was a bubble wall. It
wasn't really a wall, though. It was more like a giant tank of
water about eight feet long, seven feet high, and a foot deep. It
had LED lights in it and pumps which could send neat bubbles of
water rising up all along its length, colored whatever color she
wanted. It looked gorgeous, and she was going to put it in her
front room!

Sure it cost a few thousand dollars. So? That
was nothing to her! And it would look really cool!

She was thinking about traveling, too. She
could fly first-class anywhere in the world and stay at first-class
hotels, too. The problem was she didn't really want to go alone.
And no one she knew who she would want to travel with could afford
to go with her.

It wasn't that she wasn't willing to pay
their way, but she was trying to avoid rubbing it in about how rich
she was. She hadn't told them, for example, exactly how much
Grandpa had left, just that it was 'a lot' and enough to buy this
condo. And even if she paid, well, they had jobs and school.

Unlike a rich girl like her.

Maybe she needed to meet richer friends? How
would she go about doing that? She'd have to ask Axel. He must know
where all the rich girls hung out, perve that he was. Maybe he'd
like to fly off somewhere, like London or Paris, and show her
around? She was sure he'd been to such places himself often
enough.

She imagined herself lounging gracefully on
some yacht on the French Riviera, wearing a stylish pair of
designer sunglasses and very little else, sipping wine and chatting
with classy Europeans while all her friends were working hard.

The idea had a lot of appeal!

But first, she had to meet some rich people,
preferably people not as kinky as Axel, preferably female and her
own age. Although... girls who were born rich would probably be way
more sophisticated than her and would look down at her for her lack
of experience. Plus they were probably going to ivy league colleges
or something like that, and she was just a high school girl.

Maybe she should go to school now. But what
for? People went to university so they'd get a good job and she had
no need of a job. Surely not every rich girl chose to waste four
years at a school when she didn't need a job?

Of course, people who went to college tended
to be more sophisticated than people who didn't. They knew
complicated stuff. There had to be something she'd like to learn,
she thought sourly, something which wouldn't be boring drudgery.
She was smart. She could do anything. It was just a matter of how
boring it might be.

Since she didn't need a 'profession' she
should probably take a general type of thing, like liberal arts.
She could learn about art and read literature and poems and stuff
like that. Probably she'd have to read about history, too, and
maybe similar stuff.

She should probably learn something about how
to take care of her money. It was all sitting in a bank at the
moment and she knew she ought to be investing it in something. She
just didn't trust any of the people at banks and investment firms
to do it for her when she had no way of understanding what they
were doing.

Looking after her money. That seemed
something worthwhile to learn. Maybe Axel would know. He was rich.
And if she talked to him on the phone he couldn't instantly turn it
into a master-slave thing. She had his number by now, at least.

“Hello,” he said.

“Axel, what courses should I take at
university?” she asked without preamble.

There was a pause. “You're going to
university?”

“Shouldn't I? I mean, I should learn...
stuff, now that I'm a millionaire. Otherwise, people will take
advantage of me.”

“You're a beautiful blonde sexpot. You were
born to be taken advantage of.”

“Seriously,” she said in annoyance.

“What do you like to do in life? What do you
want to do in life?'

“Uhm... well, I like shopping.”

She thought she heard a snicker and
frowned.

“You like being fucked,” he said. “So take
courses in that.”

“I thought you were already giving me those
lessons,” she said with a smirk.

“Why do you want to go to university?”

“Because unless I get hit by a bus or some
terrible disease I've got about seventy years to do stuff and I
can't party the whole time. I need to meet people who have money,
and not be seen as some... uh...”

“Rube?”

“Yeah.”

“I think you should take the classes which
you'd take if you wanted to be a high-class escort.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don't need to be a
hooker.”

“An escort is not a hooker. And that's not
the point. If she wants to make a lot of money a high-class escort
needs to be able to move through that sort of society. She needs to
know about art, politics, business, sexual psychology, fashion –
.”

Simone's ears perked up.

“She needs to be able to act like the rich
people she'll be dealing with.”

“So, like, I'm sure there isn't a course for
escorts,” she said.

“No. Take a general liberal arts course where
you can select your own courses. You might include a few community
college courses, too, like bartending.”

“Bartending!?”

“A sophisticated girl who moves among the
elites needs to know a lot about wines and drinks, as well as
fashion and art. But there's no rush. Enjoy being young and
hot.”

“You talk like I won't be young and hot in a
few years.”

“Youth is a gift which inevitably fades with
time. Do you want to spend it studying finance?”

“No, I want to lounge on a yacht on the
French Riviera and sip wine while having cultured discussions with
other girls.”

“Sounds boring. Wouldn't you rather have
kinky sex with them? I know any number of beautiful girls who would
love to get you into bed.”

“I'm sure. And I bet they'll let you watch,
too.”

“Of course! And join in! I'll see if I can
bring one to our next little get-together.”

“I love cock, remember?” she said. “At least,
you keep making me say that.”

“Are you saying you don't love
cock?”

“Well... I love them when the owner of the
cock knows what to do with it.”

“If you love cock that much, you'd probably
love two cocks even more.”

“You have a one-track mind, Axel.”

“Only where you're concerned, Slave
girl.”

“When am I going to see your apartment,
anyway? I'm beginning to wonder if you even live here. Maybe you're
just like, the janitor or something.”

He chuckled. “I'll bring you up today, then.
“I wouldn't want you thinking I was beneath you.”

“Yeah, being on the bottom isn't exactly your
style,” she said in amusement.

“Just for that, I'm going to let you ride on
top today. Eventually. Get naked. I'm coming down there.”

“Now? But – .”

He hung up and she tsked, but her chest
started to tighten and her stomach started to feel butterflies take
flight. She was never sure what kind of nasty, kinky sex he would
treat her to, only that it would be breathless and scorching!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


She was wearing the boots and gloves, as well
as the collar and restraints when he arrived. She knelt before the
door, feeling a low rush of excitement as he stepped inside. She
felt hot and sophisticated and sexy, but wasn't as wild with sexual
electricity as she had been when he'd first started making her
greet him this way.

He walked silently around her as she held her
position.

“Face down, ass up,” he barked.

She threw herself down and raised her bottom,
quickly spreading her knees.

“Are you an obedient little sex slave?” he
asked.

“Yes, Master! I'm an obedient little sex
slave!” she exclaimed.

He knelt behind her and she felt her
anticipation and arousal rise as his fingers lightly rubbed her
clitoris. Then she felt them gripping the base of the butt-plug and
tugging it out of her. Immediately, she felt pressure against her
there as something – a dildo, no doubt – pushed into her. It was as
thick as the plug, but considerably longer as he worked it in and
out.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Master!”

“Where do you love cock?”

She blinked. “I love cock in my ass,
Master!”

“And where else?”

“I love cock in my pussy, Master.”

“And where else, Slave?”

“I love cock in my mouth and throat,
Master.”

The dildo pushed even deeper and she moaned
as she felt it widen, stretching her out even more. It turned and
twisted, slippery with something, slowly forcing its way deeper as
the wide part moved inside her. She felt it narrow again behind it,
though it was still wide.

His fingers left it where it was and she felt
something else rubbing against her pussy. Then another dildo – or
more likely a vibrator – slid into her and began to pump in and
out.

Crack! He slapped her bottom.

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, Master!” she gulped. “I'm your slut,
Master.”

Crack!

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, Master! I'm your bitch, Master!”

Crack!

“Are you my whore?”

“Yes, Master! I'm your whore, Master!”

It always made her mind squirm saying stuff
like this. It embarrassed and aroused her at the same time.

He thrust the vibrator or dildo deep, and
then seemed to tie it in place somehow to the one in her bottom.
That one, in turn, was held in place by the much wider part
which had been pushed into her, kind of like the butt-plug had
been.

He leaned forward and combed her hair back,
then, gathering it in a thick mass. He was doing something with it
she didn't understand, though. Usually, he just pulled it back. He
reached forward, then and put something against her head, something
leathery or rubbery. She frowned in confusion. It felt like a cap,
a kind of elastic hat, like a ski hat. Only it was made of
leather.

He pulled it down over her face, and now she
thought it must surely be a ski-mask, only it had no eye-holes. It
came down over her face and down under her jaw.

“What is this?” she asked.

Crack!

“No questions, slave.”

It was open over her mouth, and she could
breathe through her nose so it must have openings there, though her
nose felt a little squashed by it. He buckled it under her jaw. A
moment later she felt something pressing against her mouth.

“Open,” he said.

She opened her mouth wide and a ball pushed
into her mouth. Instead of a thin strap, though, it seemed to be
attached to a wide, leather pad which he folded across her mouth
and cheeks.

“Mphhh!” she said.

“Sex slaves don't need to speak unless their
masters tell them to,” he said.

She felt a tug on the collar at the same time
as he said “Up, Slave-bitch!”

She gasped and rose to all fours, feeling the
heat rising within her. This was so sick!

He made her crawl back into the living room.
As he had on other occasions, she had to stop several times, press
her chest to the floor, thrust her arms forward, and raise her
bottom high. He led her back down the hall, then back into the
kitchen, or so she thought.

But then she felt carpet under her bare
fingers and frowned. She only had carpet in the bedrooms, and it
was very thick and soft. This was harsher and didn't seem to have
the thick pad underneath. Where on Earth... ?!

Crack! Something, probably that thin
riding crop he had been using on her lately, cut across her
bottom.

“Keep moving, Slave,” he said in a low
voice.

Why was he talking so quietly?

And then she realized, her eyes going wide
behind the mask. They weren't in her apartment! They were out in
the hall! She stopped dead and rose up on her knees in alarm.

“I locked your door. If you make a lot of
noise one of your neighbors is likely to come and look out,” he
said quietly.

Crack!

“Move, Slave.”

She gasped as the leash tugging on the collar
pulled her forward, stunned. He had taken her out into the hall!
What if someone saw!? They wouldn't recognize her, obviously, but
suppose they guessed! What if they called management!? What if
management called her parents!?

Where was he taking her!?

She heard the little ding of the elevator and
gasped again. Surely he wouldn't!

But he did, tugging on the leash, half
dragging her into the elevator.

“You said you wanted to see my place,” he
said.

Not like this! she thought wildly.

The elevator rode up as she knelt there,
appalled and filled with anxiety that someone would get on and see
her!

The elevator stopped, and she felt the tug on
the collar. She crawled out after him, still full of shock that
he'd actually moved their sick game outside where someone might
see! At least her face was covered!

“Face down, ass up,” he said.

Was he crazy!?

Crack!

“Now, Slave girl.”

Crack!

She moaned and obeyed, feeling the harsh
carpeting pressing into her soft breasts.

Crack!

“Raise that sexy ass high.”

She wished he'd talk more quietly!

The knowledge she was kneeling like this in
the middle of a public hallway was astonishing to her.

The vibrator turned on and she gasped
again.

“I should fuck you right here,” he said.

Crack!

“Wouldn't that be hot, Slave-bitch?”

She shook her head.

Crack!

“Don't disagree with your master. Are you
afraid of being caught? No one would know it was you.”

She felt the pull from the leash and rose up
onto all fours as he led her forward. She felt stone under her
fingers, then; stone or tile. Did that mean she was in his
apartment? She certainly hoped so!

She crawled forward as the leash pulled, and
then she was on a soft carpet or rug.

“Face down, ass high.”

She obeyed, shifting her knees apart and
thrusting her arms forward.

“Bring your wrists back behind your
neck.”

Simone obeyed, and felt his hands gripping
them, then locking the restraints to the ring in the back of the
collar. A moment later he pulled her up on her knees and set her on
her heels.

“Knees spread wide, back arched, Sex
slave.”

She obeyed again, her heart still pounding
from being taken outside. This, she was fairly sure, was his
apartment.

She was soooo going to have words with him
when she could talk!

But in the meanwhile, the vibrator was
buzzing, and she felt his fingers rubbing her clitoris and rolling
and massaging her nipples. The dark heat began to rise again as the
sexual energy built up within her. Her hips began to squirm against
his fingers and she moaned through the gag.

“You want scotch or rum?” he asked.

The question confused her for a moment since
she didn't drink. Then she realized he'd asked the question from
some distance away – even though he was still rubbing her clitoris.
Was he playing games on her mind again?

“Scotch,” another male voice said from right
in front of her.

Simone froze, staring, wide-eyed, at the
inside of the hood over her face. Was there really another man in
front of her!? No, no, he was fucking with her head again! He'd
probably put some kind of speaker in front of her, and then another
one across the room!

“She sure has a nice, fucking body,” the male
voice before her said.

“Didn't I tell you?” he replied from across
the room.

A hand squeezed her breast.

“Nice tits.”

“Nice everything,” Axel replied.

Simone's certainty that he was playing mind
games weakened, but she kept arguing with herself about it. Surely
there wasn't another man there!

And even as her mind churned the fingers
rubbing her clitoris combined with the vibrator inside her were
making her body squirm.

She felt fingers behind her head and felt the
pad against her face come loose. He tugged the ball out of her
mouth and she licked her lips, then fingers slid between them and
pumped slowly in and out.

“Suck,” a male voice ordered.

She moaned but obeyed out of habit, still far
from certain he wasn't simply doing this through very high-quality
speakers. Surely this was him?

The fingers pulled back and then she gasped
as his big hand encircled her throat.

“Sex slave,” he growled.

Simone gurgled helplessly.

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

He eased up on her neck and she gasped for
breath.

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

“Tell me you're my fuck-toy!”

“I'm your fuck-toy, Master!”

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!”

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Master!”

A cock slid into her mouth and she began to
suck. It pumped in and out as a big hand gripped her head, then
drove deep into her throat, hands pulling her face in against his
groin.

At least she assumed it was his groin!

It came out and she gasped weakly.

Strong hands pulled her up and set her down
on something soft and cushiony. A bed, she thought, or a sofa. Yes,
a sofa. She was straddling someone. She felt the warm flesh against
her. She felt the vibrator pulled out, and then she was maneuvered
over a cock, his cock, and slid down its length.

She gasped as it slid deep, and then felt his
hands on her breasts, kneading them strongly.

“Ride my cock, slave-slut.”

Moaning, Simone did, leaning forward into his
hands, riding slowly up and down on his cock as her body pulsed
with heat. She felt a hand gripping the hood, then, tilting her
head up and to the side, and then a cock pushed into her mouth!

There could be no doubt. It was a real cock,
a big, thick cock, and it pushed deep into her throat even as she
sat there, stunned.

“Ahh, she has a gloriously tight throat,”
that other male voice said.

Simone was frozen for long moments, then a
wave of embarrassment washed over her, darkening her face behind
the hood. She felt long seconds of horror that someone, a stranger,
was seeing her like this! But... almost immediately she knew
whoever it was couldn't recognize her, couldn't see her, had no
idea who she was or who her friends were. She was a body to him,
not a person. She wasn't Simone. She was a naked body.

She didn't even know if this was Axel or if
Axel was underneath her!

The big cock fucked her throat for long
seconds, making her head pound and chest burn, and with that all
her cares and concerns narrowed to simply breathing. She stopped
caring about who it was!

The cock came free and she gulped in deep,
ragged breaths of air as someone rubbed her clitoris. As her head
cleared she felt her mind shifting and trying to adjust to the new
situation. Obviously, Axel had done just what he'd threatened many
times, brought in another guy to fuck her.

He'd pretended that a number of times, and in
so doing he'd created a dark, thrilling image in her mind of her
having sex with multiple men. It was a wicked sexual fantasy she
had known she'd never have had the courage for. Only now, here it
was! And since her face was completely covered, whoever it was
couldn't even see her.

So in a strange way, it was like having that
fantasy come to life, but in secret!

Whoever it was pushed their cock into her
mouth again and she sucked and licked until it moved deep into her
throat once more.

Sex slave! This was outrageous! And yet...!
And yet...!

“Ride my cock, Slave,” Axel ordered.

So he was below her. She moaned as he pinched
her nipples and started to obey, riding up and down as the other
guy fucked her throat. The guy pulled out and she gulped in air,
still trying to shift her mind to the idea.

God! Axel was going to get a piece of her
mind later!

But for then and there, she rode his cock as
he rubbed her clitoris, and moaned as the stranger pushed his own
cock into her mouth once more.

Sex slave!

Her embarrassment began to ease, replaced by
a strange, excited sense of self-consciousness. Strange hands
squeezed her breasts as she rode up and down on Axel's cock and
sucked another.

Just like a sex slave!

She felt the sexual electricity building up
rapidly, after that, for this was such an outrageously sensual
thing to be doing!

The cock pulled out and then pushed in again.
Only... it was dry. That wasn't right, was it?

Then she felt movement behind her, felt
fingers on the dildo protruding from her bottom. It was pulled out
of her, and then a big, slick cock pushed into her ass!

OMG! Simone thought. There was a third
guy!

The cock pushing into her ass began to pump
slowly, and hands squeezed her breasts even as Axel continued to
finger her clitoris. Another pair of hands gripped her head and
collar as a cock pumped slowly in her throat.

Her mind was awash in shock, but also
bubbling in dark heat and excitement. She felt a sense of betrayal,
but that quickly faded. After all, Axel wasn't really her boyfriend
or anything. He was a perverted older man using her for kinky sex.
And that nasty, kinky, thrilling sex was the reason she had agreed
to give it to him.

She felt a sense of fear – and excitement –
in wildly varying emotional impulses. For this dark fantasy of her
and multiple men had occurred to her numerous times – in no small
degree because he kept suggesting it. It had been a scalding
fantasy, but she hadn't expected to actually do it!

And now she was!

But it had been scalding, at least in part,
because she hadn't thought it would ever happen, hadn't considered
any of the consequences or problems. But now... now she had three
cocks in her body and it was almost impossible to think straight.
But she didn't see any consequences for her. She didn't see any
loss of reputation or anything. They couldn't even see her face,
after all, and didn't know anyone she knew anyway.

And the raw, physical sensations of two
cocks, two real cocks pumping in and out of her overheated belly
while another thrust into her mouth and throat were just so
overpowering! How could she focus on anything else!?

Hands were all over here! Kneading and
squeezing her breasts, rolling her nipples, rubbing her clitoris,
caressing her buttocks, sliding up and down her back! She gasped
for breath as the cock slid out of her throat, panting and
dazed.

She moaned as the cock in her ass was buried
way up high in her belly even as her clitoris was rubbed and the
guy below her – Axel, she thought, thrust up into her again and
again. She felt lost, blind, unable to see anything, her wrists
locked to her collar so she couldn't do anything.

All that was left was to simply... surrender
to what was happening. Her mind focused solely on the sensations
sweeping through her as she was used by three(!) men in what was
surely the most outrageous and perverted act she'd ever be involved
in!

The cock pushed back into her mouth and she
moaned around as it drove deep into her throat. Her nipples were
pinched. The cock pulled completely out of her bottom, then pushed
back again, thrusting deep. Hands mashed her breasts together.

She felt her mind sinking into the level of
instinct, fully occupied by what was being done to her, with
nothing left to consider. Her lower body felt like it was being
churned into mush by the two big cocks thrusting up into her. Heat
rolled through her as she gasped for breath whenever the cock in
her throat pulled back.

The heat grew, swirling and pulsing and
rising as anxiety and embarrassment and outrage faded into simple
acceptance, then a growing sense of wonder that this was happening.
No girl she knew had ever done anything remotely as … perverted and
kinky and wild!

Since perverted, kinky, and wild were the
antithesis of how everyone who knew her thought of her she felt a
strange sense of glee at that. And as her doubts vanished her heat
and passion rose to feverish levels. The men using her body knew
what to do with it, and it showed.

Her excitement grew more intense and she
cried out in dazed pleasure as the men thrust into her, until the
pleasure exploded and a glorious orgasm tore apart her already
overawed mind. It was soon followed by several more in rapid
succession as her inhibitions melted away and she gave herself
fully to the wild, carnal heat possessing her body and mind.
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Despite the multiple orgasms which had
exhausted her, both physically and mentally, Simone was determined
to give Axel hell once she figured the game was done and she was
herself again – and not the sex slave. Yes, it had been an
astonishingly hot and incredibly wild experience to have three men
using her body at once. But she should have been asked about it in
advance!

Instead of taking her back to her apartment,
though, Axel placed heavy leather straps of some kind around her
ankles, and then hung her upside down! He had put the gag back in
place as soon as she was done sucking cocks, and now he spread her
legs wide, spread her arms wide, and left her hanging, with a dildo
in her ass and a vibrator in her pussy!

She still couldn't see anything and could
hear almost nothing beyond the music and moans and groans coming
from the women in the earpods still in her ears. Her head had ached
after being held upside down, as all the blood rushed to it. But
that had evened out and the throbbing had faded.

But she was still hanging upside down unable
to move. She had no idea what was going on, or even if he was there
in the room. Nor, for that matter, if there were other men there!
She was totally at his mercy and had no control whatsoever about
what happened to her!

As if she really were a sex slave!

Axel was carrying this game a little far, she
thought anxiously.

The steady vibration of the sex toy he'd
stuffed into her pussy left her nerve endings quivering. But unlike
others, he'd used this one had no fat base which pressed directly
against her clitoris. The vibrations still resonated through her
body and left her wanting to grind her hips around, but they
couldn't drive her into yet another orgasm.

Instead, she was caught... simmering,
writhing slowly in place, her abdomen stuffed full with his big sex
toys.

She marveled that she could still be aroused
given how long he and the other two men had worked her over, and
how many orgasms she'd had. Wasn't there a limit to this kind of
thing!? And how long was he going to leave her hanging upside down
anyway?!

Suddenly, hands gripped her wrists as the
restraints around them were released. She felt her ankles coming
down as her wrists tilted her head and shoulders up and forward.
Her feet came down lower and lower and then she found herself
laying on her stomach on the floor. She felt... dizzy as the blood
flow to her head shifted.

Hands moved gently on her back as if giving
her a massage. And indeed, warm liquid of some kind was poured onto
her back, warm, slippery liquid. The hands caressed her, sliding
the liquid up and down from shoulders to back. They moved down onto
her lower back and buttocks and she gasped.

The hands were way too small and way too soft
to be Axel!

It was probably a woman, she thought with a
shock. After all, hadn't he threatened to bring one into his nasty
little game, just as he'd threatened to bring more men in!?

The small, soft hands spread the liquid
across her buttocks, spread her legs, then began to massage her
naked sex as she lay there. The vibrator was still in place, but
small, warm fingers rubbed at her clitoris as she felt the buildup
of heat and sensation inside her body.

Her wrists were lifted up, then, and then up
higher. She was lifted onto her knees, and felt dizzy again. The
pull on her wrists forced her to her feet, and then her feet were
pulled apart so that her legs were spread wide. Those soft hands
slid up and down her legs, caressing her and spreading the warm,
slick liquid.

They slid higher and higher, up across her
belly, up under her breasts, then across them. Small fingers
kneaded her breasts gently, then slid down her ribs, then back up
again. A hand cupped her sex, fingers rubbing slickly at her
clitoris.

Simone was almost sure this was a woman! She
was thankful she wore the hood, though, for that meant the woman
couldn't see her face. She felt oddly protected by that. She was
just a naked body to this woman, a naked, anonymous body. She would
have been far more embarrassed if her face had been bare!

She felt a mouth on her breast, around her
nipple, sucking and licking and chewing. Small hands worked her
breasts over, gently massaging and kneading them until they
throbbed powerfully. By the time it slid down Simone's breasts felt
swollen and overheated, her nipples tingling rigidly.

The tongue lapped at her clitoris now and she
couldn't help her hips spasming and pushing her forward against
that expertly licking tongue.

Hands did something behind her head, and then
suddenly something was pulled away from over her eyes and she could
see!

She jerked her eyes down to see long, thick
black hair and a small nose as the woman there licked at her
clitoris. But then she was distracted by the sight of a large,
flat-screen TV on the wall in front of her.

There was a pornographic scene on that wall,
and she instantly knew it was her! Yes, the whole head was covered
in a black hood, but the woman crawling on all fours on a leash was
certainly her! She watched, astonished, as the crystal clear video
showed her dropping forward with her face against the rug and her
bottom raised high!

She recognized the hallway outside as she
crawled down it. She recognized the elevator she crawled onto, as
well! It was incredibly strange to be watching what she'd gone
through earlier when she hadn't been able to see it then!

And then she was in an apartment she'd never
seen before, with two strange men watching her! She flushed as she
looked at them. They were the ones who had fucked her! One was
about Axel's age while the other was closer to her age. Both were
large, broad-shouldered, muscular men.

She jerked her eyes down to the girl licking
at her clitoris, then back up to stare at herself as she heard
herself say all those nasty things Axel insisted she say! And in
front of strangers! Not only that, but the girl kneeling before her
could hear it too!

I look so hot, she thought
anxiously.

Then she watched herself sucking a man's
cock, then riding Axel's cock, then the other two men moved in on
her and she shuddered as she watched three big cocks thrusting into
her body!

She'd never been particularly aroused by
looking at pornography. But she'd never seen pornography with
herself as the star! The memories of how she'd felt were still
incredibly fresh in her mind, and now she could see what had
happened to her!

Her body began to quiver like a tuning fork
as she watched those big cocks thrusting into her, as she watched
their hands mauling her breasts. And then she heard herself
starting to cry out in pleasure.

The woman licking her clitoris licked harder
and Simone, who was already writhing helplessly, felt another
orgasm tearing through her. She cried out around the gag as she
stared at her image being gang-banged, as she watched three big men
using her, driving their cocks into her with harsh, deep, powerful
thrusts, as she was... mauled by them!

She came, screaming, twisting, and writhing,
her body thrashing and shaking in place as the orgasm threatened to
consume her. It was incredibly powerful, and yet she couldn't stop
staring at her own video image, watching her naked body being used
by three big men who drove their cocks into her with merciless
strength.

The orgasm almost threw her into
unconsciousness. But the woman kneeling there continued licking and
sucking, continued sliding her hands up and down Simone's body,
until another orgasm, then another, then another came over her and
shook her violently.

She didn't know if she could ever stop
orgasming! Especially after the girl, an Asian woman, she finally
noted, slid the vibrator out of her pussy and pushed her whole hand
up inside her. The sight of her aching pussy lips straining around
the woman's wrist utterly astonished Simone, and when the girl then
ground the tip of the vibrator against her clitoris she nearly lost
her mind.

She was lowered to her knees, finally, and
then, on all fours, she crawled to a large, upholstered chair,
where the Chinese woman spread her legs, took the ball-gag out of
Simone's mouth, and then drew her in between her thighs.

“Please your mistress, Slave,” she ordered in
accented English.

Simone was numb by then, but obeyed, doing
her best to perform oral sex on the woman, using her recent
experience as the Chinese woman gripped her hair and kneaded her
breast. She succeeded, though her tongue and jaw ached by the time
the Chinese woman came. Then the woman had her crawl over to a
large cage in the corner and placed her inside before locking
it.

I'm going out of my mind, Simone thought as
she was finally able to relax alone.

She finally had time to process what had
happened to her. It... angered her. The way Axel had presumed he
had the right to invite other people to come and use her body
without even asking her was outrageous. On the other hand, she'd
come so many times so far that day she couldn't even keep track of
them.

I'm such a slut! she thought
wonderingly. The things she'd done that day were astonishing.
Having sex with three men at once!? Having a strange woman shove
her whole hand up inside her body!? Then crawling on a leash held
by that strange woman and licking her pussy!?

She was shocked at herself. And yet, every
memory held a core of dark, burning heat for the memories echoed
with incredible sexual arousal. Her body ached, especially her
pussy. Her breasts felt like they'd been gnawed on by wild animals!
There were no bite marks but they were certainly sore.

She almost dozed off, but then the door
opened and Axel stood there.

She pushed herself up to her knees as he
walked over to the cage.

“I trust my little sex slave has had a rest,”
he said in amusement.

She glared at him but the effort was wasted
since the hood still hid her face.

“Before you complain, remember your desire to
be lounging around on the French Riviera. You can't do that if
you're shy. Unless you want to be mocked as the shy American prude.
Almost everyone in that set wears little more than a G-string. Do
you think you're ready to appear in public in front of strangers in
a G-string?”

Simone wasn't, of course, and knew it.

“You need to get comfortable about people
seeing you naked, and seeing others naked. And this is as good a
way as any. There's nothing like wild sexual hi-jinks with a number
of different people to get you used to others seeing you
naked.”

He opened the cage and gestured her to crawl
out, and she did. He took off the restraints and hood and grinned
at her.

“You really are insane,” she said.

“Nonsense. I'm just irresponsible and
disrespectful towards women. After all, people don't value what
they get so easily, and I've gotten women easily since I was a
boy.”

She glared at him.

“Doesn't mean I don't like them. Doesn't mean
I don't enjoy them. Doesn't mean I want to hurt them. Or at least,
to harm them. But I do find their inhibitions about sex and nudity
silly and pointless, having none myself.”

Which was pretty much the way Simone had
figured he saw the world.

“I get to make the decisions about what
happens to my body,” she said, pointing at him.

“Nonsense. You're still too inhibited to do
anything daring. I'm your mentor. I can make those decisions.”

“My mentor!?”

“Certainly. You've told me what you want and
I'll help you get there. Trust me.”

“Why?!”

“Why not?”

*

The next day they went for a swim at the
beach, with Simone wearing a thong bikini he'd bought for her. It
had a very small top to go with its very small bottom, and she was
nervous and self-conscious much of the time. Especially when
another man came over to join them. She hadn't seen him before. He
wasn't one of the men in the video who had fucked her. But his
presence made her wary, wondering what Axel had planned.

They returned to his apartment, where, Axel
casually fondled her behind his back, then in front of him as
Simone blushed hotly but burned inside. Before long she was sitting
across his lap on the sofa as the man – Sean – sat across chatting.
And before very much longer than that she was riding up and down on
Axel's cock naked while sucking Sean's cock.

From there, it emerged Axel had a stripper
pole, so she got to show them what she'd learned so far, then give
them lap dances. Then she rode Sean's cock while Axel fucked her
ass.

The next day she wore a tiny skirt with her
bikini bra to the beach, with nothing under it but a dildo
protruding from her bottom and the vibrator – turned on – from her
pussy. By the time they returned to his apartment she was sodden,
and there she found the Asian woman who had licked and fisted her
the previous day.

This time the woman put her through her paces
as a 'slave girl', holding a leash in one hand and a riding crop in
the other as Simone, blushing hotly, crawled and posed her body and
licked the woman's shoe.

Another woman arrived, then, and, her mind
squirming, Simone had to lick her pussy as Amy, the Asian woman,
rode her with a strap-on dildo.

Two weeks later she went to a different beach
with Axel, one where nudity was allowed. She got to walk around
topless in front of people and soon lost her embarrassment. Even
when Axel introduced her to a man she recognized as one of the ones
who had fucked her that first time.

He and Axel got her alone in a quiet corner
of the beach near some large boulders, and the stranger – Paul –
fingered her to an orgasm before pulling her bikini bottom off and
fucking her from behind while she sucked Axel's cock.

They were discovered in the act by another
man, who acted indignant and angry until she sucked his cock. Then
it turned out he was another acquaintance of Axel. They returned to
Axel's apartment where she danced for them around the pole, then
did lap-dances before taking on all three at once.

A week later she stripped in a club on
amateur night in front of two hundred people and almost came while
grinding her pussy against the stripper pole.

The next day she accompanied him to a yacht
club, to an enormous and luxurious yacht which then set out to sea.
It wasn't the French Riviera, but she did sit around topless with
other women her age and chat. That eventually turned into putting
on a lesbian show for the men, and then a general orgy.

Simone's inhibitions had now been ruthlessly
ground down.

“I feel like a cheap bimbo, though,” she
complained.

“A millionaire bimbo. But school starts in a
couple of weeks. You can start educating yourself about all the
things the so-called elites know so you can feel more at home
around them.”

“I felt at home with my friends,” she
grumbled.

“But they don't feel at home with you any
more. Remember, they're ordinary people, desperately rushing back
and forth to work, hoping to save enough money to buy a small
economy car, perhaps, or a television. It won't be long before you
don't relate to them and they don't relate to you. Your life is
simply too different, too... relaxed.”

“I suppose,” she said.

“Speaking of which. Time to enhance your view
of the world further.”

“Ha. Who do I fuck this time?”

“You take a visit to London and Paris before
school starts. I can show you around to the better clubs.”

Simone perked up. “That sounds cool!”

“There are castles in England and France, you
know, with dungeons.”

She licked her lips nervously.

“Real, stone dungeons, a thousand years old,
with tiny cells that have real shackles and chains. I think you'd
benefit from the experience of being shackled to the wall in a
dungeon and having cruel jailers using your lovely young body.”

Simone glared at him, but even as she did she
felt her body thrumming with anticipation. Almost every time she'd
had orgasms – and she'd had many since meeting him – she'd been
tied up and playing the sex slave. That had left her with a darkly
exciting view of being a sexual prisoner without any control over
what happened to her.

In fact, it was hard to get excited about
just ordinary sex. The hard-edged nasty sex Axel had subjected her
to had built up something dark and hungry inside her mind. So the
thought of being in a real dungeon, chained to an old stone wall,
helpless, perhaps with a torch flickering on the wall, was
deliciously arousing.

At the same time, it made her nervous. She
was never quite sure what he'd do, and she could feel herself
surrendering more and more of herself to these dark games of his.
The 'punishments' he gave, the degrading treatment, and the
humiliating language he used and made her use about herself were
melting more than her inhibitions. They were shifting her sense of
self to something dark and wicked.

She had no idea what someone who owned a
dungeon might do to her when she was shackled naked and helpless.
And that was what was thrilling!

“When do we leave?” she asked.

 


END
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