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I’ve always had a kind of problem with men.
The problem, of course, is they all want to sleep with me and I
don’t want to sleep with all of them. That’s it in a nutshell. Most
of them are fairly reasonable about it and keep their desires to
themselves, especially when they know they have no chance of it
happening.

Some of them haven’t seemed to learn, despite
considerable experience and age to keep their eyes as well as their
hands to themselves. I don’t really appreciate being gawked at like
some fascinating creature in the zoo, especially since I have a
pretty good idea of what they’re thinking.

Who wants to have some guy three times their
age undressing them with their eyes and fantasizing all kinds of
nasty things about them? Especially when it happens constantly,
everywhere I go. I get that there are pros as well as cons to being
considered sexually attractive. I mean, I certainly have no
difficulty getting sales help at stores when I walk in.

I’ve never had a problem getting dates,
either. Kind of the opposite, really. I’ve learned to be tactful in
turning guys down. Because even if I wanted to, I don’t have enough
hours in a day to date every guy that wants to date me. And I don’t
want to. Most of them are fairly obviously only interested in my
body.

Even when I was in junior high there were men
in their forties and fifties licking their lips when I walked by.
Which of course I found to be gross. By the time I graduated from
high school, they had felt more comfortable in making their wishes
known in more obvious ways, like telling me flat out what they
wanted to do to me.

It was a little odd to me, freaky, how many
of them had really kinky, perverted fantasies. I mean, I understand
guys wanting to fuck me. But too many of the ones that confessed
their fantasies to me, people I never asked, and often didn’t even
know, by the way, seemed to have really nasty ideas.

I eventually worked it out that it was
because I had a very innocent face with large blue eyes, a small
nose, and full lips. I’m a blonde, which adds to the problem,
though I don’t really do anything fancy with my hair. I just part
it in the middle and it kind of falls down around my shoulders.

But anyway, my being cute and innocent
looking seemed to really draw out the nasty fantasies in some of
the men who wanted to dominate women. When I was working as a
waitress I had a manager twice my age confess that he wanted to tie
me up and spank me and then fuck my brains out while I called him
daddy.

I mean, gross on so many levels.

When I finished high school I ran into more
and more trouble at jobs. Because now the adult men that I was
around all day weren’t restrained by the requirement teachers
operated under to show no interest in younger girls.

I say adult by the way, even though
technically I was one too. I didn’t really think of myself as one,
especially compared to guys or even women, in their thirties and
forties, and fifties. There was also a kind of psychological thing,
since I was used to taking orders from ‘adults’.

I got lucky just before my nineteenth
birthday in getting hired by the federal government. Like a lot of
other people, I took the civil service test and did well in it.
That doesn’t mean you get hired. They put you in what they call a
pool. And then various different areas can check that pool when
you’re looking for people to see who matches what they want.

I had done a lot of phone work as well as
data entry and had learned how to do word processing by myself. I
went to community college and took some courses for six months that
taught me more about working in offices and about office software.
So I figured I should be able to work as some kind of government
clerk.

Working for the government would probably be
boring, but they paid really well, and you got sick leave and
medical coverage, and all kinds of other benefits. So lots of
people wanted to. Anyway, I got called to an interview with a guy
called Larry.

Larry was like, about forty, had a bit of
paunch, and had that kind of attitude which I really didn’t like in
guys. Like, a kind of swaggering sense of superiority who treated
me like a kid, except when he treated me like a hot chick.
Fortunately, the government was not a place where he could safely
do much about that so when he offered me a job I accepted.

He was the administration manager for a
division in the Department of the Interior that had about three
hundred employees spread over three floors in a federal office
building downtown. I was one of a dozen people, mostly women, that
worked for him.

I was fine because I mostly worked by myself
or with a few other people in my group. I had my own cubicle, with
my own L-shaped desk, cabinet, coat rack, and desk lamp. It didn’t
take me long to master the software they used and my job was a mix
of ordering supplies and distributing them to the lower-level
clerks who worked for the different subgroups within the
division.

It really isn’t very complicated and I enjoy
it since it’s kind of stress-free. I also enjoy the money, which is
way better than anything else I have ever made. I even started
looking around for my own apartment. Not that I don’t like my
family, but I wanted my own place.

“This place should be perfect for you,” the
guy showing me the apartment said.

He was in his early forties, balding, wearing
a poorly fitting suit, and doing his best not to leer at me. It was
hot outside, and I was dressed informally, in blue-and-white
sneakers, thin white drawstring pants that sat low on my hips, and
a loose, midriff-baring blue halter.

The clothes were comfortable, and not
designed to attract men. But of course, they did attract men. I’m
not busty, but I’m sure not flat-chested either, and I definitely
work out. In fact, at one point I was a gymnast, but I grew just a
little too tall and my curves came in just a little too curvy.

“Look at this key,” he said, showing it to
me.

It wasn’t like any key I had ever seen
before. It was much longer and thinner.

“The previous tenant was a young lady like
yourself and she wanted really good security, so she had this
high-security deadbolt lock put in place.”

Even the keyhole look different than usual as
he slid the key in. I could hear the heavy bolt snapping back as he
pushed the door open and led me inside.

The door led into a very narrow hall. There
was a storage area directly across from the door, and next to that
a small bathroom. Past that was the actual bulk of the apartment,
such as it was. It was not very big, to put it mildly. But it was
very open because it was an older building and the ceiling was
quite high.

That meant there were very tall windows
looking out on the city. And that they had been able to improvise a
way to make the little place seem bigger by placing the bed up
above the bathroom and storage area. The actual kitchen, you can
call it that, is right underneath that, it consisted of a small
counter, a small sink, a microwave, and a small fridge.

It was at least all fairly new looking. “The
sleeping loft is up there,” he said, pointing at a kind of angled
ladder.

Well, I’m young and nimble, so I climbed up a
few steps, peering over the edge. The sleeping loft consisted of a
sunken rectangular area for a queen-size mattress, cupboards
against the wall on one side, and wall sconces for lighting on the
other, along with a little headboard where you could put an alarm
clock or something.

I realized after a moment that my butt was
just about at the same level as his face and that he was having a
hard time keeping his eyes off it. So I climbed up the rest of the
way into the loft. It wasn’t very tall, but I had no difficulty
moving around and opening the cupboards to see how much space
there’d be.

I turned and looked out through the windows
at the view with a daunting sense of delight. It wasn’t as big as
other places I had seen, but it was kind of new and shiny and a
little unusual. For what I wanted to pay, it wasn’t bad. And it
certainly had a good location.

I climbed back down the ladder, not even
caring if he was staring at my butt, then turned around
happily.

“I’ll take it,” I said.

I moved in a couple of weeks later and had a
great deal of fun decorating to make it seem cozy and homey. My
father installed a big flat screen on the wall downstairs in what
would be my living room. My mother brought in a toaster oven to add
to the kitchen… Kitchenette, really, and I added a smaller TV up in
the loft.

Meanwhile, my brother the nerd was adding a
little camera to the outside of the door frame so I could not only
see who was directly in front of the door but anything to either
side for some distance. He also spliced the cable line and ran it
up to the loft for me.

My new apartment took a fair chunk of my
paycheck to pay for but was well worth it. It also cut my commuting
time by two-thirds.

My main job, like I said, was ordering and
distributing supplies. It took me a little time to get used to the
inefficiencies of government. And shortly after they gave me a
credit card I apparently made a mistake. Sheila, the admin
assistant to the director, said that the director’s monitor had
gone on the fritz.

The clerk responsible for that kind of thing
called IT and they quickly came up and decided it was busted. But
they didn’t have a spare. So this being a director, I solved the
issue by going downstairs, getting in a cab, and driving ten
minutes away to a computer store where I bought one. Within an hour
I had it on her desk, unpacked, and plugged in.

I thought I was being very efficient. But
apparently I had violated several rules. To buy computer equipment,
I was supposed to go to the branch purchasing people, draw up a
purchase order, and have it included in their weekly orders so that
it would be cheaper. At least in theory. Also only IT was supposed
to install computer equipment, even if was just a monitor that any
idiot could do on their own.

Fortunately for me, the director was happy to
have her monitor and just told the rest of the people that it was
no big deal. Larry was a suck-up to those above him so of course he
quickly folded, and IT grumbled and went away.

This did bring me to the attention of the
director, though. Which is really what this is about. The
director’s name was Natalie. We tended to use first names and be
informal around the office. Natalie was almost the reverse of me.
I’m blond but she’s brunette. I’m relatively tall for a woman while
she’s short. I have a bit of a higher-pitched voice while hers is
low and dusky. She has wider shoulders, and definitely bigger
breasts.

Most differently, she seems quite
intimidating while absolutely nobody is intimidated by me. Of
course, part of it is that she’s the Director. Generally, what the
director says goes. She was kind of an aggressive, go-getter, and
young for her position at midway through her thirties.

It was only about a month later that Sheila
went on paternity leave, and Natalie asked me if I wanted to be her
temporary admin assistant. Since it was a bump up in salary and
would give me more experience at a higher level, and since I was
frankly too intimidated to think of a reason to say no, I
agreed.

The other thing you have to know about
working at this place was that everyone was divided up into what
they called teams. They weren’t really teams, of course. There were
usually anywhere from six to twelve people in each group headed by
a manager. But since I was now working for Natalie, I essentially
only worked in a team of two.

That meant I spent basically all day outside
her office going in and out, communicating mostly with her by email
or phone, doing stuff like photocopying and arranging for
messengers for her, and running her errands.

So I figured I kind of got to know her faster
than I had my other coworkers and I was very impressed by her, by
how smart she was, and how she managed to get her way and didn’t
back down. Some of the managers were scared spitless of her, even
the male managers I was impressed by. So that impressed me all the
more.

The other thing that you have to know is that
the higher up you go the harder you work. People might not expect
that of the government, but directors and higher-ups were expected
to get their work done regardless of how long it took. And they
didn’t get overtime.

Natalie often seemed to be frustrated at the
confusion around her. She told me that the higher up she got, the
more disorganized her bosses were. They tended to set a lot of
conflicting priorities without a lot of understanding of how
difficult it would be to meet them. This meant she had to work lots
of overtime, without pay. Fortunately, that didn’t extend to
me.

She mostly did her extra work at home anyway,
though she still often stayed late.

Since I was still kind of new, I didn’t know
a lot of people to have lunch with. Even most of the people I had
been working with in admin were much older than me, for one thing.
They nicknamed me baby Paige, because I was by far the youngest
employee in the group.

Anyway, this often meant that I just ate at
my desk. And since I went down to the cafeteria to grab something,
I often wound up grabbing something for Natalie, as well. One day
she had me sit down at the table in her office to eat with her
since we were both eating pizza.

“I shouldn’t have this,” she said. “I have to
watch my weight. I’m not a skinny-Minnie like you.”

“I’m not a skinny-Minnie,” I said. “And
believe me, any extra weight is pretty visible on me.”

“Are you suggesting I’m so big that the pizza
wouldn’t be noticed?” she asked dryly.

“Uhm, you’re very slender,” I temporized.

She snorted in amusement.

“At least you can reach stuff on the higher
shelves without having to jump up and down,” she said.

“You’re very athletic too,” I said with a
smile.

“Ha! If I jump up and down the girls get
angry,” she said. “And all the boys notice.”

I frowned in confusion for a moment before
realizing she was talking about her breasts. My eyes flicked
automatically to them and since she had removed her blazer they
were more noticeable than usual.

“They don’t seem all that uh…”

“Thirty-eight D,” she said, biting another
piece.

“Well, they look great on you, I mean, from
what I can see.”

“Oh don’t get me wrong, I look great in a
bikini or in a low-cut dress. My husband loves them. So they can be
useful, at times.” She smiled slyly. “But they do draw the wrong
kind of interest if I wear anything the least bit revealing.”

“Tell me about it,” I sighed.

“I hope nobody bothers you around here,” she
said.

“Oh no. They know the rules. That doesn’t
mean they don’t pay a lot of attention any time I walk up the
hall.

“There aren’t a lot of younger women here,
and none that look like you. Plus you have great legs.”

I sighed. “People say that and I honestly
don’t understand. What does that even mean? They’re legs. They’re
not fat and they’re not sticks but honestly, they’re just
legs.”

“And female legs look great under a skirt,”
she added. “But don’t ask me to explain what turns men on.”

“Everything?”

“When guys are young all they want is sex,
sex, sex,” she said. “They’re very easy to satisfy. When they get
older, they start coming up with weird ideas to make things a
little different, to add spice. On the other hand, they make up for
it by being more capable and less eager in bed.”

This was a strange conversation to have with
your boss. On the other hand, she was talking to me like no older
woman ever had. Certainly, none of my older relatives were going to
talk to me about sex.

“You don’t want them eager in bed?”

“I don’t want them playing with my breasts
like they’re squeeze toys.”

I laughed suddenly and sharply and had to put
a hand over my mouth.

“That is what they do!” I said, giggling.

“Fortunately, once you have a long-term
partner, you get to train them into acting the way you want. When
they’re young, they’re used to every girl telling them how good
they are even when they’re not. Have you ever told a boy you slept
with that you really didn’t enjoy it?”

“Well… Um… No.”

“I didn’t think so.”

“They have such delicate… egos on that
subject,” I said.

“Oh, I know. But if none of us ever tells
them they’re doing anything wrong, it’s hard to criticize them for
not improving. Besides, what most young women think of sex is more
a way to please their boyfriends or potential boyfriends. Most of
them don’t really expect to have a wicked good time of it.”

She wasn’t wrong, but I didn’t answer that. I
doubted she was one of those most girls, though. It was hard to
believe that some guy would’ve slept with her even when she was
younger and she would’ve flattered them about how good they’d been
when they didn’t perform well.

“Plus, most young girls don’t sleep around
enough to really realize just how much they could be missing. Until
they hit on a guy that knows his way around a woman’s body they
don’t really understand how good things can be. But once you have
that experience, they won’t want to put up with these
fumble-fingered, selfish idiots anymore. Believe me.”

“Are you saying I should be a slut?” I asked
in amusement.

“I think every girl should be a slut. Why
not? Every boy is.”

I couldn’t really argue with that, at least
about boys.

“Well, they can get away with it.”

“That is unfortunately true. The world is a
sexist place.”

“Tell me about it.” I sighed, rolling my
eyes.

“On the other hand, boys don’t need much from
sex. As long as the girl is attractive, they will enjoy it and come
pretty easily. We’re not so lucky. We can’t tell from looking at a
guy what he’s got in the way of equipment, nor can we tell if he’s
going to be good enough or last long enough to make us happy. Our
bodies are unfortunately a lot more complicated and require more
effort than theirs do.”

She brought her hand up and then tapped me
lightly on the forehead with her index finger.

“Of course, this is the most important
erogenous zone. If you’re in the right frame of mind, almost
anything can bring you off.”

This talk was a lot more frank than I had
ever expected with my boss! It was kind of like just two girls
talking about sex. Except that one of them was almost twice the age
of the other one and multiple levels higher in the hierarchy of the
department.

I probably should have discouraged her but to
be honest, I was finding the discussion fascinating. I mean, I had
talked about sex with my girlfriend before, but most of them didn’t
know much more than I did. And of course I read stuff and looked at
lots of videos on the internet, but I’d never felt the kind of
excitement and passion and pleasure the videos and romance novels
said I could.

“I guess there’s something wrong with my
brain then,” I said sourly.

“More likely something wrong with the boys
you’ve been dating,” she said. “Maybe you should try one of those
older men sometime. They’d be more likely to know what they were
doing.”

“More likely to want to spank me and tie me
up,” I grumbled.

I flushed as she raised her eyebrows, not
having intended to get quite that bold.

“Uhm, or so I’ve been told.”

She smiled. “Like I said, older men tend to
have more interesting ideas to spice sex up.”

“You mean they tend to be more
perverted.”

“All men are perverts,” she said. “You should
take that as a given. At least compared to women.”

“Well, I don’t see is how pretending I’m a
schoolgirl and letting them spank me is going to put my mind in the
right erogenous zone,” I said.

She laughed again. Then she gave me a knowing
look. “You might be surprised, little girl,” she said.
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Of course I reviewed all of Natalie’s
incoming correspondence, including email. A week after that someone
named Beth sent an email with an attachment. Beth sounded like she
knew Natalie very well and was talking about the fun they had had
at the cottage the previous weekend.

I clicked on the attachment and it opened
several picture files. I felt my jaw-dropping and my eyes widened
because the pictures had been taken on a boat. One of them had
Natalie kind of leaning against the side of the boat with a glass
in her hand and smiling. A second one was of her arm in arm with a
handsome-looking guy with a very muscular chest.

She was wearing a very small bikini in both
pictures, and she hadn’t been kidding about how well she filled out
a bikini. Boy did she look great! And very sexy! The third picture
had her holding the drink but topless, though she had her other arm
across her breasts to hide at least some of them. She sure was
busty!

There was nothing untoward about the
pictures. They were just people enjoying themselves at a cottage on
a boat. What made it seem strange was that she was my boss at an
office and you only ever thought about people at the office wearing
business outfits. It was strange to see a picture showing them so
human and with so much skin showing.

But it added to my thinking of Natalie as
more a friend than a boss because it made her seem more human and
more like a woman who could have fun as opposed to just a
stern-faced director. We didn’t often talk as openly as we had
during that lunch, but now and then things came up and at one point
I got the idea through a kind of interpretation of what she said
that her husband was very well endowed.

It was when she was basically saying I
shouldn’t settle for someone who didn’t have everything I
wanted.

“You’re cute enough to take your pick, Paige.
Get yourself a smart, capable guy who’s even-tempered fun to be
with and has a great body.”

“Easier said than done,” I said.

“Really. You can tell most of that from a few
minutes of interaction. Whether you’re sexually compatible is more
complicated, of course. If they got the right equipment, then they
can do the job, with training. Evan for example was not all that
great when I met him, but boy did he have the right equipment.”

She grinned at me and winked.

Okaaaaay.

The loft was great, in almost every way.
Having to climb up and down the ladder to go to bed or get up was
actually kind of neat, though it did present problems at times. But
like I said, it was an older building. So one day the power went
out, and looking outside it was obvious that it wasn’t the whole
block, but just the building.

It turned out that there was an electrical
fire and that the power was going to be out for several days.
Fortunately, this happened late on a Thursday. So I arranged with
my parents to go home for the weekend. Then I went to work.

As it happened, Natalie asked me to work late
that evening because she had to meet a big deadline and wanted to
have the weekend clear. I said yes of course and then no sooner had
I got back to my desk than I remembered that I had to go all the
way back home and not just to my loft that night. My parents lived
in a neighborhood where there is not very good bus service and
nowhere near the trains.

That made me anxious because it would mean
taking the train and then waiting for some time, like an hour for a
bus, and then still walking for half an hour in the dark. I mean,
rush-hour buses were fine, so I had been able to do that before,
but she wanted me to stay past seven when there would be no more
rush-hour service.

I had to confess to her that I had a problem
and that I shouldn’t have accepted.

“Is that all?” she said. “Well, that isn’t a
problem. My husband is away for the week as you know and won’t be
coming back until tomorrow morning. You can stay with me. We have a
guest room and I only live a few blocks away.”

The offer startled me, I mean, she was my
boss! On the other hand, we had sort of become friends, or at least
friendly.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I said uncertainly.

“Don’t worry, I promise not to molest you,”
she said in amusement.

I flushed, embarrassed.

Then she winked. “Unless you want me to,” she
said in amusement.

“Um, that’s okay!” I gulped.

“Good. That settled,” she said firmly. “Now
back to work or we’ll be here all damn night.”

We ate dinner at our desks and didn’t
actually wind up leaving until almost eight. Natalie might only
live a few blocks away but she wasn’t going to walk that distance
at night. So we went down to the garage and got into her car, a
Mercedes, for the short drive to her place.

I was a little uncomfortable because I mean I
didn’t really know her that well. I mean, well enough to have a
sleepover, I suppose I mean. On the other hand, I thought it might
be good to get to know each other better. And, I don’t want to make
it seem like I’m very mercenary, but it wouldn’t hurt my career if
a director thought well of me and was kind of my friend.

As they say, it’s not what you know but who
you know.

“I didn’t really bring anything for a
sleepover,” I said.

“My husband was a Boy Scout and believes in
being prepared. So we have spare almost everything, including for
guests. Don’t worry. You’ll be fine.”

It only took a couple of minutes before she
was pulling into another underground parking lot and then parking.
I was tired but anxious as I followed her across the parking lot to
the elevators. Her high heels clicked on the pavement and I felt
very girlish padding along beside her in sneakers.

We got into this luxurious elevator and my
eyes widened as I saw just how many floors there. My eyes followed
the numbers up to eighty-four. Natalie and her husband lived on the
seventy-fifth floor and I clasped my hands at the rail on the side
of the elevator as we shot up quickly.

“This is a tall building,” I said in
surprise.

“It has a nice view of the river.”

The corridor was dimly lit with sort of
crystal wall sconces next to glossy dark wooden double doors along
the walls. She stopped at one and unlocked it then pushed it back
and ushered me inside. As the lights came on I saw with some
surprise that there was a little pond with tropical fish in it
against the wall, with water flowing down into it from a small,
fake waterfall.

Past the entry hall was a large room with
sofas at one end, a full grand piano in the corner, wing chairs
near the fireplace, and then a large white marble dining table
further in. The living room part had two full-sized sofas facing
each other and a pair of upholstered chairs at right angles across
a large coffee table. But there was still a good six feet of
distance between the rear of the two sofas and the walls behind
them.

The ceilings were about 12 feet high and the
windows were these huge square things that would let in immense
amounts of light into the room in the daytime. Now they just looked
out on the glittering lights of the city.

“Let me show you to the spare bedroom,” she
said.

The spare bedroom was bigger than most
people’s master bedrooms. It had a king-size bed facing one of
those big square windows with another big square window to its
left. There were two upholstered chairs at the foot of the bed
facing the dresser over to the right. There was an attached
bathroom just to the left of the door with things like toothbrushes
still in their wrappers and fluffy white dressing gowns on the back
of the door.

Each of the big square windows had a
foot-deep frame which was padded on the bottom. I guess so you can
sit there in the window and enjoy the view.

Natalie picked up what looked like a remote
control from one of the night tables and pointed it at the window
at the foot of the bed a blind rolled down from the top of the
frame to the bottom.

“In case you’re worried about privacy,” she
said. “Though there really isn’t anyone high enough close enough to
see anything.”

She pressed another button and the cushioned
seat at the bottom of the window frame flipped up and back and a
large flatscreen TV rose up. I couldn’t help staring in amazement
at it. The thing must’ve been 80 inches or more.

“Wow!” I said. “This place must cost a
fortune!”

“You just have to marry the right husband,
honey,” she said with a grin.

“I guess you did,” I said, impressed.

“Don’t settle for second best, like I’ve said
before. Handsome, fun, great sex, and rich are a great combination
in a spouse.”

She turned away and headed for the door.

“I’m going to get undressed and have a
shower,” she said.

I hesitated and then followed her to the door
but she didn’t seem to expect me to follow past that so I closed
the door slowly and looked around the room again. It was an amazing
freaking room! It would’ve been great to have it as my bedroom. Not
that I didn’t appreciate my little loft bed, but boy this was
something else.

The bathroom had a shower that was easily
five times as big as the one in my little loft apartment and I
figured if she was going to have a shower this was probably a good
time for me to have one too.

I wondered exactly how much her husband made.
All I knew about him was that he used to be a football player at
college, and now was in banking. Well, I guess banking was where
the money was at.

I went into the bathroom, closed the door,
and locked it, just because I was in a strange place, before
stripping. I wasn’t really used to taking my clothes off outside my
own place, or occasionally, somewhere with a guy.

The place was very well-equipped, including
little bottles of shampoo and body wash. And the multiple
showerheads were a delight. As were the fluffy towels afterward and
the hairdryer and brush on the counter that looked new.

After getting all clean I was hesitant to put
on my old clothes. I’d been wearing them since early morning, after
all. I slipped on one of the white robes and tied the belt and then
went out into the bedroom, pleased once again at how nice it was on
the eyes.

The carpeting was just as soft on my bare
feet as the robe was on my body and I moved across to the bed and
sat on the edge as I played with the remote to bring up a menu on
the TV. It had pretty much every streaming service you can imagine
along with several hundred channels on the cable dial.

I put the remote down and got up and walked
around the bed to the big window looking out on the city. What a
view they had here! I didn’t see where you really needed blinds.
Even if I was naked in the window nobody was going to see me
without a telescope.

I’m not sure where I got the inspiration from
except that I was naked under the soft fabric of the robe. But I
opened the robe and pulled it wide as if flashing the city,
smirking and rolling my hips from side to side as I arched my back
and presented my naked body to the distant towers as well as the
ones below.

“If you want anyone to appreciate that you
have to do it from a lower floor,” I heard Natalie say from behind
me.

I yelped in surprise and snapped the robe
closed before spinning around to see her in the doorway grinning at
me. She was wearing what looked like a loose pair of drawstring
pants and a black peasant shirt.

“Every pretty girl has something of the
exhibitionist in her,” she said in amusement.

I was very embarrassed, of course. I started
to stutter out something and she waved away negligently. “Oh don’t
worry about it,” she said. “I’ve actually stood in the windows
naked.”

I stared at her in astonishment. “Y-You
have?”

“What did I just say about exhibitionism?
Let’s face it, Paige, we’re all told from the time we’re little
girls that our value is in how pretty we are, then how sexy we are,
and how hot we are. That’s not very progressive but in a lot of
ways it’s how society looks at us and how we measure ourselves.
We're pleased at being hot and sexy and having great bodies. We
wouldn’t be human, otherwise.

“But we live in a weird society which also
says we’re not allowed to show how hot and sexy we are except at
certain times and on certain occasions. Of course that’s weirdly
frustrating. Which is probably why so many girls have fantasies
about being strippers. And don’t tell me you haven’t danced in
front of your mirror, thinking about it.”

I flushed a little more. But of course, she
was quite right. The woman was right about an awful lot of
things.

“You think I want to wear minimizer bras all
day? You know how uncomfortable those things are?”

I stared at her in surprise again. I had
barely even heard of such things and hadn’t known she wore
them.

“Um, I didn’t know you did.”

“Why would you? Though I think I did mention
I’m a thirty-eight D.”

“Well, yeah. Actually, I remember thinking
you can’t be that big.”

She snorted in amusement and then casually
reached down and pulled the hem of her blouse up over her breasts
which were bare. I felt my face flushing slightly again, but I was
impressed despite myself. She really did have big boobs, and they
were pretty firm for their size. Though nothing like mine, of
course.

She dropped the blouse back, as she came
across the room.

“I actually came to mention that you can toss
your things into the washer, and show you where that was, but
you’ve given me another idea.”

“W-What idea?” I gulped as she stopped
uncomfortably close, forcing me to tilt my head back.

And with that, she simply gripped the lapels
of the robe I was wearing, pulled it firmly up and in towards her,
and leaned in and kissed me. On the lips!

I was astonished, and didn’t even react for
the first couple of seconds. During that time she released the
lapels and slid her hands into my hair, gripping it and pulling
back as she let her lips slide against mine with a soft mixture of
warmth, heat, and passion.

Even in the midst of my shock I felt
something like a sense of awe at just how good a kisser Natalie
was. I mean, I don’t claim to be an expert but boy, she was good!
And since I had instinctively gripped the front of the robe when
she’d pulled on it I didn’t even know what to do or how to react at
first!

My mind was still gripped by surprise and
confusion, and spun furiously through several possible responses
and what to say and do, all mixed in with anxiety about how she
might react. I didn’t want to piss her off or insult her or
anything!

Her body pushed against me and I found myself
stumbling back a bit until I was against the wall. Her fingers were
combing through my hair as her kiss continued. It was already the
longest kiss I’d ever had! And also, I reluctantly felt myself
accept – the best one too!

I could feel my heart pounding as my pulse
raced, and when her soft breasts pushed against me I felt a
strange, dark sense of squirming breathlessness as my chest
tightened. My instincts were confused. At first, my instinct was to
push her back and tell her that I wasn’t really into girls. But
that kiss was really something!

And while it was true that I wasn’t really
into girls, those smoldering eyes and her incredible kiss were
making things down low in my body flutter and thrum with energy. My
mind began flying quickly through various thoughts, the biggest of
which was; ‘why not?’

I mean, why not go for it and see what it was
like!? I had kind of fooled around a little with girls my own age
before, but that was mostly just experimenting. I had no doubt that
Natalie was an expert at whatever she did in terms of sex. Sleeping
with her would be an incredible experience!

And the more I thought about it, the more
those lips moved so deliciously against mine, the more excited I
felt myself getting.

I gasped as she gripped my hair and tugged
back sharply, then pulled her lips off mine to kiss her way down
along the nape of my neck. Her lips slid up against my earlobe,
chewing lightly as my mind fluttered like a bird in a cage, not
knowing what to do.

Once again my thoughts were confused. At
first, I didn’t want to be seen as some kind of completely clueless
virgin type. I wanted to do something that would impress her and
demonstrate that I was kind of sophisticated. Except, of course, I
wasn’t.

I felt the rise of a certain confused,
muddled thought. It was like, something inside me just said I
should let her lead the way. Let her show me what she wanted, and
show me what she could do. It’s not like I was going to build to
keep up with her with what experience I had. This wasn’t like
normal sex with a guy that I had to impress, in other words.

And something told me she didn’t want me to
be impressive. Nor did she think I would be. We had discussions
before about sex - in the periphery of it, at least. I doubted she
thought I was some kind of extremely experienced girl. So the only
way I could disappoint her would be to pretend to be something I
wasn’t.

She eased back a little, grinning at me and
lightly sliding her fingers through my hair.

“Wow,” I gulped. “You really know how to
kiss!”

“I know quite a lot of things, blonde
girl.”

She grinned and released my hair, then I felt
her hands at the belt of the robe and yelped as she quickly untied
it. Before I could even respond she’d spun me around to face the
wall while drawing the cloth belt back across my arms, then tugging
it firmly back behind me to pin my arms to my sides!

“I have a few things to show you, my pretty,”
she purred. “I want you to learn a few things which I have no doubt
at all will vastly improve your life.”

My mind was even more wildly flustered now as
I found myself basically naked, with the robe and my arms pinned
back to my sides and arms! Then she yanked me sideways and I half
stumbled and almost fell – but onto the padded window base beside
the wall.

In seconds she’d pushed me onto the bench
while dropping to her knees on the floor. Her hands yanked my legs
up and spread them wide, and I could only gape as she dropped her
mouth in and began to lick her way up and down the line of my
sex!

I mean, holy fucking hell!

Things had happened so fast I was left
basically slumped there on the bench with my back and head against
the window as I gaped at her licking away at me! I saw her draw her
hands in along my thighs, using her forearms to kind of force my
legs wider as her thumbs eased open the tight lips of my sex.

And then, wow, that tongue! I felt this
incredible explosion of sensation in my pussy! It flooded rapidly
up through my lower belly and left me gasping for breath! Her
tongue lapped steadily at me, at first, then suddenly switched
directions, sweeping from side to side. She brought her lips in and
kind of sucked on my now very swollen little button, making me gasp
again, then resumed that long, sweeping licking motion, only harder
and faster now!

And I still hadn’t overcome my shock enough
to say much of anything!

“N-Natalie!” I moaned.

She rolled her eyes up at me.

“You have a gorgeous little pussy, blonde
girl,” she said.

Then she resumed licking! Only now I saw her
bring her long, index finger in and slowly push it up inside
me!

“Don’t worry, blonde girl. When I’m done with
you, you’re going to have a whole new appreciation of what to
expect from your lovers. And why you shouldn’t settle for
less.”

My mind was squirming wildly with indecision,
uncertainty, embarrassment, shock, and confusion. It had only
barely penetrated that I was essentially tied up and naked! And
then her finger kind of angled up and forward and began to sort of…
rub firmly against the front wall of my sex in a way that made my
body squirm too!

Holy fuck!

“W-wait!” I moaned.

“Wait for what? I want to make you come. You
have such a pretty face with those beautiful, sexy blue eyes. I
want to see the look on your face when you come.”

She eased a second finger inside me and I
gasped helplessly.

“You’re practically as tight as a virgin,”
she said in amusement. “But then you are a skinny thing.”

I stared at her two fingers gripped between
the lips of my sex and shuddered as she caught my little clit
between her pursed lips and sucked rhythmically. The sensations
were overwhelming!

“Mmmmm, so tasty,” she said.

My mind was still spinning its wheels but the
heat was melting my inhibitions, melting my brain! The pleasure,
passion, sexual electricity, call it what you will, had grown to a
level I could hardly ever remember experiencing before. My heart
was pounding, my pulse racing, my chest tight, and his steady flood
of pleasure was sweeping up through my body from where her fingers
and tongue were working.

I mean, don’t get me wrong. It’s not like no
one had ever given me oral sex before. But the guys who had done it
had not had a fraction of her enthusiasm, expertise, or skill.
Mostly, it seemed like they were just checking a box on a list of
tasks they had to do before getting to what they really wanted.

Natalie was attacking my pussy like she was a
hungry animal and it was the best-tasting food she’d ever had! She
was doing things with those long fingers that no guy had ever done
in producing sensations I had never felt before. And that was quite
aside from that incredible tongue of hers!

She was rubbing those fingers along the front
wall of my sex harder and harder and I could feel that I was
getting hot and moist inside even as her tongue did things to my
clitoris that no one had ever done before. I felt the strength
going out of me, felt myself melting down, slumping more, my legs
spreading wider as a dark heat swept up my body.

There was nothing I needed to do or wanted to
do, but just lay there with my legs spread and wallow in all that
pleasure coursing through me.

I felt the muscles in my belly and hips
spasming as my chest tightened further. One of her hands slid up my
body and gently kneaded my breast, her thumb sweeping back and
forth across my very stiff nipple. I couldn’t help moaning aloud as
my breasts throbbed and my nipple crackled with pleasure. Her thumb
was sweeping back and forth across my nipple and every time it did
I felt another little jolt, a little rush of heat adding to the
fire within my body and mind.

She straightened up abruptly, two fingers
inside me joined by a third which made me groan as it stretched me
wider. She pumped them in and out as she leaned in and took the
center of my left breast into her mouth, sucking and licking at the
nipple as her teeth chewed lightly at the surrounding flesh.

Her other hand slid up through my hair,
pulling back sharply as she rose to chew her way up along my
exposed throat. Then her lips were on mine again kissing me
passionately as her fingers drove deeper into my body.

Her lips seemed more determined to crush
mine, hungry and passionate as they slid down against me. I felt
overwhelmed as well as overpowered I could think of little to do
other than simply give way, submit, and see where this took me.
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Her wriggling fingers pushed all the way into
me to the knuckles and then her thumb began to sweep from side to
side across my clitoris. I gasped and moaned, the sensations
jolting me, pummeling me, my muscle starting to spasm again as heat
flared wildly within me.

God! This woman really knew her way around a
girl’s body!

Her fingers were faster and harder, my body
began to tremble and shake, my nipples tingling, my breathing
ragged as heat and hunger flooded my mind.

Her lips pulled back from me but she still
held my hair firmly.

“Are you going to come for me, blonde girl?
Are you?”

She leaned in and took my nipple between her
pursed lips, massaging it until she sucked in, her lips moving
forward as she drew more of my breast between them, her tongue
sweeping back and forth across the burning hot little button.

I gasped and grunted and moaned as her
fingers thrust into me again and again, her thumb rubbing furiously
against my burning little clitoris. I realized with some
astonishment that I actually was getting close to orgasm, and that
if I came it would be the first time I had with anyone.

Her hand released my hair and then, startling
me again, went to my throat, squeezing it so that my eyes felt as
if they were bulging, shutting off my breathing as she looked down
at me.

“Are you going to disobey your boss, baby?
Because your boss orders you to come. Come for me, blonde girl. Let
me see you come like the sexy blonde slut you wish you were.”

Ho-ly fuuuuck!

I couldn’t do anything to free her hand,
which brought home to me just how incredibly helpless I was before
her. My chest was starting to burn and my head was pounding from
lack of oxygen.

Then she loosened her fingers, and I gulped
in air, gasping wildly and repeatedly as she bent to suck and lick
and chew at the center of my breast.

I moaned and shuddered and writhed in place
and then felt the heat exploding in my mind. My hips began to buck
uncontrollably as she raised her eyes and stared into my face. I
stared back, even as my eyes began to glaze over. The orgasm took
control of my body and drowned my mind in pleasure and passion.

My body trembled and shook, my hips grinding
frantically up against her thrusting fingers and rubbing thumb. I
arched my back, rolling my head back against the glass, letting out
helpless little cries of pleasure as the orgasm exploded within me.
My legs spasmed and I slid down further, gasping for breath as she
tightened her fingers again.

What an orgasm it was! It was totally
mind-blowing! I was left drained and gasping for breath, my chest
heaving as her fingers slowed.

She grinned at me, but it was not a
particularly friendly grin. It struck me as more… predatory.

I gasped as she straightened and stood up,
then gripped my arm and also my hair, forcing me up off the bench
to my feet. We didn’t go far, though. She shoved me hard against
the bed so I fell over and then bent to grip my legs and lifted
them up to throw me entirely onto the bed.

I felt her untying the robe’s belt, then
pulling the robe away from me. But then she tied the belt around my
wrist instead. Then, casually gripping my hair and ignoring my
gasps of pain, she turned me on the bed so that my head was toward
the headboard. I grunted as she straddled my body, still confused,
still recovering from that colossal orgasm.

And still having no clue what to do or say or
how to respond!

She pulled my other hand together with the
first and wrapped the robe belt around them both, pulling it tight
before stretching out and tying the belt to the headboard above my
head.

Crack!

She slapped my bottom sharply.

She got off me and slapped it again.
Crack!

“Roll over, blonde girl,” she said.

I gasped and obeyed, and she grinned that
predatory grin again as she spread my legs apart and then
disappeared below the edge of the bed momentarily. When she rose up
again she had a kind of strap in her hand and quickly slipped it
around my left ankle before bending further and fixing it in place
somewhere down around the bottom leg of the bed.

I thought, wow, like, this is kinky
stuff!

“N-Natalie?” I gulped.

She ignored me, crossing to the other side of
the bed and producing a second strap before reaching across and
grabbing my right ankle to pull my legs wide. Very wide. Like,
straining wide. I felt my mind starting to fill with uncertainty
and anxiety even as I watched her strap my ankle in place and
realized how helpless I was. Again.

She looked at me for a moment and then peeled
her top up and off to expose those large breasts once more. A
moment later, she shoved her trousers down and stepped out of them
naked. I gulped anxiously as I watched her climb into bed and kneel
between my legs. Then she crawled forward so she was above me
before settling her body down atop mine.

Her fingers slid through my hair and she
lowered her lips to mine, kissing me delicately, at first, then
with more hunger and passion as I felt the unfamiliar sensation of
her soft, warm breasts pillowing against my own.

Her kiss deepened and one of her hands slid
up and down along my ribs then up to cup and squeeze my breast. She
drew her lips back and looked down at me with those intense
eyes.

“Tell me you’re my little bitch,” she
purred.

I stared at her in astonishment for a moment,
then yelped as she eased back and pinched my nipple.

“Remember who the boss is here, baby girl.
Remember who’s giving the orders. Tell me you’re my little
bitch.”

I yelped again. “I-I’m your little bitch,” I
gasped hesitantly.

She kissed me again, hard, passionate, her
hand caressing and kneading my breast. She kind of slid her body a
little to my right so that her legs were straddling my right leg.
That put her right thigh directly against my open sex and I felt
her rubbing it gently against me as she kissed her way along the
nape of my neck.

She raised her head again, her eyes catching
mine. “Tell me you’re my slut.”

Holy shit! This was so weird and wild and
kinky! But, a dark, bubbling rush of heat swept through me.

My mind still squirmed at the thought of
saying it but then she casually caught my left nipple between her
thumb and forefinger and began to pinch and twist.

“Oh! Oh! I’m your slut!” I gasped.

She bent and took the center of my breast
into her mouth, licking and sucking at my throbbing nipple, then
she raised her head again and looked at me. “Say I’m Natalie’s
little blonde whore.”

“I can’t say that!” I gasped.

“You have to always obey what your boss says,
blonde girl. Otherwise, you get punished.”

She rolled off me and then padded naked
across the floor and out the door. I stared after her, my chest
still rising and falling rapidly, my pulse still racing. I looked
down the length of my body with a sense of disbelief and wonder.
How on earth had I fallen into this so quickly and without the
slightest warning?!

More to the point, what was I supposed to do
now? Should I tell her to untie me and stop this? Probably. But the
thing was that I was far from sure I wanted to stop. I mean, that
incredible orgasm she’d already given me had whetted my appetite
for more. Sure, this was kinky and perverted, but I had never felt
that kind of intense orgasm before. And I wanted to feel it
again.

I pulled a little against the straps. They
were very firm. I tried pulling against the belt but that too held
my wrists tightly. A sense of unreality swept over me even as she
returned, holding what looked like a small ball in her hand. A
moment later I realized that her hand was gloved. Which was
confusing.

She climbed into bed and settled between my
spread legs. Her hands caressed my thighs then she bent and licked
her way up and down along my sex before sliding higher. Her lips
and tongue traced the line of my abdomen and then circled my belly
button before going higher. Her body followed as she kissed and
lightly chewed her way up to my breasts.

There her hands massaged them, squeezing them
together, as her tongue and lips sucked and caressed each nipple in
turn. As before, she rolled over to my right then her left hand
gripped my hair and tugged back sharply so that I cried out.

She leaned in and kissed lightly along the
nape of my neck then sucked a little at my earlobe.

“Say I’m Miss Natalie’s little blonde whore,”
she whispered.

I moaned instead and she chuckled softly
before bringing her other hand up across to my breasts. The gloved
hand now held an ice cube and she let the cube slowly trace around
and around my left nipple, ignoring my yelp and squeal as my body
strained against the restraints.

“Those who disobey their orders get
punished,” she said

She brought the icy little cube directly
across my nipple, then. She rested it there momentarily then began
to rub it slowly back and forth from side to side as I squealed and
twisted helplessly.

“Oh! Oh! Natalie! Take it away! Take it off!”
I cried.

“I didn’t hear please in there, blonde
girl.”

“Please! Please!”

“Say please miss Natalie.”

“Please, Miss Natalie!”

“That’s better. Remember to always speak with
respect to your superiors.”

She mouthed my nipple, sucking hungrily, then
raised her eyes and gave me a stern look.

“Now tell me you’re my little blonde
whore.”

I moaned helplessly, feeling the rush of
sensation as her thigh continued to rub firmly against my open sex,
feeling a strange dark thrill at how wild and kinky this was and
the strange absence of any fear of damage to my reputation. Unlike
any of the sex or sexual things I had done before I didn’t think
there was any chance at all that she was going to be bragging about
this to anyone I knew or to anyone at work.

I felt her teeth closing on my nipple and
yelped in pain.

“I’m your little blonde whore!” I cried.

Her teeth abandoned my nipple, and she raised
her eyes again “Miss Natalie. Say I’m Miss Natalie’s little blonde
whore.”

Oh wow! This was crazy!

“I-I’m Miss Natalie’s little blonde whore!” I
gulped, face flushed.

Her right hand slid slowly up and down my
body as her leg continued to rub gently against me. She leaned in
to kiss along my neck and across my cheek then onto my lips.

“I think I want to make you come again,” she
said.

Her right hand slid down my body, and her leg
moved aside as her fingers found my clitoris.

“Have you ever been masturbated by another
woman?”

I felt a rush of squirming emotional
discomfort at the words. Then I cried out as she tugged sharply
back on my hair.

“Answer me!”

“N-No!” I gasped.

She jerked on my hair again. “No miss
Natalie,” she growled. “Say it.”

“No, Miss Natalie!” I cried.

Woah! She was really taking this kinky stuff
seriously! I felt a small jolt of anxiety at how serious she might
actually be.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

My mind squirmed even more, but I said it.
“I’m your slut, Miss Natalie!”

She smiled and mouthed her way down between
my legs, shifting her body until she was laying on the bed between
them once more. Her tongue moved slowly against me, at first, but
she seemed to pick up energy, her tongue licking faster and harder.
Her fingers pushed into me again, and I trembled and moaned, laying
my head back, absorbing the sensations building up and sweeping
through me.

There was no denying the heat, no denying the
passion, no denying the building sexual pressure within me as I
once again felt my inhibitions melting away in the storm of dark
heat.

Her fingers stretched me wider, thrusting in
and out repeatedly, twisting and turning inside me as my pussy
thrummed with more and more heat and pleasure. And then I came
again, crying out in startled surprise as my mind was swept aside
and battered by the intensity of the rush of pleasure flooding into
it.

I strained against the restraints, thrashing,
and twisting, arching my back and crying out in helpless pleasure
as my entire body seemed to flare, to radiate with a deep, burning
sensual explosion of wondrous pleasure.

Natalie licked me through it then slid up my
body again, mouthing and sucking and kneading my breasts then
crawling higher. I moaned weakly as she straddled my head, her bent
legs framing it, blocking out the world on either side as she sank
her shaven pussy down against my mouth.

“I hope you’ve been paying attention to the
little lessons I’ve been giving you, blonde girl.”

With that she pressed her naked sex against
my mouth, her fingers twirling tendrils of blonde hair around them
to tug it sharply.

“Please your mistress, blonde girl.”

Oh wow! But it wasn’t like I had a lot of
choices. And I don’t really even mean that I was tied up. I mean,
since she had performed oral sex on me and given me two incredible
orgasms it would be pretty churlish of me to refuse to reciprocate.
But I was very hesitant, feeling more anxiety because I knew I
wasn’t going to be able to come anywhere near matching her
skills.

My mistress?! Yikes! So that was the game she
was playing. Well, it was certainly in keeping with her tying me
up. And I didn’t spend a lot of time thinking it over, focusing
instead on working my tongue against her the way she had done to
me.

It felt so weird and wild to be laying like
this on my back with my legs spread so wide and my wrists tied
down! It was doing something strange to my mind and filling me with
a sense of crackling sexual energy. Things were out of control and
I had no idea what would happen next!

She eased back a bit, looking down between
her breasts at me.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” she growled.

I gulped anxiously. “I-I’m your slut!” I said
breathlessly.

She jerked sharply on my hair and I yelped in
pain.

“Miss Natalie,” she said. “Try again.”

“I’m… I’m your slut, Miss Natalie!” I
gasped.

“Much better, slut.”

She rubbed her pussy against my mouth again
and I started to lick as she eased her pull on my hair.

This was so sick! But in a wild, thrilling
way!

She eased back again.

“Have you ever licked a pussy before, blonde
girl?”

“N-No, Miss Natalie!” I gulped.

“Nasty little straight girl. How dare you
refuse to lick pussies! You should be punished for that.”

She tugged on my hair, but lightly.

“Tell me you love licking my pussy,
bitch.”

Wow! You know, I was far from used to talking
during sex. I mean, if I said anything it would be like soft
whispers of how good he was or how much I like something. And he
might say pretty much the same, saying like my breasts were
gorgeous or he loved how tight I was.

But this weird kinky stuff was a completely
new experience. I kind of got it, what she was doing, given the
being tied up and stuff about ‘mistress’, and it was wickedly
exciting, even if it did produce a strange mixture of anxiety and
embarrassment.

“I-I love licking your pussy, Miss
Natalie!”

She ground her sex against my mouth again and
I resumed licking.

“Ahh, there. Harder, slut. Faster. That’s it.
Faster, my lovely blonde slut!”

I shuddered and licked as she ground herself
against me, desperate to please her. She groaned louder, ground
herself harder and faster, and then came, pulling my mouth up
against her and essentially grinding herself furiously against my
mouth and face.

Yikes! This was insane!

She slid her butt backward, down my body,
bringing her mouth down against mine, then along the nape of my
neck, then down onto my breasts before she rose to sit back on her
heels. Her hands caressed my body as she looked down at me.

“But of course, what you really like is a big
cock, isn’t that right?”

I stared at her anxiously, uncertainly. What
did she want me to say?! Did you think I was disappointed with her
something? I didn’t want her to think that! But I couldn’t lie.

“You… You were amazing!” I gulped.

Her eyes narrowed. She dropped forward onto
all fours above me and gripped my hair and jerked my head to one
side as she kind of chewed along the nape of my neck.

“That wasn’t what I asked you, blonde girl,”
she growled into my ear.

She raised her head until her face was only
inches above mine.

“You love having a big cock inside you,” she
growled. “Admit it.”

I was wildly flustered and confused again
about what she wanted me to say. And so I did what she told me.

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

She growled and dropped low, jerking my head
straight back to expose the front of my throat and then caught it
between her jaws. I felt her teeth bite down and gasped in alarm
before she drew back.

“Did you forget my name, slut?”

“No, Miss Natalie!” I gasped.

“Tell me you love having a big cock inside
you.”

“I… I love having a big cock inside me, Miss
Natalie!” I gulped.

“Blonde slut,” she taunted.

She fingered and rolled my nipples.

“Tell me you’re my little blonde slut.”

“I’m your little blonde slut, Miss Natalie!”
I moaned.

“And you love cock. Say it.”

“I… and I love cock, Miss Natalie!”

She smiled down at me, then slid backward and
rolled off my body and off the bed. She unstrapped first one leg,
then the other.

“Roll onto your belly, slut,” she
growled.

Heart beating faster, pulse rate shooting up,
I obeyed.

“Now raise your bottom in the air. High in
the air, slave girl. Spread your legs wide. You want a big cock
inside you, don’t you?”

She caressed my buttocks and slapped
them.

“Higher, slut!”

I gasped and tried to raise my hips higher
still as she moved around to the foot of the bed. I couldn’t see
what she was doing, but then could feel her climbing onto the bed
behind me.

“Beg me to fuck you,” she ordered

Crack! She slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Ow! Please fuck me, Miss Natalie!” I
squealed.

I felt something thick and rounded push
against the mouth of my sex, felt it rubbing up and down, then
slowly spreading me wider and wider… achingly wide as I gulped in
air.

“Tight little slut.”

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck your tight pussy!”

God! This was so nasty! So wild! My body was
becoming electric with sexual tension!

Crack!

“Do it, slut!”

“Ow! Please fuck my tight pussy, Miss
Natalie!” I cried.

I could feel something thick slowly pushing
deeper and deeper into my body as my pulse raced wildly.

I moaned and gasped at how thick it was. It
felt thicker than any cock I’d ever had inside me before!

“Oh! Please! It’s… it’s big!” I moaned.

Crack!

“You love big cocks, you blonde slut.”

Crack!

“Everyone knows you blonde girls love big
cocks.”

Crack!

“Dirty girl.”

Crack!

I felt the thing sliding back, then pushing
forward again, sliding back, then pushing forward – deeper! Her
hands slid over my buttocks and hips, then down along my sides. I
cried out as she gripped my hair and tugged back, then slapped my
bottom again.

“Beg me to fuck your whore brains out,” she
ordered.

Holy fuck!

Crack!

“Do it, whore!”

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck my whore brains out, Miss
Natalie!” I cried.

“I intend to, you blonde slut. I’m going to
make you come so hard you forget your name.”

 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Fuck! God! Fuck, it was big, and she kept
pushing deeper! A part of me was excited by that, but it also ached
and I was getting anxious. I felt it moving slowly in and out, in
and out, pushing deeper as I moaned and wriggled helplessly.

“I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been
fucked before, you blonde slut,” she said in amusement.

I cried out as she yanked on my hair and
slapped my bottom.

“I’m going to fuck you so good that you’re
going to give up regular cocks forever.”

And then she started to do just that. My body
began to accommodate the size and thickness of the thing she was
using. I assumed it was a dildo of some kind. And since she
obviously wasn’t holding it, it must be attached to her body. So it
was some kind of strap-on, and she was fucking me like a man
would.

The thought of that was wild and weird and
hot and outrageous and wicked and kinky and thrilled some dark side
of my mind as she continued to thrust that big cock of hers in and
out of my body. And then, it went deeper still and I felt her hips,
and some kind of straps against her skin, pressing against my
upraised buttocks.

“I knew you could take a big hard cock, you
blonde whore.”

She ground herself against me slowly,
clockwise and then counterclockwise, and then started to draw back
once again. Her hands glided up and down my body, and then she
leaned over me, pressing her breasts against my back. She chewed
her way lightly along the nape of my neck and up under my earlobe,
growling softly.

“Sexy blonde slut,” she whispered in my ear.
“I’m going to make you come again.”

Her right hand pushed in beneath me, up under
my belly which was raised high, her long fingers stretching up
until they could feel the straining lips of my sex wrapped around
her cock. I moaned as her fingers began to stroke my clitoris, her
body pushing in and out in short, deep strokes that slapped her
hips against my buttocks.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” she whispered.

I moaned and she bit a little harder on the
nape of my neck.

“I’m your bitch, Miss Natalie!” I moaned.

Her teeth drew back and she sucked lightly on
my earlobe.

“Tell me you’re my whore.”

“I-I’m your whore, Miss Natalie!” I
gasped.

Her hips move faster, slapping my buttocks
harder, causing my body to shutter.

“Nasty little blonde girl,” she whispered.
“Tell me you love my big cock.”

“I love your big cock, Miss Natalie!”

In fact, after my initial discomfort, my body
and mind were both starting to pulse and thrum with sexual pressure
that kept growing faster and more intense with every passing
second. This harsh, rough, strangely thrilling sex was doing
something twisty to my mind. I felt completely under her power,
completely in thrall to her.

The dildo, or cock, or whatever it was that
was driving into my upraised pussy was battering away at my mind
with some kind of strange sense of instinctive carnal delight.

She straightened up behind me, and I felt her
hands on my hips jerking me back to meet her thrusts. It was just
so much like being used by a guy! Only none of the guys I had sex
with had been this rough or dominating! And I’d never been tied up
while they used me, never been helpless, never been so powerfully
used.

Used!

That’s a strange way of thinking about sex,
isn’t it?! It’s certainly not the way I usually think about it. But
that was what it felt like. And not in a bad way. I mean, the idea
that I was being used as her bitch, which she already said I was,
was somehow a strange, dark, desperate thrill that filled my body
with heat and my mind with excitement.

I had never given up control like this
before, not just in the way that I was tied up, but in the way of
simply accepting that Natalie could do whatever she wanted and that
she probably knew so much better than me, was so much more
sophisticated and older and wiser that I just had to go along with
it.

It was weird, frankly. Even in the midst of
the passion and hunger which gripped my mind I felt myself
wondering about why this was so deliciously hot. In a weird way, it
was sex without strings, without danger, and without worries.

What I mean by that is that I didn’t have to
worry about getting pregnant or getting some kind of disease, or
having my reputation trashed the next day, or if I really cared
about the guy I was with whether he would think less of me, think I
was a slut, think I was a bad person, or just lose interest now
that he had gotten what he wanted.

There are all kinds of emotional issues with
sex that govern how I thought of it, how I reacted to it, and
everything from what I said to how I pretended to respond. But none
of that was present here.

Partly that was because I had been so
astonished and overwhelmed by the suddenness of Natalie coming on
to me the way she had. Partly it was because I had no clue how to
react or what to say. But mostly it was because she clearly wasn’t
interested in my doing anything but obeying her and letting her use
my body as if I was her… bitch.

Her being older and more sophisticated also
robbed me of the resentment I might’ve had if she was my own age.
Or even if she was a he. I didn’t expect to be the equal of someone
like Natalie. I didn’t expect to be a partner with her. Just as at
work, she would make the decisions and I would obey.

I didn’t really think about it that way. I
didn’t really think about it at all. I just felt a natural
acceptance that she was the boss. I don’t just mean that in the
sense she was my employer. But because the way she was using me,
the rough way she was treating me, just gave me this scalding hot
sense of surrender.

Her hips were slapping against my buttocks
now, hard enough to make my whole body shudder and tremble as she
drove that big cock of hers deep into my aching, burning, thrumming
pussy. Her hands moved up and down my body, sometimes yanking on my
hair, sometimes pushing under my hip to rub my clitoris.

And everything she did and said made it clear
that she was in charge and I was her bitch!

My mind sank into a strange churning torpor
of dark heat as I gasped and grunted and moaned and occasionally
cried out loud at her rough treatment. But the steady thrust of
that cock of hers into my body and the slap of her hips against my
buttocks sank my mind into a sense of being dominated by someone
much more powerful than me.

I felt no sense of resentment towards that,
but instead a sense of wonder and acceptance and not having to
worry about what I said or did or the future. All I had to do was
just kneel there and be used. And wallow in the sensations and
excitement and heat swirling through my body.

Then she sank down atop me, her breasts
pillowing out against my back. Her left arm slid in beneath my chin
and then her hand pulled back so that my throat was caught in the
crook of her arm as she chewed on my right earlobe.

“Tell me you love cock, blonde girl,” she
whispered in my ear.

I gasped and grunted as she thrust
harder.

Her arm tightened and I gurgled and gasped as
she closed off my breathing.

Are you being disobedient?” she purred. Are
you refusing to obey? Are you being a bad blonde girl?”

Her hip slapped against me again and again,
the cock punching deep into my belly.

“N-No!” I gasped.

“That’s no Miss Natalie, you bad little
slut,” she taunted.

My head was pounding and my chest was burning
as I tried to breathe. She loosened her arm a bit and I sucked in
ragged breaths of air.

“Tell me you love cock,” she whispered,
nibbling on my ear.

“I-I love cock, Miss Natalie!” I gurgled.

She kissed me on the cheek.

“Again, slut,” she whispered.

“I love cock, Miss Natalie!” I moaned.

“Again, blonde girl.”

“I love cock, Miss Natalie!”

She pushed her right hand down underneath,
sliding it up along my abdomen until her fingers found my clitoris
and began to rub.

“Again, naughty girl.”

“I love cock, Miss Natalie!” I cried.

She eased her arm back and then rose up
behind me, gripping my hips again and thrusting harder and
faster.

I whimpered and moaned and grunted with every
impact of her hips against my bottom.

She gathered my hair into a mass and pulled
it up and back, forcing my head up and back and she slapped my
bottom.

“Beg me to fuck you harder, nasty girl.”

“Please fuck me harder, Miss Natalie!” I
cried.

God, this was so sick and wild and
animalistic! My pulse was racing and my body was burning up with a
dark heat that kept deepening as her hips pounded against me.

Crack!

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck me harder, Miss Natalie!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Beg me to make you come like a whore.”

Crack!

“Oh! Ungh! Please make me come like a whore,
Miss Natalie!” I cried.

She tugged harder on my hair and I shuddered,
my head back almost to my shoulder blades as her hips pounded me
and that big cock impaled me again and again.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh!” I grunted dazedly.

Crack! “Come for me, you sexy blonde
slut!”

Crack! “Come for Miss Natalie!”

I shuddered and moaned and then came, crying
out in a wild, carnal, dazed state of ecstasy as the orgasm tore
through my nervous system and overwhelmed my mind.

“Scream for me, cum slut!” she growled.

Like the others she’d given me this orgasm
seemed to stretch on and on as every muscle in my body spasmed
repeatedly in a wild flaring explosion of pleasure that went on and
on like a hurricane, battering away at my body and mind.

I just knelt there afterward, groaning, my
body limp, my muscles exhausted, shellshocked once again as she
slid the big cock thing out of me and jumped off the bed. Then she
was leaning forward at the head over the head of the bed and I saw
her place two studded leather bands around my wrists just behind
where they were tied. A moment later I felt some kind of thick belt
going around my neck and fastening together behind my neck as she
combed my hair out of the way with her finger.

Then she untied the robe belt and gathered in
my hair again, pulling me up and back as I gasped aloud and reached
up to grab at her wrists.

She ignored me, tugging so that I squirmed
over to the side of the bed and off then she pulled me over before
the dresser in the mirror there to look at myself. I blinked and
sucked in a breath of air as I saw that I was wearing a studded
black collar with a metal ring dangling from the front, the kind of
thing I’d seen occasionally in kinky pictures on the Internet.

The bands around my wrists locked them
together with a little ring and Natalie simply pulled them up and
back behind my head then down until she could fasten them to
something at the back of the collar.

“There now,” she said. “You look like a
proper blonde sex slave.”

Yikes! Wow! Although she wasn’t wrong that I
looked awfully sexy and hot.

I was staring at myself as she opened one of
the dresser drawers. I didn’t see what she took out but she stepped
back and gripped my hair again, tugging it sharply so that I opened
my mouth to cry out and she pushed something against my mouth. It
was some kind of ball and before I could respond properly my mouth
instinctively widened at the harsh pressure and she thrust it
through.

I had seen these on the internet, too. And I
stared with a sense of wonderment as she drew the thin straps
across my cheeks and back behind me to fasten there. I could hardly
believe it was me in the mirror because I looked so kinky and sexy
with the collar and my breasts thrust out the way they were and now
the ball gag in my mouth.

“Hot, sexy blonde slave girl,” she purred
into my ear.

Her right hand curved around me, caressing
and kneading my breasts then sliding down my body until her fingers
found my clitoris.

“How many times do you think I can make you
come, you horny blonde slut?”

She laughed briefly and then pushed me
forward, forcing me to bend forward over the dresser.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I gasped and obeyed and she drew open another
dresser drawer. I couldn’t see anything other than my own face
jammed into the mirror but I felt something pressing against my
back opening. My eyes widened and I moaned a complaint, overwhelmed
again by all of this kinky bondage stuff as I felt the pressure
against me back there mounting.

Something slippery and hard and round pushed
slowly forward into my bottom. It got wider and wider until I ached
and then suddenly it got narrow again.

“There. You’re such a sweet-looking ass. It
was made to be fucked hard by big cocks. But we’ll get it used to
that with this nice little butt plug first,” she said.

I felt another jolt of shock, another first
of wonderment and disbelief.

I was filled with confusion, once again.
Hadn’t we just had sex multiple times? What was going on? Why
weren’t we getting dressed now?

Then I felt something pushing against my
still very moist, still very sensitized pussy. It was a big dildo,
I figured, just like the other one. Was she going to fuck me again
only like this, bent over the dresser? I didn’t know and couldn’t
ask. All I could do was stand there as she pushed something thick
and hard deep into my belly.

She did something with the base, and with
whatever was sticking out of my butt. Something was there pressed
firmly against me. I could feel that much. A butt plug? God! This
was so sick!

I cried out as she gathered in my hair and
pulled, pulling me upright once more.

“Elbows back, chest out,” she barked.

I saw in the mirror that she had some kind
then black switch in her hand, and as I watched she brought the tip
in and slapped lightly at the side of my right breast so that it
stung

“Obey, blonde girl. Always obey.”

She had a kind of black leather stick in her
hand, and at the tip was some kind of flat rubber or leather thing
about twice the width of my thumb. I stared in the mirror as that
flat part slid up and rubbed against my hard right nipple then
slapped it lightly several times, wincing and flinching at the
sharp little pains.

“Obey,” she growled.

I moaned, feeling a strange mixture of
anxiety, helplessness, and dark, kinky heat.

“Legs apart, head back. That’s it, you sexy
thing. Now don’t move.”

I stood there in front of the mirror, looking
at myself in alarm and confusion, and wonderment. My eyes flicked
down to the base of some kind of thick dildo protruding from my
body. About an inch of it was visible, holding the lips of my sex
wide.

I wasn’t sure why it didn’t slide out, except
that it seemed like I felt some kind of pressure pulling on the
butt plug thing, and thought maybe they were attached somehow. I
could see Natalie getting dressed behind me, and when she had
finished, she opened the dresser drawer again and took out a belt
which turned out to be a leash.

She clipped it to the O-ring at the front of
the collar and then tugged.

“Come with me, blonde girl.”

She headed for the door, and I gasped and
stumbled after, pulled along by the leash. We went out into the
hall she stopped and turned suddenly.

“You better keep your head and elbows back
and chest out, blonde girl, or you’ll have to be punished,” she
warned.

I stiffened and jerked my elbows back further
as she continued on, tugging on the leash.

She opened the door and led me into an
enormous bathroom. My eyes widened at how huge it was, with
counters on two walls, a massive tub, and a gigantic shower
enclosure. But she simply walked me through this and into another
small hall and then into a smaller room.

There were wooden benches along the walls but
she had me stand in the center. There was nothing to look at but a
blank wall but she reached up overhead and I turned my head and
saw, briefly, a chain dangling there before she drew it behind my
head and then fastened it to the back of the collar. Then she left
the room and closed the door behind her.

A moment later the dildo in my pussy started
to vibrate pretty powerfully. It startled me and I squealed and
twisted sharply, only to quickly discovered that I couldn’t move
away from where I was, held in place by the chain from the
ceiling.

I had never used a vibrator before but I
quickly realized what it had to be. I felt a sense of curiosity and
excitement despite the initial discomfort. A part of me wanted to
squeeze my thighs shut around it and squirm. Another part of me
wanted to pull them wide apart. So I wound up kind of twisting and
dancing awkwardly there in the center of the floor.

The thing didn’t just vibrate steadily. It
kind of pulsed and throbbed and did so in distinctive patterns.
Then I realized it was getting very hot in the room. Hot and moist.
It was, I quickly realized, a sauna. Like the vibrator, I had never
used a sauna, but it also didn’t take a genius to recognize it for
what it was.

I didn’t understand what Natalie was doing.
Why had she put me in here? But it was clear she had some kind of
idea or plan. And it wasn’t like I had any choice but to go along
with it. I stared down the length of my body at the vibrator
sticking out of my pussy, feeling the sensations throbbing away
within me.

Natalie was one kinky woman!

The throbbing and pulsing within me produced
its own heat and I moaned and squirmed there on my feet, constantly
finding myself pulling against the chain, which tugged the collar
against my neck.

What on earth was Natalie trying to do to
me?!

 


The heat was incredible and so was the
humidity. Of course, that’s the idea in a sauna, but I’d never
experienced humidity like this before. You could practically drink
the air, and my body was soon soaking wet with perspiration. The
heat was sapping the energy from my mind and body, leaving me
dull-witted and dazed.

At the same time, the vibrator was thrumming
and throbbing away against me and inside me, and my hips were
twitching and spasming uncontrollably from time to time as
sensations rippled up my spine.

Natalie had been very insulting but also
flattering. She kept calling me a sexy girl, but also slut and
whore. But she didn’t say it like those were bad things, which was
the weird part. She didn’t say it like she was condemning me for
it. It was more like teasing.

Sexual hunger and arousal were bubbling away
within me even as the heat of the sauna seemed to be melting me
from the outside. I trembled and jerked, my back arching, my hips
grinding at nothing. I kept being pulled up short by the collar
around my neck. I was starting to feel weak, gasping for breath and
the deep heat. My eyelids felt heavy and my hair dangled limply
around my face.

 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


I sagged in place, my energy running out
through the pores of my skin. I was so relieved when Natalie opened
the door and came in and then undid the chain and pulled me from
the room. She didn’t say anything but I gulped in deliciously cool
air as she led me back through the bathroom out to the hall. There
she pushed me down onto my knees and then unfastened the wristbands
from the back of the collar.

“Get on your hands and knees, blonde girl,”
she said.

She slapped my bottom lightly with that stick
thing and I moaned and obeyed.

“Good girl,” she said.

Then she picked up the leash and moved ahead
of me, tugging on it. After a moment I realized she intended me to
crawl after her so I started doing so. It was awkward at first, but
then she led me into the huge front room with the soft carpet and
it was much easier to crawl there.

I felt a momentary awareness that I was
basically crawling on the end of a leash, and a sense of wonderment
at that. But mostly my mind was occupied by being out of that
incredible heat. Plus I was still half dazed and only starting to
wake as the cool air gave me more energy. I still didn’t have much,
though.

“Face down, ass up, legs apart,” she
barked.

To reinforce the order she smacked the thin
stick thing lightly across my buttocks.

“Now, you nasty blonde slave girl,” she
said.

She hit harder this time and I gasped at the
sting as I quickly dropped my upper body to the floor and drew my
knees forward and then apart to raise my bottom.

“That’s it. Good girl.”

She squatted next to me, patting me on the
head as if I was a dog, but her hand slid down my spine until it
was gliding across the base of the butt plug and then gripping the
base of the vibrator. The vibrator started to buzz once again, to
throb and pulsate. Her hands slid lower and her fingers began to
stroke across my clitoris.

I gasped and flinched, for the vibrations
seem to have made it even more hypersensitive than usual and her
fingers were sending deep rushing sensations of pleasure up through
my body.

“How many times do you think I can make you
come, blonde girl,” she taunted me.

I could only moan in response.

She got to her feet and then picked up
something off the table, like a pair of shorts, I thought, as she
stepped into them and pulled them up her legs. I raised my chin a
little, my eyes rolling upwards, and saw she was wearing the
strap-on. I hadn’t actually seen it before, but now my eyes widened
at how long and thick and realistic looking the cock sticking out
from it was.

“Too small for you?” she asked in amusement.
“I know you blonde girls love big cocks.”

She moved behind me and then knelt.

“Remember, blonde girl, obey.”

Her hands caressed my buttocks and slid
slowly up and down my back before gliding up along my hips and then
down along my ribs.

“Bring your arms back beside you,” she
said.

I hesitated then did as she said and felt her
grasping my wrists and lifting my hands up along my hips.

“Reach back and pull your buttocks open for
me, like a good little blonde sex slave,” she purred.

Holy fuck, this was insane! But, even with
the sense of squirming self-consciousness and confusion gripping my
mind I obeyed. A moment later I felt her tugging at the butt-plug
thing and felt the pressure from inside as the thing she had
inserted pulled back.

It pulled free and then a moment later I felt
something else pushed against me there. It too was rounded, and
slick with something, some kind of lubrication. It pushed in slowly
but firmly and I moaned at its thickness.

“You have such a beautiful ass, blonde girl,”
she said. “Surely lots of boys must’ve wanted to stick their big
cocks inside you back here. Don’t tell me you refused?”

She slapped my bottom sharply.

“Bad girl,” she said in a mock stern voice.
“What a selfish slut you are to not let boys use this pretty round
bottom of yours to pleasure themselves.”

The thing she was pushing against me, the
dildo-cock strapped to her hips was pressing firmly then easing,
and doing it again and again. Slowly it forced my sphincter apart
and I whimpered and moaned at the strain and ache as it began to
slide into my body.

It didn’t push very deep but drew back then
pushed in again and again.

“Now bring your arms in behind your back and
grasp your elbows in each hand and hold them there.”

Already panting and moaning, my mind
churning, I raised my hands up and then down behind me and across
my back to grasp the opposite elbow in each hand.

“There now. See? I don’t need to tie you up.
A horny blonde sex slave like you loves to get a big cock in her
bottom.”

I groaned as she pushed the thing deeper,
stretching me out. I had, in fact, only been sodomized once, and I
had not liked that at all. I hadn’t allowed it after that. Of
course, she was taking things much slower than my date had at that
time. Plus she had used the butt plug first, along with
lubrication. And I was more than slightly distracted by the
throbbing, pulsing vibrator stretching out my pussy.

Not to mention the insanity of this whole
kinky, wicked, outrageous, and frankly thrilling sexual adventure I
seemed to have been trapped in.

I gasped and grunted as she worked it in
deeper, pumping with longer strokes now. Her fingers slid through
my hair and I winced, knowing what was to come. Sure enough, they
tightened in my hair and began to tug back. I knew that I was to
keep my hands on my elbows and not do anything about this, that in
a way this was a test of sorts.

It was hard, and I gasped and yelped as she
tugged and twisted her fingers in my hair and pulled my head up and
back. She was thrusting the big cock into my ass with longer,
faster, deeper strokes, now, and I could feel my muscles there
relaxing.

“I think you’ll make a marvelous sex slave,”
she said.

I had by then come to recognize that a lot of
what she was saying was designed to get a reaction out of me.
Partly because it always did. I mean, making me call myself her
slut and her whore, stuff like that. What other purpose did it
have? And certainly, it produced a kind of mental or psychic jolt
every time she said it or made me say it.

Calling me a sex slave was outrageous to be
sure, and in some ways silly, but it was also dark and wicked and
hot, especially coming from my boss! I mean, if some guy I was
dating was to say that to me when we were in bed I would be like
yeah okay. It would not have had the same scalding effect as having
this strong, powerful older woman say it to me.

I squealed as the dildo she was using for a
cock punched especially deep. I felt cramps, dark, rippling cramps
deep inside me. At the same time, my body was crackling with sexual
electricity my body filling with such an intense level of sexual
pressure that I was breathing in ragged gasps and pants. Then, I
realized half dazedly, that I was starting to drool around the ball
thing in my mouth.

“Now I want you to lay your arms straight out
to the sides with your hands open and palms against the floor.
There you are, such a good little slave girl.”

She paused in her thrusting and a moment
later I felt a strap slide around my neck just above the collar and
then tighten.

“Keep your hands where they are. It’s such a
lovely position of submission. Only a naughty little girl would
resist anything her mistress wanted to do to them.”

Mistress! Holy shit! This was so kinky!

I gurgled as she tightened the strap.

“And of course, a slave girl who is naughty
would have to be punished… severely.”

I cried out as the dildo thrust home in my
aching belly and I felt her leather-covered hips against my
buttocks. Given how long and thick the thing was I felt a sense of
astonishment that she’d gotten it all inside me. She began to grind
her hips slowly in a circular motion against me as she pulled back
on my hair.

“How does that feel, you blonde slut? You’re
so nice and full of cock now. Too bad we didn’t have another one to
shove down your lovely throat. Maybe my husband can do that
tomorrow.”

It seemed I could not become used to the
outrageous things that came out of this woman’s mouth. I felt
another huge psychic jolt at her words, at the suggestion that her
husband should fuck me too! I had been taking this as some kind of
girls' play night while he was away. But her words suggested that
she did kinky stuff like this even when he was home!

And that she intended to do it with me and
him together!

“What a tight ass you have,” she said. “I’m
sure my husband will enjoy it.”

But did she really mean it or was it just
another thing to get a reaction out of me, like calling me a sex
slave or saying I was her bitch?! There was just no way for me to
know. And it wasn’t like I had any time to sit back and ponder the
idea. My body and mind were being buffeted by shockwaves of
passion, pleasure, and raw sensation as she drove that big cock
into my ass with hard, powerful strokes that were now making my
entire body shudder.

The vibrator buzzed and I moaned and then
gasped as she grabbed the strap and tightened it again, making it
impossible to breathe.

“What a sexy blonde fuck toy you are,” she
purred.

She bent forward and her hand slid along my
hip in under my belly, then down my abdomen until her fingers could
find my clitoris. It took seconds before I came, crying out again
and again in a strangled voice, barely able to breathe as the
orgasm welled up inside me.

It almost felt like the strap around my
throat was holding back the explosion, sustaining it, lengthening
it. I was getting lightheaded even as the howling storm of
sensations battered at my mind. And then she released the strap and
yanked on my hair and I started to suck in air and scream it out
again around the ball filling my mouth.

It was another explosive orgasm, and sent
convulsions through my body. Natalie hammered her hips against me
all through it, with such violence that my breasts were being
ground back and forth below me against the fabric of the rug, my
nipples aching deliciously.

And as the orgasm slowly faded I felt like
melting into an exhausted languor. But she pulled out again then
roughly pushed me over onto my side then onto my back before
dropping down on her belly between my spread thighs. Her tongue
attacked my clitoris now, which was so hypersensitive that I cried
out and tried to push her away.

She ignored my feeble efforts, her tongue
licking hard and fast as her hand slid up my body and roughly
fondled my breasts. I would’ve thought it would be impossible to
have another orgasm so quickly after that mind-shattering one, but
it seemed my body was all primed, the vibrator having made my nerve
endings so exquisitely sensitive that the feel of that soft, slick
tongue sweeping across them nearly drove me out of my mind.

I lay on the floor trembling and shaking, my
back arching, my hips grinding against her as a second orgasm hit
me within a minute of the first.

*

I spent the remainder of the evening laying
across her lap while she clicked back and forth between different
news channels on TV. When I was on my belly she would squeeze and
caress my buttocks and slide her hand in between my thighs to
stroke and caress me there. When I was propped up, on my bottom,
she would play with my breasts and nipples until they burned, as
well as occasionally fingering my clitoris.

I stayed gagged the whole time with my wrists
locked together behind my back. It wasn’t until she was ready to go
to bed that she finally removed the gag from my mouth as I was
sitting across her lap.

“I trust you enjoyed your evening as a sexy
blonde fuck doll, Paige?”

I gulped and swallowed uncertainly. “Y-Yes,
Miss Natalie,” I said anxiously.

“Because no matter what else I said tonight,
don’t doubt for a moment that is what you are,” she said with a
smile. “A sexy blonde fuck doll. Someone every man wants to possess
and use, along with no few women.”

She was kneading my breast as she spoke but
then her hand rose and her fingers glided gently across my lower
lip.

“A girl as pretty as you, with a body as sexy
as yours, should be taking advantage of that more than you
apparently are. But then we girls are always told that we
shouldn’t, though no one ever really tells us why. Apparently
because that’s unfair to men.”

She let her hand skim down my body until her
fingers were lightly brushing against my clitoris.

“You have any idea how valuable you are, how
much men would pay, or at least give, to be able to climb between
your lovely thighs whenever they wanted to?”

“I-I’m not a prostitute!” I gulped
indignantly.

“Of course not. Why would you want to be?
Well, unless it was one of those super high-class call girls who
make thousands of dollars a night, I suppose. But you can live just
as well if you find the right man. There are plenty of extremely
wealthy men in this city who have tons more money than they know
what to do with.”

She cupped and squeezed my breast.

“Look at where I live. Wouldn’t you like to
live somewhere like this? Have as much money at your disposal as
me? Be able to travel the world as you choose? Do you think you’re
going to get that as a clerk?”

“Well… There’s more to life than money,” I
said uncertainly. “Miss Natalie, I mean!”

“Of course there is. But wouldn’t it be great
to have all that and money? The fact is, blonde girl, a poor man is
no more likely to make a better lover or better husband or
boyfriend than a rich one. So why not confine your search to the
rich?”

“I don’t know any rich men,” I said.

“You just let Miss Natalie take care of that.
I’m sure I can find a handsome, sexy, wealthy man who’d be
interested in having a live-in slave girl like you.”

“I’m not -- .”

I hesitated to continue.

She laughed softly as she rolled my nipple
between her thumb and forefinger.

“You’re a girl who likes to play the game and
enjoys the excitement and thrills that come with it. I bet you
enjoy it even more with someone who looks like Adam.”

She gave a brief nod at the picture on the
table of her and her husband together. I’d seen a similar one on
her desk at work. There was certainly no doubting that her husband
was a handsome man, though older than her. But he wasn’t old-old if
you know what I mean.

“Have a look at this,” she said.

She picked up the remote control and pointed
it towards the big flatscreen on the wall, quickly flipping through
menus until a video appeared of her husband, naked. I gasped in
surprise, especially when she appeared in the video, as well.

Her husband, Adam was really well-built, and
he had a really nice-looking cock. Natalie was also naked in the
video and she walked over to him and then sank to her knees before
him. Then she started to give him oral sex.

My mind squirmed weirdly at this, for
certainly I hadn’t imagined I would be sitting here naked on my
boss's lap watching a porn video of her and her husband! Mind you,
it was an awfully good porn video. They were both really
good-looking, and her enthusiasm didn’t seem feigned as she took
his cock, and it was a big one, deep into her throat without any
problem whatsoever.

I was impressed despite myself at how smooth
and easy she made it seem. She didn’t choke or gag at all.

“There’s an old saying, that goes if you got
them by the balls their hearts and minds will soon follow,” she
said. “Of course, that wasn’t exactly meant for this sort of
situation, but the rule still applies. Please a man’s cock enough,
and the man is putty in your hands”

I couldn’t really disagree, at least in
theory.

“You have what almost every man wants: a
beautiful, sweet, girl next door face combined with a tight, firm,
sexy body.”

“I’m too tall,” I grumbled.

“Nonsense. Men love tall girls with long
legs, especially taller men.”

She slid her fingers back up to my lips and
then pushed them in between my lips and along my tongue.

“Close your lips and suck.”

I blinked in confusion but obeyed and she
slowly pumped her two fingers in and out.

“Do you know how to deep throat a man?”

She pulled her fingers free

“Uhm, sometimes.”

“Uhm sometimes isn’t good enough.
Deep-throating is fairly easy once you get used to it. The gag
reflex can easily be overcome. It’s really how you think about it,
after all. Why do you think that if you put a finger near the back
of your mouth you gag but if you swallow some food you have no
problem? It’s all mental, and psychological. Your mind has to know
that what’s coming is okay to swallow.”

She slid her fingers back between my lips.
“Perhaps I’ll teach you one of these days.”

“Why not today?”

In retrospect, I came to regret making that
sudden suggestion. I thought it was some trick that she would teach
me, I didn’t quite realize how difficult things might become. On
the other hand, she did actually do what she had promised.

Of course, she did it in a way I hadn’t
really suspected. She had me lay back across the big coffee table
and spread my legs and then she worked me over with her tongue and
lips and the vibrator and dildo till I was panting, moaning, and
writhing in pleasure.

Then she had me roll over onto my stomach and
lifted my ankles up and back to fasten them tightly to my wrists.
She put what I thought was a gag in my mouth until I realized it
was hollow. It was kind of like a donut or ring and its purpose
wasn’t so much to keep me quiet is to keep me from closing my
jaws.

The strap on it which went around my head was
then pulled back by a cord she attached to my wrists and ankles so
that my head was forced up and back. She had my head right over the
edge of the table, but since it was being held up and back by the
strap to the gag it was just hanging in place with my mouth
open.

“Now, you see in this position, you have a
straight line from your open mouth down your throat. This is the
easiest one to learn.”

She had a ridiculously long dildo, which I
realized after a second or two was a double-headed dildo meant to
be shared between women. That wasn’t what she intended to use it
for tonight, though. She pushed it through the ring gag and
straight down my throat with hardly any pause, just telling me
“Swallow the lovely meat.”

As you can imagine, I was not exactly
prepared. I gagged and gurgled and choked and wriggled and writhed
and strained against the restraints. But she just left it there,
about a foot of cock in my mouth and throat with the rest hanging
out while she observed me.

The head of the thing was deep down my throat
and after a few seconds she pushed it deeper still until only an
inch or two remained outside my mouth. Of course I couldn’t
breathe, but that was hardly the first time tonight. I had had to
hope she would allow me to breathe before I fainted.

I drooled a lot when she pulled the thing
slowly out, but she had expected that and had placed a pot on the
floor underneath me.

The dildo was kind of soft but not exactly
thin and my throat ached from being stretched out. But I didn’t
really concentrate much on that so much as on my instinctive fear
of not being able to breathe. In fact, that fear of not being able
to breathe outweighed everything else. That seemed to calm my need
to choke or gag after some seconds.

“As you can see, your throat can accommodate
a nice big cock without real difficulties,” she said. “You simply
have to overcome your body and your mind’s belief that it shouldn’t
be where it is.”

My heart was pounding and I was gulping in
air and not in much of a position to discuss things with her. It
took me by surprise again when she suddenly pushed it back in my
mouth and then down my throat before I could complain or demand she
stop.

My throat ached, and my body twisted and
writhed and jerked as my head tried to pull away. Of course I
couldn’t. She just left it there again for thirty more seconds for
me to get used to the feel. I was surprised that I hadn’t thrown up
but again it was like I was too wildly anxious about not being able
to breathe to feel nauseous.

“Remember, dear; short-term pain for
long-term gain,” she said cheerfully.
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I slept naked that night, with the leather
bands locking my wrists together – in front of me rather than
behind me, thankfully, and the collar around my neck. It was a
strange night, the luxury of the room and view making me feel like
I was some kind of princess while the restraints made me feel like
a prisoner. Perhaps a helpless maiden locked in a high tower.

Natalie was fairly clear about why.

“I want you to see what the scene is like,”
she said. “You seem to be enjoying it so far. Why not experiment
and see how exciting things can be?”

I didn’t have a good answer to that, but then
my mind hadn’t exactly been functioning at a high level since she’d
first kissed me. It had been an astonishing evening, with more
pure, physical pleasure, not to mention passion and excitement than
I’d ever felt in my life. I mean, nothing else even came close. And
that left me wondering why.

It wasn’t that I was especially attracted to
women, for I wasn’t. Natalie, of course, really knew what to do
with her mouth and had taught me a ton about what oral sex was
supposed to be like from a girl’s perspective. But that hadn’t been
the cause of the heat and the dark, wicked thrills and passion I’d
felt.

Standing before the bathroom mirror looking
at myself, holding my arms up above me I felt a dark ripple of awe
and excitement pass through me. I looked so deliciously erotic and
sensual! And I’d never have used either word to describe myself
before.

Yes, I had a great body, had always had one.
Guys were effusive in their praise once they saw me naked. Of
course, then they immediately wanted to roughly fondle me and then
fuck me. None had ever put a ton of effort into turning me on in
any way. Certainly, none had gone to the trouble Natalie had in
creating this wicked, edgy ‘game’ of bondage.

It all felt kinky and… well… outrageous, and
thus forbidden. It was like I was doing stuff I wasn’t supposed to,
that all my friends would be appalled at if they heard. And I don’t
mean the lesbian stuff. It was more the way she treated me, like…
some sort of a… what had she called me… slave girl!

That was what was wicked! Having to call
myself her slut and her bitch and stuff like that! I couldn’t
imagine saying that to any of the guys I’d dated! Even the ones I’d
had for boyfriends! Maybe it’s because, as I said before, there’s
always some jostling there for who’s in charge of what. No way I
was the type to fawn over a boy and say I was his bitch!

But saying it to Natalie, while it was edgy
and kind of squirmy, didn’t seem to have the same feel to it. Maybe
because she was so clearly my superior in all things.

I backed up a bit, my hands high above me,
locked together in the leather bands, and arched my back a bit
more. Yes, I looked hot and sexy! I wished I had a picture of this!
Though honestly if I did I’d be afraid of anyone finding it. I
certainly didn’t know anyone I’d dare show it to!

And that was part and parcel of that sense I
had that I was doing something ‘bad’, something outrageous and
secret. Of course, that was also part of why it was so thrilling
and exciting!

I went back into the bedroom and – daringly –
went to one of the huge windows looking out over the city. None of
the other buildings were really close enough to worry about being
seen. I supposed if someone happened to have a telescope trained on
this window they could see me, but otherwise, no.

Still, it felt daring and edgy to stand there
naked like this, with my wrists bound together and wearing a
collar. The view was fantastic, of course, the kind of view
reserved largely for the wealthy, the elites.

I got into bed, awkwardly shifting the covers
with my hands together, then pulling them back, only to realize I
couldn’t really turn off the light like that. Cursing softly, I had
to push the covers back, then twisted my body around and turn the
light out with both hands extended before me.

This being tied up business could be quite
inconvenient.

Even so, as I settled in I felt a little
ripple of wicked satisfaction at doing something so kinky.

*

Natalie woke me up the next morning, and it
was clear she intended to continue my education in what she called
‘the scene’. I was not necessarily opposed to this but worried
because it was a workday.

“Don’t we have to get to work?” I asked
uncertainly.

“That’s not something a slave girl needs to
worry about, dear,” she said. “Your mistress will make all such
decisions, relieving you of all fears and anxieties. Remember, you
belong to me. I decide when you go to work, as well as what you do
when you get there.”

Well, that sounded outrageous, but after all,
she was my boss. So she couldn’t very well blame me for being
late!

Besides, I was feeling horny and excited,
both from the fact I was still naked and at the restraints. Not to
mention being like this in front of Natalie again. Not to mention
the anticipation of what she might do! She produced the blindfold
she’d put on me yesterday and wrapped it around my head over my
eyes, then she unlocked the restraints and drew my wrist back
behind me again before locking them together once more.

I heard a light, metallic metal sound right
below my ears and then felt a short tug on the collar.

“Slave girls should always be leashed,” she
said.

I took from that that she had attached that
leash to the ring at the front of the collar again.

“Come, slave girl,” she said.

She tugged on it and I had little choice but
to stumble forward even as a rush of excitement and wicked delight
swept over me. It just seemed so incredibly nasty to be tied up and
have someone pulling me along with a leash! And me being naked and
helpless like I was!

Still, I had some anxiety since I had no idea
what was in front of me as the pressure pulled me along. I had to
hope that she wasn’t going to bang me into anything as my bare feet
padded along the cool stone floor.

By the time she stopped, my chest was tight,
my nipples hard, my breasts throbbing, and a sense of sexual
pressure was growing inside me. This was all so unreal!

“On your knees, slave.”

I knelt down, still feeling the pressure of
the leash holding firmly against the front of the collar.

“Sit back on your heels and spread your knees
wide, slut.”

I felt another little ripple of heat as I
obeyed, spreading my legs before.

I heard her voice much closer, as if she was
now kneeling next to me rather than standing above.

“Dirty little girl,” she whispered as her
finger rubbed lightly up and down along the line of my sex.

That finger was slippery with something and
it quickly wriggled up inside me to pump lightly in and out for a
few seconds.

“Now lift your bottom up a foot or so.”

I hesitated but the pressure on the leash
made me rise off my buttocks as I felt something thicker and cooler
than her finger against my sex.

“Now sink back down again, but slowly.”

I moaned as I felt the pressure mounting. She
had put something, likely a dildo, on the floor below me. I felt my
heart rate increase along with my pulse as I slowly let my weight
down onto it, feeling it spreading me wider and wider and then
sliding up inside me.

I felt her fingers rubbing slickly against my
clitoris and moaned at the rising heat.

“I know you blonde sluts love having big
cocks inside you,” she teased.

I groaned at how thick the dildo was, but she
pushed down on my shoulder.

“All the way down, slut. You want that big
cock high inside your tummy.”

The heat was flooding through me now as her
fingers caressed my swollen clitoris and I sank down deeper and
deeper. The dildo was thick and also long, but by the time I sat on
my heels, there was still more of it outside me. I just couldn’t
tell how much!

“Remember, slut, keep your legs spread
wide.”

She stood up then moved away from me, and I
could hear her making kitchen sounds nearby. The dildo didn’t seem
to be vibrating, but it felt like my pussy was thrumming away
around it. It felt thick and delicious inside me and I felt the
urge to ride up and down atop it. The only reason I didn’t was I
wasn’t sure what Natalie would think of that.

“Thank me for giving you a nice big cock to
sit on, slave girl.”

God! She was so outrageous!

“Thank you for giving me a nice big cock to
sit on, Miss Natalie,” I gulped.

“You love big cocks, don’t you girl?”

I hesitated only briefly. I knew what she
wanted me to say, after all.

“Yes, Miss Natalie,” I said.

“Tell me you love big cocks.”

“I love big cocks, Miss Natalie,” I said.

“Why do you love big cocks, sex slave?”

I hesitated again. This time I wasn’t sure
what I was supposed to say.

“This is an easy one. It’s because you’re a
slut. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Miss Natalie,” I gulped.

Her words should have insulted me but that’s
not the effect they had.

“Tell me you’re a cock loving slut,
girl.”

Another ripple of dark pleasure and heat
swept through me.

“I’m a cock loving slut, Miss Natalie,” I
said, my voice getting a little ragged.

“Such a dirty little girl,” she said in
amusement.

There were more sounds of her doing something
over at the counter, and then I heard what sounded like a microwave
being turned on.

Then she returned to me, kneeling or
squatting beside me. She reached behind me and unfastened the clip
holding my wrists together. She took my right hand and guided it
forward in between my thighs, then extended two fingers down and
pressed them against the top of my sex. I shuddered as she used my
fingers to rub up and down and from side to side against my swollen
little button.

“Nasty little girl,” she whispered in my ear.
“Dirty little girl.”

She let go of my wrist, and I could tell she
stood up, for her voice was now coming from above me.

“Ride up and down on that big cock, dirty
girl. I want to see you come again.”

I moaned deep in my throat, but did as she
told me, my fingers still instinctively rubbing against my
clitoris. I raised my other hand up and cupped and squeezed my
breast repeatedly as I rode slowly up and down on the dildo, which
seemed to be attached to the floor below me.

Again, it was the outrageousness of what I
was doing, the forbidden nature of effectively masturbating in
front of someone, and not even someone who was a close girlfriend
of many years but my boss, which made my mind and body burn!

I rode up and down faster and harder, gasping
and moaning and panting for breath as I felt that big cock pushing
high inside me again and again. I let my ankles spread further so
that my buttocks could go lower and I could take the dildo higher
inside me.

Meanwhile, my fingers were rubbing
frantically against my slippery, slick, burning little
clitoris.

While my boss watched me!

How insane was that?!

“Are you enjoying that big cock inside you,
slut?” She asked.

“Yes, Miss Natalie!” I moaned.

“Just one thing, slut, you are not permitted
to come without my permission.”

I blinked in confusion behind the blindfold
and then moaned unhappily.

“Of course, you could beg me to let you come.
It’s possible I might allow it.”

I knew I was most of the way through to a
climax even now, even after just seconds of rubbing myself and
riding that delicious dildo. Asking her permission to come was
another nasty, edgy, and degrading thing, but that just increase
the heat.

“Please may I come, Miss Natalie!?” I
moaned.

“You’re not begging hard enough, slut.”

I didn’t know what else to say so I said the
same thing only louder.

“Still not enough begging. What will you do
for me in exchange for my permission to come?”

I didn’t know what to say to that either!

“Will you promise to be a good sex
slave?”

My mind quivered at the words.

“Yes, Miss Natalie!” I moaned.

“Then say it.”

“I-I promise to be a good sex slave, Miss
Natalie,” I said in a gasping, moaning voice.

My fingers were moving faster and faster and
I was riding more and more excitedly, my pussy slick with whatever
she had placed there and on the dildo, not to mention my own
bubbling juices.

“Keep your legs spread wide, whore.”

I jerked my legs a bit wider, flinching at
her words.

Then her voice shifted and she was down
beside me again, her lips near my ear, her voice soft.

“Put your hands up behind your neck…
slut.”

I moaned unhappily but stopped rubbing myself
and obeyed. Almost immediately I felt her gripping my wrists and
fastening them down so that she could clip the restraints to the
back of the collar as she had done last night.

Then I felt her fingers rubbing at my sex,
replacing my own. It felt much more delicious, the sensations
growing as she rubbed me and my breathing quickly became more
ragged.

“Who owns you, sex slave?” she demanded, her
voice purring in my ear.

I knew she didn’t want me to say me!

“You do, Miss Natalie,” I moaned.

“Then since you’re my sex slave I will decide
when you get to come, and how, and at whose hands. Is that
understood, slut?”

“Yes, Miss Natalie,” I gulped.

Suddenly her fingers were gliding lightly
across my lower lip, then pushing slowly into my mouth along my
tongue.

“Suck,” she ordered.

I close my lips around them and obeyed,
sucking as they slowly pumped in and out.

“I bet you wish you had a big cock to suck
on, don’t you, slave girl?”

She pulled her fingers out. “Don’t you,
slut?”

“Yes, Miss Natalie!”

“Beg. Beg me to give you a nice big cock to
suck on.”

“Please may I have a nice big cock to suck
on, Miss Natalie!” I moaned, dark excitement streaming through me
so that my body fairly radiated heat.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave, slut,” she
ordered.

“I’m your sex slave, Miss Natalie!”

Saying that was so dark and hot!

“But of course, we are going to work today,
so it’s necessary to have a shower and be all nice and clean. You
are, after all, a dirty girl. Aren’t you?”

“Y-Yes, Miss Natalie!” I groaned.

“Say it, little slut.”

“I’m a dirty girl, Miss Natalie!” I gasped
breathlessly.

“Beg me to let you come.”

“Please may I come, Miss Natalie!” I
begged.

Her fingers drew back and then something else
pressed against me there. It was buzzing strongly, and I knew it
was a vibrator. I gasped helplessly, my hips jerking, my muscles
spasming. I rode up and down more and more desperately on the thick
dildo beneath me, and the orgasm hit.

It swept over me like a tidal wave, swamping
my mind and body with a tremendous flood of pleasure that just kept
churning through my mind and body as if it had no end! I rode up
and down on that big cock as fast as I could, gurgling and moaning
and then crying out in helpless passion and pleasure!

All the while she held the vibrator against
me, rubbing it back and forth as the orgasm lashed my senses. My
head rolled back and my back arched and I rode the dildo like a
crazed thing, uncaring of who watched, completely gripped by the
intensity of the pleasure, of the ecstasy pouring through me.

When the orgasm faded I sank down dazedly on
the dildo, groaning as the head jammed high inside me, gulping in
air as I dropped my chin low.

“Such a naughty slut,” she said as she pulled
the vibrator away. “I didn’t give you permission to come, little
slave girl.”

She stood up and walked away while I gulped
in air and tried to recover my senses. The orgasms with her were so
fucking powerful I was starting to become addicted to them! I could
hardly believe I’d missed this for so many years!

“Apologize,” she said.

“I… I’m sorry, Miss Natalie,” I panted.

“Say you’re sorry for being a slut.”

“I’m s-sorry for being a slut, Miss Natalie,”
I moaned.

I heard her approaching again, then a chair
being pulled out. For a long minute there was silence.

“Open your mouth, slut.”

I opened my mouth and her fingers caressed my
lips.

“It’s time for breakfast.”

The fingers drew back and she placed
something else in my mouth.

“Eat.”

I closed my mouth and found that it was a
piece of a bagel with a trace of cinnamon. I chewed it and
swallowed.

“Open your mouth again, slave.”

I opened my mouth and kept it open for what
must have been about thirty seconds. Then another piece of bagel
was pushed inside. I closed my lips and chewed.

“Nasty little girl,” she purred.

I felt her fingers lightly stroking and
pinching one of my nipples.

“Open your mouth wide, you lovely little
slave.”

I opened my mouth wide and this time she
popped something warm and much more… tasteful. It was French toast.
I chewed it and then opened my mouth again. This was degrading, I
know, but I was feeling more and more erotic and edgy, kneeling as
I was, my back kind of arched, naked, my wrists chained behind me,
a dildo buried inside me!

It was all very wild and dark and wicked!

She popped another piece of French toast into
my mouth.

“It’s like feeding a dog at the table,” she
said, her voice sounding amused. “But then you are a sexy little
bitch, aren’t you? Open your mouth again, girl and this time push
your tongue over your lower lip like a nice big doggy.”

God! She was so outrageous! But I did it,
feeling a dark jolt of excitement, embracing the role of hot, sexy,
slave girl! It was deliciously erotic and in an odd way …
empowering!

I know you probably find that confusing. How
can it be empowering to be a slave girl!? But it let me flaunt my
naked body before someone who clearly appreciated it. And it let me
wallow in a dark, bubbling flood of excitement without worrying
about what I should be saying or doing to present myself in the
proper way to a lover and potential boyfriend.

I ate from her hand, not knowing what she was
going to put into my mouth before she did it, and delighted in
making a sexy spectacle of myself under her eyes.

When we’d both finished she had me stand up
and, still blindfolded, hands still locked to the back of my neck,
she led me by the leash back up the hall. I didn’t know for sure we
were in a bathroom until the water was turned on. Then she ordered
me to open my mouth again and to my astonishment, preceded to brush
my teeth for me!

That felt very weird! It wasn’t degrading,
exactly, but it kind of brought home how little responsibility I
had to do… anything, except what she told me to.

After brushing my teeth she gave me mouthwash
and had me spit it out, then gave me a little cup to sip from
before taking me into the shower stall. I only knew that from the
sound of the door and then when the shower went on and began
spraying my body with hot water.

She pushed me against a tiled wall, then
turned me abruptly around to face it.

“Push your bottom out at me, slut,” she
purred.

I moaned and obeyed, and she pushed my upper
body forward, mashing my breasts against the tiles. She squeezed
and kneaded my buttocks, then gave them a slap before her hands
went up to the back of my neck and undid the clips holding my
wrists in place. But instead of allowing them to fall she raised
them higher along the wall. And when she spun me around to face her
I discovered my wrists locked in place above me somehow.

The shower went off, and Natalie’s hands
began soaping up my body. They glided smoothly up and down over my
flesh, gently massaging the soap in against my shoulders and arms,
down my body and between my legs.

You can imagine how much time she spent
there!

Then her lips were on mine, her body pressed
against me, her soft breasts pillowing out against mine with a thin
layer of slippery soap between them!
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I could see nothing, only feel, as her lips
moved passionately against mine, as her breasts rubbed firmly up
and down against my own, and then as her thigh pushed in between
mine, edging them open. I felt her hand lifting my leg left up,
lifting it high and pushing it back against what felt like a corner
of the shower enclosure.

Then she maneuvered her own pussy in against
mine. Or at least that was what it felt like! And I was sure I
wasn’t wrong about that!

“Beg me to fuck you, slut!” she moaned, her
breath warm against my lips.

“Please fuck me, Miss Natalie!” I moaned as
my hips began to grind myself back against her.

The heat was rising rapidly within me. It
didn’t matter that I’d already had a tremendous orgasm earlier. It
seemed like I was immersed in a bubbling vat of sensual sexual
passion that Natalie kept turning the heat up on! I’d never felt a
girl’s pussy against mine before, and with the soap making them
both slippery it was an enthralling sensation that only roused me
further!

I cried out as she yanked back on my
hair.

“Tell me you’re my slut,” she growled.

“I’m your slut, Miss Natalie!” I gasped.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” she
purred.

“I’m your sex slave, Miss Natalie!” I moaned,
dark heat bubbling up between my thighs.

Imagine being a sex slave! How wild and kinky
that would be! Helpless! Chained up! Used like… like… a belonging!
It was hard to even wrap my mind around but it sure sounded
hot!

Her lips crushed mine and I kissed back
passionately, hungrily, moaning and gasping for breath as she
ground herself against me. I couldn’t see her but I heard her
breath getting harsher and more ragged as her warm, soft, soapy
flesh moved so deliciously against my own. It was exciting just
knowing she was so aroused!

By me!

It was kind of the ego trip that such a
sleek, sophisticated, beautiful older woman was getting so turned
on by me!

Her movements grew more frantic and then I
knew from her gasps and moans that she was coming against me, her
pussy rubbing hard against mine as she forced my leg even higher.
And there was nothing for me to do, really. There was nothing to
say. I couldn’t see anything. All I could do was feel the
sensations and burn with excitement.

Her movements began to slow and she groaned
as she slowly eased back, then let my leg down.

“You have a very sexy body, slut. Everything
about you is sexy. You’ll make an excellent sex slave. Spread your
legs.”

I obeyed I felt her fingers down between
them, rubbing up and down along the line of my sex and stroking
across my swollen little bottom. I moaned helplessly, my buttocks
grinding against the tiles as heat churned within me.

“Would you like to come again, slut?”

“Yes, Miss Natalie!” I moaned.

“Beg,” she purred.

“Please make me come, Miss Natalie!” I
moaned.

“Louder, sex slave.”

“Please make me come, Miss Natalie!” I
cried.

“Say please make your little sex slave
come.”

Please make your little sex slave come, Miss
Natalie!” I gasped.

“Well if you won’t, can I try?”

The voice was new and male and came from
outside the shower stall. I felt an incredible shock, my eyes going
wide behind the blindfold and my jaw-dropping. Suddenly my skin
flamed and my mind was gripped by a deep embarrassment.
Embarrassment? I wasn’t embarrassed, I was mortified!

“You’re back early,” Natalie’s voice said
accusingly.

“I wanted to surprise you,” the male’s voice
said.

I realized it had to be her husband Adam, and
felt another jolt. She had sort of suggested in a teasing way that
he might enjoy using a ‘slave girl’ too! I mean, I had figured she
was mostly just joking or just teasing but the thought had been a
wild and wicked one at the time.

And now here I was naked and chained to a
wall in front of him! Of course, I instinctively tried to turn away
but Natalie was pressed against me, making that impossible.

“Who’s your new play toy?” he asked. “Oh,
wait, this is your new admin assistant.”

“Yes, and she’s working out just
wonderfully,” Natalie said in a soft, furry voice.

I was again gripped by confusion as well as
horrible embarrassment and self-consciousness. She didn’t seem to
be the least bit embarrassed or bothered by him catching her in the
act. Nor did he sound particularly annoyed. Did they have some kind
of weird marriage where they fooled around on each other without
any problem?!

I felt Natalie’s body shift back and tried
again to turn away from him but she gripped my arm firmly to keep
me in place as she pulled the rest of her body to one side.

“What do you think of my little sex slave?”
she asked.

“She has some kind of body,” he replied.

“And a pretty face to go with it.”

I suddenly felt a deep sense of anxiety that
she might pull away the blindfold to show my face more to him. I
know it’s weird, but somehow or other in my mind if I couldn’t see
him then I was less embarrassed.

Not only was Natalie not acting guilty she
seemed to be taking pride in showing me off to him!

“Spread your legs, slut,” she barked at
me.

I moaned helplessly then obeyed, wildly
confused about what I should be doing or saying or how I should be
acting! I felt her fingers still caressing my breasts and sliding
back down between my legs again.

“This delicious blonde slut was made to be a
sex slave,” she said.

I was still reeling from all of this, from
knowing a man was there looking at me, from knowing he had heard my
voice begging her to make me come, and with the dark, wicked
thought that he too might do something to me. Oddly enough, I felt
no fear at all. I mean, I wasn’t the least bit concerned that he
would, you know, like, take advantage of me or anything.

I guess I trusted Natalie, somehow. But I
wasn’t sure I trusted myself!

“Turn around, blonde girl,” Natalie said.

That was what I’d been kind of trying to do
already! I quickly turned the front of my body away from him,
feeling the hard tiles against my breasts. But after a moment I
felt Natalie’s hand slide in between my hip and the wall, her
fingers finding my clitoris again.

“Push your bottom out, sex slave,” she
purred. “Show Adam what a lovely round bottom you have.”

OMG! I was still horribly embarrassed and
self-conscious. Now a dark, wicked hint of something breathless was
rising within me. I felt her hand pushing against me, the heel of
her hand forcing me back.

“Spread your legs, slave,” she growled.

A moment later her hand slapped my wet bottom
and I yelped and automatically jerked my legs apart.

“We shall have to train her properly so that
she becomes more obedient,” Natalie said.

“An obedient woman, and a beautiful one at
that,” Adam said in amusement, “that’s more than money can
buy.”

“You remember what you were saying to me the
other night, slave girl?” Natalie asked. “You were telling me how
much you love having a big cock inside you. Do you remember
that?”

My mind twisted wildly again and I moaned as
her fingers rubbed slowly against my clitoris and the heel of her
hand forced my hips back still further. I couldn’t see anything but
I knew very well what position I was in and where his eyes must be
gazing!

I couldn’t be in a more vulnerable, more
obscene and inviting position if I tried! And it very much sounded
like Natalie was going to offer me to him! I knew he wouldn’t turn
it down! What I didn’t know, was how I should react. I knew if I
opened my mouth and said no and demanded that she undo my wrists
Natalie would do so.

But to be honest my mind was just churning
and swirling with wild emotions of confusion and uncertainty and
incapable of making any kind of rational decision. Of course, it
was hard to say I’d ever made a rational decision about sex!

But… I mean, I was fucking naked in front of
this guy who I never even met but whose picture I had seen, who I
knew was a big, handsome, muscular guy, and I was bent forward in
front of him with my legs spread and practically inviting him to…
to… to do me! Which was the sluttiest thing imaginable except that
if I was all tied up and blindfolded and everything… it wasn’t me
doing it. Sort of!

I mean, obviously it was, but it felt more
like it was Natalie offering me to him. It was Natalie teasing him
with my naked body, inviting him to come and make use of me as if I
really was a sex slave or something!

The water turned on and someone holding a
hand shower sprayed water over my back and down my buttocks and
then up between my legs. I was gulping in air so fast I was
practically hyperventilating! Then Natalie turned me around again,
away from the wall, and the hand shower sprayed water up and down
my body.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” she
purred.

Moaning, face hot, I shifted my feet apart on
the floor. My heart was pounding wildly, my pulse racing as the
water poured down on me.

“Arch your back, you blonde slut,” she
growled.

God! This was so nasty! This was so
outrageous! My heart was pounding like it was going to burst! Her
calling me that when we were alone was wicked! But doing it in
front of someone was a whole other level!

“She certainly looks tasty,” I heard Adam
say.

“Then taste her,” Natalie invited.

OMG!

The water turned off and suddenly I felt
hands on my breasts, large, male hands! I shuddered, my body
trembling as his big fingers gently kneaded my breasts. I felt my
breasts throbbing in his hands. It felt like they were starting to
swell up! My nipples were rock hard, and every time his fingers
tweaked them it sent another jolt through my body!

I was trembling as his big, strong hand slid
down my body and in between my legs. The moment his fingers touched
my clitoris my hips bucked helplessly against them and I heard them
both laugh softly.

Then I felt both hands on my thighs, forcing
them wider, and a moment later his tongue slid firmly up and down
along my pussy! His thumbs pressed in against my labia, spreading
me open, and then he drove his tongue inside me to wriggle it
around before swiping it across my clit. He licked upward, again
and again, faster and harder, then closed his lips around me and
sucked.

I whimpered and moaned, caught up in a wild,
whirling vortex of emotions and sensations, none of which I could
control! Dark heat crackled through me like sexual electricity and
I could only tremble before him. I felt Natalie’s mouth on my
breast again, sucking and licking, her teeth chewing softly on my
soft, wet flesh, just on the edge of pain as she sucked and licked
my nipple.

His fingers, big, thick, warm fingers pushed
up into my body and my hips began to grind and buck helplessly once
again! A moment later the orgasm crashed down upon me and I cried
out in wanton, mindless heat, overwhelmed by the sensations which
exploded within me.

Convulsions wracked my body as the two of
them … devoured me! I felt like that! Like those two hungry mouths
were devouring me! And I wallowed in it! If my wrists weren’t
locked together and held firmly above me I would have collapsed. As
it was my body arched and twisted, my hips jerking frantically
against his plunging fingers and ravenous mouth!

When the orgasm faded I felt boneless, and
half hung from my wrists, my chest heaving, gulping in air as their
hands moved over my body. I felt his big hands on my wrists, felt
them being unlinked from whatever was holding them up. I sank down
to my knees and felt Natalie’s hands on my wrists now, pinning them
up and back against her.

Someone – obviously her husband – gripped my
hair and pulled my head up and back.

“Open your mouth, slut,” Natalie ordered.

I moaned, and let my mouth hang open, and a
moment later a thick cock slid between my lips and over my tongue.
I felt another psychic jolt and closed my lips around the wide
girth of his shaft, already instinctively licking and sucking
despite my dazed state.

He pumped slowly in and out as I sucked and
licked, firmly holding my hair. He pulled back completely and I
felt the head of his cock rubbing up and down along my lips.

“Tell my husband how much you love cock,
little slave girl,” Natalie ordered.

I moaned weakly. I couldn’t say that in front
of him!

Then I felt a big hand around my neck, and
gurgled, my eyes going wide as it squeezed and choked off my
air.

“Always obey my orders, slave girl,” she
growled.

The hand eased and I moaned again, gasping
for breath.

“Tell him you love big cocks.”

“I-I… I… love big cocks,” I half
whispered.

The hand tightened and I gasped in alarm.

“Louder, slave girl.”

The hand eased.

“I love big cocks, Miss Natalie!” I gasped in
a strangled voice.

“Almost correct. You are not speaking to me
but to my husband. You may call him… master.”

OMG! Holy shit! This was so wicked and
outrageous!

My hair was jerked sharp back and I cried out
in pain.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I… I love big cocks… master!” I moaned.

Which wasn’t untrue but I felt very weird
saying it aloud in front of him! And even weirder saying ‘master’!
God, they really liked to play their games!

He pushed his cock deep into my mouth and I
winced as my hair was jerked back again, raising my head up. The
head pushed almost to the back of my mouth, then slid slowly back
as I began to lick at it again, to suck determinedly.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said in a deep
voice.

His voice made me throb between the legs!

He pumped slowly in and out as I sucked, then
pushed deep just as my hair was jerked sharply back. The pain to my
scalp made me cry out just as the head of his cock pushed into my
throat. I felt a momentary sense of confusion and then alarm as his
cock continued to move forward, sliding deep into my throat! I
gurgled and gagged weakly, my body twisting instinctively, my head
trying to jerk back. But the back of my head was pressed against
her thighs and he continued to push forward until my lips were
wrapped around the base of his big cock! It felt enormous!

He held himself there for long seconds, then
slid slowly up, inch after inch sliding across my lips until the
head seemed to pop free of my throat. I gulped in deep, shuddering
breaths as he rubbed his cock over my face, then he pushed back
into my mouth and drove himself straight down my throat once
again.

I trembled there between them, dazed, my mind
churning wildly, my chest burning and head pounding from lack of
oxygen. Then he pulled back once more and I coughed and then gulped
in air once more.

After that, they pulled me to my feet and we
left the shower stall. A towel went around me to dry me off and
someone brushed at my hair – which the water hadn’t really gotten
at. I was too busy gasping for breath to even speak, or to pay much
attention to anything.

I was led … somewhere… and then pushed onto a
bed.

“Face down, ass high,” Natalie barked.
“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

I moaned and obeyed, feeling a flush of heat
sweeping through me as I lowered myself to my forearms and raised
my bottom high. I felt weight on the bed behind me, then his hands
on my buttocks. A moment later his cock pushed into me and I
groaned with a dark, wonderous sense of … rightness… at how thick
and warm it was!

It slid deeper and deeper into my quivering
body and I closed my eyes behind the blindfold, sinking down
further, my still-bound hands sliding forward along the bed until
my breasts pressed against the mattress.

Behind me, his cock pumped slowly in and out,
each stroke going deeper and deeper, even after I thought he must
surely already be fully inside! And yet still he pushed deeper! I
felt Natalie’s hand sliding under my hip, her fingers finding my
clitoris and stroking skillfully against them as her husband wound
my long hair around his fist and then yanked it back.

I cried out in pain, then again as he slapped
my buttocks. A moment later his hips pressed against me as he
buried the last inch of cock in my body. Then he really began to
thrust. His hips began to slap sharply against my buttocks, rocking
my body forward with every stroke as he used the long length of his
cock to pound me!

I whimpered and moaned and closed my eyes
behind the blindfold, reveling in the sense of eroticism, the sense
of wonder, of passion, of dark, wicked delight. He felt so big! And
he was pounding me! He was riding me like I was his whore! He was
using me! Ravishing me!

While I was… helpless! A slave girl!

I embraced the role, sinking gleefully into
it as my body shook from the hard blows of his hips. Natalie’s
fingers stroked across my clitoris and my body and mind filled with
a glittering, sharp-edged pleasure, waves of it sweeping through me
as he slapped my bottom, yanked on my hair, and rode me without
regard to anything but his pleasure!

A helpless slave girl!

I came again, crying out in passion and wild,
uninhibited pleasure, not caring about what anyone heard or thought
of me! My whole body flared with something like ecstasy, wiping out
all higher orders of thought in my brain as I became little more
than a sexual animal, responding purely to sensation!

 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Friday had been the most intense, sexual,
sensual, exciting, wicked night of my life! And Saturday was
starting out to be even more thrilling!

After Adam finished with me I felt something
round pushing against my mouth and moaned as I opened my jaw enough
to admit the ball-gag. A moment later I felt leather restraints
wrapped around my ankles, then they were lifted up and back as my
wrists were unfastened, then brought down together behind me to be
locked in place again. And then they were attached to the leather
bands around my ankles.

No one talked to me after that. At least, not
for a bit. They were in the bathroom. I could hear their voices
murmuring now and then over the shower. I guessed Adam took one, or
maybe they had one together since hers had been – interrupted.

When the water turned off I could hear them
more clearly but most of what I overheard was the kind of stuff any
couple would talk about when they’d been away from each other for a
while. Meanwhile, I just kind of lay there on my stomach, before
rolling onto my side, breathing unevenly as my mind continued to
swirl.

What was going to happen to me next!? I had
no idea! This was so strange! So wild and perverted! I couldn’t
move, couldn’t talk, couldn’t see anything…

Sex slave! That phrase kept running through
my mind and tightening my chest every time I thought about it! Not
that I was one, of course. I mean, we were just playing a kinky
game. But boy, the idea was pretty hot! Especially a sex slave to
Natalie and her rich, handsome husband!

That was a game I was willing to play all
day!

Suddenly someone was near! I moaned through
the gag, raising my head, then felt someone gripping the restraints
that were locked together. I was dragged off the bed and then
lowered to the floor, and a moment later the restraints were
unlinked.

“On your hands and knees, slave girl,”
Natalie ordered. “Sit on your heels. Hands behind your neck, back
arched.”

The order sent another dark thrill through
me, but I hesitantly obeyed, flaunting myself in front of her, in
front of them… in front of HIM!

I felt fingers behind my head, then the
blindfold was removed. I looked up to see Adam looking down at me
with an amused expression on his face. I immediately dropped my
eyes, newly embarrassed, red-faced and self-conscious! The
blindfold had been a sort of protection – in a way.

He was dressed in slacks and a sweatshirt,
the kind of outfit you might wear around the house on a weekend.
Natalie bent over me and clipped the leash to the front of the
collar before straightening.

“On all fours, slave girl,” she said, tugging
on the leash.

I dropped breathlessly forward onto my hands
and knees, and then she pulled again on the leash.

“Face down, ass high, legs spread,” she
ordered.

I shuddered and obeyed. She wanted me all the
way down, which I discovered when she put her foot on my back. I
lowered my chest until my breasts were pillowed out against the rug
beneath me.

“Arms stretched out before you.”

She knelt behind me and slapped my bottom,
then her fingers probed at my pussy. A moment later I felt
something thick and rounded and slippery being pushed into me. I
quivered under Adam’s eyes, my mind continuing to squirm as Natalie
pushed some kind of dildo deep inside me.

A moment later she did the same to my bottom!
A big dildo pushed into me there. And then, like the butt-plug
thing, it got wider and wider and achingly wide before suddenly
narrowing, with just a bit of it pushed out. Again she slapped my
bottom and I gasped at the pain as she rose and gripped the leash
again.

“Crawl, slave girl.”

I crawled forward a few steps, then a few
more, then felt another rush of dark, outraged excitement as she
continued to walk toward the door and I had to crawl along beside
her!

With Adam walking behind me! I knew the
dildos were sticking out of me and could only imagine the view of
me he had!

I moaned as I crawled out through the door,
feeling a sodden warmth creeping through me again as I had to crawl
along like some kind of dog beside her! I could not even imagine
ever telling this to any of my girlfriends!

I crawled along next to her out into the
living room, or at least what I thought of as the living room. She
called it the great room, and it certainly was a great room. It had
a very high ceiling and was very long and wide, with a whole glass
wall looking out onto Central Park.

“Sit on your heels, legs spread, hands behind
your neck, back arched.”

I obeyed, horribly self-conscious, and Adam
sat down on one of the big, overstuffed chairs, smiling at me. He
picked up a remote control and aimed it at a blank wall and
suddenly a big, flat screen TV descended from the ceiling. I
thought how cool that was and wished I had the money for something
like that!

He flicked through channels as I just knelt
there, posed before him like some kind of erotic statue his eyes
could admire from time to time. It felt really strange being alone
with him like this! Even though he’d already fucked me. I’d been
blindfolded then and somehow that had made it… different.

It wasn’t just his presence that had my mind
squirmy. Even when Natalie returned, with a coffee for him and tea
for her and sat down I still felt very… unique, in that unlike them
I was kneeling on the floor. And most importantly, of course, I was
completely freaking naked!

Being naked with other naked people making
love was one thing. Being naked around fully clothed people while
not doing anything really sexual was another. Somehow it made me
feel even more… exposed.

And then the dildo turned into a vibrator and
began to vibrate. I gasped and my hands jerked down towards my
groin, my thighs instinctively jerking together.

“Did anyone tell you to move, slave girl?”
Natalie demanded.

I moaned helplessly, pulling my hands up and
back and trying to straighten up.

“Spread your legs, you bad little sex slave,”
she said.

I tried! But my legs kept jerking closed as
the vibrator buzzed powerfully. Then after some seconds of effort I
succeeded in spreading my knees wide again.

“Back arched,” she ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, but my body really wanted
to squirm as the vibrator buzzed powerfully! It wasn’t just inside
me. A part of it curved up out of my pussy and was pressed against
my clitoris. I really wanted to reach down and grab
myself!

“She’s a very bad little sex slave,” Adam
said.

“Clearly not very disciplined,” Natalie
replied.

Since I was pretty sure Natalie was doing
this to me with the cell phone she was playing with I thought that
was more than a little unfair!

They started to talk about a play Natalie
wanted to see, trying to arrange their schedules, ignoring me as I
fought to keep in position against the constant vibration of the
thick sex toy jammed inside me.

After a while, I started to get used to it,
but then it began shifting patterns, and I shuddered, trying to
maintain my position as my body began to throb and thrum with
sexual energy again.

Let’s face it, this whole scene was wildly
sexual and exciting, to begin with. The feel of the thick sex toys
jammed so deep inside me, and now one of them vibrating were having
a lot of effect given my mind was already swimming in dark, wicked
eroticism.

As the heat and passion and need within me
all grew it became harder and harder to maintain my position. I
really wanted to reach down and grip the part of the vibrator which
protruded from my pussy and pressed against my clit. I wanted to
rub it hard and fast while pumping it in and out!

“I think our little slut is getting all hot
and bothered,” she said.

“Yes, she does seem a might flushed,” Adam
replied.

“I think the little tramp wants to touch
herself in naughty places,” Natalie said.

“Right in front of us? She must be an
exhibitionist.”

“That’s what I think too,” Natalie said. “Lay
on your back, slut, but keep your hands behind your neck.”

I moaned, breathing shallowly, my chest
already rising and falling quickly as I awkwardly moved onto my hip
then rolled back onto my back.

“Now spread your legs wide apart.”

This was so outrageous! I could hardly
believe I was involved in this kind of kinky stuff! I drew my knees
up and began to spread them apart.

“No, little slave girl,” Natalie said. “Raise
your legs straight up in the air together.”

Her words were confusing me because she had
told me to spread my legs. But I drew my knees together and then
raised my feet high.

“Now keep your legs straight and slowly
spread them to either side.”

I felt another jolt as I obeyed, with both of
them looking at me! This was so wicked and wild to be doing with
two older people watching me! I had never posed like this even in
front of boyfriends! Even when we were in bed together naked. And
yet here I was on the floor while two fully dressed people looked
down at me as I spread my legs wider and wider.

I moaned as I felt the tendons in my thighs
tighten and ache.

“Wider, slut.”

I couldn’t get them any wider! Even as it was
I felt the weight of my legs pulling on them to either side,
straining the nerves and tendons in my inner thighs.

“Don’t forget to arch your back. Show us
those lovely breasts, slave girl.”

I did as she ordered, moaning as I arched my
back, my hands behind my neck.

“You may touch your hungry little body,
slutty girl,” Natalie said. “But you’re not permitted to have an
orgasm yet.”

I shuddered, both because I wanted to touch
myself desperately and because the thought of doing it in front of
Adam was so… daunting! But with the heat growing inside me I
finally let my hand drop down between my thighs and kind of cupped
the base of the vibrator, intending to do little more.

I couldn’t stop myself, though. Once I had
touched it I pressed it in more firmly, then began to grind the
base part against my clitoris. It took only seconds before the
orgasm tore through me and I was arching my back for real and
bucking my hips, my body undulating as the orgasm lashed my mind
and senses.

And that they were watching was a big part of
the dark heat enveloping my mind! I was masturbating in front of
them both! That was so wild!

My legs jerked violently in mid-air, pulling
at my tendons tightly, the weight pulling them further and further
apart. I was gasping and panting and moaning as I ground the
vibrator against myself. I tried to jerk it back, to pump it in and
out, but it seemed to be attached to the one in my butt.

“Such a naughty slut,” Natalie said as if in
annoyance.

“She clearly needs to learn some discipline,”
Adam replied.

I was barely paying the slightest attention
to them as the overload of sensation threatened to drown my mind,
never mind my body. It was soooo good! I jerked the base part back
and forth against my clitoris until the pounding waves of pleasure
faded, then let my hand drop down, gasping for breath.

The orgasm took away much of the need, but
the hunger remained, even as I lay on my back, panting for
breath.

“Get up, slut. You’re a disobedient slave
girl,” Natalie barked.

Moaning weakly, I got to my feet. I gasped as
Adam rose and gripped the back of my neck, pushing me towards the
stone wall the TV was mounted on. But not against it.

“Bend over and put your hands flat against
the wall,” he ordered.

I moaned but obeyed.

“Further apart. And spread your legs wide,”
he ordered. “Now rise up on the balls of your feet.

I did as he ordered, panting for breath. This
was another exposed position and I wondered if he was hard and
going to take me again like this!

The vibrator kept buzzing away between my
thighs, though, as he turned away.

Natalie had something in her hand, something
long and thin which I barely got a glimpse of. I saw her arm move
back and then swing forward and a sudden sharp stinging line of
pain erupted across my buttocks.

I yelped and started to straighten only to
feel Adam’s hand on the back of my neck. A moment later he gripped
my hair to bend me forward once more then released me.

“Stay in the position you’re in until given
permission to change, sex slave,” he said.

“Always obey orders, slave girl,” Natalie
chided me.

She swung what seemed to be a thin, flexible
switch of some kind down again and it snapped across my bottom with
similar results. It was lightweight, but it certainly stung and I
yelped into the ball gag as she drew her arm back again.

“Disobedient slave girls must be punished,”
she said.

The switch cut across my bottom again, and
then again.

“She definitely has a gorgeous ass,” Adam
said.

“And that gorgeous little ass is going to get
stripes on it every time she disobeys orders,” Natalie replied.

I yelped and moaned and winced as she brought
the thing down across my buttocks again and again, and when I
shifted out of position a little, easing my heels back to the floor
I felt her fingers in my hair, jerking sharply.

“Up on the balls of your feet, slut,” she
ordered.

I obeyed, but my feet were starting to
ache!

Adam moved up beside me and reached in to
casually fondle and squeezed my breast as she swung the switch down
across my buttocks again.

“Maybe we should get her nipples pierced,” he
said.

I felt another jolt, a kind of psychic sense
of awe and outrage.

“But I like licking and sucking on her
nipples too much to have metal in my way,” Natalie said.

The switch cut across my buttocks again, and
then again. They were starting to burn and throb!

And yet despite that, there was a dark,
carnal hunger and heat within me, a sense of being involved in
something so amazing and forbidden and deliciously exciting that
nothing else mattered. The vibrator and dildo continued to fill me
to overflowing, with the vibrator buzzing away against me making my
nerve endings crackle like live electric wires.

Natalie gripped my hair and jerked my head up
and back, pulling me away from the wall. At least I was able to
sink back on my heels then! My hands instinctively went up and back
to grab at her hand and she barked at me, ordering me to drop my
hands to my sides. I did, almost automatically.

“Don’t resist any punishment you are given or
anything your master or mistress choose to do to you, slave girl,”
she ordered.

She released my hair and picked up the leash
again.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched,” she
said.

I obeyed as she jerked on a leash and led me
toward the glass wall. She pushed a button and a section of the
wall slid aside, giving way to something a too big to be called a
balcony. It was more of a deck, and she led me outside onto it.

A new rush of anxiety and excitement gripped
me as I walked out naked into the sunshine. We were in a high
tower, and there was a certain amount of privacy from the other
decks or balconies in the tower, but there were other nearby
buildings on this side.

They were close enough that someone looking
out a window or just casually standing on their own balcony would
see anything amiss. But if anyone trained a pair of binoculars much
less a telescope from one of those nearby buildings I would come in
pretty clearly

She brought me right up to the glass railing
and then slapped my bottom.

“Feet together, and keep that back arched.
And if you come again without permission you’re going to get much
worse punishment.”

She turned around and went back inside,
leaving me there against the railing, naked, looking out at the
park, and the nearby buildings. I rolled my eyes from side to side,
looking around me anxiously for some sign of anyone out on their
balcony that would see me.

I mean, I suppose it didn’t really matter,
since they wouldn’t know me and I would never meet them, but I was
still awfully self-conscious given I was naked. I certainly wasn’t
used to showing my body off to strangers under any circumstances. I
mean, one on one with the guy who was also getting undressed was
one thing, but it felt very, very strange being naked outside, just
as it had been being naked around two fully dressed adults I didn’t
even really know that well.

One of them was a guy I had just met!

I felt a sudden sense of consternation and
uncertainty about them. I’d been treating this as a wild, kinky sex
game, and assumed they were doing the same. But what if they
thought it was real?! What if they thought they were really
training me to be some kind of sex slave for the!?

The idea was simultaneously appalling and
incredibly exciting. Just the mere possibility let me consider what
life would be like if I moved here from my little apartment and
was, you know, like a naked sex slave every day for them. Then I’d
get to live here?! It was a big place with lots of room.

But would I still work at the office? How
would I explain what I was doing living here to my friends and
family? And what would that be like being treated like this every
day with dark, wicked sexual heat gripping me the whole time? Would
I ever get used to it so that it wasn’t so thrilling?

Of course, the idea was impossible,
ridiculous! Obviously, they had no such intention. But what if they
did? But if they were really trying to make me into their sex
slave!? Presumably, that would be a willing sex slave, rather than
someone who was kept prisoner. But even so, the very idea left me a
little breathless.

And it also made this dark and dirty game
seem even more realistic, which further aroused me. And I was
having enough trouble with arousal already, especially with my
thighs squeezing in firmly around the base of the vibrator still
buzzing away inside me and against me. What other punishment would
they give me if I came again without permission!?

Not that those stinging little blows from
whatever she had were all that horrible, but they did sting. And my
bottom still felt a little warm and sore. Were they watching me
even now? If I turned around to check that I’d probably get in
trouble.
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I gasped as Adam appeared behind me.

“Are you enjoying the sunshine, slave girl?”
he asked in amusement.

Of course, I couldn’t answer with the ball
gag in my mouth, but he didn’t really seem to expect one. He did
grip my wrists and lock the restraints to the back of the collar,
though. Then his hands began to slide up and down my back, riding a
layer of something slick and slippery.

“Can’t have you getting sunburned.”

His big, warm hands caressed my back,
spreading the oil across it, then down over my buttocks, rubbing up
and down between them and across the base of the butt plug. They
rose again, sliding up and down along my ribs and sides. They drew
back and he pressed the nose of some kind of squeeze bottle against
my right shoulder, squeezing it so that the clear liquid oozed
slowly down my chest. A moment later the bottle was on my other
shoulder squeezing again so that more liquid oozed down onto my
upper chest.

The bottle went away and his hands slid
around me, spreading the oil over my upper chest and then down onto
my breasts. His fingers gently kneaded and caressed my breasts,
feeling incredible with that slick, slippery oil covering them. My
breast began to throb, my nipples tingling as he spent a good deal
more time oiling them up, than he had anywhere else.

I felt his breath warm against the back of my
neck, then felt his lips on the nape of my neck as his hands move
downwards, gliding up my lower chest and then down onto my
belly.

His lips moved in under my right year and
mouthed my earlobe.

“Slave girl,” he whispered.

He shifted to my other side, chewing very
lightly, sucking on the nape of my neck as his hands moved further
down.

“Sex slave,” he whispered.

His hands spread the oil down my thighs then
slid around behind to get the backs of my legs as he squatted
behind me. He rose again, one hand sliding down over my sex,
rubbing ever so lightly.

“Maybe once you’re a fully trained sex doll
I’ll call a bunch of friends over to come and enjoy your lovely
body,” he said.

OMG!

My hips were already starting to grind
against his fingers as they lightly brushed against my sex. But
then he drew back completely and went back into the house, leaving
me like that, trembling with heat and excitement as the vibrator
continued to throb powerfully within me.

I let my mind range far and wide, imagining
myself as some kind of sexual possession, like a naked maid
carrying a tray of drinks around a party full of people, pausing to
service the men or women as they pulled me in; a sexual servant of
sorts. How outrageous was that!?

Me, a sex slave! It was absurd, of course. I
was letting my mind run wild. Obviously, they were just enjoying
this kinky game with me, and later I would go back to work and
things would be the same as before. Well, maybe not quite the same.
Maybe I would continue to get together with them now and then.

It was getting hard to suppress the
excitement gripping my body, my pussy squeezing down around the big
vibrator buzzing away inside me and against me. It was hard to keep
still. I was sure they were looking out at me, though, and if I
moved too much, I’d likely get more punishment. Could I come
without them noticing? I didn’t think so.

A dark passion was growing within me, though.
I tried to think of unsexy things, but my mind kept being drawn
back to where I was and the thought of maybe actually being a sex
slave for real. It was too incredible an idea to not think
about!

My muscles kept spasming, twitching, pulling
my hips forward, and I desperately wanted to reach down and squeeze
my throbbing breasts.

Adam appeared behind me again, his fingers
combing lightly through my hair.

“You think all blonde girls are sluts? Or is
it that all sluts become blonde?” he asked in an amused voice.

He gathered in my hair and jerked back on it
sharply and I gasped in pain. His lips moved in along the nape of
my neck and against my ear again.

“Beautiful blonde slut,” he whispered. “You
were built for this. You were made to be a pleasure toy for
others.”

I gasped as I felt that he was now naked
himself. I felt his cock, already hard, pressing in between my
buttocks, the head pointed up as he mashed himself against me and
slid slowly up and down between my buttocks.

“There’s nothing a blonde slut loves more
than a great big cock up inside her,” he said.

His hands slid around me, cupping and
squeezing my breasts, his thumbs and fingers pinching and stroking
and rolling my nipples as they burned hotly.

“Spread your legs apart, sex toy,” he
whispered into my ear.

I shifted my feet apart, moaning as his cock
continued to rub up and down between my buttocks.

I felt his fingers down between my buttocks
as he drew back, felt them tugging on the butt plug. I moaned at
the pressure as it grew greater and greater. Then the plug came
free and he slid it out of me entirely, dropping it on the
deck.

A moment later the head of his cock pushed
into the opening left by the butt plug and I shuddered, my eyes
rolling as I looked around wildly.

“This ass was made for men to enjoy using,”
he said.

I felt his cock pushing deeper, just the head
at first, then more.

“I bet you have a nice tight little ass,” he
said. “I’m sure I and my friends will enjoy it from now on.”

I moaned as his cock slid deeper, pulled
back, then pushed deeper again. His hands continued to massage and
knead my breasts, plucking and rolling my nipples, then one slid
down my slick body and pushed aside the narrow protrusion from the
base that covered my clitoris.

The feel of his soft, slippery fingers on my
swollen little button was like an electrical charge jolting my
body. After the long minutes of quivering machine vibrations, the
sudden soft, warm skin made me want to cry out in pleasure.

And a moment later that was exactly what I
did, losing control of myself as his cock pumped in and out,
driving deeper and deeper, and his fingers rubbed skillfully
against my clitoris. My body bucked and spasmed, my hips jerking
convulsively against his fingers as he forced his cock deeper and
deeper into my belly.

I cried out again and again in dazed
pleasure, a river of fire sweeping through me and melting both my
mind and my inhibitions so that I became little more than an
instinctive creature of sex wallowing in the storm of pleasure.

His cock pushed deeper and deeper as he
thrust faster and harder and my body shook more and more violently
as the orgasm tore through me.

He held me pinned against the railing, his
cock sliding so deep I felt cramps inside me as the orgasm slowly
began to subside. Finally, I felt his hips pressed against my
buttocks as he buried the last inch of cock inside me. I felt his
fingers in behind my hair, undoing the strap which went across my
cheeks. He eased the ball slowly out of my mouth and I gasped as I
worked my stiff jaw.

“You feel tight and warm, slave girl,” he
said just behind me.

He was standing against me, his cock buried
in my ass, the head lodged achingly deep.

He gripped my hair and slowly forced my head
back, his lips moving forward against my ear again.

“Do you feel my cock inside you, slut?”

I shuddered and moaned, my hips still
spasming against his fingers.

“Tell me you feel my cock up inside you.”

“I-I… do,” I moaned.

He brought his hand sliding up my slippery
body and pinched one of my nipples.

“Master,” he whispered.

“I do, master!” I gasped.

“Tell me you love my cock,” he whispered, his
lips next to my ear.

“I love your cock, master,” I groaned.

“Tell me you love having my cock so deep in
your ass.”

“I-I love having your cock so deep in my ass,
master,” I gulped.

“You feel it moving inside you, slut?” he
asked as he drew back, then slid forward again.

“Yes, master,” I breathed.

His fingers jerked on my hair and I gasped in
pain.

“Tell me you’re my slut. Tell me you’re my
blonde fuck toy.”

“I’m your slut, master,” I moaned. “I’m your
blonde fuck toy!”

This was all so dark and kinky and
perverted!

“Now beg me to fuck your ass.”

My mind squirmed a little more but I
obeyed.

“Please fuck my ass, master!” I moaned.

“Such a dirty girl,” he whispered.

His hips began to move in and out, his cock
sliding up and down inside me. One of his hands moved down to
squeeze my breasts and then slid lower, fingering my still
hypersensitive little clitoris.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy, baby.”

“I’m your fuck-toy, master!” I moaned.

His hips began to move faster, his cock
sliding up and down inside me with long, deep strokes.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I’m your sex slave, master!” I exclaimed in
a shuddering voice.

His hips began slapping against my slick
buttocks as he drove his cock into me with renewed strength and
force. Then Natalie appeared beside me, leaning against the rail as
she looked down at me.

“You adulterous little slut,” she said with
disapproval. “I don’t recall telling you that my husband could fuck
you in the ass. What a naughty girl you are!”

She reached in and roughly fondled one of my
breasts.

“Imagine walking around naked and letting men
fuck you in the ass any time they want. What a slut you are!”

“Beg me to fuck your ass harder, slut,” Adam
ordered.

“Please fuck my ass harder, master!” I
gasped.

“Why you little slut,” Natalie said. “What
did I just tell you? And you right away beg him to fuck you harder.
You’re such a whore!”

“Tell me you love having my cock in your ass,
slut,” Adam ordered as he jerked on my hair.

“Ungh! I love having a cock in my ass,
master!” I gasped.

“You’re nothing but an animal,” Natalie said.
“You’re a cock loving little bitch.”

His fingers continued to stroke against my
incredibly swollen, over-sensitized clitoris as he drove his cock
deep into my ass with every stroke.

I came again, crying out my pleasure,
heedless of who heard as my hips bucked violently back against his
cock and I gloried in the deep, thick hardness of it so high inside
me.

“I love how tight she is around my cock,”
Adam said.

“Then fuck her harder,” Natalie said. “Ram
that big cock of yours so deep inside her it comes out of her open
mouth.”

It was so good! The pleasure was so intense!
I was lost in a steamy world of dark, sensual, erotic hunger and
pleasure and passion! And the more outrageous they were, the more
heat poured through me!

*

Natalie had me crawl into the kitchen, the
ball gag back in my mouth once more, the butt plug back inside me
as well. Before putting the latter back, Adam had said “maybe I’ll
invite some of my buddies over to enjoy this tight ass of yours,
later on, slave girl.”

I didn’t know if that was just to shock me,
as was so much of what they said, or if he actually intended doing
it! And the wickedness and outrageousness of the latter thought
overrode the anxiety it brought.

In the meantime, Natalie gave me a pale of
soapy water, and a sponge, and told me to clean the kitchen floor.
On my hands and knees. I didn’t try to argue, especially since I
wasn’t able to speak. And frankly, the kitchen floor was already as
clean as a floor could be, as far as I could see. So I wasn’t
really sure what the point was.

Nevertheless, I started cleaning, dipping my
hand into the soapy pail repeatedly and then slowly backing up
along the length of the kitchen as I scrubbed the floor. The
vibrator was no longer throbbing inside me. But I still felt its
presence, so thick and hard and deep inside me.

I wasn’t sure where they were. They weren’t
in the kitchen, anyway. As I scrubbed the floor my mind rolled
through various thoughts about what was happening, about my
position, and what I should do or say. But I didn’t really have any
answers. I mean, I could certainly just get up anytime I wanted to,
say I was done with this, then go home or to my parents’ place.

And do what? Watch TV? Go shopping at the
local mall for stuff I couldn’t afford? Go on social media and
gossip with my friends? And give up this dark, kinky, thrilling,
once-in-a-lifetime experience?

So I scrubbed the floor, my knees starting to
ache before too long. I wondered if this was a punishment or just
something to get me out of the way while they planned something
even more perverted. I started in the corner and worked my way
backward, shuffling slowly back along the floor as I tried to scrub
it.

Of course, one of the first problems I ran
into was that since I was on my hands and knees my breasts were
hanging directly down without any support. And while my breasts are
wonderfully firm in most circumstances they’re not that small and
jerking my wrists back and forth while I knelt there tended to make
them move around… If you get the picture.

I found that I had to kind of keep my arms in
together to sort of squeeze my breasts a little as I attempted to
scrub. That had some effect, but not enough. I wound up having to
use just one hand to scrub while the other supported me in place so
that my body didn’t move quite as much.

Of course that soon got tiring on my arm.

After a bit, when I was about halfway
finished, Adam wandered into the room, coming up behind me.

“Now if that isn’t a pretty picture I don’t
know what is,” he said. “Face down, ass up, slave girl.”

I felt an instant rush of heat and eased my
body down.

“All the way down, slut,” he said.

He put his foot down on my back just above my
shoulder blades and I gasped as I lowered myself fully to the
floor, my breasts pillowing out beneath me.

“You should know how to do this by now, slave
girl. Stretch your arms out ahead of you, put your chin on the
floor, and draw your thighs in as close to your belly as you can
while spreading your legs. I want you to give the best possible
image of a slave girl who’s ready to be mounted and ridden
hard.”

He kept his foot on my back as I shifted my
body as closely as I could to what he wanted. I felt anxious and
uncertain, wanting to get it right to avoid further punishment. But
at the same time, I was feeling a continuing rush, a dark thrill of
the forbidden, of the outrageous, and perhaps a kind of masochistic
excitement at my own abuse.

It’s not like I was a masochist. I mean not
really. But this was simply dark and hot and wicked and exciting,
whether done to me or some other girl. I thought of some of my
girlfriends and wondered how they would react if they were placed
in this position with a man putting his foot down on their back to
remind them how low and helpless they were.

He lifted his foot at last.

“Remember this position, slave girl. Next
time you fail to instantly pose your body properly you’ll be
punished.”

He walked out of the room and after some
seconds I pushed myself back up onto all fours and resumed
scrubbing. But my body was buzzing with a dark hunger and my mind
was gripped by a strange, twisted sense of delight at how degrading
and shocking and wicked this was.

When I finished, I sat up and back on my
heels and looked behind me. I didn’t see anyone so I brought my
hands in together and cupped my breasts, squeezing them repeatedly
and rolling the nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. I let my
hand drop down between my legs and began stroking my clitoris as
heat and sexual electricity rose within me.

I stopped with a gasp as I heard footsteps,
pulling my hands away from my body as Natalie came into the
room.

“You finish the floor yet, slave girl?”

I couldn’t exactly answer orally so I nodded
my head.

“And you think you’ve done a good job?”

I nodded my head uncertainly. The floor had
been clean before I scrubbed it, after all.

She reached down and undid the straps holding
the ball in my mouth then pried it out. And I noticed she had that
long, thin, flexible stick thing in her other hand.

“Face down, ass up,” she said.

I took this to be a test, even though it had
been her husband who’d made it clear what position he expected. I
assumed the proper position and waited.

You think you scrubbed the floor properly,
slut?”

“Yes, Miss Natalie,” I gulped.

“Show me.”

I rolled my eyes up at her in confusion.

Her hand shot down, extending the thin stick
thing before it so that it was an inch or so above the ground just
in front of my face. From this because I could see it wasn’t made
of wood, but some kind of leather.

“Lick the floor, slave.”

I stared at the end of the switch in
astonishment at the order.

“You heard me, slave. Let me see you run your
tongue along that floor.”

I was still astonished when she drew the
stick up and back and then brought it swishing through the air so
that it landed across my upraised buttocks with a stinging jolt of
pain.

“Obey your mistress, slave girl.”

I gasped in pain, and again she brought it
down a second time, then a third. It really did sting!

I quickly pushed my tongue out, pulled my
chin off the floor, and gave it a quick lick.

“Not like that, you nasty little sex slave.
Give it a long, slow, hard lick with that filthy tongue of
yours.”

I guess I’m a little slow. My confusion
evaporated in a sudden burst of understanding. She had no doubts
about the cleanliness of the floor nor much interest either. This
was about showing me how little power a sex slave had and how she
had to obey any order, regardless of how degrading was.

I shuddered and then took a longer look at
the floor. That got me another sharp crack across the bottom from
that stinging switch.

“Lick longer and harder, you filthy little
animal!”

I gasped in pain and quickly took another
long lick at the floor. A shudder ran through my lower body and I
felt my pussy spasming around the thick vibrator.

“Again, slut.”

I took several long, slow licks at the floor
as she gazed down at me from on high.

She shifted in front of me and I saw she was
wearing shiny black high heels.

“Now show your gratitude for the training I
am giving you, you miserable little slave. Clean my shoes… with
your tongue.”

I felt another shudder inside me, a kind of
spasming of internal muscles as I shifted and licked at her black
high-heeled shoe. On the one hand, this was better than licking the
floor. On the other, it was still incredibly, outrageously
degrading.

“Long, slow licks, slut.”

My tongue licked upward along her shoe as I
heard footsteps behind me. I hesitated but the stick came down on
my buttocks and I gasped and resumed licking.

“Is she being a good little fuck toy?” Adam
asked.

“She still clearly requires more
discipline.”

“And probably another big cock inside her,”
he said with amusement.

He moved forward and his foot came down on my
back again to press my breasts more firmly into the floor.

“I’m more than ready to give her one,” said
another voice.

I gasped in alarm, jerking instinctively up
or trying to. His foot kept me in place.

It had been a man’s voice! There was another
man standing behind me looking at me like this!

“You’re always ready to stick your cock in
any hot little blonde slut you come across,” said a female
voice.

I cringed under both voices, shocked to
realize there was another couple here standing behind me, seeing me
like this! My face burned hotly as I held still, frozen in
place.

“Keep licking, slave,” Natalie ordered.

“Pass me the riding crop, Natalie,” Adam
said.

A riding crop!

I winced as it cut across my buttocks with
another stinging blow.

“Did anyone tell you to stop licking, sex
slave?” Natalie demanded.

I gasped helplessly, gulping in air, my face
burning hot as I squirmed in humiliation.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The crop cut down across my buttocks with
short, sharp, painful blows as I knelt there. Each blow sent a line
of fire sizzling across the surface of my soft skin. In
desperation, I jerked my mouth up and resumed licking Natalie’s
shoe.

“Nasty little fuck toy,” Natalie said.

“She’s like a sexual animal,” Adam said.

“Just looks like your typical blonde slut to
me,” the other woman said in amusement.

“Oh hardly typical, my dear,” the other male
said. “That is not a typical ass, and that looks like a very lovely
little pussy.”

“Let me see about that,” the woman’s voice
said.

She moved forward and knelt beside me, but I
still couldn’t see her without turning around and I wasn’t about to
do that. I felt her hand between my thighs, her fingers stroking
over my clitoris, and felt a fresh wave of embarrassment at how wet
I was. She tugged the vibrator out of my body and a moment later
her fingers plunged into me, too, then three of them, twisting and
turning inside me as she brought her thumb up against my
clitoris.

“Slutty little blonde slave girl,” she
taunted.

I didn’t even know what she looked like but
her fingers were already probing deep within me! Then Natalie moved
back and a man moved around in front of me. A moment later he
knelt, reaching down and gripping me by the hair. I felt the foot
coming off my back as the man pulled up, raising me onto my hands
and knees and then holding firmly to my hair as he undid his
zipper.

I stared, wide-eyed at his groin, my mind
spinning and churning with embarrassment, heat, and uncertainty. I
didn’t even know who these people were! Of course, if I was playing
the part of a sex slave that hardly mattered. And really if you
thought things out logically I didn’t know Adam at all when he’d
first made use of my body so what did it matter?

I’d still had a shocking, incredible orgasm,
and several more since. It seemed that the more orgasms I had the
more easily aroused I became and the fewer my inhibitions.

It didn’t even seem unusual for me to open my
mouth as the man pushed his big cock in against it. I rolled my
eyes upwards and saw dark brown eyes looking down at me. I flushed
immediately, jerking my eyes away, embarrassed even as his cock
pushed deeper into my mouth.

The woman behind me was twisting and turning
her fingers inside my pussy. I moaned around the cock in my mouth
as she slowly worked a fourth finger into me, stretching me out
wide. Then the man jerked on my hair and pushed himself deep into
my throat, slowly forcing every inch down inside me until my lips
were wrapped around the base of his shaft.

“Nothing like having a beautiful blonde’s
lips wrapped around your cock,” he said.

The other woman slid her hand up under my
belly, searching for and finding my clitoris. Her fingers stroked
skillfully as the other woman twisted and turned her hand and
rubbed at my clitoris.

“She is obviously a slut,” the woman said
from behind me.

“Oh obviously,” Natalie said.

I felt a sharp slap across my bottom.

“Is that right, slut?”

Obviously, I was in no position to answer as
the man before me held my lips in place and ground himself against
my mouth. He pulled out slowly as I trembled and shook there
between them. And then Adam dropped to his knees on my other side
across from his wife, reaching in to fondle one of my breasts.

The man pulled out and I gulped in air and
cried out in pain as he jerked sharply on my hair, forcing my head
back further.

“Tell me you love the taste of my cock inside
your mouth, slave,” he ordered.

He jerked again on my hair and I cried out
again, and someone slapped my bottom sharply.

“I-I love the taste of your cock inside my
mouth… master,” I gasped.

“Swallow it again then, you filthy little sex
beast.”

He pushed himself back in my mouth and
straight down my throat and I gasped and moaned as the woman behind
me and twisted and pushed at her fingers, stretching me out even
wider. With the way I was having difficulty breathing from the man
in my throat, who now started pumping slowly in and out, I didn’t
even realize what was happening behind me at first.

She had for fingers inside me which was bad
enough, but she was clearly trying to force another one in through
my tight opening. I straining, achingly stretched, as the cock
pulled slowly back out of my throat. I gulped in deep, ragged
breaths of air and gasped as I realized that the woman behind me
had managed to get her thumb inside me, as well!

Her whole hand was sinking slowly into my
body! At the same time, Adam and Natalie were kneading both my
breasts while flicking and rolling my nipples. And this strange
woman was also stroking her fingers across my clitoris.

“She is obviously a born sex slave,” the man
said.

“This body was built to be someone’s fuck
toy,” Adam replied.

“All blondes are sluts,” the woman said from
behind me.”

“There’s nothing this little whore loves more
than something big and hard inside her hungry little pussy,”
Natalie said.

They were all talking like this continuously
even as the one man fucked my mouth and throat and the woman slowly
forced her hand deeper into my pussy!

“You should see what a vibrator does to the
little slut,” Natalie said.”

She moved away and a moment later returned
and I felt something pushed up between my legs even as the woman
rotated her hand inside me. Most of my attention was split between
the big cock making my throat ache and making it almost impossible
to breathe, and the hand straining and stretching my insides. Not
to mention the shock I felt at the realization that a whole hand
was inside me!

I could feel the fingers being drawn in
together inside me to form a hard round fist, then the fist twisted
and turned and moved deeper.

“Come for us, little slut,” Natalie said as
the vibrator was turned on.

I gasped, my muscle spasming as the vibrator
was abruptly ground back and forth against my clitoris. My mind was
in a state of dazed incomprehension, shocked despite all that had
happened over the last day or so by the feel of the woman’s whole
fist moving up and down inside me. It was so thick and wide and
round and hard! It made me ache!

But it sent a hot, steaming flow of liquid
heat flooding through my mind to drown it in the dark erotic wonder
of being a sex slave! The orgasm blossomed down low and then
exploded up through my body and seemingly into my mind to the point
I thought my skull would explode!

My body jerked violently as I tried to impale
myself on that hard fist inside me, the vibrator playing back and
forth across my clitoris as my breasts were squeezed and kneaded.
The orgasm went on and on, and I was hardly aware of being unable
to breathe.

The man pulled his cock free and I gulped in
a desperate breath of air only to cry it out again in animal
pleasure. I cried out all the air I had inhaled then sucked in
another breath and did it again, and again, and again as the fist
began pumping in and out of me. I ground myself back against it, my
hips bucking violently, as my mind was swamped by a churning,
boiling cauldron of passion and ecstasy.
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I had to resume sitting on my heels, legs
spread, and hands behind my neck, as the couple visited with
Natalie and her husband. I didn’t know what their last names were,
but the woman’s name was Amanda and the man’s was Trevor. They
spent about an hour chatting with Natalie and Adam while I knelt
there, body stiff and mind quivering.

Then I had to crawl on the end of a leash
that Amanda held, down the hall and into a spare bedroom. She and
Trevor stripped and she sat back against the headboard of the bed,
drawing her legs up and back as she pulled my mouth in to lick her
pussy. Trevor, meanwhile, drove his cock into me from behind.

The most wickedly exciting thing about it was
that neither one even asked me, nor even had the attitude that they
should. It was like they had borrowed the use of a vacuum cleaner,
or some other piece of equipment, and assumed it would function as
required.

And I did, doing my best to lick her pussy to
bring her off as Trevor rammed his hips into me from behind. It was
surreal, and intensely exciting. So much so that I came despite
Trevor’s indifferent sexual skills.

Natalie then decided we were going out to a
local café for lunch. Or at least, once I was appropriately
prepared we would.

The preparation involved pushing a large,
egg-like vibrator inside me, then tying rough hemp ropes around my
waist and feeding them down between my legs and up between my
buttocks and back. The rope was pulled tight enough to force its
way in between the lips of my sex and it was so scratchy that I
itched horribly.

The same kind of rope was tied in loops and
then placed over my breasts I knelt on all fours as they were
gradually tightened around the base of my breasts so that they
pushed out taut, throbbing, and hard. Then the ropes were drawn
back behind my back and tied firmly in place.

Natalie gave me a denim dress to wear, saying
it was casual enough for where we were going. It was also thick
enough to disguise the ropes, and very short, uncomfortably so.
Needless to say, walking was a difficult experience with the rough
hemp digging in between my pussy lips. Sitting down, once we got
there, it wasn’t easy either. Especially when she turned on the
vibrator.

It wasn’t especially hot outside but I was
soon sweating as I fought to keep control of myself there at the
table in the midst of a bunch of strangers. The reason I managed
was the discomfort of the ropes against my tender skin. It was
impossible not to squirm constantly, though, despite being ordered
to sit still like a naughty girl.

We returned to the apartment, and Adam
quickly removed the denim dress then pulled me across his lap and
spanked me. Halfway through he undid the rope and peeled it out
from between my buttocks and pussy, then he alternated spanking and
fingering me.

The ropes had made me so incredibly sensitive
down there that I came repeatedly as his fingers plunged deep into
my sopping pussy.

They set me to scrubbing the corridor floors
then, and as had happened with the kitchen one or the other of them
would show up every now and then to make me put my chin down and
raise my bottom high. And at the end I had to lick the floor and
then her shoes.

Natalie then had me put on a maid costume,
except this was the kind of costume you bought at a sex shop. It
was extremely short in front and even shorter in back. In fact, it
left my buttocks bare. The front was a mixture of black along the
sides and a lacy white center that was almost see-through.

I had to act as their maidservant, fetching
and serving them whether it be drinks or snacks or helping make
dinner and then serving them as they ate. Or at least that was what
I was told would happen. They didn’t tell me they had another
couple coming for dinner.

The men constantly fondled me as I brought
glasses and plates and food, and then the man whose name was Jeff
pulled me onto his lap and fingered me to the edge of orgasm. Then
he stripped off my little costume, bent me over the table and
fucked me right in front of the other three.

After which I had to continue acting as the
maid, only entirely naked now.

After dinner the four of them took turns
tormenting and arousing me, then driving me into screaming fits of
orgasm. And when it was time to sleep, I was led crawling to
another room where instead of a bed there was a large cage on the
floor. I crawled into it and Natalie closed the cage door and left
me like that locked in, like an animal, like a bitch in heat.

The next morning was more of the same, except
it was two couples that came over together, and I had my first
experience with three cocks inside me at once.

I spent the entire weekend naked and
wallowing in the life of a sex slave. And come Monday, I returned
to work with Natalie and performed much the same tasks as I had
before. The exception being, of course, that at times she would
lock the door and I would crawl between her legs as she sat back on
her sofa or desk chair and lick her pussy to climax.

I got very good at that. She and her riding
crop insured I learned how to please her quickly and thoroughly.
And at the end of the day, I would return to her place, remove my
clothing, put on the collar and restraints, and be their little sex
slave, their fuck toy, their whore.

Why? Because it was wickedly exciting,
thrilling, and brought me incredible orgasms. It was a life of
intense and delicious excitement and sexual adventure. I had no
idea how long it would last but I could put aside the TV and social
media and enjoy myself while it did.

I would’ve been crazy not to.

So the better question would be… Why not?

 


END
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