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I love visiting London, though I sometimes
have trouble communicating with the locals as I only speak English.
It's a very cosmopolitan city, like New York. New Yorkers, however,
have long insisted newcomers learn to speak in some semblance of
the local dialect. London considered itself too noble to insist
people adapt, so lots of them didn't bother . The result is a wild
mixture of nationalities that have only slightly acclimated to
being on British soil.

And since most of them wind up in service
jobs I encounter them fairly frequently. It's annoying having to
constantly repeat myself in pidgin English to some dullard sales
clerk or hotel waiter who gapes at me like I'm speaking Latin when
all I want is to know how much something costs.

Fucking foreigners!

Okay, spare me the irony. I realize that I'm
technically a foreigner when I visit the UK. I'm very smart. I can
fucking speak English, for one!

Can I speak Arabic or Urdu? No. Why the fuck
would I want to? Am I in Lebanon or Pakistan? No. So fuck off.

People call me judgmental. People call me
intolerant and snobbish. I prefer to think of myself as someone
with high standards. I don't ask others to go above the standards
of behavior I hold myself to, so I'm not really unfair as far as
I'm concerned.

I woke up in a large, comfortable bed that
morning. It had a low-backed sofa at its foot facing the TV, which
sat on a low stand. To my left was a multi-paned window looking out
on the courtyard. There were sixteen panes. I'd counted last night
just after snapping off the light.

I'd gotten in on the morning flight. And
since I've never been able to sleep on planes it was a long flight.
First-class, of course. No way I'm going to sit crowded in among
the herd, with fat, smelly middle-aged women and their yowling
children.

Then, the staff at the hotel had made me wait
for hours before I could check in. I'd been sleeping since then.
Most people would think it a bad idea to sleep the day away and
then wake up in the evening. I'm not most people. I sleep whenever
the fuck I feel like sleeping. That's a byproduct of not having a
job, of not needing a job.

Which is a byproduct of being born into the
right kind of family.

I rolled out of bed and went to the window,
put my hands on the wide sill, and looked out. There wasn't a lot
to see. It was an old hotel, heavily renovated. My window looked
out on the hotel's inner courtyard, which was surrounded on four
sides. I could see a pond and waterfall below, then a bunch of
windows just like mine to the left, the right and directly across
the courtyard square.

And then I raised my eyes and saw a man at
the window across the square. He appeared to be looking at me. The
courtyard was about a hundred feet wide so he could doubtless see I
was female given I wasn't wearing anything. But unless he had the
eyes of an eagle the details would be lacking.

My instinct was to jerk back out of sight,
but I halted it and stared back boldly. It wasn't like I had
anything to be embarrassed about, after all. I have a damn good
body and I'm proud of it. God knows I work hard enough to maintain
it.

It felt nicely wicked to be standing there
naked in the window looking back boldly. He stood in his window
looking back just as boldly. I couldn't tell much from this
distance. He looked older, though, and angry. Ha. Let him be.

I turned away and turned on the TV for the
sound, then padded across the floor to the bathroom. I'd thrown
myself into bed when I'd gotten in. Now I stepped into the shower
and washed away the feeling of being stuck in an airplane for
twelve hours

I stepped out feeling refreshed, dried off,
and went back out front to call down for coffee and a bagel before
getting my toiletries and unloading them onto the bathroom counter.
I don't, as a rule, use much makeup most of the time because I
don't need to and can't be bothered. I get more than sufficient
male attention – and female – as is. I don't need more.

I mostly brushed out my hair. It's long and
thick and soft and golden blonde, and pours smoothly over my
shoulders and halfway down my back.

There was a loud knock at the door and I
turned off the dryer. I'd probably not heard the earlier ones. I
was still naked, so I grabbed a fluffy white hotel dressing gown
off the hook and slipped it around my shoulders, then tied it in
front.

I went to the door and opened it to find some
third world type staring at me, holding a tray with my
coffee.”Ko-phi?” he asked.

I sighed as he set the tray down on the
dresser, then he thrust some sort of receipt at me, along with a
pen. I turned away and went for my purse to get my own gold pen.
I'd just showered, after all. I had no interest in getting a mass
of grubby germs on me from his. God knows how many people touched
it every day.

I scrawled my name on the paper and he said
something I didn't understand.

“What?”

He pointed at the receipt and said it again.
Don't ask me what the fuck it was.

I shook my head and made the universal “I
don't understand” motion with hands and shoulders, and he repeated
himself, then pointing at the receipt. This time I understood I was
supposed to initial it in a particular location. Fuck.

I initialed it, and he looked at it and then
said something else so I pushed him back towards the door by
stepping closer and kind of shooing him back, then closed the door
in his face.

Learn to fucking speak English, you bloody
wog.

See, I've been here before. I understand the
lingo.

I took the bagel and coffee into the
bathroom, not touching the tray. God knows where it had been.

I examined the bagel suspiciously, then took
a bite before setting it down on a tissue. I picked up the coffee
and took a sip, then set it down and returned to my hair. Drying
hair as long as mine takes time and care or it looks like crap.

I do not like looking like crap.

I finished with my hair, used a dash of
lipstick and a tiny bit of moisturizer, thanked God for good
genetics, and went to get dressed.

I opened my suitcases, dumped stuff into the
dresser, then pulled on a thong and bra, a very lightweight
turtleneck which hugged my body, and a pair of low-riding jeans. My
purse is small, lightweight, with a thick shoulder strap, and only
has a minimal amount of junk inside. I honestly don't understand
women who carry their lives around in a giant, heavy purse.
Morons.

I slipped the strap over my shoulders,
checked to make sure everything I needed was in it, then headed
downstairs. It was just past eight so I was basically just going to
window shop since the stores closed at Nine or Ten hereabouts.

I like shopping along the streets in London.
Well, among the better streets. It was a ten-minute walk to Oxford
Street and I enjoyed the crowds and the beautiful architecture.
Someone long ago had forbidden any new buildings on the street
which didn't conform to the beautiful old ones. Smart guy. It was
like being in the nineteenth century, except the ground floor shops
were all modern.

I got hassled less than I did in New York.
Maybe it's a cultural thing; the British being more polite. Or
maybe it was the area, where the lower classes might work but never
shop. Things were expensive here. Well, for ordinary people. I'm
not ordinary.

I pushed open a door into a clothing shop and
looked at a collection of blouses on a table. I was always looking
for the right shades of green and blue that went with my hair.
Sometimes black and red looked good too. It depended on the shade
and the fabric.

I moved around the shop, fingers testing the
material of some of the tops and dresses while I considered what
might or might not look good on me. Occasionally I'd check a price
tag, but mostly they didn't matter unless they were really
ridiculous.

I got frowned at by some Muzzie women in
headscarves and I gave them my coldest look. If they wanted to hide
their hair and bodies because GOD told them they might arouse men
that was up to them. I would dress however the fuck I felt like
it.

I tossed my head to make my hair swing and
turned my back on them. Let them get a look at how nice and tight
the jeans were across my ass. They were probably just jealous
anyway.

I thought about casually tugging up one of
the thin black strings to my thong so it was visible on my hip, but
discarded the idea. I'd done that when I was younger, but now I
thought that was kind of gauche.

Anyway, I wasn't looking for male attention
tonight.

I went back out on the sidewalk and walked
on, window-shopping, and pushing into various shops, examining
hats, handbags, dresses and lounge-wear. I was basically getting an
idea of what was available, and to some extent what the asking
prices were.

The stores started shutting down around Ten
so I headed back to the hotel. I went up to my room and changed
into something to do some exercise in. That's basically sweatpants
and a tank top. Then I headed for the hotel's exercise room.

It wasn't large, but then it wasn't a large
hotel. There was only one person there, at the far end, using the
free weights. I ignored him and jumped on one of the treadmills,
then started walking, then jogging. As I picked up the pace, I
noticed in the mirror that the guy seemed to be looking at me.

Or maybe not. He wasn't looking directly at
me, but in the mirror at himself. But when he looked past himself
it was towards me, in the mirror. I was jogging at right angles to
him, over there on my left, but I could see him by turning my head
a bit to the right, in another mirror.

Nothing strange about a guy looking at me,
mind you. I'm very nice eye candy, or so I've been told. And it
wasn't like there was a lot else to look at in the exercise room
unless he was fascinated with himself. And he was a bit old for
that.

He looked to be around thirty. He had a
military short haircut, dark eyes and a kind of brooding look on
his face. He was wearing a black t-shirt across broad shoulders,
and his arms, as he lifted a pair of large dumbbells up and down,
were thickly muscled.

I did not meet his eyes. I wasn't here to be
picked up. I picked up the pace on the treadmill, and my hair,
which I'd pulled back in a ponytail, bounced against my back as I
ran. He finished with the weights and walked over, getting onto the
treadmill next to mine.

I braced myself for turning down whatever
come-on he was going to attempt, but he ignored me, other than to
dial up the treadmill and start jogging. I studiously did not look
at him in the mirror, so I didn't know what he was looking at. I
listened to my iPod and pretended he wasn't there.

Which got harder as he started to run. I was
running casually. This guy did that for about a minute or two, like
a warmup, then began to run faster and faster. I couldn't help
flicking my eyes towards him in the mirror. This time he wasn't
looking at me, though, or at least, didn't seem to be.

He was looking at himself, running very
determinedly, like he was chasing someone that he wanted to
catch.

So he could tear their throat out.

Yikes!

Just my silly imagination, of course. I
chided myself on being an idiot and focused on myself and my
running. I was certainly not going to try to compete with this guy.
I'm not into setting records or whatever. I'm just trying to keep
in shape.

I slowed down and stepped off, then got on
one of the rowing machines instead. Since they were behind the
treadmills that mostly gave me a view of him from behind – well,
except for the mirror in front of him on the wall. I did my best to
not be seen looking. But I have to admit he had a great ass.

A great body, in fact. It struck me as
very... masculine. That might seem pretty fucking obvious, but I
don't mean male, I mean masculine. There's a difference. The
impression I got of him was someone strong, tough, aggressive, and
able to take care of himself; someone who didn't take shit from
anyone.

I admired all those qualities. They were all
very high on my list of traits I looked for in a guy. Except this
wasn't a guy, it was a man. I'm only nineteen. I don't, as a rule,
date guys half again my age. I date guys who are maybe twenty or
twenty-two or three or around there.

I mean, when he was my age I was, like,
nine.

On the other hand, there was something
fascinating about him on an instinctive level. Like some kind of
dangerous animal: a leopard or tiger, maybe. The idea of sex with
an... animal like him suddenly made my chest tighten up. Yikes!
That would be... well, I wondered!

On the other hand, maybe I was completely
wrong. Maybe he sold insurance or was an accountant and he was
mild-mannered, soft-spoken and desperately anxious to please. If I
smiled at him would he be all confused and blush like a virgin boy
at the prom? I wasn't sure but I didn't dare try to find out. He
was too... intimidating!

He stopped running and went over to the
corner, then began to do chin-ups. Effortlessly. Didn't this guy
need to take a break to catch his breath or something? Apparently
not.

I felt myself become more and more curious
about him. What was he? Who was he? An international contract
killer here for a job? I played with that idea in my mind, and
liked it, though it was silly. What kind of job would a man like
him have? This wasn't a cut-rate hotel, by a long shot, so it had
to pay well.

He dropped down, then peeled his t-shirt up
and off and jumped up, grabbing the bar and pulling himself up and
down.

Was he showing off for me!?

Or was he just hot, as in sweaty...?
Whichever it was the play of muscles along his back as he pulled
himself up and down was... impressive. I mean, I tried to look down
at him as a showoff or something, but my instincts were growling
like a hungry cat.

I wondered how to meet him, just to maybe
satisfy my growing curiosity about what he was. Did he have one of
those 'posh' accents the upper crust did around here or one of the
'lower class' accents of someone who had come up from the
bottom?

I finished rowing and stood up, more than a
little breathless, and wondering how I could find an excuse to talk
to him. I could go over and use the free weights, which were right
next to him, and oh, maybe drop one! Oh yes! I could play the
confused girl and he'd show me how to do it right! Guys love
that!

I wandered over to that area, ignoring him,
of course, and picked up and bent over, with my butt to him, to
test the various dumbbells on the racks to see which were
manageable. I found a couple which were lightweight enough but felt
like they'd at least be some kind of challenge, then began to do
curls while I racked my brain to figure out how to accidentally
drop one, or do something else to get his attention.

I decided to shift myself over to the side.
There was another rack there, a curving rack that held barbells. I
could pretend to trip on the lower part of the stand. I did that,
and dropped one of the barbells with a yelp just as he dropped down
from the bar.

He turned those dark eyes on me, and I gulped
because they didn't look all that friendly! Still, I'm a brave
girl! My friends all say so anyway! I gave a helpless little girly
laugh and shrugged.

“I guess you have to watch your feet around
these racks,” I said.

He picked up the dumbbell for me and put it
in my hand and I started to thank him, pleased my ruse had worked.
Then his big hand came up around my neck and he pushed me back
against the mirrored wall! The heel of his hand was actually on my
upper chest, not on my throat, but his long, thick fingers curled
up around the sides of my neck as he leaned in and kissed me!

Hard!

I was... stunned! Open-mouthed even! He
kissed me long and hard and passionately, his chest pressing
against my breasts as his mouth practically fed at mine! I felt
shocked, then indignation, then confusion and uncertainty because,
like, that kiss was smoking hot and awesome!

And then he pulled back and turned around and
walked out of the gym, leaving me gaping at him and gulping in air.
Like, holy fuck!

He hadn't even said a fucking word!

“Hey!” I finally called, but by then he'd
already left the room.

“Fuck!” I exclaimed. “What the fuck!”

I licked my lips. I put the dumbbells down
and shook my head in amazement. Also embarrassment. Not because he
had kissed me but because he had clearly seen completely through my
act. I felt indignation, though. I mean, I'm pretty hot! If he
thought I was interested in him why the fuck didn't he stick
around!?

Who the fuck did he think he was!? Did he
think he was too good for me!?

Or even worse, did he think I was some silly
little girl?

Looking at myself in the mirrors, I couldn't
help noticing my nipples had gotten hard.

That had been an absolutely amazing kiss! It
was wild and passionate and incredibly.... raw and carnal!

I headed back for my room, trying to puzzle
out why the guy hadn't stuck around. No guy had ever rejected me.
Not in my entire life. I was too hot! Even old men stared at me
when I was on the beach or in something sexy!

I felt insulted!

I let myself into my room, and stripped off
my exercise stuff, then went into the bathroom for a quick shower.
I looked at myself in the mirror, and even posed a little.

Yeah, you'd like this, wouldn't you, Mr.
Machoman, I thought.

I've always been proud of my breasts. All the
guys compliment them, especially the ones who have seen them naked.
They're not huge but they're nice and big and round and firm. Guys
love feeling them. So how come mister tough guy hadn't tried?

He'd seen my ass, too. Why hadn't he slid
those big, strong hands down and had a feel?

I ran my hand up across my throat, and felt
again the strength of his hands around my neck. That had been
weird! I'd felt helpless in his powerful hands, completely at his
mercy! He could have choked the life out of me!

And remembering him standing there in front
of me shoving me back into the wall, his hand around my neck, his
lips on mine... my nipples got hard and tingly again.

I blew out a breath and moved to the shower,
sliding the door open and turning on the water. When it was hot, I
stepped inside. I showered quickly, keeping my hair out of the
water as much as I could, then dried off, put on some casual
clothes, and went downstairs to get something to eat.

It was almost midnight but the restaurant
never closes in a hotel like this. You might not be able to get a
seven-course meal but you could at least get salads, soups and
sandwiches. I got a salad and sat down, pondering and planning.

I'd gotten up at around Seven. It was now
around midnight. I didn't see myself able to sleep for hours yet,
but that was okay. It's not like I haven't stayed up all night on
many occasions. But I did want to get into a more or less normal
schedule where I was awake when stuff was open.

I went back to my room and got on the
computer, sent a flurry of emails to people, then posted some
pictures of my trip so far. Then I got on the bed and turned on the
TV and spent several hours watching shows on Netflix. I went to bed
around dawn, when I started to feel tired.

After stripping and sliding beneath the
covers I thought about that strange man again, and the feel of his
body against mine and his hand against my neck. I drew my knees up
and apart and began to slide my hands over my body, imagining it
was him, kneading my breasts and then sliding my fingers down
between my legs to find my clit.

I have several vibrators and dildos at home
but no way do I bring them in my luggage to have some customs
agents snickering over them as they hold them up! No thanks! I have
a substitute, though. It's a plastic bottle of hair gel with just
the right length, thickness and rounded cap to do the job.

I keep it with the rest of my makeup,
naturally, so only a very dirty mind would think it was for any
other purpose!

I began to rub it up and down against myself,
pressing harder and harder. I was already getting wet, and didn't
need any lube as it slowly began to sink into me. I closed my eyes,
imagining him, and imagining what might have happened in the
exercise room – however unlikely! Like him stripping me naked and
taking me up against the wall! Or maybe stripping me naked and
throwing me on the floor and doing me right then and there!

Like an animal!

I moaned as my body heated up and excitement
began to flare in my mind. I thrust the bottle deeper and deeper,
imagining it was him, and I was helpless below him! I thrust it so
deep the base of the bottle became flush with the lips of my sex
and I could feel the nose jammed achingly deep inside!

I squeezed my thighs together, rolling over
on the bed, grinding my swollen breasts and stiff nipples into the
sheets, then raising my bottom high! I reached back and found my
clitoris, gasping at the rush of sensations as I began to rub
desperately!

I kept my thighs tight together, grinding my
bottom as my breasts pillowed out below me, as the heat swirled and
churned inside me, as my mind filled with dark, carnal images of
this... man, using me as his bitch!

And then the orgasm took me, and fortunately
my pillow was right there to push my face into because I tend to
get loud when I orgasm. My hips bucked back convulsively as I
rubbed frantically against my clitoris. The rush of pleasure sent
my mind spinning into another place as I wallowed in the pleasure
engulfing me!

It was a great orgasm! They aren't all. Some
are calm. Some are disappointing. And some are mind-blowing! This
was up towards that upper end of the scale, if not quite there. I
felt my entire body pulsing with pleasure and heat as the climax
poured energy through my system. My muscles spasmed and drove my
hips back in fits and starts as my fingers ground down against my
clitoris.

I groaned and collapsed onto my face, then my
side, then rolled onto my back, letting my knees come apart as my
chest heaved. Then I slid the bottle out of myself, snuggled into
the sheets and went to sleep.
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I woke up a little before noon and sent down
for a bagel and coffee again. It was time for more shopping!
Yesterday had just been the warmup. Today I was hitting Harrods,
just for a start.

Fuck! It's so good to be me!

Since this was a casual out-on-the-town thing
I just put on a loosely pleated black satin mini over dark black
stockings and with a long black, hip-length sweater over the top. I
added a red scarf for color and headed out again.

Dressing to go out is an art that is largely
lost on men. Any woman seeing me would recognize I wasn't out
looking to pick up men, not with the long, loose sweater. Men would
see the mini and think I was trying to look sexy. Both would be
right. But the man would presume I was looking sexy for men. I was
looking sexy for ME.

I hit Harrods, which is a truly gorgeous
store kind of like the older versions of Macy's in New York City,
but better, and with a higher class of product! You could get lost
in the place, with all its odd little rooms. But I'd been here
before, and had a fair idea of where I was looking. I mean, it's
not like I was there to buy a blender or something.

I was holding up a cute crop-top and
examining it when this blonde moved up beside me to check other
tops on the table.

“That would look nice on you,” she said.

I turned and the color of her shirt caught my
eye. It was my favorite shade of green, a kind of deep forest, and
being worn by a cute blonde around my age with a cute bob.

“Oh I love your shirt,” I said.

“Well, you would, wouldn't you, with that
great mass of hair,” she said with a broad grin.

“Are you criticizing my hair, you bloody
foreigner,” I said.

We both laughed. I mean, her accent was
clearly Australian while mine was American.

“That's a really cute look,” she said, eyeing
my outfit and returning the favor.

“Thanks. Comfortable, too, which was the main
idea. But I prefer greens.”

Her name was Kate, for Katherine, and we
shopped together then, chatting merrily away. Then we went
downstairs for tea, where I learned she had come to London to go to
university.

“My parents are bugging me to decide on one,”
I sighed. “I've had fourteen years of education. Surely that's
enough!”

“Apparently not,” she replied. “Though I
think it's just, in a lot of ways, about bloody status. Anyone who
has gone to university looks down their nose on anyone who
hasn't.”

“Yes, like somehow you haven't become an
initiate of the great mysteries of life, like how to do accounting
or create bar charts.”

“Or the history of Botswana.”

“Or the psychology of mass murderers.”

“Honestly,” I said. “It seems to me that it's
just trade school. You learn a lot about one tiny specific area,
but nothing at all about most of the rest.”

“Yeah, that's basically it for most.”

“So what are you taking?” I asked.

“Financial Accounting and Economics.”

“Seriously!?”

“Nahr,” she laughed. “I'm taking basic
liberal arts.”

“Sociology, poetry and basket weaving?”

“That's about the gist of it.”

I snorted and shook my head.

“Hey, you ever go to Selfridge's?”

“Course. It's on the list.”

“Wanna go?”

“Why not!?”

Selfridges was another big department store,
only higher end. I was pleased Kate had suggested it since it
indicated her family had money. It's not that I'm a snob about that
sort of thing. But when I'm with someone who doesn't have the same
money then I have trouble doing the same things and going to the
same places unless I pay their way. Which can be awkward.

Its store on Oxford was the second biggest in
the country, after only Harrods, and we took a cab over, watched
hungrily by the Indian taxi driver. A lot of these minority types
are obsessed with blondes. And let's face it, we were pretty
cute!

Kate was wearing dance pants and a long green
shirt with a yellow vest, so she looked super cute. I didn't blame
him for wanting to look at her. I mean, hey, I'm not that heavy
into girls, but I can appreciate a pretty girl. And it wasn't like
I hadn't slept with a few myself – if only to be fashionable and to
satisfy my curiosity.

We found a few tops and, a scarf, some socks,
and a pair of super cute suede boots, then she poked her nose into
the lingerie section, mostly to snicker at what was available. You
don't buy lingerie at a department store unless you're middle-aged,
and so it was clear who the stuff was aimed at.

“That camisole and shorts set is cute,
though,” she said, pointing at them on a mannequin.

They were in forest-green too.

“Yeah, but not my type. I usually just wear
something like a longish T-shirt,” I said. “or something sexier if
I've got company.”

“In which case you're not wearing it long
anyway,” she said with a smirk.

“Not usually.”

We wandered along Oxford and she stopped at
the window of a lingerie shop.

“Now that's what you wanna wear with
company,” she said admiringly.

The mannequin was wearing a long black sheer
lace number. It was loose and layered from the waist down. Above
that it was ribbed, with thin black elastic lines pulling it in
tightly across the chest.

“You wouldn't be wearing that one long,” she
said.

I snickered. “It looks sexy but kind of old
for me. All guys want to do is tear my clothes off anyway. It's not
like I'm going to greet my 'special guy' at the door with a drink
in one hand and slippers in the other while wearing that. My
parents would go ape shit, to begin with.”

“And the guy would only be frustrated the
added time needed to take it off,” she added.

“Yeah.”

“Guys our age have no class.”

“And no patience.”

That made me think of that guy from the gym,
and I told her about it as we walked on.

“Holy shit!” she exclaimed. “Do you think you
might see him again?”

“I dunno. It's possible.”

“What would you do!? You could call the cops
on him, you know.”

“I suppose, but he seemed so...”

“Sexy?” she taunted.

“Well, kind of yeah.”

“Just remember, dangerous men are
unpredictable.”

“Yeah, but sometimes that's what makes them
exciting.”

Kate was sharing an apartment but we were
much closer to my hotel, so we walked back there to dump our stuff
and have dinner in the restaurant. I had kind of tossed my stuff
around and she helped me tidy up a bit. She really fell in love
with a blue blouse I had and I let her try it on.

I wasn't sure if she was typical of
Australian girls, not having known a lot, but she wasn't shy, and
she whipped off her own blouse to try on the blue. That let me see
her in her bra and get a better idea of her bra size.

“I think we're about the same size,” I
said.

She pulled on the blue blouse and tossed me
the green, so I slipped my arms into it and buttoned it up. It was
only slightly tighter across my chest than it had been across hers.
We were both thirty-six-Cs.

“Wanna trade?” she asked.

“Sure!”

It's way easier to find blue stuff than
green, and it was a quality blouse. I could tell instantly just
from a glance at the stitching.

“Your girls look perky,” she said with a
smile as I stripped off the blouse.

“I work hard at it. I said.”

“Yeahr, it won't do to go saggy. And that's a
lot easier with our size,” she replied.

“Too bad all those guys ogling us today
couldn't see us now,” she said as she peeled off the blouse.

“You must be used to being eye-candy,” I
said.

“Yeahr, but when I'm with a girl that looks
like you the attention level goes up a lot.”

I had noticed all the eyes on us as we had
moved along together. Certainly none of the men seemed to have
missed noticing us together.

“It's cuz we're both blondes. That's like,
sexy squared.”

“Me mum says enjoy it while it lasts, cuz
you'll miss it when it stops,” she replied.

“I don't know. It'd be nice to walk around
without men my grandfather's age staring at me and imagining me
naked.”

She laughed. “Face it, Zoe, we're hot, and
guys will always look at hot girls.”

“And the more hot girls the more guys will
stare.”

“Yep. Though it seems especially bad in
London.”

“Cuz we're a blonde, and all the wogs lust
after blondes,” I teased.

“All men lust after blondes,” she said
smugly. “And all women too.”

“Oh haven't we got a great big head!” I
exclaimed.

“Ha!”

She backed against the window sill and tossed
her head, arching her back dramatically as she slid her hands
through her hair as if posing for a magazine cover.

“Posing for your next porn shot?” I
teased.

She slid her tongue along her lower lip and
gave me a vamp look.

I laughed, then picked up my iPhone and took
a picture. She danced in place, then reached back and pulled her
bra off. That surprised me a bit, but didn't embarrass me. We were
just fooling around, after all. It did, though, set my mind on a
tentative 'what if' path I hadn't really thought about before.

I took her pic, and she not only didn't mind,
she arched back to pose for a better one.

“Show off!” I said.

“When you have it, dear girl, go with the
flow,” she said.

She sashayed towards me and put her hands on
my shoulders, then leaned in and kissed me.

This was that 'what if' I had started
considering. I hadn't really made a decision on how to react and I
still didn't know if she was just fooling around playfully or had
something more in mind. I was, to be honest, okay with either.

Her kiss was nothing like that of the tough
guy from the previous night. It was soft, delicate, and sensual,
and I kissed back while raising the hand with the iPhone up and out
to the sides to snap a picture.

It didn't stop her. She kept kissing, and
leaned into it more, her hands sliding around me, going up and down
my back. They unfastened my bra, and I felt a little psychic jolt,
but I still wasn't sure if she was just fooling around.

I let her strip my bra off, and then as she
was leaning in again she paused and stepped back.

“Oh I love your breasts!” she squealed.

It was the same sort of tone of admiration
she'd displayed for the shirt, not so much sexual as just an
admiration for the looks.

Her breasts were full and round, like
overturned bowls, perfect and round. Mine were perkier, with the
nipples angled up a bit as if my breasts longed to lift higher.

Her hands reached out and cupped them
delicately, then gave a soft squeeze.

“Nice nipples,” she said.

Both of which were very hard by then. She
gave me a mischievous look, then slid her fingers up and seized
them between the pads of her thumbs and forefingers, rolling and
squeezing a little.

“Now this is what those men would have liked
to see,” I said.

“Yeahr, men like to look,” she said.

She abandoned my nipples and wrapped her arms
around me, kissing me again, and this time our bare breasts kind of
pillowed out together in a soft, pliable mass of warm flesh. It
felt very nice, very... erotic, and I began to feel a bit breathy
as I kissed her back.

I slid my hands up over her shoulders, my
pulse starting to race as our lips moved more hungrily together. I
was starting to become convinced this was real and not just a
giggle for her, and then she was pushing against me, her body
backing me up until the backs of my legs hit the bed.

I fell back, and she fell atop me, still
kissing, though giggling some as well. Her left hand found a grip
on my thick hair and she jerked it back, making me gasp in surprise
and some pain. It forced my head back, and she growled and licked
and chewed her way along my throat, then down onto my breasts!

It was so... exciting, that I didn't really
try to pull free of her grip, especially as her other hand slid
down past my short skirt, then up under it. I gasped again as her
fingers found my pussy, then jerked the crotch of my thong away and
began to rub up and down the line of my naked sex!

“Oh! Oh! Not so hard!” I gasped, as she began
to rain little bites on my breast!

The hand on my pussy pulled back, which kind
of disappointed me because it had been doing amazing things! A hot
rush was filling my body even as she let go of my hair too. She
unbuttoned my skirt, then gripped the waistband, and the waistband
of my thong, and jerked them body down my legs and off.

I suddenly felt unaccountably self-conscious,
naked there on the bed with a girl I hardly knew. I shifted up and
back but she followed me, throwing herself atop me and kissing me
again as our breasts ground together. My body was really starting
to thrum with sexual energy as I slid my hands through her hair,
then down her body and onto her ass.

But then suddenly she shifted, rising up on
her knees, straddling me. She gave me a smoky hot look as she undid
her belt. But then, instead of unclipping her jeans she grabbed my
wrists and shoved them up and back against the bed above my head as
she shifted forward.

“What... what are – ?”

She giggled as she wrapped the braided
leather belt around my wrists. I wasn't really resisting or
anything, just confused, and then by the time I realized what she
was doing she'd already cinched it tight.

“Kate!”

She tied the belt to the headboard and I
twisted my head up and back in astonishment even as she scooted
back, dropping atop me again to kiss me fiercely.

I moaned into her mouth, confused, a little
anxious, but hot, as she crushed my lips with hers. Then she began
to kiss her way down my neck, then onto my breasts. She sucked and
chewed at my breasts, especially my nipples, ignoring my gasps and
moans at how hard she was biting.

She rose on her knees, then tugged her jeans
and thong down and off before falling naked atop me. She gripped my
hair again, ignoring my moan as she jerked it back and began to
kiss and chew at my throat. At the same time, she slid her right
thigh between mine and began to grind it against my pussy.

This all felt SUPER wild and hot and I gasped
and moaned helplessly as she made my breasts throb and burn and
ache, and the soft skin of her pussy rubbed continuously against my
pussy. I spread my thighs wide as possible, shuddering in heat as
she rubbed her thigh harder against it.

It was a long, slow, delicious burn, with her
lips voracious against both mine and my breasts, her hands gliding
over her body, and her thigh rubbing insistently against me to the
point my hips began to grind and roll back up of their own
accord.

My whole lower body was on fire and I became
tight chested and breathless as heat began to melt my brain!

Kate pulled up and back onto her knees
grabbing my left leg and lifting it up to shove it back hard
against me. Then she angled her groin in against mine, maneuvering
her pussy right against me and began to grind her moist sex against
mine! OMG! A wild rush of pleasure burned its way through my pussy
and up into my body.

I was drunk on the pleasure, my brain
overheated, to the point I could hardly think straight anymore. And
then the orgasm hit and I cried out again and again, until she
slapped one of her hands down over my mouth. She ground herself
even faster against me as convulsions wracked my body, her eyes
gleaming as she looked down at me.

“Hot little yank slut,” she taunted. “I own
your body!”

She laughed and then let my leg drop, only to
get up and go to the dresser. She'd helped me put some stuff away
so she knew where my stockings were. She took a pair out and then
tied one each around my ankles.

“What are you dooooing?” I moaned, chest
still heaving from the orgasm.

She jerked my ankles wide, then pulled the
stockings down to tie them to the bedpost on either side. Then she
climbed onto the bed and dropped low to start licking my pussy! I
had another OMG moment as her tongue slid up and down my sex. It
was so soft and so warm and slick! The sensations were incredible
as she found my clitoris and began to work on it!

I had slept with a couple of girls before,
but we hadn't gotten THIS far. We'd just done lots of kissing and
petting, and even mutual masturbation. But now she was going down
on me in a way which demonstrated she'd done this before. A
lot!

I felt her fingers pushing into me as she
licked, and my body reignited, the heat sweltering as her lips
sucked on my clitoris and her fingers pushed all the way into me to
the knuckles, then started to pump slowly in and out.

I stared up at the ceiling, gasping,
moaning... tied up! I strained against the belt and stockings, my
back arching, feeling a dark, wicked thrill at being tied up like
this because it was so kinky. I began to cry out, dazed, my brain
frying in the bubbling liquid heat.

She stopped and went back to my dresser, then
came back with a couple of scarves. She jerked my hair back so that
I opened my mouth to cry out, then stuffed one of the scarves, all
scrunched up, into my mouth! That astonished me! Then she tied the
other around my mouth and head before returning to licking my
pussy.

I felt strangely embarrassed as I realized
she'd done that because of the noise I was making. We were in a
hotel, after all, and the door was only about a dozen feet away,
with people walking past. I moaned, though, and as her tongue and
lips worked harder the heat pushed aside my embarrassment. I began
to moan and cry out again, and then another, even more intense
orgasm tore through my body and mind!

This was truly one of those upper-end
orgasms, shattering my mind as my hips bucked up violently,
desperately. The energy crackled through me like sexual
electricity, making my muscles spasm uncontrollably as I writhed
and strained against the bonds.

She climbed up my body, smirking, then untied
the scarf and pulled the other out of my mouth.

“Such a responsive little girl,” she
purred.

I flushed self-consciously, but then she
moved up further, until she was straddling my head.

“Now it's time to get to work and please your
mistress, slave girl,” she growled.

The kinky words made me giggle a bit but also
filled me with a strange dark thrill as she dropped her pussy down
against my mouth. I had no experience giving oral sex to a girl but
she'd just taught me exactly what she thought should be done so I
did my best to imitate her.

She wound my long, soft hair around her fist,
then jerked it back as she began to grind her pussy against me.

I winced and gasped, but didn't protest,
licking anxiously, wanting to please her, wanting to show her I
knew what I was doing, that I was no unsophisticated virgin type.
It was... weird licking another girl, but given the heat which
still infused me I did it eagerly.

“Please your mistress, slave girl, or I'll
whip you and sell you in de Casbah!” she growled in an attempt at
some kind of Arab accent.

It sounded more French than Arab, though, and
I almost giggled.

She ground herself against my mouth, taunting
and teasing me, reaching back to pinch my nipples or squeeze my
breasts, and threatening to have a dozen men come in and gang-bang
me if I didn't please her.

I pleased her!
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We had dinner in the hotel's restaurant,
giggling a lot as we did. I looked around a bit guiltily, as if
somehow or other someone might know or guess at the wicked things
we'd just been doing upstairs.

“The only thing that's missing is a nice big
cock,” she said in a low voice.

I flushed a little, my eyes darting
around.

“I didn't dare bring one through customs,” I
said.

“Why? I do. I don't care if someone finds it.
If they do, just give them a shit-eatin' grin and they wind up
blushing. Make them embarrassed instead of you being embarrassed.
I'll show you the one I got. It cost almost four hundred
pounds.”

“What!?” I exclaimed. “Does it come with a
man attached? Does it move itself?”

She giggled. No. It's just the most
incredible life-like one you'll ever find.”

“I've seen lots that are life-like,” I said.
“And they don't cost more than a fraction of that; like maybe fifty
or sixty dollars.”

She was already shaking her head. “They don't
look like this one, girl, nor feel like it. It's even got a battery
in it, not to make it vibrate, but to make it warm just like the
real thing.”

“This I've gotta see,” I said.

“Maybe if you're lucky,” she replied with a
smirk. “Maybe we'll go to visit a sex shop.”

We went back to my hotel, and played around
on the computer, then watched a movie on Netflix. But she couldn't
stay over because she had something she had to do first thing in
the morning at school. I got dressed and saw her down to the front
lobby and a cab, then headed back to my room.

By then it was around Ten O'clock, and I
thought about exercising again. I wondered if that guy exercised at
the same time every night. What would I say if I ran into him
again? What would I do? What would he do?

I got into the elevator, yawning, and pushed
the button for my floor. I was peripherally aware someone had
gotten on behind me but didn't notice until the doors were closing.
Then I turned and looked right at HIM!

I gasped, eyes widening.

He looked at me with those same dark eyes and
then suddenly he was shoving me up against the wall with his body
and kissing me with just as much passion as he had the previous
night!

I felt my mouth yielding to the hungry
pressure of his as his hands gripped my hair – in a weird way kind
of like Kate had, only more forcefully.

My heart started to pound wildly as he kissed
me, and my hands instinctively pushed against his chest, but to no
avail. He was strong! And I was... overwhelmed! My mind wasn't able
to figure out what my body should do.

I had just thrown on the same outfit I'd worn
today, which was the cute, short mini with the loose hip-length
sweater overtop. Now I felt one of his hands go up under the skirt!
In an instant his fingers were down the front of my thong and
rubbing against me as I felt my body crackle with shock and a dark,
breathless heat!

The elevator door opened on my floor and he
jerked me around, then pushed me out the door and up against the
wall again! His mouth was feeding at my mouth, overwhelming me and
my still flustered mind. His fingers gripped the thong and tore it
right off me!

And then suddenly I felt something against my
pussy that wasn't his fingers. Holy shit! I felt it pushing against
me, felt it forcing me apart. I was already hot and rapidly getting
wet as his cock pushed up inside me!

His hands seized my buttocks, lifting me into
the air as his hips thrust his cock into me with hard, short little
thrusts that drove him in deeper and deeper on every stroke!

There was a very small table across from the
elevator. It was basically just a couple of feet wide and a foot
deep. He lifted me up and dropped me onto it, his cock a thick hot
spear thrust deep into my belly!

Everything was happening so blindingly fast
my mind was still trying to catch up and still trying to figure out
what to do, how to react!

Then he yanked my loose sweater up and off.
Right there in the hallway!

A moment later my bra and then my skirt
followed!

His hips worked harder and faster, thrusting
his big, thick cock up and down inside me. I didn't even realize
how long it was because I hadn't seen it! Not until he thrust it
even deeper and the head jammed against what must surely be my
cervix!

I cried out, and he closed his hand around my
throat to silence me!

I pushed against him and he let go, then
lifted my ankles even higher, raising them up so he could drop them
across his shoulders! That had me precariously perched on the table
with just the very top of my buttocks, my body bent, folded and
crushed between him and the wall as he grabbed my wrists.

He pinned them together in one big hand and
then shoved them against the wall over my head, while his other
hand roughly groped my breasts. His hips worked faster, fucking
harder, and I began to cry out louder, until he shifted his hand
from my breast and closed it around my neck again!

My eyes bulged and I gurgled around his hand
as his eyes bored into me. I was somehow not only wildly aroused
but also wildly anxious and confused and embarrassed!

We were in the fucking hallway and I was
completely naked!

And his big hard cock was plunging into me
with relentless and savage violence as I gurgled and gasped and
moaned helplessly.

He eased his grip on my throat to lean in and
kiss me furiously, and I gulped in air, then gurgled as he
tightened his hand again. His hips were slapping against my
buttocks and my own legs were being bent back against my chest as
he pounded against me.

And then the orgasm welled up inside me. It
built and built higher and higher like a rising tidal wave, and
then it crashed down upon me and blew my brains apart. I jerked and
bucked against him, crying out again and again – or would have if I
could breathe – which I couldn't. My skull felt like it was going
to explode as the pleasure drowned me and sent my mind spinning and
shattering.

It wasn't just an orgasm up there near the
top. It was THE top! It was utterly overpowering! Rapture! I was
drunk on it, totally uncaring of anything in the world other than
that churning, frothing wall of liquid heat!

I guess he came. I mean, I wasn't too alert
about anything but the pleasure consuming me. I know he stopped
hammering away at me. Then he let my ankles drop down, only to grip
my buttocks and lift me up – to drop me over his shoulder, belly
down, staring at the floor behind him.

Talk about fucked out! I was that out of it,
wrapped in the dazed afterglow of the most powerful orgasm I'd ever
had. Not to mention, more than slightly light-headed from lack of
oxygen. He dropped low to pick up my clothes, then walked down the
hall to my door.

He unlocked it, carried me inside, and tossed
me on the bed, then tossed my clothes and the electronic key on the
chair and left.

Just like that.

I groaned and sat up, still gulping in air. I
was... sore. That had been some pretty rough sex! Still, I kept
twitching, my muscles still resonating to that incredible
orgasm.

I stumbled out of bed to the door and locked
it, then staggered into the bathroom.

I looked like a girl who had just had her
brains fucked out. Because I was.

“Holy fuck!” I moaned.

I rubbed my neck, but he hadn't really
squeezed that hard. The only place I was really sore was my pussy,
and mostly inside from having the nose of his cock pounding against
my cervix. I hadn't even seen his damn cock!

Didn't know his name. Didn't know anything
about him.

Fuck!

How insane was that!? And what kind of a guy
fucks a girl right in the hallway of a hotel!? I mean, this was no
crummy dive where the management would overlook something like
that! Nor had it been at three in the morning. He was lucky we
hadn't both been caught and arrested!

I felt a sense of anger and resentment at
him. I mean, I like a confident guy but that was ridiculous! Who
the fuck did he think he was!? At the same time, I felt a sense of
awe, marveling at how scaldingly hot that had been!

I should have stopped him, and felt guilty
about not doing so. Like I said, we were in a nice hotel. If I had
shouted, much less screamed, one of the other guests would have
opened their door, or at least called the front desk or police. But
even while I'd been aware of that the whole time I hadn't made any
sound until the pleasure and heat forced me to.

God, what a slut I'd been!

I had a shower and then climbed into bed
naked, laying back and using the remote to look through the
channels on the TV. I wasn't really looking at the TV, though, so
much as trying to work out what had happened and why I had
responded as I had.

I drew my knees up and shifted them apart as
I propped myself against the headboard and pillows, flicking
through channels. My eyes drifted down onto my pussy and I let my
fingers trace the line of my sex ever so lightly.

Man, that had been some kind of intense rush!
It was rare sex gave me that kind of heat and passion and
pleasure.

Nor anything else, for that matter.

In fact, I'd never felt as much heat and
passion and pleasure as I had today, with Kate and now this Mr.
Savage person.

This visit to London was turning out to be an
experience in sluttiness!

My fingers were unconsciously rubbing harder,
and mostly along the top of my sex, over my clitoris. And that was
beginning to produce results as a soft, shimmering heat began to
ooze up through my body.

Letting my mind drift back to the things Kate
and I had done, then ramping it up with memories of being pounded
against the wall let me rub myself to another climax in short
order. Then I pulled the covers back, got into bed and tried to not
think about sex so I could fall asleep.

*

I got up late, because I always get up late.
Being me means not having to set your alarm clock. I groaned and
rolled over in bed, then rolled back. It took me almost a half hour
before I decided I really did have to actually get up.

The events of the previous day had flooded
into my mind shortly after waking and so I drew my knees up and
began to masturbate again. Kate was right. I needed to get some
kind of dildo!

I felt a need to convince myself, if no one
else, that I wasn't some cheap slut, so I put on some gray leggings
for comfort, then a white, collared blouse, a sweater, and a
thigh-length, charcoal gray blazer over top. I looked...
sophisticated, which was the way I liked to be perceived.

Since I was going shopping again I wore white
sneakers instead of anything fancy, then headed out the door.

It was Camden Market for me today. It was a
big shopping area, partly inside, partly outside. It had tons of
pop-up shops with a wild array of stuff, as well as a lot of
private shops selling everything imaginable. Kate was going to meet
me there.

I hadn't decided whether to tell her about
Mr. Savage. She might not take it well. She might worry or she
might think I was a slut. I didn't know her well enough to predict
yet so decided discretion was the word.

Camden Market was sort of like a carnival,
with stores and booths lining both sides of the street, all jammed
with goods, often displayed in masses and piles high as you can
reach. It was a far cry from the modern shopping malls which had
nothing but chain stores selling predictable stuff. There was no
telling what you could find at Camden.

It also tended to have real shopkeepers, not
the hired help of a shopping mall, and they tended to be foreign
types with the aggressive salesmanship you run into in third world
countries. That was one of the reasons I'd worn the sweater with
the collar peeking out the top, and the blazer – which covered my
butt nicely thanks.

I don't want some sweaty old Pakistani or
Arab running his hand over my ass, thanks! You can't even properly
scream at them in this country. Using any sort of racial or
religious insult can get you arrested! Even if you use it on some
guy that just grabbed your ass!

The fucking British are really weird
sometimes.

Kate and I texted, and then met just outside
the Stables. They're not actual stables, of course, but apparently
they used to sell horses there. Now it's just more shops and more
like legions of booths. You can buy almost anything there. It's a
really eclectic mix of clothes, leather goods, jewelry, food, arts
and crafts, and weird specialty shops.

The perfect place to shop when you have no
idea what you're looking for!

We spent a couple of hours there before
leaving with bags in hands, and took the tube back to the
hotel.

“We can just dump everything here and go to
lunch before doing more shopping,” I said.

So we did, but Kate quickly grabbed my arm
and led me down a side street and then with a broad grin, showed me
a big, high-end sex shop.

“Perve!” I said.

We went in, though. It was good for a lot of
giggling, and more than a little horror. Some of the stuff in there
was sick!

“Who in God's name could get this inside
her?” I asked, staring at a dildo that was thicker around than my
arm, and almost as long.

“Gay guys, or really fat women who've had
lots of kids,” she said, shrugging. “I like this one better.”

She was looking at a collection of vibrators.
Some were large and kind of industrial looking, and had electrical
cords to plug into the wall. Others, quite a few, were shaped like
penises. Then there were the smaller ones.

She picked up a little green one. It had a
wide, thick part, then a long, slim, flexible arm, with a little
hand on the end.

“This goes inside, see, and then this comes
out and presses against your clit,” she said.

“I don't get it?”

“It's for wearing around, luv.”

“Seriously!?”

She giggled. “Imagine trying to pay attention
to a lecture with this thing inside you going off.”

“Wouldn't anyone notice?”

“They might notice your reaction but I doubt
they'd hear it.”

I was more interested in a nice big cock
since I usually didn't go in much for vibrators. I turned and
examined those, only to have Kate reach over my shoulder and take
down a box.

“It's a strap-in,” she said in a whisper.

“A what? Strap-in? You mean strap-on?”

“No, strap-in. See the straps? You put it
inside and put the straps on to keep it there and then walk around
with it.”

“Why in the hell would you do that?”

“For fun,” she said in amusement.

“Can you imagine if you got hit by a car and
had to go to the hospital and they found that?”

“So don't get hit by a car.”

We were both sufficiently well-off that all
this stuff was essentially free. She decided to buy the thing,
along with a strap-on, which had us exchanging smirks, and then the
green vibrator thing, too. Then we moved over to where all the
leather stuff was, like thigh-high boots and long gloves, and
leather harnesses with buckles and rings

“Imagine wearing that under your clothes,”
she whispered, pointing at one such harness.

“I don't think you could wear a bra with
that,” I said doubtfully.

“You don't wear any underwear, silly!”

The idea, I have to admit, was intriguing. So
I let her persuade me to try the thing on in one of the fitting
rooms. I had to strip completely, except for my sneakers, then she
helped slide the thing on as we giggled and whispered
excitedly.

“Wait, while we're in here,” she said.

She opened the box with one of the dildos,
removed the straps, and then as I gaped at her, turned me around
and shoved me face-first into the wall!

“Kate!” I gasped.

“It will be hot!”

“But... but... !”

She jerked back on my hips, and slid the head
of the thing into her mouth, sucking on it, then pushed it against
my pussy! I gasped as she twisted and turned it, slowly pushing it
deeper. I was far from sure this was a good idea at all! But even
so I felt a hot, rushing flood of excitement at the idea!

I moaned as she fingered my clitoris and
pushed the dildo deeper and deeper inside me, pumping it in and out
as my body began to quickly pulse with heat! She got the dildo
entirely inside me, then added the halter.

The halter had straps going over my shoulders
which attached, with metal rings, to straps circling my breasts.
You could adjust the size with little buckles. Then two more straps
descended from these to a strap that circled my waist. Two more
straps descended from this, cutting in together to form one belt
which went over my pussy and up between my buttocks to attach
behind.

I gulped and gasped as she jerked this
tightly against me!

“Oh! That's too tight!” I moaned.

“Good. You're a bad girl so you need to be
punished,” she taunted.

I gasped as she turned me around to adjust
the straps around my breasts, pulling them in tighter around the
base of my breasts until they squeezed out tautly!

“Fuck!” I moaned.

She giggled and had me put my leggings on
again, then my white blouse and sweater, and finally the blazer. We
looked at me in the mirror.

“I look perfectly normal!” I gulped.

“So very respectable,” she teased.

Then she picked up my bra and thong and
shoved them into her bag.

“What are you doing?”

“Let's have lunch like this!”

“Are you crazy!”

She giggled and pulled the curtain back,
tugging me out after her. I was dubious, but excited. She brought
the things up front and rang them up on a self-serve thing. That
was good since the clerk didn't get to see that the boxes were
empty!

It was freaky weird walking with the big
dildo jammed inside me. It was like I could feel my body squeezing
and shifting against it as I walked!

I was also getting very, very wet!

We left the shop, with me walking carefully,
and feeling very daring and outrageous as I walked among other
people with the kinky halter on under my very proper sweater and
blouse.

We went to lunch at an outdoor cafe with lots
of sound around us, and I sat down very gingerly given the strap
digging into my pussy.

“How come I'm the one who gets to wear them?”
I grumbled.

“Because I'm the mistress and you're the
slave girl,” she said.

The words made my chest tighten and sent an
odd rush of heat through me.

As we ate, she pulled out her phone and did
something or other on it. It wasn't answering emails so I wasn't
sure what she was doing.

“What are you doing?” I grumbled.

I didn't like being ignored.

“I'm calling up the web site of the company
that makes that dildo inside you.”

I flushed and looked around us quickly.

“Shh! Whyever for?”

“Because. There's an app to download.”

“What kind of app?” I asked, mystified.

The dildo was a vibrator! I found out when it
started to vibrate, and let out a squeak that drew heads around
before I composed myself.

“You bitch!” I gasped.

She giggled and showed me the phone.

“See, you can control the intensity and
change the pulsations,” she said.

She started to do just that and I gasped,
clamping my thighs together.

“Kate!” I hissed,.

“Just seeing what works best.”

“Shouldn't we do this somewhere more
private!?”

“Now where would be the fun in that?”

I squirmed in my seat, grinding my
increasingly hot, throbbing, wet pussy against the cool plastic as
she changed the settings and watched my reactions.

“You remember I tend to be loud when I come,
right?” I gulped.

“Better exercise some self-discipline then,
little sex slave,” she taunted.

I grabbed at her phone but she pulled it
away.

“Better be nice or I'll turn it up.”

I could feel how desperately hard my nipples
were as my breathing became more shallow and ragged and my face
flushed with the effort at trying to ignore the sensations. There
were tables filled with people of all ages and sorts all around us!
I was sure I looked feverish and was sweating.

Kate, meanwhile, just smirked.

“Let's go back to the hotel!” I gulped.

“Oh no. We have more shopping to do.”

She turned the vibrator off, at least, and we
got up and left the cafe, heading down the street for more
shopping. I didn't really want to shop anymore, though. I wanted to
get naked with Kate!

I gasped and almost walked into a lamppost
when she turned the thing on again.

“Bitch!”

She smirked at me and I clung to the
lamppost, then steadied myself and kept walking. It was very weird!
And I was getting hotter and hotter as we stopped to examine some
of the booths along the street.

“Kate! I swear I'm going to come right here
on the street if you don't turn that off!” I gasped.

She snickered and instead led me into a
parking garage by saying it was a short cut.

She stopped halfway through and did something
to her phone, and the vibrations intensified. She shoved me back
between a pair of cars and then kissed me hard as her hand kneaded
my breast through the sweater and blouse.

My hips ground helplessly up against her as
she slid her thigh between my legs, giving me something to grind
against!

The orgasm came almost immediately, and I
trembled and shook between her and the car, crying out helplessly
into her mouth.
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The rest of our little shopping jaunt was an
exercise in frustration because she kept making the thing buzz,
then stopping, then making it buzz again, all at very inconvenient
times! I was frazzled, frustrated, overheated, and dripping wet by
the time she agreed to go back to the hotel!

I stripped off my shoes and clothes the
instant we were inside the door, while she put down the bags and
searched through one of them. She pulled out a pair of leather
bracelets that fastened together with Velcro. Which was how she was
able to quickly slide them around my arms without my stopping
her.

Intriguingly, they didn't go around my
wrists, but around my arms just below the elbows.

“What are they for?” I asked.

She showed me quick enough. Each had a little
clip on the side, and she clipped them to rings on either side of
the strap around my waist.

I watched as she took out the other dildo.
This was the strap on. Or at least I had thought it was. Apparently
it had multiple uses. The curved silicone cock was attached to a
leather base, which in turn had leather straps to attach it to your
body.

Kate startled me by gripping my hair to force
my head back, and as my mouth automatically opened, slid the dildo
into my mouth.

Deep into my mouth!

I gurgled as she pumped it in and out, then
gasped as she slid it right down my throat!

I almost gagged, but got control of myself,
my arms jerking convulsively but unable to raise or move forward
because of the restraints as Kate forced the dildo all the way down
my throat, then brought the soft leather pad in over my mouth. It
covered me from just below the nose just above my chin, and pressed
flat around my cheeks as he drew the straps back!

We had discussed boys and sex, as well as the
art of oral sex and blow jobs, and I had told her... well, I had
bragged, to be honest, about being able to deep throat any guy. She
had obviously taken me at my word!

She pushed and I stumbled back to fall
sprawling across the bed, then she took out her phone and turned
the intensity of the vibrator up.

There wasn't much I could do at that point
but writhe and twist and then come... repeatedly, while she toyed
with the phone, and with my body!

And while I was pretty good at deep throating
I have to say I almost suffocated with that thing down my throat! I
mean, you have to concentrate and relax your throat to breath with
a cock in it! That's hard to do when you're having multiple
orgasms!

She finally undressed, pulled the thing out
of my mouth, then lay down half atop me, kissing me and running her
hands over my body.

I was relieved to be able to breathe again,
and said nothing, just gulped in air as she kissed me, ran her lips
over my neck and down over my breasts, and let her hands glide
across my body.

“Bitch!” I finally groaned.

“You should be more polite, little sex
slave,” she teased. “Or your mistress might spank you.”

“Bitch!” I exclaimed.

“Ha.”

She climbed up and straddled my face, then
pressed her pussy down against my mouth. At first I refused to do
anything, so she just ground her pussy against my mouth, then
picked up the phone and started the vibrator again.

Before long I was gasping and moaning and
feverish with heat again so started licking her pussy. After a
short time I managed to make her come. She moved around then
crawled between my legs and started to lick me in turn.

The straps down my abdomen joined at a ring,
you see, a wide one right over the top of my pussy. Then another
strap pulled from that down between the lips of my sex and up
between my buttocks.

That left my clitoris free, and her tongue
had me bucking and twisting and crying out in pleasure until she
shoved the other dildo down my throat again so I wouldn't have the
management knocking at our door!

She was turning me into a nymphomaniac!

I think I had like a half dozen orgasms in
all, and it left me panting and moaning, with my insides aching
from how my muscles kept spasming.

“Oh man,” she said, rolling off my face after
I licked her to a second orgasm. “I have to go see my cousin for
brunch. But I'll be back afterward.”

I groaned my consent as she got out of bed
and started to get dressed.

She was most of the way through dressing when
I sat up, awkwardly, of course.

“You want to remove this?” I asked.

She smirked but kept dressing.

“Kate!”

“What? I'll be back in a couple of hours.
You're fine in that.”

“Are you crazy!?” I gasped.

She smirked and grabbed her purse.

“Kate! Don't you dare leave!”

She blew me a kiss and did just that, saying
“Don't forget to lock your door!”

This was seriously annoying!

But it was also strangely, darkly sexy. I
mean, I was in this slutty, kinky leather harness outfit, with a
dildo stuffed inside me. My breasts throbbed and my nipples were
hard. My hands, meanwhile, were free enough to touch myself down
low, but I couldn't do a lot else. I couldn't touch my breasts
because I couldn't move my forearms much away from my sides.

I certainly couldn't get dressed or brush my
hair or... order room service! I tried to figure out how to take
the harness off, figuring that if I did that the armbands would be
easy to get off, but the catch on the thing was in behind me
somewhere, probably at the waist, and I couldn't reach it!

This was very frustrating! But it was also
still hot and kinky.

I was able to turn on the TV and work the
remote, and even use my phone if it was in my lap. The computer was
off-limits, though.

Still, I was able to amuse myself with
Netflix for an hour, then got up to figure out how to drink
something. I couldn't reach out from my body very far. Nor up, of
course. I was, however, able to take a coke out of the mini-fridge
and open it, then set it on the coffee table and put a straw in it.
Then I could kneel beside and drink.

I was doing that when I sensed movement out
of the corner of my eye, and turned around to find him
there.

I gaped up at him with a sense of disbelief,
then realized with a shock I had not gone over to lock the door as
Kate had called as she'd left. Then an instant later I realized my
utter helplessness as my wrists jerked against the harness.

He looked silently down at me.

“How appropriate,” he said,

They were the first words I'd heard him
utter.

He reached down and slid his fingers through
my hair as I continued to stare up at him, stunned, then gathered
it into a thick chunk as he unzipped. I saw his zipper go down, saw
him reach in, and saw him pull his cock out.

It was a big cock, and thick!

And my mouth was still open as I stared at
him, still too frozen in shock to figure out what to do!

He pushed himself into my mouth while holding
my hair firmly.

“Get to work,” he growled.

There really wasn't anything else for me to
do!

My lips were wide around his cock as I
sucked, as my tongue licked, as my eyes, still wide, rolled up at
his dark eyes looking down. I could still hardly believe he was
here even as he began to pump in and out of my mouth!

And then he pulled further on my hair as he
worked his hips forward, and his thick, slick cock pushed down into
my throat! I instinctively jerked back, but it was useless. He
simply pulled me forward, my lips sliding tautly along his shaft
until they were wrapped tightly around the base, my throat aching
and full.

His other hand went behind my head, pressing
in firmly, locking me in place as my heart pounded and my chest
began to burn from lack of oxygen. I squirmed uselessly as he
continued to hold me in place, starting to get desperate. Black
dots began to dance before my eyes as I became light-headed, and
still he held me firmly.

Suddenly he pulled back and his cock pulled
free. I coughed and then drew in harsh, ragged breaths of air as he
turned and bent me over, pressing my chin to the floor. I really
didn't care what he did, to be honest. All my focus was on gulping
in air as I felt him undoing the strap at my back and pulling it
away from my groin.

“Hmmm,” He said.

He jerked my legs wider as I knelt with my
face against the floor, and I felt his fingers on the dildo, well,
the vibrator. He pulled it out and pushed it in, pulled it out and
pushed it in. Then it began to buzz, as he activated it manually.
He snorted and pulled it free, rubbing it up and down against my
clitoris, then pushed it into me again, burying it.

I felt his cock-head, mushy and warm and
slick but still firm, pressing against my wrinkled back passage
now. I was still regaining my breath, though, and only moaned
softly as he began to sink himself into me.

I felt myself, my muscles, my sphincter,
clamping down on the head, and then a moment later he slapped my
bottom stingingly and I yelped in pain. My muscles loosened
instinctively, and he pushed deeper, only to have them clamp down
again.

Crack!

I gasped again, then again as he slapped my
bottom. He seized my hips in strong hands and jerked them back,
then reached forward, gripping my waist and pulling back to sort of
fold me over me and raise my bottom higher.

Crack!

I gasped and moaned as his cock pushed
deeper, then cried out as he gripped my hair and yanked on it.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped. “Please!”

Crack!

“Please what?” he asked.

Crack!

“Please!”

Crack!

“Please what?

Crack!

“What?”

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!”

Crack!

“You deserve it,” he growled.

I shuddered as he thrust his hips forward and
his cock pushed even deeper into my ass.

Crack!

“Nasty little girl,” he said.

I gasped as he pulled on my hair.

“You definitely should be punished,” he
said.

He began to work his hips in and out in short
strokes, slapping my bottom or yanking on my hair whenever my
sphincter clamped down.

“Oh! Oh! Ow! Please!”

Crack!

“Please what? Do you mean to say please
sir?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Do you?” he demanded.

“Please, sir!” I cried.

“About time you show some manners, girl,” he
said.

I cried out as he lifted me up and back so I
was kneeling before him, his cock still lodged deep in my belly. He
pulled me back, flattening my buttocks against him, burying his
cock in my ass. His left hand was pressed against my mouth, holding
my head back against his shoulder. His right kneaded my breast,
then slid down to finger my clitoris.

“And whose little slave girl are you in this
outfit, hmm?” he asked.

His fingers pressed on the base of the
buzzing vibrator, and his thumb, which also seemed to vibrate,
stroked insistently against my clitoris.

My arms jerked feebly against the bands
encircling them, which in turn were still locked to the strap
around my waist.

I felt his hand, the one over my mouth,
turning my head to the side as he leaned in and began to kiss and
kiss and chew on the nape of my neck.

“Please, sir,” he said. “Please, sir what?
Please fuck me harder, sir?”

I moaned into the palm of his hand, still
dazed and, as usual with him, overwhelmed.

“You have a tight, beautiful ass, slave
girl,” he said.

His hand slid off my mouth and then down to
encircle my throat. He squeezed, but softly, not impeding my
breathing as his hips began to work in and out again.

I was in a position of such utter
helplessness there wasn't even any point in thinking about
resistance or refusal. I mean, that was so clear and obvious the
thought never even occurred to me! And yet, this was the third time
with him and so I didn't really feel much fear, so much as tension
and anxiety.

“You were made for this, you hot little slave
girl,” he said.

Slave girl! Why did it sound so much more
outrageous and yet wickedly hot when he said it as opposed to
Kate's joking tone? Like it was as if he thought I actually was!
And that was just so dark a thought it filled me with a sense of
awe.

“Uh! Uh! Uh Uh!” I gasped as his cock plunged
up high into my belly repeatedly.

“Maybe I'll buy you,” he said.

He began to pump the vibrator in and out as
he ground himself against my buttocks. Then he buried it inside me
and bent me over once more, putting my chin to the floor. His hips
began to work in and out harder and faster, using longer strokes.
His hips began to strike my upraised buttocks, making my entire
body quiver and shudder, grinding my breasts against the rug below
as he jerked me back to meet each thrust.

This was so fucking bizarre!

And I was getting aroused. It wasn't just the
vibrator by any means. This whole fucking situation was insane and
shocking and wicked and wild and outrageous! It was the stuff of my
masturbatory fantasies! And yet it was happening! It was real! And
I could feel that long, thick cock plunging down into my ass again
and again!

My body began to fill with heat so that it
seemed to seep through my pores. The breasts ached below me but
began to throb. My pussy throbbed even more. Rushes of delicious
sensation rolled up my spine. The sex-heat grew into a fever-heat
as I stared dazedly at the floor before me, feeling his hands on
me, feeling his hips striking me, feeling his cock inside me!

He was using me, riding me like a whore, like
a bitch in heat, like a slave girl!

The orgasm erupted inside me, flaring wildly
so that every nerve ending was screaming and every muscle spasming
uncontrollably! I began to cry out, my voice rising louder and
louder until his hand clamped over my mouth. Still, I continued to
cry out, my body trembling and shaking, my hips jerking back
against his plunging cock as the vibrator buzzed away at me.

I felt my mind floating free of my body,
soaring, floating, twisting and spinning, wallowing in the howling
storm of pleasure. And then it faded, leaving me mind-blasted,
barely conscious in the sense of my mind understanding or caring
about anything. I grunted and gasped as he continued to ram his
cock into my ass, but I didn't really care.

He finished, I guess. Then he pulled the
strap up and yanked it tight again before leaving me alone on the
floor. I fell over onto my side, moaning dazedly, twitching and
trembling for a long minute. I managed to pull my mind together
enough to stand up, but then moaned and fell onto the bed, gasping
for breath.

Holy shit!

I didn't even know who this guy was, but he'd
kissed me the first time, fucked me the second, and now he'd
sodomized me! And I didn't even know his name!

What the hell!?

The vibrator was still jammed inside me, and
still going, and I groaned, rolling over onto my back, spreading my
legs, trying to ease the sensation against my sensitive sex. But my
nerve endings were frayed, and my hips began to jerk and grind as I
squeezed my thighs together again, grinding and rubbing them.

Another orgasm swept over me. I had three
more before Kate returned to find me moaning, sweating and
trembling on the bed.

“How come you didn't lock the door?” she
asked as she closed it behind her.

I had my face jammed into the pillow and
rolled over, moaning.

“Well, you look like you've been enjoying
yourself,” she said with a smirk.

She came and sat down and ran her hand over
my breasts, then down between my legs.

“That's funny. I didn't leave it turned on,”
she said.

She pulled her phone out and turned the
vibrator off.

“But I don't suppose there's such a thing as
too many orgasms,” she said in amusement.

She rolled off the bed and sat down on the
sofa in front of it, picking up the remote and flicking through the
channels.

“Are you going to take this off?” I
groaned.

“Eventually.”

“Bitch.”

“Someone's looking for a spanking,” she said
over her shoulder.

The throat sent a strange jolt of heat
through me, mostly because of the number of times that guy had
slapped my bottom.

Slave girl!

I sat up, not without effort, and again
wondered if I should say anything to her about the mysterious man
who had now done whatever he felt like doing to me three straight
times.

“Bitch,” I said.

I tried to run my fingers through my hair,
which I knew was a tangled mess, but of course I couldn't. I got
out of bed and walked around to her.

“Take this off. I need a shower,” I said.

She shrugged and unlocked the restraints,
then undid the strap in back of the harness. I groaned as I removed
it, the pressure having been pretty heavy against my pussy. I went
to the bathroom, taking the vibrator out and putting it on the
counter, then had a shower.

This was turning into a very strange shopping
trip.

I was just about done when the door slid open
and a naked Kate came in.

“You're such a dirty girl you probably need
help,” she said.

She slid her body against mine, and it was so
warm and soft I couldn't bring myself to resist as she began to
kiss me. It was so much softer and gentler than with the stranger,
so much more relaxing and gentle, that I just put my arms around
her and kissed back.

Her thigh pushed between my legs and soon we
were grinding against each other as we kissed.
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I dressed like a 'good girl' and we went
downstairs and wandered up the street to a restaurant Kate knew.
No, I didn't wear the halter nor the vibrators. I was worn out. I
wanted something relaxing and ordinary. I needed some respite from
the dark, nasty heat.

We had a lazy dinner, then went clubbing and
dancing. I wasn't looking to pick up guys, though I was willing to
dance and flirt with them readily enough. Kate and I put on a show
to turn some of them on. Nothing dirty; just casual kissing and
teasing that left the guys uncertain how much of it was real.

Ha! If they only knew!

It was kind of fun and energizing to have all
those guys wanting me, staring at me, lusting after me. It made me
feel... hot and sexy, and more than a little smug.

Little did they know I had no interest in
doing anything with them. I was going home with Kate and feel her
tongue on my pussy again!

And then Kate spoiled it all because she got
the hots for some blonde guy for fuck's sakes! She excitedly
whispered that she was going home with him and she hoped I didn't
mind.

Bitch!

We weren't far from the hotel but I had to
walk it alone, annoyed at her as I returned and stripped off my
clothes. It was just before eleven, and I sighed, turning on the TV
and then going over to the window.

And there across the courtyard, was that guy
again, looking back. Wow. And then I felt a jolt. It was a
distance, yes. But... was it him!? I stared, trying to be sure. It
was a guy, and he was looking back carelessly, holding some kind of
drink in hand. He raised it and took a sip as he watched me.

It was him! Wasn't it!? I wasn't sure!

I moved away from the window, then peeked
around the edge and found his window empty.

I gasped and went to my door to make sure it
was locked! But then nothing happened. I went back and looked
again. The window was still lit, but there was no sign of him. Had
it been him!?

I should get into my exercise gear and go
exercise, I thought. Not that I needed it. The dancing had been
pretty frantic, and then there'd been the walking and shopping
earlier in the day.

I put on gray sweatpants and a green,
midriff-baring tank-top, and felt my pulse speeding up just at the
thought of perhaps meeting him again down there. That annoyed me
because I felt I was an independent, self-confident person and I
shouldn't be looking forward to any such thing.

What I ought to be doing was warning him that
he'd better treat me with more respect in the future or else!

I stepped out of my room, locked it, and
slipped the electronic key down my top, then halted. I got a sudden
jolt of nervousness and also a kind of breathless sense of
anticipation as I considered doing something bolder.

I counted the number of windows which went
from my room to the end of the hall. That would tell me how many
windows to count to from the corridor on the opposite side of the
courtyard to that window.

What if it wasn't him!?

I walked up the corridor, then turned right.
I followed that corridor and turned right again, then walked past
the door to the end of the hall. I counted the doors carefully,
then went back, heart pounding. I walked back to the end of the
hall and then walked back to the door. I knocked firmly, then ran
for it, up the hall to the stairwell, pushed in, and let the door
almost close.

I watched through the crack as the door
opened. But I couldn't see who it was! Fuck! The door closed and I
cursed myself. I waited a minute, wondering what to do next. I
needed him to step outside into the hall for me to see him. How
could I do that?

I quickly put my foot up on one of the rails
of the railing, untied my shoe, took off my sock, then put my shoe
on again. I went back up the hall, put the sock on the floor, then
knocked again and ran back to the stairwell.

You think I was acting stupid? Yeah, me too.
But I couldn't think of what else to do!

The door opened. Whoever it was looked out,
then closed the door. My sock apparently held little interest.

Now what?!

This is insane, I thought. I should go back
to my room.

But instead I untied my shoes, stepped out,
then slipped my sweatpants off, taking my thong with them. I put
the sweatpants back on, tied my shoes, then, thong in hand, went
back up to the door, put the thong on the floor, then turned to
knock on the door.

The door was open and he stood in it, glaring
at me.

I gaped at him, and his hand shot out and
grabbed me by the neck, then pulled me in against him. He backed
into his room, pulled me in, and closed the door behind us.

“Drop your hands,” he growled.

I had grabbed at his wrist – the wrist of the
hand around my throat.

I gulped and dropped my hands and he pulled
me further into the room.

It wasn't a room, though. It was a suite.

He turned me around and pushed me further in.
I had to walk backward, staring up at him as he pushed me forward.
He pushed me back through a doorway and into a bedroom. It was
bigger than mine, with a larger bed, but the same theme, with a low
backed sofa at the foot facing a TV.

He shoved me back.

“Take off your clothes,” he ordered.

I gulped and looked back at him, flustered
and uncertain, as I always seemed to be with him.

“Look I – .”

He slapped my face!

I was shocked and stumbled, though it wasn't
a hard slap.

“Take off your clothes,” he growled.

Gulping, I peeled my tank top up and off,
then pushed my sweatpants down. They caught at my ankles, though,
because of my sneakers. He grabbed me and shoved me roughly so I
fell sprawling across the sofa and foot of the bed. He yanked the
sweatpants off so hard they pulled my shoes off, and also dropped
me flat, my knees on the floor, and the rest of me on the sofa.

He gripped my hair and jerked me up. Not
upright, but up so I had to crawl onto the sofa and then across the
back. The back was about the same level as the bed so he positioned
me kneeling on the sofa bent over the foot of the bed.

He drew the belt out of his pants and doubled
it up, then brought it down stingingly across my bottom!

I cried out and started to twist around but
he put his hand on the back of my neck and shoved me back down
again.

“Don't move!”

I moaned and stayed in position and the belt
cracked down across my bottom again. It stung!

I gasped in pain, then again at the next
blow, then the next!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please! It hurts!” I moaned.

Crack!

“You mean please sir?”

“Please, sir!” I cried.

Crack!

“Did I say you could come to my room?”

Crack!

“Oh! Please! No, sir!”

Crack!

“Did I invite you?”

Crack!

“Oh! No, sir!'

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Slave girls should do as they're told. And
only as they're told.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was burning hot now! I trembled and
moaned as he stood over me, gasping and yelping as the belt sliced
into me with hot, stinging pain.

“You're a bad little slave girl, aren't
you.”

Crack!

“Aren't you?”

“Yes, sir!”

He halted and I lay there gasping, moaning,
my bottom aching.

“Spread your knees, slut.”

I gasped, but then obeyed.

“Wider!”

I spread my knees wide, heart-pounding, and
he moved in closer. I felt his fingers sliding up and down my sex,
then easing me open, finding my clitoris and rolling it between
them.

“We must pay for what we want, slave girl,”
he said. “Put your hands behind your back, wrists crossed.”

I obeyed, trembling, and a moment later felt
something wrapping around my wrists, then binding them tightly
together! A moment later he dragged me back off the bed, off the
sofa, and let me tumble onto the floor. He sat down, my hair still
wrapped around his fist, and jerked me back up onto my knees and in
between his legs.

He undid his trousers, jerking them down and
off, then pulled my face in against his groin, rubbing my mouth and
cheeks against his cock and balls.

“Is this what you came for?” he growled.

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair.

“Is it?” he demanded, slapping my face
again.

I cried out, stung, and he ground my face
against his crotch again, then fed his cock into my open mouth.

Gasping, moaning, dazed, I began to suck and
lick at his cock, eager, or maybe I should say anxious to please
him! He roughly squeezed and kneaded my breasts with his free hand,
glaring down at me as I bobbed up and down his shaft. Then he
pulled insistently and I gurgled and gagged as his cock pushed into
my throat.

“Every inch, slut,” he growled.

It wasn't like I had any choice! He pulled me
down until his cock was buried in my mouth and throat and held me
there for long seconds. He pulled back on my hair and then stood
up, pulling me upright on my knees as I gasped and gulped in
air.

“Hot little slut,” he said. “You were born to
be a slave.”

He shoved his cock into my mouth again and
straight down my throat, then started pumping in and out, hard and
fast, gripping my hair in two hands now, pulling my face forward to
meet his thrusts. I gurgled continuously, unable to breathe,
fighting my stomach as his cock pumped in my throat.

He pulled back and let me fall away, to lay
coughing and gasping for breath on the floor. Then he stripped
naked, reached down and wrapped my tangled hair around his fist,
and dragged me back onto the sofa, and then up across the back onto
the bed.

He dropped me with my buttocks right on the
top of the backrest of the sofa – or maybe I should call it a love
seat since it was kind of small.

“Put your feet flat on the top of the chair,”
he ordered.

Chest heaving, still coughing, I obeyed.

“Spread your legs wide, slave.”

Moaning, I obeyed, raising my head off the
bed to stare at him as he stripped.

Fuck! He was heavily muscled! I had never
been with a guy that was so heavily muscled! He had a gorgeous
body! And his cock was thick and hard and sticking up eagerly.

He also had his belt in his hand, doubled
up.

“Raise your hips off the bed.”

Why?

I gulped and then obeyed, lifting my hips up
off the bed, which was, let's face, it, an incredibly obscene
position with my legs open and him standing there.

He brought the belt sweeping overhand to snap
down right on my pussy.

I think it was the shock more than anything
that caused me to cry out and snap my legs together. I dropped back
onto the bed, drawing my knees back, astonished! Yes, the belt had
slapped my pussy, but not all that hard. It was just more the...
the sheer astonishment and outrage that anyone would do that!

“Did I tell you to move?” he demanded.

I gaped at him in disbelief.

“Put your feet flat on the backrest, spread
your legs and raise your hips.”

He said in a flat, cold voice that made me
gulp anxiously. It was... menacing! And really, it hadn't hurt.
Much.

Pulse racing, I obeyed, my feet flat on the
hard top of the love seat, my hips raised, my legs spread obscenely
wide.

Again he brought the belt swinging down to
slap against my pussy. I cried out, my hips dropping back to the
bed and my knees closing.

“Resume your proper position,” he
growled.

Moaning, I obeyed, then flinched as the belt
slapped down against my pussy again. This time I held the position,
though. He swung again and again I flinched. It stung!

“Tell me you're a slave girl,” he said.

Slap Slap!

“Say it.”

“I'm... I'm a slave girl!” I moaned.

Slap! Slap!

“Is that how you address me, slut?”

“Sir!” I gasped.

This guy was crazy! I mean, yes, Kate had
said the same, but she'd said in a teasing way that obviously
wasn't meant to be taken seriously! This guy acted like it was
real!

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

I moaned and trembled as he brought the belt
down on my pussy in an almost negligent manner. The sting was
certainly bearable, but it was also making me feel even more tender
and sensitive there as my flesh became hot and pink.

“Tell me you're a sex slave.”

Shit! Fuck!

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Say it, slut.”

Fuck!

“I'm a sex slave, Sir!”

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Beg me to fuck you, sex slave.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“Roll over, slut.”

Moaning, I dropped my hips back to the bed
and then rolled over. He yanked me back off the bed so I was
kneeling on the love seat, and then brought the belt snapping down
across my buttocks.

“Spread your legs!”

I obeyed frantically and I felt his cock
rubbing up and down along the sore, swollen lips of my sex. It
pushed into me, even as he swept the belt around my neck, the
tongue through the belt buckle so he could jerk it tight like a
noose.

I gasped and my eyes bulged even as his cock
thrust into me hard and deep. My hands jerked helplessly against
whatever was tying my wrists back as he forced every inch of cock
into my trembling body.

“This is what you were made for,” he
growled.

He started to pound me right away, his hips
hammering against my buttocks as he used me savagely! I could only
gasp and moan and cry out, gulping in air around the belt, my mind
filled with a wild, kaleidoscope of emotions as he drove his cock
into me like a spear.

It... hurt. But despite that, and maybe even
in part because of that, I felt a dark heat seeping through my
body. This was all so nasty, so cruel, so animalistic! It was like
no sex I'd ever had in the way he treated me, the ruthlessness, the
raw, carnal hunger he displayed.

And yet I didn't fear him. Oh, I feared he
would hit me. But I didn't fear he would harm me, if you get what I
mean. And I felt as if I was sinking into a strange, carnal
dreamscape as that big cock pumped violently inside me, as his hips
pounded against me, as my breasts ground against the bed.

I was being so cruelly used! There was a
strange, breathless sense of masochistic exultation in that. As if
I had become a character in a play, and I could look down on
myself, watching excitedly as this big, hungry, powerful, and let's
face it, sexy man used me the way I deserved to be used!

I whimpered and winced and gasped and moaned
and cried out as he rode me, but all the while I was feeling more
dazed, more breathless. My energy was fading away in the face of
the rising heat until all I wanted to do was lay there, bonelessly,
and let him pound me.

Fuck me. Ride me. Use me. Like a whore. Like
a slave girl. Like a sex slave!

The heat tightened and burned, and then the
orgasm hit. I started to cry out, only to have him jerk the belt
tighter around my neck. My mouth opened wide, crying out
soundlessly, breathlessly, eyes bulging as my head threatened to
explode and shatter.

He continued to pound me as the orgasm tore
through my mind and body, setting my muscles spasming wildly. And
when I went limp, he continued still. I grunted and moaned and
groaned as his cock pierced me, as his hips slapped against my
buttocks.

I gasped in pain as he jerked back on my
hair.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

Crack! He slapped my bottom hard!

“Harder, slut.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I cried.

Crack!

“Louder, whore.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” I cried.

Crack! His hand hit my bottom
stingingly.

“Tell me you're a sex slave.”

“I'm a sex slave, Sir!” I cried.

He let go of my hair and my chin fell back to
the bed as I gulped in air. His hips continued to pound against me
as he jerked on the belt again. Then a big, rough hand slid down
under my hip. I felt it sliding along my lower abdomen, then his
fingers found my clitoris and began to rub it.

I moaned and whimpered, a new surge of
sensation flooding my system. I gurgled against the belt and felt
my mind swimming in heat as I let myself relax into... whatever he
wanted to do to me. My mind floated on the churning heat and I
grunted and moaned in mindless pleasure.

Another orgasm tore through me, and I
trembled and shook and jerked against him, eyes bulging again as he
tightened the belt.

It was soooo fucking good!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The belt was still around my neck. He had
fastened the other end above me somehow as I stood there facing
him. He'd hooked it into something above me at a height which
required me to stand on the balls of my feet or else strangle
myself.

He'd then shoved a red ball into my open
mouth! It was too big, actually. Only about two-thirds fit inside
my mouth. My teeth and lips were held apart around the last bit.
And a strap stuck out from the sides of the ball, going across my
cheeks, then fastening together behind my head.

Saying nothing, he'd gotten dressed, gone
out, and left me alone. Fortunately, not for long. He returned with
a bag, then dumped it on the bed.

The vibrator.

He'd gone to my room, using my key.

I gulped as he picked it up and came over to
me.

“Spread your legs.”

Spreading my legs was easier said than done!
Doing that even a little lowered my body, which made the looped
belt tighten around my neck! I gasped as I did it, though, and he
rubbed the thing up and down my pussy, then pushed it slowly up
inside me until only the small base remained.

“Close your legs.”

I gasped in relief, bringing my thighs
together.

The vibrator came on and I gasped again,
moaning into the ball filling my mouth.

He looked down at me.

“I don't need to know your name,” he said.
“I'm not interested in it. I don't know nor do I care about what
you've done, or about what color you like or what your favorite
singing group or movies are. You're a slave. A slave is a body
available to be used by anyone who owns it or can claim it.”

He ran his hand over my breasts.

“A sex slave,” he said.

I moaned around the ball.

My ankles were aching, my feet wobbling. I
wasn't some ballerina who could stay on the balls of my feet
indefinitely!

At the same time, I was still caught in this
dark, sizzling world of sexuality, of being a 'sex slave'. The idea
was frightening and thrilling at the same time. And now the
vibrator was buzzing away inside me, making my nerve endings
crackle and pop.

He showed me a kind of black stick. It was
slim as a pencil, wrapped in leather, and about two feet long atop
a leather-wrapped handle. At its tip was a thumb-sized flap of
leather which he rubbed up and down against my hard nipples.

He let it slap lightly against them, so that
I winced, then let it slide down my body, until it was rubbing
against my clitoris.

I whimpered and moaned, the muscles in my
groin spasming.

His dark eyes bored into me, and he rubbed
the thing harder.

I felt the sexual pressure growing more
intense, my body trembling.

“Sex slave,” he growled.

The orgasm swept down upon me, shattering my
mind. I cried out, or tried to, my hips bucking violently,
convulsions wracking my body. I felt the belt tightening around my
neck, but didn't care. The rush, the heat, it was glorious, it
was... rapture!

I threw myself into it with abandon, eyes
rolling back in my head, and forgot that I had to stand on the
balls of my feet. I gurgled carelessly, literally hanging by the
belt now, my hips still bucking wildly as the orgasm tore through
me.

I knew I couldn't breathe, of course. And I
knew I ought to care about that. Well, I did care about that. It
was just that I didn't care about it nearly as much as I did
prolonging the orgasm as long as possible! It was too glorious to
risk lessening the pleasure by doing something like making my legs
work and supporting my body.

I felt the world spinning around me as I
continued to dance and tremble and shake. Then he gripped my body
and lifted me up. The belt loosened, and he carried me around to
the side of the bed and threw me into it.

I sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air, my
head pounding, hardly paying any attention to him as he rolled me
over and pulled the belt off my neck. I felt my wrists untied, but
then something wrapped around both of them. Something similar went
around my upper arms, and then he slid a thick belt around my neck
and drew it together behind me.

He left me alone like that, and I rolled
slowly onto my back, moaning, still sucking in air, chest heaving.
My wrists and arms were held together behind me but that wasn't
much of a concern.

I was shell-shocked. The orgasm had been the
most incredible, most intense of my life!

OMG!

It took several minutes before I was able to
sit up. I groaned aloud and looked down at myself. Everything
seemed normal. The vibrator was still stuffed inside me, but had
been turned off. Two thin straps went up across my hips and then
fastened behind my back to ensure it didn't come out.

There was a studded black band around my
right arm, over my bicep. There was another on my left. I could
feel more around my wrists, and something metallic and cool against
my back.

Groaning, I got out of bed. There was a large
mirror over the dresser and I looked at myself, all disheveled,
hair tangled, face flushed... and collar around my neck.

It was a collar! Like a big dog's collar! It
had a big ring in the front, like to clip a leash to. It was made
of the same material as the bands around my biceps. I turned away
from the mirror, my head craned over my shoulder to see the ones
around my wrists were identical.

And there were chains between them! I mean,
actual chains! One pulled the bands around my arms back towards
each other. Another hung from the back of the collar, linked to the
one between the two around my arms, then dropped lower to link to
the ones around my wrists!

Ho-Ly Fuck!

I looked like... like... a naked slave
girl!

I was a bit afraid for a few seconds, but
then I remember I was in a hotel suite in the middle of London. It
wasn't like he was going to drag me out of here like this and, I
don't know, sell me to Arabs or something. And as I realized that I
relaxed somewhat, turning from side to side, staring at myself with
a mixture of disbelief and a sort of appalled excitement.

I mean, just looking at myself in that collar
would have been hot enough, but with the restraints on my wrists
and arms, and those chains! Wow! This was soooo incredibly hot!

Sex slave!

I tossed my head, wishing I could comb my
fingers through my tangled hair so I could look even better.

Then there was nothing for it but to walk out
front and see him. At least maybe we'd be able to talk now – or
would if he took the ball-gag out of my mouth!

He was sitting on an actual sofa, not a
low-backed love seat, facing a much larger TV, wearing a robe. I
scowled at him for leaving me tied up in the other room and just
going off to watch TV. I walked around in front, still scowling as
he looked up at me.

“Did I say you could get out of bed?” he
asked.

I gulped, because he was very intimidating.
And it wasn't like he had been soft and gentle with me, so far
either!

I tried to talk around the gag, but it filled
my mouth and pressed down against my tongue, making it very hard to
make any intelligible sounds.

He picked up the stick thing and I
gulped.

He pointed it at the floor.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

Heartbeat quickening, I knelt on the
floor.

“Spread your legs. You should always keep
your legs spread so everyone knows that you're available to be
used.”

I felt my face flush. He was so fucking
outrageous!

He found the vibrator and then put it on the
floor before me.

“Rise up.”

I gulped and obeyed, and he moved it
forward.

“Sink down.”

I tried to say something but I eased down
slowly, until I felt the thing pressing against my opening. Then I
sank further, letting it penetrate me and push up higher as I sank
lower. He thrust it up deeper, all-but burying it inside me, then
drew the thin straps up across my hips around together in the
back.

Then he showed me another dildo. This one I
hadn't seen before. It looked like a cock, mostly. Except that it
swelled out near the base, like a snake that had swallowed a
baseball. He put some kind of cream on the tip and shaft, then
ordered me to rise.

I moaned a complaint but it didn't do any
good. I had to sink slowly down onto the thing until it too was
jammed high inside me, with that swollen part keeping it inside,
instead of there being, like, a strap or something.

He let the thin, soft tip of the stick rub
over my hard nipples.

“Do you know what this is, Slave?”

I shook my head.

“It's a riding crop.”

I gulped.

“It's used to train slutty little girls so
that they become useful sex slaves,” he said.

He slapped the tip lightly against my nipple,
and I moaned a complaint.

“The weak will of the average young woman
will cause her to do almost anything to avoid even a small amount
of pain,” he said.

He slapped my nipple again, several times,
and I winced and tried to ease back.

He shifted to the other breast, rubbing the
tip against the center, then slapping it.

“They can be easily made to realize that
their bodies do not belong to them any longer, but to their
masters. They will cede control of their bodies in exchange for
pleasure and heat and passion, and the absence of pain.”

He slapped one nipple, then the other. They
were both becoming hot and sore, but they also throbbed with an
entirely different kind of heat which was flooding through my body
and mind.

The vibrator turned on, and I flinched and
moaned again as it began to buzz powerfully.

“You see some girls want to be a whore,” he
said. “they want to act like sluts, and have sex with many, many
men and women. Yet they are constrained by society's unwritten
rules, by the expectation they be good girls. But slaves do not
have morals for they make no decisions. They simply do as they are
ordered to do.

He let the tip of the crop come up under my
chin, forcing it up.

“Guilt-free sex,” he said. “You can have sex
with two, three, five, ten men and women, and not be guilty, for it
is your master who decides such things.”

He let the tip slide up and down along my
throat.

“Should I go and find a man now, to come up
here and use your body? To bend you over and ram himself into you?
Hmm?”

I tried to talk and he slapped my nipple
harder.

“Do not try to talk. You speak only when I
wish you to, and say only what I wish you to say. The only other
purpose for that mouth is to eat and to give pleasure to me or
others I wish you to. No one cares what you think or what you have
to say.”

God he was outrageous!

I tried to say something anyway, and he
pulled me forward by the collar so I half fell across his left leg.
Then he brought the crop hissing down across my bottom with several
fast, sharp, stinging blows that made me squeal and jerk with
pain!

He pushed me back.

“Learn to obey your master, slave girl. Lean
back more. Look up towards the ceiling.”

I leaned back until my hands were on the
floor – and needed to be to keep from falling over backward. I
moaned as I felt the tip of the crop rubbing and slapping at my
nipples.

“Lovely nipples,” he said. “Perhaps I shall
have them pierced.”

Then I felt it rubbing against my clitoris,
amid a rush of sensation.

“This too, perhaps.”

He slapped the crop lightly against my
breast.

“This is my body now, after all. I own it. I
can do anything I want with it.”

I alternated between fearing he was crazy,
and being awed at what a deliciously nasty game he was playing.

He got up and moved behind me. Then he
removed the leather restraints from my arms, and attached them to
my ankles instead. I gasped as he gripped my still-joined wrists
and lifted them up, forcing me to bend forward.

“Hmm, yes,” he said.

He attached the chain which had been attached
to the back of the collar to the ankle restraints instead, binding
them to the wrist restraints. Then he pulled over a chair and got
up on it.

I felt my wrists being lifted higher, so it
was very hard to look behind me since lifting my arms made me bend
over. I had risen on my knees now, no longer sitting on my heels,
gasping at the ache to my shoulders as he lifted my arms up
high.

He lowered them, then, but certainly not all
the way. Even as he got off the chair and moved it away I realized
my wrists were being held up almost as high as my shoulders. I
turned my head and twisted my neck and saw they were held up by a
thin chain dangling from the ceiling. I couldn't stand up to ease
the tension on my shoulders because of how the restraints were also
tied to my ankles!

He knelt before me, holding another thin
chain. He pressed it to my left nipple, and I saw there was a loop
at the end, like a small noose. He gave it a little yank and I
cried out in pain as the loop tightened around my nipple, making it
burn and throb! A moment later he attached a similar chain to my
other nipple!

I soon realized it was the same chain, of
course. Now the chain dangled below me as I knelt there bent
forward, my breasts throbbing, my nipples burning and aching.

“Slaves who look impertinently at their
masters are always punished,” he said, his fingers sliding through
my hair. “This is a much better pose for you, bowing before
me.”

I moaned and gasped, my nipples throbbing.
Much of my view was blocked by a curtain of hair hanging over my
face and down the sides, until he combed it out of the way. He
abruptly untied the robe and shrugged it off, then reached behind
me and undid the strap of the ball-gag.

“I will use your mouth again, Slave,” he
said. “Perhaps if you perform well, I will not need to whip
you.”

Fuuuck!

I gasped as he pulled the ball out of my
mouth, then winced as he seized my hair and pushed his cock
forward.

“Service your master, Slave.”

I moaned as his cock slid over my tongue, and
almost instinctively closed my lips around the shaft, sucking and
licking as he pumped casually in and out. I couldn't raise my head,
but could only bend forward more so I could angle it upward a
little. He pumped steadily, slowly, using my mouth for his
pleasure.

As if I was a sex slave!

I gurgled and gagged as he pushed himself
into my throat. But I'd been expecting it. And he went down
relatively easily given the angle of my head as it was pulled back.
He held himself deep inside me, then slid out again and directed my
lips to his balls. I sucked, gasping for breath, moaning as I
licked them, as he tugged on my hair.

This was so sick and nasty!

The vibrator buzzed, and my muscles squeezed
down around it and the cock up my ass. My nipples throbbed and my
mind began to swim as the liquid heat rose.

“All blondes are whores. It is what you are
built for. Your purpose in life is to service men with your
bodies.”

He pulled back on my hair and guided his cock
into my mouth, then slid it down my throat.

“It is why your minds are made so sluttish
and weak, why your bodies are so responsive, to give you pleasure
and make you realize that sex is all you should aspire to.”

He began to pump himself in my mouth and
throat, then reached down, crop in hand, and began to slap it
lightly against the sides of my dangling breasts so they stung and
burned.

“The more you please your master, the more
pleasure you shall feel, Slave. The less you please him, the more
pain you will be given.”

I was getting light-headed, and gulped in
ragged breaths of air as he pulled back.

He rubbed himself over my face.

“What is my name?” he demanded.

I had no idea what his name was, and just
continued to gasp for breath.

He slapped the crop harder against the side
of one breast.

“You should have figured it out by now,” he
said.

I moaned dazedly.

“My name, as far as you are concerned, is...
'Master'. Say it.”

“M-Master!” I gasped.

Sick! Nasty! Wild! And desperately
thrilling!

He shoved his cock back into my mouth, then
back down my throat, pumping it in and out for long seconds before
pulling it out.

“And what is your name?”

He slapped the crop against my other
breast.

“It is just as obvious.”

“S-Slave!” I gasped.

“That is all the name you need.”

He shoved his cock back into my mouth and
then came. I sucked dazedly, my tongue licking as he pumped in and
out. He sighed, pulled out, and then pulled his robe on again
before sitting before me.

“What is your name?”

“Slave!” I moaned.

He leaned forward, gripped the chain and
yanked and I cried out in pain.

“Always use my name when you respond. What is
your name, slut?”

“Slave... Master!”

“And who owns this body?” he demanded.

“You do, Master!” I panted.

“Yes.”

I moaned weakly. This was so next level! I
had never been involved in anything remotely as sick and kinky and
perverted. But it was horribly exciting. I loved the role of sex
slave!

He picked up the phone and called down for a
bottle of wine.

“Have you ever been whipped, Slave?”

“N-No, Master!” I gulped.

He snorted. “You should have been whipped
many times so that you learned your place and how to be properly
submissive to your betters. A blonde whore needs to be taught early
in life or her arrogance gets the best of her.”

He tugged on the chain again and I
gasped.

“Please!” I moaned.

He tugged again.

“Please what?”

“Please, Master!”

He reached both hands up and undid the loops,
letting the chain fall away. My nipples throbbed and felt swollen
and hot, but when he began to gently rub and roll them between his
thumbs and forefingers they tingled and sent delicious ripples of
pleasure through my breasts and then up and down my spine!

“They say when your nipples are pierced they
become more sensitive,” he said.

He sat back, and then there was a knock at
the door.

I gasped as he got up casually and strolled
across to the door. I tried to twist my head to see and felt a jolt
as my memory was confirmed. If he opened the door more than a
little bit whoever was there would see me! But surely he'd only
open it a little...

He opened it wide, and I felt heat flood my
face, dropping my head. I couldn't see who was there, since my hair
hid the sight – thankfully!

“I'm afraid I have no change on me to give
you a tip,” I heard him say. “But never mind. We can make do. Come
over here.”

The door closed and I felt a dawning sense of
understanding as he walked back, trailed by the room service
person!

“This is my slave,” he said.

I gasped as he gripped my hair and forced my
head up! There was a bellboy there, a guy in his mid-twenties,
maybe, big – and Black! I don't have sex with black guys! I mean,
where would I even meet them!? I don't hang around slums!

“Would you take her mouth as a tip?”

“Oh yes, sir!” he said enthusiastically, in
some kind of third world accent.

“Excellent. She needs practice.”

OMG!

The guy fumbled eagerly with his pants and
pulled out a hard, thick black cock, then as the other guy – Master
– stood back, he moved forward and pushed himself into my open
mouth!

Holy fuck!

“Use her well. Blondes are built for it.”

I gurgled around his cock as he pushed it
deep, and then felt a dark wave of unbelievable heat sweep through
me.

Slave girl!

I began to suck and lick his cock as he
pumped in and out, then almost gagged as he shoved himself deep!
That whole, glistening black cock slid right down my throat.

He began to pump eagerly, roughly, and I felt
the world swirling around me as the heat rose and melted away my
inhibitions. My thighs ground together around the base of the
vibrator as he fucked my face, and then the orgasm tore through me
like a long, crackling electrical shock.
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He brought me back to my hotel room – still
naked, collared, and with the leather restraints and chains on me.
And with the vibrator still shoved up inside me and held in place
by the straps. If anyone had seen me it would have been
humiliating! Much worse than the room service guy!

He used the chains to lock me to my bed, my
arms together above me, my legs spread wide and locked to the lower
bedposts. Then, with the gag in my mouth, he turned on the vibrator
and left me there.

You would think that with all the sex I'd
already had I'd be fucked out, but the vibrators made my body
tremble and shake, and writhe and twist against the chains until I
had another orgasm, then another, then another, until the batteries
wore out.

Only then could I lay limp, chest heaving,
and try to calm down. I tried to pull free, but it was useless, and
as time passed it became more and more likely he wasn't coming
back. At least, not tonight. He'd left me like this for the whole
fucking night! Okay, granted, it was morning, by then, but
still.

It was a good thing I didn't have to go to
the bathroom!

Falling asleep wasn't easy like that, but it
had been a busy day, and I eventually did close my eyes and drift
off. I'm not sure for how long, but long enough for my mind to fill
with dark, erotic dreams so that I woke up aroused – and unable to
do anything about it!

The sun had risen, and it rose higher,
brightening the room. There was nothing I could do, though, and I
wondered just when he was intending to come back for me. I had some
strange, dark thoughts about just being left here forever until I
starved and my body was found by the housekeepers.

That couldn't happen, of course. They'd show
up today to clean the place, and without a sign on the door, they'd
let themselves in. The thought wasn't very reassuring! I did not
want some strange, fat third world type woman to find me like
this!

The bitches all thought blondes were whores
anyway. I didn't want to live down to their cliche's. Surely
whatsisname would show up, first, though. Guys liked sex first
thing in the morning. I knew that.

I could hardly believe I had let him do so
many things to me over the past few days and I still had no clue
who he was!

On the other hand, that made it even more
shocking and forbidden and desperately thrilling!

I had no way of measuring time. There was no
clock in the room and I couldn't see my phone. It had rung a couple
of times, and it had also played the tone which said it was getting
text messages. The phone in the room rang, too.

This was stupid! I began to get annoyed. Who
did he think he was leaving me like this all night!?

Then the door opened. I jerked my head up,
and gasped to see a strange man standing there! He didn't look like
a hotel employee either. He looked like... like some kind of thug!
He had a hard, cold face, and very short hair. He looked Slavic, to
me, and I thought he might be a Russian for some reason.

He wore a dark suit, an expensive one and
came to stand over the bed, examining me!

I turned my head away, face so hot it was
throbbing. My mind was whirling wildly, wondering who he was! He
wasn't housekeeping, that was for sure! And he wasn't surprised at
finding me here either! That meant he must have been sent by... by
whatsisname!

He sat down on the edge of the bed, but I
didn't look at him! I couldn't! My heart pounded and my pulse raced
as I waited for what he was going to do!

His fingers, two of them, touched my ankle
just above the leather restraint, then began to lightly glide up
and down my calf. It moved slowly higher, and then his other
fingers joined it until his full hand – large, rough and very male
– was lightly stroking my knee, then sliding up it, slowly, taking
his time!

The hand glided up my thigh and bypassed my
sex, sliding up my hip, then higher. It stroked along my ribs, then
rose up and moved onto my breast! I gasped, eyes wide, heart
pounding like a drum as his fingers lightly caressed my breast,
then caught the nipple between them, rolling and massaging it!

His hand moved downward, fingers moving
lightly and softly over my warm skin, until they were massaging my
abdomen, then they moved lower! I felt them rubbing up and down
along the straps which held the vibrator inside me, then they moved
lower and I moaned as I felt his fingers at my sex.

They only brushed against me incidentally,
however, while they were undoing the straps from the vibrator. Then
they gripped the vibrator and slid it slowly out, inch by slow
inch!

He said something then as it came free, but I
didn't understand it. It sounded like Russian, and I sort of
congratulated myself on guessing right! Not that it mattered! He
examined the vibrator, smiled lightly, then unscrewed the base. He
popped the batteries out into his palm, put them on the night
table, then took fresh batteries from the pocket of his jacket and
slid them inside.

He screwed the base in and I heard the
vibrator buzzing as it came on. He spoke again, as he brought the
tip down against my sex, rubbing it gently up and down, up and
down, up and down against the top of my sex.

I moaned as the fingers of his other hand
eased the lips of my sex apart. Then he worked the vibrator
directly against my clitoris!

I was practically holding my breath now, my
eyes wide, gulping in air around the gag, totally tense, wondering
what else he would do! I still couldn't bring myself to look at
him, though, even as he continued to talk.

Russian is definitely not a romantic
language! Even when spoken softly. And his voice sounded rough and
gravelly anyway!

I gasped as his other hand gently moved up my
body and over my breast again, squeezing softly.

Then he shifted the angle of the vibrator and
pushed it into me, slowly, inch by inch, twisting and turning and
pumping it as I got hotter and wetter.

He stood up, and I rolled my eyes over to
catch a glimpse of him, then felt another emotional jolt as he
removed his jacket! He undid his tie next! Then he unbuttoned his
shirt and pulled it off!

He was another very muscular man. Not
muscular like some of the guys I'd met. He was a man, like the
other one. Easily in his thirties! His broad chest was sprinkled
with hair. There was more, though less, on his lower stomach as he
undid his belt, then let his pants drop around his ankles!

I moaned around the gag, then he climbed into
bed, positioned himself between my spread legs, and bent way over.
I jerked as I felt his tongue against my clitoris! Then it started
to work.

With the vibrator inside me, buzzing away at
my G-spot, and his tongue licking at my clitoris, my lower body
began to pulse and throb with heat and excitement. That rolled up
my body and into my mind like alcohol, seeping into my brain, and
slowly turning it to mush.

Did it really matter that I didn't know him?
I didn't know the other guy either!

He sat up as I lay there panting and gasping,
then undid the chains on the ankle restraints. I groaned, my legs
automatically starting to shift. They felt stiff from being held
largely immobile for hours. They felt good as he gripped them
behind the knees, lifting them up and back.

My back felt good, too! I groaned as he
pushed my knees back against my breasts.

Then he pulled the vibrator out of me. I had
to look now, and I saw him jerk his shorts down. His cock fell out
onto my abdomen, and onto my belly, and I stared at it! It was
thick and long and... and menacing-looking! It was dark and angry
and hungry! And it lay along my abdomen to show me just how deep
inside me it would go!

He lifted my ankles up onto his shoulders,
then leaned forward. I saw the head of his cock pushing against my
opening, and gasped as he rubbed it up and down and the sensations
rolled up my spine.

God, it felt good!

He was still talking. What was he saying!?
Why didn't he speak in English!?

He didn't push into me, but instead contented
himself with rubbing the head of his cock up and down against my
opening!

My body wanted it inside!

The sensations it was arousing inside me had
my muscles spasming, my hips kind of grinding back. Then he
positioned the head against me and pushed... slowly. It kind of...
ooozed through the lips of my sex and sat just inside me as he
leaned forward. His hands slid up my body and over my breasts,
squeezing them.

I shuddered, heat rolling up my body, a
strange wild carnal thrill of need gripping my mind. With my legs
up on his shoulders I had the leverage to move my lower body, and
did, gasping as I pushed myself up to force his cock deeper.

He gripped my ankles and then pushed them
back against me, holding them wide. He let his body lean further
and further forward and then drove his cock into me in one, smooth,
even stroke!

I cried out, gasping, moaning, whimpering,
staring at him now, dazed and overwhelmed. He continued to talk as
he leaned over me more, forcing my ankles back further, until they
were pressed against the bed above me.

His cock filled me to overflowing! I felt it
throbbing inside me as he ground himself against me. His eyes were
blue, unlike the other guy, and they stared down at me from a
couple of feet above as he ground his hips down.

Then he started to move, his hips working in
and out, in and out. My eyes dropped to my sex, staring at the
sight of his shaft moving in and out of it as I felt the head deep
inside me!

His hips moved faster, and then faster, and
the head of his cock was plunging deep with every stroke. I felt
utterly helpless, totally at his mercy, completely laid out for him
to do with as he chose like a slave girl would be!

A slave girl! Helpless! Subject to the lusts
of everyone around her!

I moaned and gasped as his cock drove into me
faster and faster. The bed began to tremble, and his hips began to
slap against my upraised buttocks. He moved harder, faster, and his
hips hit me with bruising force as his lips pulled back into a
snarl!

I dropped my head back, staring up, gasping,
moaning, as he pummeled me, as he battered me, as his cock drove
into me with relentless, unstoppable power and force!

Then the orgasm swept up through my body and
I cried out again and again, arching and jerking as convulsions
wracked my body. Rapture! It was so good nothing else mattered! I
wallowed in the force and intensity of the orgasm, giving myself to
it totally, not thinking or caring about anything but the joy of
that flood of pleasure washing over me!

And all through it my body was jerking and
shaking as he drove himself down against me. I was crushed and
folded together, his powerful body above me, filling the world of
my vision as he grunted and gasped and cursed and used my body for
his pleasure!

The sexual heat gripped me like a fever. Even
after the orgasm faded I was still dazed by the hunger and need. My
eyes were glazed as I stared up at him, hardly seeing him, moaning
around the gag as he continued to ram his hips down against me.

This was so fucking hot! I was so fucking
hot! What could be better than this!?

He gave a rapid flurry of thrusts and then
halted, gasping for breath. I knew he had come, and felt a sense of
disappointment. I wasn't that far from another orgasm, and my mind
was still inflamed, still gripped a dark wonder and excitement.

He eased back, sitting back on his heels,
letting my legs and body unfold. He was still talking as he shifted
and got off the bed.

And then I saw the other man!

He was younger than the first man, with a
softer, more boyish face, and longer brown hair. He had a great
body, too, though, and he was just taking his underwear off as the
first guy put his own on! I gaped at him, astonished, filled with
disbelief as he climbed into bed.

He laughed and said something to me I didn't
understand. Then he gripped my legs and flipped me onto my
belly.

Crack!

He slapped my bottom before gripping my hips
and jerking them up off the bed. Then he pushed in behind me,
raising my hips high. I felt his cock rubbing against me, then
pushing forward, pushing deep!

Fuck!

And that was exactly what he preceded to
do.

I gasped and moaned as he started to use me,
his hips slapping against my buttocks from the start as his hands
moved over my body. The door opened and closed behind us as the
first man left. This guy gripped my hair, jerking it back, and
slapped my bottom as he rutted into me, and I trembled and shook,
mind spinning, body burning.

I didn't know who the first one was either.
Did it even matter!?

He used me roughly, but my body reveled in
it. He fucked me into another orgasm, then another, before he came
inside me!

He chuckled, then, got up, got dressed, and
left.

I groaned as I lay there on the bed. That had
been unbelievable! Men I'd never even met had just come into my
hotel room and fucked me! As if that was what people did!

Like I belonged to them or something! Like I
was a... sex slave!

I was still chained to the headboard, but now
I could sit up, or actually, kneel, facing it, and letting the
chain between the restraints and the headboard go slack. That
allowed me to remove the chain from the headboard, since it was
held only by a small clip.

I groaned and reached up behind my head, but
couldn't figure out how to get the gag out. I stood up on shaky
legs, stumbled to the door, and locked it! Then I went back and
looked at myself in the mirror. I sure looked like a girl who'd had
her brains fucked out!

I turned my back to the mirror, turning my
head, trying to make out how the strap was held together behind my
head, then reached up and back and undid the clasp. I pulled it out
of my mouth with relief, and winced as I worked the stiff muscles
of my jaw.

What an insane time I'd had yesterday and
this morning!

I was able to use the bathroom, then to check
my messages. Mostly they were from Kate. She'd bought a new outfit
she thought I'd like to see and was going to bring it over
later.

In the meantime I still had the restraints on
my wrists, locking them together. Then I noticed a strange key on
the dresser. Sure enough, I was able to fit it into the locks of
the restraints around my ankles and remove them. I did the same to
the collar. But the ones around my wrists were a problem. I
couldn't quite turn my fingers in enough to get the key into the
little lock!

I was going to have to have Kate unlock it. I
could pretend I'd been fooling around and got stuck.

I had a shower. I doubt it did anything good
to the leather restraints around my wrists but I didn't care. I'd
been fucked hard by three guys! And that was if you didn't count
the room service guy whose cock I'd sucked.

What a slut I was!

I was gripped by a sense of wonder, even as I
soaped myself up, letting all that had happened to me play through
my mind. I'd never been exactly a virgin but Jesus, I'd sure never
just let strangers use my body like that before! Nor even
considered it!

Sex slave!

The whole idea of being a sex slave was so
strangely fascinating that it overshadowed all my inhibitions.
Throwing myself into that role felt almost like it absolved me of
needing to play by the rules. I could be as slutty as I wanted to
if I was a sex slave! Because nothing was my fault!

That whole idea made sex more deliciously
wicked and hot.

I brushed my hair and my teeth, then ordered
coffee and a bagel, but ordered them left outside the door.

I pulled on a pair of shorts but couldn't get
any tops on over my wrists.

Someone knocked and then as I looked through
the peephole, went away.

I waited a minute, then, with a towel wrapped
around me, opened the door a crack, then a bit more. I could see
the tray on the floor, so I opened the door more, stuck an arm out,
grabbed it and pulled it in before closing the door again.

I drank my coffee and ate the bun as I
answered messages on my phone and considered what to do today. More
sex? Maybe! I'd gotten to the point where I'd feel strange if I did
go the day without sex. And it was weird how quickly I'd gotten
that way! Like just a couple of days of hot, nasty sex had addicted
me!

But what days they'd been! And what
deliciously hot, nasty, wild and outrageous sex it had been!

Kate showed up, at last. She knocked and I
opened the door, easing back so nobody passing by could see me.

“Come in,” I said.

She did, carrying a big shopping bag, and
seemed surprised to see I was wearing just shorts, then she saw the
studded leather restraints around my wrists and laughed.

“What are you up to, kinky girl?”

“I uhm, bought these and uhm, well, I
accidentally locked them together,” I said. “I have the key but I
couldn't reach the keyhole. Would you unlock them?”

“Of course,” she said. “Eventually.”

She gripped the chain and lifted it up and
back and I gasped as it raised my wrists up and back too.

“Kaaate!” I protested.

She opened the closet across from the door,
then pulled the chain up across the bar, then down around again,
clipping it together somehow. A moment later she yanked my shorts
down around my ankles.

“Hmm, what a lovely looking sex slave,” she
said.

I felt a dark shudder roll through me at the
words. She had been the first one to use them. It was weird how the
other guy had used the same words!

“Kaate!” I moaned again.

“This bar isn't really high enough,” she said
unhappily.

She left me there and wandered through the
room, examining the walls and furniture.

“Ooh, I have an idea,” she said.

She came back and unwrapped the chain from
the bar then tugged me back into the bedroom and over by the
window. The window was bracketed by two ornately carved pillars,
about as thick around as my thigh. Kate pushed me against one and
drew the chain up and then around the pillar, somehow hooking it on
something there before clipping it together.

That left me standing straight with my arms
up high, and the pillar pressed into my back and buttocks. It also
left me only a foot from the window, and I couldn't help turning to
look at 'his' window to see if he was there. I didn't see him.

“Now where did you put the vibrator?”

“Oh not the vibrator again!” I moaned.

That fucking vibrator had made my clitoris
tremble and vibrate so much in the last two days I thought it might
be ready to explode!

She hummed to herself and got the vibrator,
then forced my legs apart and slid the thing up inside me before
drawing the straps up across my hips and around together in back
again. Then she turned it on high and went back into the
bathroom.

I squirmed helplessly, the vibrator having an
instant effect as my pussy began to pulsate with sensations. Then I
looked up and blinked in astonishment. Kate had come out of the
bathroom in an all-leather outfit. Or maybe an all-PVC leather
outfit would be more accurate!

It covered her from ankle to neck, and I mean
high on her neck too! It had long sleeves, and she'd added leather
gloves on top of it. The bodysuit glistened like it was wet! It
also had a huge black cock thrusting up and out from the groin,
with a big, wrinkled ball at its base which I guess were supposed
to represent two testicles.

“You are sick!” I gasped in awe.

She giggled and then fisted the big 'cock'.
“Look what I have for you, little girl.”

“Where did you buy that outfit?”

“A sex shop, of course.”

She walked over and stood before me, grinning
lewdly, then she pressed the 'head' of the cock in against my
pussy, rubbing it lightly against the top of my sex.

“You know you want it all inside you, slut!”
she taunted me.

She roughly fondled my breasts with her
leather-clad hands, then gripped my arm and hip and turned me to
face the pillar. She slapped my bottom sharply and then jerked my
hips back.

“You're going to love a big black cock inside
you, Slave!” she taunted.

I gasped as I felt it pressing against my
back passage! It was slick with something, as if she'd applied a
lubricant. And she jabbed the head against me several times,
grinding and pushing softly before it slowly began to sink into
me!

“You're such a pervert!” I moaned.

“Look who's talking!”

Her hands jerked back on my hips again and
she slowly worked the big black cock deeper into my ass, while one
of her hands curled around me to grope my breast, then slid down to
finger my clitoris.

I trembled and gasped and winced and cried
out, lost in a rising sea of sex and heat and passion and lust as I
felt the big cock pushing deeper and deeper into my belly. The
vibrator was still buzzing away in my pussy, and now she was
fingering my clitoris with her usual skill so that the heat became
sweltering!

“Ow! Not so hard!” I moaned.

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

“Are you telling your mistress what to do,
Slave?”

She leaned in and then her lips moved along
the nape of my neck, kissing and lightly biting me as her hand
continued to rub my clitoris.

“Bitch!” I gasped.

“Ha! Obviously you need to be punished.”

“Oh, what's this?”

She slid out of me and went over to the
dresser, where I'd left the ball-gag, then, giggling, returned. She
pushed the dildo back into my ass, then jerked back on my hair
again.

“Wait! Oh! Oh! Mmmphh!” I gasped as she
pushed the ball into my mouth.

“Now that's sexy!” she said
appreciatively.

She drew the strap behind my head and buckled
it, then began to work the dildo in and out of my ass with longer
strokes.

Kate put one arm around me to grope my
breasts and the other to rub my clitoris, and with the way the
dildo was moving in and out and the way the vibrator was purring
and buzzing my mind began to sink into a dark, glittering torpor of
heat and passion in no time at all!

I groaned and gasped and shuddered as the
heat rolled over me in waves, my head rolling and my eyes slit as I
gulped in air.

Then the door opened and He came
in!
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“What is going on here?” he demanded.

I moaned into the gag, thinking Kate had
forgotten to lock the door, but then noticed how strange her
reaction was. She wasn't shocked or embarrassed or anything.

“I'm fucking my sex slave,” she said
defiantly.

“Who says she's your sex slave?” he demanded,
coming in and closing the door behind him.

“I made her mine,” Kate said, jerking on my
hair.

He came over to stand over her,
glowering.

“I think having a cock is going to your
head,” he said. “You're nothing but a blonde slut.”

He jerked her back and one big hand wrapped
around her neck. Kate made no effort to fight him, and let herself
be forced to her knees as he unzipped his pants and drew out his
cock.

“Show me what a blonde is good for, slut,” he
growled.

Kate moaned and took his cock into her mouth
as he transferred his grip from her neck to her hair, holding it
tightly as she sucked and bobbed on his thick shaft. When he pulled
her forward, she kept her hands at her sides as his cock slid deep
into her throat.

He turned and looked at me.

“This is how all blonde girls should be
handled,” he said. “They're all made to be sex slaves.”

I was staring at them, astonished, confused,
confounded. His arrogance didn't surprise me, but the ease with
which he was handling Kate, and her complete lack of resistance, or
even surprise, certainly did!

He pulled her off him and up to her feet,
then roughly shoved her against the wall. The leather outfit she
wore unzipped down the back, and he quickly jerked the zipper down,
then pulled it down over her shoulders and arms, baring her
breasts. Seconds later she was naked and he threw her on the
bed.

He removed his tie and bound her wrists
tightly behind her back, then jerked her off the bed and back onto
her knees, pushing her in against me.

I had turned around to watch, still shocked
and confused, and stared down as Kate began to lick at my
clitoris.

“You see how a blonde slut obeys?” he
demanded of me.

He pulled something out of his jacket pocket.
It looked like nothing but a collection of leather boot laces. In
fact, I think that's what it was! There were three or four of them,
and he doubled them up and let them dangle loosely from his
fist.

He raised his eyebrow at me.

“Slave,” he said.

He swung the handful of leather laces and I
squealed as they snapped down against my breasts!

“You must learn obedience, sex slave,” he
said.

He swung again and again I jerked against the
restraints, and against Kate pressing against me, as they stung my
sensitive, swollen breasts!

My mind was still swirling, but was beginning
to come to an understanding, or at least, a suspicion. These two
knew each other. They had arranged this. But... but... how?
When!?

The laces swept down across my breasts again
and again. They weren't exactly heavy or anything. They just stung
a little. But there were making my breasts more and more tender and
hot. I jerked and flinched and moaned and gasped at every blow, my
mind still coming to grips with what was happening.

Which wasn't easy because Kate had a very
talented tongue, and the vibrator was still buzzing away, and after
a couple of minutes of swinging the laces at me he moved across the
room, went into the bathroom, and came out with a real whip!

I mean that it had a handle, and attached to
the handle were a couple of dozen thin lace thongs which danced at
the end of it as his hand moved. I moaned and trembled as he
brought his arm back, and the laces swept down across my
breasts!

Oddly, they were thinner and more lightweight
than the boot laces. But that just meant the stinging was sharper
when they hit. My breasts got pink, and then began to turn red as
the heat grew deeper and they throbbed hotly.

He moved forward, gripping my hair and
jerking it back.

“Are you ready to serve your master,
slut?”

I moaned and nodded jerkily.

He reached up and unchained my wrists,
shoving Kate roughly out of the way as he turned me around, drew my
arms down and back behind me, and locked the restraints
together.

He undid the gag and pulled it free, then
shoved me down onto my knees before him. I stared at Kate as he
removed his pants. Then I gasped as he gripped me and her both by
the hair and jerked us forward.

“Serve your master, slaves.”

He shoved his cock deep into Kate's throat,
yanking me in so that I had to suck and lick at his balls. Then he
pulled out of her throat and shoved himself into mine, pulling her
in to suck and lick his balls. I was still trying to figure out
what the hell was happening, and gurgled dazedly as he fucked my
throat.

And then there was another man there! One of
those who had fucked me earlier!

He pulled Kate back by the hair and flung her
onto her back on the floor.

“Take her. Use her the way she was made to be
used,” he said.

The new man gripped her hair and literally
dragged her across the floor by the hair, ignoring her cries of
pain. He lifted her up and flung her onto the bed.

“Get on your knees, Slave.” he ordered. “Face
down.”

She obeyed, panting weakly and he pulled his
belt out of his pants then began to strap her bottom!

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

I gurgled as my mouth and throat were full of
cock again, and my face was jammed into the man's groin.

He pulled out and then dragged me to my feet
by the hair before roughly putting me onto the bed next to Kate.
The guy was fucking her now, rough and hard, slapping her bottom
and yanking on her hair. Now I was face down beside her as I felt
his big cock pushing into my ass and sliding deep!

“Blonde sluts,” he said.

“Slaves,” the other man growled.

Oh, this was so fucking crazy! But the
vibrator was still buzzing away, and the whole outrageousness of
this dark, nasty, wicked game of his – of theirs – had filled me
with a sense of wonder and lust. And now, kneeling, face down,
shoulder to shoulder with Kate as we were both roughly used it just
felt so deliciously real!

Not real, real. I mean, obviously I wasn't an
actual sex slave, but it was definitely the next best thing! It was
so realistic that my body began to burn with a shockingly intense
lust and need, and I cried out at every deep thrust of his cock,
every hard impact of his hips against my upraised buttocks!

This was insane! But it was insanely hot!

The man fucking Kate yanked back on her
hair.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

Then I cried out as he yanked back on
my hair.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I cried.

So wild, so real, so hot! I came, crying out
again and again until he covered my mouth with his hand, his body
coming down atop me, surrounding me, crushing me, overwhelming me
as his cock punched into me again and again!

It was a wild, roaring rush of raw, carnal
pleasure that tore my mind apart! My body trembled and shook
violently as I gave myself to it, reveling in the sheer ecstasy
that filled my body and mind!

As it faded it left me dazed, filled with a
deep sense of contentment, wrapped in the soft afterglow of the
monster orgasm. I could feel his cock still thrusting into my ass,
but it just didn't seem to matter to me.

Nothing mattered to me!

After he finished with me, and the other guy
finished with Kate, they all got dressed – including Kate. Not that
she wore much, mind you. She put on a tiny leather mini and a white
blouse which was partially see-through. Certainly I could see her
nipples pushing out against the thin fabric.

All I got was the ball-gag shoved into my
mouth again, and the collar put around my neck. And Kate put my
highest stiletto heels on my feet and buckled them in place. Then
we left, with Kate holding a leash attached to the collar and
pulling me after them. Out into the hall and down the hall towards
his suite!

There were pillars in his suite, too,
since it was, after all, the same hotel. But these were in the
front room, as well as by the windows. They didn't seem to serve
any purpose other than decorative, but they served the purpose of
providing something to attach me to.

This time one wrist was attached to each
pillar, high up, and then restraints were put on my ankles and they
too were strapped to the pillars so I was spreadeagled but
standing.

The second guy who had fucked me that morning
was already there waiting. And Kate now knelt before him and began
to lick his cock.

There was a knock at the door, and 'he' went
to answer it.

“Sir,” a deep, stern male voice said. “We've
had reports of a naked woman being paraded through the
corridors.”

“Ah yes, she's here,” 'he' said.

He walked back into the room and an enormous
black man in a suit followed. This guy was scary looking! He was
huge, for one thing! He was also very black, with a shaved head. He
had big lips and a big nose and looked like an ape! An angry ape!
He glowered at me and I dropped my eyes, face hot and red.

“She's American, you see,” 'he' said.

“You can't parade her through the halls
naked, sir,” the black man said in a deep, rumbling voice.

“You're quite correct. We weren't parading
her so much as moving her. But it won't happen again. Although,
let's face it, putting clothes on such a girl is silly. She's
obviously nothing but a sexual animal who should be naked and
chained at all times.

“She also needs to be punished often,” the
other man says. “She is arrogant and looks down on everyone else.
Especially minorities.”

“Yes,” 'he' said. “She says very racist
things about black men, and calls them inferiors and
sub-human.”

“She calls black people the n-word all the
time,” Kate said.

I gasped and stared at her. I had used no
such language around any of them! I mean, okay, I do think darkies
are inferior and subhuman, but none of them had heard me say it. I
hadn't even used the n-word to Kate! I might have made my thoughts
known in a casual sort of way, but I had not called any black
people nigger! At least, not where she had heard me...

“Is that so,” the big ape said, cracking his
knuckles and glaring at me.

“She obviously needs to be taught a lesson in
humility,' 'he' said.

I cried out as the ape jerked back on my
hair, forcing my head back.

“Is that so, white girl? You like to call
black men niggers?” he growled.

“She said they should all be slaves again,”
Kate said. “And that way they could be whipped whenever they broke
a law or refused to work.”

I said no such thing! Although... the idea
has its appeal...

“Maybe you should be whipped, you blonde
slut!” the ape growled.

He shrugged his jacket off, then yanked off
his clip-on tie and then literally tore his shirt open down the
front like the incredible hulk or something! I gaped at him as he
tore it to shreds and emerged all black and gleaming and so
muscular he put all the others to shame!

I mean, I've heard the term 'washboard abs'
before, but his were the most well-defined I had ever seen in my
life!

I might be blonde but I'm not stupid, okay? I
mean, for the first half minute I might have thought this big ape
was actually someone from the hotel coming to complain. But by now
I knew he was part of 'his' nasty, twisted, perverted sex game!

He still looked menacing and angry and huge,
though!

“Maybe I'll teach this racist white slut a
lesson!” he growled.

The vibrator started to buzz again and I
moaned helplessly, gulping in air around the ball-gag!

He rolled his shoulders, showing how muscular
he was, then moved back, with some kind of whip in hand! It wasn't
a whip like in pirate movies. I mean, it was fairly short. It had a
handle, then about a foot of some kind of thin rod, and then maybe
two feet of a single long length of braided leather.

“So you think black people should be whipped,
do you?” he growled.

He snarled and swung his arm. The two-foot
length of leather seemed kind of pitiful, really, not very heavy or
long but when it cut across my buttocks it stung like blazes! I
squealed and jerked violently against the restraints as it left a
line of fire across my bottom!

“Filthy little blonde slut!” he growled.

I wanted to yell “Hey! That fucking
hurt!”

But of course, with the ball gag in I could
do no such thing.

He swung again and this time the thin whip
cut across my back! Again it stung, and again I jerked sharply
against the restraints, crying out. It hurt!

“White whore!”

Again he swung it and again it cut across my
back, and then again, and then again!

I strained and twisted in helpless pain,
crying out and trying desperately to pull free, but of course I
couldn't! The whip cut across my bottom again, and then again! Then
he swung it around so that it curled around my ribs and snapped at
my breasts! Yow! It hurt! It stung!

Yet even as I reacted to the startling pain I
was aware that he was not really swinging it nearly as hard as he
could. I was also aware that the pain, while sharp, was nothing
like what it could be, especially with a longer, heavier whip. The
whip was leaving no marks on my body other than a thin red
line.

So it wasn't a real whipping. But it
was a realistic whipping. My impending panic began to
subside as I realized that the pain was, well, it wasn't something
I couldn't cope with. I cried out at each blow, twisting and
writhing and jerking as the ship cut down on my belly, and then
across my hip and down against my pussy!

They were being so cruel! This was so fucking
outrageous! It was like I was being really whipped!

And that realism, a realism that still
contained the awareness it wasn't real, began to fill me with a
dark, sizzling heat again.

Slave girl! Sex slave! There were three men
looking at me being whipped by a big angry black ape! Fuck!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip cut across my back again, then
around my ribs to make my breasts burn and throb, then down across
my hips to make my pussy burn!

I cried out as he yanked back on my hair and
glowered down at me.

“Are you ready to show you've learned to be a
little humble, you racist blonde slut?” he demanded.

I moaned and tried to nod frantically. I
definitely wanted no more of that whip! The fucking thing hurt!

He unlinked the wrist restraints from the
chains, and drew them together behind my back, linking them
together again there. Then he removed the chains from the ankle
restraints and shoved me down onto my knees.

He unzipped and pulled out a long, thick
black cock that he drew my mouth to.

“Suck my cock, you racist blonde slut,” he
growled.

God, this was soooo nasty and wicked and...
hot!

I wrapped my lips around it and moaned,
sucking as he looked down at me, as the others watched. I felt
myself sinking... oozing downward into the role of sex slave, as if
I actually was one! And as I did the heat inside me grew worse, the
passion more intense. My inhibitions began to melt away under the
heat, and I felt a strange, delicious sense of surrender taking
hold!

I gurgled as the big black man shoved his
cock deep into my throat. My body flinched, my wrists jerking
against the restraints. His cock was thick! But even though it
ached as he pushed it deeper, even though my scalp ached as he
pulled me closer to him, there was this wild animal heat at the
sensation of that big black cock sliding down my throat!

Slave girl! Sex slave! What a wicked, nasty
thrilling idea!

I gurgled dazedly, lips wrapped around the
base of his huge cock as he ground my face against him.

“Blondes are all whores,” he said.

The vibrator buzzed inside me, and I trembled
in heat.

He used his grip on my hair and his hand on
the back of my head to pull me forward again and again, even before
his hips began to move, fucking my throat with his big, black cock
to the point I was light-headed and starting to get faint.

He pulled out and flung me back onto my back
and bound arms.

“White slave,” he said.

He picked up the whip again.

“Arch your back, slut. Arch your back for me,
slave.”

I gulped in air, chest heaving, and obeyed,
rolling back onto my shoulders, arching my back and pushing my
chest up.

He brought the whip down across my breasts
and I cried out in pain, dropping my back onto my arms again.

“Arch your back, whore,” he ordered.

I obeyed and again the whip cut across my
breasts, making them burn hotly!

“Spread your legs wide, feet flat on the
floor.

Gasping, moaning, I obeyed, even lifting my
buttocks up, and arching my back again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip cut across my breast, then in
between my legs, and I cried out, trembling and shaking.

A fever heat gripped my mind. Startling jolts
of pain and pleasure rolled together to become nothing more than
heat.

“Roll over, slut. Raise your ass high.”

I rolled over, trembling.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I spread my legs, moaning, and he knelt
behind me.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped
dazedly.

I gasped as he yanked on my hair and slapped
my ass.

“Say please fuck me with your big nigger
cock,” he ordered.

“Please... fuck me with... your big... nigger
cock, Master!” I moaned.

I felt the vibrator pulled out of me. Then
his thick cock pushed into the sodden depths of my pussy and began
to thrust hard and fast. My whole body was rocked by the pounding
he gave me, even before he gripped my hair and pulled my upper
torso off the floor.

My scalp ached, but that did nothing to
hinder the wild, flaming storm of passion gripping my mind. My body
shook violently as he hammered himself against my buttocks, his
cock spearing deep into my belly with every thrust!

An orgasm tore through me, shattering what
was left of my mind, and he closed his other hand around my throat,
making my eyes bulge as I gasped for breath. My head pounded wildly
and the orgasm screamed through my nervous system as I trembled and
shook and he continued to hammer himself against me.

My body went limp, but he continued to hold
it firmly, shifting his grip onto my bound arms, using them to grip
me and jerk me back to meet every thrust. That sent my head bobbing
up and down more and more violently, until I regained enough
awareness to hold it upright.

I was still filled with a sexual fever-heat,
though, and grunted dazedly to his hard thrusting, until another
orgasm tore through me and blanked my mind again in screaming heat
and pleasure.

What did pride matter compared to such
pleasure!?

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


They put the gag back in my mouth and pulled
me to my feet. Then the Black man flung what at first seemed like a
heavy black bed sheet over me. It fell down around my body and
dropped to the floor. And now I could see – kind of. There was a
mesh screen over my eyes.

The black man pulled me to the door, his big
hand like steel on my arm. Since I'd been taken back and forth
several times now – naked – this didn't seem so horrible. But I got
nervous when the door closed behind us and it was just him and
me!

He led me up the hall, but then instead of
going to my room he led me to an elevator! I gasped but it wasn't
like I could do anything! He led me into the car and then
downstairs to the lobby! Then we walked across the lobby, me clad
in nothing but the bedsheet, which I figured out was one of those
Muslim things that covered you all over.

He put me into the back of a car, and then...
closed the door and the car drove off!

I stared, wide-eyed, through the mesh at the
back of someone's head! I could see it was a black guy, but that
was all I could see! My heart began to beat faster and I began to
get more anxious now, realizing that I hardly knew any of these
people. I mean, I had thought I sort of knew Kate, but she turned
out to be working with 'him' whose name I still didn't know.

And now I was with a complete stranger, naked
but for the robe, wrists bound behind me, gagged, and helpless!

My mind spun with anxiety and... confusion.
The thing is, the worst he could do with me was fuck me
mercilessly. But... strangers had been doing that for the last two
days anyway... and it had been incredibly wild and hot and
exciting...

The car pulled up somewhere that looked like
another hotel! The door opened and a man looked in, then motioned
me out. Heart pounding, I got out and he took my arm and led me
into the hotel, through a huge, luxurious looking lobby, and then
over to an elevator.

It was clearly a hotel, but I didn't know
which. Certainly it was a higher-end one than the one I'd stayed
at. The elevator rode us up a dozen floors, then got off. The man
with me led me to a door which was opened by another man. Both of
them were Black.

I was taken into an apartment that rivaled
anywhere I'd ever seen for luxury. I mean, my parents are rich, but
this wasn't the kind of place rich people stayed. This was the kind
of place the wealthy stayed. The difference between them was the
difference between flying first class and owning your own jet. It
was the difference between driving a Mercedes and having your own
chauffeur drive you around in a Rolls Royce.

The ceilings were twenty feet high, the
floors marble, and the chandeliers crystal. This was a place that
was decorated in an old-fashioned way, with Queen Anne style
furniture, and walls of hand-painted wallpaper.

The Black man pulled the sheet over my head,
leaving me naked. After one glanced at him I blushed hotly,
dropping my eyes. I had never seen him before in my life! I had no
idea who he was or even where I was! And all I wore were high heels
and a collar!

He let go of my arm and instead clipped a
leash to the ring in the front of the collar. He gave it a sharp
jerk and glared at me, then turned and pulled, leading me down a
marble corridor! I stared around me in alarm, then gasped as he led
me into a beautifully appointed room with several more Black men
present!

One of them sat on a large padded antique
chair while the other two stood near him. They all looked at me as
the man pulling me along led me up to them.

I cried out as he jerked back on my hair to
force my head up, face flaming as the four of them examined me.
They began to talk among themselves, but I had no idea what the
language was! What were these savages going to do to me!?

The one behind me unclipped the wrist
restraints, but then when I almost instinctively moved my hands to
cover myself gripped my wrists and jerked them up above my head,
then back behind my neck. He placed them there and pointed a finger
at me before sternly saying something!

I didn't understand the word but I knew what
he wanted of me.

Then he kicked my ankles apart and I stood
there naked, legs apart, hands behind my neck, while the other
three looked at me. I felt a tug at my hair and pulled my head
back, arching my back, heart pounding wildly as the three men
stared.

The man who had brought me in then produced a
whip! It was identical to the first one that other guy had used on
me – the flog – the thing with a bunch of thing laces that were
about a foot or so long. He swung it casually across my breast and
I winced and flinched but didn't otherwise move.

They continued to talk among themselves,
which was... not exactly disorienting, but it reminded me I wasn't
really able to communicate with them even if the gag were
removed.

The man swung the flog idly and the laces
swept across my breasts repeatedly as I gasped and moaned and held
my position. He swung it down against my pussy and my hips bucked a
few times as my muscles spasmed, but I held my position.

I was afraid not to! Who knew what these
savages might do if I disobeyed!?

Someone else arrived, a woman, apparently,
wearing one of those black robe things. It was much like the one
I'd worn except instead of mesh over the eyes it had a slit so I
could see it was a black woman. She was a foot shorter than me, and
apparently slim. The man sitting down spoke and she knelt before
me, then lifted the front of the hood part over her mouth and began
to lick me!

I didn't know what to do so I just held my
position, eyes wide, pulse racing!

The girl had an astonishingly agile tongue!
And it could push out ridiculously far! She made it plunge deep
into my pussy, twisting and twirling it inside me, then circled and
caressed my clitoris as her fingers slid up inside me.

The humiliation I'd felt when I'd been
brought naked before these men began to fade into a dull sense of
embarrassment and self-consciousness. But... it was starting to
become familiar to me, this naked sex in front of strangers thing,
and I was starting to let my guard down.

Was this really much different than what I'd
been doing back in the hotel with 'him' and his friends and
Kate?

Well, except it was darkies here, of course.
And foreign ones that didn't seem to speak a civilized
language.

I felt myself reluctantly in awe of the girl
kneeling before me. I'd never felt a tongue so long or so talented!
She was way better than Kate!

My breathing was growing more ragged again as
she slid three fingers inside me, pumping them in and out while she
sucked at my clitoris.

I was in a strange place with strangers and I
didn't know what they intended. I didn't know what I was supposed
to do, or what I could do, or what the rules were!

But this woman's tongue was making my entire
lower body pulse and throb with a wild rush of sexual energy and
pleasure! And her fingers were making me burn as well as ache. She
had gotten four of them inside me! She was thrusting them up and
down in a corkscrew motion, twisting and turning them as she shoved
them inside me and pulled them back!

And then another man came into the room! It
was that black guy from the hotel, who had pretended to be a hotel
employee! He was wearing some kind of African robe, like the other
men there. He spoke to the man in the chair, then pulled the robe
up and off to stand there naked, starkly muscular and black, with a
huge cock sticking out!

He sat down, then on a large bench, then
turned and lay on it with his cock sticking up! The girl licking me
stopped and pulled her fingers out, and the guy behind gripped my
hair and jerked me over to the bench. He barked an order as he
jerked me in so my lower legs pressed against it, and I stepped
across it, straddling it.

Straddling him!

He pushed me down, and I moaned, reaching
down, gulping in air as I gripped the thick black cock and pressed
it against myself. I moaned as I lowered myself, as it slowly
forced open the lips of my sex and then slid up inside me! I slid
lower and lower as he reached up and fondled my breasts.

Then at a barked command and a slap to my
bottom, I began to slowly ride up and down!

They all watched! Including the woman! I
moaned as I rode slowly up and down, leaning forward, hands on his
powerful chest.

One of the other men moved over and straddled
the bench behind me, then pulled his robe up and off! I felt his
fingers at the butt-plug and felt it pulled free, then his cock
pressed into me there and I gurgled and moaned and shuddered as it
slid up deeper and deeper!

This was so wild and insane!

The big man I was straddling rubbed my
clitoris and I felt myself melting despite my anxieties. I leaned
further forward as the man behind pushed against my back. Then a
third man came over, peeling his robe up and off. He gripped my
hair and pulled my mouth onto his cock and I felt the world
dissolve into this strange dark sexual universe.

Nothing existed but sex and lust and heat and
pleasure, and I was a sexual creature, a slave girl, a sex slave!
Pride and inhibitions faded away, and I gasped and moaned as the
two cocks in my belly thrust in and out. Then the man holding my
hair drove himself into my throat.

I reached up but my hands were captured,
pulled around behind me and locked together again.

The three men used me steadily, not
frantically, taking their time, their hands roaming my body,
kneading my breasts, pinching, rubbing and rolling my nipples,
stroking against my clitoris. Their hands were all over me, their
bodies pressed against me, their cocks inside me!

The heat became oppressive. I moaned dazedly,
losing track of who I really was, surrendering to that dark, wicked
role of sex slave again. Only... was it real this time!?

As it continued, I began to care less and
less. I began to care about very little aside from the rising
miasma of pleasure. I gurgled and gasped and coughed as the cock in
my mouth and throat pulled out occasionally, then moaned as it
pushed back into my throat.

I wouldn't have tried to resist if I could
have. The thought didn't even occur to me. I was gripped by an
overpowering awareness of how outrageous and shocking and wicked
and perverted and kinky and nasty and... darkly thrilling this was.
And beyond that all I knew or cared about were the sensations
flooding through me.

The two big, black cocks inside my me were
churning my belly into a burning froth as my breasts ached from all
the groping and my nipples sparkled and crackled like live wires.
Then, as someone's fingers found my clitoris, the orgasm hit.

It made me spasm and jerk and shake in their
hands, my muscles spasming as my mind was overwhelmed by the force
and intensity of the pleasure! My hips bucked violently, trying to
impale myself on the cock beneath, then on the cock behind me, then
on the cock beneath again.

It felt incredible! I could feel them moving
inside me! Not just thrusting up into my body but the pressure as
they shifted angles! I felt completely stuffed with cock and it was
like... like a drug! I would have screamed except for the cock
being pumped in my throat, and so I just wallowed in all that heat,
passion and pleasure until the orgasm slowly faded.

I slumped dazedly as it passed, but the heat
did not diminish, and perhaps a minute later, another orgasm tore
through me, then another and another and another!

The men thrust harder, their hands moving
over me with more passion and hunger, and then, one by one, they
came inside me and drew back until I, panting dazedly, was left
laying on the floor, eyes glazed.

I gasped at the stinging blow to my bottom,
and jerked my eyes open to see one of the men holding a long riding
crop. He gestured towards the man still seated in the big chair and
made a stern demand, then gestured again.

I groaned and started to rise only to have
him put his foot on my back so I fell back to the floor. Again he
gestured, then brought the crop down against my bottom with a
stinging blow.

I gasped, confused. I tried to rise to my
knees but he put his foot on my back and pressed me down again,
gesturing with the crop again. When he raised his foot he brought
the crop down against my ass and I gasped and wriggled away.

That, apparently, was what he wanted. I
wriggled forward, crawling on my belly across the floor, my hands
still bound behind me as they all watched. My breasts ached and
throbbed as I ground them across the floor, and I yelped and gasped
at another blow to my bottom.

When I reached the guy, when I was as close
as I could get, I started to rise only to get the crop across the
back and then the bottom in quick, sharp blows. Now the crop
pointed at the floor right in front of me as he spoke. And then,
the crop lightly tapped the shiny black shoe the man wore.

What...?!

I gasped in pain as he seized my hair and
shoved my face, my lips, against the shoes, then snapped the crop
across my ass.

I began to lick the man's shoe and the other
one released me.

This was fucking dark and nasty!

I licked at his shoe, though, since it kept
me from being hit. Then the man gripped my hips, jerking them up
into the air. I felt the shaft of the crop press up against my sex
and sink between the lips of my pussy, then rub slowly back and
forth against me as I licked.

It came out and snapped across my bottom as
he said something sternly, and I licked harder at the man's shoe.
That seemed to satisfy him and he slid it between my thighs again,
then up against my pussy.

I gasped, wide-eyed, as my tongue licked up
and down the shoe and then around the heel. And when the crop
tapped the other foot I shifted to licking that. I was terribly
aware of how degrading this was and of everyone standing around
watching me. I could see out of the sides of my eyes, that the
other men had gotten dressed again.

Leaving me the only one naked.

Also the only white girl!

The crop slapped back and forth between my
thighs so I spread my legs apart. Then it returned to rubbing my
pussy as I licked.

Finally, the seated man reached down,
gathering in my tangled hair, then using it to drag me up his legs,
then up across his knees and in between them. He unzipped his pants
and pulled his cock out, and pulled me onto it, then shoved me down
all the way until the head was deep in my throat.

He used his grip on my hair to basically ride
my lips up and down his cock, hard and fast, jamming my face in
repeatedly and holding it there with my lips stretched tautly
around the base of his shaft.

He and the other men exchanged words,
sounding amused and arrogant from the tone. I just tried to breathe
and lick and suck.

Finally, he dragged me up further, forcing me
to climb onto the chair, to straddle him. He pressed his cock
against me and I sank down, moaning, as his hot, slick cock drove
all the way up inside me.

He fondled and squeezed my breasts, then
caught the nipples between thumbs and forefingers and pinched,
tugging them upward.

I gasped in pain, rising, sliding up his
cock. Then he tugged my nipples down and I slid down again,
moaning. He did this several times, then released my nipples and I
rode him without needing further painful encouragement.

He still played with my nipples, but at least
now he was sucking and licking them instead of pinching them!

When he came inside me, I was led away by the
leash, then blindfolded. I was led further, and then my wrist
restraints were unlinked and raised above my head. My back was
pressed to a wall, and my wrists raised above me and locked in
place. Then the blindfold was removed and the man who stood there
left, closing the door on a tiny room the size of a closet.

The room did not, however, look like a
closet. Instead all the walls felt as if they were made of rough
bricks. The door looked like an old fashioned dungeon cell door of
dark, thick wood, rounded at the top, and with a barred window
which had a closed-door over it. Up high on one wall was a barred
window.

But it didn't feel like a real dungeon. The
rocks looked too even, for one thing. And so did the floor. It
didn't have the feel of age, either. I could turn around and
inspect it, and tap it with my hands, and it felt, to me, like a
fake wall. Like those panels of fake bricks you could buy to put
up, like tiles.

On the surface they looked and felt like
stone, especially against my soft, sore breasts, but they'd just
been plastered against an existing wall. The window, too, seemed
odd. I knew we were in a large, tall building. There was no way it
would have a little window like that, and if it did it wouldn't be
barred.

In fact, I could see blue sky, or what looked
like blue sky, but I knew it was very cloudy out. And the sky
didn't seem to be lit quite right.

On the other wall, by the door, was a sconce,
looking like an old fashioned torch, and it glowed faintly,
lighting up the room, but not very much. The glow was too
predictable in rising and falling and flickering. So it certainly
wasn't real flames.

This was like a … a set, for a play or a
movie. Someone had recreated the look of a dungeon.

This was weird!

Of course, if you were wealthy, you could
have such things done by crooking your little finger and simply
telling someone to get it done.

Still, it was easy to think, to feel, to
imagine I was chained to the wall in a dungeon, because I was! Even
if it was a phony dungeon! What were these guys intending to do
with me!?

After a while another black man came in, one
I hadn't seen before. He leered at me, spoke in some foreign savage
language, and ran his hands over my body. Then spun me around and
pulled my hips out, slapping my bottom.

It didn't even seem strange to have him
thrust himself into me and use my body at that point, and I just
gasped and grunted as he did until he finished and left.

What was going on!?

After a while another man came in. He pushed
the ball gag into my mouth, then drew my arms down and back behind
me before fastening them together. I was blindfolded again, then
led from the 'dungeon'.

We went up one corridor and down another.
Then I heard the murmur of voices.

Lots of voices!

The black robe was pulled off, then the
blindfold, then I was led out through a curtained doorway, my eyes
going wide as I saw I was being put in the center of a group of at
least two dozen chairs, all filled with men!

Despite the way my body had been exposed to
strangers now in larger and larger groups my face flamed as they
all examined me. A man in a suit, jerked back my hair as he spoke
to the assembled men, running his other hand over my breasts and
down my body.

He unlinked my wrists and had me put them
behind my neck, arch my back and shift my feet apart on the floor
as he continued talking, clearly about me!

I didn't know what I could do here! I
couldn't protest! Running away didn't seem likely to work! And then
people began to call things out from around the group, and I
suddenly realized that it felt like... an auction! Like I was being
auctioned!

As a sex slave!?

I felt a sudden deep, psychic jolt of fear
and anxiety, like this might actually be REAL!

Men were calling out bids and the auctioneer
was repeating them. There was no doubt that was what he was
either!

And then I was sold. The man banged a gavel
and I was led off by the leash to the man who had bought me!

It was him!

The man from the hotel!

But... why would he have sent me here only to
buy me!? That made no sense at all!

Except that when he raised an eyebrow at me I
felt a wave of reassurance. This had all just been his kinky game
playing!

Sex slave!

With my wrists locked together behind me
again, and the Muslim robe covering me head to toe, I was led back
to a car, then driven back to the hotel. He brought me upstairs to
his suite, then removed the robe – and the gag.

“You bastard!” I exclaimed.

He raised his eyebrow.

“You are a sex slave. That is no way to talk
to your master.”

I glowered at him.

“Come, Slave. You need washing,” he said.

He pulled me into the bathroom and then
stripped naked.

It was hard to stay mad at a man with that
gorgeous, sexy, and powerful body.

He brushed my teeth for me. Then he had me
use mouthwash, which, given the cocks I had sucked lately, I didn't
mind. After that he sat me on me on the bidet and cleaned my pussy,
then, ignoring my squealing objections, gave me an enema!

He turned on the water in the shower and
brought us into it, then washed me all over, spending a great deal
of time kissing me and fondling my breasts and rubbing my
pussy.

There wasn't a lot I could do since my wrists
remained bound.

When he thought me clean enough he dried me
off, brushed my hair, dried that off, then led me back out into the
suite.

He gripped my hair and jerked me down onto my
knees.

“Now I make use of the white slave girl I
have just purchased,” he said.

He guided himself into my mouth, and I almost
instinctively began to suck and lick his cock.

I'd been doing so much of it lately, after
all!

I stayed the rest of the day there, naked and
bound, slept there the same way, and then was wakened to his hands
on my body, to be used again as his sex slave.

He returned me to my suite, and that was the
last I saw of him. I didn't know his name or anything about him.
Two days later I flew home, amazed at my experiences, and strangely
disappointed . I felt as if I had started down a mysterious road,
then had the road disappear in front of me.

I'd had more incredible, intense, wild,
passionate, outrageous sex in a few days than in my whole life. And
I wanted more!

And then, a week after I'd gotten home, I got
a card in the mail. It was a gold embroidered invitation to a month
at a medieval castle in Britain, by something called the Historical
Reenactment Society of Gor.

I had to google that. I couldn't find them,
but I found the 'Gor' part quickly enough. And it was clear it was
from him. It would be a month of … slavery! I was sure of that!
What would a month of that be like!? A month of being naked and
tied up, of being used by multiple strangers, of having to obey
everyone who wanted to use my body!

Of being punished and degraded and used!

Like... like a slave! Like a sex slave!

I felt breathless just thinking about it!
Thinking about being in a real castle, naked, shackled, the
plaything of lusting men who would use and abuse my body!

What a shocking, wicked, outrageous and
perverted idea!

I couldn't resist it!

 


END
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things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies Gym

Paige gets a job as a receptionist at a
high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict boss, and her
punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly painful. But that
was all right, because the pleasure she gives the lovely young girl
more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the only one
interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have much to
teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds herself in a
kinky game of submission and domination, with her on the bottom,
taking orders and learning obedience from the older women at the
gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the scalding heat the
women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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