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Chapter One
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When I was a kid, I was smart and had a mouth to match. My father decided that if I didn’t learn how to fight, I’d get beaten up a lot in school. So, he took me to a martial arts academy. I started in Jiu-Jitsu, and then, as I became a long-legged, gangly adolescent, shifted to Thai-bot. 

I was teased less than I would otherwise have been in middle school, what with being almost six feet tall and only thirteen. I filled out over the next few years and grew another inch in height. By sixteen, I thought I might like to be a cop like my uncle. 

My father was in the military and didn’t advise a military career. He did, however, teach me how to shoot. My uncle, when I discussed being a cop, didn’t advise it either. Too much danger, he said, and he wasn’t talking about from criminals.

Being a cop, everything you did and everything you said was recorded and could be analyzed, and result in punitive action from your employer. Say one wrong word, make one wrong move, and you were done. And there weren’t a lot of places for a fired cop.

So, then I thought about the military again. At least they wouldn’t fire me. So, despite my father’s disapproval, I joined the army at eighteen and went to boot camp. I had no trouble with it, except that I learned the frustration of having to be polite and obedient to morons.

Despite what you might think, most people in the army don’t pick up a rifle after boot camp. The army, all the military have what’s called a tooth-to-tail ratio. The ‘tooth’ is the guys with guns, the fighter pilots, the guys who fired missiles and guns on warships.  The ‘tail’ is everyone else.

For everyone in a line outfit, they needed someone to process orders for supplies, someone to load those onto trucks, someone to drive the trucks to bases, someone at the bases to unload them and store them, and keep track of them. They needed people to take care of pay and benefits, to type up reports, and to process promotions. 

They needed, in other words, a bunch of clerks, truck drivers, maintenance techs, computer techs, air traffic controllers, and others who wore uniforms but never had to fight anyone. I was directed into training to be a supply clerk. This was not my idea of excitement, but my father was not sympathetic. 

Another thing to realize about the military is that, despite the duty to hire lots of women, which has been imposed on them by the government, they are a highly sexist organization. And I wasn’t just a girl, I was a blonde, and a tall, leggy, attractive one.

My stint in the army ended after three years with a General Discharge after I broke a Master Sergeant’s cheekbone and dislocated his arm for getting too handsy one too many times. They wanted to cover it up, you see, because it would raise a stink to prosecute me for defending myself or him for being a pervert, and I was amenable as long as they let me go.

So, just shy of twenty-one, I wound up at a stylish club, the kind for people with money and flashy clothes and jewelry.  Such clubs also admit attractive, unattached young women, especially if they’re appropriately dressed.

I was in the mood to party and wore a tight leather mini with knee-high leather boots that had five-inch stiletto heels and a top that’s a little difficult to describe. 

Basically, you take a black top, complete with sleeves but no collar, cut off high enough to show lots of smooth, firm abdomen. Then you remove the entire middle, so it covers the outside half of each breast, and add four black straps with silver buckles to hold the front together. One strap is at the base of the neck, one is just below my breasts, one just above, and one right across the middle, so it hides my nipples in case they might slip into view.

It's got another piece that can be worn with it, a grey tube top, but if you feel brave, and I felt brave that night, it can be worn without anything underneath, including a bra. The straps and tightness of the fairly stiff material kind of hold your breasts in place – mostly. 

I had no trouble breezing through the front past the long lineup. They knew I was looking for fun, and they had lots of male customers looking for fun, too. 

I danced with a few guys, deftly dealing more diplomatically with those who got too handsy than I had the sergeant, avoiding drinking anything alcoholic, and looking for someone interesting. The guy I spotted looked a little out of place. His suit was nice but not great, and he looked a little too well-built. I mean, not gym-guy built, but tough-guy built. 

He was also looking around a lot and staying near this slinky model type who rarely ever spoke to or even seemed to notice him. He, for that matter, rarely seemed to take notice of her, but he still moved whenever she moved, watching those around her. This made me curious. If they didn’t like each other, why did they go out together?

Then she danced – with another man. He just watched. What was this? It wasn’t like he was stalking her. She clearly knew him and made no effort to get away. He stayed about six feet from her and except when she danced, sometimes held a drink, but it didn’t look like it was getting him drunk.

My study of him was interrupted by another dance or two, then I watched again. Now she was dancing with a girl, and both of them were kind of hamming it up, lesbo-style. By which I mean they were playing up the girl-on-girl thing to taunt and excite nearby men. I didn’t think they actually had any sexual interest in each other. It was performative.

People took pictures, strangers. I figured that meant she was someone with a name, someone people knew, but maybe not. Guys would always take pictures of girls making out, or pretending to. The big guy watched, looking a bit bored. His eyes skimmed around the crowd and saw me watching him.

He raised his eyebrow, smiled, and raised his glass in salute. I did the same, but neither of us moved toward the other. Not then. I had another couple of dances, one with a guy who seemed kind of interesting. 

Just not as interesting as this other guy, who, while I admit to admiring his bulk, really didn’t seem like my type. I was twenty. He was easily thirty. A handsome thirty in good shape, but still kind of old for me. Then again, not too old to party for a night or so. Maybe. I didn’t do that often, but I suddenly became intrigued by the thought of doing it with an older guy. That he was so... bulky... was an added dimension that made the idea interesting.

Big shoulders, broad chest, and tall. Tall is a necessity for me. If I danced with someone who wasn’t tall, especially while wearing high heels, his face would be at chest height to me. People laugh at that. I don’t like being laughed at. I do my best to avoid that ever happening, in fact. Probably a throwback to when I was teased as a tall, gangly, flat-chested adolescent.

I’m not flat-chested anymore. Not by anyone’s estimation. That was why the sergeant had been so determined to cop a feel. 

The girl came back from dancing and fooling around with the other girl and seemed bored. She had another drink. Her minder talked to her, and she glared at him and said something back, giving him a haughty look. He rolled his eyes as she flounced away. He shrugged and followed her with his eyes as she danced with another guy.

I had finished my drink, so I went to the bar and ordered another. This time, I got a virgin wine spritzer. I usually avoid saying that out loud, as it gives idiots the opening to smirkingly ask me if I was a virgin too. 

“You’re not having a very good time with your date,” I said.

He shrugged. He hadn’t missed me coming over.

“I rarely do.”

“So why?”

“Money.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“I’m her personal protection for the night.”

“I usually keep that in my purse.”

He snorted.

“You mean like a bodyguard?”

He nodded.

“Does that pay well?”

“Yes, though sometimes not well enough.”

“So, is she supposed to be someone?”

“I’m told she’s a supermodel.”

“Really? Does that pay well?”

“Extremely. You a model?”

I snorted. “As if.”

“What? You’ve got the looks, the height, and definitely the body.”

“Too old.”

He laughed. “What are you, nineteen?”

“Almost twenty-one. Models start at twelve or so. I had no interest then and no interest now. Spend hours every day having your hair and makeup done? Shit. I’d rather be a cocktail waitress.”

“Is that what you are?”

“Nope. I don’t think I could avoid punching guys out if I spent the whole night walking past tables full of drunks while wearing a short skirt. I don’t like handsy guys.”

“So, what do you do?”

“Nothing. I just got out of the army.”

He looked me up and down.

“Initial stint in the army is eight years.”

“Yeah, unless you break your sergeant’s cheekbone and dislocate his shoulder.”

“Ah. Yeah, that’s a no-no. You get court-martialed?”

I shook my head. “They didn’t want the embarrassment.”

“Let me guess. He got handsy?”

I pointed at him.

“It was clear the military wasn’t for me anyway. Having to take orders from morons and act polite about it just isn’t my thing.”

“That’s pretty much what I do for a living. On the plus side, I can change clients or even companies without being thrown in jail, and I get paid way better. I also pretty much set my own hours.”

“As a bodyguard?”

He nodded. 

I smiled. “Maybe I’ll be a bodyguard.”

“You need to be able to control your temper to be a bodyguard.”

“I can control my temper. Busting up my sergeant was a calculated act. I knew I didn’t want to spend the next five years as a supply clerk, and I figured they wouldn’t want a messy court-martial. The sergeant had gotten handsy with other girls before. I decided to make use of him to get myself out.”

“That’s... pretty cold-blooded.”

“That’s me,” I said, taking the drink from the bartender and carefully sipping it.”

He watched me. “Don’t trust the bartender?”

“I don’t trust any drink made by anyone but me. I have a well-founded distrust in males of the species, and what they’re willing to do to get their hands on my body.”

“Some males of the species,” he corrected me.

I shrugged. “It’s not like you guys wear signs that tell which type you are. If the honorable ones wore halos, that would be nice. Of course, guys with halos would probably be pretty boring.”

“I don’t have a halo,” he said with a slight smile.

“So, you’re saying you’re not boring?”

“I’ve never gotten any complaints in that regard. And here comes trouble.”

He’d been watching the girl while we talked. I turned and saw her come back, scowling at us both. She stopped too close to me, glaring. She was about my height, but skinnier, and with small breasts.

“And who is this slut?” she demanded in a slurred voice.

“Melonie, I told you it’s time to go home,” he said.

“Why? So, you can fuck this big-titted blonde whore?”

“Your zit is showing,” I said, putting my little finger at the corner of my mouth. “You need more makeup.”

And then she tried to punch me. It wasn’t much of a punch, and she telegraphed it from here to Tuesday. I grabbed her wrist with my right hand and twisted it, forcing her to her knees.

“Hey!” the big guy said, reaching for me.

I grabbed his wrist and did the same thing, putting him on his knees right next to her.

“No one is allowed to get handsy with the blonde,” I said. “Now I’m going to let you go, and you two need to step back and mind your manners.”

I sniffed at the ‘supermodel’. “No matter how jealous you are of my breasts.”

I gave their wrists a flick and stepped back myself, then sideways, which would let me bring my foot up if either of them came for me. The guy came up quickly, grabbed the girl as she came up, and wrapped his arms around her, then lifted her bodily and carried the cursing bitch away.

“Have a nice sleep!” I called, waving cheerfully.

Very shortly after that, an apologetic bartender said I had to leave.

“I know it was her fault, but she’s Melonie Flare, and you’re... not,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “I’m just one of the peasants.”

“Yeah. Well, not my decision.”

So, I left, pondering what life would have been like as a model. Not fun. I like junk food. Fortunately, my metabolism and the fact that I move around a lot, or did in the army, mean I don’t really need to worry much about gaining weight.

And if I got a job as a waitress in one of those sports bars or whatever, provided I could refrain from punching guys out, I’d get lots more exercise at work. Not really the kind of job I wanted, though. I wondered if I could be a park ranger or something like that. I like moving around, like the outdoors. I kind of liked basic training aside from all the yelling.

I pulled a thin sweater out of my purse and put it on, then called an Uber. Most of the drivers seem to be perverts from the Middle East and North Africa, with a smattering of others from places like Pakistan and Afghanistan. They were all sex crazed maniacs when it came to blondes.  I didn’t need to tempt fate with my current top.

I returned to my parents' place, which is sort of a central base for me and my brothers when we need somewhere to stay for a while between jobs. Not so much for my bros anymore, as they appear to be settling down. They’re older, though. But I was on the time clock here. I didn’t want to be stuck at home forever because I was unemployed.

Maybe I could be a stripper. I had very sexual fantasies about that. I had the body and was a good dancer. But unfortunately, I’m not really much of an exhibitionist. The top was as far as I was willing to go. Prancing around naked on a stage, while exciting in a theoretical, fantasy kind of way, would be mortifying in reality.

Plus, it went against my own sense of dignity, or pride, of being... someone. Strippers were one of life’s lower life forms as far as virtually everyone was concerned. It was one step up from the hookers. That was another ‘profession’ I’d had fantasies about, mind you. Not the street corner types, but the fancy, high-paid escorts that made a thousand bucks a pop and ‘dated’ rich CEO’s and celebrities.

But having sex with complete strangers? I don’t think that is something I would enjoy. Sex can be difficult enough with someone I like, given the paucity of talent among the men I’ve explored that side of my life with. Almost all the men/boys/guys I’ve dated have come in one of two categories. Either they’re awed by me and desperate to impress me – and fail, or they’re cocky, confident, and useless in bed because they can’t imagine any woman would find anything lacking in whatever they did.

This is the downside of looking like I look. Men are intimidated. Only the bravest or most confident will ask me out. The latter category is usually very attractive guys who have been pursued by eager girls their whole lives. So, they haven’t had to do much for them.

That old saying about you don’t appreciate what comes easily applies here. A lot of girls and women, you see, agree to sleep with men as a means of drawing them in and starting a relationship, either because they really like them or are desperate to have a high-status boyfriend to show off.

Sex is a commodity in that effort and is not expected to pay dividends on its own. That is, they don’t do it to experience physical pleasure, and rarely do. The pleasure they feel is in making the guy happy with them. Because then they might be able to have a further relationship. 

Needless to say, trying to tell the guy he isn’t very good, or even hinting at ways you’re dissatisfied, is simply not done. They put up with whatever the guy is doing that he’ll enjoy, even if they don’t get anything out of it. So, this leaves a lot of these guys sure they’re amazing in bed because that’s what they’re told – even when they’re not.

As someone who has tried to gently correct them, I can tell you nothing makes them more outraged and insulted. They know they’re brilliant in bed! They’ve been told constantly by girls who fake orgasms for them. So, if I’m not enjoying myself, the problem must be me.

Idiots.

That’s why I wasn’t terribly disappointed in having to go home alone. The big guy had potential, but in my experience, such potential usually gets wasted.

I got in just before midnight. My parents were in bed, of course. They both worked. 

I got undressed, hesitated, then grumbled and decided I didn’t want to go to bed smelling like the scent of marijuana that had wafted through the club the whole time I’d been there.

I had taken a basement room because we had a big, finished basement, the modern kind with decent-sized windows and a reasonably high ceiling. And because I could come and go without much notice from my parents. It also had a nice full bathroom downstairs that allowed me to have a shower without waking anyone.

I looked at myself and smiled smugly, wishing the so-called ‘super’ model could see me. I was betting my body was way better than hers. I knew my face was better than hers, and frankly, my hair was almost certainly ten times better. Putting shit in your hair all the time tends to make it rough and damaged. Mine has never known dye or anything else fancy, so it’s soft and rich and full.

I was equally sure that those skinny modeling girls who hardly dare eat what a bird does would look at my full, round breasts and be instantly jealous. 

Yeah, baby, this is the kind of body men really want.

Of course, they could be worth millions of dollars, so maybe they didn’t much care that I had nice boobs.

I turned on the shower and let it warm up – and my phone rang. I glanced at it, didn’t recognize the number, and hit the red dot to silence it. I was just about to step into the shower when it rang again, from the same number. I frowned. It was probably a mistake, then, instead of some scammer.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“That was a nice move there in the club. You have very fast hands.”

It was Mister Big guy.

“How did you find me?” I demanded.

“We’re an executive protection group, which is part of a larger corporate security organization. We have an arrangement with some of the nicer clubs for when we bring our charges there. They like to keep us happy because it’s great publicity for them when some celebrity gets a picture in their establishment.”

“So?”

“So, they gave us your card number, and we can look that up in seconds. Your name is Bambi Tiffany Smurtz.”

I snorted. My name is Brooklyn Tori Simmons.

“Practically perfect,” he said.

“Are you calling because I showed you up in front of the drunk chick, and you want a rematch?”

“Nope. She was plenty mad, but she always is. I did my good deed for the company, and now that she’s fired me, I can get a better assignment.”

“Your company won’t be pissed?”

“My company is in the fortunate position of having more people wanting our services than we can actually take on. That gives us a certain freedom to tell people to get lost if they get too troublesome. No, I called because you’re incredibly sexy and thought I could impress you by flexing my muscles at you.”

“I’m not that easily impressed.”

“You haven’t seen me without a shirt on.”

I smirked at the mirror.

“You haven’t seen me without mine.”

“Well, I bet we could satisfy each other’s curiosity if we were to go have a drink together.”

“I don’t drink.”

“That’s okay. I don’t sleep with drunk chicks, and I don’t need them to be drunk to impress them.”

I was willing to bet that wasn’t an idle boast.

“I’m not easy to impress.”

“Good. I love a challenge.”

“Do you have a name, Mister Stalker?”

“What would you like to call me?”

“I just got out of the army. You want to test my vocabulary?”

He laughed. “My name is Jacob. But if it makes you feel comfortable, you being just out of the army, you can all call me ‘sir’.”
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Chapter Two
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Jacob drove a Mercedes. I was impressed, despite myself. It was the first one I’d gotten into.

He glanced down at my chest and grinned. “Can I say how much I like your top?”

“The top or what’s in it?”

“The top wouldn’t look very good on Melonie. So, I guess the way you fill it out has something to do with my appreciation. Well, plus your legs. And your face. And the way you move. Where did you learn to do that anyway? That wasn’t from basic.”

“I’ve been taking martial arts since I was six.”

“Ah. You taught me a lesson I should know by now.”

“Don’t touch blondes without permission?”

“Don’t take for granted that the person you’re dealing with isn’t trained. No matter what they look like. You caught me completely by surprise. I am going to be taunted relentlessly when I do my report and hand it in.”

I shrugged, not apologizing.

“So, I thought we’d have a coffee and discuss a few things of mutual interest.”

“Things?”

“Things.”

“Would these things be related to what we look like without our shirts on?”

“Peripherally.”

“Peripherally?”

“The uhm, discussion part of this meeting.”

“And the uhm, other part?”

He smiled but didn’t comment.

“So, what does this thing cost?” I asked, looking around the car.

“A lot. I don’t own it. It’s a company car.”

“Nice company.”

“Very generous company that likes to keep its people from straying.”

“They pay for the gas?”

“And insurance. They even threw in a condo.”

“They pay for your food, too?”

“Only when out on assignments.”

“Suit?”

“Same deal. You have to fit in with the clients. That usually takes more than a cheap suit from Walmart.”

He paused. “Does Walmart sell suits?”

“How would I know? I don’t shop at Walmart. I’m way too much of a snob.”

“The ones from Target aren’t good enough either.”

“What about what I’m wearing?”

“Definitely not allowed. You can’t hide a gun, for one thing.”

“Wanna bet?”

He looked briefly at my top, then his eyes skimmed down my bare stomach to my skirt.

“Have to be a small gun.” He paused and smirked. “Depending on where you put the barrel.”

“You have a filthy mind, Jacob. You must be a guy.”

“You think all guys have filthy minds?”

“Uhm, every one I’ve known had. At least, the ones who have revealed that aspect of themselves.”

“The second reason you can’t dress like that is you’d be too distracting for the client, or the team, and would likely outshine the protectee if they’re female.”

“You think poor Melanie would be jealous?”

“She absolutely would be and was.”

“Oh, well. It’s very efficient in shedding heat.”

“And causing it in others.”

“I only care about me.”

“That’s the spirit.”

He turned down an inclined drive and stopped in front of a door as it rose in front of us.

“I thought we were going somewhere for coffee?” I said mildly.

“Would I lie to you?”

“Every guy I’ve known has.”

“Oh, well, I’m special.”

“Uhm hmmm.”

We drove down into an underground parking garage, which seemed to be entirely empty. Despite that, he drove down to a lower level, which was also mostly empty. All this told me was that we weren’t in a condo or apartment building. At this time, almost midnight, it would be full.

I frowned suspiciously. But I didn’t really suspect him of wanting to kidnap me or something.

He parked, and we got out of the car.

“That way, Ms. Smurtz.”

“Simmons,” I said dryly.

“Bambi, then.”

“Brooke,” I said.

“Oh, well. I’m more of an action-oriented guy and not so much into that readin’ an ‘writin’ stuff.”

“What if I was impressed by poetry?”

“Then I’d be shit out of luck.”

The elevator interior was fancier than most. The elevator had real wooden walls along with a padded leather bench. I took from this that it wasn’t a public building and didn’t expect low-class types to be running around loose. Officer country, as we would have called it in the army.

We got off on the forty-third floor. The carpet was deep, and the doors were real wood, very glossy, with small, brass plaques next to them. Occasionally, they also had a floor-to-ceiling smoked glass window six to ten feet wide.

He stopped in front of a door with a plaque that said ‘Maximum Pignus’.

“What the hell is a pignus?” I asked.

“You don’t speak Latin? How common of you,” he said in a very good imitation of a snobby voice.

“You sound gay.”

“Hopefully, I’ll have the chance to prove otherwise.”

He unlocked the door with an unusually long key, then once inside, put his hand on a glass plate with an outline of a hand on it. A small light over it turned from red to green.

“Is this a job interview?” I asked in amusement.

“Nope. But we have coffee here.”

“I was expecting something more stylish and sophisticated.”

“Like Starbucks?”

“Yeah.”

“Peasant. Wait here a moment. I’m just getting a couple of pucks.”

That confused me as he went behind a low counter that faced the door, then into a small room behind it. He emerged almost immediately, slipping something into his pocket. He came back to the door, pressed a button on the box thing, and it beeped softly as he opened the door and led me back out into the hall.

“Where exactly are we going?” I asked.

“This building has an open-air lounge on the roof. It’s also got a bar, microwave, and a very high quality coffee machine, but you have to bring your own coffee or drinks.”

He put his hand on the small of my back – my bare back – and led me back up the hall. His hand felt warm and... large. And I couldn’t help imagining it other places.

We got back in the elevator and went up to the roof. There was a large gym there. It was enclosed but had a glass wall that we passed. Beyond that was an area that was open to the air but had a ceiling. There was a bar and counter there, with a fridge, barbecue, microwave, and coffee machine. There was also a rack of coffee mugs on the wall.

He plucked two down and set them on the counter, then turned on what looked like an expensive coffee machine.

“This is handy since it’s hooked into the water, so it doesn’t need you to do that,” he said.

I looked around the place as he set up the coffee. It had a number of low tables surrounded by padded outdoor sofas and chairs. I wandered through them and out from under the roof. There were more such seating arrangements, interspersed with all kinds of large planters with small trees and plants.

In the far corner was a large hot tub

“Nice building to provide all this,” I said.

“It’s to impress clients.”

I wandered to the railing and looked out on the city. It had a great view, especially since there was minimal lighting here except under the roof. Even there, it was tastefully lit for entertaining, rather than working.

Jacob came out from under the roof to join me, slipped his arm around me, and led me back to the edge of where the roof began, where there was a higher table with barstools against it.

“Nice view, huh?”

“I’ve seen better,” I said with a casual hand-wave at the skyline.

“Not impressed, huh?”

“It wasn’t the view I was promised.”

He smiled. “You want to see me flex?”

I pretended hesitation. “Did I forget to mention I’m actually only into women?” I asked as if just remembering it.

“I’m a lesbian on the inside,” he replied.

He slipped his hands down onto my butt and then lifted me up to sit me on the edge of the table. That put our heads at pretty much an even level.

“How are you in job interviews?”

“What’s the job?” I asked mockingly.

“Hmm, there are several positions available.” 

He brushed his lips against mine, and I slid my hands onto his broad shoulders and performed my own job interview.

Kissing, I’ve always felt, was a good indication of just how much a potential lover might be worth in bed. It wasn’t infallible but was usually fairly accurate.

Jacob was a very good kisser. His kisses started out light but not tentative. More like it was part of a process that started that way, then moved on to more passion once he was sure there wasn’t going to be a rejection. 

There wasn’t, and his lips moved more firmly against mine as his big hands slid lightly through my hair, then down my back. He didn’t kiss too hard, but his lips definitely moved the right way, and his tongue flickered teasingly out towards mine without plunging too deep like some guys did.

I was definitely interested.

His hands slid around my sides, sliding slowly up and down, the big thumbs pressing lightly but firmly against the sides of my breasts a few times. They moved around front and deftly unbuttoned the lower strap, then the middle, then the one above my breasts.

I thought about stopping him, about slowing things down. But it was already late and I didn’t feel the need to play hard to get to defend my reputation. He didn’t know anyone I knew anyway. I also wasn’t thinking of him as potential boyfriend material, so didn’t really worry about what he might think of me.

The front of the top spread out like the wings of a bird, and his hands cupped my bare breasts and squeezed firmly.

“You seem to be well-equipped for the job,” he said, drawing his lips back a little.

“That was never in doubt,” I said.

“Not with this top.”

He undid the top strap, then pushed the fabric over my shoulders and down my arms as I looked around.

“Does anyone else come up here?”

“After midnight? Never, in my experience.”

He cupped my breasts, squeezing them up, and bent his head to take the center of my left breast into his mouth. 

This felt very daring, being outdoors in a public place. We weren’t entirely in shadows due to the lights coming from the area behind us, and I was very unused to baring my breasts outside. That had my pulse rate climbing as my heart beat faster.

His mouth knew what to do with my nipple, just as it had known what to do with my lips. His lips sucked lightly, then his lips widened, and his tongue moved against my already erect little pink button. His lips widened more, and he sucked a little harder, his teeth digging in lightly against my soft, pale flesh.

He leaned further and further in, which forced me to lean further and further back, until, with a gasp, I was lying on my back on the table. His left hand slid through my hair as he continued to lick and suck at my nipple. Then he moved his lips higher, and I gasped as he kind of jerked on my hair, forcing my head back.

My hands instinctively tried to jerk upward, but I found my arms trapped at my sides by the bunched-up fabric as his lips moved along my exposed throat, and then in along the nape of my neck.

“Would you like to discuss the position I have in mind for you, Ms. Simmons?” he asked softly.

“I’m pretty sure I know it,” I said, panting a little.

He was standing at the edge of the table, and of course, I’d had to spread my legs more as I tried to balance myself, so as he leaned over, I could feel his groin pressing against my sex.

“There’s a very rough examination phase,” he said. “You have to be tough.”

He kissed me again for long, long seconds, then drew back.

“I’m tough,” I gulped.

His lips slid back down onto my other breast as he abandoned my hair, then lower still. His lips moved along my belly and abdomen as his hands slid down to my thighs and lifted them up and apart. Given how short the skirt was, there wasn’t much hiding me from him at that point.

He flipped up the skirt to reveal my thin black thong and then licked up its length like an animal, long, firm, slow licks as his eyes looked at me looking at him.

“The job requires a certain degree of discipline,” he said. “Obedience to directives, you know. Following orders.”

He suddenly hooked his thumb into the side of my thong and jerked it aside. His tongue felt incredible as it now licked up the length of my naked sex, and I gasped aloud.

That this was a public place continued to hold a high importance in my mind. He could say what he wanted about how people didn’t come here this late, and he was probably right. But at the same time, well, we were here!

His thumbs pressed in against the tight, bare line of my sex, spreading me open, and his tongue swept directly over my clitoris. I closed my eyes and felt a tremor of heat go through me, then another. His tongue swirled and twisted, and then his lips came in and sucked lightly and rhythmically.

He was turning me on very, very quickly! Maybe part of it was us being outdoors, and how unusual that was. Being in a public building. The faint sense of alarm at the possibility of being caught. But it was also how good he was, how confident, how big and masculine.

“You’ll be expected to obey orders,” he said, as he raised his head a little.

His hands found the clasp at the side of the skirt. I don’t know why he’d bother since it covered so little at that moment, but he undid it, then gripped the thong and skirt and tugged them out from under me, straightening as he drew them all the way down my legs.

It made me feel even more naked! Even more vulnerable! Even more... public!

“Wha –?”

He gripped my legs and roughly jerked them up and apart again, wide apart, wide enough to make the tendons in my inner thighs ache. Then his mouth enveloped my entire pussy, his tongue pushing hard against it. It squirmed and twisted and pushed into the mouth of my sex as he brought his thumbs up to open me wider.

His tongue pushed deeper, pumping in and out, then slipped up and swept over my clitoris again.

God, it felt so wild to be lying there with my legs spread almost at ninety-degree angles, NAKED! I was outside in a public place on a table! And all I wore, if you could call it wearing, was the top bunched up around my arms, and my boots!

My breathing was becoming ragged from how tight my chest was with excitement. I kept trying to move my hands, but my arms were effectively pinned to my sides. I could at least slide them through his hair, but that was still pretty docile for me.

Not docile enough for him, it turned out. He straightened up, grinning, his big hands sliding up my body and kneading my breasts. 

“The job is that of sex toy. Think you’re up to it?”

“Is that your title?” I asked a little breathlessly.

He grinned and slid me off the table, catching me where I’d have stumbled, then quickly spun me around. He gripped my sleeves and yanked them down, then up and back around the bunched-up fabric.

“Wh-what are you doing?!” I gasped in confusion.

He spun me around again and grinned as I realized my arms were now pulled back behind me and even more tightly locked together in the fabric.

“Preventing interference in what I intend to do.”

He lifted me up and dropped me on the edge of the table again, then lifted my legs up and back so I fell back onto not my back this time, but my arms!

I was going to protest, but his mouth went back to my sex, and the burst of sensation distracted me. I still kept kind of twisting and pulling at my arms, but they seemed to be tightly locked together. And the more he licked at me, the less interest I had in trying to get free.

He licked his way up my body again, pausing to suck and lightly chew at my breasts and nipples, then making his way back up to my neck.

He jerked on my hair again.

“I’m training you, you see,” he said in a soft, deep voice. 

“As what?” I gasped.

“As my sex slave.”

He bit into the nape of my neck, and I gasped. Then I felt his other hand between my thighs, his fingers dipping, then sliding into me, and moaned.

“First, I have to properly condition you by overwhelming your silly, stubborn female resistance with pleasure.”

“You’re a pervert,” I moaned.

“You may call me Sir.”

I remember thinking ‘oh’, as if having an epiphany. It was a kind of casual, I-don’t-really-care understanding that he was into some sort of bondage type thing. That explained the thing with wrapping up my arms with my top.

The reason I didn’t really care was that the pleasure and passion were growing very intense. Few guys, in my experience, bothered to put a lot of effort into giving oral sex, and even fewer were very good at it. Jacob was very, very good at it.

I kind of felt like my consciousness was drifting away. Or at least any kind of thought unrelated to the immediacy of the hunger and heat growing within me. His fingers were pushing ever deeper, stretching me out, pressing up against the front wall of my sex as his tongue rasped across the hypersensitive little button.

Then he stopped and stepped back, standing upright and gazing down at me, running his eyes up and down my fairly obscenely displayed body.

Now, don’t get me wrong. I’m proud of my body in a typical American way. Which is privately being proud of myself while publicly dismissing compliments and not doing or wearing anything to make it look like I’m either a slut or a look-at-me narcissist. The top currently binding my arms was bought on a dare and seldom worn without the halter beneath it.

Lying on a table in a public place, out in the open, with my legs spread achingly wide while some guy examines me is most definitely not something in my history. I don’t even spread my legs that wide when going to the doctor. So, I almost instinctively drew my knees up and closer together.

He grabbed them and pushed them apart and back down again.

“No. You don’t move when I’ve put you in a position,” he said. “Employees have to have the discipline to obey orders, just like soldiers.”

“Y-You didn’t give me an order,” I gulped. “And anyway, I don’t work for you!”

He grinned, and his big hands slid up my body and kneaded my breasts.

“But you’re applying for a job,” he said.

“Oh, right. Sex toy. I don’t think that one is hard to get anywhere.”

“You have a very neat pussy,” he said.

He slid a hand down between my legs, and his fingers traced the line of my sex.

I moved to close my knees again, and his other hand slid up from my breast and around my throat, then squeezed slowly but firmly.

I gasped, my eyes widening, feeling a small jolt of fear. 

“Obey,” he said, scowling.

I felt a momentary pang of anxiety, like maybe he was nuts. But I almost instantly discarded it. This hand around the neck thing was something a lot of guys did or tried to do. It was a male dominance thing. Usually, I just batted it away, but for whatever reason, lying there the way I was, my arms pinned beneath me, my legs spread outdoors, I just let my legs go wider again.

His hand was big and strong and firmly enveloped my throat, squeezing just enough to make me work a little at breathing.

“Discipline, girl. If you don’t have it, then your employer will have to teach you some. They didn’t teach you any in the army?”

“I’m not in the army,” I said, my voice a little thicker because of his hand around my throat.

I felt his fingers starting to sink into me. They were big fingers, too! I gasped helplessly as first two, then a third, pushed into my more than slightly wet pussy. Together, they were easily as thick as any cock that I’d had, and almost as long. Then his thumb started to stroke across my clitoris.

“Call me sir anyway,” he replied.

I moaned as his fingers pumped slowly in and out while his thumb stroked from side to side. He tightened his grip around my throat, and I gasped.

“Say it,” he whispered.

“Sir!” I gasped.

He grinned, and his hand loosened.

“Now beg me to make you come.”

I moaned, closing my eyes, the ache in my inner thighs making that whole area throb. His fingers were pumping slowly in and out, pressing up against the back of my clitoris as his thumb stroked down.

“Obey your master, slave girl,” he growled.

I felt startled, then remembered he’d said he would make me his sex slave.

His hand tightened, and I felt my eyes bulge a little.

“Please make me come,” I croaked.

“Sir. Say it.”

“Sir,” I gasped.

“Say, please make me come, sir.”

“Please make me come, Sir!” I gasped, my head starting to throb.

He loosened his fingers while rubbing his thumb harder against me. 

I shuddered and let my back arch, using what leverage my spread legs could give me to try and drive myself up against his fingers.

He leaned over me again, sucking and licking at one breast, then crushing my lips with his, full of hunger to the point it felt like he was trying to devour me! His fingers thrust harder and faster, and I felt the sensations growing and becoming so intense that it was impossible to keep my body from rolling my hips up against him.

And then the orgasm hit, and he straightened, looking down at me, working his fingers hard and fast as I gurgled and moaned helplessly, twisting and arching my back, rolling from side to side as the storm of pleasure took me and drowned me in a tidal wave of liquid pleasure!

I knew, in some part of my mind, that I was in effect putting on a show for him, a show I wasn’t in control of and didn’t care to alter. My body was reacting to the overload of my nervous system, my muscles spasming and my mind tumbling and turning as the pleasure poured over me in an endless wave.

I let out a helpless, almost animal cry of pleasure, then another, bucking up against his plunging fingers as he held me pinned to the table by the throat. 

I have to say that no guy had given me an orgasm before. I’ve given myself some, though. And so I know some orgasms are better than other orgasms. This one was way better and was lasting way longer than any I’d ever experienced before!

All the previous times I’d had sex with a guy I’d been careful about, well, my dignity, if you will, my sense of pride, how they’d see me, what they’d think of me.

None of that was present now. I was too overcome by the power of the orgasm to give a damn about anything but rapturously embracing it, clinging to it, desperately hoping it would never go away.

Of course, it did, seeping slowly away and leaving me breathless, chest heaving, moaning low in my throat and thinking: Holy fucking hell!
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Chapter Three
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Jacob pulled over a bar stool, sat down, and then leaned over me again, his hand sliding down from my neck to my breast as he started to lick and suck at the other.

I groaned weakly, staring up at the half-moon in the sky with a wondering gaze. Then I felt a little jolt as I sort of came back to reality and worried if anyone had shown up and heard or seen me. This was insane! We should be in his apartment or something!

He licked and nibbled his way down, even biting lightly at my abdomen before he was back between my legs. His fingers were still inside me, just not moving much. They started to move now as his tongue replaced his thumb.

“Fuuuuuuuuuuck!” I moaned in confusion.

What was he doing? Things had a proper order. Foreplay first. Check. Now it was time for him to ram himself home and pound me.

It was simply what guys did. They learn sex from porn videos, which are governed by what the mostly male audience wants to see. And from what I’ve viewed, they don’t really want to waste a lot of time with foreplay when they could be pounding themselves into some girl.

I almost asked him what the hell he was doing!

His fingers twisted around inside me, then slid slowly out, then penetrated me again and slid deep as his lips sucked on my clitoris.

His fingers pumped and twisted, and his lips sucked. His tongue swirled and stroked, and my body began to burn again. Not that the heat had entirely left it even after that orgasm. But now the simmering was starting to boil.

He finally raised his head, grinning cockily at me. Yeah, he knew just how well he was doing.

He stood up, and his hands went to his belt. He undid it, stepping out of his pants and tossing them behind him as his cock sprang out and he laid it on my pussy and abdomen.

I stared down between my breasts at it, raising my head, looking at it with almost fixated excitement. His cock was big and thick and hard, just like him. It was certainly thicker than any cock I’d ever had, but, well, I liked it that way. I had a nice big dildo, almost as thick as this, and even longer. 

He gripped it and pressed the head against me, using enough pressure to force aside the lips of my sex. Then he rubbed the head slowly up and down along my pink valley, paying particular attention to my clitoris.

His other hand moved up to knead one of my breasts, then slid up higher, settling in around my throat again.

“Tell me you want me inside you.”

“I do!” I gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Fuck me.”

His fingers tightened, and I gave a ‘urk’ sound.

“Beg,” he growled.

“Please fuck me... Sir,” I gasped.

He continued to rub his cock up and down for long seconds, then pressed in harder, and I moaned as I felt it starting to penetrate. I raised my head again, staring as the fat, helmet-shaped head spread me wide and then sank in deeper and deeper. I stared at the thick shaft as it pushed forward, as I felt it moving deeper.

His hand came away from my neck, but seized my hair again, gripping it roughly and jerking on it enough to make me cry out. He let himself fold over me once again, sucking and chewing at the nape of my neck, and at my earlobe as his cock sank slowly, deliberately deeper into my quivering body.

I gasped as he started to thrust, slowly, using a short stroke. He jerked my head around and crushed my lips again, his other hand coming down around my throat, as if to make absolutely sure my head was fully trapped and controlled.

His mouth was practically feeding at mine now as his cock picked up speed, as his stroke lengthened, as he forced it still deeper, until, with a cry, I felt the head punch almost painfully deep as his hips finally came down against my buttocks and thighs.

And then started to pummel them!

I was losing myself to it all. Partly, that was because I was completely helpless, locked into this position, unable to move or reposition myself if I wanted to. And I didn’t. I also had absolutely nothing I wanted to or needed to say. And my mind was fuzzing over as I fell into something like a fever heat, where all my consciousness focused solely on the teeming rush of sensation swamping my mind.

I wallowed in it, uncaring about anything else, gasping and moaning and whimpering as the sexual electricity tore through me and reduced me to the status of a punch-drunk animal.

He was absolutely hammering me! The table was shaking beneath me, and it was a very strong, heavy table. 

And then another orgasm ripped through me. He swallowed my cries of pleasure, his lips still feasting on mine, as the pleasure overwhelmed me, and my body trembled and shook. And still he pounded me, his cock spearing deep into my spasming belly with ruthless speed and power.

I felt kind of shell-shocked by it all, even as the orgasm faded. But he kept pounding me. He wasn’t going to change positions like in the porn video. He was perfectly content to ram himself into me again and again and again until he came himself.

I finally couldn’t keep myself in position, and despite the deep ache, forced my stiff legs up and around him, trying to pull him in harder, faster. He straightened, throwing them off, then grabbed them just behind the knees and lifted them up and back against my chest, then spread them a little wider. His hands slid down my legs to the ankles and forced them back over my shoulders.

He eased his strokes, letting my legs fall back over his shoulders as he straightened. He reached behind him to where he’d dropped his trousers on the back of the chair.

“Wh-what...what are you... d-doing?” I gasped.

“Whatever I want,” he said. “You’re my sex slave, after all.”

He looped the belt around a support column for the roof behind the table, then shoved my ankles back over my head again, slowly forcing my booted feet in closer together. I felt the belt looping around them and then gasped as he yanked it tight, pinning them together with the column, the stiletto heels kind of rubbing against the wood. He twisted it around and did something to hold it in place, then grinned fiercely down at me.

I was... uhm, bewildered, at first. I was more than a little disoriented. Then he started to thrust again, just as hard and fast as before, and I began to lose myself.

His hands roughly squeezed my breasts, pinched my nipples to get a reaction, then went in opposite directions. One south, one north. I gurgled as his hand slid around my neck again, and then gasped as his fingers rubbed my clitoris.

And then he halted completely.

“Beg me to be my sex slave,” he said.

I think my eyes must have been kind of glazed by then. I was like ‘huh’?

He tightened his grip around my neck to the point I couldn’t breathe. I stared up at him dazedly.

“Say it. Beg me to let you be my sex slave.”

My head was starting to pound, and my chest was beginning to burn. He eased up on the neck, then gripped both nipples and pinched them.

“Ahh! Oh! Don’t!” I gasped.

“Beg me to let you be my sex slave.”

God, this guy was really into this shit!

“Please may I be your sex slave?” I gasped.

He slapped my cheek! It was a pretty lightweight slap, but it startled me.

“Sir,” he said.

“Please may I be your sex slave, Sir?” I panted.

He started to thrust again, and I moaned helplessly. Then he started to rub my clitoris again.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“I’m your sex slave, Sir!” I gasped, moaning, almost unthinking now as the heat swept me up in its grip again.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your sex slave, Sir!” I gasped automatically.

God, it felt so fucking good!

And then I came a third time as he thrust into me and rubbed my clitoris and choked me enough that my cries of dazed pleasure were kept fairly low. Though I could still breathe – after a fashion.

I guess he came during that. I wasn’t really paying a lot of attention to anything external to myself. He stopped, panting now too, then pulled back. He put on his shorts and pants, then walked away, leaving me like that.

I was kind of stunned by it all, still twitching, my mind still hazy. It began to clear fairly quickly, of course, and the reality of my being essentially tied up in an even more obscene position than I’d been in before began to intrude on my thinking.

And where the fuck was he!?

“J-Jacob!?” I called weakly.

“Making coffee,” he called back.

Making coffee? He was fucking well making coffee while I was like this!?

“Untie me,” I groaned.

“Say please,” he called back.

Dumbass, I thought weakly.

He came back, holding a mug of coffee, and sat down on the barstool, examining me over the rim as he sipped.

“Are you going to untie me?” I demanded.

“Oh, probably. But I like the view like his.”

And I didn’t!

“Untie me!’

“Sex slaves don’t give orders. But if you’re going to get cranky.”

He put the coffee cup on the table and stood up, then reached behind me and undid the belt. He let my legs drop back against his chest and shoulders as he pulled the belt free. Then he let them down gently and helped me sit up before taking his cup and sitting down again.

I eyed him uncertainly. His behavior was irritating. He was teasing me when I wanted to focus on what in the hell had just happened. But getting mad at him didn’t seem to make a lot of sense, given he’d just given me three incredible orgasms.

I turned and looked around me to reassure myself no one was around, and kind of wriggled and pulled at the top binding my arms.

“You look very sexy when you struggle.”

“Pervert.”

He shrugged and sipped from his coffee again.

“Are you going to undo this?”

“If I do, you’ll probably want to get dressed. And I like you naked. Besides, I’m not done with you. Why have you get dressed only to undress you again?”

He wasn’t done?!

“Those are very sexy boots,” he said.

He stood up, and his free hand shot up around my throat, gripping it firmly, though gently. He squeezed and pulled forward, and I gasped and pushed my weight forward, sliding off the table and onto my feet. I wobbled a little as he leaned in and kissed me, filling my mouth with the taste of coffee.

Then he released my neck and reached behind me, gripping a thick mass of hair behind my neck. He moved away from the table, and I had no choice but to stumble forward with him.

“Wh-where are we going? What about my skirt!?

“You won’t need it.”

He marched me around and under the roof, then into the short corridor near the elevators, and then pushed open the glass door and took me into the gym.

“Aren’t there cameras around here?” I gasped, looking around.

“The people in this building do not want anyone or anything recording their comings and goings. So, no cameras. It’s not like the owners worry about vandalism or theft. Not here. Not with how carefully they screen their tenants and how much they charge.”

The gym was long but not wide. And just inside was a large, floor-to-ceiling mirror that completely covered the wall.

I stared at myself in it, naked, arms bound behind me, his hand gripping my hair. That he was fully dressed somehow made me feel even more naked, even more vulnerable, and oddly, well, intimidated. As if not wearing clothing rendered me less than him, lower, inferior.

He jerked down on my hair.

“On your knees before your master, slave,” he growled.

He had the tone down right, that was for sure, as I fell half to my knees on the carpet. I was grateful the boots were so high as I started to feel something stirring inside me. I was right near the mirror, and my image was large and darkly erotic.

I looked like I was his prisoner! His captive!

He’d brought his belt with him, and now released my hair and dropped the looped belt down over my head to settle around my neck before jerking it tight. He unzipped and pulled his cock out. It wasn’t nearly as impressive as it had been.

“Service your master, you sexy little slave bitch,” he growled.

The words were outrageous and should have made me indignant and even pissed me off. But the stirrings of that were tamped down by the rise of excitement.

Holy freaking hell! This was so edgy! So kinky!

I’d never really done anything that wasn’t, well, fairly routine where sex was concerned. This was by far the sluttiest thing I’d done!

It did not escape my mind that it was also the hottest, most passionate, and incredibly pleasurable sexual experience I’d had to date.

He jerked on the belt like it was a leash, and I leaned in and took his cock into my mouth, sucking and licking at the underside of the head. I rolled my eyes to my left to see what I looked like, and it was so incredibly pornographic! Holy shit!

He undid his trousers and let them and his shorts drop, pulling me back briefly. He gripped his cock and lifted it up and back against his belly, then pulled me in.

“Suck your master’s balls, sex slave,” he growled.

Again, a part of me was indignant just for his arrogant, condescending tone. But I knew it was an act, and I gasped as the belt tightened, leaning and licking his balls, then sucking them into my mouth.

“Sexy little blonde slave bitch,” he growled. “I wonder how much I can sell you for in the slave markets of the Middle East.”

Okay, he was definitely fucking with my head deliberately.

I’d heard of dirty talk during sex, but I’d never experienced anything remotely like this!

Slave bitch?! Holy hell!

I worked on his balls with my tongue as I sucked, pressing up to jam them against the roof of my mouth.

He pulled me back by jerking on the belt again, and I gasped.

“Tell me you love my cock,” he ordered.

I drew in a couple of breaths, and he jerked on the belt again.

“Obey!’

I would have instinctively given him my middle finger if I could have gotten my hands free, but it was more of that dark and dirty sex talk in this dark and kinky sex game of his.

“I love your cock,” I gasped.

He jerked on the belt.

“Sir!”

“I love your cock, Sir!” I moaned.

“If you keep forgetting to call me sir, I may have to hang you from your wrists and whip you,” he said.

He was using an almost menacing voice that was so sharp I actually felt a slight jolt of fear. As if he actually had the ability to do that! Well, I mean, technically, he could do anything he wanted. But that wasn’t very realistic.

His words and tone, though, were quite realistic. And they brought to mind the image of me hanging by my wrists, being whipped. That was a breathless and wicked image, intensely exciting! Well, as long as nobody actually hit me.

He dropped his cock, which had noticeably stiffened, and I slipped my lips around it and started to bob up and down, sucking and licking.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he growled. “Blondes are all nymphomaniacs addicted to cock.”

He jerked back on the belt, and I gasped.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I... I love cock! Sir!’

This was so dark!

He pulled me forward, and my lips slipped down his cock, further and further. He was starting to pump in and out now and reached around to gather in my hair with his other hand while still holding the ‘leash’. I moaned, fairly sure what was coming and not sure I was ready.

Yes, I was able to deep throat. I felt rather smug whenever I did it, for it surprised and delighted the guys on the receiving end. But he was thicker than any of them had been. And unlike all previous times, I was not in control of how far and how fast he went.

And then he pulled me forward by my hair and belt, and his cock slid into and down my throat. It ached, as it always did. Probably more than usual, but he slid smoothly down as Jacob pulled me forward steadily until my lips were wrapped around the base of his cock.

“That’s it. Good slave bitch. Maybe I won’t beat you as badly later as I had intended.”

He held me tight so I was fully aware that I could not possibly pull away without his permission, held me in place as my chest began to burn. And then he pulled me back, controlling how fast until the head of his cock popped free and I could gulp in great lungfuls of air.

He rubbed the slick, wet, saliva-coated cock all across my face, abandoning the belt to just hold my hair.

“Tell me you love my cock, you sexy little blonde slut.”

“I-I love your c-cock... Sir!” I panted.

He fed his cock back into my mouth and this time didn’t hesitate to push himself down my throat. He held my head back by the hair, and even tilted himself a little over to my left so I almost couldn’t help seeing the sight of his cock pushing down my throat, more and more of it disappearing until he was holding me tight against his groin.

God, that looked so hot and sick!

“Sexy blonde slave slut.”

I’d put people on the floor for calling me a slut, but somehow, I wasn’t the least bit offended. His outrageousness was actually turning me on!

He pulled back, then pushed forward, burying himself again. He held me tight, then pulled back, then pushed forward again, as my head began to pound and my chest began to burn.

He pulled out, and I gasped for breath.

There was a weight bench set further down, and he kind of dragged me over there and bent me over it, pushing me forward so my hips were set against the side of the padded bench.

Crack! He slapped my butt!

“Ahh!” I cried at the sharp sting.

Then I felt his cock against me, pushing into me, driving deep. I cried out again as he wrapped a thick mass of my hair around his fist and jerked it back, lifting my head up so I wasn’t staring at the floor but at myself in the mirror.

Fucking hell!

I was gasping, red-faced, moaning, and my breasts hung down below me. They began to wobble as his hips started hitting my buttocks and his cock drove up and down inside me.

God, this was insane!

“Your tight pussy belongs to me now, slave girl,” he growled. 

He bent over me, abandoning my hair but instead sliding his hand in beneath my neck and then curling it up and back so my neck was caught in the crook of his arm. Then he reached under with his other hand, roughly squeezing my breast. In this position, he could dig his fingers into the soft flesh pretty deeply and mash the soft tissue until it ached.

But I didn’t care!

The sight of it, the sight of my dazed face as I felt his hips slapping against my buttocks and his cock punching up into my belly were so dark and animalistic! I gasped and panted and moaned as he kneaded my breasts and drove his cock into me with relentless speed and power.

“Sex slave,” he taunted me. “I’ll have to train you to instant obedience. Maybe I’ll get my friends to help. I’m sure you’d love a little three-on-one action.”

He leaned in further, his breath hot on my ear.

“I own your body now, slave!”

My booted knees jerked and slid against the floor as the weight bench creaked and shuddered, and my buttocks began to redden from the continuing slap of his hips against them.

I didn’t care about any of that.

He’d put me into a sexual fever again, and all I cared about were the sensations, now including the sight of myself and the sound of his nasty, arrogant, menacing voice!

I’d never had more than one orgasm at a time. I mean, they called it a climax for a reason, right? And now a fourth one exploded through my nervous system. I think I would have screamed out loud if his arm hadn’t been squeezing my throat. Then, as if realizing that almost no sounds could emerge, I abandoned that last vestige of self-control and screamed in pleasure.

It was more like a long exhalation of gurgling breath since he was kind of choking me, but I was able to inhale, not easily, and then cry it out again as the orgasm shattered my mind and sent my body bucking and jerking violently.

My insides were aching! Not just from his big, piledriver of a cock, but from the long, violent muscle spasms each of the orgasms had put me through.
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Chapter Four
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“Am I good or am I good?” he said, sounding extremely cocky and smug.

“Shut up,” I groaned. “Where are we going!?”

“Back down to the office.”

“I’m not getting on an elevator like this!”

“Ah, what are the odds we’ll run into anyone?”

“You’re not naked!”

“You’re not naked either. You’ve got those sexy boots on.”

“Jacob!”

Crack! He slapped my butt.

“Ow! Fuck!”

“You have to call me sir, slave girl.”

“That’s getting less amusing every time you smack me.”

“Smacking is how you train sex slaves.”

“I’m not your sex slave, pervert!”

The doors opened, and he smacked my ass again and pulled me into the elevator car.

“You’re out of your mind!” I gasped as the doors shut.

“No, just slightly quirky.”

I stared at him in disbelief, and he shifted his grip from my arm to my hair up behind my neck, then tugged it back.

“Head up, chest out.”

He’d earned a lot of my respect for that tremendous sexual performance, but there are limits! Still, being naked and tied up made it difficult to argue about much! 

The doors opened, and we walked back out onto the floor his office was on.

“This is insane!” I growled, my head turning from side to side, watching for people, looking for CCTV cameras.

“Quirky,” he said, opening the door.

He pushed me inside and closed the door behind him, then led me up a narrow hall and into a kind of boardroom where a large, square table made of dark, glossy wood sat with a dozen chairs around it.

“Wait here a moment. I want to get something. Want a drink?”

“Like I’d trust anything you made!”

“Now, now. Bide a moment and reflect on the benefits of being a sex slave to a stud like me.”

I was working up a very nasty retort when he closed the door on me. I scowled at it, then at the room around me. What the fuck was I doing here, naked?! He’d already come twice. Was this still more of his endless sexual game?

Mind you, it was also the most intense, exciting, thrilling sexual experience of my life. None of the others even came close. 

I struggled to pull my arms free of the halter, but they wouldn’t budge. Jacob must have been a Boy Scout because he seemed very good with knots.

He returned with a clipboard with some papers on it, tossing it on the table, then turned me away from him and began undoing the halter’s sleeves.

“If you’ve wrecked this, you’ll owe me a new one.”

“Worth it,” he said.

I silently agreed, but the principle was important.

He unwound whatever he’d wound and untied whatever he’d tied, sliding the thing down my arms, pulling my arms together as he did. He had just worked them down to my wrists when I felt something metallic going around first one wrist, and then, quickly, the other.

“What is that!?” I demanded, trying to pull away.

“Just to keep the game alive.”

“What game?!

He pulled the halter off, shook it out, and examined it while I twisted my hands to my hip to try to see what was there.

“Handcuffs!?”

“Don’t want you going crazy on me. Blondes are known to be sex-mad, you know.”

He pulled me back, pulled out one of the chairs, and pushed me down into it, then pulled out a chair next to it and sat down himself, pulling over the clipboard.

“Handcuffs!?” I demanded again.

“Why?” Because I can. And because I love looking at beautiful women naked. And because I figured you’d try and do something silly, like putting your clothes on.”

“You left my skirt and thong upstairs!”

“Nope, snatched them up before going. You weren’t noticing because of how aroused you were by my studly presence.”

I scowled at him.

“So, unemployed girl, how would you like a job?”

“As your sex slave?” 

“No, that’s just part of your benefits. I was thinking about you working for the company as a bodyguard.”

“I thought you said I’d suck at that?”

“Depends. We and all our competitors are chronically short of women.”

“DEI quotas?”

“No Nothing to do with that. But when we have females to escort, it helps to have a woman who can be alone with them. A tall, fit girl who’s ex-army, can shoot, and is proficient in martial arts would seem like a dream candidate. IF you can keep control of your temper.”

“I was a supply clerk. Not exactly special forces.”

“There are no females in special forces. And you did go through basic. So I bet you can get through our training.”

“What makes you think I’d want to be a bodyguard?”

“You have other offers?”

“Not currently,” I admitted. “But I’m sure I can find something.”

“Me too. But I bet what we’d offer is better.”

“It sounds boring.”

“Well, it’s not as exciting as spending your life sitting in a cubicle typing insurance documents into the computer or carrying food or drinks to customers in a bar, or being a store clerk, but it pays a whole lot more.”

“How much more?”

“Our salary scale varies by experience and qualifications. It’s an armed guard position that starts around sixty thousand and can be double that. You can also, once we have confidence in you, take special temporary jobs that pay up to a thousand per day.”

“And would I have to be your sex slave during this?”

He grinned. “You wouldn’t want to be deprived of my body. It’s the most excitement you’ve ever had in sex.”

“How would you know!?”

“I’m going with the odds. You’re twenty. You probably haven’t had dozens of lovers. More like half a dozen or less. And I doubt any of them were up to my talents.”

He examined his nails.

“Smug bastard, aren’t you?”

“It’s hard to be humble when you’re perfect in every way.”

“Uh huh.”

“We’d put you through training, of course.”

“Slave training?” I asked suspiciously.

“Well, I would. But the company will send you to school to train in tactical skills, evasion, formations, threat response, defensive driving, and intelligence gathering, threat assessment, and surveillance, among other skills. I’m assuming you already have the self-defense part down. What martial art do you study?”

I scowled because I was confused. He sounded serious. The guy was actually trying to recruit me for a real job after having fucked my brains out and with me sitting here naked and handcuffed!

“Do you always conduct job interviews with people while they’re naked and handcuffed?”

“Well, that does make it hard for them to hide anything,” he said with a smirk.

“I started with Jiu Jitsu, but morphed into Thai-baht.”

“Belt?”

“I have a brown belt in Jiu-Jitsu. Thai-baht doesn’t have belts. It has armbands. I have a red armband.”

He frowned. “What level –?”

“Red is above brown. At my school. It’s not as standardized as other martial arts.”

“Oh. So, it’s like a black belt.”

“A black armband in my school of Thai Baht is for true masters, people who have been studying and practicing and fighting for twenty years or more.”

“You know how to fire a handgun?”

“I own a Glock 17. And yes, I can hit what I shoot at.”

“We mostly use Sig Sauer P365. Easier to conceal and less recoil to carry you off target, especially if you’re excited.” He grinned. “Are you excited, Bambi?”

“Brook,” I said frostily.

“We also pay for your wardrobe, and you get a company car.”

“And condo?”

“After a year’s probation.”

“You’re serious about this?”

“What rank did you have when you left the army?”

“Corporal. You really want to hire me as a bodyguard?”

“I wasn’t joking about how hard up we are for female bodyguards. Especially those who’ll be a sex slave. That would be a major selling point with some of our clients.” He grinned. “I’m sure Melanie would love you.”

“Yeah, no thanks.”

“You don’t think she’d be fun in bed?”

“I think she’d be a self-serving bitch in bed, much as she seems to be in real life. Have you slept with her?”

“I don’t dip my wick in crazy.”

“You ARE crazy.”

“No, just eccentric.”

We went through more stuff about previous jobs and education, about what I’d done in the army, and about references. All while I sat there naked and handcuffed! Even at thirty, it seemed some men were still adolescents when it came to sex. Though I have to admit he was way better when it came to sex.

He drove me home, joking and teasing and flirting the whole time, so that it was difficult to tell just what kind of person he was underneath. I was sure he had a serious side, but I hadn’t seen it tonight. Well, this morning. It was pretty late.

But it had been one hell of a sexual experience. I had to give him that. I would definitely give him references for that.

I went home, showered, and fell into bed, exhausted. 

Later that morning, there was an email from the company directing me to go to a doctor for a complete physical. That was annoying. They wanted me to use up my time going to some doctor when I wasn’t even being paid and hadn’t even been hired? 

I did it, though, half suspecting I’d wind up seeing Jacob and he’d be the one giving me a ‘physical’. But no, it was at a real medical clinic. A fancy one, from the looks of it. I had to run on a treadmill until I was sweating like a pig so they could check my running speed and endurance.

Two days later, I had to get to a small, warehouse-like building in the warehouse district. They tested my shooting there with both a handgun and an M4 carbine, which they pronounced acceptable. 

“Ever fired an Uzi?” the instructor asked.

I shook my head.

“We’ll teach you.”

“I thought you guys carried Sig Sauers.”

“On your person. The UZI is in the car.”

“Why not an AR-15?”

“That’s in the car, too. Though it depends on the job. We can have suitcases or bags that contain an Uzi just in case we’re expecting major trouble. Depends on the job. We send people around the world, you know.”

I didn’t know, but that was good to know.

After that, I spent a week in basic law as it applied to what you could and couldn’t do – regardless of what the client wanted. The familiarization was not just for American law, either. We also got the basics of law in Mexico, in Canada, in the UK, and in France, Spain, and Italy.

There were shooting instructions, mostly wearing AI goggles, where you had to quickly decide who to shoot and who not to shoot. Also, with the AI goggles was a thing where you had a little button to push to inform the ‘team leader’ if you spotted trouble around you. That was after the classes in threat detection.

Defensive driving was the most fun I’d had since being Jacob’s sex slave. I got to drive a heavy BMW pretty wildly at a race track, not just forward, but backward, and doing quick spinarounds. There was even practice at being rammed. The cars had metal grills around them, and the other car came up behind me and rammed me several times while I fought to keep control. Then they came up beside me and tried to force me ‘off the road’. All with the instructor sitting next to me, of course, and while wearing a crash helmet and a heavy restraining harness.

And after all that, they put me in what was essentially a black satin shirt for my first job.

“How am I supposed to carry a gun in this?” I demanded.

“In your purse.”

I rolled my eyes.

Jacob grinned. “You aren’t really the bodyguard here. You’re a throw-in. An extra. You add the ability to accompany her into places like the ladies' room, which makes her team happy. And you get on-the-job training at something where you’re really not being counted on to be the bodyguard. She has a four-man team.”

“She?”

“The client.”

“She?”

He grinned. 

“It’s Kaylie Moore.”

“The singer?”

He nodded.

“I’m impressed.

Kaylie Moore had been a top pop star for at least ten years, with a string of gold and platinum records and hordes of loyal fans. I was not one of them. I thought her music sucked. Just not my kind of thing. Her voice was too high, and it seemed more intended for dance music than anything thoughtful.

Yes, I’m a snob. So what?”

“I feel seriously under-dressed.”

I had said that to the woman in the clothing supply room. She had ignored me.

“The idea is that you’re going out partying with her as a friend. You’re dressed like she is. You can dance with her, sit with her at the table. Drink with her. We’ll make sure your drinks have no alcohol, of course. Or anything else. We test hers too. You’re her new BFF and stick with her wherever she goes.”

The dress was comfortable, buttoning down the middle, but with a short, pleated hem that definitely fell into the ‘mini’ category. It went with over-the-knee, glossy leather boots with stiletto heels. The clothing woman added a thick belt around the middle, and then thoughtfully unbuttoned the first two buttons to show cleavage.

Did I mention I had to wear it without a bra?

“You’re playing a role,” she said. “A party girl accompanying Kaylie. She never goes out alone by herself. She always has at least a few of her retinue with her, and with this, you’ll fit right in.”

“Will her uhm, retinue know what I am?”

Jacob shook his head. “The only ones who’ll know are her team and her.”

“Do I get to be catty with those other girls if they get catty with me?”

“Let Kaylie handle it, if possible. “You’re the daughter of an old friend. And she’s showing you the bright lights of LA.”

I stared at him. “LA?”

“Didn’t I mention that? Yeah, the job is in LA. She’s here now, but her and her team are flying to LA. You’ll be on the plane.”

“Dressed like this?”

“No, that’s for partying. And it’s just one of a few outfits you’ll take with you.”

All the party girl outfits were revealing and slutty.

“It’s typical for the higher-end clubs in LA,” the woman assured me.

There were also basic black trousers, blouses, and blazers that she would be making to size. In other words, tailor-made. She also measured my feet to order shoes.

“People notice shoes,” she said. “And the kind of people at these places will immediately recognize what is cheap stuff.”

“By cheap, she means the kind of thing middle-class people wear,” Jacob added.

“To them, that’s cheap,” the woman said.

Kaylie Moore was a big star and a sex symbol, and apparently, like all such women, had hordes of stalkers and nuts after her at any given time. Not all of them men. Her regular team of four highly experienced bodyguards treated me like a little girl when I arrived, and made it clear I was a babysitter, not a bodyguard.

“Keep her happy. Smile at whatever she says. Laugh at her jokes. Don’t argue politics. She doesn’t like to carry a purse, so you’ll carry it. It will have a holstered Sig Sauer in it, but I can’t imagine that you’ll have any need of it. If any problems come up, let us handle it.”

We drove to a private airport and boarded a large private plane with luxurious seating. I barely got a glimpse of Kaylie, though, as she boarded last, with her ‘retinue’ of what looked like several supermodels, and then went into a cabin in the rear.

“The clients rarely want to sit with the staff,” Ryan, the team leader, said dryly.

“Which, frankly, we prefer,” Pedro, another of the team, said.

“It’s not like we have a lot in common with these people,” Adam, another of the team, said. “They’re filthy rich, lead a life of fame and fortune, and have all kinds of people to handle every little problem.”

“Lawyers,” Ryan said. “Various types of business agents, like one for record contracts, one for endorsement contracts, and one for appearances.”

“One for sex,” Adam said softly.

I stared at him, and the others frowned.

“Long ago and far away, Adam,” Ryan said.

“She slept with people for money!? Kaylie Moore!?” I exclaimed quietly.

“There’s no proof of that,” Pedro said.

“But we’re pretty sure,” Cole said. “It was way back when she was about your age. She’d just hit it big and was a rising celebrity. But nowhere near as rich as she is now. The money was just starting to roll in. And then she flies to Abu Dhabi for a private concert for some sheik for a ridiculous amount of money.”

“Two million,” Adam said.

“And she stayed as a personal guest of the sheik in his palace. Her bodyguards were excluded since, naturally, she was perfectly safe in a well-guarded palace.”

“Big palace. Hundreds of rooms,” Pedro said.

“Two million for one concert? She wasn’t that big then,” Adam replied.

“She was pretty big. Not as big as now, though.”

“She was selling out arenas,” Ryan said. “Now she sells out stadiums.”

“And is worth nearly half a billion dollars. So, no one has the money to buy her anymore.”
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I didn’t get to meet Kaylie until the next day. We were staying at a nice but not too nice hotel on the edge of Beverly Hills. She was staying at her place in Beverly Hills. Her place had its own security and no need for us.

“They’re top-notch, but static security,” Ryan said. “They watch the house and anyone in it, including her, when she’s there. They aren’t going to leave it alone to accompany her elsewhere. That’s what we’re for. Depending on the event. If it’s more public, like an awards show, we’ll augment the team because it’s a bigger threat since everyone knows she’ll be there.”

“We make her reservations,” Pedro said. “In the company’s name. We never tell them who is coming. And we have a lot of clients.”

“So, one would know except her friends?”

“Depends. Sometimes, they tip off a reliable paparazzi to take pictures. Sometimes one of her friends or her friends’ staff might leak it, accidentally or on purpose.”

“Other celebrities like to be seen with her,” Ryan said. “It makes them seem more important.”

We drove to her place in an armored stretch limo the company owned. With two of the team driving behind us in a Mercedes.

I was alone in the back with my ‘shirt’ dress. And it was even shorter when I sat down! It also gaped open more. I did up one of the buttons and kept my thighs tightly closed. It was kind of neat riding alone in a stretch limo as if it were mine. But I was a bit nervous about whether she’d approve of me or be a jealous bitch like Melonie, or just not like me. She could say a word, and I’d be gone.

We drove up to the closed gates of her estate, and the guard there came to see us, spoke with Adam, looked in at me, and then opened the gate.

We drove up a long, curving driveway to a mansion as I looked at the thick greenery, the overhanging trees, and colorful flowers.

So this is how the other half lives, I thought.

I didn’t get out of the car. The chauffeur got out and waited by the rear door. Ten minutes later, her majesty came out of the house wearing a long, shimmering gold dress that was thin enough to show a lot of skin underneath, except in strategically placed strips. It made what I was wearing seem modest by comparison.

The chauffeur opened the rear door, and Moore climbed in and sat beside me. She glanced at me as the door closed, looking me up and down.

“My, you’re the prettiest bodyguard I’ve ever seen,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said uncertainly.

“Nice legs. Who bought the dress?”

“Uhm, some woman at work who handles clothes.”

“It almost works. But then, at your age and for what you’re pretending to be, I suppose that will do. What’s your name, honey?”

“Brooke, Ms. Moore.”

“You can’t call me Ms. Moore if we’re friends. Call me Kaylie. Daniel says you’re new and just a ride-along extra for this trip.”

“That’s kind of what they tell me.”

The limo went back up the drive, followed by the Mercedes, then turned down the hill.

“I’m going to say you’re the daughter of a friend of mine named Tara. Some of those who will join us will be a little less bitchy, then. If they thought you were my lover, they’d feel threatened.”

“Uhm... okay.”

“Not that I’ve ever admitted publicly to having anything to do with girls, but it’s nice for the reputation to be seen as sexually open, so we hint here and there, and let them catch bits and pieces of information that are suggestive. The entertainment media loves sex. It’s why I dress like this.”

“I notice male singers don’t have to dress in revealing outfits,” I said.

“Well, the boys have always had different rules, haven’t they. Besides, let’s face it, honey, unless they really work out, most male bodies aren’t all that good as eye candy. Not like us girls anyway.”

She flipped down a panel and pressed a button.

“Kyle, take us down Rodeo,” she said.

“Whatever you say, Ms. Moore,” the chauffeur replied.

“So, what did you do before this?” she asked.

“I was in the army,” I said.

“Really? How interesting. I’ve never met an army girl before. Was it fun?”

“Nope.”

She snorted in amusement. “You mustn’t have been in it long.”

I told her how I broke my sergeant’s cheekbone and dislocated his shoulder.”

“How delicious of you!” she said with a smile. “You’re becoming much more interesting, darling.”

I wasn’t entirely sure it was a good thing to be ‘interesting’ to her, but I supposed it was better than her hating me.

She pressed the button again. “Kyle, stop at Soros.”

“Right, Mrs. Moore.”

A block later, the limo pulled over, and the limo driver hurried around to the door.

“Come with me, dear,” she said as she got out.

I hesitated, then followed her. The sedan had pulled over ahead of us, and the men were hurrying out of the car. The one who was in front of our car with the chauffeur was Adam, and he gave me a quizzical look. I shrugged.

We followed her into a glitzy shop unlike any I’d ever seen. It only seemed to have one of every item on its shelves, and no other customers. The sales lady hurried over with a big smile plastered on her face.

“How can we help you today, Ms. Moore?” she asked.

I think we need black gloves for her.”

She turned to me. “What size do you take?”

“In gloves?” I asked, startled. “I really don’t know.”

The woman reached for my hand and looked at it, then led me over to the side of the store where there were gloves sitting atop rounded shelves. She snatched up a pair and handed them to me.

“Try these,” she said. 

I was bewildered but slid them on. They were very thin, and I had no idea why I should be wearing them.

“We need something to push back the sleeves,” Kaylie said, gripping my shirt sleeve and pulling it up a few inches.

“I have just the thing.”

She wrapped a big gold-bordered gray band around my wrist. It had a huge, round, gold-carved design on the outside representing a flower. I had no idea why anyone would wear such a thing.

“Excellent,” Kaylie said. 

The salesgirl wrapped another around my other wrist.

“What are these?” I asked hesitantly.

“I have no idea, but they must be fashionable, or they wouldn’t sell them here. They serve to bunch up your sleeves, though, and make them look puffier.”

“The belt,” Kaylie said.

“I was just going to suggest it!”

The saleslady removed the belt around my waist without asking, then wrapped a new, wider one around me. It had a fat belt buckle resembling the things on my wrists.

“Very good,” Kaylie said. “Bill me, dear.”

“Of course, Ms. Moore!”

Kaylie took my arm and led me back out of the store.

“Uhm, how much are these?”

“No idea. Probably absurdly overpriced, though.”

We got back into the car, and she reached over and undid the button I’d done up to reveal more cleavage.

“Much better. If you’ve got it, dear, flaunt it,” she said.

“I’m really not used to flaunting,” I said reluctantly.

“How silly of you. I suppose that’s not something they encourage in the army, but we’re not in the army. Now remember, when people are around, look wide-eyed and excited.”

“Whatever you say.”

She answered a phone call and then cursed and pressed the button again. “Kyle. Back home.”

“Right away, Ms. Moore.”

“We’re not going to the gallery. That bitch Serial is there. I can’t be in the same room with her without wanting to kill her.”

“So, the night is off?”

“Of course not. We’re going somewhere else. But I have to change for that.”

The window between us and the front seat slid down, and Adam turned in his seat.

“We’re going home so I can change and then go to another party,” she said before he could speak.

Then she pressed a button, and the window slid up again.

“I hate having to answer questions,” she said grumpily.

We arrived back at her place, and she got out.

“You come with me,” she said. “I might want to change your outfit, too.”

“Uhm, okay?”

I shrugged and, as she stalked up to the door, I turned briefly to Adam.

“Someone she doesn’t like is at the gallery, so she’s going to some other party instead, and she has to change for that.”

He rolled his eyes as I hurried after her.

I stopped at the closed door, then opened it and went inside.

The place was definitely a mansion, all right. I looked around a little enviously, then gazed at the wide, curving staircase leading up.

“Ms. Moore?” I called.

I didn’t hear a reply, so since she said she’d be changing and might want to change my outfit, I went up the stairs after her. I didn’t see how she could change much, though, since she was unlikely to have anything in my size. She was tall, for a woman, but not as tall as me.

I felt a little dowdy as my stiletto heels sank into the deep carpet on the second floor. I heard a curse at the far end, so I headed that way, wondering if she lived in this huge place alone.

“Ms. Moore?” I called.

“Yes. Get in here.”

I hurried toward her voice and into an enormous master bedroom, then into the open door to an enormous walk-in closet.

“Get this off. I sent Juanita home.”

I figured Juanita was the maid and undid the clasps behind her neck. The glittery, glitzy gown slid down her body to pool at her feet. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath but a matching G-string, and I politely looked away as she walked forward and started to look at various dresses and gowns along one wall.

“Take that off,” she called over her shoulder.

I squirmed a little at the thought. But it made absolutely no sense to refuse. Besides, if you go through basic, you’re used to living with a couple of dozen other girls, and there’s basically no privacy. Nudity didn’t really bother me. Not around other women anyway. So, what if she wanted us to wear different outfits? She was the boss and paying a fortune. And we were both girls, right?

I unbuttoned the shirt-dress, then undid the belt and slid it off, putting it on a kind of built-in dresser. I finished with the buttons and tried to pull the thing off, but the sleeves wouldn’t go over the big things on my wrists. I just couldn’t figure out how to remove those.

“Let me do that,” she said in an irritated voice.

She took my wrist and pulled me forward to the far wall under a light, then took both wrists and placed the big, rounded metal signets together. Then, startling me, she pushed me back against the wall, lifting my arms above my head.

“Wh... Ms. Moore!?” I gasped.

She giggled, pressing her bare breasts against mine as she did something above me. I didn’t want to do anything that would anger her, so I hesitated. Then, when I decided to pull my arms down and push her away, I found my wrists locked tight above me. I twisted my head around in astonishment and saw them attached to a thin chain that was attached to a ring in the wall.

“What in the name of –!?”

“We have some time to kill,” she said with a grin.

And then she gripped my head and kissed me, pressing her small breasts against mine as she did.

I was astonished, at first, though I knew a grudging appreciation for the quality of the kiss as it continued. She was even better than Jacob, in a way. I mean, it was different, as if her mouth was softer, her tongue gentler. 

The kiss was still passionate and hungry, and the feel of her mostly naked body pressed against my mostly naked body started to send a dark thrill of excitement and anticipation through me. The shirt dress thing had opened wide when the buttons had been undone, and now the only things between our bodies were my thong and her G-string.

She pulled her lips back, her eyes predatory.

“What a lovely, sexy thing you are!”

“I... I’m not... I mean, you can’t – uh.”

She kissed me again, this time her hand pulling on my hair as her lips slid over mine. I gasped as her other hand pushed down into the front of my small thong and felt her fingers trace the line of my sex.

“Ms. Moore!” I gasped.

She pulled back entirely and grinned at me, arms folded below her breasts.

“We have time to kill. Can you think of anything more fun to do with it?”

“Uhm, ah, but I thought we needed to change!”

“I already know what we’re wearing. It won’t take long. And your friends won’t have a clue what we’re up to.”

She let her fingers gently roll and caress my already very stiff nipples.

“Wouldn’t you like to be able to tell your friends someday that you slept with Kaylie Moore?” she asked in a soft, purring tone.

“Th-They wouldn’t believe me!” I gulped.

She let her lips trace the nape of my neck, then my own lips.

“Kiss me,” she whispered.

I hesitated, anguished by the decision. Because the truth was, the idea of having some quick, wild sex with her was not... unattractive. My mind and body were already starting to feel the thrumming power of sexual heat and want. And heck, if I was going to experiment with girls, why not do it with someone who knew what they were doing? And who was Kaylie Moore besides!?

I brought my head forward a little and kissed her lightly, experimentally. She leaned into it, kissing me back, sliding her hands up over my breasts.

“Oooo, I love your breasts!” she said excitedly.

She pulled her lips back and dropped them to my left breast, sucking and licking at it as her fingers kneaded both breasts.

I felt a sense of the unreal. Like, was I really here in her dressing room while Kaylie Moore sucked on my breasts!?

She shifted to the other one, then back to my mouth again, giggling a little as she rubbed her breasts against mine.

Her hands slid down my back under the dress, then squeezed my buttocks.

“Such a nice, tight ass,” she said in satisfaction.

She dropped low, her hands sliding my thong down and pulling it off as she settled on her knees.

Her slim fingers pressed into the edges of my pussy to spread it open, and she kissed my clitoris. Her lips circled it, and she sucked rhythmically in a way that made me shudder.

This is insane! I thought in disbelief.

Her slender finger probed at the entrance to my pussy, then wiggled up inside me. A second followed as she licked energetically at my clitoris.

A few moments later, she got up, giggled, and darted away, out of the closet. 

I stared after her, then up at my wrists again, then down the length of my body, still amazed at what was going on.

She scurried in, holding something behind her back, then knelt again, still hiding it as she forced my legs wider. A moment later, she started to lick me again, even as I felt something else pressing against my pussy. This something else was definitely a lot bigger than her fingers, and I gasped and moaned as it spread me wider and wider apart.

“Wha-what... what are you... doing?” I moaned.

“Fucking you, you gorgeous, sexy blonde.”

Something that felt very much like a cock pushed up deeper and deeper inside me, stretching the walls of my sex as it pumped in and out. A moment later, she stood up, still holding it. I stared down, but only caught a glimpse of a handle of some kind.

Then it started to vibrate.

For those of you unfamiliar with female anatomy, less than a quarter of the clitoris is visible. The rest is buried underneath like an iceberg. And the only thing between that and the vibrator was a very thin layer of flesh. What was more, she had put her thumb up along the outside and was rubbing my clitoris from side to side and pressing it back against the body of the sex toy inside me, increasing the sensation.

There was an absolute hurricane of sensation!

My hips bucked helplessly against her as she giggled and leaned in, sucking and then actually chewing and biting at my breast!

She thrust the thing achingly deep so that even as my hips jerked violently, I was trying to raise myself higher to ease the pressure deep inside me. Then she started to pump the thing in and out – hard – with her thumb riding up and down against my clitoris as it moved!

It took shockingly little time before the sexual pressure erupted, and a monster of an orgasm ripped through my mind and body. My head jerked back, banging against the wall several times until she brought her free hand up under my jaw and forced my head up and back to hold it in place.

Meanwhile, she thrust the long, thick vibrator up into me with hard, fast strokes that had me sobbing in animal pleasure as my hips bucked wildly against her. She laughed at my exertions, clearly enjoying herself as my mind was overwhelmed by sensations.

My breast burned where she was literally biting it! But she was also sucking hungrily at my nipple as she licked furiously at it.

Meanwhile, I couldn’t even see her or anything else. The way she was pushing up against the underside of my jaw meant all I could see was the ceiling.

Not that I really cared. My mind was drowning in sensation. I didn’t care what was going on outside of that. Everything focused on the hard thrust-thrust-thrust of that thick vibrator she was fucking me with and the way her finger was riding so harshly across my clitoris.

When I stopped bucking and twisting, she laughed and reached up above me, undoing the thin chain and letting my wrists fall. I sank to my knees, gasping for breath as she yanked the shirt-dress over my shoulders and down my arms. She unbuttoned the sleeves, cursing impatiently, then yanked them off completely before drawing my arms back behind me and fastening the bands together somehow.

I wasn’t resisting; I was trying to fit my shattered mind together again.

“Such a responsive girl,” she said in that purring voice.

I felt her tugging sharply on my hair.

“Down,” she ordered. “Sit on your heels, sexy girl.”

Then she giggled again. “Carefully.”

I sank down, but there was no real way of sitting on my heels while wearing those stilettos. I let myself sink down past them, so they slid up along the outside edges of my buttocks, then stopped, gasping, as the base of the vibrator pressed against the floor – hard!

Kaylie was in front of me, kneeling, kissing me hungrily, passionately, almost violently, her fingers in my hair, pulling and twisting at it as our naked bodies rubbed together.

She stood up, her fingers still in my hair, her G-string gone, her feet shifting wide as she twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Now let’s see how your tongue works, blonde girl.”

She mashed my face against her pussy, and I gasped, my mind still fluttering wildly. 

“Lick me, bitch!” she growled.

I moaned and then, well, tried. It wasn’t like I hadn’t had recent experience with people who knew what they were doing, demonstrating how it was done. Including her!

Of course, I had no hands to work with. But she had shifted her legs further apart as she pulled me in against her, so my tongue was able to get at her clitoris as she twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Sexy blonde slut,” she sighed. “That’s it. Please mommy, little girl, and maybe she won’t spank you.”

Mommy? Wtf?!

I licked energetically, gasping and moaning myself since the vibrator was still jammed high inside me and buzzing powerfully. That lent me energy, and I swept my tongue up and down and from side to side against her, gasping and wincing as she jerked at my hair, but not protesting.

Which a part of me wondered about. Like, why was I putting up with this?

Because, despite the orgasm, I was still full of the thrill of heat, a bubbling, churning liquid heat filling my lower belly as I tried to ride the vibrator while licking her. Then I discovered that I could, in fact, ride it. Somehow, it was locked to the floor. I shuddered as I rode myself up and down it as she jerked on my hair and mashed my face against her pussy.

“Slut!” she moaned. “Bitch! Whore! Lick me! Lick me, you blonde slut!” she moaned.

I did, as she yanked on fistfuls of my hair and I rode the vibrator with growing urgency.

She came, giving me a sense of dazed victory as she cursed and moaned and jammed her pussy against me. I had done it right!

The next thing I knew, she was on her knees, sweeping the belt around my neck and yanking it tight so I could barely breathe, then rubbing my clitoris hard and fast with her fingers.

“Down!” she ordered. “Down! Take it all inside you, you blonde slut! All of it!”

I moaned as the head jammed deep inside me, gasping and panting at the new flood of sensation, my eyes bulging, my mind swimming in liquid heat. Somehow, I sank lower and lower, crying out almost silently, my voice a croak of breathless pain and pleasure. And then the orgasm tore through me with a terrible, explosive force, and I screamed at the top of my lungs.

Well, not that much emerged, given how tight that belt was.
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Chapter Six
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I wore a tiny black mini that sat so low on my hips that if I’d had pubic hair, it would have shown over the top. Kaylie wanted me to show off my stomach and abdomen because she said it would make the other girls incredibly jealous. And while that wasn’t something I had any interest in doing, well, she was the client, and had a... forceful personality.

With the mini, she gave me a wraparound leather halter that was held together in front by laces that still kept the two sides several inches apart. It didn’t go much lower than an inch below my breasts. On her, it was loose. On me, not so much. I hoped the laces held up.

I kept the long black leather boots, and she added a black leather choker with a diamond-studded heart on the front that, for all I knew, had real diamonds.

“You look like a rebellious daughter flaunting what she’s got,” she said.

“I’m not your daughter,” I said with a frown.

“Perish the thought. I’m kinky, but not that kinky. No, you’re my friend Stacie’s rebellious daughter.”

“I bet Stacie will be surprised.”

She laughed. “No doubt. But no one else here knows her and won’t care. They’ll just accept it.”

I was a bit nervous when we went out to the car, but no one seemed suspicious about what we’d been doing inside. They were men. They probably just dismissed it as a ‘chicks trying on clothes’ kind of thing.

The bottom of the skirt was even higher than the other one and made me nervous.

Kaylie, on the other hand, wore what would have been a relatively modest white dress, other than the short, ruffled hem. Except that large rectangular panels were replaced by see-through lace.

The drive to the party was short and uneventful. It was someone else who lived in Beverly Hills, a director I’d never heard of. Apparently, based on his house, a very successful one. My job was to hang around her. This not being a public event, the others waited out front.

The party was for about fifty or so people, all of them, I presumed, celebrities. I didn’t really recognize anyone, but while I like music, I rarely saw those who made it. As for movies and TV shows, I like a few, but I usually have little time for them. Maybe I’d recognize names if I saw a guest list, but I didn’t see one lying around.

Before long, I was starting to feel like a rebellious daughter. Most of the conversations were gossip about people I didn’t know, and who were referred to by their first names. Now and then, it shifted to different songs, albums, movies, or shows that certain people had coming out. Again, mostly people only referred to by their first names, as if everyone was supposed to know who they were. And everyone did. Except me.

So, I felt like a teenager stuck tagging along at a party for old people. People looked at me a lot but rarely tried to talk to me. There were two women who stuck with Kaylie wherever she wandered. Both were a few years younger. One was a tiny black girl named Alysha who had flowing black locks half-covering her back (which meant fake), and looked all of five feet tall. The other was a brunette with a short, pixie cut named Tess.

Tess kept trying to dig into how long I’d known Kaylie, and who my mother was, and how long she’d known Kaylie, which made me nervous since it was all nonsense. Alysha was, I thought, was definitely trying to intimidate me, which was amusing given I was a head taller than her. She spoke in a lofty, condescending voice as if I couldn’t possibly be aware of certain things, given my youth and lack of sophistication. 

She was also very clearly a lesbian. She asked me if my breasts were real and what bra size I took. She also put on a phony (or not) seductive attitude, sliding her hand along my bare belly as she asked me if I ever played with girls.

I decided to act as unsophisticated as Tess was treating me.

“I play on a girls' baseball team in Manhattan,” I said, deadpan, as if I had no idea what she meant.

It was amusing that she wasn’t sure if I was being serious or not.

They had a variety of things to drink, but I slipped away to get a non-alcoholic drink myself and kept it reasonably full, so I’d have a reason to refuse all the suggestions that I try this or that.

“This is where business is conducted, you know,” Kaylie said to me. “Not in offices with agents. Oh, they iron out the details and contracts, but the decisions are made at parties like this.”

She pointed at an older, bearded man chatting with another man.

“See him? That’s the writer who became the showrunner for the Midtown series on HBO. He was at one of these little gatherings a couple of years ago when he ran into Bob Iger.”

“Who’s Bob Iger?”

“The head of Disney Studios, darling,” Kaylie said. “Anyway, like you, he had no idea who the man was, but somehow or other, they wound up discussing what he thought of Disney’s Star Wars streaming videos, and apparently, his opinion was quite caustic. So Iger challenged him to come up with a better idea. Now he’s the showrunner for The Apprentice, which is getting rave reviews.”

“Is that a uhm, Star Wars movie?”

“It’s a new series, darling. A big hit, too. Now everyone is trying to steal him. Disney did a deal with Warner Brothers Discovery to borrow him. He went from living in a bungalow in a suburb of Buffalo to doing two shows at the same time and living in a beach house in Malibu.””

“Is that how music gets made?”

“To a degree. Though the entertainment world intersects. There was a girl named Roberta Flack who had a song out that went nowhere. Somehow, Clint Eastwood heard it, called her, bought it, and featured it in his upcoming movie. The song ripped up the charts and she became a superstar.”

I’d never heard of Flack, but of course, I knew Eastwood. I still struggled for something intelligent to say.

“Thinking of doing a song for a movie?”

“She already has, dear,” Tess said in a tone that was already starting to annoy me.

Was I supposed to know all her songs? She had probably put out hundreds.

The party was alternately boring and annoying enough that I was starting to reconsider this as a career. I think I’d have been much happier hanging around outside with the guys. These people all seemed shallow and superficial.

Cindi, with an ‘I’, who introduced herself in just that way, almost seemed to brag about her child, whom she referred to as ‘they’ and was apparently ‘non-binary’. I gathered, after some confusion, that the child was female, because she used to be a lesbian before becoming trans and then deciding she or it or they were non-binary.

I did my best not to roll my eyes. I was not raised in a liberal household, and the lower ranks of the army are not, to put it mildly, woke. I was a meat-and-potatoes straight girl, and still trying to understand the wild heat I’d felt with Kaylie. 

I didn’t think it was because I found her sexy. She was pretty and had a nice body for someone over thirty, but if we were in a swimming pool changing room or something, I wouldn’t have remotely had any sexual interest in her. There had been girls with way better bodies in my barracks in basic and I hadn’t considered sex with them either.

No, it was her aggressively displayed passion and hunger that had excited me. That and, I decided, her sort of tying me up. Being restrained had been an integral part of that insanely exciting sexual experience with Jacob. And that was only a few weeks earlier. I had been frustrated in not being able to see more of that, but he was really busy, it seemed, and something kept me from coming right out and asking. I didn’t want to ask to be manhandled and treated like a slave girl! That would be too, well, embarrassing. I wanted him to do the asking and to be forceful about it.

Maybe that was why I’d caved so quickly to Kaylie. 

Whatever the reason, that had been intense. And that freaking big cock vibrator had absolutely stuffed me! Looking at it, when she’d finally taken it out, I could hardly believe it had even fit! It was super realistic looking and feeling, too. She said it cost nearly a thousand dollars, like that was nothing!

She acted as superficial as the rest of them, and I came to understand it was all an act, maybe for all of them. Why they bothered was beyond my understanding.

“You know,” she said to me as we were getting set to leave, “Tess and Alysha are coming back with us. It will look very strange if you leave with the bodyguards.”

“Aren’t they your friends? Does it matter if they know?”

“Yes, because they’ll gossip. It’s what one does, darling. Best if they don’t know.”

“So how –.”

“You’re staying with me, remember? Or so I’ve said a time or two. So you come back to the house with us, and then beg off with a headache and go to your room.”

“I don’t have a room,” I said, confused.

“Pick one, darling! There are at least five that are free. Tess and Alysha won’t be staying over.”

“Uhm, I didn’t bring anything for an overnight stay,” I said uncertainly.

“All of the rooms are set up for guests, so they are all equipped with whatever you might need. They also have laptops and TVs. If you want, you can leave in a few hours, after the girls do.”

“I’ll have to tell Ryan.”

“So, call him up, dear.”

I got away from them and called Ryan.

“Look, she’s been telling people I’m her friend’s daughter and am staying with her, but now two of her friends are going to be coming home with us and staying for a few hours. So I have to stay, too. She says I should just say I have a headache and go upstairs to one of the guest bedrooms and leave in a few hours. What do you think?”

“Sounds fine with me. Just call an Uber or a cab, and we’ll reimburse you the cost.”

“Okay,” I said doubtfully.

“How’s the party?”

“Boring as shit. These people are stuck up, superficial airheads.”

He laughed softly. “Enjoy.”

Then he hung up.

Kaylie left the party a half hour or so later, and I accompanied her back to her mansion with Tess and Alysha. They seemed to know where everything was, as Kaylie and I went upstairs to change into more comfortable clothes.

“How long do you think they’ll hang around?” I asked.

“Oh, who knows? Perhaps an hour, or possibly three.”

I made a face.

“You can stay in your room. I’ll tell them you’re bored with us and have a headache.”

“Uhm...”

“No worries.”

She pushed open a door and ushered me into a room just down from hers.

“Everything is here. You can stay the night, if you like. Attached ensuite there. TV remote, etc. You’ll figure it out. There are dressing gowns, new ones, in the closet. Also pajamas and underwear, all of it new. And a few things like yoga pants and dresses that will fit most people.”

She tugged the strings holding the halter together, and I gasped as it abruptly pulled apart.

“I hope you haven’t stretched this too much,” she said.

“Uhm, it’s leather. I don’t think it stretches.”

“Don’t contradict, dear. I’m the boss.”

She undid the skirt, too, and I looked nervously at the door.

“They won’t come upstairs,” she said in amusement. “They’re quite predictable. They’ll be exploring my kitchen for snacks and looking through my collection of coffees.”

She tugged down my thong, then.

“Kaylie!” I gasped.

She snorted and pushed me so I fell back onto the bed, then slid the thong off.

“Get on that bed,” she growled.

I felt an abrupt rush of something like electricity across the surface of my skin, licked my lips, and slid back onto the bed, naked but for the boots.

She climbed into bed and straddled me, then gripped my wrists and lifted them up and back behind me to the headboard. A moment later, she grabbed something there, and I gasped as she wrapped a soft strap around my wrists.

“Kaylie!” I gasped again, trying to pull my arms away.

“Don’t worry, my sweet. I’m just preparing you for later, after the girls leave.”

She pulled another strap from under the side of the bed frame and wrapped it around my leg just above the knee, then jerked it tight, forcing my knee up and out. Then she did the same with my other leg, forcing both legs wide.

My pulse was racing at this point, and a hot, thrumming sense of anticipation filled me.

“Wait here,” she said.

She wandered out of the room, leaving the door wide open! I stared at it anxiously, twisting my head to stare at the straps above me, then down at the straps forcing my knees apart. They weren’t touching the bedspread beneath but were held in place several inches above the bed.

She returned with an armload of things, dumping them on the bed, then showed me a black ball.

“What is that?”

She giggled, then pushed it against my mouth. She jerked on my hair at the same time, and I cried out even as the ball was jammed into my mouth. She fed a slender cord around behind my head as I felt another dark rush of heat. This was a ball-gag! I’d seen them on the internet!

Then came that big vibrator! It really did look like a big cock. She rubbed some kind of lube over the head and pushed it against me, slowly twisting and turning, pushing and pulling until it was jammed high inside me just as she’d done earlier.

Next,  she took a slightly narrower but just as realistic-looking cock and lubed that up before working it deep into my ass! She followed up with a soft, thick cord that she wrapped around the couple of inches that remained outside me, then fed it up diagonally across my abdomen, over my hip, around under my back, then back around my waist and back to wrap around the things again.

“Enjoy. I shouldn’t be more than a few hours, darling,” she said sweetly.

She left, closing the door behind her.

This was absolutely not in my training manual!

I was utterly filled with the two big sex toys. Staring down at my body, I saw how the mouth of my pussy strained wide around the one there, and felt a sense of amazement at finding myself like this. Had she really said she would keep me tied up like this for hours!?

The thing is, I was aroused. My body pulsed with sexual energy. All kinds of images and memories of the stuff I’d done with her earlier, and the stuff I’d done with Jacob, rolled through my mind. Then a series of dark fantasies, some with them involved, some with others.

I’d never really seen myself as being at all masochistic, but I did have a touch of the drama queen, so seeing myself as a helpless prisoner of evil, lust-crazed people (who were hot and sexy and not dangerous) was pretty easy to do. My breasts throbbed, and my nipples were hard and tingling/

And then the vibrator turned on all by itself!

I let out a squeak of alarm, then moaned and tried to jerk my legs together. The sensations were quite powerful, almost to the point of discomfort, and I was panting and moaning around the ball in my mouth until I was able to kind of adapt to them.

God damn!

It occurred to me at that moment that I really didn’t have much experience or even knowledge of sex when it came to kinky stuff. Clearly, she did. Jacob had probably learned it from some of his rich, sophisticated clients, too. Or maybe guys were just naturally more perverted.

But this was not something I would have ever imagined doing to someone! Much less having it done to me! Sure, I kind of knew people tied people up for play sex. I had been stunned at how far Jacob and now Kaylie took that.

I was still kind of trying to twist free of the straps around my wrists when she returned, carrying something.

“I thought you might be bored,” she said with a smirk.

She put a knee on the bed next to me and slipped this big headset thing down over my head and over my eyes. It was, I realized, one of those 3D, virtual reality things. I felt her putting things that turned out to be earbuds into my ears, and then I could both see and hear two beautiful women having sex.

Like, geeze.

One of them was blonde, and she was tied to a bed in exactly the same way I was. I didn’t think that was a coincidence. Apparently, Kaylie had used this video for pointers. I watched the brunette kneeling between the blonde’s legs, licking at her clitoris, thrusting first fingers, then dildos into her wet pussy.

Meanwhile, the vibrator inside me was changing. Instead of just vibrating, it was pulsing in a rhythmic way that felt like it started at the base and then moved inward so that it almost felt like the vibrator was moving.

The blonde in the video was not gagged, and was kind of noisy in her pleasure, which, to be honest, I had always dismissed as overacting. Having experienced the kind of intense passion and pleasure from Jacob that I never had before, I was no longer entirely sure.

A third woman came into the video, and soon one of them was riding the blonde’s face while jerking on her hair, while the other was thrusting a big dildo into her while licking her clitoris.

This was the kind of hedonism Hollywood was known for, I guess, but it was certainly not something I’d ever experienced. Nor would I have wanted to, if asked. Though if the blonde wasn’t acting, then maybe I was wrong there. Because if I could feel the kind of passion she was pretending to have, then sure, do whatever you want to me!

The brunette then strapped a big cock to her and started to fuck the blonde, and it wasn’t gentle. In fact, neither of the brunettes was being at all gentle with her, and the blonde seemed to be wallowing in it.

Well, Jacob hadn’t been all that gentle, either. Nor had Kaylie earlier. I was fine with that. Maybe that kind of rough manhandling was part of why I’d had multiple orgasms. And I have to admit that watching the porn video while being tied in this way and having the vibrator pulsing away inside me was most definitely turning me on.

“Tell me you’re my slave, bitch!” one of the brunettes demanded.

I wondered if Jacob had watched this video.

She had a kind of whip in her hand, one with dozens of short, thin laces, and she brought it down casually across the blonde’s breasts and then her pussy as she sat astride her face.

“I’m your slave, Mistress!” the blonde moaned.

Geeze!

“Slave! Sex slave! Make your mistress come, you blonde whore!”

She brought the thing down again, the long laces landing mostly softly across the blonde’s fake breasts, belly, and even between her spread thighs.

The blonde, meanwhile, licked the woman’s pussy with considerable energy.

It was very kinky. And it absolutely reminded me of what Jacob had done to me! Including telling me I was his slave!

I moaned around the gag, feeling an instinctive need to roll my hips up against the ‘cock’ penetrating me. That wasn’t really possible, though, the way I was tied. And trying made my inner thighs ache even more.

“You know you want that big cock, you blonde slut!” the woman said.

The other woman pumped a big, fake cock in and out of the blonde, rubbing her clitoris when the other one wasn’t sweeping that whip thing back at her.

Yes, despite there being no handsome guy with a big cock in it, this was definitely making me hungry for sex. The surprising thing was that it was making me wish I was the blonde in the video.

Like I said, I’m not really into girls. On the other hand, I am into big cocks. And that was a big one being thrust into her. Even with the vibrator, it wasn’t enough to make me come. But it was certainly enough to have me squirming, both mentally and physically.

I was sure I was sopping, though that hardly mattered since the vibrator wasn’t really moving. Which was making me increasingly frustrated. I wanted it to move. Actually, what I really wanted was a man to be thrusting his big cock into me, like Jacob had.

The video was taken from the side, but down towards the bottom of the bed. And it wasn’t this bed or this bedroom. But suddenly, through the magic of whatever video blending that was going on, the picture shifted and became this bed, while the blonde shifted and became me! The two brunettes went away.

I gaped at the sight of myself taken from a raised angle down to my right. It was freaky, to say the least, seeing myself like that on a video, much less a virtual reality video!  I stared at myself, watching my movements instantly shown on video.

And then I saw Kaylie come into the room.
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Chapter Seven
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Kaylie was definitely not dressed in the comfortware she’d come up for! She had on a tight leather mini, six-inch stiletto shoes with straps wrapping crisscrossed around her lower legs, a zipped-up halter, and a black leather mask that covered her entire head except for eyeholes and her mouth. And she had one of those whips!

I was still hearing moaning and sounds of female passion in my ears from the other video as the image of Kaylie walked up along the left side of the bed and let those thin laces from her whip slide up the center of my body, across my breasts, and back down again. 

“Slave!” she said. 

And somehow, her words appeared in the earbuds.

She sat down on the edge of the bed and let her leather-gloved hand caress my breasts, rolling my stiff nipples, then slid slowly down my body and between my legs. I moaned helplessly when her fingers found my clitoris and started rubbing, and my hips began to grind much more energetically upward.

“Blonde slave bitch,” she said in a taunting voice.

I was amazed watching this happening to me! It was like I was in a porn video! Except I could feel what the person on screen felt!

She stood up and walked around to the foot of the bed, then climbed in, crawling forward between my spread legs. Her front collapsed to the elbows, and then lower as she let her tongue trace a long, slow, meandering path up the inside of my left thigh. 

I gasped as her hands pressed down further on my thighs. Then she eased forward and started to lick my clitoris very slowly and lightly. It was frustrating! I wanted hard, and she was giving me gentle. She was teasing me instead of doing what I wanted!

And the more she teased me, the more I wanted it!

She got out of bed, moving frustratingly slowly, and sat down on the edge of the bed again. She leaned in and started to lick and then suck on the center of my left breast as her fingers gently rubbed my clitoris.

Again, this was freaking surreal that I could watch her do this in virtual reality from another direction, even as I felt it! The camera was rock steady, so not being held by anyone but mounted somewhere about five feet high and a little off to the right of the foot of the bed. So, I could see everything very clearly.

But not with my own eyes because they were covered. I can’t really describe how strange it felt!

I gasped and winced when she closed her teeth in on the soft flesh at the center of my breast. She chewed gently as she licked and sucked at my nipple, and her gloved fingers rubbed harder and faster against my swollen, throbbing clitoris.

Her other hand slid into my hair, intentionally pulling and twisting it so it ached, so it stung, so my head was forced back.

And then the orgasm hit. I cried out with helpless pleasure, my hips grinding frantically up against her fingers as I watched myself coming! And that, too, was a new thing for me! I’d never watched myself having an orgasm before! It was the strangest thing!

My body was trembling and twisting and writhing as my hips ground desperately up at her fast-rubbing leather fingers, and she, meanwhile, was biting and chewing her way across my breasts while twisting her fingers in my hair. I could see it and feel it at the same time!

“Slave!” she said in my ears. “Sex slave!”

It was hard to think of anything as I watched myself come. But I did know a mild sense of relief that no one would be able to identify who the blonde on the bed was from this video. Not with the VR headset on and the ball-gag in my mouth.

But I couldn’t really find the brain power to care much anyway because my mind was being buffeted by a howling storm of sensation that didn’t allow much room or interest in thinking about anything else.

Even as the orgasm faded, she moved around and knelt between my legs again. This time, she undid the little rope things and then began to pump the vibrator in and out as she licked my clitoris. The stimulation, along with the excitement of finally having something like a cock thrusting into me very quickly, roused me to the same height of need and passion as I had been in before.

And then her sucking, licking tongue drove me over the edge once more, and she ruthlessly thrust the big, vibrating cock almost painfully deep inside me again and again!

“Sex slave!” I heard her saying in my ears.

Which was strange because she clearly wasn’t speaking. I could see her tongue licking me.

“Sex slave!” her voice said repeatedly, sometimes loudly, sometimes whispering, the words so close together they were sometimes being said at the same time.

I paid little attention, my body thrashing and twisting as she rammed the big cock into me and sucked furiously at my clitoris. The orgasm was even more intense than the first one had been, and lasted longer, leaving me dazed and panting. I could see my chest heaving as I gulped in air.

Kaylie straightened up, produced a long black scarf, and then wrapped it around my neck and slowly tightened it until I couldn’t breathe.

“Remember, slave bitch! I own your body!” her voice growled into my ear. “It belongs to me! So I can do anything I want to it!”

She loosened the scarf after several seconds, then reached around behind me into my tangled hair and undid the cord holding the ball in my mouth. She pulled it free, and I sucked in deep breaths of air.

In the VR headset, I saw her sliding her gloved fingers along my lips as I breathed.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” she growled in my ears.

I just moaned, and she gripped the scarf and tightened it.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, slave!”

“I-I’m your... bitch!” I gasped.

“Call me... mistress.”

Wow! This is so fucking edgy!

“Mistress!” I gasped.

“Say it again!”

“Mistress!” I gasped.

I watched her slap my cheek and gasped.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, slave!”

“I’m... I’m your bitch, Mistress!” I gulped.

“Much better... slave.”

I gasped as her right thigh pressed in against the base of the vibrator, which forced it even deeper inside me! It was all but buried in my quivering belly now, and I shuddered as the vibrations made my muscles spasm.

“Blonde whore,” she taunted, sliding her fingers along my lip. “How many times do you think I can make you come?”

She backed off out of bed and out of camera range. When she returned, half a minute later, she had lost the skirt and the halter and was wearing a strap-on dildo as thick as the vibrator inside me. I watched her climb into bed and kneel between my legs. Then she slid the vibrator out of me.

My pussy gaped for a moment, then she inserted the big cock and sank it slowly into me.

She let her body move forward, leaning in further and further until she was lying atop me. I was watching almost from over her shoulder as she began to roll and grind her hips, thrusting the cock into me. I felt her soft skin atop me, felt her breasts against mine, and began to feel her lips along the nape of my neck and up under my earlobe.

“Slave bitch,” she whispered. “Sex slave!”

Her hips worked harder, her buttocks rising and falling in time to my feeling the big cock thrusting into me. She jammed it fully into me, and I felt something at the base, something that ground against my clitoris in a way that was a wild, dark mix of sensations.

And then she pushed the VR headset off, and I blinked dizzily as that world disappeared and this one reappeared. She mashed her lips down against mine, her fingers twisting my hair again, and I gasped and kissed dazedly back.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave,” she growled.

This time I heard the words directly.

“Fu-Fuck me!” I moaned.

She jerked hard on my hair, and I cried out in pain as she bit into the nape of my neck.

She flipped the earbud out and breathed into my ear.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave,” she whispered.

“Please fuck me!” I moaned. “Ahh!”

She bit my ear!

“You forgot to say mistress, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

This was all moving too fucking fast for me!

And the dildo began to churn my insides up as she crushed my lips with hers again.

“Tell me you love my cock, slut!” she growled.

“Ungh! Ungh! I-I ungh! l-love ungh your ungh cock, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Slave bitch!” she growled, biting into the nape of my neck again like some kind of wild animal.

The big dildo was ramming into me with almost painful force as I gasped and moaned helplessly. And then she suddenly stopped.

She slid up and off me and knelt there, the cock half buried in my pussy, then picked up the vibrator and turned it back on. She let it rub from side to side against my clitoris as she thrust into me, then picked up the flog thing and brought it down lightly across my chest.

“Slave girl!” she taunted.

I shuddered and moaned as she thrust into me, rubbed me with the vibrator, and swept the thing down across my breasts, hitting harder, and then harder still, until they began to sting!

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! God! Oh! Fuck! Ungh!” I gasped.

“Sex slave!”

She stopped and pulled out completely, then undid the straps around my legs. I shuddered as she pulled them together, the relief in my inner thighs intense even as she tried to roll me over.

“On your knees, slave!”

She slapped my hip, then my buttock, rolling me over and jerking up on my hips.

I moaned, flat on the bed except for my hips and belly, my breasts at least now protected by the bedspread.

Crack!

Not so my butt!

“Spread your legs, Slave!”

Crack!

I gasped and spread my legs and felt the big cock pushing into me again. Pushing deep! She was soon riding me from behind, her hands alternately gripping my hips or slapping my bottom. In this position, though, the top of the straps she was wearing began to strike the base of the dildo in my ass, forcing it deeper.

I was losing my mind with what this crazy bitch was doing to me!

“Blonde slave whore!” she cried, slapping my bottom and then grabbing a fistful of hair and yanking my head back.

“Ahh!”

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl.”

“I love cock, Mistress!” I cried.

“Nasty blonde slut!

Crack!

“You definitely deserve to be tortured.”

Crack!

“Whipped!”

Crack!

Her body folded over me, and her lips came down on the nape of my neck again. I felt her right hand push in under my hip and slide up my abdomen, and then her fingers found my clitoris.

“Come for me, slut,” she growled. “Come for your mistress while I fuck you with my big cock!”

She jerked back on my hair, and I came, free now to thrust my hips back against the big dildo she was riding me with, impaling myself on it with every stroke.

It was so raw and animalistic! The feel of that big ‘cock’ ramming into me and her hips slapping against me made it seem more like I was with a man than a woman. She was definitely manhandling me! 

I lost myself to the wild, swirling chaos in my mind as the sensations overwhelmed me. My head was forced back by the way she was pulling on my hair, and yes, that did make my scalp sting, but somehow it only added to the heat, to the idea I was being roughly used, conquered, ravished!

I came again, crying out in dazed, mindless passion and pleasure as she rode me, as she railed me, as she used me as if I really was her bitch!

“Sex slave!” she growled into my ear.

She rode me through the wild heat and explosive pleasure that tore through my mind and body, and then roughly flipped me over again. She shoved the big vibrator back inside me, removed the strap-on, and then straddled my head just the way the woman in the video had.

“Please your mistress, slave!” she growled from way, way up there above me.

And then she jammed her pussy down against my mouth.

“Lick me, you sexy blonde slut!” she groaned.

I did my best! I mean, I was more than a little dazed, kind of stunned by everything that had happened, the incredible orgasms. But I was still enveloped in a deep, all-encompassing sense of passion, hunger, and need. 

I cried out as she pulled back on my hair, kind of riding her pussy up and down against my mouth and nose.

“Make your mistress come or you’ll be tortured, sex slave!” she taunted.

This was so sick and wild and wicked!

She laughed as I licked her, rubbing herself against me. She managed to twist her upper body and swung the flog down so that the light laces slapped across my breasts and belly and between my legs. And that made me gasp and jerk, but also brought to mind the video I’d just been watching. So that sent another rush of excitement through me.

“Ahhh,” she groaned. “That’s it. Nasty little blonde slave whore! Lick your mistress! Suck on her clitoris! Nasty little slave!”

She twisted around again and reached back between my legs. The vibrator turned on again, and I gasped and shuddered.

“Lick harder, slut!”

She picked up the flog and whapped it down across my belly and between my legs again. The base of the vibrator kind of kept it away from the top of my pussy, and I felt another burst of heat.

And then I felt hands on my thighs, forcing them wide! A moment later, a tongue started to lick at my clitoris!

I was shocked, and then engulfed by another dark wave of liquid heat. 

It was just like the movie!

I gasped as the vibrator was jammed deeper, and someone licked hard and fast at my clitoris. I licked harder at Kaylie’s pussy in response.

She slid back a little, jerking back on my hair.

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

“I-I’m your bitch,” I moaned.

“Pinch her nipples,” she said.

A moment later, fingers pinched and twisted my nipples sharply.

“Call me mistress, slave,” she purred.

“Ouch! Mistress!” I cried.

“Tell me you’re my whore!”

“I’m your whore, Mistress!” I gasped, self-conscious because someone else would be hearing, and I didn’t even know who it was.

She jammed her pussy against my face again, and I started to lick once more.

I felt the vibrator pumping in and out, and then sliding out completely. A moment later, several fingers pushed into me as the vibrator rubbed back and forth across my clitoris.

“Blonde slut,” Kaylie moaned, spreading the lips of her sex with her fingers. “Obey your mistress and suck on her clitoris.”

I did as she ordered as the fingers pumped and twisted inside me. They seemed to thicken and spread apart, and I felt the mouth of my sex forced wider, aching more, stretching more.

My thighs were now pinned down to either side by someone’s knees as the mouth of my pussy ached even more. Then her fingers pushed deeper, and the strain began to ease.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!” Kaylie demanded, easing back.

“I-I’m your bitch, Mistress!” I gasped.

She laughed and then swung her leg around and got off me.

It was Alysha! The petite black woman stuck her tongue out at me even as I dropped my eyes and stared at the sight of my body stretched tautly around the base of her hand. Then that disappeared entirely inside me, and all I saw was her wrist!

“Oh! Oh my God!” I gasped.

“Blonde slut!’ Alysha taunted.

“Roll her over,” Kaylie demanded.

Alysha slid back off my thighs, then she and Kaylie lifted my left leg up and swung it over. The two of them turned me, and I felt several hard, stinging slaps on the bottom.

“Up on your knees, slave girl!” Kaylie exclaimed.

Yelping, moaning, I raised my hips up as Kaylie climbed into bed again, this time in front of me. She sat on my bound arms, lying back, spreading her legs wide, and reaching for my hair. I gasped as she yanked my face in and down against her.

“Please your mistress, you blonde slave bitch!”

Crack!

“You heard her, slut!” Alysha said from behind me.

I dazedly started to lick as I felt the black girl’s hand twisting and turning inside me. Her fingers slowly drew in and back one at a time until they formed a solid fist inside me. I felt it turning from side to side, then pushing deeper as her fingers rubbed my clitoris.

My mind was filled with dazed heat and astonishment that didn’t leave any room for thinking about what to do or say.

“I shall have a cage built and keep you in it, slave,” Kaylie said as I licked her.

“And bring her out every evening to hang her upside down by the ankles and whip!” Alysha said.

I gasped and moaned as I licked, the fist inside me starting to move in and out slowly. My mind had fallen into a dark sexual fever, unthinking, doing as I was told, but otherwise just wallowing in the sensations flooding my mind and body.

When Alysha stopped rubbing my clitoris and instead brought the vibrator up against it, rubbing hard and fast, the sensations made me squeal, and my hips twisted and jerked and rolled. And then another monster orgasm tore through me. 

“Such a responsive slut,” Kaylie said as I bucked and jerked, trying to ram myself back against Alysha’s fist as my mind tumbled and turned in rapture.

Kaylie let me thrash and twist and tremble my way through the orgasm, then jerked harder on my hair to pull my mouth back down against her.

Whether it was my licking and sucking, or the excitement of her watching Alysha drive me insane with her fist, I succeeded in making the woman come. She climbed off my arms and moved behind me to watch as Alysha continued to twist and pump her fist.

“Apologize for being a blonde slut,” Kaylie ordered.

Whap! The flog came down on my back!

“Ahh!”

“Obey, slave girl!”

Whap!

“Ahh! I’m... I’m... I’m sorry for being a blonde slut, Mistress!” I gasped.

Whap!

“Louder, slut!”

“I’m sorry for being a blonde slut, Mistress!”

This was so fucking outrageous!

Whap!

“Apologize for being a blonde whore!”

Someone wrapped a thick mass of my hair around their fist and jerked back on it, forcing my head up and back.

“I’m sorry for being a blonde whore, Mistress!” I cried.

And then I came again, with Alysha’s fist moving in and out of me and her fingers rubbing hard and fast against my clitoris. Or, no, it was Kaylie’s fingers rubbing me and Alysha jerking back on my hair!

Did it even matter anymore!?

Alysha slid her hand out of me, and then she lay back before me, jerking on my hair and ordering me to lick her pussy as Kaylie donned the strap-on and fucked me again.

I was beyond thinking about anything. I just acted like a mindless automaton as my mind and body crackled with sexual heat and overloaded again and again.
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I had thought my evening with Jacob had been the most incredible, intense, and astonishing sexual experience of my life. But that day and evening with Kaylie outdid it. It lasted longer, involved more people, and it didn’t end with me going home. Kaylie insisted I spend the night, and I didn’t see any good reason why I shouldn’t.

I hadn’t been entirely clear-minded when she and Alysha had left me for the night. But after an evening of insane sex, I had had a shower and washed my hair in the ensuite bathroom. The hot shower had just made me sleepier, though, so I pulled back the bedspread, climbed into bed naked without bothering to look for any of the jammies and such she said were in the closet, and fell asleep.

I woke up feeling sore in all kinds of places, not to mention confused since I was in an unfamiliar bed and bedroom. It all rushed back to me in an instant, and I closed my eyes, and kind of cringed at the memories of what I’d done and had done to me, and what I’d said!

God! How degrading!

It was then that I noticed that my arms were held together behind me by something.

“What the hell...?”

I squirmed my way out from under the sheets and stood up, then stared at myself in the mirror over the dresser. 

I had a collar around my neck. One of those black leather bondage things with studs, and an O-ring in front. Twisting around, I saw that I had smaller versions around my wrists, and they were locked together behind my back.

I knew I hadn’t had these on when I went to bed. How in the hell had she put them on me after I fell asleep without waking me up!?

I had always thought of myself as tough, strong-willed, and independent-minded. But Kaylie had turned me into her mindless sex toy with ease. Okay, yes, it had been incredible. I’d had multiple orgasms. I didn’t regret that. But that I had been such a ... well, submissive slut was embarrassing.

Then again, I’d been a submissive slut for Jacob, too. What the hell was going on with my head? Somehow, it didn’t feel quite as degrading to have a big, strong man dominate me as it did to have a woman smaller than me do it. I wasn’t even gay! I should have been able to easily resist her! 

But I hadn’t even tried!

What a weakling!

Yes, she was even older than Jacob, and a big, powerful star, but even so, I could have easily rejected her advances. Normally, I would have. I’d dealt with women interested in me before. But this time, well, it had started with her kind of tying me up. And that had instantly connected my body and mind to what Jacob had done and drained away all thought of resistance.

I slid out of bed and stared at myself in the mirror over the dresser, my eyes widening.

Wow! I really did look like some kind of sex slave! My hair was tousled from bed, and I had a neat bite mark on the center of my left breast, framing my nipple, which was already erect. No, I realized, I had one at the center of both breasts! And a hickey!

God!

I couldn’t get dressed with these on, so I went to the door, turned my back to it, and turned the handle, then I pulled the door open and peered hesitantly out into the hall.

Was Kaylie alone in this place? Was Aylisha still here? Were there servants? She had mentioned a maid she had sent home at one point. Can you imagine being naked in a strange house with your hands locked behind you as you try to find someone? Needless to say, I was pretty anxious and self-conscious.

I would have even been delighted to see Alysha, and I was even more peeved at having had her dominate me in bed than I was about Kaylie. Alysha was tiny! I could pick her up and toss her out a window! It was embarrassing to let such a small woman push me around physically.

I found the door to the master bedroom closed. I turned my back to it, opened it, and turned around again, then pushed it open with my shoulder and slid slowly inside. 

The drapes were drawn, and there wasn’t a lot of light in the room. But as my eyes adjusted, I saw the bed and the two people sleeping in it. I cringed a bit, having hoped Alysha was gone. I did not want to see her again, the smug little... midget!

I could hardly believe she’d put her whole hand up inside me! And that she’d then given me multiple orgasms. I was indignant about her having treated me like a bitch. And also embarrassed that I hadn’t put up even the least bit of resistance.

You know how you feel when you act like a complete loser in front of someone and never want to see them again? That’s how I felt.

I especially felt like not seeing her while I was naked and tied up.

So, I moved silently to the side of the bed Kaylie was on and knelt beside it, then leaned in to get as close to her face as possible.

“Kaylie!” I whispered. 

She didn’t hear, so I kind of nudged her with my head and tried again.

“Kaylie!”

She grumbled, and her eyes fluttered.

“Somehow, I wound up still kind of tied up. If you could undo these things, I’ll get dressed and get out of here,” I whispered.

She smiled tiredly. “Oh, it’s my new sex slave.”

“I’m not –.”

She reached out and hooked a finger into the O-ring, pulling me forward and kissing me.

She pulled back.

“You need your morning Listerine,” she grumbled. “Me too, I suppose.”

“Well, It’s not like I could brush my teeth or anything,” I said waspishly. “When the hell did you put these on me?”

“Uhm, I don’t remember,” she said. “I had a few drinks with Alysha after you went to sleep.”

She yawned and then slapped Alysha’s bottom through the covers.

“Wake up, slut,” she said.

Alysha cursed softly as she sat up.

Damn it.

“Oh, the sex slave is here. Come lick my pussy, blonde girl.”

“What time is it?” Kaylie said, yawning as she sat up.

She swung her legs out of bed and I stood up.

“Come with me, blonde girl,” she said.

She took my arm and led me into the enormous ensuite bathroom.

“My, you look gorgeous in that,” she said, grinning at me in the mirror.

“Yesterday was insane,” I said, trying to think of how to explain that I wasn’t normally a sex crazed weakling.

She turned on the faucet and then plucked a toothbrush off the wall and put toothpaste on it.

“Uhm, if you could just undo these,” I said, turning my back to her and waggling my hands.

She started to brush her teeth, holding up her other hand with her finger thrust up, indicating for me to wait a minute. I scowled impatiently. It would only take her a second!

Then Alysha came into the room.

“Could you undo these, please?” I said, trying to put more strength into my voice as I turned my back toward her.

Crack! She slapped my butt.

“Ow! Shit!”

She laughed and took my wrists and then fiddled with the restraints.

“Uhm, these things are locked.”

“Locked!? They lock!?”

“Of course, they lock.”

She checked the collar.

“Yup. Locked.”

“Well, where’s the key!”

“Good question. You remember what we did with the key?” she asked Kaylie.

Kaylie held up her finger again.

“Why did you put these on me?”

“As a joke. We’d had a few drinks by then.”

She turned on the water at the other sink, pulled down a plastic wrapped toothbrush, tore it open, then put toothpaste on it.

“Well, where would you have put the key?”

“We went back downstairs afterward, giggling like idiots. It might be down there. Or you could check the night table and dressers out there.”

She indicated the bedroom, then began to brush her teeth.

I cursed and went out to the other room, which was still kind of dark. I found the light switch on the wall, and managed to turn it with my chin, then walked around the large room, looking for a key sitting out in the open.

I didn’t find one.

I went back into the bathroom to find Kaylie swishing her mouth with mouthwash.

She gestured me over and I went as she spit it out, then rinsed her mouth out.

“I can’t find the key,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll keep you like this forever.”

“Kaylie!”

She pulled the plastic off another new toothbrush. How many did she kept as spares anyway?

Humming, she put toothpaste on then moved behind me and brought the brush up against my mouth.

“Open.”

“I don’t brush my teeth until after I’ve had breakfast.”

“Do you live alone?”

“Yes.”

“Open.”

I tsked, and let her brush my teeth, which was really strange.

“You have gorgeous breasts,” she said. “Doesn’t she have gorgeous breasts?”

“They’re okay,” Alysha said, leaving the room.

“You’re just jealous.”

Kaylie made me rinse out my mouth, then had me fill my mouth with mouthwash, and then rinse it out again. Then she sat on the edge of the counter, drew me in against her, and gave me a long, passionate kiss.

“Did you do all that so you could kiss me?” I asked, about thirty seconds later, when she’d pulled back.

I was a bit breathless. It had been a very good kiss.

“It isn’t every day I have a gorgeous blonde sex slave wake up in my bed.”

“I wasn’t in your bed. That was Aylisha.”

“Who owns the bed you woke up in.”

“You, I guess.”

She smirked.

“Where is the key for these?”

“Probably downstairs. If not, well, we can have Andre cut them off.”

“Who is Andre?”

“The chauffeur, dear. You saw him yesterday.”

I had not been paying attention to the chauffeur. 

“How can I even get dressed?”

“Are you shy?” she asked coyly.

“Uhm, yes!”

“Don’t worry. Andre has seen worse.”

“Kaylie!”

She giggled and then left the bathroom. Alysha was just finishing getting dressed. Kaylie put on underwear, sweat pants and a loose top, then, looking at me, she smirked again, went into a dresser drawer, and came out with a thin leather belt. 

Or so I thought.

She came up to me and the belt turned out to be a thin strap with a metal clip on the end. She clipped it to the O-ring dangling from the front of the collar, then tugged on the strap.

“Come along, sex slave.”

I gasped but stumbled after her.

“Is anyone else home!?” I asked urgently.

“God knows,” she said.

“You invited the LA Rams over for breakfast, remember?” Alyisha said.

“Oh, right. They’re all waiting downstairs.”

“That’s not funny!” I said nervously.

The two of them laughed as they walked down the hall. I had to follow, my bare feet padding along on the floor, naked but for the collar. I was starting to feel very much like a sex slave!

I followed them down the winding staircase, then across the marble floor of the entry hall, up a hallway and into the kitchen area.

“What do you want for breakfast, slave girl?”

“I can’t eat, remember! No hands!”

“Pish.”

“We should look for the key now.”

“I’m useless without coffee,” she grunted.

They looked in cupboards and started pulling out plates and knives.

“Maybe I’ll go look.”

Kaylie gripped the back of my neck and turned me to a huge island, then pushed, bending me over.

“You’re being very impertinent,” she said.

“I’m not being... uh... impertinent!” I gasped.

She drew the strap – the leash, let’s face it – across the island and down the other side, then managed to hook the handle onto something before coming back around.

Crack!

“Slave girls need to be more impatient.”

“Ow! Shit.”

Crack!

“And respectful.”

“Ow! That stings!”

“Of course it stings. It’s supposed to. How else do little girls learn?”

“I’m bigger than you! And that’s very old thinking!”

“So? I’m old.”

“You’re also a liberal!”

“There is that. Don’t you think she has a gorgeous ass?”

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped as Aylisha passed behind me and slapped me, carrying plates and utensils into the other room.

“I’ve seen better.”

“When? Where?” Kaylie asked.

She moved behind me and spread my legs wide.

“Very nice, tight, neat pussy.” 

I felt her fingers running up and down the line of my sex.

“Very good job of shaving, but I should send you to my spa. They’ll do laser hair removal, take off everything below the neck permanently.”

“I don’t have the money for that.”

“Really? How much do you make at this bodyguard place?”

Her fingers were lightly stroking my clitoris, and that was having a surprisingly powerful response from my body. Maybe it was because I’d become conditioned since last night, but the feel of her soft fingers against me produced an instant rush of excitement.

Then she sank down onto her knees behind me, and I felt her tongue lapping at my clitoris.

“Kaylie! W-We haven’t even had breakfast!” I gasped.

“You eat what you want, and I’ll eat what I want.”

She started to lick harder, and to suck on my clitoris, and with me bent over and my breasts pillowed out beneath my chest against the counter I felt my pulse rate pick up and start to race.

“Why isn’t she making the food and licking our pussies?” Aylish asked as she returned. “She’s the sex slave.”

“I am not,” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow! Shit!”

“Don’t be impertinent, slave girl.”

I heard a ding from the microwave and Kaylie stood up.

“Here, you carry on.”

Aylisha knelt behind me then and continued to lick and suck on my clitoris. That made me more self-conscious than when Kaylie was doing it but I couldn’t exactly complain!

Especially when she was so damn good at it.

The sexual heat was taking hold of my body and mind. My chest was tightening and my breathing was becoming more ragged.

Aylisha stood up and I felt her fingers sliding into me, stretching me wider and wider.

“Oh! Oh, please!” I gasped.

“Please what, blonde girl? Please ram your fist up my pussy? Was that what you were going to beg me for?” Aylisha demanded.

“No! Oh!”

Her fingers came out and something else pushed into me. Some kind of sex toy. It was thick and long and I moaned as she pumped it in and out and drove it deeper and deeper. It had a sort of lip that slid up across the front of my sex, over my clitoris, in other words. It also had thin straps that she drew diagonally up my abdomen and over my hips to join in back with another one that went up between my buttocks.

Kaylie walked past behind me.

“Let’s eat,” she said.
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Aylisha stood up, then went around to the other side of the island and unhooked the leash.

I gasped as she jerked sideways, stumbling, then I straightened and followed her out in front of the island and over to the table. 

“Kneel,” she said.

“What?”

She gripped my hair and jerked straight down, and I gasped and sank to my knees.

“Sit on your heels.”

I sat uncertainly down on my heels and she removed the leash.

“Spread your legs wide,” Aylisha demanded.

“Why?”

“Because if you don’t, I’m gonna use this on your big tits.”

She swung the thin strap, and I jerked my legs wide.

“Shoulders back. Show us your lovely tits, slave girl.”

I gulped and obeyed.

The smell of coffee filled the air, as well as that of heated up pastries.

“Look, I know that the impression you got of me yesterday wasn’t exactly, uhm, that is, I know I acted like a slut. But I don’t usually do that kind of thing. In fact, I’ve never done that sort of thing. I’ve never even done anything remotely like that, even with a guy, never mind women!”

“Who told you to talk?”

The thing inside me suddenly revealed itself as a vibrator, and I squealed and jerked my thighs together as it pulsed rapidly against me. It was both inside me and outside, for that lip thing was pressing down against my clitoris and vibrating as powerfully as the shaft inside me.

Kaylie and Aylisha sat down and began to eat while I squirmed helplessly on the floor, trying to adjust to the powerful vibrations.

“Oh, please!” I gasped.

“Please what? Please fuck my brains out?” Aylisha asked.

“Please make me come like a whore?” Kaylie asked.

The power eased down a little

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” Kaylie ordered.

I didn’t and she snorted. “Do it or I’ll turn it up even higher.”

Moaning, I jerked my thighs apart.

“Wider, slut.”

I pulled my knees achingly wide and she smiled down at me. Then she did something on the table and the power eased further.

“Let me play with that,” Aylisha said.

“Not just yet. We want her relatively sane for a bit.”

“Why? She’s a blonde sex slave. She doesn’t need a brain.”

“Well, she has to eat, after all.”

“How much are those people at your company paying you, slave girl?” Kaylie asked.

“My name is Brooke,” gulped, still trying to resist the throbbing and pulsing of the vibrator.

“How much?”

“I just started. I’m getting about sixty thousand. Though, I’m told that can double in a year once I prove myself.”

“Chump change,” Aylisha said.

I bit back a hot response because she could, after all, do pretty much anything to me.”

“I am not a very trusting person,” Kaylie said.

She did something and the pulsing eased further.

“I have, for example two different financial organizations looking after my money. And I hire a third to do regular audits on them. It has long occurred to me that relying on one security company to take care of me was putting all my eggs – namely me – in one basket. So the company that escorts me around is not the same as the company that provides security here.

“Even so, while I’m here, I’m completely at the mercy of the company here, and when I’m on the road, I’m completely at the mercy of those men who work for another company.”

“And when you fly, you’re completely at the mercy of the pilots,” I said.

“Oh, you have no idea how carefully I checked the backgrounds of the pilots who fly my plane. In any event, it occurs to me it would be handy to have a personal bodyguard who can be with me here, and then with me on the road. A live-in bodyguard who travels wherever I go.”

“Are you talking about me working for you full time!?”

“Yes. I’ll double your salary.”

I hesitated. “I’d get that anyway in a year, plus a company car. And the guy who hires me even lives in a company condo.”

She sniffed in irritation. “Fine, triple it. And you get free room and board here!”

“As long as you stay naked,” Aylisha said with a smirk.

“Quiet, you,” Kaylie said.

“You want to pay me a hundred and eighty thousand a year to be your little sex toy?”

“What’s money for if not to spend?” Kaylie said as if this was patently obvious. “Plus, I get to write your salary off on my taxes.” 

“Ahh, things become clearer.”

“I’ll pay for your wardrobe so you look sexy when accompanying me.”

“You won’t need anything at home,” Aylisha added.

“I’ll undo the restraints and let her spank you if you don’t be quiet,” Kaylie said.

“You want me to be a sex doll, twenty-four, seven?!”

“You ARE a sex doll twenty-four/seven dear. I just want you to be available to me. I’m not a sex maniac. It’s not like I’d want sex with you that often anyway. I don’t normally have the time for the kind of things we’ve been doing the last day or so. Plus, I often like guys. Still, it would be nice when I’m on the road, say in Tokyo or Melbourne or Paris or London to have you in my hotel suite. It would make me feel safer and... perhaps I could work off some energy on you. Or you my boy toy of the day could play games with you.”

She smirked down at me.

I was busy thinking of a hundred and eighty thousand a year plus flying around the world in a private jet and staying at five-star hotels. And to be honest, kinky sex with Kaylie was not something I was at that moment terribly interested in trying to avoid. So far, it had been amazing!

“And where would I be if you fired me tomorrow or next week or next month?”

“Unemployed, I expect. Your own company could do that, too. However, I’m not unmindful of your interest in job security.

“You could get bored with me pretty quickly. I’m not really a sex maniac either.”

She sniffed and then got up, picked the leash thing up, and pulled me to my feet.

“What about breakfast?” Aylisha demanded.

“You stay. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Kaylie led me out of the room, down the hall and then into an office. She closed the door behind her and then pushed me back against it.

I’ll make you a deal,” she said, leaning in to nibble at my earlobe. “I will place one million dollars worth of Google stock in a trust for you. That trust will vest if I fire you, unless it’s for outrageous conduct on your part, or in ten years time.”

“Seriously?”

She cupped and squeezed my breasts.

“I love these breasts. I’m so jealous!”

“Your breasts are fine. What if I act up to get fired on purpose.”

“I’m not a dummy. The trust will have words to take deliberate misbehavior on your part into account and then you’ll get nothing.”

“A million dollars is a lot of money for some sex.”

“Sex, security, silence about my kinkiness, and... company. It can get lonely on the road, you know. Think of the million as a pension. And remember, I get to write it all off if you’re an employee.”

“You have a ton of hangers on like Aylisha.”

“Aylisha is all right. But she can’t travel that much because her husband is jealous.”

“She’s married?”

“Yes. I told you, we’re not lesbians. Besides, if I have a guaranteed trust set up, then you don’t need to be one of those girls who is desperate to please me – except in sex, of course – and I can count on you telling me things that flatterers won’t.”

“How do you know I’m not a flatterer?”

“You’re too young and too plebian.”

“Plebian?”

“Oh, dear. I suppose that sounds insulting. I mean, you’re a regular person. Well, not exactly regular. But I doubt you’ll get starry eyed. What’s your favorite Kaylie song?”

“Uhm...”

“See?”

“I mean, it’s not really my favorite kind of music.”

“Even better.”

I yelped and my buttocks slapped the door behind me as the vibrator suddenly became a lot more intense.”

“Hmm? Oh, I suppose Aylisha has gotten hold of my phone. This thing is activated with a Bluetooth connection from the app, you see.”

She shook her head and pulled me away from the door, then led me back down to the kitchen, where Aylisha was eating by herself and examining the phone.”

“How do you keep getting my pass code?” Kaylie demanded, taking the phone.

“You check it a billion times a day when I’m next to you. Hard not to notice.”

Kaylie turned it down and sat, then pointed an imperious finger at me and at the floor. I knelt there, my insides still quivering.

“What was that all about?”

“Financial arrangements.”

“Did you buy a sex slave?”

“You can’t buy people, Aylisha, only rent them.”

She passed a plate to the black girl.

“Heat this up, would you?”

“Aylisha stood up and took it around the island and Kaylie winked at me.

“Of course, you’ll have to learn how to be a good and proper little sex slave,” she said. “You’ll need to become amazing at oral sex, for example.”

“I don’t have a lot of experience with that. At least, not for girls.”

“Yes, I understand. I’ll have to get someone to teach you.”

“You’re pretty good.”

“I am an amateur. I know just the person to teach you.”

“Uhm, who?” I asked doubtfully.

“That’s not your concern, slave girl. Remember, slave girls are owned by their mistress, and their bodies belong to her to do with as she chooses,” she said.

Aylisha returned and slid Kaylie’s plate back onto the table in front of her. It seemed to be mostly rolls. And when the woman tore off a piece and held it out to me, I hesitantly took it from her fingers. It was a Kayser roll.

“Got her eating out of your hand,” Aylisha said.

“That’s the way it should be for a sex slave,” Kaylie said.

She fed me more bits of roll, some with butter, some with jam, and, like a good little sex slave, I knelt on the floor and ate out of her hand. All the while, my mind was working furiously, trying to weigh the pros and cons of accepting her offer. The money would be amazing, and living in this mansion wasn’t exactly a terrible prospect either.

Okay, playing her sex slave from time to time was an odd part of the job, but not unpleasant. At least, it hadn’t been so far. It had been extremely eye-opening. Something about being tied up and helpless during sex was thrilling in a way I didn’t understand.

A million dollars in a trust to take in either ten years or whenever she fired me? Wow! And she was right; the company could fire me for any sort of reason. They might forgive Jacob for pissing off a celebrity client but probably wouldn’t forgive a new employee like me.

The money won out, of course. The offer was simply too good to turn down.

Aylisha left after breakfast and Kaylie took me upstairs, put me on her bed with my knees tied wide like before, put the gag in my mouth, and turned the vibrator on, then went into the bathroom to do morning stuff like showering.

This vibrator was much worse than the other one. This one was vibrating both inside me and outside me. It had my clitoris pressed between the shaft and the lip and my body couldn’t stay still. I could writhing and twisting, rolling my hips up pulling against my ankles.

My wrists remained locked together under me, and even as I tried to cope with the pulsations, they changed. They shifted to more rapid pulses accompanied by a deep, powerful throbbing. Given I had already gotten worked up earlier, it didn’t take long before the first orgasm tore through my body and mind.

It wasn’t a very satisfying orgasm, for some reason, despite how intense it was. By the second one, I had let my mind drift into a fantasy where I was being held prisoner and tortured. So that one was more exciting. Why? I had no idea.

Kaylie came out of the bathroom naked, went across the room to the walk-in closet, and emerged with a thick, curve dildo strapped to her hips. She came over, climbed into the bed, pulled the vibrator out, slid the dildo in, and then started to thrust hard.

I came in about thirty seconds as she thrust hard and fast while biting into the nape of my neck and calling me her bitch, and her sex slave. Then I came again a minute or so later, crying out in mindless, dazed rapture around the ball gag that still filled my mouth.

God, it was wild!

Kaylie got off, untied my knees, then took off the strap-on dildo. She got another dildo, a very long one, and fed it into my pussy, then fed the other end into her pussy.

“Sex slave!” she said in a taunting voice.

She lifted my left leg up and back, maneuvered her pussy in close against mine with her left knee against my right hip, and then ground her pussy against mine. She filled one hand with my right breast, and the other one gripped my hair and jerked it back and down hard enough to almost twist me onto my side. 

I didn’t care, though. The pleasure and passion and hunger sweeping through me as her soft flesh rubbed hard against mine and the big dildo twisted inside me was more than enough to give me still another orgasm!

She laughed as I came yet again.

“Nympho!” she exclaimed. 

I was starting to feel like one!

She came soon after, but either her orgasms were not as intense as mine or she controlled her reactions better. I would have to ask.

She sent me off to what would be ‘my’ room to shower, wash my hair, etc. She said she would take care of dealing with the company, and all the paperwork, though there would be papers for me to sign that her lawyers would prepare.

Then I was sent home to pack, and bring my stuff back. I also had to explain to my parents that I was now her personal assistant slash bodyguard, which I was fairly sure I could do without them even suspecting the sex slave part of the deal.

Then I had to go to a spa, which I was immediately rebellious about. Kaylie insisted, though. They did my hair in a more stylish style, though left it mostly straight. Kaley had told them not to cut it, but to let it grow longer. She told me she wanted my hair halfway down my back, which was going to be annoying.

That was the easy part of the spa. The harder part was the laser hair removal. I consoled myself with it being a great idea, one that would save me untold amounts of time in shaving and waxing for the rest of my life, and which was free. It was embarrassing, though.

After that, it was back to the mansion to meet the lawyer, who had documents for me to sign. Thankfully, none of them mentioned sex. And the lawyer didn’t seem to have any suspicions. I also had to set up my room with the stuff I’d brought from home. I didn’t have a lot of clothes. There hadn’t been a great deal of need while I was wearing a uniform, and the stuff I had before that didn’t really fit very well. I had gotten a lot fitter while in the army.

Juanita, the maid, who I was somewhat pleased to find was plump and middle-aged and not a likely bed partner, brought packages to my room a few times. They were outfits Kaylie had ordered for me. And they were a wild mix.

There were dresses I privately thought of as slut-wear, like the one I’d worn the other day, and more respectable business type outfits which were still way too racy for an office because the skirts were always very short.

There were a few more modest business outfits, but even they were very sexy looking. At least on me. There was also a lot of racy, slutty lingerie, and some pretty out-there nighties, some in lace, but a few in leather. One was mostly a collection of leather straps and buckles that covered nothing whatsoever while crisscrossing my body and encircling my breasts.

To be honest, I liked that more than the lacy stuff.

For all that she was a maid, Juanita didn’t appear to do much cleaning. Instead, there was a team of cleaners, at least half a dozen scattered throughout the mansion, which she seemed to be watching and supervising. Notably, they all worked quickly and efficiently.

I explored the place where it seemed like I was going to be living for a while. It had eight bedrooms that I counted. It also had a large movie theater, which wasn’t a surprise, an enormous living room that from all the different sets of sofas and chairs was made more for entertaining than relaxing, a smaller, cozier lounge, an office, a very well-equipped gym, and a games room with billiard tables, table tennis, darts, pinball tables, and various stand up-video games.

It also had a gorgeous back yard with a huge swimming pool that was one of those organic, salt-water pools meant to look like a pond in the jungle or something. It had plants and rocks all around it, was overhung in places by weeping willows, and had a waterfall at one end. Needless to say, the yard was also very private with high walls and higher hedges.

I also got to meet a few of the security people at the estate. They even had a special drone alert system and were equipped with electronic warfare stuff and lasers to keep drones away.

“If we didn’t have this stuff, there’d be drones parked up there all day waiting for Kaylie to go out for a dip in her pool,” one of the security guys told me.

Which made me kind of indignant on her behalf that she had to go to such measures for a little privacy.
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Chapter Ten
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Gabriella was German. She was as tall as me, with a short, pixie haircut. She had broader shoulders than I did, and was quite muscular. I could tell that at once since she wore a tank top and tight exercise shorts.

“Ah, Brooke,” Kaylie said with more than a hint of anticipation in her eyes. “This is Gabriella, my trainer. Now your trainer.”

“Uhm, okay,” I said. “I’m not sure I need a trainer.”

“Since she’s here anyway, she might as well set up a training regimen for you too. Yes, you’re young, but you still want to stay fit.”

“I bought you some exercise outfits. They should be in your room,” Kaylie said.

That filled me with anxiety, but I nodded, gave a hesitant smile, and went to my room.

There was a pink (I hate pink), high cut leotard with a thong bottom on the bed. I groaned and closed my eyes briefly. It was tight, elastic, left my arms, shoulders and most of my back bare, but did cover my chest up to the neck. Unfortunately, it was kind of thin and had spandex or something similar, so it molded to my breasts.

Nor was there any way I could wear an athletic bra, or any other kind with it. Not without looking very gauche, and defeating what I was certain was Kaylie’s intent. I sighed and put it on. I couldn’t even wear underwear with it because of how high-cut it was.

There are thongs and then there are thongs. This one was almost a G-string. It left my buttocks completely bare all the way up with the fabric angling up sharply to reach the tops of my hips in back. The front was a tiny bit of fabric that made me glad I’d had the first session of hair removal.

I wore a robe to go back downstairs to the gym, and gave Kaylie a mutinous look. She smirked.

“She’s new to LA and shy,” she said to Gabriella. “I’m getting her used to fashion out here.”

Then, of course, I had to remove the robe.

“I knew that would look cute on you,” Kaylie said.

“Cute is not the word I’d use.”

I was self-conscious in front of Gabriella, but she didn’t seem surprised, and was all business, insisting on my showing them what I’d been doing to exercise, then showing me different machines and stretches. 

“I want you working your arms and legs more,” she said. “It’s not just about the three Bs for you.”

“The three bees?”

“Butt, belly, breasts. We do that too, but as a bodyguard you will need to work your arms, shoulders and legs better. Though you are quite strong for a woman.”

“The army had me carrying stuff around all day,” I grumbled.

The woman made perfect sense, so I suffered through her exhausting exercises that left me sore and sweaty all over.

Kaylie left halfway through. And, it seemed, even when finished, we weren’t finished.

“Come into the massage room,” Gabriella ordered.

The massage room was just that. It had a massage table in the center, mirrors, counters, oils, a sink, a microwave, a small mini-bar, and a number of towels and other gear.

“Strip and get on the table.”

“Uhm, oh, that’s okay.”

“Ms. Moore’s orders,” she said.

“I don’t uhm, usually go in for massages.”

“This is not an ordinary massage,” she said with a faint smile. “This is an erotic massage.”

“Uh...”

“Ms. Brooke’s orders. I assume you will be giving them to her one day, yes?”

My face reddened and she smirked.

“Shy girl, just as she says. Nothing is new to me, girl. Now strip and get on the table while I demonstrate.”

There was nothing for it. I was a slave girl, right? A hundred and eighty thousand a year. I was embarrassed, but I’d been embarrassed at the spa, too. 

“Hands above your head,” she said.

I obeyed, only a little surprised when she wrapped a strap of some kind around my wrists and then pulled it down below the table. Well, the woman definitely wasn’t in the dark about what this relationship was going to be!

She poured heated oil over me and began to gently spread it over my body. She spent a lot more time working it into my breasts than my shoulders, but I can’t say it didn’t feel good. Because it felt really good!

She took her time working her way down my body. I blushed more when I obediently spread my legs, but she mostly moved around my pussy, at first. With soft music playing from a hidden speaker, she took her time massaging my thighs and ankles and even my feet.

I rolled on my belly and she worked her fingers into my shoulders and back. It was a real massage, though not the kind where she jammed her fingers in hard. 

She had me roll over again and spread my legs and finally began to massage my pussy. Again, she took her time, and before she had even touched my clitoris I was breathing heavily. She worked her fingers slowly into my pussy, massaging my soft flesh, then finally started on my clitoris.

That sent a jolt of sensation through my mind and I shuddered, my hips rolling up against her. She took her time again as the heat took hold of my mind and body and I began to grind up with increasing need.

She stopped and massaged my thighs and feet again, then my breasts. Only when I’d calmed down did she start on my pussy once more.

“I hope you are paying attention,” she said.

How could I not be!?

She made me come, my body arching and twisting, my hips rolling up frantically against her fingers as she massaged my clitoris with sharp, fast motions of her fingers.

Then she just continued her massage, working her way back up my body and having me roll over onto my belly once more. She massaged my back and shoulders and then let her hands glide down to my buttocks and my thighs, her fingers pushing into me as I parted my thighs and slid deep.

She rolled me onto my back again, and this time she climbed onto the table. Naked, she lifted my leg up and back like Kaylie had done that morning, then ground her pussy against mine. She slid a large hand around my throat as she ground herself into me, squeezing firmly enough to make it hard to breathe as she drove me into and through another powerful orgasm.

I cried out with pleasure, the heat growing more and more powerful as she ground herself even more furiously against me, but not a lot of sound emerged as she half choked me while grinning down.

“I love submissive straight girls,” she said.

After that, she spread my legs straight out to either side, then tied them that way with straps. Their own weight threatened to force them down further and were a constant pull on the tendons in my inner thighs. 

And then she taught me how to perform oral sex on a woman. She was quite patient as her purpose was not to make me come again but to teach me. That made it extremely frustrating since she wouldn’t let me come and kept stopping to question me and then demonstrate things repeatedly.

She had me squirming and moaning repeatedly. Then she took an ice cube into her mouth and started to lick and suck on my clitoris. Believe me, that cooled me down! And then she spit it out and continued my training.

When she was finally satisfied, she made me come, then straddled my head and had me demonstrate what I’d learned. What I learned then was that my tongue and jaw muscles were way weaker than hers. She continued to ‘encourage’ me to greater effort by reaching back and sharply twisting my nipples, and there wasn’t much I could do about it!

After that, we had a shower together to soap off the oil. And she lifted my foot up past my freaking head and ground her pussy against me again until she came.

I came twice.

We dried off, with me feeling very intimidated by the woman.

“You will have to exercise your tongue more, stretch it out. I will instruct Ms. Moore in how to help you with that,” she said with a smirk. “But I will start.”

I had been pretty much orgasmed into submission by then. I let her strap my arms behind me. Then I stuck my tongue out on command. I didn’t expect her to put a clamp onto my tongue! I squealed and twisted and she just laughed softly until I calmed down.

“It will help stretch your tongue,” she said.

And then she hung a small round weight from the clamp!

“Do not take if off or Ms. Moore will spank you soundly,” she said, scowling and wagging her finger at me.

She opened a brown box and removed a stainless steel collar, which she slipped around my neck, then matching wrist and ankle restraints. The latter were thicker. All of them locked with a key, which she showed me after locking them.

She undid my wrists and attached a leash to the collar, then made me crawl back down the hall, up the stairs, and down another hall until we found Kaylie in the lounge.

She grinned to see me.

“A good start,” Gabriella said. “A few more lessons and she’ll just need practice. I presume she will get lots.”

Kaylie laughed.

“Do not leave the clip on for more than five to ten minutes at a time,” she said. “I would suggest having her tongue pierced. That will be much preferable.”

“I’ll consider it,” Kaylie said.

She reached forward and removed the clip and I gasped and yanked my aching tongue in.

“If you will do exercise stretches, this will not be necessary,” Gabriella said. 

Kaylie had me sit on my heels and, like usual, put my hands behind my head as I pushed my tongue out and worked it around under Gabriella’s instructions.

The German woman left then, and Kaylie winked at me, then got up briefly, before returning with a long, thin, flexible stick with a flat leather pad at the end. She used it to rub my nipples.

“So, feeling invigorated by your exercise?”

“Exhausted and sore,” I said.

“That’s normal at the start. Once you build up your muscles it will be easier to move on to the next stage.”

“What next stage?”

“Of exercise.”

“I don’t really want to have big shoulders like her.”

“Me neither. I was thinking you should do pole dancing.”

I looked at her in surprise.

“It’s excellent exercise for arms, hands, shoulders and thighs. And a lot more fun. I used to do it myself, but I stopped because I was afraid of word getting out. I might start again when you do. If anyone finds out I can just say it’s you taking them. See how you solve problems?

“Uhmmm.”

“I like what they did with your hair.”

She beckoned and I rose on my knees and moved closer so she could slide her fingers down and feel my pussy.

“Very smooth,” she said. “It will feel very nice against me.”

“Sex maniac,” I grumbled.

She laughed. “How many times did Gabriella make you come? Don’t lie, I can check the videos.”

“Uhm, a bunch,” I said.

“Slut!” she teased. 

“Wait a minute? Videos?”

“Of course! I like to make my own porn. I bet what you and Gabriella were doing made for an extremely hot video.”

“Uh... uh..”

“She knows, of course. She doesn’t care.”

“I care!”

“No one will see it, except us, of course, and maybe a few close friends.”

At least I got to eat dinner while seated at the table. Though first she went over all the stuff in her kitchen to show me where they all were. She had meals made by a chef and either frozen or refrigerated. I would be responsible for making them from now on, apparently.

She didn’t keep me entirely naked. She had me wear a slutty nightie type thing that consisted of a sort of tank top made of extremely thin pink fabric that was made so that my bare breasts inside were displayed like a pair of melons in a bag, and a matching G-string matched to a very narrow breechcloths, like natives used to wear. Except, of course, these were smaller and mostly see-through.

I had to go to bed naked, though, and with the collar and shackles on. At least when she locked the wrist shackles together, they were in front of me.

“Why do this at night?” I asked.

“Because I want you to get it into your mind that you’re my slave girl,” she said teasingly.

“I thought I was supposed to be your bodyguard, too.”

“Once you’re properly conditioned.”

“Conditioned?”

“Of course! I want your mind to associate bondage with passion and pleasure.”

Well, so far she was doing a pretty good job with that.

She grasped my hair behind my neck, and her voice hardened.

“Now get on that bed, slut,” she growled. “Head down, ass up and legs spread!”

Crack!

I gasped as she slapped my butt and shoved me towards the bed. I half fell into it, and then, feeling the heat starting to rise within me (again!) positioned myself as she’d directed.

Crack!

“Raise your hips higher, you blonde slut,” she ordered. “Tuck your belly in more. Arms out in front of you.”

I positioned myself again, feeling a dark ripple of heat at what was, after all, a fairly slutty, exposed, and submissive position.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress,” I gulped.

I felt her fingers at my sex, rubbing, spreading me open, stroking my clitoris.

“Dirty girl. Nasty little slave girl. Tell me you love cock.”

“I uhm, I love cock, Mistress.”

Crack!

“Put more emotion into it, slut!”

“Ow! I love cock, Mistress!”

Crack!

Louder, slave!”

“I love cock, Mistress!”

“Nasty little slave girl.”

She turned and opened the top drawer of one of the dressers, and removed a big srap-on dildo. I hadn’t even looked in the dressers. Apparently, she’d already pre-stocked them with sex toys!

She smirked and peeled off her clothes, then slid the straps of the dildo up her legs.

“Face forward, slut!”

Crack!

I gasped and turned my face forward, settling my chin between my arms.

“Dirty girl. Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress,” I said.

Crack!

“Put more emotion into it, slave!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

I felt the head of the thing pressing against me and moaned despite myself. She wriggled and pumped and sank it deeper and deeper. She’d lubed it, too, so it slid nicely into me despite how thick it was. Then she started to thrust in and out fast and hard, her hips slapping against my buttocks.

I gasped in pain as she gathered in my hair and pulled it up and back sharply.

Crack!

“Slave bitch!”

Crack!

“Sex slave!”

I shuddered and moaned and gasped as the sensations grew more intense, as she twisted my hair and drove the big dildo into me.

It stunned me how easily she was able to get me worked up since we’d met. Maybe when I started to regard this stuff as, well, routine, I wouldn’t be so excited by it. But for now, as my breasts were ground into the mattress below and her hips slapped against my buttocks, I felt the dark thrum of hunger and need filling me.

I gasped again as her foot, thankfully bare, came down on my head! 

“Who owns you, slut?” she demanded.

“Y-You do, Mistress!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Say it. Say I own your body.”

“I... you own my body, Mistress!” I gasped.

Jesus, this was sick! And yet it was also so dark and edgy and hot!

And soon, I came again!

Then, of course, I had to demonstrate what Gabriel had taught me before going off to my own bedroom. There I looked at myself in the big mirror in the walk-in closet, all naked and shackled like a slave girl. Absurd! Ridiculous! But the pay was pretty darn good! And the sex had been, so far, pretty freaking amazing.

The room was pretty good, too, better than my room at home, with my own luxurious bathroom.

In the morning, the phone rang. I hadn’t even noticed it had a phone. A landline, no less. I picked it up, still a little groggy.

“Yes?”

“Come to my room, sex slave,” Kaylie said. “Crawl here.”

I blinked in surprise.

“Uh, what?”

“You heard me. Slave girl. I want you to crawl here.”

“My wrists are still shackled together.”

“Do you think I don’t know that?”

This woman was seriously kinky.

I grunted and swung my legs out of bed, considered, then didn’t bother to brush my teeth. I was about to eat pussy, after all.

I did not crawl down the hall. I walked to her door, then knelt and opened it and crawled awkwardly into her room. Which wasn’t easy with my wrists bound together.

She hadn’t gotten out of bed.

I crawled to the edge of the bed and then into it, where she spread her legs and pulled my mouth in against her by the hair. I licked her to an orgasm and then she pushed me off with a sigh.

“Did you crawl all the way from your bedroom, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Lying slut.”

She got out of bed and ordered me out too, then had me put my hands behind my neck, where she attached the wrist shackles to the back of the collar somehow.

“Arch your back, slut.”

I did so, a bit nervous.

“Lovely breasts,” she said, turning and searching through her dressers.

She came back with the flog thing, or one like it, a short handle with dozens of very thin black laces attached.

“Did you not know that there were cameras inside the house?” she asked.

“Uhm.”

She swung the thing and the laces spread out and then cracked down lightly but stingingly across my breasts. 

I hissed but didn’t move – much.

“When I give you an order, I expect it to be obeyed,” she said sternly.

She swung the thing again, harder, and I gasped and flinched more.

“I especially do not expect to be defied and lied to by a mere slave,” she growled.

She swung it again and again and again and I stood still, gasping, wincing, my breasts starting to feel hot and aching as the thin laces snapped down across them repeatedly.

My nipples were very hard, though.

“Apologize, slut.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress!” I gasped.

She swung the thing again, and again.

“For what, slave?”

“For lying, Mistress!”

She snapped it down again and I moaned.

“Say I’m sorry for being a lying blonde slut,” she ordered.

“I’m sorry for being a lying blonde slut, Mistress!” I gasped.

She attached the leash to the back of the collar, then released my hands.

“On all fours, you lying bitch.”

I dropped to my hands and knees and then sat on my heels while she dressed. Then, with leash in hand, she led me crawling down the hall and down the winding stairs, then into the kitchen.

I had to eat while kneeling on the floor again, licking bites from her fingers and the palm of her hand.

“I think you need more punishment to make you realize that I will tolerate no dishonesty or disobedience from my sex slave,” she said. “Besides, Juanita will be here soon, and we don’t want her seeing you like this.”

I wound up in the attic, which was definitely not air conditioned, and so was very hot. She drew my wrists up and apart and used chains to attach them to a pair of support posts, then spread my legs and did the same. She put a ball-gag in my mouth, then stuffed that big vibrator, the one with the lip, up into my pussy and a big dildo up my ass. With both strapped in place, she left me there with nothing but an open laptop sitting on a stool six feet away.

And soon after that, the laptop started to show pornographic videos. Of me! God, they were outrageous, reminding me of the shocking, kinky things I’d done the last couple of days. And, of course, with the vibrator buzzing and pulsing and throbbing away, I had multiple orgasms while watching them.

I was up there for over an hour, and by the time she came for me I was a dazed, moaning, panting, sweating, bedraggled mess. I had even drooled down my chest because of the ball-gag.

She, on the other hand, had made herself up as a sexy, glamorous actress and was about to go out.

“You can stay here today, slave, until I have need of you later. Clean yourself up. You’re a mess. Juanita is busy in the kitchen, and the cleaning crew will be here momentarily. So, I suggest you stay in your room until I come for you.  You can try on some of your new wardrobe,” she said, “And practice your tongue exercises. After Juanita leaves, Gabriella will be over to teach you more good things.”

She removed the chains from my wrists and ankles, smirked, patted my cheek, and then left.

I sank to my knees, shaking my head, then undid the straps and eased the vibrator and then the dildo out of my body. I got up and went downstairs. Despite what she said, I looked warily around before dashing down the hall to my room, going in, and closing and locking the door behind me!

This was going to be a very, very odd and interesting job. I wondered how much of it was going to be bodyguard, and how much would be servant and sex slave.

––––––––
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END 

Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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