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Sophie considered the potato chip carefully.
It was in perfect shape, oval, curved in the middle, having come
out of a can designed to hold a perfect stack of them. She held it
in her fingers and chewed lightly on the other end of the chip,
then fed the entire thing into her mouth. It had an odd taste to
it, and she examined the can again.

Adobadas flavored. What in the fuck was
adobadas anyway? It tasted a bit weird, spicy, salty, with some
tomato and other stuff she couldn't identify. What the fuck was
wrong with ordinary potato chips anyway? Why did some people insist
on making them in weird flavors? Fucking idiots. The world was full
of fucking idiots.

She upended the can, letting the chips spill
across the coffee table of the fucking idiot who'd bought them. She
was indignant that the sight of the can had pleased her and yet now
she was disappointed. By a fucking idiot. Honestly, people needed
to be beaten.

She sighed and walked across the floor to the
stairs, then made her way up them. The house was silent, and so was
she as she searched out the master bedroom. There on the low
dresser was a jewel box. She opened it and spilled the contents on
top of the dresser, letting her finger spread them out.

It was hard to tell what was real and what
was fake. It wasn't like she was a jeweler, after all. But she had
gotten some tips from those who did know jewels, and picked out the
ones most likely to have a higher resale value, putting them into
the bag strapped around her hips.

She opened the dresser drawer, her hands
pulling out clothes and tossing them onto the floor behind her,
searching for anything hidden. It didn't take long this way, and
she found nothing of interest. In the taller dresser she found
several watches, at least one of them expensive. That went into the
bag, too.

She went to the closet and pulled down a
camera. Did people still use those any more? She shrugged and
tossed it on the bed. She turned to the bedside tables and whistled
as she found a semi-automatic handgun. Those always sold well!

She was leery of them, though. She pulled the
clip and then worked the lever to make sure it was empty. She sure
didn't want the thing going off while she had it on her. She stuck
it and the clip into the belt then went around to the other side.
There she found a gold bracelet and put it into her waistband.

She picked up the camera and went to the
other rooms, then picked up a laptop computer from the smaller of
the three. She went back downstairs, put the laptop on another
she'd already found in a small side room.

She searched another closet and took down a
striking looking black blazer, trying it on. It fit nicely, so she
decided to take it. She sighed as she looked at the huge flat
screen on the wall. She'd love to have that, but there was no way
she could carry it. She'd need a partner with a truck, and hadn't
arranged one.

She checked her watch, then grabbed the two
laptops and stuck them in a backpack, putting the camera in on top
and folding up the blazer to shove in after them. She went out the
back door, climbed nimbly over the low fence into the neighbor's
yard, then climbed another fence to emerge on the next street
over.

She had a small dirt bike there, concealed
behind a bush. She lifted it up and wheeled it up the back and
around the corner, started it, then took off for home. Dirt bikes
weren't technically legal, but then again the bike wasn't
technically legally hers anyway. It would help her get away quick,
and if a cop saw her he'd have a hell of a time chasing her. That
was what was important.

She was able to cut through a park, as well,
then up some side streets before heading down into her
neighborhood.

Down being the operative word. Humboldt,
where she had been 'shopping' as she called it, was on a hill. Fern
Valley was... not. Nor did it have the nice houses with the
landscaped yards and pools and ponds. What it had was a lot of
weeds and scrub brush, and ratty looking single-story wooden houses
with peeling paint and leaky roofs and rusting cars on blocks in
the front yards.

She pulled into one such yard, past the low
chain-link fence overrun with weeds, up a dirt path to the garage,
which sat a few dozen yards behind the house. She got off and
looked suspiciously at the house, then took off the waistbelt and
stuffed it behind some oil drums.

Carrying the backpack, she walked across the
yard and past the stairs leading up to the porch, then down a
narrow set of stone stairs that led to a basement door. The door
had peeling blue paint on it and half a dozen panes of glass, one
of which had been replaced by cardboard. She stepped inside and
closed it behind her.

The floor was linoleum, from nineteen seventy
or so. The walls were made of thin paneling with a painfully fake
wood grain look to it. The one directly in front of the door had
thin twist screws a couple of feet apart. She turned them and
pulled the panel out. Inside was a closet, and she put the bag in
it then put the panel back.

She sighed and wandered around the staircase
leading upstairs and into her bedroom. The bed sat on a cheap metal
frame. Next to it was a leather sofa that had a foldout bed (and a
lot of patches). There was a flat-screen sitting on a wooden table
that could be seen from either bed or sofa, and a pair of dressers
running along the wall under the window.

There was one window in the finished part of
the basement, in a wheel well at the side of the house. It had an
air conditioning unit filling it. She didn't consider losing the
'view' to be a big drawback to having cooler air in a place where
the temperature often shot up to triple digits in the summer.

In the next room was the unfinished part of
the basement, the walls of gray painted cinder-block, the floor of
gray concrete. It had a furnace and water heater and a small
bathroom.

She peeled off her black sweatshirt and
pulled off the elastic band which kept her hair drawn back from her
face, then reached up and turned on the air conditioner. It roared
to life and within a few seconds was pouring cooler air into the
basement.

She patted it happily. She'd had a hell of a
time getting it back from where she'd stolen it. She'd had to give
Joey Bishop not one but two blow-jobs to get his help, which mostly
meant him driving her back from where she'd 'shopped'.

She turned on the TV, then went into the
unfinished part of the basement where she kept a mini-fridge –
acquired in the same shopping expedition as the air conditioner.
She grumbled as she took a beer from it. She had to replace one
every time she took one. She never left more than three beers in
there at a time or Hal would decide she wouldn't notice if he took
one.

Hal was an alcoholic, her mother's current
live-in boyfriend, and her nemesis.

She lifted the bag of garbage out of the big
container and reached underneath to where she kept her beer, took
one out of the case, then put the garbage back and put the warm
beer into the fridge. Doing it this way meant she couldn't have
more than three cold beers at a time, but it was either that or
have Hal steal half her beer.

She went back and collapsed onto the sofa and
flipped through the TV channels as she took a drink. A moment later
she heard the door open up above, and shook her head at his
predictability. She reached down beside the sofa and took out the
dirk she'd stolen from someone a year ago. It was a dagger, twenty
inches long, with a thirteen-inch blade. It looked wicked and
dangerous and was sharp as a razor.

She slumped on the sofa, feet on the coffee
table, and brought the blade up against her fingernails, pretending
to saw lightly at them as Hal came down the stairs.

He looked at her and smirked, his eyes
greedily feasting on the exposed parts of her breasts.

“Pretty girl,” he said.

“What the fuck do you want, Hal?” she
demanded. “And I told ya'll to knock before you come down.”

“You ain't got nothing I ain't seen, girl,”
he said.

Which was true enough since he'd endeavored
to 'accidentally' walk in on her in various stages of undress a
number of times over the past six months. She'd wanted to put a
lock on the door to upstairs but he'd persuaded her mother that
since the furnace and water heater and washing machine were down
here, and that they used the unfinished part of the basement to
store all kinds of junk he had to be able to go down.

“You got the rent?” he demanded.

“I ain't dealing with you over no damn rent,”
she said scornfully. “I'll talk to my mom about it.”

“Your mom is busy. She asked me to look into
it.”

“You are such a liar,” she said.

“And you are such a thief,” he said.

She could smell his sweat from here. He was
wearing loose jeans, a dirty yellow wife-beater shirt that showed
hairy armpits, hadn't shaved in the last few days, and had curly
brown hair spilling across his forehead.

“You say,” she sniffed, taking another drink
of beer as she lay the blade across her shoulder.

He stepped off the stairs, licking his lips
as he stared at her breasts again – the way she intended, and then
looked around the basement as he walked past her.

“You touch my beer I'll castrate you,” she
said.

“Your mama wouldn't be too pleased with
that,” he said smugly.

He wandered around the stairs and she put the
beer down as she heard him opening up the storage area under the
stair. She looked down at herself, tugged her drawstring sweatpants
lower on her hips, low enough to show the string of her thong, then
marched around the stairs to confront him.

“Well lookie what I done found,” he chortled,
looking at the laptops in the backpack.

“Those are mine.”

“Oh right. Sure they are. And you bought them
somewhere, right?”

“I traded a friend of mine for them.”

“Traded what, I wonder?” he said with a
smirk, his head turning as his eyes ran up and down her lithe
body.

“Whatever I feel like trading,” she said.

“Ha. You knew what the trade was worth you
wouldn't be livin' in this dump. You could make a fortune at
Lorenzo's.”

“I ain't stripping for a livin',” she said
with a glare.

“You got what they want, honey. Might even be
willing to drop a few bucks into your thong myself,” he said with a
leer.

“I jus' bet you would.”

She brought the dagger down off her shoulder,
and let it slide between her fingers and he turned his head back to
examine the laptops. He shrugged, put one back, and took the
other.

“This'll do for the rent,” he said.

“That don't belong to you!” she said
hotly.

He drew his shoulders back and looked at her
arrogantly.

“I'm the man o' this here house. Whatever's
here belongs to me. You should learn that, girl.”

“This ain't your house. It's my ma's, and you
are the one who should be payin' rent.”

He sneered at her, eyeing the dagger warily
as he sidled past.

“I think we'll let your ma decide that.”

She sniffed and let him go. She had a very
uneasy relationship with him. She despised him, of course, and he
lusted after her, of course. But he'd lust after her if she was
wearing a nun's outfit. So she let him see her like this because it
helped distract him and kept his alcohol-fogged brain from thinking
about anything else. Also, she loved taunting him with what he
couldn't have.

Meanwhile, the dagger and her attitude
combined to make him wary. She had no doubt he was reasonably
confident he could overpower her any time he wanted. But he knew it
wouldn't come easy, and he knew there'd be repercussions – and not
from her mother. If he ever did he'd better sleep in another county
thereafter or he'd wake up with his dick gone.

Around here, you survived by making sure
everyone thought you were tough. Anyone seen as weak would be
jumped on and robbed and used by whoever thought they could get
away with it. And Hal was just the sort to do so.

Not that he was even half as tough as he
thought he was. He was a few inches taller, but in crummy shape,
and the only exercise he got was lifting a beer to his mouth. She
thought she could probably take him given any sort of warning.

She closed off the storage area and walked
around the stairs, then went up them, closing the door. Somehow or
other he always 'forgot' to do that. She came most of the way down
then paused and strung a thin thread across from the rail to a nail
on the wall she'd put there some time ago.

She went back down and into the unfinished
part of the basement. She closed the door behind her, then took
some rope she kept on a shelf, tied it around the doorknob, then
drew it across the frame to a pipe, where she wrapped it so the
rope was tight, then tied it off.

She sighed and put the dagger down, then
slipped off the sweatpants. Now wearing just her black thong and
half-bra she went over to the area next to some steel shelving.
She'd put a wooden bar across two shelves from the two different
units, which were several feet apart.

She jumped up and caught the bar, hung there
briefly, her body stretched out below her, then pulled herself up.
She grunted with effort as she did, then lowered herself, then
pulled herself up again, and again and again.

Very few girls she knew could even do one
chin-up. Girls didn't tend to have a lot of upper body strength.
That was one of the reasons they were so easy for men to push
around. She couldn't ever equal a well-muscled man, but most of the
men around here didn't fall into that category.

She pulled herself up even higher, panting
already, then let her bare feet climb up along the wall until she
could pull them in and up and slide her legs over the bar. That
took some effort, but when she was done she was hanging upside by
with the bar jammed in behind her knees.

She did some crunches now, arms folded across
her chest as she raised her torso up again and again, until it
ached too much to continue. She let herself hang loose then,
gulping in air, sweating profusely. She forced herself up a final
time, throwing her arms upward as she bent, grasping the bar again
with her hands and pulling herself up.

She slipped her knees off and dropped her
legs to hang freely by her wrists, then did more chin-ups before
dropping to the floor. She pulled the yoga mat out where it was
rolled up and tossed it on the floor, then began to do some
stretches, squats and twists.

It would have been nicer to do this in the
other room, preferably in front of the TV, but there was no
guarantee Hal wouldn't 'accidentally' surprise her at it. So she'd
have had to wear more clothes. And despite the air conditioner
working to lower the heat and humidity out there she was still
going to sweat heavily.

Besides, working out where she could see the
body she was exercising gave her more motivation. This body was all
she had, after all. Well, and her face, she was willing to concede.
Hal wasn't lying about her body being valuable should she ever
decide to rent or sell it.

She couldn't see herself really doing that.
Though she had toyed with the thought of stripping a few times. The
thought of all that money combined with all those lusting men
wanting what they couldn't have – much like Hal did – was quite
attractive.

But she didn't see how she could do it and
keep any sense of self-respect. Not to mention strippers had a
reputation out there, and that reputation said 'easy'. Easy not
just for sex but for any sort of abuse certain men might want to
inflict on them.

Sophie worked hard to maintain her reputation
as a tough girl so people wouldn't try that sort of thing on
her.

Not to mention, looking hot was an ego thing,
and also useful in finding dates and getting favors. And if she got
chased, as she had a time or two, once by police, it helped to be
nimble, quick, and have the breath to keep running.

She stood up, chest heaving, and rolled up
the mat, then cursed herself for forgetting to bring any clothes
in. She untied the rope and gingerly eased the door open. She
peeked out at the other room, and at the stairway, then quickly
eased out, taking a chance.

She kept her eye on the stairs as she went to
her dresser. She'd padlocked all three drawers, and kept the keys
on a string that hung from her neck. She'd done that after finding
what she suspected was dried semen on some of her things,
particularly her thongs and bras.

She took out a thong and a bra, then got
another pair of drawstring sweatpants, all of them gray, and a gray
t-shirt before locking the dresser and going back into the other
room. She tied the door closed, then went into the bathroom and
inspected it for any changes.

Hal had talked about how much money she could
make if she became a camgirl on the internet, and even suggested
one of those voyeur sites that had cameras in all the rooms so
people could watch you twenty-four hours a day.

She'd turned him down, naturally, but a week
later he'd put a new 'smoke detector' in. Suspicious, she'd gotten
a stool, climbed up to the ceiling, and inspected it. The thing had
a hidden camera in it.

Naturally, he'd professed shock, saying he'd
bought it off a guy, and he'd been very indignant that it wasn't
what he'd wanted. He'd been even more indignant she'd ever suspect
he wanted to use it to watch her naked.

He was very good at that indignant, innocent
act. Of course, her mother was a moron for believing him. She was a
moron for dating him. She was a moron for letting him persuade her
to let him move in.

Satisfied he hadn't managed to find a way to
put a hidden camera in the little bathroom she removed her bra and
thong and tossed them on the floor. She looked at herself in the
mirror with a sense of satisfaction. Her dark hair spilled down
well past her slender shoulders, and the only fat visible came from
her high, firm breasts.

Yeah, you'd like to get your hands on
these, wouldn't you, Hal, she thought with a sneer, cupping and
squeezing her breasts.

The shower in the bathroom was a tiny alcove
lined with white and mint-green tiles, with a thin curtain crossing
the front. She turned on the shower, waited for the water to heat,
then stepped in and drew the curtain.

She would call Diego and tell him what she
had, then drive over there later on when it was cooler out, maybe
after dinner. Diego was like Hal in that he lusted after her. But
he was less of a scumbag in that he confined his behavior to
smiling a lot and complimenting her and trying to please her in the
forlorn (very forlorn) hope she'd sleep with him.

Sophie had a very specific type, and it
didn't live in the valley.

After her shower, she brushed her hair back,
pulled on the cotton thong and bra, then slipped into the T-shirt
and sweatpants and went back into the finished part of the
basement. She checked the stairs again, then dropped low and
crawled slowly up, her eyes focused on the thread. It was
broken.

She shook her head at what a dumbass pervert
Hal was. Then again, maybe she was being too suspicious. Maybe he'd
only come down in hopes of searching for more loot while she was
occupied in the other room. Well, he wouldn't find it here. That
was why she left it in the garage.

She sighed and dropped back onto the sofa and
flicked through the on-line guide. She had some time to kill until
she wanted to go out, and the room was now nicely cool. Life wasn't
too bad.

Then again, it wasn't going anywhere fast.
She needed to get out of this house, and out of the valley. To do
that she needed to make a big score of some kind. Unfortunately,
all the places that had really valuable stuff had alarms and
stuff.

Sophie didn't flatter herself that she was
some great cat burglar. She had no idea how to disarm an alarm.
What she did know was how long it usually took the cops to show up
in answer to an alarm, which, provided she was reasonably quick,
would mean she'd be gone before they arrived.

Of course, that was on the Hill. If she went
to one of the richer areas, like Desert Glen they might come a lot
faster. Cops were there to protect the people with money, after
all. And those people had serious security systems.

Then she had a thought. It came when she was
trying on the blazer again, and wondering what she could wear with
it if she ever chose to. She could make herself look real
respectable in this, especially with a pair of black dress
pants.

Dallas wasn't very far to the north. Not very
far at all. If she was to walk into one of those big office
buildings dressed like this – wearing the right makeup to look
older – she'd be passed right through. Then she could just hide
somewhere while the place emptied out at night.

Unlike stores (where she'd tried this before)
office towers probably didn't have motion sensors inside. She could
gather up dozens of laptops. She'd set off an alarm when she opened
a back door and started to load them into a car, but it would take
some minutes for the cops to show up and she'd be long gone by
then.

She'd need an accomplice, someone to drive
down to the back door and wait while she quickly piled up laptops
and things. But it should be doable.
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She looked nice and official in her blazer,
carrying her (empty) laptop bag. Just like some young professional
returning to the office after a meeting. Lots of people were coming
in and out, and the guard just scanned them as they did, looking
for types who looked like they didn't belong.

Once, buildings like this had security
twenty-four hours a day. But now it was cheaper for the buildings
to just put in alarm systems and electronic entry for late workers.
She went up in the elevator and got out on the ninth floor.

That wasn't the top, but she knew she
wouldn't be able to use the elevator and wasn't about to carry
laptops down thirty flights of stairs. She walked along the hall,
trying to look like she knew where she was going, watching for
things like bathrooms and stairwells.

She'd talked to Diego about this, and he'd
had some ideas of his own, some of them great ones. She'd picked up
little square fridge magnets at a Dollar Tree. They were flat and
cheap, and when she opened a stairwell door she pressed one down on
the edge of the door right over the bolt, then slowly closed the
door.

It looked closed, but it could now be opened
from the stairwell. She grinned to herself. All the stairwell doors
were locked from the inside, and she didn't want to limit herself
to one floor. She went back inside and took the elevator down to
the next floor, then the next, doing the same thing.

She also checked bathrooms and tried storage
closets along the way, looking for a place to hide. She found a
storage closet on the eighth floor she thought would do, but she
still had some time to go. Just for the hell of it, she took the
elevator up to the top floor.

She felt a jolt of anxiety the moment the
doors opened, for this wasn't a corridor of closed doors. It was
one company, and all open with a counter and receptionists.
Fortunately, one of the receptionists had her back to the counter
and was talking on the phone while looking through a file drawer.
And the other was dealing with a pair of men at the counter.

She gulped and turned the other way, opened
the first door she came to, and then found herself in a long,
crooked aisle with file cabinets on either side. There was an empty
meeting room of some kind just to the left and she ducked into it,
opened her bag, and yanked out an envelope. She quickly wrote the
name of the company on it, along with a random office number -3018
– so if someone challenged her she'd have a reason to be here.

Then she noticed that the ceiling above was a
drop ceiling made of ceiling panels. She was familiar with that
type of panel. She knew it pushed right up and back. Hardly daring
to believe her luck, she closed the door, then scurried over and
climbed up one of the shelves set against the wall.

She reached up and pushed the panel out of
the way, then climbed higher. She took out her phone, turned on its
flashlight feature, and stuck her head through the opening. Most of
what she could see was just thin metal frame hanging by wires. But
the wall itself ended at the same level, and there was a narrow
ledge there she could squat on.

She pulled herself up inside, then lowered
the panel behind her. She turned off the flash, then gingerly eased
over the wall and lifted up a corner of the closest panels. She
looked down on a big, fancy office of some kind. It had a huge
desk, cabinets along the walls, a big table with chairs around it,
and what looked like a bar at the far end. It also had floor to
ceiling plate glass windows looking out on the city.

Its lights were off, but the windows gave
plenty of light. The office door was closed. So the question was;
was anyone coming back? It was close to Four. That was quitting
time for a lot of people. Some worked till Five, of course. But
this was a big shot's office. Would he come back to work at Four to
do something? Surely he was gone home to his fancy house with a
pool.

She'd wait. It was an uncomfortable wait. She
couldn't exactly stretch out up there, and her body began to get
stiff and achy. The thought of going down and waiting in that empty
office got more and more attractive. But she steeled herself to
wait. If she got caught in there she'd have no excuses.

She played on her phone in hopes that would
make the time go by faster. Soon it was Five, and then Five-Thirty.
She was just about ready to go down when she heard a sound from
below.

She froze, turning off her phone. The sound
was from the meeting room, and it was someone moving around. Her
heart quickened, wondering if someone knew, if somehow they'd
discovered her presence and would soon lift up the panel, glaring
at her and demanding she come down.

Instead, a vacuum cleaner went on.

She sighed in relief.

The vacuum spent several minutes there, then
moved into the office below her, then on to another, getting
farther away.

Since they'd already done this office, she
should be able to go down there, she thought.

It was riskier than staying where she was,
but her legs and back were getting too sore and stiff to continue.
She lifted up the panel, then eased herself down until she was able
to stand on a credenza behind the desk. She pulled the panel over
and then slipped down onto the floor.

Breathing a sigh of relief, she looked around
the place. It was still brightly lit from the windows. She examined
the desk in surprise. It was stone, not wood. Who had a stone desk
anyway? It was thick stone, thicker than you'd find on a kitchen
cabinet. Probably weighed a ton and cost even more.

Rich people, she thought resentfully, didn't
think twice about paying as much for a desk as she made in a
year.

She opened what she thought was a closet and
found a bathroom, a very nice one, way, way nicer than hers. A lot
bigger, too. Nothing but the best for rich folks, she thought.

There was an actual closet, too. It had
several suits on hangars covered in plastic. She pulled the plastic
off one and examined it. The material felt and looked very fine.
She wondered what the owner would think if she cut the sleeves off
or something.

It was probably worth a fortune, but she had
no idea who she could sell it to. Diego certainly wouldn't be
interested in a used suit. She'd heard of rich guys having suits
worth thousands of dollars, and felt a growing sense of
frustration. Here was the perfect thing to steal! It was worth a
ton and it was really easy to carry! But she couldn't sell it to
anyone!

She texted Diego, asking if he knew anyone
who fenced used suits and he just LOLed at her.

Bastard!

The world was full of bastards! Including the
one who had this fancy office and these fancy suits.

She put the suit back in irritation and moved
around the office. There was a cabinet at the end which held a
small fridge, and a freezer with ice. There was also a variety of
alcoholic drinks too. She sniffed and went back to the desk. She
sat down and opened the drawers, finding nothing but office
supplies, at first. Then she felt an 'aha' moment as she discovered
a credit card. She checked its expiry date, then slipped it into
the back pocket of her jeans.

The other side was locked.

What, she wondered was in there. Probably
just files, but still.

Then she had an idea. She smirked and took
the permanent marker out. It was yellow, which was perfect for what
she had in mind. She went back to the closet, still moving very
quietly, opened it, and took out each suit, then used the permanent
marker on the lapels, rubbing it hard back and forth as she smirked
with satisfaction.

Mr. High and Mighty was gonna be pissed when
he came in tomorrow and found his fancy suits ruined!

She put them back the way she'd found them
and then began to explore more cabinets, but didn't find anything.
She didn't expect to. She was here for laptops. They were the
easiest to fence. Well, except for guns and jewels.

She returned to the desk and unplugged the
laptop sitting on it, then placed it on edge next to the door. She
eased the door open a crack and listened carefully for a long
minute. There was no sound. Still, she brushed at her blazer and
swept her bangs back. She wanted to look like she belonged.

She unlocked the door, then stepped out into
the hall. She moved to the next office and tried the door only to
find it locked. Annoyed, she continued up the corridor but found
every door locked. This wasn't working out as easily as she'd
thought.

Fortunately, she found a common area with a
lot of cubicles and began to gather up their laptops. She took six
of them over near the stairwell door, and then halted, suddenly
remembering she was on the 30th damn floor.

“Fuck!” she whispered.

That had been a waste of time. She needed to
go down to the eighth floor and start gathering things there. At
least then she could make multiple trips up and down the
stairs.

Well, she would take these with her anyway,
but she wanted that rich guy's computer. For some reason, he seemed
to have come to exemplify her resentment towards the
one-percenters. She put the laptops down on a cabinet and went back
to his office.

Now she was really annoyed. She looked around
for something else she could do to make Mr. High and Mighty upset,
then smiled and went back to the desk. She opened the drawer and
took out a pair of scissors. Then she pushed back the big, fancy,
high-backed leather chair and used the scissors to slash the seat
and back.

Feeling slightly mollified, she went back to
the door to grab the laptop, then gasped in shock as the door just
up the hall opened, the one she'd come through from the elevator
lobby! She closed the door and then dove behind the desk and
crawled underneath.

That was just in case, of course. Whoever it
was probably wouldn't come into this room.

And then they did.

She cursed furiously if silently, cursed
herself, cursed whoever it was, cursed her luck, cursed fate,
cursed the world.

The lights flicked on, and her pulse raced
wildly.

“No it didn't go well!” he snapped.

She blinked in confusion. “The man is a
moron. How did he ever get elected?”

Whoever he was he had a deep voice, was
irritated, and either crazy or talking on a cell phone.

By wriggling deeper under the desk she was
able to put her eyes to a narrow line that ran along the top of the
front side and see a large man as he unbuttoned his shirt. His
jacket was already sitting on the table. As she watched he pulled
the shirt off and tossed it onto the table too.

“I want you to set up an appointment with
Fergus for tomorrow afternoon,” he said. “We need to go over the
contract.”

He put a foot up on the table, untied his
shoe, and then pulled it off, along with his sock.

“I don't give a damn what his schedule looks
like. Tell him to get his ass over here.”

He took off his other shoe and sock, then
undid his belt.

Fuck me, Sophie gulped nervously. This was a
big guy to begin with, and pretty well-built. In fact, very well
built. He was tall, had wide shoulders, and a deep, nicely muscled
chest. His belly was flat and had at least the outline of a
six-pack. And then he dropped his pants and bent over to pick them
up, wearing just a pair of short black boxers.

She smirked a little at the irony of being
the one peeping at an unknowing man getting undressed. Usually, it
was the other way around. He had a nice ass, anyway.

“No, it's hot as hell outside,” he said. “I'm
in the office. I'm going to change and then go see Dryden before
heading home.”

She froze. What was he going to change
into!?

He opened the closet and she clenched her
teeth.

Please don't notice! Please don't
notice! she thought to herself.

“Yeah,” he said. “I'll have a quick shower,
then head out there. I should be there in half an hour.”

A shower! Excellent! She could take off while
he was in the bathroom! She said a little prayer of thanks she
hadn't jumped into the bathroom or closet as her first instincts
had suggested. He put down his phone and opened the closet, then
took out one of the suits and pulled the plastic off before tossing
it on the table.

Sophie let her eyes admire the masculine
beauty of the man even as her heart raced with the fear of being
discovered. He was kind of old, but he wore it very, very well. He
was probably close to her mother's age, close to Hal's age. But Hal
had never looked like that in his wildest, self-flattering
dreams.

This guy looked athletic and he was handsome
to boot, without Hal's weak chin. In fact, quite the opposite. This
guy had a very chiseled, masculine face, with medium length brown
hair and soft blue eyes.

Very niiiice, she thought to
herself.

He went into the bathroom, and she felt her
pulse rate increase as she waited for her chance. The door didn't
entirely close, but it did almost close. Then the shower came
on.

Now, now, now! she thought.

She slipped out from behind the desk, heart
thumping, and then hesitated. His pants were on the table, along
with his wallet. A rich guy like him probably had cash, too. Maybe
big cash! Even if he didn't he'd have top-of-the-line credit
cards!

Be smart, she thought as she scurried over,
Take just one or two so he doesn't notice they're missing right
away!

She moved the dry cleaned suit aside and
searched his trousers for his wallet, finding it easily. She pulled
it out and opened it, and found a five-dollar bill, a ten-dollar
bill, two twenties, a fifty, and two hundred dollar bill. Probably
his idea of small change!

She abandoned her former thought of only
taking a little. This was a major score! She stuffed it down her
top, then pulled out a pair of credit cards. And then the bathroom
door opened wider and he came out into the room – naked. Both of
them were shocked, but she already had the adrenaline pumping
through her and she raced to the door before he could react.

Or at least before he should have been able
to react. She yanked the office door open and started through only
to have him grab her by the collar and yank her bodily inside! He
sent her stumbling back so violently she fell on the floor as he
slammed the office door and came over to her.

“Who the fuck are you!?” he exclaimed.

Sophie's heart was pounding wildly as she
scrambled to her feet.

“R-Room service!” she squeaked.

She backed up as he stalked towards her, her
eyes flicking nervously downward, then, startled, again. Fuck! This
guy was hung like a horse!

She was getting flustered.

“I mean.. uhm, I'm uhm, one of the cleaning
staff!” she gulped.

“Is that so?” he said. “It looks like you
were cleaning me out.”

If you can't bluff or lie, then play the
helpless maiden.

“Please, sir!” she moaned. “I was so hungry!
I was just hoping to get enough money to buy some food!”

He reached up and put a very large hand most
of the way around her neck, shoving her back against the plate
glass window.

“Starving, are you?” he asked, looking down
at her. “That looks like an expensive blazer. Louis St. Laurent,
isn't it?”

“I found it!”

“More like you stole it.”

He abandoned her neck, then tore the whole
front of her blouse wide open!

Sophie screamed and tried to shove him back,
but he grabbed her wrists in his big hands and jerked them up and
back against the window behind her, then crossed them easily and
held them with his left hand.

“Starving, are you?”

He pulled the bills she'd stuffed down her
blouse out of her bra and tossed them carelessly on the floor. He
pressed his hand into her belly, then let his fingers slide up and
down against her there.

“You work out,” he said. “Starving people
don't work out.”

“Let me go!” she gasped.

“Why?”

She blinked up at him anxiously. “If you
don't I'll scream and say you dragged me in here and tore my
clothes off because – .”

“Yeah, yeah, that'll convince a lot of
people, I'm sure. No doubt you can explain why my laptop is propped
against the wall next to the door. Probably has your fingerprints
too. By the way, did you know there was a security camera in the
hall outside and elsewhere on this floor, as well? They're not
monitored but they do record what they see.”

“I-I haven't done anything!”

“You haven't? I wondered why there were half
a dozen laptops piled on a table out in the hall. Your doing, I
presume.”

He seemed remarkably calm given he was naked,
not the least bit self-conscious about it. Then again, he had an
amazing body, she thought.

She just needed a few seconds of distraction,
she thought, enough to get past him and out into the hall!

She slammed her knee up into his groin. Only
by the time it arrived, he'd twisted aside so it hit him on the
hip. He cursed, and then Sophie squealed in alarm as he lifted her
bodily up across his shoulder, turned, carried her to the far side
of the room, and then threw her onto the sofa.

She scrambled to sit up, but he was standing
right there, which left her sitting staring right into his crotch.
Right into that large cock hanging down between his muscled thighs.
Given she was trapped in here with him that was extremely
uncomfortable, to say the least! She gulped and pulled her blouse
closed.

On the other hand, it did suggest a way out
which didn't involve the police... And it would hardly be a fate
worse than death.

“I uhm, okay, I... I was looking for stuff to
steal,” she gulped.

“No kidding,” he said dryly.

“I wasn't hurting you or nothing. You got
lots of stuff. You'd hardly miss what I took,” she said
sullenly.

He snorted and walked back to the table, then
checked his wallet.

“Why don't you just let me go? You got all
your stuff.”

“After the police get here I'll be happy to
let you go.”

She gulped anxiously. “Why call the police?
That's just a lot of trouble and you'd have to go and file a report
and everything. A busy man like you shouldn't be bothered with
that.”

He came back to stand in front of her and she
turned her eyes away from his nakedly displayed groin again. Then
he reached for her. She gasped, reaching up to fend him off, but he
seized her arm, yanked her off the sofa, and then shoved her
belly-down across the table.

“Hey!”

He ripped her back pocket right off! The
credit cards she'd stolen tumbled to the floor.

“I was gonna tell you about those!”

“Lying little bitch,” he said.

Crack!

Sophie squealed as his big hand came down
hard across her buttocks, sending a stinging jolt of pain through
her.

Then he yanked her to her feet again, marched
her to the bathroom, and shoved her inside.

“Wh-what are you gonna do!?”

“You're going to stay in there while I get
dressed and call the cops.”

He closed the door on her and she stared at
it anxiously, then jerked it open again. He had been turning away
but turned back, glaring at her.

“What did I just tell you?”

“But I – !”

He shoved her back in and closed the door
again.

Fuck! She thought. I have to stop him calling
the cops!

She looked down the shredded blouse, then
steeled herself and tore it and the blazer off over her shoulders.
She opened her jeans and shoved them quickly down, popping off her
sneakers. Then, heart pounding, she yanked open the door again.

He was standing at the table, wearing a pair
of boxers, holding his phone.

Sophie leaned casually against the door
frame.

“Maybe you and me could, uh, like, cut a
deal,” she said.

He snorted but put the phone down.

“How old are you?” he demanded.

“Nineteen,” she said, irritated by the
question. “Do I look like a little girl to you?”

She sauntered into the room, letting her hips
roll.

“Ever had a lap dance?” she asked, trying to
put some seduction into her voice.

“You do a lot of lap dances, do you?” he
asked sarcastically.

That irritated her too, for some reason.

“Hey, if I did that for a living I wouldn't
be a burglar, now would I!?”

“No, I suppose not. So you want to give me a
lap dance in exchange for my letting you go, is that it?”

“Hey, you got your money and credit cards and
laptop. I got nothing. If I give you a laptop you come out ahead,
right?”

“Let's see, a lap dance in a good quality
club is what? Twenty bucks a song? You think twenty bucks makes up
for the aggravation you've already caused me?”

“But –!”

“What's your name?”

“Uh... Layla.”

His hand shot out and wrapped around her
throat, then jerked her in close against him.

Sophie put her hands up against his chest,
gasping, her eyes bulging a little.

“Try again,” he growled.

“S-Sophie!” she croaked.

He smiled and shoved her back.

“The key to negotiation, Sophie, is to offer
someone what they want commensurate with what they'll give you. Now
you not getting arrested obviously means a lot to you and will save
you an awful lot of trouble. But a lap dance means very little to
me. I could have that easily, even have beautiful women show up
here to do it.”

“Besides,” he said. “Do you really think I'm
going to appreciate the chance to have you get me all hot and
bothered and then just walk out and leave me like that?”

“Guys have come in their pants when I gave
them lap dances!” she gulped, glaring.

“Not guys like me, baby.”

“So what do you want? You want to fuck me?”
she demanded.

“You think I can't get pussy any time I
want?”

She knew he certainly could. Rich, powerful,
handsome, with that body. Of course he could.

“So what then?”

“Well, let's see what you can offer me. Let's
see the body.”

“Wh-what?”

“Strip.”
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“But I... you –!”

“You're offering me your body in trade. I
want to see if it's worth my time.”

“You can't tell!?” she demanded angrily.

He shrugged. “It's good to be sure. I need to
measure your value.”

Sophie's heart was pounding. She looked past
him towards the door, then at him again.

“Fine!”

She glared at him, turned her back on him,
and reached behind to undo her bra. She pulled it off, then slipped
her thumb into the string of her thong and slipped it down, bending
at the knees to push it further. She stood up with it around her
ankles, stepped out of it, then turned around, face burning.

“Don't cover your breasts.”

She glowered and moved her arms away.

“Like what you see?” she demanded.

“Well, those are very nice,” he said, looking
at her breasts.

She flushed anew.

“No, don't cover them. Put your hands behind
your neck.”

“What!?”

“Do it!” he barked.

Sophie licked her lips, but then put her
hands behind her neck.

“Arch your back. Spread your legs.”

Her body began to prickle with a dark sexual
tension as she obeyed. She'd never... displayed herself like this
to a guy before! Not like this! And this wasn't a guy, this was a
grown man! And a hot one!

“You do work out,” he said. “That is a
near-perfect pair of breasts. They may well be perfect.”

She felt a rush of satisfaction at the
compliment.

“Nice everything, in fact. Nice smooth, flat
belly, nice, neat little pussy. You shave or use wax?”

This was so fucking bizarre! Sophie could
hardly believe she was standing here like this flaunting herself at
him while he looked her up and down! She didn't even know his
name!

Wait... yes, she did. It had been on the
door. It was something Reid, she thought.

He walked closer and she felt a wild rush of
anxiety, nervousness and... something else as he looked down at
her. But he didn't touch her. Instead, he moved around her, looking
at her from behind.

“Well, now that I can see what is on the
table, we can negotiate,” he said.

Sophie saw the door with no one blocking her
and ran for it.

“Are you going to run outside naked?” he
called after her.

She halted, a dozen steps down the hall. She
didn't even have her phone! And the cops would be able to know who
she was from the phone anyway!

She came back, glaring at him.

“Inside,” he said.

She walked inside and he closed the door
behind him.

“On your knees.”

“What!? Why!?”

“Because I said so. I don't want you to keep
running off.”

“I won't!”

“Knees!” he barked, his voice deep and
harsh.

She gulped and knelt on the floor.

“Hands behind your neck.”

She brought her hands up behind her neck
reluctantly, face flushing again.

“Knees spread.”

An undeniable rush of something dark and
heady swept up through her as he folded his arms over his chest.
She felt her chest tighten as she shifted her knees further
apart.

“Wider.”

“Why?”

“Because I told you to.”

She spread her knees wider, a part of her
cringing at so nakedly displaying herself, another part of her
feeling a rising sense of some dark, thrilling heat awakening in
her mind. She didn't understand it. She would have been nothing but
furious and humiliated if she'd had to kneel like this in front of
any guy she knew!

But he wasn't a guy, she reminded herself
again. He was a very, very masculine older man with an incredibly
hot body, rich, powerful, confident... There wasn't much not to
like about the idea of making out with a guy like this!

He picked up his phone and made a call.

“Are you calling the cops?!”

“No.”

He waited a moment. “Tell Dryden I won't be
able to make it tonight. Something's come up.”

He hung up and then looked down at her.

“So, let's negotiate. Given you haven't, as
you say, done more than caused me some minor inconvenience, I'll
let you go without calling the police in exchange for one hour of
your time.”

“O-One hour!?” she gulped.

“That's right.”

“And what will you do with me during that
hour?” she asked hesitantly.

“Anything I want to.”

“No freaking way!”

He raised his eyebrow.

He had nice eyebrows, she thought.

“You could do anything to me!”

“That was the offer, yes.”

“I mean... you could strangle me or... or
beat the living shit out of me or something!”

“Well, I'm fairly sure that would be illegal.
So how about I concede that you'll be able to walk out of here at
the end of that hour without any bruises, cuts, or other physical
damage?”

She licked her lips nervously. “You don't do
any of that pervy bathroom stuff, do you?”

“Bathroom stuff?”

“You know,” she said, flushing. “Like peeing
on me.”

He let out a bark of laughter. “No. That's
not among my uhm... sexual kinks.”

“So what will you do?”

“Anything I want. Anything ELSE.”

“Like fuck me.”

“Among other things.”

“I thought you could get girls easy.”

“I can. But you present a unique
challenge.”

“Like why?”

“Given you would prefer to run down the
stairs and never see me again, can I make you come anyway?”

She stared at him in astonishment.

“And how many times can I make you come?”

“You're crazy!”

“Oh, surely not. Surely I'm only eccentric,”
he said in amusement.

“You think you can make me come?” she
demanded.

“We shall see, won't we.”

“Sure. Fine. Go ahead.”

“Remember, during that hour you are my slave
girl. You have to obey me.”

Sophie was beginning to have an inkling of
what his sexual kink was now. It made her stomach feel like
butterflies were swirling inside it.

“Okay,” she gulped.

He walked to his pants and took out a set of
keys, then went to the desk and unlocked the drawers she hadn't
been able to investigate. He came out with a wooden box which he
carried to the table, then set down. When he walked over in front
of her he had what looked like a coil of black rope in his
hands.

“Put your hands out.”

“Wh-Wh-Why!?”

“Because I want to tie your wrists
together.”

“Why!?”

“Because it will stop you from running away
in the middle of things – which we both know you would do in a
heartbeat, despite your agreeing to a deal, and because I said
so.”

Sophie licked her lips anxiously, then put
her hands out, watching as he wound the surprisingly soft rope
around first one wrist, then the other, tying them firmly
together.

She squealed as he reached down and gripped
her by the hair, pulling her to her feet.

“Hey! That hurt!”

“What's a little pain between friends.”

“We're not friends!”

“And yet we're about to get very friendly,”
he said.

He shoved her against the wall, hard, then
lifted her wrists up above her head. Sophie twisted her head back
and saw him wrapping the rope around a hook she'd never
noticed.

He stepped back and looked at her, and Sophie
wondered if her heart would pound so furiously she'd have a heart
attack! She was so helpless! And naked! He could do anything to
her! She wasn't really afraid, though. He didn't look like a crazy
man. And surely a rich guy like him in a big office like this had
to be sane!

Besides, he was, she reminded herself,
fucking hot, with an incredible body. She'd certainly had sex with
worse! And for worse reasons, too!

He went back to the box he'd left on the
cabinet, then did something she couldn't see since his back was to
her. He returned to her and turned her to face the wall. His hand
slid down between her legs and cupped her pussy, causing her to
gasp aloud, but it was mainly to use the heel of his hand to push
back on her pubic bone and force her bottom out.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” he said.

She gulped anxiously and jerked her legs
apart, then felt something hard pressing against her back opening.
She gasped, trying to close her legs, but his hand had already
pushed between her thighs.

“I-I don't... I don't do – .”

“You do anything I say, slave girl, for the
next hour,” he said.

She squirmed both mentally and physically as
something slick and rounded pushed insistently against her back
passage. In fact, it was getting wider and thicker as it pushed
into her body!

“What are you doing!?”

“Preparing you for what's to come. This is a
butt-plug. You ever seen one?”

“No!”

“Well, now you can feel one.”

It spread her wider and wider.

“That hurts!”

“Relax your muscles.”

“I can't!”

“No?”

The hand between her legs spread the lips of
her sex apart, then fingers began to rub very skilfully against her
clitoris. The thing, the... plug, rocked and twisted and pressed in
and back as his fingers stroked her, and then it got wider
still!

“Oh! Oh God!” she gasped.

“Yes, sex with me can be a religious
experience,” he said.

“You're crazy!”

The thing in her ass suddenly got a lot
narrower. Or... no, or.. yes. The fat part was inside her now and
she felt a wave of relief as her sphincter closed behind it. Or...
almost closed.

He roughly turned her around again so her
back was to the wall, then he reached past her to the box and took
out a dildo!

She gasped as he pressed it against her
pussy, sliding it in slowly, twisting and turning it.

“Can't you get hard?” she taunted.

“You'll soon see what I can get,” he said in
amusement.

The dildo pushed up deeper. It was as
slippery as the thing in her butt, and he pumped it in and out
casually, driving it higher and higher. It had a pair of thin laces
on the base, and when the dildo was all-but buried in her pussy he
drew them up and back across her hips, then turned her again before
fastening them behind her. He drew another up between her buttocks
to lock it in place, then spun her around again.

He reached for the box again, and this time
took out a ball.

“Open your mouth.”

She gasped and stared.

“No way!”

“Obey your master, slavegirl,” he said in
amusement.

He pressed it against her closed mouth, then
gripped her hair and abruptly yanked it back. Sophie cried out
instinctively, her mouth opening, and he forced the ball into it.
She couldn't resist, and instead glared at him as he settled it
firmly in place, then pulled the straps across her cheeks and
buckled them behind her head.

Finally, he showed her a pair of small chains
with clips on the ends. She had no idea what he intended to with
them until he fit them to the sides of the ball-gag. Then he
extended the chains down to her breasts, opened the clips, and let
them close on her nipples.

“There now. You're all ready.”

Sophie yelled at the pain, her body twisting
from side to side as he walked away. He went into the bathroom,
then closed the door. A minute later the shower came on.

Sophie hissed in pain as her nipples throbbed
hotly. The clips pinched them harshly, and made them burn! But at
least, as the seconds ticked by, the hot, sharp ache was giving way
to a dull, throbbing ache!

She gaped at the closed door in anger and
disbelief. He had tied her up, put these kinky sex toys in her, and
then... left her to have a shower!? All her life guys had made it
clear they would do just about anything to get their hands on her
body, let alone to be allowed to fuck her. Now this guy had hardly
touched her, and now had calmly gone to have a shower first!

And wouldn't he so richly deserve it if she
escaped, WITH his wallet and laptop! That would teach him! She
twisted and turned, then jerked her head back to look up at the
rope around her wrists. That, however, jerked on the chains
attached to the clips biting into her nipples, and she squealed in
pain as they were yanked upward, dropping her chin again
immediately.

She cursed furiously as she glared at the
door, then tried to pull her wrists free without looking up. That
didn't seem to be working, so she raised her chin, more and more,
wincing as the chains went taut, then began to tug on her
nipples.

Her eyes rolled up as high as they could, and
she slowly forced her head further back, willing to endure the hot
pain to her nipples as she stretched them up. She saw the hook and
tried to slip the rope over it, but after a long minute of trying
realized it wasn't just a hook, though. It was a closed ring. She
cursed, and tried to pull her wrists free of the rope again, but
only succeeded in making them red and sore and hot.

This was so frustrating! If she could just
get free she would spend years delighting herself by imagining the
look on his face when he came out and found she'd grabbed
everything and left!

Instead, she sullenly stopped struggling,
glowering out across the room at the city beyond the windows,
defeated by a stupid rope. She lowered her chin, panting, staring
at her aching nipples. They felt a lot less sore now that she had
her head down, but they still ached!

A moment later the dildo inside her started
to vibrate, and she squealed in surprise, jerking her eyes down,
staring at the base protruding from her sex in disbelief.

It was a fucking vibrator! Sophie had very
little experience with sex toys. First, because she was too young,
then because she was too poor, then because she figured she could
get all the sex she wanted anytime she wanted. Also, the thought of
her mom, or worse, Hal finding it had always deterred her.

The vibrations were... uncomfortable, and
made her hips squirm. She glared at the closed bathroom door
angrily. Did that asshole rich boy think that the vibrator was
going to turn her into some drooling nympho so he could step in and
fuck her to an orgasm? Well, he was in for a surprise! It wasn't
doing anything for her!

At first, it wasn't. It just made her nerve
endings crackle and tremble uncomfortably.

And since she was awfully sensitive down
there, that made her squirm and twist, and grind her thighs
together as if she had a terrible itch that needed to be
scratched.

Worse, it wasn't just lifting her head up
that tugged on her nipples. If she turned her head to either side
it had the same effect. And she kept instinctively looking either
towards the bathroom door to her right or the office door to her
left.

The vibrations were driving her nuts! She
ground her buttocks back against the wall, then slapped them
against it repeatedly just to jar her body, to try and satisfy that
itch. It wasn't really an itch, though, it was... something
else.

Did this Mr. High and Mighty really think he
was going to make her come? What an arrogant asshole!

She squeezed and rubbed her thighs together,
startled to feel a ripple of heat and sexual energy, of a strange
crackling sexual electricity down there. She gulped and stared
across the room again, then down the length of her naked body.

It was a good body, a lithe, sexy body, and
all stretched out taut like it was, all ready for some big,
powerful, evil man to... abuse! Oh yes, she could easily imagine
how many men would like to do to her what this guy was going to do
to her!

The pervert!

Of course, all guys were perverts. So that
was nothing new. They were all sex maniacs. And it didn't seem to
matter when they got older.

She wondered how old Mr. High and Mighty was.
He sure didn't look old, just... older. His looks sure hadn't
suffered!

She ground her buttocks into the wall,
moaning softly, grinding her thighs together around the base of the
vibrator.

Then the shower turned off.

She gasped, her head jerking around towards
the door. She cried out in pain as that yanked on her nipples, and
turned her head back.

He was probably all dripping wet, stepping
out of the shower, toweling off, thinking of what he was going to
do to her! Did he have a big erection? Was it sticking out
hungrily, ready to shove inside her? Did he think she'd be all hot
and bothered and anxious for him just because of his fucking sex
toys!?

Well, she wasn't!

Her ass felt very weird with this thing
inside it. And there was something sticking out of her, too,
something flat against her body. Every time she pressed herself
back against the wall she felt it there. Like a button or a quarter
over her ass.

This guy was weird!

She looked down at the vibrator buzzing away
and swallowed repeatedly.

He'd called her a sex slave! Sure, he was
joking, but the idea felt kind of... wicked and hot just then.
After all, she was tied up naked and helpless waiting for a
stranger to come and molest her!

She moaned around the gag. It was extremely
annoying! Not only did it press down against her tongue but it was
too big for her mouth to close. And she kept feeling saliva
building up in her mouth because of that. Why had he gagged her?
Was he afraid she'd scream? Why would she? The building was empty?
Besides, this had been her freaking idea! Well, not THIS, but the
sex.

This is so fucking strange, she thought
wonderingly.

She moaned and laid her head back against the
wall, wincing as she tugged on the chains clipped to her
nipples.

Then the door opened. She gasped, jerking her
head around, gasping again in pain as she pulled on her nipples and
jerked her head back.

But not before she saw him standing in the
doorway, naked except for a towel around his waist.
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He padded across the floor and stood before
her.

“Well, how's my little sex slave been
doing?”

She glowered at him.

His hand reached up under her chin, gripped
the two chains, and then pulled up.

“Back arched. That's it, slave girl.”

Sophie squealed in pain, forcing her back to
arch, thrusting her breasts up and out to lessen the burning.

“Yes, lovely breasts,” he said.

He removed the chains from the ball gag, then
unclipped them from her nipples.

She shuddered in relief, dropping her chin to
stare at her incredibly stiff nipples.

“Lovely nipples,” he said.

He raised his hands and caught them between
the pads of his thumbs and forefingers, then began to gently roll
and rub them.

“Not too small, not too big, just the right
shade of pink.”

His left hand moved behind her head and
gripped a handful of hair, then pulled down sharply, forcing Sophie
to arch her back again. A moment later she felt his lips on the
center of her right breast, felt them softly, moistly massaging her
nipple.

His right hand slid down her taut belly and
his fingers found her clitoris. They also found the vibrator, and
as they rubbed her clitoris those fingers pressing against her
seemed to resonate with the vibrations coming from the machine.

Sophie gasped in surprise and alarm at the
sudden rush of sensation from between her legs. At the same time,
his lips stopped simply mouthing her nipple. Instead, his mouth
opened wide and then closed on the center of her breast, teeth
first. She cried out as his teeth bit into her, then felt his
tongue licking at her nipple as he began to suck rhythmically.

The fingers on the base of the vibrator were
pressing up against it with short, sharp little jabbing motions
that were forcing it deeper inside her. It was his thumb rubbing
her clitoris. The deeper he forced it the more intense the
vibrations seemed to become, especially the way his thumb was
pushing down on her clitoris, pushing it closer to the
vibrator.

He shifted his mouth to her left breast,
sucking and licking and chewing on the soft, surrounding
flesh, and all Sophie could do was stare up at the coffered ceiling
and moan as he held tight to her hair.

A raw, wild wave of sensations was spreading
up her body, and her mind was starting to become sodden with a
dark, carnal hunger and heat. She'd had sex before, but she'd never
experienced anything remotely like this!

She felt as if she were losing her balance,
but not so much physically as emotionally. Her nipples felt a rush
of wonderful relief from the pain and had started tingling with
pins and needles. But now his mouth, his tongue on them were
sending intense bursts of a heady pleasure through her swollen
breasts.

Guys had groped her breasts as long as she
could remember, but she didn't remember any of them spending this
much time licking and sucking on them. At the same time his thumb
was stroking up and down and from side to side against her clitoris
as his finger tapped at the base of the vibrator to cause the nose
to jab at the very back wall of her pussy!

There was a sense of heavy sexual pressure
growing within her, her body throbbing and thrumming with
excitement and heat.

He halted abruptly, even releasing her hair.
She cried out as he roughly spun her to face the wall, then yanked
back on her hips.

Crack!

She squealed as he slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Bad girl,” he said.

Crack!

She cried out again at a second slap.

“Bad girls get punished, you know,” he
said.

Crack!

Sophie yelped again, trying to twist around,
but he only snorted in amusement, jerking back her hips again.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

She moaned as he jerked her legs apart. Then
the cord binding the vibrator in place dropped loose, and a moment
later his fingers slid the thing slowly down out of her pussy.

“Are you all ready for your master, slave
girl?” he asked.

She gasped as she felt the soft, delicious
skin of his cock pushing up and down against her mons. She looked
down, moaning around the gag as he pushed. He held the shaft and
used the head to rub and massage her. She stared at it, watching it
sliding up and down against her pussy lips, then spreading them
open as it moved.

“You want your master's cock inside you,
don't you, slave,” he taunted.

She did!

He was rubbing it up and down against her
clitoris now, and Sophie shuddered, helplessly grinding her
buttocks back against him.

He pushed harder, and she felt a rising sense
of excitement, anticipation, and almost glee as it began to stretch
her out wider and wider. It was so wonderfully thick! She shuddered
as it pushed up into the mouth of her sex, and her hips bucked back
against him.

“Ah, the sex slave wants more inside her,” he
said. “She can't resist it.”

She felt a snarl of anger and embarrassment
at his words as if he had somehow conquered her! But her anger
dissolved in the heat. She wanted him up high inside her belly!

And then she felt him pushing, felt his thick
cock stretching her out as it was forced up deeper and deeper. She
wallowed in the sensation of penetration, gasping for breath,
moaning, whimpering, spreading her legs as a tremendous flood of
dark, erotic need and pleasure swept through her.

Oh God, yes! she thought in anguished
heat.

He pushed deeper, his big hands sliding down
along her hips until they were gripping her thighs, jerking them
back and apart as he began to thrust in and out.

“Hot, nasty little sex slave,” he
growled.

Sophie cried out again and again as his cock
thrust up into her, wallowing in heat as his head drove higher,
until it was punching against the back of her sex with an aching
but thrilling sense of demand. His hips slapped against her
buttocks, and she lost herself to the wondrous pleasure as an
orgasm swept through her mind and body.

It should have shocked her, for she'd never
had an orgasm during actual intercourse before, but she was beyond
shock. She wallowed in it, crying out in helpless, high-pitched
gasps of breath as she jerked her hips back against his thrusting
cock.

The orgasm rose in power and intensity, well
beyond what she usually experienced. She surrendered to it gladly,
eyes closed, gurgling and moaning in animal passion as the pleasure
rode her like a satyr, a sexual fever gripping her mind.

It was so fucking good!

And then even in the midst of it, she felt
one of his hands slide over her hip, his fingers finding her
clitoris and rubbing hard and fast.

The orgasm suddenly exploded higher, shocking
her into a scream of wild, animal pleasure. Her hips bucked back
frantically as the pleasure swamped her mind and drowned her in a
wondrous sense of carnal rapture.

And through it all came the hard, jarring
impact of his hips against her buttocks, and the deep, burning
spike of pleasure from his thrusting cock. Until he stopped,
grinding his hips against her buttocks, then pulling out.

He roughly spun her around again, and she
gasped as he jerked on her hair once more, then bent to suck and
lick and chew at her breasts. He was still hard, she knew that.
She'd gotten a startled glimpse before he pulled her head back, and
the image filled her mind.

Fuck he was big!

The thought and the image sent a scalding
rush of heat through her.

He released her hair, then dropped to his
knees before her. His big, powerful hands yanked her thighs apart
and then he slid them in closer, letting his thumbs spread her lips
open. His tongue moved in and he began to circle her swollen
clitoris.

Sophie looked down breathlessly, confused.
Guys had licked her pussy before, but only as a kind of impatient
appetizer before getting to the main course. As if it were a
necessary duty or task. But he'd already fucked her, so why was
he...?

His tongue licked harder, and his lips moved
in around her, sucking rhythmically in a way that had her hips
jerking against him. His tongue began to lick from side to side,
then up and down. A moment later two long, thick fingers pushed up
into her very moist body. They pumped in and out, in and out, while
pulling forward against her so that they rubbed against the front
wall of her pussy behind her clitoris.

Sophie could only stare down at him, panting
and moaning in confusion and heat, her body thrumming and filled
with hunger despite the massive orgasm she'd just experienced. The
arrogant bastard was just as good as he thought he was, she thought
dazedly.

Her body began to jerk and spasm, to
undulate. Her head rolled and her back arched and her hips pushed
out against him as the heat mounted. She began to feel an almost
desperate sense of need. Then he sprang up abruptly and she gasped,
her head jerking back.

“I know what you want, little slave girl,” he
said.

She cried out and jerked her eyes down to see
him holding his thick shaft and rubbing the head up and down
against her. He was still hard! She had only a moment to realize he
had paused right in the middle of pounding her, right after her
orgasm, to perform oral sex before he sank the head into her.

He lifted her right leg up hard, up high,
then buried himself in her trembling body and began to thrust.

Sophie cried out, feeling the wild, churning
rush of liquid heat flooding through her. The tendon in her inner
thigh stretched and burned and ached as he forced her leg higher
still, his cock thrusting into her hard and fast. His other hand
roughly fondled her breast, then dropped to rub her clitoris.

Another orgasm tore through her, even more
massive than the first. She found herself crying out all the air in
her lungs, sucking it in, and crying it out again, and again, and
again as he drove his cock into her like a wild man!

This time he came. She could see it in his
eyes and hear it in his grunt of satisfaction as he jammed himself
into her to the balls and ground himself against her.

He lowered her leg to the floor, and she
shuddered, almost falling. Had her wrists not been bound above her
she would have fallen, or at least, dropped heavily to her knees.
As it was she was able to recover herself quickly.

And then, before she knew what he was up to,
he'd pressed a folded silk scarf down over her eyes, then drawn it
behind her head and tied it in place.

“We all like a little mystery, don't we,
slave girl?” he said.

She felt her thighs forced apart, then
something pressing against her throbbing sex. She moaned as she was
penetrated, as something twisted and turned and pushed up into her.
It was the vibrator, she knew, and sure enough, when it was deep
inside her she felt the straps going over her hips and up between
her buttocks to join together at her back.

Her hips jerked as it was turned on, and she
moaned helplessly, wondering what he was doing, what he had
planned.

She felt something going around her ankle,
then both ankles, then they were pulled wider so that the rope
around her wrists went taut. Ropes. He had tied ropes around her
ankles! Now she was even more helpless!

He didn't say a word. She had no idea where
he was. Then she felt something... hard rubbing against the top of
her left breast. An instant later she knew what it was; an ice
cube! She squealed in protest, trying to twist away, her body
straining against the ropes to no avail.

The ice cube rubbed slowly, teasingly along
the top of her breast, slowly enough that it began to melt!
Droplets of icy water began to trickle slowly down her breast. And
then the ice cube slid lower, rubbing around and around her nipple
before pressing directly against it.

“Slave girls are made to be tortured for the
amusement of their masters,” he said softly.

The ice cube shifted to her other nipple,
rubbing back and forth across it, then around and around. Nor did
it feel any better when he let the cube slowly slide down her lower
chest and circle her belly. It slid up along the side of her ribs
as she heard him chuckling softly, then down her spine.

Sophie twisted and writhed and squealed and
cursed at him through the gag as he let the ice cube slide down
along her leg and up the back, then ran it slowly back and forth
along her pussy just above where the vibrator protruded, which of
course, meant over her clitoris.

He stopped, and then a moment later she felt
his mouth there. And his mouth was no longer cold at all. In fact,
it was quite warm, as if he'd warmed it with hot tea or something.
It felt incredible on her frozen flesh, warming and soothing it as
his tongue and lips massaged her.

He pulled back, then his mouth was on the
center of her right breast, then the left, leaving a trail of
warmth everywhere it moved. He licked at her clitoris again, and
she moaned at the flood of sensation which roiled her mind.

He pulled away again and she heard a sound
she couldn't identify, like some sort of furniture being moved. A
few moments later the pressure on her wrists relaxed as if the rope
had been removed from the hook. But apparently, he held the rope
because no sooner had her arms dropped when she felt them pulled
out in front of her, forcing her to bend over.

There was something in front of her,
something which pressed into her abdomen when the rope forced her
wrists downward. She felt it against her knees, as well, and
vaguely remembered a large, low-backed antique chair which had sat
in the corner.

She felt the seat of the chair with her hands
briefly before the rope forced her hands forward off the front of
it, bending her further. The top of the seatback jammed into her
abdomen sharply now, and she moaned a protest.

What is this pervert doing, she
wondered anxiously.

Her ankles were untied, which let her bring
her feet forward and eased the pressure against her abdomen, but
then they were shifted apart and tied to the back legs of the
chair. She gasped as the vibrator was turned on, then felt his
fingers in her hair, felt him combing it back, gathering it
together in a thick braid.

What on earth is he doing, she wondered.

She gasped as he pulled on it, forcing her
head up and back so she was facing forward. Then she felt pressure
on the butt-plug thing he'd shoved inside her, and after some
seconds realized he'd somehow tied her hair to the thing!

She felt the entire chair, with her attached,
turned sideways and pulled further from the wall, then felt his
fingers on her breasts, kneading and squeezing them where they hung
below her chest. A moment later, though, she cried out in pain as
the clips were attached once more, and then tugged down and
back.

His fingers caressed her buttocks and pussy,
then she felt his tongue against her. He undid the straps and began
to pump the vibrator/dildo in and out as his tongue licked at her
clitoris.

Soon her hips were jerking and grinding back
against him as waves of pleasure swept through her body. She felt
herself nearing orgasm as he thrust the vibrator into her harder
and faster. It ached as the head punched into the back wall of her
pussy, but she didn't care!

Her body began to tremble and quiver and
then... he stopped!

She moaned, her hips grinding back against
nothing. She waited for more, waited with growing anticipation,
gasping and panting as her body thrummed with need and
excitement.

And then she heard a curse. Then there was
movement behind her, and the sound of something... familiar. It was
a low rustling sound, and after several moments she recognized it.
It was the sound of the plastic covering his suits.

She sucked in a breath of air as she
remembered, and pulled hesitantly against the ropes. Then fingers
yanked the blindfold off and she saw him standing there, glaring at
her, wearing just a towel and holding... one of his suits.

“Do you have any idea how much this cost and
how carefully the tailor worked to make it?” he demanded.

She shook her head minutely, all she could
manage given how tightly her hair was pulled back.

“Thorry!” she tried to say around the
gag.

“This is a twelve thousand dollar suit. And I
don't even know if this can be removed? What did you use? A marker,
I suppose.”

He picked up his other two suits and glared
at her.

“Our agreement was predicated on your having
caused no damage but only minor inconvenience. You yourself said as
much.”

She looked at him anxiously.

“Since the outline of the agreement was based
on a falsehood, the agreement no longer stands,” he said. “However,
rather than call the police I think, given the circumstances, I
will punish you myself. And what's the best way to punish a lying
little brat who destroys other people's property out of spite?”

He was already drawing his belt from the
loops of his suit trousers. He came back to her with it doubled up
in his fist, slapping it lightly.

“Can you guess? Slave girl?”

Sophie shook her head slightly, staring at
the belt. Would he really?! She thought he might well! He looked
pretty mad! How much damage had she caused? Twelve thousand
dollars?! Times three!? Seriously!?

He moved behind her and swung the belt and a
moment later it landed across Sophie's buttocks with a short, sharp
crack! of sound. An instant later came a short, sharp,
stinging pain that made her cry out.

It was the first, but certainly not the
last.

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

She squealed and cried out, her body
squirming and twisting at the rain of sharp, stinging blows. They
came fast and hard enough now that the sharp echo of one didn't
even have time to fade before the next landed. Her bottom was
becoming hot and tender, the pain growing as he brought the belt
down again and again.

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

Her bottom was on fire! She cried out and
strained against the ropes, a kind of frantic despair gripping her
as she fought to do something to protect her burning bottom from
further blows, but couldn't!

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

She felt tears come to her eyes as the pain
mounted, and it wasn't only coming from her bottom. The blows
caused her body to jerk and flinch and that pulled her nipples
against the clips binding them down so that they too were soon on
fire.

It was the frustration about not being able
to do anything about it, as much as the pain, which was driving her
to desperation. She'd never been this utterly helpless before!

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

She sobbed helplessly, hanging down, her body
no longer jerking at the blows. At least that eased the pull on her
nipples!

He reached for the gag and undid it, then
pulled it out of her mouth.

“Well? What have you got to say for
yourself?” he demanded.

“P-Please!” she whimpered.

“Please what?” he snapped, gripping her hair
and jerking it back.

“Ahh! Please! Please stop!” she cried.

“And how do you intend to pay me back for the
three suits you destroyed out of spite?”

“I-I-I'm s-sorry!” she sobbed.

“You're sorry you got caught. But since you
have no money you'll have to pay with other currency, won't
you.”

He reached under her and roughly squeezed one
of her breasts.

“Won't you, slut!?”

“Ah! Please! I'm sorry!” she cried again.

“Sir,” he said, jerking on her hair. “Call me
sir.”

She gasped. “Sir!”

“Now apologize.”

“I'm sorry, sir!”

He jerked again.

“Louder.”

“I'm sorry, sir!”

“And do you want to make it up to me?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“And how do you intend to do that?”

She had no answer for that.

He slid his hand down between her buttocks,
and Sophie gasped as he pushed firmly on the base of the vibrator,
shoving it all the way into her. She felt the lips of her sex
almost but not quite closing behind her even as he tightened the
straps.

It continued to tremble and vibrate inside
her, and she moaned as his fingers rubbed at her clitoris.

“Well, slut? How do you intend to make up for
causing thirty-five thousand dollars in damage?” he demanded.

“I-I don't know!” she moaned.

Crack

“Sir,” he barked.

“Ah! I don't know, sir!”

“Then I suppose I'll have to come up with
something myself.”

He moved around in front of her then swung
the belt overhand. It wasn't a hard blow, but the belt swept up and
then down to land squarely across her pussy.

Sophie cried out, her body jerking violently
against the ropes.

“Oh! Please!”

He swept it up and then down again.

“Sir,” he said.

“Please, sir!” she cried.

“So what are you good for, girl, aside from
the obvious?” he asked.

He let the belt sweep lazily up and forward
and down, to slap against her pussy again.

“Oh! I don't know!” she gasped.

“You don't know?”

He swept the belt out again.

“Did you finish high school?”

“Yes!”

“So we can expect that you can read and
write, hmm? Can count past ten?”

Sophie glared at him. “Of course I can count,
Mr. High and Mighty!”

He swept the belt forward and down again,
harder, and she gasped in pain at the sharp slap against her
sensitive pussy.

“That's sir to you. Frankly, though, I expect
your value lies more here –. ” He swept the belt forward again to
slap against her pussy. “ – than here,” he said, tapping at her
forehead.
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He let the towel covering him drop, and her
eyes were drawn immediately to his groin, where his cock hung
mostly, but not entirely flaccidly. She still thought it a very
impressive looking cock, even soft.

“Let's see what you can do to start making it
up to me, slave girl,” he said.

He stepped forward and pressed her mouth
against his balls, and Sophie began to lick at them, then sucked
them into her mouth. He reached under her to fondle her breasts and
she winced as her nipples tugged at the clips. Then he undid the
clips and she shuddered as his fingers and thumbs stroked, rolled
and caressed her throbbing pink buttons.

His cock was rapidly hardening, and he had
her lick and suck on it, rubbing it against her cheeks and lips as
her own hair held her head in place. Her hands jerked against the
ropes instinctively trying to hold him, but unable to.

Which was a problem, she quickly realized,
for as he got harder he pushed himself into her mouth, and she had
no way to control how deep he moved. He began to pump slowly in and
out as she sucked and licked, and then started to lazily sweep the
belt up and over and then down to slap lightly against her exposed
pussy.

Every time he did it she flinched and jerked,
though it really didn't hurt... much.

“I like to get my way, slave girl,” he said,
“so I hope you know how to do as you're told.”

That was not something she was very good at,
but she could pretend for as long as it took to get away from
him.

Slave girl? What a perve!

His cock was thick. She didn't think she'd
ever had one this thick in her mouth before. Under other
circumstances, she would have been delighted to experiment with it.
And him. Being tied up and helpless, though, made her anxious and
nervous.

At the same time, this was darkly,
outrageously hot in a strange, kinky way. She was bent over with a
vibrator and a butt-thing stuffed into her, all tied up, with a
big, gorgeous rich guy pumping his cock in her mouth. Of course,
her buttocks throbbed hotly and painfully, but you couldn't have
everything.

The vibrator was doing strange things inside
her, as if making her internal organs quiver and tremble. Her
clitoris felt swollen and hyper-sensitive. And every time he swung
the belt down she felt a sharp jolt of sensation in her groin.

He swung a lot harder but shifted the aim to
the side so the belt slapped down on her right buttock and
thigh.

“Lick faster, slave,” he said.

Fucking weirdo! she thought.

She licked faster, though as his cock moved
slowly in and out.

“A young woman's mouth is much better used
for this than for talking,” he said, as if taunting her.

Sophie had heard much worse, though, and
ignored him as she focused on pleasing his cock. And then she was
taken by surprise when his pumping pushed the spongy head of his
cock right into her throat. She gagged weakly and then coughed as
he pulled back.

He pumped in shorter arks but then thrust
himself deeper again, the head of his cock pushing into her throat.
But this time he swung the belt overhand quite a bit harder and it
slapped down sharply across her right buttock and thigh – just as
he pushed himself forward in one relentless stroke.

Sophie stared, her eyes wide, at the sight of
his thick shaft sliding forward, his belly getting closer and
closer. She trembled and shook, but there was no way to back up, no
way to move away, and no way to control him. And then her lips were
wrapped around the base of his cock as he held himself firmly in
place against her.

“Love the way your throat spasms around my
dick,” he said casually.

He pulled back slowly, and Sophie gurgled
wetly, then coughed explosively as he pulled free.

“I would have thought a girl like you would
have mastered the art of deep-throating a long time ago,” he
said.

What the fuck does that mean, a girl like
me? she thought indignantly, even as she gulped in air.

She didn't have a chance to ask, however. He
pushed his cock deep into her throat as he swung the belt overhand
again, this time letting it slap down on her pussy with stinging
force. That pain shocked her senses enough that she didn't even
think to gag until his cock was all-but buried in her throat.

“Yes, I can see where a sex-slave would have
all kinds of uses,” he said, as he ground himself against her.

He pulled out again, and again she was too
busy gasping and coughing to protest. He moved around behind her,
then, and she felt his fingers caressing her slippery clitoris as
the vibrator buzzed.

“B-Bastard!” she gasped weakly.

“Disrespectful, slave.”

He swung the belt down across her buttocks
and she winced in pain.

She felt his fingers also prying loose the
butt-thing he'd pushed into her ass, and gasped as it came out. Her
head was now free to drop forward, and it did, as the pressure came
off her scalp with a tremendous sense of relief.

Almost immediately, his cock thrust into her
bottom, driving in deep before her sphincter clamped down on it. He
swung the belt down across her bottom with short, sharp blows that
made her cry out, and each time the belt struck he drove his cock
deeper into her belly.

“Gorgeous ass,” he said.

“B-Bastard!” she gasped.

“Rude little thing, aren't you.”

He leaned forward and unfolded the belt, then
wrapped it around her neck and slipped the tongue into the buckle
before yanking up and back like a leash. Sophie's head was yanked
up and back, and she gurgled, her eyes bulging as he slapped her
bottom and drove himself into her ass to the balls.

“You better learn some respect for your
betters, slave girl,” he said.

He loosened his hold on the belt and she
gasped for breath as he ground himself against her buttocks. Then
he began to pump, slowly, reaching forward and down to casually
squeeze and grope her breasts.

“You are a fine little sex toy,” he said as
his hips began to strike her buttocks.

Sophie didn't want to be a fine little sex
toy! She wanted to be respected! But all she could do now was gasp
and grunt and squeak as his big cock drove deep into her belly
again and again. He was so thick he made her ache, and so long that
when his cock plunged into her to the depths she felt cramps high
inside her.

The vibrator remained stuffed into her pussy,
which gave an even more full sensation, especially as it continued
to buzz alarmingly. He was taking his time, having already come
once, and her body shook to the steady blows of his hips.

She moaned as he paused to grind himself
against her, then gasped as he seized her hair and yanked it up and
back.

Sophie shuddered as the hard thrusting
continued. She'd always got off the most on rough sex, and that's
what he was giving her. There was also something raw and carnal
about the way he was using her like this, the way she was tied up
and helpless, and it made something dark and hungry unfurl deep
within her subconscious.

Her eyes slit as her body shuddered to the
force of his thrusts, her breasts swinging under her as she gasped
for breath. The vibrator was doing strange things to her pussy, and
having a big cock like his thrusting into her ass was a very new
sensation indeed.

There was a wild, churning rush of sensations
tearing through her body, and an even wilder one of emotions
flooding her mind. But she felt a weird sense of calm and less
anxiety as the minutes passed. He'd found out what she'd done and
strapped her for it. There. That was done.

His hand slapped her bottom, then slid over
her hip and underneath as he leaned over. She gasped as his fingers
round her clitoris and started to rub it, her body bucking and
jerking as another wild burst of sensation swept through her.

She was still startled a minute later when
she realized just how hot she was, and just how close she was to
coming again.

It was the vibrator, she thought dazedly, and
his fingers, and just the wild, dark excitement of how he was
riding her, using her, owning her like a boss! She felt a new and
unaccustomed sense of an almost serene pleasure in just giving into
him. After all, there was nothing she could do anyway.

And this was... nasty, and hot!

And then the orgasm arrived and she cried
out, again and again, until he yanked on the belt and it tightened
around her throat. That seemed to make the orgasm grow even more
intense, even as her eyes bulged and her mouth opened wide to
gurgle breathlessly.

Her entire body felt as if it was caught in a
crackling storm of sexual electricity, with her nerve endings
spitting and her muscles spasming and her body quivering violently.
She'd never been sodomized and felt the same level of strange,
exotic, erotic pleasure from the feel of it moving in and out of
her before!

He felt like he was so incredibly deep the
head was punching against the inside of her belly with every
thrust!

*

He made her put everything back where she'd
found it, and plug all the laptops back in as they were. Then he
found his cut-up chair and glared at her.

“Spiteful little bitch, aren't you?” he
demanded.

She glared back sulkily.

“Where do you live?”

She shrugged.

He snorted and sorted through her things,
finding a drivers’ license in the back pocket of her jeans.

“Fern Valley? That dump?”

“Too bad not everyone can be born rich,” she
said.

“Are you disrespecting your master?”

“You're not my master,” she said in
annoyance.

“More disrespect,” he sighed.

He gripped the hair behind her neck and swept
her forward so she half fell across the arm of the sofa.

Crack!

“Ow!” she squealed as the belt cut across her
bottom.

“That's what you get for being
disrespectful.”

“Fuck you!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! OH! Ow! I”m sorry! Ow! Please!”

Crack!

“Please sir, you little brat.”

“Please, sir!”

At least wait until he unties you to mouth
off, stupid, she thought to herself.

Her wrists were still tied together as they
had been for some time. They weren't tied TO anything, but they
were still tied together, limiting her ability to do things like
reach behind her to stop the belt from hitting her tender
bottom.

She squealed as she felt something pushing
against her back opening, and recognized the butt-plug. He pushed
it in fully, then reached down and gripped her hair again. She
quickly pushed herself up and back even as he pulled her to her
feet.

Then he pulled her bound wrists up and back
behind her neck, and dropped the rope down her spine, pulling
firmly so her hands were forced back sharply before somehow again
attaching it to the butt plug. When he let go she could feel the
pressure against the thing he'd shoved inside her.

She started to complain only to have the
ball-gag shoved into her mouth again, then strapped behind her
head.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

He kicked her ankle aside and she winced and
glowered at him. He had a... thing in his hands as he bent over
her. It wasn't a dildo or vibrator. It looked something like a
large clip. Something the length and thickness of a pencil slid up
into her pussy, then a spring clip went up on the outside of her
body, across her clitoris and lower abdomen.

Sophie couldn't see it because the way her
arms were forced back prevented her from looking down. But she
could feel it.

“Shall we go?”

Go!? she thought. Go
where?!

She gasped as she felt a pull on the clip
thing. He walked across to the door, and she saw there was a thin
chain in his hand, apparently attached to the clip. The clip stung
and she scurried after him so that the pain faded.

This was so sick, she thought
wonderingly.

She looked around anxiously as he led her up
the hall. She was completely naked, her back arched somewhat,
shoulders back, elbows bent above her head as he led her down one
hall and up another, then to the lobby.

Sophie looked around in amazement. Finding
herself naked and tied up like this in a public place was behind
anything she'd ever even imagined! And then the elevator door
opened and he moved forward, pulling on the chain that was somehow
attached to the thing in her pussy!

Sophie scurried forward, gasping and moaning
as he punched an elevator button for the basement.

“We're going to my place, in case you were
wondering,” he said.

Her eyes widened.

“What? You thought I was done with you? You
thought an hour or so of sex would pay for thirty-five thousand
dollars or so in suits? I could have hired one of the top escorts
in the city for a fraction of that, and she'd probably do a much
better job of pleasing me.”

She scowled at him.

“I forgot the chair. That'll have to be
recovered, too. That's another few thousand.”

He scowled back at her.

The doors opened and she gasped, staring out
at the hall. But he moved forward, so she had to do the same,
hurrying to keep the chain from getting taut. He led her out into a
garage, and she again stared around wildly, anxiously. It seemed to
be empty, though.

He walked across the garage and stopped at a
gleaming black Mercedes sedan. He opened the rear door and guided
her in, pulled a seat belt across her chest between her breasts,
then closed the door behind her before getting into the driver's
seat. The engine started with a throaty growl and then started
forward.

“Clearly your main value is in sex,” he said.
“But you did at least figure out how to get into the building and
into my office. That would suggest a certain level of intelligence,
and a measure of... hmm, entrepreneurial spirit. Perhaps you can be
trained to be useful in other areas. Even I can't have sex all day
every day, after all, and I don't like the idea of anyone sitting
around on their ass doing nothing.”

He glanced at her. “Not that it's not a
gorgeous ass, of course.”

Sophie looked at him warily.

“Maybe I'll have you trained in various
things. You can be a sort of all-around servant girl who provides
sex and entertainment, as well.”

She glared at him.

“What? You think being a servant is beneath
you? You live in the valley, baby. Even the servants I've spoken to
think they're above people who live in the valley. Anyway, if it
makes you feel better you can consider yourself my slave
instead.”

Sophie snorted.

“I can train you to make drinks. That's easy
enough. I can have you do minor housekeeping. How are you at giving
massages? I doubt you know a thing about them. Well, it should be
easy enough to train you. Hmm? Lap dances? Pole dancing? Yes, with
that body, you'd be excellent. Maybe I could have you taught to
take notes. Then you could accompany me on trips as a personal
assistant or personal secretary, that sort of thing.”

Arrogant bastard, she thought, fuming.

They headed into Hyland Park, which didn't
surprise her at all. It was where the rich lived, after all. The
houses were big and far apart here, with manicured lawns and thick
foliage providing privacy, often behind gates and fences. She could
hardly see more than vague outlines or catch occasional glimpses of
some of the houses through all the shrugs and trees.

It was getting darker and there were no
streetlights. The branches of the trees overhead sometimes seemed
to almost meet, so that they were driving in pitch darkness.
Suddenly the car veered off to the left through a break in tall
hedges, drove down a curving driveway, and then down a steeply
descending drive under the looming bulk of a house.

It drove through an open garage door into a
brightly lit garage, one which had a polished tile floor, and
several more cars already parked. He turned off the engine, but she
was startled to feel the car moving, turning. It turned completely
around to face the now closing garage door, then stopped.

Mr. High & Mighty got out of the drivers'
door and came around to let her out, undoing her seat belt, then
picking up the chain still attached to the clip. She scrambled to
get out as he tugged lightly, then led her across the garage to a
door.

“Home sweet home,” he said.

He stepped through the door into an elevator
with polished oak walls, and it rose up smoothly and quickly.
Sophie was impressed despite herself. A guy who had a garage that
turned his car around and his own elevator was so far above her
living in her mom's crummy old bungalow that she began to consider
whether his arrogance was actually deserved.

It was no wonder he'd look down on her. Well,
and there was that whole being a thief and vandal thing...

This place was amazing everywhere she turned
her eyes. It was sparkling clean, nothing was out of place, the
ceilings were high, and the rooms and hallways were very large. He
led her into what she supposed was the living room, which faced a
wall of glass looking out onto a large yard bounded by hedges and
filled with trees, bushes, flowers, and a big pool.

He had her stand in place, legs apart and
then left the room.

Sophie looked out the window at the back yard
and thought about lounging around a pool like some kind of rich
bitch. She wondered if this guy, who was clearly single, might be
looking for a girlfriend. Sure he was arrogant, but he was super
hot looking, rich, and amazing in bed – well, amazingly good in
sex. She hadn't actually been to bed with him, after all.

Sure he was older, but not that much older.
It wasn't like he had gray hair and a cane or something! And he
wouldn't be the first older man who fell for some younger, sexy
woman. She let herself imagine living in a place like this and
having all the money she'd ever want.

He returned with a drink in hand, and...
something else. It looked like a very small whip of some kind, and
so she felt an immediate jolt of anxiety. It was very small,
though, and seemed to be a handle and a bunch of thin, foot-long
black laces.

He came over to her and then removed the
chain and clip, but a moment later he slipped a slim chain around
her waist and fastened it behind her. Then he showed her the
whip.

“This is a small flog,” he said. “It's for
use on bad slave girls who are impudent or impertinent or
disrespectful to their master.”

The flog had a little hook on the base, and
he slipped it onto the chain around her waist at her left hip. Then
he sat down, facing both her and the yard.

“So, little slave girl, we'll start with the
basics. I'm the boss. I don't tolerate argument. I don't tolerate
bad attitudes, sulking, or snotty looks of disapproval. Until such
time as you've paid me back you work for me – as my slave – for
free.”

He took a sip from the glass.

“Obviously that means I can't have you
running off breaking into buildings somewhere. Your time is my
time, after all. And I doubt you have any other job. Do you?”

She hesitated, then shook her head.

“Didn't think so. So, you can live here. I
have a number of spare bedrooms.”

Sophie blinked in interest, sucking in a
breath. Live here!? With him!? That had endless possibilities!

“Needless to say, until I can trust you, you
aren't going to be free to simply come and go as you please – with
my valuables in your pocket. In fact, you'll have to earn my
respect, and any clothes I decide to eventually let you wear.”

She frowned. Did he mean she was supposed to
stay naked!?

He put the drink down, stood up, and came
across to her, then undid the strap holding the ball-gag in place
and pulled it free. He set it on a nearby table then went back and
sat down, picking up his drink again.

“Do you live with someone you have to
notify?” he asked.

Again she hesitated.

“Uhm, well, I have to tell my mom.”

“You tell her you just got a job as a live-in
maid, which provides free room and board.”

She pursed her lips and nodded.

“Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now as to your daily duties. As I said, it
would be a waste of both our time for you to be nothing more than a
sex slave. This house is too big for you to maintain, and I have a
service for that. Which will be an issue I'll have to solve, come
to think of it. Likewise, I have a service that takes care of the
lawns, gardens, and pool.”

He sipped from his drink.

“Come here, slave,” he said, cocking his
finger.

Sophie walked over to him and stopped.

“Legs spread, back arched.”

She flushed but obeyed, and he ran his hand
up her thigh, then up her belly and along her breast.

“You're in pretty decent shape. But you can
improve that. There's a fully equipped gym here, and I'll have a
trainer stop by and set up a routine for you to do every day. Given
your body is much of the reason you're here it should be kept in
tip-top shape.”

Sophie felt indignant at that, but on the
other hand, if he wanted her to exercise to stay in shape that
really wasn't something she felt she ought to complain about. She
exercised herself to stay in shape, after all.

“Kneel.”

She hesitated, then knelt in front of him. He
sat forward and ran his hands along her arms, squeezing them.

“Hmm, better than average,” he said. “Maybe
you've been stealing enough heavy things to give you better upper
body strength than usual in a girl.”

She scowled at him and he grinned, then
jerked her forward across the arm of the chair. An instant later
he'd taken the little flog from her waist and brought it down
across her bottom for three rapid blows that made her squeal in
protest and pain.

“That's for scowling at me. I told you that I
wouldn't tolerate surly looks.”

“That hurt!”

“Of course it hurt. That's the point, after
all.”

He pushed her back and grinned as he picked
up his drink. He hesitated. “Want more?”

She gulped and smoothed her face.

“You're not my girlfriend, baby,” he said.
“Don't think for a minute I'm going to put up with sulky, surly
attitudes from you. For now, you're a slave girl, and slave girls
obey their master instantly and without question. Clear?”

“Yes... master,” she said.

“Sir will do.”

“Are you going to keep me tied up all the
time?”

“I'll keep you tied up as long as it pleases
me and whenever it pleases me. That's the nature of owning
something. You get to make all the decisions. And the nature of
being a slave girl is you do what you're told without questioning
it. Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir.”

He got up and left the room again, returning
with a handful of what looked like leather straps. He dropped them
onto a low table behind her then reached for her neck. She felt him
untying the rope. It slipped free of the butt-plug and then she let
her arms drop forward with a groan of relief for her stiff
shoulders.

A moment later, though, he drew a belt across
her throat from behind. She gasped, her hands jerking up to grab
it, but it was already firmly against her neck.

“Put your hands down!” he barked.

Sophie hesitated again, but obeyed, her pulse
racing.

“You think I've gone through all this and now
I'm going to suddenly strangle you?” he asked.

That did sound weird but then he was a kinky
pervert. Still, the belt thing settled firmly around her throat and
didn't interfere with her breathing, and after a few moments, she
realized what it probably was. It was some kind of collar! Didn't
slave girls wear those!?

He turned her around to face him, then
finished untying her wrists, pulling the rope away.

“Hold your hands out, slave.”

She licked her lips but obeyed as he slipped
studded leather bracelets around both wrists. He bent her over the
back of a sofa and slapped her bottom lightly.

“Raise your right foot up high against your
butt.”

She obeyed and she felt another bracelet, or
whatever they were, going around her ankle, then around her left
ankle too.

He slapped her butt lightly again.

“Stand up.”

She stood up and turned to look at him, then
dropped her eyes to her wrists.

“Have you eaten?”

“No?”

He plucked the flog from her waist and she
gasped as he spun her around and pushed her across the arm of the
chair. The flog snapped down across her bottom again; three quick,
sharp, stinging blows that made her gasp and wince.

Then he pulled her upright.

“Have you eaten?”

She stared at him in confusion, then
understood.

“No, sir.”

He put the thing back on the little chain
belt, and she reached behind her to rub her stinging bottom.

“Come.”

He walked out of the room and she followed,
down a gleaming stone hall and into the biggest kitchen she'd ever
seen. There were dark, wooden cabinets all around, and not one but
two refrigerators. He opened one and drew out a plastic container,
then went to a cupboard and opened a door, taking out a bowl. He
dumped the contents of the plastic container, which looked like
some kind of salad, into the bowl, then put it into a
microwave.

“Eventually, I'll have you making my dinner,”
he said. “If you don't know how to cook I'll get someone in to
teach you.”

He looked her up and down with a smile.

“Not until you're allowed to wear clothes, of
course.”

“I'm supposed to stay naked?”

“Slaves don't ask questions,” he said.

He took the flog off the chain, bent her over
the big island, and swatted her bottom with three stinging blows
from the little laces as she gasped and hissed in pain. Then he
hooked it to the chain belt again.

“Slaves don't need to ask questions because
slaves only do what they're told. If their master wants them to
wear clothing, then their master will provide them with clothing
and tell them to dress,” he said.
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The microwave dinged, and he took the bowl
out, but then set it on the floor.

“On your hands and knees, slave.”

Sophie rubbed her bottom then gingerly got
down on her knees before dropping forward onto her hands.

“You seem to be a prideful girl, and entirely
unjustifiably, as far as I can see, except for your looks. Slave
girls need forfeit their pride until it's earned for specific
abilities. So I think we need to make a point and rob you of some
of that pride of yours. There are various ways to do that and I
think it will be fun to experiment.”

Sophie was confused. She looked up at him,
then down at the bowl. It smelled like meat, and looked...
interesting.

“Down on your forearms.”

She blinked in surprise, then lowered herself
to her elbows and forearms.

“Spread your knees wider.”

Flushing, she obeyed.

“Now, you will eat without the use of your
hands.”

She gaped up at him, then at the bowl.

“This is a lovely steak salad with grilled
pepper and corn salsa. It's pre-cooked and is now steaming hot. Eat
or don't eat, but no using your hands. If you choose not to eat,
you go hungry.”

God, what an asshole, Sophie thought, but at
the same time she felt a strange dark jolt of wicked heat. Eating
like some kind of animal would be soooo nasty! And naked, with him
watching!

She lowered her head, not without effort. She
had to bring her chest down to the point her breasts were pillowed
out against the cool stone floor. Only then could she put her mouth
into the salad and start chewing pieces of steak, corn, beans, and
what looked like avocado and tomatoes, among other things.

It was very tasty, but even as she ate she
was well aware of him watching her, and flushed at how... degrading
but darkly sexual this was. Her bottom was high in the air, her
knees spread wide, her breasts now throbbing against the floor as
she ate.

Like she was some kind of animal!

Was he up for more sex? She gulped as he
moved behind her, feeling how vulnerable she was to anything he
cared to do to her.

“Very nice view from here,” he said.

She flushed again, her mind filled with
confusion, heat, dark excitement, self-conscious embarrassment, and
indignation. This was sick!

But it was weirdly exciting in a way that was
taking her breath away even as she put her mouth down into the bowl
to eat.

“Yes, a little attitude adjustment for a
couple of days, then some serious training, provided you prove up
to it. This could be quite interesting.”

Sophie felt a jolt of irritation. That phrase
'attitude adjustment' was one Hal had used. What was it with every
man thinking that she needed to be taught to be more servile and
submissive?

“My attitude is fine,” she said over her
shoulder.

He leaned forward and pulled the little flog
from her belt.

“Apparently not.”

She gasped as the thin laces snapped down
across her buttocks. They were quite thin and light, but they still
stung. And then he swept the thing underhand, and the little laces
swung up against her pussy!

Sophie gasped, her knees jerking
together.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he said.

She hesitated. The thing stung but... not
that much.

She reluctantly eased her knees wider, her
heart beating faster, and the flog swept in against her rapidly,
again and again, so that her pussy began to crackle and throb. The
little laces didn't hit hard enough to actually hurt, though, not
really. They were like a little crackle of stings that struck her
again and again.

“Every time you backtalk you're going to get
punished, slave girl. The more back-talking you do, the more you'll
be punished.”

He swung the thing overhand and she winced as
the laces snapped down across her taut buttocks.

“Understand?”

“Yes!”

He swung it down again and she gasped.

“Understand?”

“Yes, sir!”

He bent and attached it to the chain
again.

“Continue eating, slave.”

She ate and he watched. She was so
hyper-aware of him watching, and of the vision she must present,
that she hardly tasted the food in her mouth. She was nervous about
what he'd do next but also gripped by a sense of anticipation, her
breasts swollen and hot against the floor and her body thrumming
with growing sexual pressure.

“So, your name is Sophie, is it?”

She gasped, startled by the words after his
silence.

“Yes... sir.”

“What's your last name?”

“Rodriguez, sir.”

“Really? You don't look Spanish. Well...
maybe a little.”

“My mother is Irish, sir.”

“Well, your name has too many syllables.
What's your mother's name?”

“Byrne, sir.”

“Much better. I will call you Miss
Byrne.”

“Don't you mean Ms.?”

He plucked the flog from her waist.

“I was just asking!”

The laces cut across her bottom and she
gasped.

“Asking presumes I'm too ignorant to know
that Ms. is the politically correct term to use, which, if you
think about it, is silly., Of course, I know.”

He swung the flog down again and she gasped
in pain.

“And I already told you that there is no need
to ask questions. Your master will convey to you all you need to
know.”

Again the laces cut across her bottom and she
flinched and yelped.

“And you forgot to say sir, you miserable
little slave.”

After she'd eaten he placed a bowl of milk on
the floor and she drank it in the same manner as she'd eaten, like
a dog, with her bottom high and legs spread wide, dipping her lips
into the milk to suck it down.

He tied the black rope to rings set into the
two leather bands around her wrists, then he led her outside. It
was hot and humid out, and the yard was lit by discretely placed
lamps on the ground. The pool was lit, as well, and cast a blue
glow on things. Off to the side was a fire pit that puffed into
life with the flick of a switch.

He led her beneath a nearby tree, tossed the
rope over a branch over her head, then pulled on it until her
wrists were lifted straight up into the air. Then he pulled again
until she was forced up onto the balls of her feet. Then he pulled
again.

Sophie gasped as her toes left the ground.
She stared down the line of her body at the grass underneath. Her
toes wriggled instinctively, barely able to brush the grass as he
moved away and sat down on a nearby lounger, a drink in hand.

“So, tell me about yourself, Miss Byrne,” he
said.

“My wrists hurt!” she gasped.

“I'm aware of that. But that wasn't what I
asked you to talk about.”

“I-I... don't know what... you want me to
say... sir!” she gasped.

He sipped from his drink.

“What, if anything, had you intended doing
with your life?”

Sophie found it bizarre that he wanted to
interview her while she was hanging naked from a tree! But then,
given he was a pervert, she supposed it was in keeping with his
previous behavior. Her wrists ached where the leather restraints
bit into them, and her body felt terribly stretched out below.

Her breasts were taut against her ribs,
though her nipples were still rigid. Her body swayed in place and
she was starting to sweat in the heat.

“I don't know,” she groaned.

“You had no intention of going to
college?”

College? Was he an idiot?!

“We didn't have any money for college.”

“Suppose you did have money. What would you
have taken?”

“I... don't know. I never... thought about
it.”

He put the drink down, stood up, and came
over to her, then plucked the little flog from her waist.

“You keep forgetting to say sir,” he
said.

He brought the laces down across her breasts
with three quick blows that made her squeal and jerk and twist
around.

“That stings!”

He swung the thing again and she hissed.

“Don't tell me the obvious, slave girl,” he
said.

Then he swung it down again and she cried
out.

“And don't keep forgetting to say sir.”

He put the thing back on the chain and went
back to his chair.

Fuck! she thought, her breasts
stinging.

“So no career aspirations? You never wanted
to be an astronaut? A nurse? An architect?”

“No, sir,” she gasped.

“What did you do with your time when you
weren't burglarizing buildings?”

Her body strained below the rope. Her arms
ached a little, but she felt a tight pressure on her chest, too.
She was also sweating more and more.

“I... hung around... sir.”

“Hung around? Hung around who? Hung around
where?”

“I... hung around my room, watching TV and
going on Instagram and Snap and Tinder, and hung around with my
friends, and went to clubs when we had money.”

“So I suppose you had sex with a lot of
guys.”

“I did not!”

“I mean, sir.”

“No, why not? I'm sure with a face and body
like yours you were in high demand.”

“Because... because most of the guys I knew
were... creeps or idiots. Sir.”

“Maybe you're a lesbian.”

“I am not!”

“Right. You seemed to have enjoyed my cock.
So I suppose not. Maybe the young men your age didn't know how to
excite and arouse you. Did any of them tie you up?”

“No! I mean, no, sir.”

“Did they try?”

“I wouldn't trust any guy to tie me up!”

“And yet you trusted me.”

“I didn't have a lot of choice... sir.”

“Plus I'm pretty hot and sexy.”

Arrogant as fuck, too! she thought.
Though he wasn't wrong...

She was getting exhausted hanging here. She
wasn't sure why, but she was sweating more, and gasping for breath,
while he was just calmly sitting there sipping his drink.

“Are you gonna keep me hanging here all
night?” she groaned.

He stood up and came across to her and she
bit her lip as he plucked the little flog off the chain belt. She
tried to twist around and succeeded in turning her back to him.
Then she hissed as the flog cut across her back. It hit again, and
then again, stinging more. He was hitting harder since it was her
back rather than her breasts.

“Oh! Ow! Please!” she squealed.

“Please sir,” he said, bringing the flog down
again and again.

“Please, sir!”

He gripped her arm and turned her to face
him.

“You will eventually learn to always say sir,
and to not question me. It will become instinctive.”

He ran a hand over her breasts, then down her
taut body.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She gasped but obeyed, and his fingers began
to rub her there.

“Do you know why you're sweating and gasping
for breath, slave?” he asked.

“N-No, sir,” she gasped.

“Anatomy, slave. You clearly don't know
anything about the subject. You see, while you hang suspended like
this, your rib cage kind of sits low against your diaphragm. You
can't actually breathe while hanging fully suspended, you see. In
order to breathe, you have to use the muscles in your arms to raise
yourself up – just a tiny bit – in order to breathe. Needless to
say, that gets tiring quickly. Eventually, you'll suffocate from
being unable to lift yourself up to breath.”

His fingers were caressing her clitoris as he
spoke, sliding up and down between the lips of her sex. He drew
back and then went inside, only to emerge with the vibrator.

Sophie groaned to herself, but when he
ordered her to spread her legs, she did so. He worked the vibrator
up inside her, then strapped it in place before turning it on.

Then he went and sat down and sipped from his
drink.

“So it appears you had no real career
prospects and no real ambitions,” he said. “It's looking to me like
being my ah, personal assistant might well be the most rewarding
career you could have possibly ever achieved. Assuming I find you
satisfactory, of course.”

“I would have been paid for other jobs!” she
said.

She knew she wasn't supposed to speak unless
spoken to, and left the 'sir' off deliberately. Sure enough, he got
up and came back to her, plucked the flog off the chain, and then
swung it a half dozen times across her bottom as she twisted and
writhed and danced in mid-air.

He put the flog back in place and returned to
his seat.

“I suppose you would have been paid. But how
many jobs would pay you thirty-five thousand dollars in a year? Had
you intended to become a stripper?”

“No! Sir.”

“Hmm, prostitute?”

“No, sir,” she said, glowering.

“I can't imagine what other job would have
paid you as much money as you need to pay back what you owe me. And
that's not even counting the room and board I'm throwing in.”

The vibrator was buzzing away inside her, and
against her. Her thighs were squeezed against her base and she felt
her clitoris quivering as if resonating to the vibrations. Sophie
panted, sweat trickling down her overheated body.

She felt the thickness of the hard sex toy
deep in her abdomen, felt it buzzing all along its length as she
swayed there above the grass. Her wrists burned and her shoulders
and arms ached, but the dark eroticism of being hung naked from her
wrists like this combined with the vibrator was making her insides
thrum with a sense of excitement which was overwhelming all other
thoughts.

She felt a strange breathless need to provoke
him, to get him off his chair and back in front of her, even if it
meant having him whip her more. But then, the idea of being whipped
was also darkly exciting. Whipped like a slave girl! Hanging naked
from her wrists!

“Nobody asked you for your job!” she
gasped.

“And nobody asked you to break into my office
and vandalize my chair and suits. How did you get in, by the
way?”

“None of your business,” she said.

He snorted and stood up again, then went back
inside. He came back with something she couldn't see in his hand
because it was at his side. But as soon as he came up behind her he
yanked back sharply on her hair and then when she opened her mouth
to cry out he shoved the ball gag into it, then strapped it around
her head.

“The only purpose for your mouth, slave, is
to eat, drink, and suck my dick,” he said. “Talking is
unnecessary.”

He plucked the flog from the chain again and
then jerked on her arm to set her swinging back and forth. He
gripped it again, setting her to turning in place.

Then he began to swing the little flog down,
the laces slicing stingingly against the soft flesh of her back,
then her ribs and breasts, then her belly and thighs and buttocks.
He swung the flog again and again as Sophie cried out, twisting and
swinging as the little laces stung her up and down her body, front
and back.

“Impertinence is never well-rewarded,” he
said. “Particularly for slaves.”

Gasping for breath, Sophie moaned around the
gag. She was sweating even more now. Her eyes felt hot, and her
skin ached as if she had a sunburn – front and back. She felt his
fingers against the butt-plug and felt the pressure as he pulled it
out of her.

Then she felt his own cock, thick and hard,
pressed up between her buttocks as he ground himself against
her.

“Absolute obedience and respect is a
requirement of the position, slave,” he said, his cock grinding up
and down, up and down between her buttocks. “Anything less will be
severely punished.”

She gasped as the head pushed against her
wrinkled back opening, then slowly forced its way inside. He
started pumping in short, hard little thrusts that worked his big
cock deeper and deeper, then yanked back on her hair.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” he said, his
lips next to her ear. “I'm going to teach you a lot about how to
service men – and women.”

He leaned in and his teeth nibbled at the
nape of her neck, then up along her earlobe.

“I will make you mine in body and spirit,” he
whispered.

She grunted and gasped as his cock drove ever
deeper, and then shuddered as one of his hands slid down and began
to finger her clitoris.

“Being someone's fuck-toy can be a rewarding
experience if that someone knows what to do with your body, little
slave girl,” he said.

He abandoned her hair, but his hand instead
went around her and encircled her throat just beneath her jaw,
forcing her head up and back as his hips began to thrust into her
in earnest.

“Consider submission, slave girl. Submit to
one more powerful than you, one wiser, wealthier, more
sophisticated than you. Submit, slave girl,” he growled, his lips
along her throat.

Sophie gasped, struggling to breathe as his
hips now struck her buttocks. His cock was driving deep into her
belly with every thrust, while his fingers stroked across her
clitoris and the vibrator buzzed inside her.

This was all insanely perverted. But it was
also the wildest, most wicked and exciting experience of her life.
It made every other sexual act seem dull. It made everything she
did seem dull!

His hand closed more tightly around her neck
and her eyes felt as if they were bulging.

“Who owns you, slave girl? Who?” he
demanded.

“You do, sir!” she gasped.

“Hot, sexy little slut,” he growled.

Sophie shuddered, her body jerking in time to
his thrusts, her brain throbbing, her body sizzling with a churning
dark energy. Every thrust of his cock was a spike of heat in her
belly, even as her pussy burned against his stroking fingers.

She cried out weakly as the orgasm hit, as it
flashed through her like a lightning storm, her body trembling and
shaking against him as he drove his cock savagely into her belly
and jerked her head back hard against his chest.

Sophie felt as if she was melting in the
heat. Certainly her mind was. All higher-order thoughts faded away
as she wallowed in the flood-tide of pleasure and passion filling
her. And when it finally eased she sagged limply, bonelessly,
panting for breath as her mind struggled to waken from a near
stupor of overloaded senses.
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It took some careful negotiations, especially
since 'slave girls' shouldn't ask questions or make suggestions,
but he allowed her to wear clothing. But the thought of sitting
around the house all day – even this house – naked and doing little
or nothing did not suit her. Especially when she couldn't spend it
online with her friends.

Granted, it wasn't much clothing, and
it was only for visitors. She wore a pair of short-shorts and a
tank top. That was it. He allowed her an athletic bra, but only for
the trainer who showed her how all the machines in the gym worked,
tested her physical condition, then set up a training schedule for
her.

A man named Andre came each morning to teach
her how to make drinks. She wasn't allowed to wear a bra for him,
which she knew he noticed. However much he pretended otherwise.
Another man, this one named Paul, showed up each afternoon to teach
her how to cook the things Reid liked. That was his name. She'd
finally gleaned it from seeing a name on a document laying on a
table.

Fortunately, he wasn't a big gourmet type. He
liked fairly ordinary food. And she wasn't completely incapable of
cooking. Her mother was a drunk and she'd long since had to feed
herself if she wanted to be sure what went into the food.

Cynthia came every evening. Cynthia was a
tall, elegant-looking blonde. To look at her, Sophie would have
thought her some rich man's wife or daughter. She was, in fact, an
expensive escort and had once worked in an expensive strip
club.

She taught Sophie how to strip, how to swing
around the pole Reid had installed in a side room, and how to give
a lap dance. She also taught her how to give massages. Both the
real kind that some people might like when sore, and the erotic
kind.

“Pole dancing is actually an excellent
exercise,” she said, as she demonstrated. “It works many parts of
your body, including your hands. And strengthening your hands and
fingers will help you giving massages.”

Cynthia didn't come alone. She brought with
her a man named Earl to demonstrate her massage techniques. That
was kind of uncomfortable for Sophie, at first. Sliding her hands
up and down the warm, oiled flesh of some man she'd never met was
just not her thing! He wasn't bad looking, but not super handsome
either.

But at first, all Cynthia was doing was
showing her the more obvious muscle groups, and how to give fairly
basic massages.

“If you really want to learn how to do
massages you need to take a much longer course,” she said. “The
same goes for pole dancing. I can only teach you the basics in the
short time we have.”

Sophie had gotten used to touching Earl by
the time Cynthia turned to the erotic massages. And for that, she
removed his towel and he turned over and Sophie gulped, standing
back to watch how Cynthia slide her oiled hands up and down his
body and then began to massage his cock and balls.

She was embarrassed, at first, never having
watched other people being intimate like this, but she got over it
surprisingly quickly even as Earl grew very erect.

“You want to make this an experience,”
Cynthia said. “The idea is not to get someone off quickly. Any
idiot can do that. You take your time, keep them aroused, hot and
bothered.”

She worked on his cock and then abandoned it
to slide her hands gently up and down his legs and massage his
feet. Then she worked her way back up, massaged his cock and balls
again, then slid her hands up over his belly and chest.

Then she stripped naked and climbed onto the
table, startling Sophie. Earl turned over onto his belly and she
straddled him, then leaned over, letting her bare breasts slide up
and down against his glistening back. Her hands and torso caressed
him, sliding up and down even as she grew as oily as him.

When he turned over, of course, things got
even more interesting, as she bent low and let her breasts slide up
over his erection, massaging his cock between them, mashing them
around it, then sliding higher, letting her belly and abdomen slide
up along his cock, pinning it between them.

Her pussy did the same, of course, slowly
riding up and down his shaft as it lay on his belly.

Watching, Sophie found herself actually
getting aroused just watching. She was also fascinated by the way
Cynthia stretched things out to keep Earl from coming too
quickly.

When he did come, it was with both her hands
wrapped around his cock, twisting and turning, sliding up and down
faster and faster until his come fountained out against her
breasts.

And then... it was her turn.

She was self-conscious, at first, but Cynthia
had him turn over and she started on his back and his buttocks. Her
nervousness faded, but then he turned over and Cynthia had her
massaging his cock and balls. That was bad enough, but then she had
to strip and climb atop him!

She wanted to say no, but on the other hand,
she really wanted to learn this as it fascinated her. She was also
more than slightly aroused. So she straddled Earl and then let her
naked body slide up and down his. Massaging his cock with her oiled
up breasts excited her more and she felt them throbbing, the
nipples hard and crackling with energy.

Then she rode her body slowly up and down
over him before making him come again with her hands.

“Excellent job,” Cynthia said with a smile.
“You're a quick study.”

Sophie smiled hesitantly and nodded, flushed,
her chest tight.

“Now I'll show you on a girl.”

“Uh...?”

She looked at her in confusion.

“Mr. Reid wants you to know,” Cynthia said.
“And now you're already naked anyway.”

Sophie felt her chest tighten and her stomach
flutter, but she climbed onto the table as Earl got off and went to
wash up. She lay back tensely and waited.

Cynthia smiled reassuringly.

“Put your hands up above your head, dear,”
she said.

Blinking, Sophie obeyed as the woman moved to
the head of the massage table. A moment later she'd slid a
restraint strap around her wrists, then pulled it down taut

“Wh... what are you doing!?” Sophie
squeaked.

Cynthia smiled again.

“Conditioning, I suppose.”

“What?!”

“Mr. Reid wants all your orgasms to come
while restrained. That will condition you to become aroused as soon
as you're restrained. Of course, that will mean the more you're
restrained the more easily your orgasms will come.”

Sophie flushed at her words, but then she
reminded herself the woman was a high priced escort and it wasn't
like she was some prude who would be shocked at Reid's kinky
bondage and domination games.

Cynthia leaned over her, pouring more oil,
and letting her hands slide slowly up and down her body. They began
to knead and massage her breasts in a way that soon had both of
them throbbing, and pumping heat through her body.

“You have lovely breasts,” the blonde said
softly, smiling.

She rolled and massaged her nipples, then
slid her hands downward. She spread Sophie's legs and then began to
massage her thighs, then her mound, her fingers slowly and gently
working their way up and down so that Sophie found herself
impatient, fighting to control her breathing.

Cynthia pulled up and out a pair of arms on
the lower part of the table, then lifted Sophie's ankles up and
apart, strapping them firmly in place.

Then she began to peel her pussy open,
caressing her, circling her clitoris but barely touching it.
Sophie's clitoris was soon quivering and throbbing eagerly, wanting
to be touched, but Cynthia only lightly brushed her fingers across
it.

Sophie's body was soon pulsing with heat, and
she had to fight to keep still as her hips kept wanting to grind
her up against the woman's fingers. Yet just as she had with Earl,
Cynthia was taking her time, sliding her hands up Sophie's body
when her pussy was burning hot, giving it time to cool as her
fingers kneaded her breasts, or stroked her shoulders.

Then the fingers came down again, sliding
across her pussy, then massaging her inner thighs as Sophie moaned
softly. They returned again and again, to make her more and more
aroused. And finally, her hips began to grind up against the woman
as her inhibitions and pride melted away.

Finally, three oiled fingers penetrated her,
sliding deep. They pressed upward as the woman's fingers began to
rub more directly against her clitoris.

Now Sophie's hips were grinding up with more
energy, the heat, and excitement building in her mind and body. She
gasped and shuddered as the woman teased and stroked her, and then
rubbed hard on her clitoris as the orgasm tore through her.

Cynthia bent over, then, and began to lick
slowly at Sophie's pussy. She took her time, in no more rush with
her tongue than she'd been with her fingers. But she soon had
Sophie grinding and bucking and her body undulating as she licked
her through two more intense orgasms.

She climbed atop the table, then, straddling
Sophie's face.

“Now show me what you've learned, little
slave girl,” she whispered.

Sophie hesitated, but then began to lick.

“Don't worry about the oil; it's edible,”
Cynthia assured her.

And it tasted like strawberries, Sophie
thought.

She licked and sucked and worked her lips
against Cynthia's puss as the blonde guided and corrected her, and
felt a rush of satisfaction when she came.

“That wasn't exactly massage,” she said as
Cynthia unstrapped her.

Cynthia smiled. “He wanted you to learn how
to please a woman, too.”

Between Cynthia's lessons, and Paul and
Andre, and Joe, the trainer, and her own exercise, Sophie was
learning a lot of interesting things. When she was alone, she had
the run of the house, and it was an enormous house with an
incredible back yard.

But whenever none of them was around the only
'clothing' she was allowed to wear were thigh-high leather boots
with stiletto heels and a strange harness of straps and rings which
did at least cover her pussy – if barely, but left her breasts
entirely bare.

The straps around her breasts kept them from
moving around too much when she moved, but not as well as a bra. In
fact, the way they squeezed around the base of her breasts made
them throb continually and kept her nipples almost perpetually
hard.

She wore the collar and wrist and ankle
restraints in addition, of course. But that was it. So she had to
do the other chores Reid came up for her, like changing the bedding
or doing the laundry, while dressed like some kind of kinky bondage
slave.

Which, she reflected, wasn't entirely at odds
with the way she was now living her life.

And when Reid was there, she often didn't
even wear the harness. He said she needed to learn obedience and
discipline, and so one of the things he'd order her to do was sit
or stand or kneel in place for long periods of time. Then, if she
moved even a little, she'd get a strap across her bottom.

Kneeling with her back arched and hands
behind her head for minutes at a time made her back stiff and sore,
but the strap across her bottom was worse, so she learned to kneel
in place.

Other positions were more obscene. She had to
lay on her back on the floor, feet flat, knees spread wide, and
hips lifted up off the ground to be supported by her hands under
them. That was as graphic a display as she could imagine.
Especially since her pussy was facing him as he lounged on the
sofa.

The other way around, of course, was to kneel
with her bottom in the air and knees spread.

One evening he had her bend over in front of
another of the upholstered chairs, with her bottom to him. Her legs
were together and her chin on the seat of the sofas as he watched
the news. She couldn't even tell if he was even looking at her.
Though she thought he likely was from time to time, and would, in
any event, notice if she shifted her position.

Masturbating for him was another of the
visual demonstrations she had to put on. That was embarrassing, at
first. She'd never masturbated for anyone before. Nor had she
wanted to, this time. But she wanted to masturbate more than she
wanted a strapping.

Besides, she knew he always got his way,
eventually.

So she had to slouch in the chair and
masturbate while he watched. She thought she would have to fake it,
feeling awkward masturbating in front of someone, but the motions
soon became real, her body heating up as she started to feel the
strange, kinky appeal of having a handsome man watching her.

She had to do it with her own fingers, the
first time, but then she got to use a dildo and vibrator. Sometimes
she thrust them into her body, sometimes she rode up and down on
them, but his eyes on her guaranteed an intense orgasm.

At first, she felt anxious when he took
pictures with his phone. But she didn't really see a way to refuse.
Then he started taking pictures with a real camera, an expensive
one. Though it was digital too. It took videos, as well, and he
used it to tape her masturbating, and performing oral sex on
him.

When Cynthia came over to continue teaching
her erotic massage – and how to please women – he took videos of
that, too, especially when Cynthia took her to bed and taught her
how to grind their pussies together before Cynthia donned a strap
on and fucked her to several tremendous orgasms.

She was getting used to her role as sex-toy
for him, and even as porn actress – though that made her nervous
about who might one day see the videos. But she was still jolted
when he came into the living room one evening with another man, a
stranger to her.

This was a black man, a very large, muscular
and menacing looking one! He was wearing a leather harness, though
his was much different from the one Sophie often wore. His straps
were much thicker, more masculine. They outlined his powerful chest
and dropped down to join with a sort of hard leather codpiece over
his groin.

She had no idea how old he was or what his
face looked like. He wore what looked like a black motorcycle
helmet with a complete face shield, and the plastic of the shield
was tinted so dark she couldn't see through it.

He would have looked scary enough if she'd
been dressed. As it was she was sitting naked on the edge of a
hard-backed chair, her legs spread wide, her hands behind her head,
and back arched. The instant she saw him she instinctively tried to
twist away, but couldn't.

The restraints around her wrists were locked
to a ring in the back of the collar, and that in turn was tied by a
short rope something down behind the back of the chair, holding her
back arched. Her ankles, in turn, were tied to the front legs of
the chair.

“This is Master,” Reid said. “He's here to
help train you into the proper submissive mindset required of a
slave girl.”

The man stomped over to her, wearing heavy
black boots, and halted right in front of her.

“Look at me!” he demanded in a deep
voice.

Startled, Sophie looked up at him, then away,
face flaming.

“Slave girls who disobey are whipped,” he
growled.

Her pulse racing, Sophie reluctantly turned
her red face back up towards him. He didn't say anything. That
reflecting plastic covering his face made her nervous. She couldn't
see his eyes or nose or mouth or anything. Her eyes rolled uneasily
to the sides, her mind squirming with embarrassment.

“Are you ashamed of the sight of your body,
slave?” he demanded.

Sophie flushed anew. The thought of actually
talking to him made her mind squirm even more!

“Answer me!” he shouted.

“No!” Sophie gasped.

He slapped her face, not hard, but hard
enough that the sting startled her and threw her head to the
side.

“How do you address me, Slave?” he
growled.

“M-Master?” she squeaked.

“Then say it!”

“Master!”

“Are you ashamed of your body, Slave?”

“No, Master!”

The man was not at all like Reid. Reid was
calm, casual, even seeming amused whenever he punished her. This
one was a thundering, angry, faceless muscleman, and it made her
tense and uneasy!

He reached down, and a long black finger slid
along her lower lip, caressing it.

“Do you like having a cock inside you,
Slave?” he growled.

This is so sick! Sophie thought
wildly. But she knew what he wanted her to say, and it wasn't like
it wasn't the truth.

“Yes... master!”

“What are you?”

She gulped and then gasped as his big hand
gripped her jaw painfully.

“I'm a slave, Master!”

“And do you think you have a sense of
discipline, slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master?” she gulped.

“I doubt that,” he sniffed. “If you had
discipline you wouldn't need to be tied like this. You would simply
have obeyed the order to remain in this position. But you didn't.
You tried to move! Because you were embarrassed at me seeing your
naked body.”

He dropped her jaw and slid his hand down to
caress her breast.

“Do you think your body is so precious,
slave, that no one may see it?”

“No, Master!” she gulped.

“Then why did you try to move!?” he
yelled.

“I-I was startled!”

He slapped her face again and she gasped.

“Master!” he shouted.

“I was startled, Master!” she cried.

He sounded so angry! She had stood up to Hal
easily enough, but he was a hunched, middle-aged drunk without any
real courage. This big, muscular, faceless man could do
anything!

He dropped to one knee, and untied her
ankles, then stood up and moved behind her. Sophie felt the rope
pulling on the restraints go slack, then her wrists were unclipped
from the back of the collar.

He moved around in front of her again and she
looked up at the faceless helmet, unmoving.

“Do you know how to obey a simple order,
Slave?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master!”

“Stand up!”

She stood up, his harsh voice making her
pulse race.

“Hands behind head! Feet apart!”

He moved slowly around her as she obeyed, and
she saw he had a strap in his hand now. He swung it slowly back and
forth as he circled her, then stopped in front of her, towering
over her.

“On your knees!” he yelled.

Sophie dropped quickly to her knees, keeping
her hands on the back of her head and back arched.

“On all fours!”

She dropped to all fours and he demanded she
crawl to the far wall. Flushed, her mind filled with confusion and
uncertainty, she did it. She felt weird while she did, though,
especially since both of them were standing there watching her
crawl. Then she crawled back, feeling very self-conscious as they
watched her move.

“Do you know why I had you crawl, Slave?” he
demanded.

“No, Master!” she said.

“Because you're an animal! You're a sexual
animal! A carnal creature of sex!”

He reached down and gripped a fistful of hair
then jerked upward. Sophie squealed in pain, jumping up and
grabbing at his wrist.

“Are you resisting me? Do you want a beating,
Slave?” he yelled.

“No, Master!” she cried.

She dropped her hands to her sides as he
forced her head back.

“Never resist your master, Slave!”

He released her hair. “Turn around! Spread
your legs. Wider! Now bend over and grab your ankles.”

She felt a jolt that made her cringe even as
she was obeying. Her head dropped low and she grasped her ankles as
he stood behind her.

“What do you call me, slave!?” he
shouted.

“Master!” she cried.

“Louder, Slave!” he shouted.

“Master!” she exclaimed.

Crack!

She cried out as the belt snapped out and
landed across her buttocks.

“Are you a slut? Are you?” he demanded in an
angry voice.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gulped.

“Say it.”

“I'm a slut, Master!”

“Get down on all fours, slut!”

Sophie dropped quickly to her hands and
knees, then crawled the wall and back again, even more deeply
gripped by confusion. She was disturbed and intimidated by his
deep, loud, angry voice and the fact it went along with a faceless
helmet.

Crack!

She cried out in pain as the belt snapped
across her bottom.

“Faster, slave!”

She crawled back to the wall and then turned
and crawled back, faster this time, her breasts swinging beneath
her.

“Sit on your heels, knees apart, hands behind
your head!”

She obeyed, looking up anxiously at the
faceless man.

“What are you?”

“I'm a slave, Master!”

“Get on your belly in front of me!”
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Sophie dropped forward onto her belly, then
jerked her bottom up at another order.

Legs spread! Always spread your legs!” he
snarled. “You're a slut, aren't you?! Didn't you say you were a
slut!? Keep your legs spread!”

He moved one of his feet forward, clad in a
heavy black, leather boot.

“Are you an obedient slave girl?” he
demanded.

“Yes, Master!”

“Put your hands around my boot!”

Startled, she obeyed.

“Now lick it clean!”

His boot, thankfully, was already clean. Or
at least, it looked like it. She hesitated, and the belt swung
forward and down and smacked against her pussy. Sophie cried out in
pain, her legs jerking closed, but then opening again as she
frantically began to lick his boot.

“Harder, slut! Let me see you lick that boot
like your life depends on it!” he shouted. “Long hard licks! Show
me how obedient you are!”

He swung the belt down again, harder, and it
snapped against her buttock.

“Lick, slave!”

Eyes wild, Sophie licked furiously at his
boot, clutching the ankle in her hands as she moved her lips up and
down it, licking everywhere.

Crack!

“Beg your master to fuck you, slave!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Crack!

She cried out as the belt snapped down
against her pussy!

“Beg harder!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

Crack! The belt hit her pussy again,
and it throbbed and ached.

“Keep licking!” he yelled.

Crack!

“Ahh!” she cried.

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

“Turn around, Slave!”

Panting, gasping, heart-pounding, Sophie
twisted around to present her pussy to him.

“Reach back and grab your ankles!”

Sophie hurriedly raised her ankles up and
then reached back for them.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Obey!”

She pulled her ankles forward towards her
hips as she held herself in place.

“Do you want a cock inside you, Slave?!?”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

“Roll onto your back!”

Bewildered, Sophie rolled quickly onto her
back.

“Knees back! Spread your legs!”

The belt lashed down and struck the back of
her thigh a stinging blow.

“Are you obeying!”

“Yes, Master!”

“Spread your legs wider!”

Crack! The belt struck her pussy and
she cried out in pain.

“Beg for my cock!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Crack!

“Louder!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she screamed.

He knelt before her and then undid a pair of
snaps. The codpiece fell away and his cock sprang out. It was
large, thick, and hard, and she gasped as she stared wildly at
it.

“What are you!?” he demanded in a loud, angry
voice.

“I'm a slave, Master!”

He rubbed the head of his cock up and down
along her aching pussy.

“You're a sex slave! Aren't you!?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Say it!”

“I”m a sex slave, Master!”

“Put your arms out at your sides! Flat
against the floor!”

Sophie shuddered as she felt his cock forcing
aside the lips of her sex, then slowly pushing into her body. She
was slightly startled to feel how wet she was and groaned as his
thick girth stretched her wide. His big hands gripped her legs
behind the knees, the hands almost encircling her legs as he jammed
her knees back and apart, leaning over her.

“Beg!” he shouted.

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

She moaned as his cock pushed deeper.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

She was gulping in air as his big cock sank
deeper and deeper into her body.

His hands jammed her knees back hard against
her shoulders, and his hips began to move, slowly at first, then
faster, building up his stroke.

“Beg, slut!” he shouted.

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

His hands shifted along her boots to the
ankles, then he let himself lean even further forward atop her, his
arms straight as he jammed her feet down against the floor above
her head. His hips worked faster, harder, his cock plunging deeper
into her trembling body.

She kept her arms flat against the floor,
stretched out to either side as he lowered his body atop her,
crushing her in two, his cock shockingly deep inside her as his
hips worked faster still. Sophie gasped and cried out at every
stroke.

He was letting his chest pin her legs back
now, as one of his big hands encircled her throat.

“Are you a slave!?”

“Yes, Master!” she croaked.

“Do you obey your master!”

“Yes, Master!”

Her head was pounding as his hand closed
tighter. She couldn't breathe, and her chest was starting to burn.
But she kept her arms out to the sides even as she started to see
black dots dancing before her eyes. She was becoming light-headed,
and the world became blurry. The only clear thing was the sensation
of his cock punching into her body again and again.

He let go of her throat and let her breath,
then jammed her ankles back again and his hips started to pound
against her upraised buttocks. Every blow made her entire body
tremble as if the force of it resonated through her.

There was nothing... fake about this,
somehow. It didn't feel like a play to Sophie. It felt real! As if
she really was a slave! Her mind wasn't thinking, it was just
reacting, instinctively.

But she knew it wasn't... sort of.

He pulled out and let her legs down.

“On your belly!”

She scrambled around, his harsh, loud voice
making her frantic.

Crack! The belt snapped down across
her buttocks with a sharp, stinging blow.

“Raise that ass higher, slut! Spread your
legs!”

She obeyed, only to have him lean over and
fill his fist with her hair again, roughly yanking her up onto her
hands and knees. She had long enough hair that he could then pull
her, walk with her, making her crawl along on all fours as if her
hair was a leash.

“Crawl, Slave!”

He walked to the wall, his fist in her hair,
and she crawled desperately alongside him, then turned and crawled
back.

“On your knees!”

Sophie cried out as he pulled on her hair and
jerked her abruptly to her knees. Then he was in front of her, his
hard cock rubbing against her face.

“Open your mouth, Slave!”

She opened her mouth wide and he pushed his
cock into it. She made to raise her hands but a sharp jerk on her
hair and she dropped them to her sides. She knelt there as he
pumped his cock in and out of her mouth, then pushed himself down
her throat. She gurgled weakly, her fingers twitching as if they
wanted to jerk up to hold him back, but she restrained herself.

He drove himself down her throat until his
balls were pressed against her chin and held her there as her world
got fuzzy again and her chest burned and she started to sway. Then
he pulled back and let her gulp in air.

He gripped her hair again and they were off
once more, crawling to the wall and back as Sophie gulped in ragged
breaths of air. Then he flung her on the floor and sat down. He
shoved one of the boots at her and she grasped it, still panting as
she licked it frantically.

He gripped her hair and dragged her up onto
her knees, and she began to lick and suck his balls and cock, then
he dragged her up higher and she straddled him. She sank down on
his cock and then began to ride him, panting and moaning as he
roughly fondled her breasts.

That he was still completely faceless was
really... weird! It was like she was fucking a thing and not a man,
like some kind of humanoid robot or something. She felt a rush of
something darkly erotic, almost masochistic. Except she'd never
been a masochist. And this aroused her. It wasn't the physical. It
wasn't his big cock she was riding on so much. It was the act of
being a slave girl, of being a desperately obedient slave girl to
this... faceless... stranger.

He gripped one of her wrists and jerked her
hand down, then made her rub her clitoris as she rode him. She
shuddered, sensations spilling through her body, growing more
intense.

This is sick! she thought again, but I
thought it with a sense of awe and dark excitement.

He was mauling her breasts and she was riding
up and down on him, panting and gasping and moaning as she impaled
herself on his gleaming black cock. And when the orgasm arrived one
of those hands rose and closed around her throat, making her eyes
bulge. She didn't care. She kept riding, crying out again and
again, even if they were little more than breathless croaks.

She lost consciousness at some point.
Everything faded into darkness.

*

She felt somewhat shell-shocked after her
experience with the unnamed, faceless black 'master'. She wasn't
entirely sure why. It wasn't that he'd been particularly rough, or
that the strap he'd used had hurt so much. It had certainly been
embarrassing, at least at first, to be seen the way she was by a
strange man, but that wasn't really it either.

It had been the way he'd spoken to her, she
thought. Unlike the soft, casual, sometimes mocking way Reid called
her a slave or ordered her about, his voice had been loud and
angry. It had been, she thought, the way a helpless slave girl
might be talked to by her cruel 'master'. Perhaps that had been
what had made it seem so scary and real.

It had certainly provoked her to instant
obedience!

With Reid, being a 'sex slave' was more or
less like being an employee. He was even arranging for her training
in cooking, bartending, and dancing to make her more useful to him.
But the nameless 'master' had actually made her feel as if maybe
she really was a slave, and there was something both scary and
darkly thrilling about that.

Not that she wanted to be a slave, of course.
But the fantasy of being a sex slave to big, powerfully built men,
like Reid or the nameless guy – that was deliciously hot and
kinky.

Cynthia was continuing to teach her, and not
just about dancing and massage. She used a realistically shaped
dildo, complete with testicles, to demonstrate again how to massage
them with her hands, then how to tease and taunt them with her lips
and tongue, then how to deep-throat them.

She also wasn't above giving lessons in how
to fuck them. Sophie was mildly offended, at first, but it soon
became obvious Cynthia really knew how to use her body, just as she
knew how to use her lips. Sophie was impressed.

“Teenage boys know nothing about sex,” she
said. “You don't have to do anything. Just lay there. You don't
even have to be conscious. They'll be happy to fuck you while you
sleep. But older men, discerning men, want more than a dead fuck.
They want a skilled partner in bed.”

She giggled.

“Well, unless you're tied up, of course.”

A few days later Reid provided her with the
first thing to wear which wasn't completely revealing. Just 'very'
revealing. It was a sparkling gray dress.

It was thin, as if made of something not much
more substantial than t-shirt cotton, and held up by two thin
spaghetti straps going over her shoulders and behind her neck. The
dress had a deeply plunging scoop-neck top. It was backless, very
short, and had slits on both hips all the way up to her waist.

With it came a pair of cute black shoes –
five-inch stilettos of course. But no underwear. He also changed
out her collar and restraints. She now had on a shiny, rounded
stainless steel collar. The only adornment was the ring that hung
from the center. She also had small matching bracelets on, which
had a hinged ring that could be pushed back flat against the
bracelet.

It wasn't at all a bad thing to wear around
the house. But Sophie's problem was it wasn't for wearing around
the house. No sooner had she done admiring herself in the mirror
when Reid took her downstairs and put her in the Mercedes.

She hesitated to ask since she always got
punished for asking anything. Slaves, he said, did not need to know
anything but to do whatever they were told to do. But she didn't
have a mind which was that submissive or which cared only for the
here and now.

“So where are we going, Master?” she
asked.

He eyed her, snorted, then reached into the
pocket of his blazer. A moment later Sophie yelped as she felt a
short, sharp shock, right inside her where he'd placed a new
butt-plug, a thicker, stainless steel one.

“Ahh! What the – !?”

He smirked.

It wasn't a terrible shock. It was about on a
par with the sort of shock you got in winter when wearing wool and
touching something metal. But having it inside her was freaky!

“That hurt!”

“It would serve no purpose otherwise.”

“I only asked a question!”

He put his hand in his pocket and she
squealed as she got another shock.

“It's an interesting little device,” he said.
“The sides expand outward with the use of a little screw so that
the butt-plug can't be taken out by the wearer. Well, not without
the little key.”

He zapped her again and Sophie yelped and
twisted on her seat.

“Slave girls do as they're told and that is
all they do. If they need to know anything, their masters will tell
them.”

She fumed at that, but kept silent, squirming
a little in her seat. The idea of having some sort of little taser
in her butt was disturbing! Even if the shocks were pretty brief.
It was a very uncomfortable place to get such shocks!

“Behave yourself and obey your master,” he
said.

“Yes, sir,” she said sourly. “Yow!”

He had zapped her again.

“Keep your tone obedient, not surly.”

They drove through very light traffic. As far
as she could tell from looking at the big houses they were still in
Highland Park. Then they turned into a long driveway and pulled up
in front of a very large house. He got out, and she scrambled to
leave the car, as well.

A man in a uniform came out and took the
keys, glanced at her, then got in the car and drove it away as he
led her into the house. There was another man there at the
door.

“Mr. Saunders is in the den, Mr. Reid,” he
said.

“Thank you, Miguel,” Reid said.

Sophie followed him anxiously. She'd spent a
lot of time naked the last days, but walking around in public in
this revealing dress with no underwear was making her
self-conscious. She quickly realized she had to keep her stride in
check or the slits would open wide enough to show anyone nearby
that she wasn't wearing panties.

She heard voices ahead and cringed mentally,
wondering how many people were there. They entered a sort of
library, with floor-to-ceiling built-in cabinets and shelves. There
were a number of plush, upholstered buttoned-leather sofas and
chairs about, but she mainly had eyes for the people.

There were three men there, all middle-aged,
and two women in their mid-twenties. One of the women was a buxom
blonde wearing a short pink and cream skirt, a cream silk blouse,
and a white blazer. The other was also fairly buxom. She had
shoulder-length brown hair, large round glasses, and had on a white
and blue summer dress which was perfectly proper, if short, and a
little sheer.

The two women were standing attentively while
the men chatted. They turned and looked at Reid and Sophie as they
came in, then ignored them, turning their eyes back to the men
talking.

Reid shook hands all around. The men all
seemed to know each other, though more as close acquaintances than
friends, she thought. Certainly, they spoke mainly about work,
about deals and contracts, and marketing.

She wasn't introduced, and she stood
dutifully by like the other two women, wondering if they had as
little clue what the men were talking about as she did.

The one who seemed to be the host seemed to
be concluding the little gathering. Two of the men, along with the
two women, wandered out of the room and headed up the hall, leaving
the man alone with Reid and Sophie.

“So, this is the girl you found breaking into
your office,” the said in amusement.

“This is her. She's very good raw material,
and I've been working on shaping her.”

“She looks like she's a pretty damned good
shape already,” the man said. “From what I can see anyway.”

“Slave, untie your dress and let it fall,”
Reid said.

The words jolted Sophie. She suddenly felt
her chest tighten and looked anxiously at him and then the other
man. Both were looking at her expectantly. She could feel her face
starting to heat as her mind spun wildly, trying to decide what to
do.

“Or would you like me to bring back Master
for further training?”

She felt another jolt at the thought of the
scary, faceless man returning for more. Her hands rose and then,
blushing hotly, she untied the string behind her neck. The top of
the dress collapsed to her hips. After a moment's more hesitation,
she pushed it and it slipped over her hips and slid down to her
ankles.

“I love how she still blushes,” the man said
in amusement.

“Position yourself,” Reid said.

Sophie's pulse raced, but she shifted her
feet apart and then drew her hands up behind her head, arching her
back.

“Gorgeous body,” the man said.

“That's what I thought when she offered it,”
Reid replied.

The man reached out and ran his hand lightly
across her breast, giving it a little squeeze.

“Hands behind your back, slave girl,” Reid
said.

Her face still hot, her mind swirling wildly,
Sophie dropped her arms and drew her hands together behind her back
as Reid moved behind her. He gripped her wrists, and then quickly
locked the bracelets together as the other man sat down on a plush
sofa.

Reid jerked her forward, helping her step out
of the dress, then she gasped as he jerked back on her hair,
forcing her back to arch again.

“If you can get condition her properly she'll
make an excellent play-toy,” the man said.

Playtoy?! Sophie felt herself getting
indignant at the description, but that disappeared in a rush as
another person entered the room. This was a short, slim, beautiful
Asian woman. Sophie instinctively jerked against Reid's grasp, then
froze as she recalled the Master's lesson on obedience.

She trembled as the woman came over to stand
beside her.

“Well, what a precious little girl,” she
said.

Sophie gasped as the woman's hand slipped
between her thighs. Her finger eased in between the lips of her sex
and stroked her clitoris.

“Reid says she's got the mind of a slut,
Ming. What do you say?”

“Most young girls have the mind of a slut,”
the woman replied, “as long as someone doesn't spoil it.”

“Spread your legs, slut,” she barked.

Sophie flinched and obeyed, though she also
felt another rush of indignation. She was getting used to the touch
of a female hand from Cynthia, but she found she didn't like this
woman and her sneering face. The woman's fingers, though, seemed to
know what they were doing, and a moment later she dropped to her
knees in front of her and spread the lips of her sex with her
thumbs. Then her tongue began to dip into her soft, pink
valley.
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Sophie gasped but froze in place as the
woman's tongue thrust startlingly far into her body. It pumped in
and out, twisting and swirling as her upper lip massaged her
clitoris. Despite herself, despite her embarrassment and
discomfort, Sophie felt her body starting to thrum with excitement
as her lower body heated up.

Reid released her hair, pushing her head
forward to meet the other man's eyes. She flushed and turned her
head away, but Reid gripped her head and forced her to look right
at him as the man looked back. That felt very... weird! Having some
strange, middle-aged man looking at her as she stood here naked
would have been bad enough. This was way worse!

“Obey,” Reid said.

What did that mean? Obey what? Obey whatever
she was told, she supposed. That was what slave girls did.

It was hard to think of much, though, while
her heart was racing and the woman kneeling before her was sliding
her impossibly long tongue up and down against the sensitive flesh
of her pussy. Her lips found Sophie's clitoris and began to suck
rhythmically, while a slim finger, then a second pushed up inside
her.

The man merely watched with interest. Reid...
Reid was... gone!

She turned her head and was startled to find
nothing but an empty room.

“Did I tell you to turn your head, slave?”
the man growled.

She jerked her head back and stared at
him.

“Did I?”

“N-N-No... sir!” she gulped.

The Asian woman's hands slid up her body now,
kneading her breasts as she stood there in helpless confusion and
uncertainty. Was this another training thing?! Reid had stuck
around while that big black man had been with her. That had at
least been reassuring. Now she was alone and naked and helpless
with a pair of complete strangers!

But waves of liquid heat were flowing up her
body from what the woman was doing to her, and her breathing was
already starting to get ragged as she stood in place, trying not to
move at all.

The man stood up and moved past her, and
Sophie cried out in pain as he grasped her hair in passing, pulling
her stumbling backward until she felt something hard against her
buttocks. He kept pulling and she arched back, then fell across a
narrow table.

The Asian woman had followed and now gripped
her thighs, spreading them wide as she dropped to her knees again
before the table. The man let her hair go and her head fell across
the opposite side of the table so that she stared up at him upside
down.

What was she supposed to do!?

Obey.

Like a slave girl!

Like a sex slave!

She felt the woman's tongue pumping in and
out of her as her fingers skilfully rubbed her clitoris, and
shuddered as they traded places, three fingers pushing up into her
as that agile tongue swept across her clitoris.

The man standing at her head unzipped himself
and pulled his cock out. He held it in his hand and rubbed it along
her lips and across her cheeks and face, then pushed it into her
open mouth.

Sophie really didn't need to wonder what she
should be doing. She closed her lips and started to suck. That was
clearly what was expected of her. She felt a firm male hand on her
breast, squeezing and kneading it as he began to pump himself in
her mouth.

He was big, though not as big as Reid or that
black guy, but she knew she could handle him as he pushed deeper.
Her attention was jerked away by the feel of the Asian woman
licking at her even harder and faster, and pumping her fingers
inside her.

This was so slutty, she thought, to let
herself be used like this by complete strangers! But then, so what?
What were the rules now? They certainly weren't the rules she'd
been raised on, not the rules of the girls of high school, or even
any of her friends. These were the rules powerful men wanted.

And a sex slave would certainly have to
follow them!

He was not surprised when the man pushed
himself into her throat. She handled him fairly easily as he drove
himself in to the hilt, then held himself there. Lying helplessly
on her bound arms, her head upside down, she knew she was helpless
to resist even if she tried, even if she wanted to.

So there was no point in even thinking about
it, no point in thinking about anything but doing whatever they
wanted.

He pulled back, then buried himself again,
then again, before pulling out entirely.

“Nice throat control. Still kind of spasmy
but I like that,” he said with casual approval.

He pushed himself back into her mouth then
deep into her throat. This time he pumped slowly in and out as he
kneaded her breasts. He pulled out intermittently, allowing her to
gulp in air, but between having her head upside down and lack of
oxygen Sophie was getting light-headed.

He pulled out completely and then moved out
of her sight. A moment later the Asian woman stopped licking her.
Then strong hands gripped her thighs, forcing them wider. She felt
the man's spit-wet cock pushing into her, stretching her, as the
Asian woman came around to the other side of the table.

She was naked now and reached down to wrap
Sophie's hair around her fist before jerking her face up into her
pussy.

“Please me, slave,” she ordered.

Sophie had little experience in performing
oral sex on a girl, only what Cynthia had taught her, and this
was... upside down, which seemed very weird. But she was starting
to feel a dark thrill at how outrageous this was, and her body was
reacting both to the skillful licking she'd gotten and now a big
hard cock pumping inside her.

She started licking as her own body jerked to
the hard thrusts of the man's cock, his hips striking her hard as
he lifted her legs up and pushed them back. Once again, as had
happened numerous times since she'd been caught in Reid's office,
Sophie felt a strange sense of how unreal this was, how bizarre and
unbelievable that she would be spending her days pretending to be a
sex slave!

But the shocking nature of it all only added
to her sense of excitement and heat as her body heated further.

Obey. That was easy. No thinking
required!

A soft fuzzy sense of arousal grew within and
around her until it was like a terrible pressure squeezing down
around her brain. Her chest heaved and her muscles twitched and
jerked as hands mauled her and that big cock fucked her.

How wild this was! How wild and shocking and
nasty and hot!

She was on the verge of orgasm when the man
stopped. The Asian woman stepped back from her and she was alone,
gasping, panting for breath, staring upside down at the french
doors which apparently led out back.

She was pulled upright and swayed as she sat
on the edge of the table.

The Asian woman had pulled her dress on, and
now gripped Sophie's chin firmly, glaring at her.

“Do you know how to obey, slave?” she
demanded. “Do you!?”

“Yes... mistress!” she gasped.

The woman snorted, then clipped a chain to
the ring in the front of Sophie's collar.

“Come, slave.”

Sophie almost fell when the woman pulled her
off the table. She stumbled weakly, moaning, dizzy as the blood in
her brain returned. The woman ignored it, simply walking to the
door, then up a hall, pulling firmly on the chain.

Then they were out a much larger room, a huge
living room, with twenty-foot high ceilings, and very white, very
modern furniture. The two couples who had been in the den were
here, sipping drinks, and Sophie gasped, dropping her eyes, face
reddening again as the Asian woman led her out among them to a
chorus of comments about her and her body.

Her mind squirmed wildly. Where was
Reid!?

“Look at her blush!” the blonde woman said
with a laugh.

“So young and shy,” said one of the men.

The Asian woman led her over next to him,
then jerked on the chain.

“On your knees, slut!” she barked.

Sophie flinched but obeyed, and the man
unzipped his fly and drew his cock out. The Asian woman handed the
chain – leash – to him and he jerked it forward.

“Let's see if you're any good, slave girl,”
he said.

He drew her mouth down onto his cock and
Sophie took it between her lips, starting to suck and lick as she
slid lower. She gasped as she felt the sharp little electrical
shock from the butt-plug.

“Spread your legs, slave,” the Asian woman
ordered.

Shuddering, she spread her legs wide as she
bobbed up and down on the man's cock.

She felt fingers at her sex, thrusting into
her, pumping and twisting. More fingers were at her clitoris,
rubbing. She cried out as the man jerked up on her hair.

“What are you?” he asked.

“I'm a slave, sir!” she gasped.

He shoved her mouth down on his cock again,
this time all the way. He pulled her up and down by the hair,
sighing in pleasure, reaching down to roughly grope her breast,
while someone else pumped their fingers in her pussy.

He pulled her off, gasping, then jerked her
up onto her feet. He had her turn and then sit back on him, taking
his cock deep into her pussy, riding up and down on him as the
others watched. Watched!

She was so very aware of them all watching as
she rode up and down on the man's cock.

She cried out as the man gripped her hair
behind the neck, jerking it back, then pulling it up.

“Ride faster, slut.”

She rode faster, bouncing atop him, her legs
spread wide as the others watched her. Then the other man stood up,
walked to her, unzipped his own fly, and pulled his cock out. He
gripped her hair and jerked her face forward and down, pushing his
cock into her mouth.

Sophie had never had sex with two men at the
same time before. She had never sucked one man while another fucked
her. Doing it now added another rush of wild, churning sexual heat
to what was already burning within her.

The man she was riding gripped her thighs,
helping lift her up and down. Then one of his fingers stretched out
and found her clitoris, rubbing it as she rode, as she gurgled
around the cock in her throat, as her mind was roiled by dark
visions and thoughts crackling sexual electricity rising up her
body.

The orgasm took her and she cried out, just
as the man in front of her pulled his cock back. She twisted and
trembled, riding frantically on the cock below her, wallowing in
their stares, in their leers, in their watching and listening as
she came powerfully.

The man standing before her jerked her head
forward and drove his cock deep into her throat, fucking her now,
hard and fast as she gurgled dazedly. Then hands were moving her
forward and down, onto her knees. The man before her held her by
the hair, the other thrusting into her from behind.

The three women merely watched.

The man behind her stopped thrusting and
pulled away with a gasp. The other continued to thrust into her
throat until pulling out and squeezing his cock so it sprayed over
her face.

Dazed, she stumbled on her knees over to one
of the women, the blonde, as her hair was pulled sharply. Then the
woman was spreading her legs and pulling her skirt up. Sophie's
mouth was pulled down onto her pussy.

“Lick, slave,” someone said.

Moaning, she licked, then felt shocks from
the butt-plug.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She spread her legs and licked harder. A
moment later she felt a hard cock pushing into her pussy. She
assumed it was the man she'd seen already, that she'd sucked, that
she'd straddled, that had used her from behind. Until she saw him
sit down next to the blonde.

She realized she had no idea who was fucking
her. Then, after a moment, realized it didn't matter.

She licked the woman as her hair was pulled,
as her breasts were fondled, as a hard cock pumped into her and
powerful hips struck her buttocks.

She felt herself slipping into a dark dream,
a dazed sort of recognition, an acceptance of her role as sexual
play-toy. As a sex slave!

She gasped as she was yanked off by the pull
on her collar. The man holding the leash was not a man she
recognized. Another man she hadn't seen before waited, standing
there looking down at her. She felt her face pushed down against
his leather shoes.

“Lick, slave!”

She licked, then cried out as the butt-plug
shocked her, and licked harder. Again it shocked her and she licked
harder still! Someone jerked her legs apart, and a cock pushed into
her, thrusting hard and fast as she licked.

Her body was suffused in heat, the wild dark
thrill of letting herself feel no boundaries, that anything could
happen, that nothing was forbidden.

She was jerked up again and half dragged
around. There was a large, padded coffee table and a man sat on it.
She was led to him and took his cock into her mouth. Someone else
entered her from behind, fucking her hard.

She felt something against the butt-plug
thing, felt something done to it. Then it was being pulled out of
her. She cried out as she was pulled up and forward by the hair, to
straddle the man on the table, then sink down on his cock. A moment
later she was bent forward and another cock pushed into her
ass.

Another man she'd never seen stepped up and
gripped her hair, pushing his cock into her mouth.

Insanity!

Their hands were all over her as one thrust
up into her from below, and another from behind. Another orgasm
exploded within her and she began to scream, again and again, her
body twisting, writhing, shaking as her mind was torn by shattered
by an endless howling rush of pleasure so intense she thought she
might die from it. And didn't care.

She didn't know their names. She had no idea
who they were. And it didn't matter. It was all a wild, shocking
rush of sexual energy, passion, lust, heat, and thrilling kinky
sex. It overwhelmed her mind and overpowered her senses. There was
no place for inhibitions or shyness.

When it was done she had a shower – actually
one of the women had a shower with her. Which was a good thing
because she wasn't quite sure she could have stood up alone, much
less remembered what she was supposed to be doing. Then she put on
the dress and was ushered outside, where a car was waiting.

The driver said nothing, and neither did
Sophie. She just sat there in the back feeling shell-shocked and
amazed, both at herself and at the world.

The driver stopped and let her out at Reid's,
and she walked inside, for lack of any other idea about what to
do.

She found him out back, laying by the pool,
in a bathing suit which did nothing to hide how powerfully built he
was.

“Ah, the slave girl is back. Was it an
enlightening visit?”

Sophie looked at him uncertainly, not sure
what to say.

“Strip,” he said.

She hesitated, then slipped off the dress
again.

“Enjoy your orgy?”

“Was that what it was? I thought of it as
more of a gang-bang. Sir.”

“Well, you were the focus of it, so either
will do.”

“Why? Sir?”

He raised an eyebrow, but she wasn't wearing
the little flog on her hip.

“Training.”

“Training?”

“Training your mind, slave girl. Training
your mind.”

“To do what? Sir?”

“To look at sex in a different way. To look
at sex as a physical pleasure which can be distanced from love or
even liking, or even knowing the people you're having sex with. To
teach your mind, even your subconscious, that you can enjoy sex
with anyone.”

“I already knew that,” she said, annoyed.

“No, you didn't. Perhaps you thought so
intellectually, but the mind is a funny thing, especially a woman's
mind. Men don't care who they have sex with. They don't need to
know anything about them. It's all the same to us. We're the
ultimate sluts. Speaking of which... blow me.”

Sophie snorted, but dropped down to her knees
beside his chair and leaned over, pulling down the top of his
suit.

“I notice you didn't stay around.”

“No, the idea was for you to understand that
you were a sex toy no matter who you were with, and that you had to
obey anyone who wanted to use your body. I want you to know, deep
down inside – no pun intended – that you're a sex slave.”

“I'm not a sex slave,” she muttered before
sliding her lips down around his cock.

He shoved her head all the way down and she
gurgled, surprised, her throat aching from all the cocks she'd
already taken today. A moment later his hand cracked down across
her bottom several times.

“Don't answer back, slave,” he said.

He pulled her head up by the hair and she
gasped.

“Understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped as he fondled one of
her breasts.

“What are you?”

“A slave girl, sir.”

He pushed her down on his cock again, and she
began to suck and bob. He pulled his suit off completely and she
went to work with all she'd learned, sucking his balls into her
mouth, pumping her fist slowly on his slick shaft, then mouthing
the head and swallowing his cock inch by inch.

She felt a certain measure of pride in how
much her oral sex skills had improved since she'd come here. But
then again all her sexual skills had improved, and her body was
becoming more toned. She was enjoying the pole dancing, and was
actually quite interested in learning more about cooking.

Being a 'sex slave' here wasn't exactly a bad
gig, she thought as she swallowed his cock. It was a lot better
than what she'd been doing. And staying in this place was
practically like being in a different world than living in her
mother's dumpy bungalow with Hal. A much cleaner, larger, and more
advanced planet.

And if she ever felt like leaving, maybe she
could be a high-priced call girl like Cynthia, or even a stripper.
The thought of that wasn't nearly as repulsive as it had once been.
A lot of people had seen her naked, of late, and worse than naked.
The thought of prancing around naked in front of guys not allowed
touch her wasn't all that scary.

It would, though, be a bit frustrating.
Imagine being able to grind your body against a guy and getting him
hot and hard and then not being allowed to fuck him! What a waste
that would be!

In the meantime, she had Reid, and he had
her. And he could talk all he wanted about her being just a
sex-slave. Obviously, he didn't think of her as a girlfriend and
didn't care who fucked her. Yet. But Reid didn't strike her as a
particularly hard-hearted man. And she'd be here for a while.

And even if he came to think of her as
something like a very hot and sexy pet, well, people got very
attached to their pets and tended to keep them a lot longer than
girlfriends.

She'd just have to see what the future held.
But so far, on a bright sunny day at the pool in his beautiful
mansion, it looked pretty darned bright as far as Sophie was
concerned.

He pulled her up by the hair and she quickly
climbed onto the lounger, straddled him, and sank down onto his
slick cock. She felt her insides heating up even as the head
touched her and sighed in pleasure as she sank down, loving the
deep penetration.

If this was going to be her life, well, she
wouldn't mind at all.

“Ride me, slave.”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned.

 


END
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Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
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that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.
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On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
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all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
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It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
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Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
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Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
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the wicked thrills of submission.
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with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
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