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The stuff of the earth didn't bother
Rory. It never had. Other girls might squeal and jump around
because of various bugs or reptiles but she took them in stride,
welcoming them like old acquaintances.

In fact, when the spider began to
crawl across her wrist as she lay on her belly in the field, her
camera focused intently on the budding rudbeckia before her, her
only thought about the tiny trespasser on her body was whether it
might make a more interesting picture if she gently moved her wrist
up to let it crawl off onto the flower.

Rudbeckia themselves were not, after
all intrinsically interesting, despite being an appealing and
photogenic flower. Even the close up and odd-angled shots Rory
preferred.

Unfortunately, she spent too much time
considering the question, and the spider continued on its journey,
over the brief speed bump of her wrist, and on to where it was
going, and so she was forced to again consider what would be the
best angle for the shot she wanted – without accompanying
spider.

She had plenty of time. It was summer,
and she was barely nineteen. She had all the time in the world. She
was not distracted by any sense of urgency. It was very peaceful
and pleasant in the meadow, and she could hear the sound of water
burbling by in the nearby brook.

The sound gave her an idea, and she
perked up, raising her eye, finally, from the camera, and
reconsidering her shot. Something unusual. Yes, that would be
lovely.

She plucked the Rudbeckia from its bed
with only minor, unvoiced apologies. They were a perennial in any
event, and would return next year. She rose up, camera dangling
from her neck, and made her way through the waist high grass to the
edge of the brook, intent on a liquid background for her
shot.

She paused at the side of the brook.
It was about six feet wide, and reasonably deep in spots. The water
was clean and clear, and it was a lovely warm day. She slipped off
her shoes and eased carefully into the water, rudbeckia in hand,
then spent some time considering how and where to place the flower
for her shot.

It took her a little time, but she
found the perfect spot, right where the brook deepened and the
water flowed over a group of flat stones just before the land
sloped downward. With some care, she was able to anchor the stem of
the flower while leaving it above the water.

Then came the task of finding just the
right angle. She tried several shots, but the perfect angle was, as
she'd suspected, from the overhanging limb of a large oak tree. In
shorts and tank top, feet still bare, she shinnied up the short
distance to it, then slid along its length until she was laying
prone along it, camera pointed down at the flower.

She got her shot.

But the effort was slightly difficult,
and, given the warmth of the day, left her slightly sweaty and
mussed. And she was all alone, and there was a lovely brook, and
besides, she now had another idea for a shot.

Removing her shorts and top, as well
as her underthings took only moments, then she waded back into the
water. It was shallow, barely above her ankle in this spo, but she
lay back in the swift flowing, burbling brook and let it flow over
and around her, enjoying its coolness on her skin.

And as she did so it occurred to her
that this too would be an excellent shot, if only someone was
overhead in the tree branch. She couldn't be both places at once,
of course, but the camera did have a timer, so, carefully placing a
few stones to mark where she'd lain, she stepped out of the brook
and, this time naked, carefully climbed up the tree with camera in
hand.

She slid out over the water and
pointed the camera down, set up the timer, then wrapped the strap
around the branch and tried to position it properly. With the final
push of a button it was set, and she backed away,dropped nimbly to
the ground, and hurried out into the water.

There, she lay back, letting the water
wash over her in bubbling waves as she waited for the camera's
timer to tick down. The water was shallow enough to cover only half
her body, but it did lap over her stomach and waves swirled over
and around her breasts as they did the rocks around her.

She thought about what she would title
the shot. It would be solely for her own private collection, of
course, not something she would ever offer up to her teachers once
college resumed and she went back to her visual arts courses, nor
something she would show to friends or family. Rory was not
altogether comfortable with her body.

Or, rather, she was comfortable with
her body, but not so much with the reaction others sometimes had to
it, be they men or women.

Other than it's fitness, which she had
a part in given she controlled what food and exercise it got, she
took no especial pride in her health or shape. In fact, for most of
her teens she had her face so deeply buried in books she hardly
noticed or gave pause to consider that some might be jealous or
that her body might give others inaccurate ideas about
her.

She had long recognized, being an avid
photographer, that her body's visual appeal was in keeping with
that of many of the nudes she saw in various artistic books and
photographic magazines. That is to say, she had a smooth complexion
unmarried by blemishes or scars, her facial features were
pleasantly arranged, she had nice hair, and her body's shape had
curves in all the proper places.

It did not occur to her, early on,
that other girls might find cause for jealousy and resentment for
one or more of those features, none of which she had had any
control over. She had not chosen that particular shade of
cornflower blue for her eyes, nor done anything to be credited with
the size or shape of her breasts.

Thus since she certainly took no great
pride in them and knew full well she should take no credit for them
neither had it occurred to her she might be given the blame for how
such things affected others.

She had not paid a lot of attention to
people in her adolescence, it was true, so deep in books and mad
for photography as she had been. Other girls had other interests,
like clothes, fashion, shoes (of all things!) and the habits of
Hollywood actresses and celebrities, none of which she had any use
for or interest in.

Boys were dirty and violent, prior to
adolescence, and crude, salivating idiots afterward. They and their
various sporting and automotive interests held even less interest
for her.

And she certainly never dressed to
attract that interest to herself, though it was true doing nothing
overt to dissuade it either. She dressed for comfort, and in the
colors which she thought looked attractive to her eyes.

It was a rude discovery, then, that
she was a slut. Being a virgin when discovering this 'fact' she was
more than slightly startled. However, apparently it was well known
to those around her, especially the girls, who sneered at the size
of her breasts, and called her an airhead and a blonde
bimbo.

It was true that her mind was often
occupied on other, more esoteric things when the teacher was
lecturing, or nearby girls were talking about something boring, but
Rory had always been a dreamer, with a wildly active imagination,
but she effortlessly managed straight-As in almost every
class.

Any number of boys had apparently
slept with her, and boasted about it, and this was widely believed,
apparently, because a girl who looked like her and was an 'airhead'
was expected to be 'easy'.

Further, once she had that reputation
it proved impossible to get rid of it. Even boys who asked her out,
using crudely suggestive language, and were turned down flat, would
often later boast of what they had done together.

Evidently they had good imaginations,
too.

The discovery of her reputation was
included in an argument she had with Rebecca Calhoun, who sat next
to her, and who claimed Rory was trying to steal her boyfriend. She
had, after all, spoken to him about a homework assignment the other
day, and worse, he was always looking at her, according to
Rebecca.

Her new awareness of her reputation
was unnerving, but did not long daunt her. Nevertheless, it did
raise the awareness of how others saw her based upon her body, and
she did, after that, notice how many looks she got during the day,
wherever she went. Long, lingering looks, usually from boys whose
interest was written plain on their faces if she cared to read
it.

She didn't, for the most part. Such
interest annoyed and embarrassed her. Then. Still, at least many of
them were nice to her, even if that was only as an introduction to
an attempt at seducing her. Few girls ever were, not all through
high school.

She was, after all, a boyfriend
stealing slut.

Rory became somewhat more withdrawn
from people after that, from girls because they were unfriendly and
suspicious and jealous, and from boys for fear of confirming all
the things the girls said about her.

Thus her sexual exploration period
was, of necessity, a solitary affair, if not unrewarding. Her body
was fit and firm and had certain places which provoked a good deal
of interesting sensations when touched in certain ways.

Even caressing her skin gave her a
sense of tactile pleasure, even more so when that skin was coated
in soap or something else slick, like suntan lotion or baby oil or
hand cream.

Being an imaginative girl, her
explorations had been quite complete. She had experimented in
almost every aspect of masturbation she could, aided by a variety
of fantasies and imaginary situations, as well as internet
pictures, videos and drawings, and had enjoyed quite a healthy and
active sex life. By herself.

Her first year in college had
introduced men into her life, well, younger men. She had made the
determined effort to do get to know them, and to dress in a way she
hoped would not gain her the same reputation she'd had in high
school.

At the same time, given the wider
population at college, she had indulged her active interest in
exploring sex with a partner. Unfortunately, she had found it
largely unsatisfying. The men at college did not seem to have
either the imagination or staying power she did. Basic sex lasting
two or three or perhaps five minutes was more than enough to bring
them to orgasm very single time.

Sex with men, she thought, was
evidently overrated. Masturbation was much more
satisfying.

As the camera overhead began to click,
she arched her body slowly, moving, positioning, turning, writhing
so that the camera would get slightly different images with each
picture it took. She let her hand slide artfully up across her hip,
between her legs, then up her abdomen and stomach and across her
breasts.

But she did nothing to hide her
sexuality or beauty. That, after all, was the point of the
photographs.

Up until she heard the sounds nearby,
sounds of conversation.

A jolt of adrenalin and anxiety hit
her and Rory sat up instantly, her eyes turned in the direction
from where the conversation had come. She saw colors flitting
through leaves and brush, and scrambled out of the brook and up
onto the bank. She took a wild leap for the tree and pulled herself
up into its greenery, then laid herself along the branch to further
disguise her presence.

And barely in time. A couple came into
view. A very odd couple indeed.

They were both very well-dressed,
which was odd, seeing here in the middle of a field by a brook. The
man, who appeared to be in his late thirties, wore an evidently
expensive suit. It was dark and authoritarian, with a blood red tie
being its single point of color. He stepped to the edge of the
brook and glared at it, his leather shoes inches from the
water.

He was a large man, with a squared
jawed, masculine face. In fact, the suit looked out of place on
him. With his tousled brown hair, broad shoulders and stern
demeanor, Rory thought he'd have looked better in jeans and a
checked shirt, perhaps clutching a rifle.

He looked like a hunter.

The woman by contrast, was delicate,
slender, and in her mid to late twenties. She had dark hair drawn
tightly back from her forehead. She was pretty, though Rory had
never liked that heavily made up look, and wore a dark blue
business suit, complete with knee length pencil skirt. She too wore
leather shoes more appropriate to an office setting, with very high
heels.

“There is no mention of this in the
plans,” he growled angrily, his voice deep and gravelly.

“I didn't know it was here, sir. The
county description of the land doesn't mention it, the woman
replied diffidently.

He turned on her like a bear turning
on its prey.

“Did I or did I not tell you to go up
and have a look at the land last month?” he demanded.

She looked up at him anxiously. “I
did, Mister King, but I didn't cross the meadow,” she
said.

“In other words you had a look out
your car window and never got out because you didn't want to get
your precious hands dirty,” he snapped.

And with that his big arm swept out,
his hand grabbing her by the scruff of the neck, and she shoved her
backwards towards the brook. She stumbled, of course, in those
high, stiletto heels, then fell into the brook with a squeal of
alarm, the water soaking her business suit.

Rory glared at the man, thinking very
unkind things about him. He was probably some rich industrialist,
she thought. Had he just bought the land? Surely he wasn't going to
build some awful thing on it like a factory or warehouse? It was
such a lovely brook, too!

She edged out a bit further along the
branch, reaching for her camera, and undid the strap which bound it
to the tree.

“Get out of the water, Miller,” he
snapped as she pulled herself to her feet.

She stepped carefully up onto the
bank, water pouring off her, and he reached out, this time with
both hands, grasping her by the front of her shirt and jacket and
yanked her right up off her feet.

Rory felt her anxiety growing as she
feared impending violence. The man was a beast, and it was certain
the woman wouldn't be able to defend herself at all! But she would
get evidence, perhaps to show the police!

She drew the camera back and raised it
to her eye, then zoomed in as he continued to hold the woman there
before him, apparently without effort, as he stared into her face
from inches away and said low, no-doubt nasty things to
her.

The woman made no effort to get free,
but hung there limply before him, apparently terrified!

Then, as she zoomed in further, she
saw him draw her in closer and... kiss her!

That was certainly not what she'd been
expecting!

He set her down roughly on her feet,
so roughly she would certainly have fallen had he not kept hold of
the front of her clothes. Then he tore the whole blouse open and
violently shoved it and the soaking jacket down over her shoulders
as he kissed her again!

The kiss was deep, long and
passionate, and Rory stared, jaw fallen, astonished by both the
violence of his passion, and her complete submission to
it.

Their mouths were moving hungrily
together as his hand roughly gripped her hair and then yanked her
head up and back sharply! Her hands remained at her sides as her
back arched, and he tore open her bra, then let his hand roam
freely and roughly over her small breasts.

The woman still offered up no hint of
resistance as he held her so cruelly in place, but then, a moment
later, he released her hair, and yanked the remnants of her torn
blouse and blazer off, throwing them onto the ground. He spun her
around and slapped her bottom hard enough the sound of it and the
woman's cry of pain made Rory jerk.

Then he undid her skirt and yanked it
down. She wore no underwear, and he jerked her forward several
paces, then undid his tie and spun her about again. Her face and
the front of her chest was flushed and she was breathing rapidly.
She seemed... not scared, but certainly anxious and uncertain as he
tied her wrists together with his tie.

He spun her around again and jerked
her hands high, then tied the other end of the tie over a low
hanging branch!

Rory had been snapping pictures all
the while, as shocked and aghast as she was at what was happening
before her. She felt her chest tighten and a strange thrumming
energy between her legs as she clutched her thighs tightly around
the tree limb to maintain her position.

He pressed his heavy body against her
from behind, his lips coming down on the nape of the woman's neck.
Rory watched her head come up and back, saw the O of her open lips
as he chewed and sucked and licked the nape of her neck.

His hand gripped her hair again,
yanking it back, and the other hand came around her to roughly
grope her breast before diving down between her legs. Whatever his
fingers did there her hips began to grind frantically back against
him as the sounds of her ragged moans came to Rory there in the
tree.

God, this was so
incredible!

She felt a sense of guilt at snapping
pictures, though. At first, they were intended to be evidence of a
crime, yet what were they now?

The man drew back, and the younger
woman stumbled, but was held in place by her bound wrists. Rory
watched the man undo his belt, but then instead of lowering his
trousers he removed the belt entirely, doubled it in his hand and
swung it at the girl's bottom.

It struck with a sharp crack of noise
which sent a jolt of emotion through Rory. The woman jerked in
response, but uttered only a brief, low cry.

“Lazy whore!” he growled.

Crack! The belt snapped across her bottom again, and then again and
again!

Rory was astonished, but the woman's
reactions were still muted. She writhed and gasped but did not
attempt to evade the punishment, even as her bottom turned a dark,
angry red from the repeated blows.

He lowered his hand and jerked back on
her hair again, saying something in a low growl that Rory couldn't
hear.

“I'm sorry for being a lazy slut,
sir!” the girl cried, her voice half breaking.

He said something else, and the girl's
body shifted. She let her torso hang on her wrists while pushing
her bottom out and back towards him, spreading her legs
apart.

She saw the man's hand between his
legs, his other hand between hers. His body hid much, but there
wasn't much doubt about what happened next, as he thrust himself
into her. The girl cried out at the penetration, and again at every
thrust as he drove himself into her with hard, fast, savage
strokes!

Rory felt her insides squirming and
thrumming with unfamiliar emotions. Nothing she had seen had ever
had such immediacy, such real passion as this, and nothing had ever
been so – incredibly – hot!

She had been growing more and more
aroused as she'd watched through the lens, as she'd taken pictures,
and now, with her thighs squeezing her against the smooth bark of
the tree limb, she felt a wild heat between her legs as her heavy
breasts hung down, divided by the branch. She switched the camera
over to video mode, heart pounding as she stared at the couple
across the brook.

The girl's hips jerked back to meet
his thrusts, and her cries rose louder and louder, until he put a
hand over her mouth. His other hand was between her legs, as the
young woman drove herself back against him. Suddenly she began to
scream. Rory could hear her even through his hand, and she thrust
her hips back desperately as he drove himself into her.

After thrashing and shaking for long,
long seconds, she appeared to go limp. The man adjusted his grip,
grasping her hips to hold her back against him as her head fell
forward and she all-but hung from her wrists. His hips slapped
against her wet buttocks again and again as he drove himself into
her.

With a final series of deep, hard
thrusts that made the girl cry out, he finished, holding still,
buried inside her.

Oh My God! Rory thought.

She found she was barely breathing.
Her chest was incredibly tight, and her fingers were trembling with
the intensity of the emotions and sexual pressure locked within
her. Her bare thighs were squeezing rhythmically around the tree
branch as she stared at the couple.

Even when the man finished, did up his
fly, and stepped away, she held the camera locked to her eye,
snapping pictures of the girl who remained in place, swaying
dazedly, looking so... so dazed, so helpless, so... exquisitely
erotic as she stood there with her arms raised high above her and
bound in place.

And then, with a startled gasp, she
felt the pleasure welling up within her own body. She had been
grinding herself against the tree branch the whole time, and now,
shocking herself (the bark was not exactly something which was
suited to such purposes) she clamped her mouth against her wrist
and trembled through an intense orgasm.

She hugged the tree desperately,
afraid she would fall out as her body trembled and shook, as the
wild fiery sensations burst inside her.

Further down and across the brook, the
couple were picking up the scattered remnants of her clothing, and
she was donning them as best she could. By the time Rory had
control of herself and her breathing was starting to get back to
normal, they were departing.

Rory waited a few minutes, then, still
shaken, eased out of the tree and dropped to the ground. She sank
to her knees for a bit, shaking her head in amazement, then got her
clothes, pulled them on, and crossed the brook herself. She picked
up her shoes, and let the grasses dry her feet as she walked slowly
through the meadow, trying to settle what she'd just seen in her
mind.

Bondage and spanking, well, strapping,
were not exactly a mystery to anyone as familiar as she was with
the internet. She'd had more than a few sexual fantasies in that
direction herself. But play bondage and the real thing were on
wildly different levels.

The passion had been so incredible,
the heat had been suffocating! And she found herself wondering who
the couple were. Was the girl the big man's secretary or something?
She seemed, from their words, to work for him. Thinking about that,
and what their workplace must be like made her insides thrum with
excitement again despite her recent orgasm.

It was impossible, given Rory's
imagination, not to picture herself in the girl's position, and
wonder what it would have been like had she been tied by the wrists
like that, had she been... strapped, and then used so roughly, so
wildly, so thoroughly! It was so much more intense than the brief,
uncomfortable and unsatisfying encounters she'd experienced last
year at college!

She was so wrapped up in such thoughts
she almost walked right into him as he stepped out from behind a
tree.

Rory was stunned, shocked. She gaped
at him as he glared down at her.

“I thought those shoes I saw had been
left there too recently,” the man growled.

His hand shot out and he grabbed her
camera, yanking it off her shoulder.

“Hey!” she blurted, face flushed as
she realized she had been caught, in what he must think was some
kind of voyeuristic invasion of his sex life!

He stalked across to a black Range
Rover parked to the side behind some high bushes, and Rory was too
dazed by emotions to follow. For one thing, she actually HAD been
caught in an act of voyeuristic invasion of his sex life! That was
hideously embarrassing! Then there was the masculine threat to him.
He was so tall and powerful and angry, and she was... well, none of
that.

And by the time she realized that she
was going to lose her expensive Leica, and then that her pictures
were on it too and leapt forward, he'd already shut the door and
the car was accelerating away!

Rory's head was spinning with it all!
She felt a deep sense of guilt and shame at having been caught
taking pictures of the kinky lovers. That had been, she berated
herself, absolutely wrong of her! The man had had every right to
snatch her camera away!

But that camera was worth a fortune!
She needed it for her photography and she needed it for college!
And she had very limited funds with which to get another! But
searching for the man, which was certainly possible, brought with
it the horribly embarrassing thought of confronting him!

Not only did he know she'd watched,
but he would have pictures to confirm it! And almost as bad, he'd
see the pictures of her, too! His name was King. She'd heard that
much. It wasn't an unusual name, but he was clearly associated with
this land in some way which shouldn't be impossible to find
out.

The camera had been a gift from her
grandfather, who had passed away. There was no chance of getting
another, and even if there was, she wanted THAT camera
back!

She trudged back to where she'd left
her bike, got on, and pedaled back to her house. Her parents were
still at work, so she had the place to herself, as usual. She went
to her room and paced, trying to decide what to do.

The zoning commission would have maps
of the area, and she'd be able to find out who owned the deed or if
it had changed hands recently. That was the first step, she
thought.

She held in abeyance the horrible
embarrassment she would feel if she met up with “Mister King”
again. She would brave it to get the camera back.
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Rory's anxiety only rose when she
proved to be correct about her route for discovering the man who
had taken her camera. A trip to the county planning bureau produced
a map of the area, and it's designation, described as Plan 4M14,
lot 68069. At the lands office in the same building she discovered
that property had just been sold to Royal Oak Developments. Royal
Oak Development, was jointly owned by Jackson and Ethan
King.

And she had an address for the
place.

She was rather proud of her detective
work, but now faced the daunting prospect of going there and
meeting up with this individual once again. By now he'd certainly
seen the pictures she had taken of him and his girlfriend. Not to
mention the ones she'd taken of herself. She wasn't sure which
series of pictures was more embarrassing.

Though she ascribed to the theory that
the human body was a beautiful thing and held no shame she was
still a very private person when it came to her own body. Partly
that was natural, and partly due to her early teen years when she
was fighting a reputation as a slut. One didn't fight such a
reputation by wearing revealing clothing, after all.

So it would be extremely embarrassing
to meet with a man who had seen those private pictures,
embarrassing, but tolerable. It would be perhaps even worse to look
him in the face given he knew full well she had hid there and taken
pictures of his kinky sex with his girlfriend. He'd think she was
some kind of voyeuristic pervert!

What was worse, she was!
Oh, it hadn't been intentional, but even so, there was really no
excuse for her actions, for continuing to stare, and to take
pictures of them. And while he had no way of knowing it,
she certainly knew that
she'd gotten aroused enough to climax due to what she was
watching!

She was more than slightly ashamed of
that.

And confused.

Because it wasn't his body which had
aroused her. She'd seen little of it, after all, and gotten little
of it in the camera. No, it was the naked woman being … tied up,
and punished which had aroused her. In fact, the sex afterward had
only been the, not to put too fine a point on it, the climax to the
action.

It was the strange, dark,
dreamily sexual idea of herself
being tied like that, being strapped like that,
being roughly taken like that by a big strong man, that was what had turned her
on so intensely! In watching, she had put herself in that woman's
place, and been scalded by the heat!

She could still remember how
incredibly charged her body had been as she'd watched them, open
mouthed, barely breathing, so excited had she been..

No, she had no desire to see that man
again! But that camera, that she had to have!

So what excuse could she give? What
excuse would lend some doubt to his thought that she was a
voyeuristic little perve who had spied on him and his
lover?

It was a short bus-ride downtown, and
a two story brown brick building across the street from a primary
school. There were several entrances. One of them was below a large
sign which said “Design Center”. That would probably be some sort
of sales place. She went to the far corner of the building, as
prepared as she could be.

She had changed into a long skirt and
blouse, for one thing, and brushed out her hair. She was wearing
high heels, and carrying a purse, doing her very best to appear,
well... respectable. She was wearing large round dark glasses, as
well, which she told herself did not mean she was hiding –
exactly.

She was armored in her excuse, too. It
wasn't the best, and didn't put her in the best of lights, but it
was sufficient to deflect the accusation she was just some pervert.
She would be stolid and stern about it, and demand her camera be
returned. Though she would, she knew, have to apologize for the
invasion of privacy.

She pulled open the big glass door,
already feeling her pulse beginning to race, and walked up the
stairs to where a receptionist sat behind a counter talking to
someone on the phone. She bit her lip unhappily, but marched up to
the woman and waited for her to finish her phone call, her own
speech ready at hand.

“Well, well. Haven't I seen you
before?”

She turned her head in surprise, heart
in her throat, but it wasn't the man she'd met. It was, however, a
man who looked quite a bit like him. This one had finer features,
almost pretty, in fact, along with a lithe, athletic body. He was
younger than the man she'd seen, as well, and, frankly, extremely
attractive.

“Uhm, I'm sorry, but I don't believe
we've met,” she said.

“Not formally,” the man said, holding
out his hand. “I'm Ethan King.”

She held her hand out instinctively,
but was puzzled by his words. As far as she knew she'd never met
this man before.

“Come with me,” he said.

“I ahm, I was hoping to see... your
brother, I believe.”

“No doubt. Come along.”

Rory followed him, starting to feel
the skin of her face heat. Did he knew what was happening? Did he
recognize her from her pictures!? She hadn't thought of that but
surely the man who had taken the camera had shown the pictures of
her, the revealing pictures of her, to his brother! She cringed at
the thought!

The human body is
beautiful, she told herself somewhat
desperately, and you have nothing to be
ashamed of!

He led her into a large office. There
was a very large table in it, with plans and blueprints of various
kinds strewn about atop it. Further in was a desk, and to one side
was a smaller, round table with office chairs around it. On the
other side of the room was a leather sofa, and he ushered her over
to it.

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked
genially, taking off his blazer and dropping it on the
table.

Rory was confused by his manner, by
how smiling and friendly he was, but also filled with anxiety and
wariness. She shook her head and sat down gingerly, and he sat
across from her.

“So you're the photographer,” he
said.

He knew! And if he recognized her he'd
seen her pictures!

Rory could not keep her face from
flushing crimson, despite his casual attitude. The thought of this
man and his brother ogling her naked pictures was
mortifying!

“Your pictures were very good,” he
said. “Are you a professional, by any chance?”

“I would simply like to get my camera
back, please,” she said, fighting to keep her voice
steady.

He raised his eyebrows as if
surprised.

“It's a very expensive camera and I
need it for class. I'm a visual arts student.”

“And that's why you were
trespassing?”

“I wasn't aware I was trespassing. I
was simply looking for natural setting for... pictures.”

“Of yourself.”

“One of our assignments is to
photograph the human form,” she said, still squirming emotionally,
but fighting to not show it.

“So you were taking these naked
pictures for class?”

“I was taking pictures to further
develop my expertise in the proper lighting and positioning of the
camera in taking nudes,” she said, using the words she'd
practiced.

“Well, you did a very good job.
Playboy couldn't have done better.”

Rory blanched at the
comparison.

“These were artistic pictures, not...
not the kind that you would find in a mens magazine,” she said
firmly.

“On the contrary, I've seen pictures
similar to that in Playboy before. In fact, I bet if I submitted
those pictures they'd consider publishing them. You have an
excellent body, after all. Your skin is lovely and your body is..
very well developed.”

Rory cringed again.

“I would... like my camera returned,
please,” she gulped.

“And you taking pictures of my brother
and his girlfriend were in aid of what?” the man asked
casually.

She flushed more deeply, her pulse
racing.

“I would like to apologize for that. I
was already there, and sort of... trapped, by their unexpected
presence. I should not have taken pictures, but I... I thought at
first the man was being violent to this girl, you see. I thought he
might hurt her, so I took pictures in case I needed them for... for
the police.”

“You took rather a lot of them, for
that, don't you think?”

She pursed her lips, having no answer,
terribly embarrassed.

“And did you call the police
afterward?”

She jerked her head to the
side.

“No?”

She shook her head again.

“Do I take from that you realize
everything you were looking at was consensual?”

“I uhm, yes,” she said.

“Because you haven't asked to see
Amanda, to inquire as to her well-being, so I'm supposing you're no
longer concerned about her.”

“I-I wasn't – .”

“I can ask her to step in if you'd
like to talk with her.”

“No! I mean, that won't be
necessary.”

“Probably just as well. She didn't
appreciate your taking pictures of her.”

Rory cringed yet again at the idea the
woman had seen the pictures and knew she'd lain there taking them
and watching.

“She seemed to feel you were just some
perverted teenager enjoying catching the two of them there like
that and wanting to show pictures to your friends.”

“I would never show such pictures to
people! I mean, except the police, if necessary,” she finished
lamely.

“Why not?”

“Because! That would be, I mean, an
invasion of their privacy,” she gulped.

“Yes, quite a big one. Taking those
pictures was quite a big one, too.”

“But I – .”

“How old are you and what is your
name?” he asked.

“Ahm, I don't see why that –
.”

“Because I'm asking,” he said, his
eyes growing colder.

“Rory,” she gulped. “I'm
nineteen.”

“Nineteen year olds tend to do stupid
things,” he said. “I certainly did. But when you behave stupidly
you need to be taught just how stupid it was so you decline to
engage in that behavior on a continuing basis. Does that not sound
reasonable to you, Rory?”

She shrugged helplessly.

“What do you think my brother would
have done if he'd discovered a man had taken pictures of the two of
them having sex?”

She shrugged again.

“I think you know. He'd have kicked
his ass. Wouldn't most men react in that fashion?”

“I-- it was... I wasn't intending –
.”

“Yet you did,” he said remorselessly.
“Wouldn't a man get his ass kicked for doing something like that?
And wouldn't he deserve to?”

“I don't know,” she said
anxiously.

“Yes you do. You're being dishonest.
You know very well he'd have gotten his ass kicked, and if you
heard about it later you'd think he deserved it, wouldn't
you?”

She knew she would, but didn't want to
admit as much.

“So you think your brother wants to
beat me up?” she asked, trying to show a sense of bravado she
didn't feel.

“You're far too lovely a girl for my
brother or I to want to mar such a face,” he said with a smile. “on
the other hand, there are ways to punish impertinent young people
which cause no lasting physical harm.”

“L-Like what?” she asked
warily.

He grinned boyishly, suddenly looking
years younger.

“You could bend yourself over the desk
and get what Amanda got.”

She gasped at the jolt of anxiety,
embarrassment and... something else, which swept through her in a
sudden emotional shock-wave.

“No way!”

Her mind flashed back to the sight of
the willowy girl, naked, arms stretched up, bound by the man's tie,
helpless, the belt striking her bare bottom … It had been a sight
which had hit her low in her belly and made her squirm with a
strange, dark sense of irresistible excitement and energy she
hadn't understood.

“Why not? It's quick, reliable, causes
no lasting damage. Children get strapped all the time, every
day.”

“I'm not a child!” she
exclaimed.

“Not with an incredible body like
you've got, that's for sure,” he said with a grin.

She flushed anew at his reminder, and
felt her breathing fluttering, her stomach swirling, as he
continued to grin at her. He wasn't giving her any sort of
lecherous look, but he'd seen her naked, and he was complimenting
her naked body, which to say the least was extremely
uncomfortable.

“Have you ever sold any pictures?” he
asked.

She stared at him in
confusion.

“I mean, our firm does hire
photographers fairly often. I like to think I appreciate the
creativity which goes into taking pictures which show homes and
objects – and people – at their best. Your pictures were quite
good, especially the ones you'd had time to pose, such as those of
yourself. I mean, you'd obviously checked the lighting and the
direction of the sun and whatever else you photographers do in
order to make the perfect picture.

He winked. “Of course, having that
body at your disposal helped.”

Rory was beginning to feel extremely
flustered by him. He wasn't acting the way any guy had ever acted,
at least in her admittedly limited experience.

“Very few people take nudes of men,
I've noticed,” he said. “I don't think most men look very
attractive naked. It takes a lot of exercise and work in order to
produce the kind of well-contoured, toned body on a man which would
be photogenic. Not so young women like you.”

“I... exercise,” she said defensively,
then blushed anew.

“Yes, I could tell. I admired the play
of muscles on your stomach and abdomen. Was that intentional?” he
asked, sitting forward with an earnest look on his face.

Rory felt the whole conversation was
bizarre, but... at least he was talking about relatively safe parts
of her anatomy!

“Of course, you would need to have the
right lighting for that to even show,” he said.

He flipped open a laptop on the coffee
table, and did something to it, then turned it around, with the
same smile on his face.

More heat flooded her face, for it was
one of the pictures of her. Yet again, instead of acting like a
sneering, leering, lecherous pig, he was smiling and acting as if
it was entirely natural! In fact, he did something to the screen so
that the image centered on her … center.

Her breasts were still visible,
unfortunately, but he was acting as if he wasn't even interested in
them!

“See, this line going up along your
abdomen and stomach?” he said, tracing the line with his finger.
“and again on the other side, both of them framing your middle?
That's nicely toned, my girl!” he said with a grin.

“Uhm, thanks,” she gulped, face still
burning.

“It's nicely restrained. It shows
musculature, but it's still quite feminine. That sort of restrained
look wouldn't work on men, would it? We're supposed to be more
obviously cut.”

He stood up, suddenly, then tugged his
shirt up out of his trousers and belt, raising it up to his chest
to demonstrate his own very well muscled abdomen.

“Do you know how much work you have to
put into getting a six pack like this?” he asked.

A lot, she thought. And his pectoral
muscles, from what she could see, were similarly toned. That, in a
way, made her even more uncomfortable. He was a very handsome man
with a great body, and such people had always made her
uncomfortable and tongue tied.

“What do you think? Would this look
good on camera?” he asked in amusement.

“Uhm, yeah, I guess,” she
gulped.

“Check this out,” he said.

Rory gulped and drew back as he undid
his tie and slid it casually free, then peeled his shirt up and
over his head! She looked with alarm at the door, then back up at
him as he grinned at her. He was half naked! But at least he wasn't
moving towards her.

Instead he stood there and, like some
kind of egotist, arched his back, then drew his arms up and out to
the sides, raising his fists to make his bicep muscles expand in
the traditional bodybuilder pose!

“What do you think, Rory?” he asked
with a grin.

“Uhm, very, ahm, nice,” she
gulped.

He was very nice! But she was far too self
conscious about her own picture still sitting on the laptop to
really care that much. Although his weirdly casual attitude towards
it was having the effect of easing her embarrassment.

“Uhm, about my Leica,” she
said.

“A very expensive camera,” he said,
sitting down, still shirtless. “I take it you consider its loss to
be far too heavy a fine for your misbehavior?”

“I didn't... set out to take any
anyone's picture... except mine,” she said lamely. “It just sort of
happened.”

“Things don't happy, Rory, they are
made to happen,” he said.

He reached for the keyboard and did
something, and the picture changed to one of the couple on the
bank, then another, then another and another.

“Repeatedly pressing a button is
repeatedly making a decision to violate their privacy,” he said
sternly.

“But – .”

“Even after it had become obvious to
you that it was entirely consensual.”

“But I couldn't know that!” she
protested.

“No?” he asked, with raised
eyebrows.

He reached for the keyboard
again

Rory bit her lower lip as she saw
another picture of the couple on the bank, but then it started
moving, and she realized it was a video! She felt another shock for
she'd hardly even remembered switching over to video near the
end!

And the video had a microphone. It
couldn't pick up a lot from the couple, for they'd been a good
twenty yards away on the other side of the brook. What it heard
instead was the sound of rushing water and... the sound of her own
heavy breathing!

As the video continued to play she
felt her embarrassment become humiliation, and felt that get worse
and worse. Her story was becoming unasked by her own gasps and then
soft, appreciate moans and groans!

She dropped her eyes, utterly
mortified, for there was really no way to deny what they were both
listening to.

The moans and gasps became a long,
low, gurgling exhalation of air as she climaxed, and it could not
really be mistaken for anything else.

She sat in abject despair as her lies
were stripped away, along with her pride, and only the wild
spinning of her mind kept her from turning and bolting out of the
room.

“Now, Rory, I'm going to suggest to
you,” he said in a firm voice, “That you were aroused by what you
saw, and that if you thought he was hurting Amanda, you would not
have been so aroused. Is my logic flawed?”

He got up and she gasped as he moved
to stand in front of her. He was still smiling in an open, and even
friendly fashion, but he was now showing off an awful lot of bare
skin awfully close to her.

Tanned skin, she thought, with a
shaved chest. This man knew very well how good he looked and liked
it.

“Now, you've lied to me, which is
understandable. I can understand your embarrassment, though to my
mind, your own nude pictures should make you swell with pride not
wilt in shame. I believe you actually were going to just take these
pictures for class or for your own artistic appreciation. And
beautiful pictures they are, too!

“But you really do need to be punished
for those pictures and video you took of Jackson and Amanda. You
had no right to that, you know. You do agree, I hope?”

“I... yes,” she gulped. “I'm
sorry.”

“Accepting you did wrong is the
beginning of the path to true learning, my girl,” he said cheerily,
“But you must also be willing to pay the price for your abuse of
their privacy.”

He reached out with one long, bare
arm, his hand held before her. Uncertainly, Rory took it, still
quite flustered and confused, horribly self-conscious about what he
had heard on the video. His hand was large and warm and very firm
as he tugged her to her feet and led her towards the
desk.

The desk!

Rory gasped and stopped, or tried to,
he tugged her on.

“Now Rory, accept your punishment and
we'll get you your camera afterward,” he said.

Her camera! The words knifed through
the confusion in her mind. Yes, she wanted that!

He almost gently took her arm and led
her forward to the edge of the desk, then shifted his hand, sliding
it up her back and under her long hair to the back of her neck
before pushing forward.

Dazed, Rory allowed herself to be bent
forward across the desk, her face so hot she half expected flames
to erupt from it at any moment.

She hardly noticed his fingers nimbly
undoing the clasp at the side of her skirt, but when he tugged the
zipper down she gasped, her hand slapping down on his.

“You surely deserve the same
punishment Amanda got,” he said as if that was the most obvious
thing possible, jerking her skirt down.

Fresh heat made her face burn even
more brightly, and another churning wave of emotional turbulence
set her mind to swirling around in wild disarray.

“I would have thought you would have
worn panties, Rory,” he said. “But I suppose that's not
important.”

Rory cringed even more, her thighs
firmly together, struck almost numb by the enormity of it
all!

The man, Ethan, walked past her,
however, and around to the front of the desk. In one respect that
was good, since his view of her was considerably more restricted.
On the other hand, he could see her face, and she dropped her eyes
low so as to not meet his eyes.

“Then again, if you're going to get
just what Amanda got, then you should actually be naked,” he said,
even as his big hand gripped the back of her blouse.

Her arms were stretched above her head
already, and given the state of confusion in her mind her reaction
was far too delayed as he quickly snatched the blouse upwards,
dragging it out from under her chest and up the length of her arms
before she could respond. She grabbed at the blouse as he pulled it
away, but he was much stronger than her.

A moment later, with his hand on the
back of her neck, he undid her bra, and yanked that out
too!

Rory had little choice about what to
do now, for she found herself pressing her body firmly against the
desk in order to hide it from his eyes, and with her mind still
churning in wild confusion she had little time to consider her
options before he had grabbed her wrists, pinned them together, and
then pulled a length of soft rope from a desk drawer! Quickly,
almost expertly, he swept it around her wrists and tugged it
tight.

Her eyes were enormous as they were
caught by his own, and he tightened his grip on the rope as she
instinctively tried to jerk back.

“Now, now,” he said, reaching out with
his other hand to gently comb the bangs away from her eyes. “You
and I have already settled on an appropriate punishment, have we
not? There's really no point in arguing about it.”

He leaned in to bring his face much
closer to hers.

“But... it's possible there is room
for negotiation,” he said.

He let go of the rope and Rory jerked
her hands back, but she had nowhere to go, really, naked, and so
stayed as she was, bent over the desk, trying to cover herself as
best she could, even as he sat back comfortably on his large, high
backed leather chair.

“You are a lovely young woman, Rory,”
he said with a smile. “Would you mind answering a few questions
just to satisfy my curiosity?”

Rory gaped at him, which he apparently
took for agreement.

“Have you ever been tied up before,
like Amanda, you know?”

She jerked and shook her head
violently, eyes enormous.

“But you thought it was very...
exciting when you saw it. I can tell from the video.”

Her face heated again.

“Amanda is a submissive girl, or at
least, likes to play being submissive during sex. My brother is, of
course, a very dominant man, so they go well together. Have you
ever tried being a submissive during sex, Rory?”

Rory found it almost inconceivable
that this stranger was asking her such intimate questions while she
was bent naked over his desk! Was it possible to die of
embarrassment!?

He leaned forward,
frowning.

“Answer,” he ordered

“N-No!” she squeaked.

“It can be a very freeing experience,
according to the girls I've spoken to. There is so much that you
have to think about and worry about during sex, but not if you're a
submissive. If you're a submissive, all you have to do is exactly
what you are told to do. That leaves your mind free to focus on
other things. Like... the pleasure, the wicked, shocking excitement
of what's going on, of being – ,”

He yanked on the rope again, tugging
her forward. “ – a prisoner, a helpless sex slave!” he said, making
his voice sound alternately sinister and then teasingly
exciting.

He pulled her arms forward by pulling
on the rope, then grinned at her and combed her long bangs again
with his fingers again.

“I'll make you a deal,” he said. “If
you allow it, and without taking off my trousers, mind you, I will
have five minutes to make you climax. If I can't, then no strapping
and you're free to go. What do you say?”

“Wha-what!?”

“Five minutes. I think I can make you
come in five minutes,” he said with a challenging grin. “And if I
can't do it you can go and take your camera. If, however, I do
manage to make you climax, well then, we'll see what other
arrangements can be made about your punishment.”

“What!? You... no!” she stuttered in
alarm and shock.

He shrugged and let his fingers comb
through her long hair again.

“I'll try to be gentle with the
strapping, then,” he said. “But it's bound to hurt.”

He brought his face in and actually
laid his chin on the desk directly in front of her.

“Are you afraid I can actually make
you climax in five minutes, Rory?” he asked with a grin.

“No!”

God, she thought, what an arrogant
man! He was crazy!

“Five minutes, then,” he said, “And
you get your camera back... if you can resist.”

“Y-You won't take your pants
off?”

He grinned and shook his
head.

“Or open the zipper!?”

He laughed in amusement. “Not unless
you want me to.”

“I don't!”

“Then it's a deal,” he
said.
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He jerked the rope down and did
something which bound it below the desk, then grinned at her
again.

“I think, Rory, that you really got
turned on by what you saw, and wonder what it would be like to be
tied up like Amanda. Maybe you're a little hesitant about the
strapping part, but who knows, maybe you'll get turned on by that
too.”

“I won't! I mean, I
wouldn't!”

“Perhaps we'll never know. Or perhaps,
we will,” he said with a grin.

He he slid both hands through her
hair, now, raising her own chin off the desk a little as he leaned
in and, to her surprise, kissed her. Her eyes blinked rapidly, and
at first she tried to pull her head away, but then as she realized
he held her head tightly, simply submitted to the kiss. It was a
lot less intrusive than anything else he was likely to do, after
all!

It was a very long kiss, too! His
tongue didn't thrust into her mouth the way some guys did, but
darted in and out, teasing lightly as his lips moved against hers.
He was a good kisser, she conceded, even in the midst of the
turmoil gripping her mind.

He pulled back and got up, then moved
around behind her. Rory gasped, twisting her head around, staring
up at him – until he disappeared behind her, dropping
low!

She felt his big hands sliding in
between her thighs, then felt her legs firmly forced apart. Another
shock rippled through her as she twisted her head from side to
side, trying to see what he was doing!

“Hmmm,” he said.

She felt his breath warm against her
naked sex, and blanched, but then she felt his fingers sliding in
and up, felt them caressing the line of her sex before spreading
them apart. His tongue licked in along her sex, and she squealed
helplessly as it slid downward and his lips seized her
clitoris!

Rory had had three lovers to date, all
drunk at the time, and none of which spent a lot of time in
preparation for what they were so eager to get done. The feel of
Ethan's lips surrounding her clitoris were astonishing revelations,
especially as they began to gently and rhythmically suck against
her sensitive little button!

The shock of that sensation was
followed by the shock of another, as she felt what had to be his
finger pushing slowly into her body! It was slick and wet somehow,
as if he'd licked it, and it turned and twisted as it pushed gently
but firmly into her sex while he continued to suck at her
clitoris!

Rory jerked, her wrists pulling
against the rope, reminding her again of her own helplessness as
his finger slid deeper and deeper!

His lips slid back, and then his
tongue began to move against her with long cat-strokes that made
her gasp and squeal as his finger pushed deeper.

As flustered and wild eyed as she was,
it was impossible to deny the sudden rush of physical pleasure,
followed very quickly by a growing sense of excitement as his mouth
and fingers explored her sex.

She should have been terrified, and
felt a sense of awe that she wasn't. Ethan's entire manner had
seemed so unthreatening that despite her terrible embarrassment at
what he'd revealed and seen she felt very little fear. And with
what he was doing behind her, well, her embarrassment at him having
seen pictures of her was quickly dissipating!

“You have a lovely, tight little
pussy, Rory,” he said as his finger slid deep and twisted within
her.

She could only gasp as he pumped his
finger slowly in and out, then pushed a second in beside it. His
mouth, meanwhile, was alternately licking and sucking at her
clitoris!

She felt his other hand now sliding up
her hip, up along the side of her body until it reached her ribs,
then down to the side of her breast, which was pillowed out beneath
her against the desk! She gasped as his firm hand caressed her soft
skin even as his other hand was pumping fingers steadily inside
her!

His fingers, the ones inside her, were
now pressing downward, sort of back against the insides of her body
where her clitoris lay, even while his tongue licked at it from the
other side! She felt the wild sensations of tactile pleasure
growing more intense as her breathing became more and more
ragged.

“I'd like to get my cock into you, my
girl,” he growled.

She jerked in alarm, but also a
strange sort of excited anticipation, for she imagined him standing
up and thrusting into her just as she was, imagined herself taken
like this, with her hands tied, helpless before him as he used her
just the way his brother had used that other girl!

“I think a naughty girl like you
should be taken roughly from behind,” he said, his voice a low
growl.

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped as his hand slapped
her bare bottom!

“Naughty girl,” he said, his voice a
low purr!

He licked harder at her clitoris as
his fingers pushed in and out, a third finger pushing into her now
so that she felt the lips of her sex stretching wider!

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh,
please!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Sir. You must take the proper tone,
prisoner,” he said in a mock growl.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say sir,” he said
teasingly.

“Sir!”

His three fingers twisted from side to
side as they pumped inside her, and he began to suck on her
clitoris again as Rory felt her hips involuntarily buck upwards
against him!

Her entire lower belly was thrumming
with energy now, wild pulsing rushes of sensation racing through
her body as his mouth and fingers did shocking, wicked things to
her!

“W-Wait!” she panted dazedly. “How
much time is it!?”

“Oh we've only just begun,” he said in
amusement.

“But – !”

That couldn't be! Surely it was five
minutes by now, she thought wildly.

She felt something slick and warm
pressing against her wrinkled back passage, and gasped aloud,
jerking sharply against the rope around her wrist.

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

“There were no rules to our agreement,
Rory, except that I keep my pants on,” he said in
amusement.

It pushed slowly into her, sank slowly
into her, despite her wriggling and twisting in futile resistance,
and then he slapped her bottom sharply to draw another yelp. She
could see, twisting her head around achingly sharply, that it was
his thumb he was pushing into her!

“Bad girl,” he said, his fingers still
pumping slowly in and out as his thumb sank deeper.

Crack!

“Naughty girl.”

“Ow! Don't!” she squealed.

“Don't you think bad girls deserve a
spanking?” he asked in a teasing voice.

Crack!

“And aren't you a bad
girl?”

He stopped talking as he closed his
lips on her clitoris once more and began to suck, stronger than
before, though just as rhythmically. His free hand caressed her
buttocks as the fingers of the other were thrusting in and out of
her, then coasted up her body and down along her side to caress her
breast.

“Such soft skin. You're a marvel,
Rory. I think any man could get hard just sliding his fingers along
your back.”

She gasped in sudden anxiety at that
thought, of what he might do if he got hard, if he would keep his
word to keep his pants on!

“If someone set out to build an
incredibly beautiful, exciting looking, smelling, feeling and
tasting sex machine, they couldn't do better than this body,” he
said.

He began to lick her rapidly, as his
thumb wriggled around in her bottom, then started to pump in and
out with the rest of his fingers.

“I-I'm not a … not a... a machine!”
she gasped.

“Thank God for that. A machine
wouldn't be as deliciously exciting as you are, or as
responsive.”

His free hand slid back down her side
and gripped her thigh, forcing her leg further to the side, opening
her up as he began to lick rapidly up across her clitoris. He was
licking harder now, the pressure of his admittedly deliciously
feeling tongue growing more intense as Rory stared down along her
bound wrists and panted desperately.

As squeamish and uncomfortable,
self-conscious and embarrassed as she was, the sense of thrilled
sexual excitement was sweeping it all aside in a jumbling, churning
rush of overwhelming sexual heat and pressure!

She felt as if her entire body were
throbbing with that pressure, as if she might shake apart as her
nervous system was overloaded with the wild emotional and physical
shock-waves rolling through it!

She stared at the rope around her
wrists, the firm pressure binding them almost as high in her
thoughts as the tongue lapping at her sex.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh!
Oh!”

His fingers were thrusting in and out
so furiously it hurt, but it hurt in a deep, burning, throbbing,
sexually charged way which was turning her insides to mush. Not to
mention her brain!

And every long, fast, powerful stroke
of his tongue was causing her hips to roll upward, her muscles to
spasm, and a crackling jolt of sexual pleasure to tear through her
belly!

And then the orgasm swept over her,
and her gurgling cry of pleasure, which started out low, began to
rise to an undulating cry of passion which was only restrained by
her lack of breath. Her body thrashed and shook as her hips thrust
wantonly back against his plunging fingers and licking tongue, and
her head shook and trembled between her bound arms as all that
incredible pressure exploded through her body in a way which sent
her mind tumbling helplessly.

When it was over she lay there
gasping, eyes glassy, her body still twitching, gripped by a
languorous afterglow that left her limp.

Until, that was, he wrapped her hair
around his fist and lifted her head up and back. When the pain from
her pulled hair cut through the languor she moaned dazedly, eyes
rolling up at him as his fingers caressed her lips, then slid into
her open mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered. “Now.”

Her mind wasn't entirely functioning,
but she could certainly understand English. She also understood the
sudden sharp slap to her bottom. Her lips closed and she sucked
dazedly as he looked down at her.

“I'm sure that won't be the first time
you taste a woman's juices,” he said.

She blanched a little, and tried to
stop, but he pulled his fingers free with a laugh.

“Since you failed, it's evident you'll
have to be strapped after all,” he said.

She looked up at him blankly, mind
still encased in the shimmering echo of what had been an incredibly
powerful orgasm.

Incredibly powerful! She was, in fact,
more than a little shell-shocked by it. She'd had orgasms aplenty
before, of course, at her own hand, but nothing as cataclysmic as
that one had been!

“But, fear not, small children
survive, and so will you,” he said. “And I think I can do something
to take the worst sting out of your punishment.”

And with that he moved back to the
rear of the room and into a closet, where he fished around for
something.

Rory groaned and pulled at the rope,
still gulping in air, her mind starting to settle again. She was
appalled that she had let the man talk her into what he'd just done
in the first place, and more than a little horrified that she had
climaxed because of it.

And what a climax!

She should have simply demanded her
camera and gone! This was insane!

He was behind her, suddenly, and she
gasped, starting to turn her head as he gathered in her
hair.

“You have lovely hair,” he said. “And
natural! I love a natural blonde!”

He pulled up and back sharply and she
gasped aloud as he held something round against her now-open mouth
and pushed it in. Confused, startled, she felt the pressure against
her teeth, instinctively opening them wider as he squeezed down on
the thing. It squeezed through her open jaw, her teeth scraping
along it.

It felt like... plastic or rubber or
something!

“This is just to stop your screams of
pleasure from drawing unnecessary attention,” he said as the thing
slowly pushed deeper.

She rolled her eyes up at him, then
back to his hand pushing the thing in, feeling it slowly invading
her mouth, widening once past the narrow point of her jaw, as if it
were expanding to fill her entire mouth!

And indeed, it did! It slid backward
along her tongue until it came to rest in the middle of her mouth,
pressing up firmly against the roof of her mouth, and making it
impossible to close her jaw. Her teeth rested on the top and
bottom, just past the thing's fullest point, and Ethan now drew a
pair of straps back from the opposite sides, back around her head
to fasten together behind her.

“You've never had a ball-gag in your
mouth before? Such an innocent girl,” he said, giving her bottom a
squeeze.

Rory jerked her wrists against the
rope, feeling a growing sense of anxiety and wariness even as he
forced her thighs wider and pressed his fingers against her once
more.

He slid them in, then out, then she
felt something … different pushing against her. It was dry,
compared to his fingers, but she was still very well lubricated,
and as he dipped it in and pulled back, then repeated his actions,
it began to sink into her.

It was definitely much thicker than a
finger! She felt it widening, felt the strain against the lips of
her sex as Ethan pushed harder. She moaned into the gag, pulling
against the rope again as he twisted the thing, pulled it back,
then pushed it forward again.

It was very thick! She moaned as it
stretched her opening wide, then gasped as, with a sudden lurch, it
began to push into her, deeper, then deeper still.

She gasped and tried to complain
through the gag, but of course, could make no intelligible sounds
as he worked the thing in and out, in and out, always pushing it
deeper into her sex. She felt the sense of her body filling up, of
the long, thick length of the object stretching her out all along
the length of her soft, elastic tunnel.

And there was nothing she could do
about it!

She groaned and gasped and her heart
pounded, as her attention was focused almost entirely on the inward
progress of whatever the thing was, which, by then, she thought
must be some sort of sex toy. It didn't feel hard, like, say metal
or wood or even plastic. It felt more like skin, but not
quite.

And she gasped as it pushed very, very
deep, uncomfortably deep. Just when she was sure it couldn't go
deeper he drew it back, twisted it from side to side, pushed it
forward, and it did indeed sink deeper inside her!

And then, she felt something else,
sliding up over the top of her sex, up over and past her clitoris,
something which pressed back against her body as if held on a
spring of some kind.

It started to buzz, and then to
vibrate!

She gasped, realizing what it must be,
or least, what it had to be. It was a vibrator! She had a vibrator
at home, a small, battery powered one. It was half the size of an
egg, attached by a wire to a small square box which controlled the
intensity.

It was nothing like this one! This one
made her feel so stretched and full! And the thing was vibrating
much more strongly than even the highest setting on her vibrator at
home!

Then to her shock his fingers pushed
against her back passage again. She moaned a denial, but quickly
realized she had no way of even communicating any serious refusal
to him, and unlike the object in her sex, this one apparently had
been lubricated. It slid into her, getting wider and wider, then
abruptly narrowing, then getting wider and wider, then abruptly
narrowing, then doing it again.

It was like he held a group of golf
balls in his hand, all blued together side by side!

And like the thing he'd pushed into
her pussy, it was long and thick!

Still, she was more than a little
surprised at it not really hurting. She'd never really tried any
sort of playing around back there and had assumed it would hurt.
Perhaps her body was too distracted by the sudden powerful
vibrations of the thing pressing against her clitoris, she
thought.

For that was uncomfortably powerful!
She moaned in discomfort at the strength of those sensations
against that most sensitive portion of her anatomy, but, once
again, the gag filling her mouth made it impossible to really get
his attention to let him know it was too powerful and get him to
turn it down!

He moved back, and then she felt him
gripping her legs and pushing them together again. She could feel
her buttocks and thighs pressing against the objects he had thrust
into her, and which still had some portion of themselves protruding
from her body. Then he wrapped something around her ankles, binding
them tightly together!

This was so insane! It was
unbelievable! How could this be happening! How could she have let
him talk her into such a position, such a situation!?

His hands kneaded her buttocks, then
glided up and down across them and up her back, before sinking down
along her ribs and pushing in to knead her breasts.

“You have incredible breasts,” he
said.

He eased up and back.

“But, you're still a very naughty
girl, and still have to be punished.”

He moved around in front of her,
grinning, then as she watched he slid the belt out of his trousers
and doubled it up. He slapped it lightly against the palm of his
hand as she felt a rush of anxiety.

“Such a naughty girl,” he said. “Of
course, strapping naughty girls on their bottoms is not the highest
priority when one sees one as lovely as you are.”

He unclipped his trousers and she
gasped as he drew the zipper down and pushed his pants
down!

His cock sprang up, fully erect,
pointing straight at her! She jerked her head down, turning her
eyes away, as she heard him chuckle.

“You don't like him? He likes
you.”

She felt her dazed mind latching onto
the promise he made not to drop his pants, and jerked her head
around, trying to scowl at him.

“What? You think I should keep my
pants on? But that was during the test, if you recall, Rory. I said
I would make you come without dropping my pants. I did
so.”

She had a hard time not staring as he
spoke. She had had sex with three guys and at best their own cocks
were half the size of the one pointed at her face! Not only were
they not as thick they weren't nearly as long either!

And along with that was the fact that
Ethan King looked incredibly good naked! His nicely muscled abdomen
went all the way down, and he had trimmed most of the pubic hair
from around the thick, pointing red instrument between his
legs.

“But have no fear,” he said. “You will
not get to touch it unless... are you listening, Rory? Unless you
beg me.”

She felt a jolt of disbelief. Was he
kidding? Was he that arrogant!?

Even though, damn, he had an
incredible body! And she couldn't look at that cock of his without
wondering with considerable interest, what it would feel like
inside her.

The discomfort of the overpowered
vibrator was also making her nerve endings go numb, or at least,
they were no longer feeling quite so overwhelmed. And in fact, as
he stood there before her naked, she started to feel a flickering
sense of arousal and heat, despite her very recent
orgasm.

“What do you think?” he said, running
his hand along his cock. “Like to get your hands on it, wouldn't
you?”

“No,” she tried to shout, even though,
ever so reluctantly, she had to admit to herself that, in fact, the
idea held considerable appeal.

“Like to get your lips
around it, wouldn't you?”

She shook her head stubbornly, even as
her pussy thrummed hotter and hotter, and her mind imagined what
such a big cock would feel like in her mouth.

“Like to get your hands on this body,
wouldn't you?”

She dropped her eyes.

“Never fear, as my sex slave, you'll
be able to touch me all the time.”

His what, she thought a bit
startled.

“Yes, I shall place a golden collar
around your throat, and golden shackles around your wrists and
ankles, and keep you as my sex slave, naked and at my mercy, there
to serve me and my friends with your lovely body.”

She snorted at his perverted
silliness. Not for a moment did she believe he was serious. And
yet, even so, the idea, given her current situation, added a
distinct flutter of dark, forbidden sexual heat to the pressure
rising so quickly within her.

She could not help picturing herself
naked and in a collar and shackles, at his mercy, and the mercy of
other men, perhaps including his brother! And that mental image was
more than slightly breathtaking!

“And as a slave girl, you will, of
course, have to be properly trained to be an obedient sex toy,” he
said.

God, what a kinky pervert, she
thought, partly indignant, partly outraged, and partly awed. Were
all older men this kinky?!

With that, he moved around behind her.
Rory twisted her head first to one side, then the other, feeling a
rise of anxiety as he swung the strap against his palm. Then he
stopped.

“This isn't really the proper
instrument,” he said. “It's not really made for the purpose of
punishing slave girls, and I wouldn't want to do any sort of
damage, even temporary, to as beautiful and shapely a bottom as I
see before me.”

He tossed the belt down, somewhat to
her relief, then walked across the room. Most men looked silly
walking naked, but he moved quite naturally and
smoothly.

And he had a fantastic ass, she
reluctantly admitted.

He went to the open closet, fished
around in it, and came back with... a bigger belt!

Rory gulped at the increase in tension
she felt as he came back to her. And that tension took on a
different tone when he leaned over her body from behind, letting
his long, thick erection press against her buttocks and lower back
as he showed her the belt.

“This,” he said, “is buttery soft
leather. It's more than twice as wide as the belt I use for my
pants, which spreads the impact. And, of course, you see it's
actually two straps. It's very clever, you see. You don't have to
hit as hard with this, for as you swing them, they sort of spread
apart at the end. The first one hits you, then the second hits the
first one a split second later. Twice the sting even with a lighter
blow!

He straightened up and gave her bottom
a squeeze.

“Much less risk of even causing any
bruising to this work of art you've been using to sit
on.”

He was crazy, she thought! What man
kept such things at his office to begin with!?

And yet, despite all which had
happened, he wasn't scary crazy, just, well, perverted guy crazy,
perverted hot, sexy guy crazy. Which, she admitted, was different
from just perverted crazy by several orders of
magnitude.

She groaned as she felt the palm of
his hand on the thing protruding from her bottom. He pushed it a
bit deeper, then gave the other one a push too.

“Naughty little slave girl,” he said
in a chiding voice.

Crack!

Rory jerked against the rope at the
sudden stinging blow! It hurt! And yet, the sting was not as bad as
she had feared.

Crack!

She jerked again, crying out, moaning
into the gag.

Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

He brought the belt down against her
upraised bottom with slow, measured blows, each of which sent a
stinging jolt through her body! The pain was bearable, though, just
uncomfortable.

Crack! Crack!
Crack!

“Naughty little sex slave,” he
said.

I'm not a sex slave, she exclaimed in
her mind.

Yet the words were still darkly
thrilling. The fullness inside her, the buzzing against her
clitoris, and the way her breasts jerked against the top of his
desk each time he brought the belt down were all funneling wild
sexual charges of heat and arousal into the swirling confusion of
her mind.

Crack! Crack!
Crack!

She winced and gasped as the blows
continued. Her bottom was starting to burn from the repeated blows,
to burn with a hot, throbbing glow which resonated through her
lower body.

Crack! Crack!
Crack!

She gasped and moaned and shuddered as
the belt cut across her red bottom, pulling against the rope around
her wrists, her mind overpowered by surging emotions and
sensations.

Crack! Crack!
Crack!

He came around in front of the desk as
she moaned helplessly, his cock still very, very hard as it pointed
at her face.

“Would you perhaps like to do
something else for a bit?”

She moaned and jerked her head up and
down.

“Perhaps something involving this?” he
asked, reaching down to hold his erection.

Heat, anxiety, excitement and wariness
tumbled and chased each other through her mind as Rory's body
thrummed with sexual electricity.

Still, she hesitated.

“Okay, more strapping.”

She jerked her head wildly from side
to side.

“Of course, I always keep my
promises,” he said, running his hand lightly up and down the thick
shaft. “Which means you'll have to beg.”

She felt a burst of indignation, even
as another jolt of heat swept through her.

“Are you prepared to beg?”

She tried to talk, making it clear she
wanted to, and he obligingly reached down and undid the straps,
then gently worked the ball thing out of her mouth. Rory gasped and
licked her lips, working her stiff jaw.

“B-beg for what?!” she
gulped.

“Perhaps to have this in your
mouth?”

I could do that!
she thought.

And thus disarmed, he would be more
likely to stop this kinky stuff and give her her camera.

She jerked her head up and down
warily.

“No, no, sex slave. You must
beg.”

Another rush of indignation hit her,
and she scowled at him. As if!

But he grinned and picked up the
strap.

“All right!” she exclaimed.

He raised his eyebrows.

“Please,” she said.

“Not even barely adequate.”

“Please can I suck your cock,” she
said.

He shook his head.

“Not enough begging.”

“Oh come on!”

He moved behind her and raised the
belt.

“Wait!”

Crack!

“Ow! Please can I suck your
cock!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You didn't say sir,” he
said.

“Please can I suck your cock,
master!?”

“Oh come on!”

Crack!

“You're not begging hard
enough.”

Kinky pervert!

“Please can I suck your cock, master!”
she cried.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Put more passion into it, sex
slave.”

“I'm not a sex slave!”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“You will. Now beg for my
cock.”

“Please may I suck your cock, master!”
she cried.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“More passion.”

“Please may I suck your cock, master!”
she cried a little desperately.

Her bottom was burning!

He paused in his blows, then came
around to the front of the desk again.

Rory raised her eyes, feeling a sense
of hope and relief.

“Perhaps,” he said. “Though I doubt
you know much about how.”
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With that he gently gathered up her
long, thick blonde hair into a mass at the top of her head, then …
pulled.

Rory gasped as he used the pull on her
hair to pull her torso upwards across the desk. Her still-bound
feet left the floor as she slid forward, and then his thick shaft
pushed right into her open mouth, absolutely filling it!

It didn't fill it as the ball gag did,
perhaps, but the head of his shaft pushed dangerously deep into the
back of her mouth as the thick body of the shaft forced her lips
wide apart! Rory gurgled, startled, as she began to suck and lick
as best she could.

She had performed sex for six guys,
and had never gotten any complaints. On the other hand, she'd used
her hands to control how deep their cocks had pushed into her, and
she had no such control this time.

He drew back, and she sucked harder,
then drew himself out, raising his cock up along his belly and
drawing her in by the hair.

“Take my balls into your mouth,
slave,” he ordered in a growl which sent strange dark sexual
shivers through her body.

She obeyed, sucking on his balls,
drawing them into her mouth and massaging them with her tongue as
he reached down with his other hand to knead her breast.

He drew himself back, gripping his
cock again, holding it up and back against his abdomen.

“Lick your way up the shaft, sex
slave.”

There was that nasty, kinky,
ridiculous, yet wildly thrilling word again!

She licked awkwardly, given her lack
of control of her body, and then he let his cock drop, pushing it
into her open mouth once more. She moaned as he pumped it slowly in
and out. It was thick, but now slick with her saliva as it pumped,
and she felt a strange intensity to the sensations it
made.

She had never imagined her mouth
feeling pleasure from a man's cock inside it, but now, there was a
seething sensuality to it as he pumped his cock in and out of her,
countered by repeated little jolts of anxiety as he pushed the head
deep – deep enough to gag several times.

And then she gagged harder, for he
thrust that thick, slick flesh deep into her throat!

She realized instantly what he was
doing even as a shock froze her mind at him having done it. Of
course she had heard of deep throating. Of course she had seen
videos. She had never really made any attempt to master the skill,
however. Men were so easy to please, she'd never gone that extra
mile.

By the time she began to seriously gag
his thick, slick shaft already filled her throat! It ached, but not
as much as she'd have thought, and then a sharp, painful yank to
her hair distracted her mind and abruptly halted the gagging, at
least temporarily, enough for her to hear his words.

“Just pretend its meat and swallow
it,” he said. “Your throat is quite capable of doing so. It's your
mind which causes you to gag.”

Which was easy for HIM to
say!

She wasn't gagging as badly as she had
been, though, but she was still gurgling wetly, her throat muscles
spasming around the thick shaft. It wasn't all inside her, either.
She was staring into his pubic bone, into the last few inches of
his cock before her.

And then he pulled her hair forward,
sending tiny needles of pain into her scalp, dragging her further
forward over the desk as he pushed.

The last few inches slowly slid
through her lips and into her mouth, the head pushing even deeper
down into her throat as she found her lips tautly stretched around
the very base of his shaft, pressing against his pubic
bone!

“That's it, that's every inch.
Congratulations, slave girl,” he said. “You've learned the most
important lesson in how to deep throat a man; that you can do
it.”

With that he pulled back, even as her
head pounded and her chest burned from lack of oxygen. She stared
in a state of dazed astonishment as inch after inch of thick,
glistening cock came free of her mouth, a seemingly endless length
of it, until with an abrupt pop, her throat was free once
more.

She coughed violently, of course, and
saliva dribbled over her lower lip as he pulled his cock completely
free of her mouth. Then she gulped in air in deep, shuddering
breaths as she tried to steady herself, her head still
pounding.

“Good girl,” he said.

He twisted her hair sharply enough to
cock her head to the side, and leaned in.

“Suck,” he ordered, guiding her mouth
to his balls.

He twisted more sharply and she cried
out, then hurriedly took his testicles into her mouth, sucking on
them as she continued to gulp in air, moaning as he reached down
with his other hand to roughly fondle her breast and tug and twist
on her nipples.

“You were made to be a sex toy,” he
said. “A lush, beautiful creature of sex and heat and erotic
beauty.”

He pulled back, easing his grip on her
hair, turning her head back, then tugging back once more. Her mouth
opened wide automatically, and his cock slid into her. She moaned
and trembled, her legs kicking feebly, but he simply pushed
straight in, his thick shaft having a straight line down into her
throat until, once again, her lips were wrapped around the
base.

“Did you imagine some other purpose in
life?” he asked. “Why? What purpose could be better than bringing
pleasure to others, and receiving it in turn?”

Rory's head was pounding again, her
chest burning, and she trembled weakly as he drew himself back
again, slowly but surely, and pulled free. Once again she gasped
for breath, gulping in deep, shuddering lungfuls of air.

“A beautiful sexual creature like you
is wasted taking pictures,” he said.

He abruptly jerked back on her hair
again. As before, that instinctively opened her mouth wide, and he
drove himself into it, his thick cock sliding over her lips, along
her tongue, and then down her throat. It ached again, as it had the
last time, and the first time, but she felt less of a sense of
panic this time, and her gag reflex was less active.

She was becoming light-headed from
repeatedly being without breath, however, dazed, even as he drew
himself back out of her throat and mouth. And when he pushed into
her again there was no real gag reflex. She merely gurgled a
little, eyes glassy, as his thick shaft slid down her throat. She
trembled and twitched as he pulled out, then pushed in, pulled out,
then pushed in again, pumping his cock slowly but with long
strokes.

He pulled free and she gulped in air,
moaning, as his fingers eased on her hair and slid down her
body.

“Lovely skin,” he said.

He moved around behind her as she lay
limply, panting, gasping, and tugged back on her legs to draw her
feet back to the floor.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom sharply.

She felt his fingers at her ankles,
then whatever he had used to bind them together was
released.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She moaned dazedly.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, slave
girl.”

She shifted her feet apart, then,
after another sharp slap, gasped and spread them wider.

She felt his fingers at her feet,
removing her shoes.

“I want you completely naked, right
down to being barefoot,” he said.

Crack!

“Spread your legs wider and raise that
lovely bottom high.”

Those were contrary orders, but she
managed it, by pushing herself up onto the balls of her
feet.

“Lovely,” he said, his hands kneading
her buttocks.

His fingers slid under and began to
stroke across her clitoris. It felt incredibly hard and swollen,
and she realized the vibrating spring clip thing which had pushed
up across it was hollow. She could feel it pushing against her
flesh on all sides of her clitoris, yet his fingers were free to
stroke and caress that hard, sensitive little button.

Which produced more rushing bursts of
sensation.

She felt what had to be his cock
sliding in between her thighs, then the head rubbing up and down
across her clitoris. A moment later he gripped her tangled hair and
jerked it back sharply.

“Ahh!” she cried.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl,” he
said.

Dazed, eyes wide, Rory stared at the
wall ahead of her, uncomprehending.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply against her bottom.

“Beg me to fuck you,
slave.”

Crack!

“Now.”

“Fu-fuck me!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Beg me.

“Please fuck me!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Master. Say master.”

“Master.”

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you,
slave.”

“Please fuck me, master!” she
cried.

He released her hair and she felt him
draw back, then felt his tongue against her clitoris. She shuddered
as it licked hard and fast while the vibrator buzzed powerfully.
Her entire lower body was thrumming with pressure and only the
dazed state of her mind kept it from being swept up in the storm of
heat rising within her.

But as she continued to breath evenly
that dazedness was fading, to be replaced by a churning, bubbling
flood of sensory pleasure. She groaned weakly as she felt the
vibrator pull free, but then something else pushed into her,
thicker and softer, while still quite rigid. It felt... much more
natural inside her.

And as she shook her head and blinked
her eyes, as her mind came back to something closer to full
awareness, she realized it was him, and with a sense of wonder,
felt the thickness of his shaft pushing up into her belly,
stretching her out as no man ever had before. She groaned at the
ache to the lips of her sex, then felt a sense of darkly thrilled
wonder.

He was so deep inside her! He was so
big! God!

His hands kneaded her buttocks and
moved up and down her hips, up and down her back as he buried
himself in her quivering depths and ground his pelvis into her
upraised bottom.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” he
said. “You should be taken like this a dozen times a day, and will
if I have any say in things.”

Rory could only moan in
reply.

His hips began to draw back and then
push forward, in short, slow strokes at first. Those strokes grew
longer and faster, though, and Rory felt that churning flood of
sensations sweeping through her mind to meld with the sense of
wondering awe she felt at what was happening, the strange, dark,
ragged pleasure.

She began to gasp at every thrust, to
grunt as his hips struck her rounded bottom, as his thickness drove
achingly deep into her belly. It was like it was punching her in
the gut, but not so much painfully as with a sense of
pressure.

She cried out as he seized her hair
again, yanking her head up and back as he leaned over her body. His
breath was on her cheek now, then his lips, sucking, chewing and
kissing along the nape of her neck, and up under her ear. His other
hand reached under to engulf her breast, squeezing and kneading as
his hips worked in and out.

Rory, bound tightly, could do nothing
but gurgle and gasp and moan and cry out as he used her, as he rode
her, and the feel of his thick spear inside her moving in and out
was continuing to produce a wild sense of shocked awe, of pleasure,
of arousal.

She felt some part of her reveling in
the feel of that hard, steady thrusting, some primal side of her
nature responding with instinctive joy at the hard pounding being
given her, at the feeling of being so full and the hard pumping
pressure against the back wall of her sex.

Her mind was mesmerized by the hard,
steady thrusting and the pressure inside her, by the wild,
crackling sexual electricity which rippled through her body, by the
hunger and passion she felt from him, from his hard, yet soft male
body pressing against her. Her breast burned as he squeezed it
roughly, but the nipple tingled wildly!

And his lips moved hungrily along the
nape of her neck, as she felt herself falling into to some wild
animal instinct, glorying in the power and strength of the man
riding her.

Her hips began to jerk violently, her
feet pawing at the floor as she trembled under an ever growing
sense of sexual pressure. She moaned and gasped and cried out as he
mauled her, as his teeth dug into her flesh and his fingers pinched
her nipple and his heavy weight hammered against her.

But mostly it was that thick cock of
his punching into her again and again and again, as if it might
never end!

She felt all that trembling pressure
build up and then explode in a shock-wave that made her cry out.
The shock-wave built up speed and power and her cries rose in
passion and strength, her body shaking and trembling beneath him as
that powerful cock continued to drive into her.

She arched and strained wildly, then
went limp, gasping dazedly, only to have her hair yanked back
again.

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

His fingers jerked on her
hair.

“Say it.”

“M... m your... your bitch!” she
gasped weakly.

His hips were still working in and
out, but not as powerfully. More surprisingly for the stunned young
woman, her body still burned with hunger and passion! It had been
dimmed by the orgasm, but only a little.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch!” she
gasped.

His left fist was buried in her hair.
His right had been kneading her breast, but now forced its way down
under her hip until his fingers could finger her clitoris. She
jerked, bucking, at the sudden explosion of sensation.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm your whore!” she
gasped.

His fingers rubbed faster, and he
began to pump faster, punching that thick cock into her belly again
and again.

“Tell me you're my slave.”

“I'm your slave!” she
gasped.

Another orgasm shattered her mind and
she cried out, legs spasming so that her knees knocked against the
desk, eyes rolling back as she cried out at the eruption of
sensation inside her.

“Sex slave,” he growled, his teeth
biting fiercely into the nape of her neck.

He drew back, letting her head fall
against her arms, drawing fully out of her body, only to move
around to the other side of the desk. Once again he seized her hair
and yanked her head up and back. She had only a moment to look up
and see him holding what looked like her own camera, then his cock
slid into her mouth and straight down her throat once
more.

She gurgled dazedly around it as he
buried inside her, then began to pump slowly in and out. Her chest
began to burn quickly, for her pulse was racing, her heart pounding
and her chest had been heaving before he'd blocked her
throat.

No matter. He pulled back again,
letting her gasp for breath before moving around behind her.
Flashes lit up the walls but she paid those no heed. When the
vibrator slid into her once again, though, she moaned
helplessly.

She felt that by-then delicious
emotional sense of being stretched, of being filled up. Then the
thing began to buzz against her already hypersensitive clitoris. A
moment later his tongue started to lick and suck against her there,
and she shuddered and cried out weakly, breathlessly, overpowered
by the intensity of the sensations tearing through her overloaded
nervous system!

She felt the thing he'd pushed into
her bottom slowly pulling back, one golf ball at a time! She gasped
and shuddered as it slid out, then moaned as it pushed back in. All
the while the vibrator buzzed as his tongue licked at her, and she
let out a dazed sob of confusion as the sexual pressure rose higher
and higher once again.

She could see, though her mind did not
entirely process, her camera sitting on the corner of the desk, the
lens pointed at her. There was a brief sense of relief that she had
found the camera, but that was quickly overwhelmed by the growing
intensity of the sexual pressure and heat within her.

He drew the thing out of her bottom,
but something else pushed into her, something even thicker, and she
groaned as it filled her up, as it pushed deeper, as it stretched
her wide. She realized, gasping, trembling, what it was, and that
delivered a strange explosive combination of outrage and dark
excitement to her swirling mind.

As he pushed deeper she felt a sort of
cramping sensation in the pit of her belly, and the deeper he
pushed the worse it got. But that didn't seem to be having any real
impact on the sexual firestorm consuming her mind.

And if there was no particular
physical pleasure in his thrusting cock, her body didn't seem to
realize it, or at least, her mind didn't. It was very much like the
thrusting she'd just had, after all, and her clitoris was still
swollen and producing a wild flood of pleasure.

She grunted and gasped and moaned as
his cock punched her in the belly again, if in a different
location. Her breasts were ground against the desk below, and her
mind tumbled and turned through a charged up erotic flood of
pleasure and sensation until yet another orgasm tore through
her.

She cried out, releasing every last
milligram of oxygen, until her empty lungs gurgled as his hips
continued to slam into her and the orgasm made her body shake
violently in place.

“A born sex toy,” he
growled.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Rory had accomplished what she'd set
out to. She had her camera back. It had taken less than an hour,
and she emerged from the building completely unharmed. That should
have given her a sense of accomplishment, but did not. She emerged
disheveled and dazed, stumbling out of the building while her mind
still tried to figure out what had happened.

Sex. Such a small word to encompass
the enormity of what she had experienced.

Physically, her throat ached, and she
felt sore inside, down below, though only in front, oddly, and not
really in back. Her breasts felt a bit sore, too, and her scalp
ached from all the hair-pulling he'd engaged in.

But these were small things, really.
That was especially so given the incredible orgasms she'd
experienced, and the way they continued to resonate within her body
like the aftershocks of an earthquake.

No, her body would be fine. Her body
was a little stretched and bruised here and there, but had suffered
no lasting effects. Her mind, on the other hand, had been delivered
a significant blow, for her own self-image had been battered,
perhaps beyond repair.

She felt guilt, at first, then anger,
at both him, and herself, outrage, indignation, shame, remorse, and
self-loathing, all in a wild swirling mix of emotions which,
despite herself, remained wrapped in a cloud, a haze of something
much darker, and also much brighter.

Because for all her sense of outrage
at what had happened, she could not hide from herself the
glittering passion and hunger and excitement which had gripped her
at the time. That sense of thrilled heat, of wanton exultation at
what was happening, had been like nothing she'd ever experienced
nor thought to experience.

And she wanted more of it!

Never had she felt so alive or so
passionate! Never had she experienced such pleasure, either
physical or emotional! It was bizarre that some part of it fed off
how outrageous and perverted it had all been, but that didn't
really matter.

She had never been so glad to get
away, to hide herself, to be beyond someone's gaze! Yet even so,
the thought of doing more with him, of him doing more to her, made
her insides quiver with eager anticipation.

What a slut she'd been! What an
unbelievable slut! How could she have allowed him!? Oh sure he was
a pervert! Men all were! Men would get away with whatever you let
them! That was why it was her job to say no! And she'd failed in
that job! She'd begged him to fuck her! What a weakling she'd
been!

Such thoughts went round and round in
her head for the next hour as she made her way home, still mixed in
with the resonance of those powerful orgasms, and the sense of
thrilled heat she'd felt and wanted to feel again, however much she
tried to deny it.

At least she got her camera back, a
forlorn side of her mind thought with some consolation.

She arrived home to find the house
still empty, and went up to her room, grateful, for she wasn't
really interested in talking with anyone just then.

She hesitated just inside her bedroom
door, then looked at the camera. She flipped it on and checked the
memory, almost dropping it as a shock hit her mind at the tiny
pictures she could see.

Her practiced fingers quickly worked
the controls and the pictures became one picture, her face, mouth
wide in pleasure, eyes rolled back... Another picture, and another,
and another.

Then she remembered the flashes which
had lit the walls as she saw pictures of … well, she knew it was
her, though others might not. It was taken from behind, showing her
naked sex, her bottom, the vibrator and the other thing stuffed
into her orifices. God!

She moved to delete them, then
hesitated. Quickly closing and locking the door she rushed over to
her laptop, quickly connected the cord, and downloaded what was on
the memory.

Now her screen lit up, and she cringed
at picture after picture, seeing herself as, she told herself, he
had seen her! God, what a slut!

And then... worse, oh much worse!
Video!

There she was, gasping and moaning as
her body shook. The video was taken from desk level, in front of
and to her right. It showed her face, arms and shoulders, and his
hips striking her, until his hand had yanked her head up and
back!

Then her breasts were visible as she
began to cry out, as she began to climax, as the steady
slap-slap-slap-slap of his hips striking her buttocks was timed to
the way her body jerked to each blow! She stared at the look on her
face, heard the cries of pleasure, and felt both overwhelming
embarrassment and a sudden powerful thrumming heat.

The camera angle shifted, for he'd
picked it up, and now it showed his view from behind, of his cock
thrusting into her again and again! It shifted as he moved the
camera forward to show her face from the side as he held her hair
tightly up and back, her jaw wide as she cried out.

Another video, of her face, of his
cock, sliding into her mouth, inch after incredible inch of it! How
had she taken so much inside her! God! The sight was
stunning!

Another shift, her crying out again as
he thrust into he from behind, and this time when the camera was
lifted up she saw he was sodomizing her. Her face was burning as
she stared at the screen, but that didn't seem to matter as her
lower body burned even hotter.

She found herself stripping off her
dress, spreading her legs, her fingers reaching down to frantically
stroke across her clitoris as she stared at the videos, as the heat
threatened to consume her, and then did. She cried out, arching
back, trembling and shaking with heat as she watched herself being
used, being pounded, being ridden like... like a beast!

A sexual animal!

Sex had never been like that for Rory,
so incredibly intense, so passionate, so wild and crazy!

She watched herself with a sense of
disbelief and awe, hardly able to believe it.

She slumped, groaning, panting for
breath, and her fingers shut the video down. She quickly deleted
everything on the computer, then stumbled into the shower, still
psychically bruised by the events of the afternoon.

*

There was a slow acceptance in her
mind of what had happened, and the shame and embarrassment began to
fade. What did not fade was the novel sense of herself as a hot,
seductive, sluttish woman, one who had a sudden fascination for
sex, and not just any kind of sex.

Bondage, submission and domination.
Those were her keywords as she began to search the internet for
other pictures and videos, for stories real and imagined. Her own
imagination was, after all, quite keen, and she found it beset with
sexual fantasies of what might have happened, what might yet
happen, things he might have done to her, outrageous, shocking,
wicked, wild, thrilling things!

It was three days later that the
package arrived. She looked at it curiously as she closed the door
on the postman. It was a large, padded envelope, and had no return
address to tell her who had sent it. Her name was clear, however,
on the address slip.

She cut open the thick envelope and
stared with a sense of disbelief at what spilled out onto the
dining room table. At first her mind couldn't quite grasp how such
items could be there, but understanding flooded into her quickly,
along with a sense of anger and anxiety.

It obviously came from Ethan King! And
he obviously knew who she was! How had he known!?

What she was looking at was a
collection of red leather straps about an inch and a half wide, or
so it seemed. One was considerably longer than the others. She
picked that one up, noting the wide, heavy duty ring set into the
side.

The outside was of leather, the inside
of some soft suede. It buckled together like a normal belt, but it
was no belt. The other four objects were similar but much shorter,
and she knew very well, especially from her internet habits of
late, what they were.

He had sent them to her! There was no
real note, just a slip of paper with a phone number, but she knew
it was him!

That frightened and thrilled her at
the same time. She had been thinking of him often, toying with the
outrageous thought of getting in touch with him again somehow, if
she could possibly stand the humiliation of doing so.

A part of her wanted to throw them
into the trash! But how to explain that to her parents!? No, she
would dispose of them later, but for now, she took them upstairs to
hide them in her room, or so she told herself.

It was impossible to resist trying
them on, however.

She picked up the collar first and
licked her lips nervously, then slid it around her neck, bending
the strong leather until the ends met behind her neck. It was a bit
awkward, but she was able to push the tongue of the buckle into the
clasp, and it closed with a click.

She stared at herself in the mirror,
and quickly stripped naked, her heart pounding. She posed for
herself, then, feeling the heat rising inside her, she picked up
the other four, quickly bending them around her wrists and ankles,
sliding the tongues into the waiting clasps until she could stand
before her full length mirror and stare at herself with a sense of
trembling excitement.

She raised her arms above her, keeping
her wrists together, arching her back as she stared at the mirror,
imagining herself chained and bound, Ethan looking at her, touching
her, using her as if she were some kind of slave girl!

It was both outrageous, and
outrageously arousing!

Biting her lower lip, she fetched her
camera, hoked it to the laptop, and downloaded the videos again,
then played them, gasping, trembling. She slid down in the chair,
slumping low, drawing her knees up and back as she watched herself,
as she listened to herself, and her fingers stroked eagerly at her
clitoris, then pushed deep into her sex, thrusting in and out
wildly as she masturbated towards orgasm!

And of course, then she had to get
pictures of herself. She excitedly posed herself in a number of
positions, setting the timer to snap shots of her looking sad,
looking aroused, looking helpless.

A chain! She needed a chain! She found
one in the garage, then found a hook in the attic. She adjusted the
chain and hooked it to the rings set into the leather restraints
around her wrists.

Snap-snap-snap. The camera flashed
and she shifted her poses, arching, drawing her head back, or
dropping her head low, as if she had been held like this so long
and was exhausted, the helpless prisoner!

She hurried back to her room to view
the pictures on the larger screen of the laptop, and masturbated to
another powerful orgasm.

Finally, somewhat calmer, she sought
to remove the restraints.

And couldn't.

She fumbled at the other one, then at
the collar, rushing into the bathroom to stare at herself in the
mirror there, working the ring towards the back and the buckle to
the front as her anxious fingers sought to tug the thick tongue out
of the waiting clasp so she could remove the collar. But it would
not come free!

None of them would!

She began to feel a sense of panic.
What would happen when her parents came home!?

There were likely tools which would
cut through the leather, but it was thick and strong and she had no
idea if there were any such tools in the house! She certainly
couldn't ask her father!

The note! The number!

She scrambled to the garbage and
pulled it out, then, face already heating, called the
number.

She expected Ethan King to answer, and
was daunted when she heard another man's voice. This voice was
deeper than Ethan, and she gulped anxiously.

“May I speak to Ethan King please?”
she asked, fighting to keep her voice steady.

“This is Jackson King,” he
said.

She gulped and flinched. This was the
guy at the river!

“Uhm, I uh, was hoping to speak to
Ethan,” she said.

“Ethan had to go to Seattle due to an
emergency,” he said.

Rory gaped at the phone in
shock.

“He'll be back tomorrow,” the man
said.

“But that's too late!” she
blurted.

“Too late for what? Who is
this?”

She hesitated, mind
churning.

“Hello?” he said
impatiently.

“I uhm, my name is Rory,” she
gulped.

“Oh,” he said. “You. The snoop with
the camera.”

She blushed hotly.

“I uhm, didn't mean to snoop,” she
gulped.

“Didn't mean to take videos of me,
either?”

Her blush deepened.

“What do you want? You got your camera
back, didn't you?”

“Well... well yes but... but Ethan
sent me something!”

“Sent you something?”

“He sent me something and... and I
uhm, I tried it on and I can't get it off!”

“What did he send you?”

She felt her insides turning to
jelly.

“I don't have all day, girl,” he
barked.

“He uhm, sent me a thing and I can't
get it off!” she said helplessly.

“Well, wear it until Tuesday and you
can see Ethan.”

“I can't!”

“Why?”

“It's... I can't have anyone see
it!”

There was a pause. “What exactly did
he send you? Spit it out, girl.”

“It's uhm, these things that go around
your wrists and... uhm, and a collar,” she said, blushing
furiously.

He snorted. “And you can't get them
off?”

“No!”

“I suppose you don't want to go to
school wearing those.”

“My parents are due home any
time!”

“Guess that will mean a few
interesting discussions around your house,” he said.

She closed her eyes and groaned at the
thought.

“Well, come down to the office and
I'll see what I can do.”

“I can't travel on a bus wearing
these!”

But she was speaking to a dead
phone.

She stared at it, then hung up slowly,
her mind spinning with a way out of this. She saw none, though, and
had very little time before her parents would get home. She could
only hide in her bedroom for so long!

She ran into her room and stared at
herself in the mirror, then tore open her closet and started
rooting through clothes. It wasn't as hot as it had been the other
day but it was still on the warm side. Even so, the only thing she
could possibly wear would be a turtleneck sweater.

She turned the collar around so the
fat ring was on the back of her neck, under her hair, then pulled
on underwear and picked up her black turtleneck, and pulled it on.
The sleeves were thankfully long enough to hide the red restraints,
and people would take them to be a watch or something. The lump of
the collar was noticeable, but not unless you were
looking.

And it wasn’t likely anyone would be.
She hadn't worn that sweater in several years, and was bigger in
the chest than she had been back then. That meant the sweater was
very tight across her chest. This was the first time in Rory's life
she felt good about the thought of people staring at her
breasts!

She pulled on a pair of shorts with
the turtleneck, then a pair of cowboy boots, which was all she had
which would hide the restraints around her ankles, grabbed her bag,
and headed out the door, moving quickly in case she ran into her
parents.

*

The bus trip was uneventful, and it
was only after she stepped off, finishing what had been a daunting
trip, that her anxiety level began to rise at the next challenge
before her – coming face to face with Jackson King
again!

And with her wearing a collar and
shackles!

What if he wanted to do to her what
his brother did to her!? He was obviously a pervert just like Ethan
was, else he'd not have tied that girl's wrists up and taken a belt
to her bottom!

If he did, well, then he did, she
thought resolutely. She had to get these things off!

She pushed open the door to the
building and went inside, pulse racing faster and faster. The woman
at the counter looked at her.

“Uhm, I have an appointment with
Jackson King,” she said breathlessly.

“One moment, please,” the woman said,
looking oddly at her turtleneck, then picking up the
phone.

She spoke to someone, then hung
up.

“Upstairs,” she said. “Last room on
the end.”

“Thanks,” Rory mumbled, heading
quickly to the stairs.

She reached the top and looked either
way, wondering which was 'the end', before heading towards the rear
of the building. There she found a door with his name on it and,
bracing herself, she knocked.

“Come in,” he said.

She pushed open the door, butterflies
swirling inside her, and saw a room somewhat like the one Ethan
had, except that it had a very large window to the right looking
into a small courtyard with a fountain.

She had little time to examine the
room, however, for her eyes were caught by the sight of Jackson
King as her face flooded with heat.

“Come in and lock the door behind
you,” he said, looking up from the desk.

She bit her lower lip, but then
obeyed, turning to lock the door behind her, fingers trembling a
little.

“Well, come in,” he said as she stood
by the door.

She took a deep breath then walked
forward, her eyes flitting away from his as she
approached.

“Nice sweater,” he said.

Her blush deepened.

“All right, take it off.”

She gasped and drew back.

“In fact, strip. I want to see if you
look as good naked as your pictures.”

Even though she had imagined something
like this happening she had dismissed it as very unlikely. Now that
it had she froze, face burning, looking down numbly.

“Now girl, or leave.”

She couldn't leave!

Her mind squirmed, but her fingers
reached down and undid her shorts, trembling a little as she pulled
down the zipper. She let them slide down her legs, then peeled her
turtleneck up and over her head, dropping it on the floor. Blushing
deeply, she reached back to unhook her bra, and then slid her
panties down and off to stand there, head low, hands trying to hide
her nudity.

“The cowboy boots are interesting but
out of place. Lose them.”

She bent and removed the boots,
displaying the red leather restraints around her ankles.

“Go and stand on that pedestal,” he
said.

She looked at him, briefly,
startled.

“Right there,” he said,
pointing.

She turned her head to see that there
was indeed a pedestal next to the wall. It was about two feet
square and six to ten inches high.

“It usually holds a Chinese vase but
it's gone for cleaning. Go on.”

Confused, Rory shuffled over and
stepped onto the low pedestal as he followed after.

“Turn. Give me your hands,” he
said.

She thrust her hands out, her face
still burning, and he took them in his enormous hands, drew them
together, and before she could react, clipped the restraints
together!

She gasped and jerked her hands
back!

“Now, raise your hands high over your
head.”

She stared at him, open
mouthed.

“Now,” he growled.

She obeyed anxiously.

“Arch your back, draw your arms back a
little. More. Now spread your legs further apart.”

Bewildered and horribly embarrassed,
Rory had little choice but to comply.

“Good,” he said. “Hold that
pose.”

He ran his eyes up and down her body
as her heart pounded wildly, then gave an appreciative
nod.

“Very nice,” he said. “I can see what
Ethan meant about you being a natural. You have a hell of a body.
And restraints look good on you. I prefer metal and chains, though
myself.”

He reached out and gripped her arms,
tugging them back a little more.

“Chin up. We're going for an artistic
look here, slave girl.”

There was that phrase
again!

“I-I'm not a slave girl!” she
gasped.

“No, but you want to be.”

“I don't!”

“Push your hips back a little. That's
it. Why did you put on the collar and restraints?”

She burned even hotter at the
words.

“I-I was just... just curious!” she
said desperately.

His hand cupped her breast and she
jerked, but didn't move. It gently caressed her breasts, thumb
stroking her nipples (which were already rock hard) then slid down
her firm belly and between her legs.

“Oh!”

“Stand still!” he barked.

She froze, pulse racing, as his
fingers gently caressed her sex, and despite the shock and
embarrassment she felt a thrum of energy there.

Then he moved away, going to a
bookshelves nearby. It had cabinet doors on the lower half, and he
opened one, bent, and took out a camera.

“Ethan says you're a pretty good
photographer,” he said, as he returned.

She gaped at him as he brought the
camera up to his eye.

“Chin up,” he barked.

Her head jerked back, her mind so
filled with fuzz, shock and confusion she didn't know what else to
do!

The room lit up suddenly as he took a
picture, then again, then again.

Flash! Flash!
Flash!

He moved to the side.

Flash! Flash!
Flash!

“Excellent,” he said.

He dropped to his knees in front of
her, tilting the camera up and back.

Flash! Flash!
Flash!

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she
gasped.

“That's a dumb question,” he
said.

He was right, of course!

He reached out again, his fingers
stroking her sex, and she jerked in alarm.

“You have a very attractive pussy,” he
said. “Very nice, tight and clean looking.”

This was absolutely insane, Rory
thought dazedly.

“Turn around and bend forward. Put
your hands on the wall,” he ordered.

He had a deep, growling voice, one
which almost demanded instant obedience, and Rory obeyed it,
turning and putting her hands on the wall.

“Legs straight, bottom out, lean
forward.”

He gripped her hair and she gasped as
he jerked it back and down, then pushed forward against her back
until her breasts were pressed against the wall and her hands
raised high. His hand tugged on her hips to draw her back a bit,
then before moving behind her.

Flash! Flash!
Flash!

Was he punishing her for taking
pictures of him and his girlfriend!? That must be it, she thought
anxiously.

Even though she was on a six inch
pedestal he was still taller than her, she thought dazedly, as he
moved to her side. He tilted her head so her right cheek was
pressed against the wall, combed her hair back, then tugged a few
bangs across her forehead, then a few more., before stepping
back.

She stared at the camera, then closed
her eyes.

Flash! Flash!
Flash!

The light lit up the inside of her
eyelids as he took more pictures.

He moved back, then returned as she
opened her eyes.

“Ethan said you were quite fond of
this,” he said, showing her something.

Rory gasped and felt a jolt of anxiety
hit her. He was holding a long, thick tube. It was blue, and had an
unusually thick head. She had never seen the vibrator Ethan had
pushed into her, but this certainly looked like it could be it! At
the base were two very slim metal bars connected by a crosspiece at
just about the base of the vibrator.

He drew her hair back a little, then
tugged it, gently but firmly. This caused her to gasp and tilt her
head back, allowing her mouth to come open.

“Suck this a bit,” he said, matter of
factly.

He slid it into her mouth before she
could say anything, and she gurgled weakly as he turned it around
and around inside her mouth, then pushed it deeper. She gagged, but
he drew it back quickly, then used his grip on her hair to push her
face forward into the wall again.

“Legs spread!” he barked.

She shuddered and obeyed, then felt
the now saliva-covered tip of the blue thing against her puffy,
naked sex. She moaned helplessly as he forced her head back further
and pushed her into the wall more firmly. At the same time he
rubbed the vibrator up and down along her soft sex, then pushed it
slowly into her.

“Oh! Oh please!” she
gasped.

“Legs apart.”

Moaning, she shifted her legs wider,
as he twisted and turned the thing, sliding it deeper and deeper
into her sex! Why was she allowing this, a part of her thought
wildly.

“Ethan said you were extremely
responsive. He thought you were a natural submissive. Such
creatures are very rare, especially in a young and beautiful
girl.”

“I-I'm not!” she moaned.

She could feel the soft, firm vibrator
pushing up deeper and deeper into her belly! She gasped and moaned
and winced as he pushed it up, drew it back a little, changed the
angle, then thrust it up deeper still. But she held her position,
obediently pressing her chest against the wall, keeping her bottom
pushed out as he worked it in until the clip slid across the top of
her sex, the bars framing her clitoris.

Then it was turned on.

He moved back to his desk and sat
down, leaving her there, trembling, gasping, red-faced, her mind
spinning with uncertainty, anxiety and embarrassment.

This was fucking crazy! How could she
be standing here like this!? God!

And yet, she remained in position,
breasts aching as she leaned against the wall, back starting to
stiffen, rolling her eyes to the side, and finally, turning her
head to look at him.

He was sitting at his desk, reading
some sort of papers!

“Head to the wall, slave!” he
snapped.

She gasped at the tone, at the
commanding voice, turning her face to the wall.

Long minutes passed and the wild
churning emotions within her began to settle somewhat, most of
them, anyway.

But in that period of time she had,
without conscious thought, drawn her legs closer and closer
together. She began to feel the increasing pressure as her thighs
closed. The opening to her sex strained wide, after all, around the
thick base of the buzzing vibrator. Closing her thighs squeezed her
body more tightly around that base and made the vibrations seem
even more intense.

And bit by bit, she did that, her body
attracted to the ever growing sense of thrilled nerve endings
between her legs as the vibrator worked away at them.

As her mind settled somewhat, and her
fears eased, the heat of her body rose and met the barely
suppressed dark excitement which had been waiting at the back of
her mind. Rory felt a thrumming energy beginning to fill her body,
and a pulsing heat making her head swim

She felt her insides spasming and
squeezing down on the thick body of the vibrator filling her, and
knew a sense of wonderment at finding herself standing like this in
a strange man's office, a man half again her age, and twice her
size she had barely even spoken to!

Her nipples tingled hotly as she
pressed her breasts against the wall, her arms stretched above her
head, and, starting almost without her knowledge, her body again
reacted to that as she began to ever so gently grind her breasts
into the wall.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The sexual hunger grew and spread, so
that even when Rory became aware of what she was doing she couldn't
bring herself to stop, couldn't convince herself it was wrong, that
she risked discovery! The pleasure became a fever and took over her
mind, and she whimpered and gasped softly to herself as her
movements became ever so slightly more energetic, bit by slow
bit.

She squeezed her thighs helplessly
against the lips of her sex, rubbing them together, pressing them
in against the buzzing vibrator as a state of dazed hunger took
over her mind.

whip!

She cried out in shock, her face
knocking against the wall at the sudden sharp line pain which cut
across her buttocks!

Gaping, she saw Jackson King standing
there, holding.. holding a whip! At least, it was some sort of
whip. It had a long handle, with another yard long length of some
thin leather which looked no thicker than a bootlace.

He smiled and swung the thing again.
The thin strip of leather cut across her bottom once more, with
another sharp, stinging bite!

“Such a naughty girl,” he
said.

whip!

The sound was thin, sharp, light, as
the leather struck her bottom.

whip!

And it actually sounded like … like –
whip!

whip! whip!

She gasped and moaned, each sharp
little blow stinging, but the sting fading almost at once into a
background heat.

“Push that beautiful ass out, slave
girl,” he ordered.

Whimpering, Rory bent forward a little
more, pushing her bottom out.

whip! whip! whip!
whip!

She cried out again, and again, and
again, but was still grinding her thighs against the vibrator, and
grinding her breasts against the wall!

“You'll make an excellent sex slave,”
he said.

whip! whip! whip! whip!

“We'll have to get you and Amanda
together.”

whip! whip! whip!

The orgasm hit her suddenly, and
Rory's hips began to buck violently as she let out a long,
undulating wail of pleasure. The whip cut across her bottom again
and again as she trembled and shook and the pleasure tore through
her like a firestorm of energy flooding out of every pore of her
body!

Her legs trembled and shook, and then
she found herself sliding down the wall, her throbbing breasts
burning as her nipples ground down along the rough stone until she
was kneeling, still leaning forward, arms raised, shuddering
helplessly.

Whip!

The thin cord cut across her back, and
she cried out again, startled, gasping.

Whip! Whip!

The thin cord cut into her back again,
lower down, then higher, then cut into her bottom again before
cutting across her shoulders!

whip! whip! whip! whip!

“Please!' she cried.

whip! whip!

“Please what?”

whip!

“Please, master!'

The whipping stopped, leaving her
dazed and shaken, but her body still thrumming with heat despite
the too-warm lines of flesh along her back and buttocks. She felt a
sense of shame and then, a sense of almost... surrender.

There was no chance whatsoever that he
hadn't noted her orgasm, none. There was no chance he had mistaken
it and no chance he wouldn't understand the clear meaning. The odd
thing was she felt something like a sense of peace at that. No
hiding. No attempt at dissembling or lying or
pretending.

She hung her head, breathing heavily,
her groin still thrumming with energy as the vibrator buzzed away
inside and outside of her.

He gripped her wrists and lifted,
forcing her back to her feet.

“Feet apart, slave girl.”

She moaned as she shifted her bare
feet apart

“Wider, slave.”

His shoe kicked her ankle apart until
they were at the far sides of the pedestal.

“Back straight. Hands high Face
forward.”

He jerked back on her hair to force
her head back.

It did not even occur to her to either
resist or refuse or argue.

She heard sounds behind her, sounds of
rustling cloth, of a zipper going down, and felt the buzzing in her
lower belly rise in intensity. Or perhaps it was simply her body's
reaction which was rising in intensity. She moaned low in her
throat, fighting the urge to draw her thighs closer
together.

“Turn around.”

Panting, chest heaving, she turned,
gasping as she saw he was now naked.

He was a big man, bigger than his
brother in several important respects. His shoulders were wider,
his chest thicker and deeper. He was heavier, and his face was much
more masculine, the jaw square, the eyes stern.

But his body was not the cut and toned
gym produced physique Ethan sprouted. It was the body of a man who
didn't need to work out because he was used to hard, physical
labor. He had the thickset arms of a man used to swinging a
sledgehammer, used to carrying heavy loads.

And while he was far from hairy, he
had not bothered to shave his chest and belly the way Ethan had.
The sprinkling of hair across his chest helped disguise, but did
not hide the strong pectoral muscles, and a thin line of hair made
its way down his abdomen where her attention was seized by his
cock, sprouting up and out.

It was, perhaps, not quite as long as
Ethan, but made up for it by being even thicker.

Rory moaned low in her
throat.

Jackson did not pose as Ethan had. He
didn't give the appearance of a man with an overweening pride in
his own appearance.

“You're a beautiful little submissive,
but you need to be trained. You need to be disciplined,” he
said.

He swung the whip back.

“Don't move an inch.”

The long handle swept back, and then
forward, and the cord swept through the air to snap down across her
belly and lower chest.

Rory let out a gasp, but held her
position.

“I've known a number of submissives in
my life,” he said.

whip!

The cord cut across her breasts, and
Rory cried out in alarm and shock at the sting in such an
unexpected location! But an instant later she felt a seething wave
of dark energy at how outrageous it was, at how shocking, how kinky
and perverted and cruel!

“They need someone to tell them what
to do,” he said.

whip!

The cord cut across her breasts a
second time!

“Sometimes they're consumed by the
things they've been repressing.”

whip! whip! whip!

“Sometimes they can't bring themselves
to do things unless it's in the role of a prisoner, a helpless
damsel giving in to her captor.”

whip! whip! whip!

“Sometimes they grow up on stories of
girls being tied up and menaced.”

whip! whip! whip! whip!

Again and again the cord cut across
her breasts, leaving a criss-crossing pattern of thin red lines as
they throbbed with heat. Somehow, Rory held her position, her
trembling arms raised high, her head back, her breasts thrust out
as they burned and stung! But bit by bit, the blows forced her
backwards, until her buttocks were pressed against the
wall!

There she stood, sweating, shuddering,
whimpering and gasping for breath, pressed against the wall as the
thin cord sliced into her soft flesh again and again.

Then the aim dropped low as he moved
to the side, and she jerked as the thin cord snapped down across
her abdomen, then lower still, slicing into the soft flesh of her
inner thighs, and then.

“Oh!”

The cord snapped down across her
swollen clitoris!

whip whip whip! whip! whip!

It struck it again! And then again!
And again!

She sobbed and shuddered, head back
against the wall, hips jerking, flinching, bucking as the whip
snapped in again and again and again.

And then another orgasm tore through
her, an orgasm that set her buttocks to grinding, then slapped more
and more violently against the wall as the sexual energy tore
through her mind and body. She cried out repeatedly, head drawn up
and back, hair plastered against the side of her skull as the
churning howl of sensations ripped through her, lost amid the storm
and violence of it all as her body flared again and
again.

And amidst it, the quick,
fast – whip whip whip! whip! whip!
of the cord striking her pussy.

Dazed, eyes glassy, she sank down the
wall until she was on her knees once more. He lowered the whip and
stepped up onto the platform, his cock right before her glazed
eyes. He dropped the whip and gathered up her hair, then gripped
her arms, pinning them together as he leaned forward.

His cock slid into her open mouth,
forcing it wider still. Rory groaned around it, eyes fluttering, as
he pushed himself in and out, driving deeper, moistening his thick
organ. Then, before she had begun to recover from the orgasm, he
drove himself deep into her throat.

It wasn't the same shock it had been
with Ethan, and her mind was already fuzzy and dazed, but it was
also not the slow, patient movement his brother had demonstrated.
He pinned her arms to the wall, jerked her head back by the hair,
and began to thrust in and out, hard and fast, his thick cock
moving up and down across her tongue, through her lips and inside
her throat as she trembled and jerked and spasmed in helpless,
gurgling confusion.

She rolled her eyes up to see his,
dark, determined, filled with hunger as he thrust his hips forward,
as his thick cock drove deep into her throat and his pubic bone
struck her lips repeatedly. She felt her throat burning, aching,
felt her chest doing the same as her head began to
pound.

Black dots danced before her eyes, and
still he thrust into her, harder, and faster, using her throat hard
until, just as her eyes started to roll back in her head, he pulled
free and yanked forward on her hair, twisting her around, pressing
her chin to the pedestal.

crack!

His hand slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Raise your hips
high! crack! “High!” crack!

Gasping for breath, Rory scrambled to
get her knees under her, to raise her bottom high as he gripped her
thighs, spreading them, then jerked back on her waist to draw her
belly in tight against her thighs.

“Bent way over, legs
spread, arms forward.”

crack!

Like that.”

crack!

“You get it, slave girl?”
crack! “Like
this!” crack! And
don't move!

He moved behind her and yanked the
vibrator out. Rory felt momentarily empty, but only momentarily.
Then his own thick, slick organ pushed into her body, as warm and
throbbing as she was, filling her up, overfilling her, stretching
her out as she shuddered there on the floor, breasts pillowed out
beneath her.

He started to ride her, his thick
shaft thrusting into her deeper and deeper as he fell forward onto
his hands above her. Rory shuddered and moaned, then gasped as his
hands came down on her shoulders, pressing her even more firmly
into the floor.

She felt that hard punching deep
inside, the soft, puffy nose of his cock driving itself repeatedly
into the back wall of her overheated sex, slowly forcing it back as
his hips worked in and out.

It was almost... monotonous,
machinelike, that steady pounding, that steady thrusting. Yet she
felt her mind unraveling as it continued, as his hips began to
brush against her buttocks on the deeper strokes, then press
against them more firmly, then finally, strike her hard enough to
rock her hips forward with the power of the impact as he forced
every last inch of his shaft into her body.

Her mind began to float on a rolling
sea of sensation and excitement, all built around that steady
thrusting, the feel of his skin stroking against the straining
walls and lips of her sex, the determined impact of his hips
against her buttocks, and then, as he shifted, the stinging of her
scalp as he drew her hair up and back, and the sting of her
buttocks as he slapped them.

The bubbling, boiling heat which made
the pressure grow inside her was becoming familiar, and she
embraced it wholly, gasping and moaning in growing passion as he
thrust harder and now began to alter the rhythm of his
strokes

The pressure rose like a roller
coaster, up, up, up as she reveled in the crackling sexual
electricity coursing through her body. She cried out as she fell
over the edge, cried out again and again, with every breath as the
explosion of sensations swept through her mind. It was so intense,
so wild and raw and powerful that she could only tremble and shake
in its grasp.

And yet this time, as the roller
coaster started down, it was a very short and shallow journey, for
her body still seethed with heat and passion, and that powerful
cock continued to drive itself into her belly again and
again.

The roller coaster started up again,
as she shuddered and moaned and gulped in air, as he yanked on her
hair and slapped her bottom and rode her like a bitch in heat. The
sound of his hips striking her bare bottom and thighs echoed
through the room, now speeding up, now slowing down, but never
ending!

She soared over the edge of another
orgasm, rutting back at him, eyes wild as she cried out in wild,
animal pleasure. And when it faded, she was conscious enough to
know she ached inside, but didn't care. Again, the downward fall
was shallow and short and then she started up once
again.

And still he thrust, still he rode
her, still he pounded his heavy body into her as she lay bent over
and nakedly displayed before him. She was and felt utterly
helpless, not because of the restraints around her wrists but the
heat in her mind and body.

Another orgasm slammed into her, and
she cried out in breathless, gurgling pleasure, dazed, overwhelmed,
intoxicated by the heat and pressure, giving herself to it as if
casting herself into the winds of a hurricane.

The pleasure was simply too intense to
care about anything else!

And still he rode her!

He jerked back, now, however, and
roughly bowled her over, flipping her onto her side, then onto her
back, his big hands scooping up her slender ankles and lifting them
up and back, bending her in half, crushing her beneath him as her
legs went over her shoulders.

His powerful right arms supported his
body as he thrust into her again and leaned over her, and Rory
gurgled and panted, chest heaving, as he filled the world above her
head, as he crushed her down into a compact mass of flesh. The
backs of her feet pressed against the floor above her head as her
bottom rose to meet his continuing thrusts.

And she stared up at him, at his
hunger and passion and the snarl on his face, then let her glazed
eyes fall downward to the sight now very close to her eyes, that of
his thick, glistening shaft driving into and through the tautly
stretched opening of her sex again and again and again.

She felt herself floating, but with a
strange sense of ease, of acceptance. She was helpless. Whatever he
was going to do he was going to do. There was no point in even
thinking about it. He was so strong, so powerful, so determined,
so... masculine, so... dominating.

An unquestioning acceptance of that
filled her mind as he continued to thrust down, as his dark eyes
bored into hers, as she trembled and shook, gasped and moaned
beneath him, as he used her slight young body with ruthless
passion.

And then, abruptly, he let that
powerful body of his come crashing down against her. He abandoned
her ankles, seizing her hair, jerking her head back as his lips
crushed hers. His chest and belly squashed her into the floor and
pinned her legs back, his hips grinding against her as his tongue
shot into her mouth.

Invaded, impaled, taken, Rory
surrendered to it all, surrendered to the force and power of the
man atop her, moaning, gasping, body trembling as she felt his
shaft moving within her,

Then he picked up the pace, his hips
rising and falling again and again, and she started up the roller
coaster yet again, whimpering now, her insides aching, not so much
from the hard thrusting of his cock but the repeated spasming of
her own internal muscles.

But she had no ability to influence
what was happening, and had already accepted that. And so as he
rammed himself down into her, her body began to bubble and boil and
then overloaded once again into another massive orgasm, sending
sheets of scalding pleasure spraying across her body and mind as
she gurgled and thrashed and shook in mindless ecstasy.

*

It was the second time Rory had found
herself dazed and shell shocked after sex. If anything, it was even
worse, this time. She ached even more, inside and out, felt
bruised, worn out, washed out, exhausted and drained.

She had not had to take the bus home,
this time, at least. King had driven her in his Audi – after
removing the collar and restraints with a tiny narrow length of
wire. There were holes in the clasps which, now that she thought of
it, were similar, if smaller, to the ones in bathroom and
passageway doors which allowed the locks to be easily disengaged
from the outside.

He stopped a block up from her house,
then a massive hand swept out and behind her neck, gripped it from
behind, and pulled her around, firmly but gently, to face
him.

“Are you my sex slave?” he
demanded.

She gulped and started to nod, but he
shook her slightly.

“Yes?” she gasped
anxiously.

“Say it.”

“I-I'm your sex slave,”
she gulped again.

“That means you do as
you're told. Tomorrow, my brother will come and pick you
up.”

She blinked and sucked in a
breath.

“He's going to take you
back to the brook, tie you to a tree, and do to you what I did to
Amanda,” he said.

Her eyes widened.

He pulled her closer, and she gasped,
half fallen across his body as he kissed her passionately. Then he
pushed her back and jerked his head as if to tell her to leave.
Hands shaky, she did, standing on the sidewalk and staring as he
drove away.

“I must be out of my
mind,” she whispered to herself.

She took a deep, shuddering breath,
then headed home, her mind still trying to process the incredible
cataclysm of sensations and emotions which had swept down upon her
that afternoon.

He... and his brother... were... were
what? They were abusing her, in a way, taking advantage of her. She
recognized that she was young and innocent and they were neither.
They were taking advantage of that for their own perverted
purposes.

She was not at all blind to
that.

But if they were taking her for a
ride, so to speak, well, it was such an incredible, thrilling,
exciting ride that she found it impossible to consider just leaping
off.

She could, after all, ignore his
brother, he with the incredible body and handsome face, and... and
what? Stay home and watch TV? Go and take pictures of flowers? That
no longer really seemed important.

She felt a little spike of anguish but
also heat, as she thought of the pictures Jackson King had taken of
her that day. They were a mix of nudity and obscenity, and he could
do anything he wanted with them! He could certainly show them to
Ethan, and likely would!

God, how many times had she orgasmed
in the space of less than an hour!?

How had she become such a
whore!?

On the other hand, neither of them
knew anyone she knew, and she didn't think Jackson King would be
the type to haunt internet porn sites and post pictures of
her.

He fucked her! God, how he had fucked
her! He had fucked her and fucked her and fucked her! There was no
point in trying to convince herself it was anything else! They
hadn't made love or had sex. He had fucked her! Hard!

He was over thirty!

Why did the Kings leave her feeling
utterly incapable of saying no, of even questioning the rough way
they treated her!? And why did that treatment thrill her
so!?

“You're home late, honey,”
her mother said as she came through the door.

“Oh, I was at Cheryl's
talking and watching TV,” she said.

Everything seemed too unbelievably
normal at home! Her mother was in the kitchen, her father reading
the newspaper in the living room. Everything was quiet and
peaceful. She felt a strange sense of nervousness, as if they might
somehow detect the perverted and kinky things she'd gotten up to
that day, but there was no sign of that.

She knew they would be horrified if
they'd know. A part of HER was horrified by it! But the echo of
that wildfire pleasure made her chest tighten, and she knew she was
addicted to it, that she wouldn't be able to soon give it
up.

The idea of her as a 'sex slave' was
silly, of course, but it was deliciously silly, and when she got to
her room and stripped and stared at her body in the mirror, and saw
the thin, red lines still criss-crossing her breast and belly and
abdomen she felt a helpless bubbling heat and eagerness
within.

Her life had been pleasant but fairly
placid. Suddenly there was this massive, shocking explosion of
excitement, of raw, wild, intense pleasure and living! It was like
someone had turned on a light, or turned up the sun to make the
world brighter.

Of course, those who flew too close to
the sun got burned, she thought belatedly.
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Ethan didn't park a block away, but
came up right to the door, carrying a small bag.

“Hello, gorgeous,” he
said. “I brought you something to wear.”

Rory, heart already thumping, gasped
at the words, but the small bag he handed her was too light to
contain restraints.

She opened it hesitantly, and frowned
as she pulled out a folded up blue cloth.

“Put it on,” he said,
glancing around.

“But – .”

“You'll look beautiful and
sexy. Now hurry up,” he said, gripping her tank top and pulling it
up. She resisted, but only momentarily, and allowed her arms to be
raised as he yanked it up over her head.

“But – !”

“No talking.”

He turned her around and undid her
bra, then pulled it over her arms and shoulders.

Rory blushed, starting to feel that
out-of-control sensation again as he undid her jeans and tugged
down the zipper.

He tugged her jeans down, and her
panties with it.

“Lose the shoes,” he
ordered.

Flustered, blushing, and feeling the
heat starting to rise within her, Rory obeyed.

She had tossed and turned much of the
night, unable to sleep because of the stress and anxiety of what
might happen today, and what had already happened
yesterday.

“Step into this,” he
said.

He held the material out. It looked
like a dress or skirt. Rory stepped into it, and he pulled it up
around her hips, then drew it, or at least, the front of it, up her
torso, up around her throat, and, turning her around and sweeping
her hair aside, fastened it together behind her neck.

He turned her back and examined her.
“Yes, I like it.”

There was a mirror on the wall just
inside the door, and Rory stared at it.

The dress was... short, very short. It
was also backless. It was made of a swirling blue pattern with
white trim around the edges. It was a little stretchy, enough that
the front part could stretch up across her chest to fasten, with a
high collar, around her throat,

The dress encircled her body tightly
to the waist, but the sides were open, even while being fastened
together at the hem. That left two narrow lines of flesh traveling
down her hips and thighs. Above the waist, the dress didn't exist
except for the part in front of her and around her neck.

The fabric did curl in somewhat around
the edges of her full breasts, but not that far. She was in no
danger of spilling free of it, but there was plenty of 'side boob'
visible to those standing at the proper angle. Her back was
completely bare, of course, with that and the line of flesh along
her hips, no one would be under any illusion she was wearing
underwear.

“Excellent. Let's
go.”

“I can't go out like
this!”

“You're right. You need
shoes. Have you got a pair of white heels?”

Of course she did. What girl didn't
have white and black heels!? Her protests went for naught, however,
especially when she fetched them and put them on. He simply took
her arm and opened the door, half pulling her down the sidewalk to
the car, at least at first. Then she hurried along, afraid of being
seen by the neighbors.

Once she was sitting in the car, a
BMW, as it happened, the hem was so short that even with her thighs
tightly together she wouldn't be able to hold a lot of secrets back
from anyone looking.

“Wh-where are we going?”
she gulped.

“I'm going to sell you at
auction to some Arab slavers who will take you back to their harem
in the middle east,” he said.

She gaped at him and he
grinned.

“Well, perhaps not today.
“Have you ever thought of the advantages of being a sex
slave?”

“No!”

He chuckled. “How about, of being an
incredibly beautiful sex doll befriended by wealthy
men?”

“I'm not a … a doll! I'm a
.. girl!”

“Same thing in your case.
I saw those pictures Jackson took, by the way. You should be on the
other side of the camera more often.”

She blushed instantly and he chuckled
again. “Does it embarrass you to be admired?”

“You're not admiring me,
you're admiring my body,” she said with a frown.

“To a certain extent,
true. I'll admire you when you realize the potential of your body
and learn to use it freely.”

“To give men pleasure?”
she asked sarcastically.

“There's money in
pleasure, Rory, far and away more than in taking
pictures.”

“Like what? You mean doing
porn films!?”

He shook his head as he drove. “The
actresses don't actually make much from porn videos, and I doubt
they actually enjoy them much either.”

His hand dropped to her lap, and
easily slipped under the short skirt.

“Spread your legs,” he
ordered.

Gulping, she did so, and his fingers
began to caress the line of her sex and rub skillfully against her
clitoris.

“You know, there are men
who would pay thousands of dollars to do to you what I'm going to
do to you today,” he said. “And I'm going to do it for
free.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” she
gasped.

“Let's say I know a man
who has similar interests to mine and Jackson's. He's a client, and
he has way too much money. There are men out there for whom a
thousand dollars is quite literally chump change and even ten
thousand is of no consequence at all.”

“You're talking about
prostitution!” she gasped.

He shook his head and
sighed.

“You girls have so readily
bought into the cultural notion that you're not allowed to use your
body to make money, even if you do what you want to do anyway. I'm
sure it was a man who came up with that belief, but you've all
bought into it. Maybe it's time you thought again.”

“I'm not having sex with
men for money!” she gulped determinedly.

“Why did you have sex with
my brother?”

“N-Not for
money!”

“No, not for money. You
didn't have sex with me for money either. But suppose I offered you
a thousand dollars to have sex with me again? Would you be doing it
for the money if you accepted, or would you be doing it because
what I do to you is the best sex you've ever had and you love
it?”

“I don't know what you're
saying!” she protested.

He shrugged. “How much is a dorm room
at college these days?”

“I'm studying at a
community college,” she said, “It doesn't have dorms. It's the one
here in town.”

“Ah, so suppose you wanted
to study visual arts at a university?”

She couldn't afford that, but didn't
want to say it.

“I can tell you that
tuition is about five thousand dollars, usually, and you need at
least another ten for a dorm room. Throw in five thousand more for
food and books. How long would it take you to make twenty thousand
dollars?”

“I … I don't know!” she
said helplessly.

“Suppose I told you there
was a man who would pay you ten thousand dollars to do you what I
did to you the other day? And would pay you twice for two such
visits?”

She gaped at him in
disbelief.

“That's ten thousand
dollars an hour, more or less. Two hours of work would pay for your
whole year of tuition, room and board.”

“That's
ridiculous!”

“Ten thousand dollars is
not even the interest on the interest on the investments this man
has in the stock market.”

His fingers squirmed forward into her
body and she gasped as her thighs jerked further apart.

“And to top it off, you
actually get off on this stuff anyway,” he said. “Because it's so
nasty and naughty and forbidden.”

It was pointless to deny it, at least,
to deny that what he did to her left her thrilled, but Rory was
breathless with the very notion of doing the same thing with
strange men – for money! And what left her especially stunned was
not the implication of it that fact, but the possibility she might
actually consider doing it!

His hand rose up her body and slid
behind her neck, then undid the clasp, letting the front fall down
off her chest. Rory gasped and clasped her arms over her breasts
but he slapped her hands away.

“You have incredible
breasts,” he said, his hand fondling them casually.

“S-someone might see!” she
gulped.

“Be a thrill for them if
they did.”

He drew his hand back with a smile,
then dropped it between her legs again.

Rory moaned, her body starting to burn
to his touch again as her mind struggled to cope with the
outrageous idea of charging someone money, ten thousand dollars,
for sex with her!

The whole idea was outrageous! But if
she only had to do it twice... and then could go to university...
!

The car stopped and she saw they were
out in the bush just outside of town. She pulled her dress back up
and started to fasten it behind her neck as Ethan got out, but when
he came around to her door and helped her out he spun her around
again and undid it.

“Someone might see!” she
gulped, turning her head from side to side.

He yanked the dress down past her hips
and she squealed and grabbed at it, only to get a slap on the
bottom.

“Step out of the shoes.
They'll get pretty badly messed up down by the brook.”

She anxiously stepped out of them as
he produced a length of soft white rope and tied it around her
right wrist. He drew the other out together, crossed them as she
stood there nervously looking around, then tied them
together.

There was plenty of rope left to use
as a lead, which he did, pulling on the rope to pull her away from
the car and out into the field.

Naked!

Her heart pounded as she swiveled her
head rapidly from side to side, her heart thumping in her chest as
he led her across the field, her arms held out before her. They
reached the trees around the brook and he led her over to exactly
the same one where his brother had tied the other girl only days
before, and he threw the rope up over a low-hanging branch, then
pulled, forcing her arms up above her!

He grinned and tied the rope off, then
stood back to look at her.

“Oh, wait,” he said. “I
think one added touch.”

He stepped forward once more, and
removed a ball gag from his jacket pocket, then gathered in her
hair and forced her head back. She gasped, her mouth opening, and
he pressed the ball against her open mouth, then slowly pushed
forward.

Rory moaned as the ball pushed into
her mouth. It was wider than her jaw but malleable enough so that
as he pushed it began to squeeze down and through her teeth, then
expand on the other side. She felt her heart beating even faster as
the ball pushed through her jaws, down against her tongue and up
against the roof of her mouth.

Then it was filling her mouth again,
as it had before, and he was drawing the strap behind her head to
fasten it in place.

“Lovely,” he said. “And
your screams of agony can't frighten the birds or small
animals.”

She gulped but he only grinned as he
began to run his hands up and down her body.

“I love these breasts,” he
said, kneading and squeezing them. “They're really too big to be
this firm, you know, not and still be real. You're a little mutant,
slave girl.”

She moaned around the ball gag as he
plucked at her nipples, then began to stretch them out and twist
them. He grinned at her as he pinched them sharply enough she
squealed into the gag, then he drew his hands up and back, forcing
her back to arch sharply as her nipples stretched out.

“Nasty little slave girls
require lots of punishment,” he said.

He released her nipples and then
gripped her hair, jerking her head to one side.

“And see, over there?
Notice the camera? It's taking video,” he said.

Rory gasped, staring at the camera
located almost exactly where she'd been hiding!

But then he turned her entire body to
face the camera and moved behind her. He gripped her hair once more
and forced her head up and back again, pulling it back between her
bound arms, forcing her to stare up at the branches above her head
as he nibbled, chewed, licked and sucked his way up and down her
throat.

His other hand glided up and down the
front of her body, fingers caressing and rolling her stiff, eager
nipples, kneading her breasts, and caressing her soft skin as it
moved up and down. It descended to finger her clitoris, rubbing and
stroking that as he continued to chew and suck on her throat, and
Rory moaned helplessly, a hot thrumming pressure beginning to rise
within her.

But then he released her hair and let
her head fall back, and she stared into the eyes of the woman who
had been there last week, the woman she had watched and taken
pictures and video of!

Rory gaped at her, though of course,
since her mouth was held open anyway she could do little else. The
woman was about ten years her senior, but very pretty, and just
then, she was scowling at her!

And then Jackson King moved up behind
her, watching with amusement as the two women stared at each
other.

“Do I get to beat her?”
Amanda asked coolly.

“I think that would be
fair,” Jackson said. “Ethan and I have already done so. Besides,
I'd like to watch.”

“Me too,” Ethan said with
a smirk.

They moved back and Amanda snorted and
looked Rory up and down.

“So,” she said, walking
slowly around her. “You were watching and taking video and getting
off on me being strapped, hmm?”

Rory quivered, her face hot, the flush
spreading down her chest as the woman circled her. She was horribly
embarrassed again, and felt even more helpless! She was completely
naked and tied up, unable to even protest, and all three of them
were fully clothed! They were also, as it happened, all older than
her.

She felt very... small, as she stood
there naked!

She dropped her chin low from the
start, unable to meet Amanda's eyes, but then a slap to the cheek
caught her by surprise and sent her stumbling, though she was
brought up short by the rope around her wrists.

She stared at the woman, her cheek
hot, and cried out as she got another slap, to the opposite side of
her face! That staggered her, as well, then another slap to the
opposite cheek, then another sent her head whipping from one side
to the other and back again!

Dazed, she half hung from the rope,
moaning, as Amanda glowered at her.

“Nasty, perverted little
peeping tom,” she growled.

She was wearing the same sort of dark
navy colored suit as she had the only other time Rory had seen her,
and she reached into it and drew out what looked like a lot like a
wooden ruler. Or at least, half a wooden ruler on the end of a
small handle.

Her hand snaked around and caught at
Rory's hair, then jerked her head up and back, forcing her back to
arch much as Ethan had done.

Rory moaned into the gag as she felt
the thin length of flat wood slide up and down her taut
breasts.

“Such pretty nipples,” she
said. “So tiny and pink and hard.”

crack!

Rory squealed at the sharp blow to the
center of her right breast.

“That didn't sting, did
it?” Amanda asked.

crack! She struck the center of her
left breast then.

She laughed softly, then began to rain
blows down onto Rory's breasts. Her hand gripped the little ruler
lightly, holding it close, and moving it quickly enough o make it
blur as it slapped down repeatedly on first one breast, then the
other.

crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack!

The wood was very light in weight, and
the blows light, if stinging, but the repetition soon had Rory's
breasts burning a hot, bright red as she twisted and squirmed and
cried out in anguish!

She dropped the ruler thing, then, and
seized first one nipple, then the other, giving them sharp, cruel
twists and pinches, causing Rory to squeal even more loudly! But
then, suddenly, she pulled her head back even more sharply, bent,
and began to lick and gently suck on those throbbing red nipples as
her other hand slid down Rory's belly and in between her
legs.

Rory felt a psychic jolt hit her as
the woman stopped causing her pain and instead turned into...
what?!

She shuddered and gulped in air as the
woman's tongue lapped at and circled her breasts. She kissed
gently, sucking lightly and rhythmically on each nipple and the
surrounding flesh, while her fingers stroked from side to side
against her clitoris!

The woman raised her head up
suddenly.

“Spread your legs, slut!”
she barked.

Gasping, Rory obeyed, and the older
woman slid around in front of her and dropped to her knees. To
Rory's astonishment, she then slid her hands in to grip her thighs
and began to trace her tongue up and down the line of Rory's naked
sex!

She dropped her head and stared down
at the top of the woman's head as she closed her lips around Rory's
clitoris and began to suck. Rory had very little experience at
being the recipient of oral sex, but what experience she did have –
from Ethan, mostly, she had adored.

But this was a girl!

And yet Ethan was leaning against one
tree watching, and Jackson was standing back, looking intent, and
Rory felt their heat and excitement grow as they watched what the
girl was doing! Despite her own anxieties and embarrassment her own
heat began to rouse, as well!

She moaned into the gag as the woman's
fingers began to squirm up inside her. Meanwhile, her tongue was
swirling and stroking and caressing her in ways even Ethan had
never managed! She moaned helplessly, standing on the balls of her
feet in the dirt as the woman's lips sucked on her clitoris, and
her fingers pushed in and out of her rapidly heating
sex.

She sensed Ethan moving behind her,
but more and more of her focus was turning inward, the hot,
crackling sexual electricity beginning to tear through her body!
She moaned and whimpered into the gag as Amanda showed her the kind
of expertise even Ethan could not manage, and felt her muscles
beginning to spasm, her insides turning to liquid heat!

It was all so perverted and kinky and
… and thrilling, in a dark, nasty, wickedly forbidden
way!

And then she sensed quick movement
just before something struck the center of her back with a sharp,
stinging blow!

Her head twisted wildly and she saw
Ethan standing here to the side, grinning, holding a … a whip in
his hand! It wasn't like the one Jackson had used, for that had
held one long thin strand of leather. This one had many shorter
strands, and the blow she had felt was all of them hitting
together, spread out across her back to send a sharp, rapid crackle
of stings through her churning nervous system!

“Sex slave,” he said as he
caught her staring at him.

He drew his arm back again and her
eyes widened, then she jerked her head away, and cried out as it
hit, lower this time, another rapid rain of stings erupting across
her back!

He was in no hurry, drawing his arm
back lazily, then swinging again. Another crackle of stings lit up
across Rory's back, as she cried out for a third time.

This was all so insane!

Another blow followed, higher, then
another, lower down, then another, and another, and another! Rory
jerked and cried out at each blow, but despite the stinging pain
the heat Amanda was pumping into her body was overriding and
twisting the sensations, turning her mind into panting heat as the
sexual electricity grew.

Rory felt herself taking on a sort of
numb acceptance, as she had before, grunting, gasping, and moaning
as the flog came down across her back, but largely ignoring it
except to feel another shocked sense of outrageous erotic heat from
what he was doing to her!

Jackson moved in, fingers groping her
breasts, then pinching her nipples as his brother continued to
bring the flog down stingingly across her back. He pushed Amanda
out of the way, then, unzipping his fly and bringing out his
monster cock.

“Do you want this inside
you, slave girl?” he whispered.

Crack! Crack! Crack!
The flog struck her back!

Amanda scrambled around behind her,
and the dazed girl felt her fingers on her buttocks, kneading them
and spreading them open. Then her tongue began to circle Rory's
back opening! The shock of that distracted her completely from the
slow, continuing blows of the flog, and even the hot burning
sensation as Jackson twisted and pinched her nipples!

These people were insane, she thought,
shocked!

Jackson's hard, stiff, warm, now very
slick cock was rubbing up and down against her clitoris as Amanda's
tongue swirled around and then began to plunge into her
anus!

“Haven't you figured out
yet that you're our new sex toy, slave girl?” Jackson asked in
amusement as he saw the shock on her face.

He leaned in close.

“And we like to play
rough,” he growled.

“We haven't broken any of
our toys yet, though,” Ethan said from behind her as he brought the
flog down again.

He threw down the flog, then and
stepped forward. Amanda moved aside and he unzipped his own fly,
then pressed himself against her back opening, jamming himself
inside! He gripped her hair and pulled her head back as Jackson
leaned in to chew and suck and kiss along the left side of her
throat.

Ethan leaned in to do the same on the
right, working his cock deeper and deeper inside her until she
thought she might explode with the pressure! She trembled and shook
dazedly as he began to pump, working himself ever deeper, despite
the cramping which made her gasp and moan.

Jackson leaned down, then, gripping
her slender legs below the knees and jerking them out from under
her! He lifted her legs up and back, pressing them against her
shoulders until Ethan reached out from behind her to grasp them and
hold them in place.

He then focused his gaze lower,
gripping his thick cock and pushing it against her overheated sex,
pushing himself slowly inside her as Rory trembled and shook in
heat, confusion and astonishment!

Ethan had to angle his hips forward
but was still able to continue thrusting his long, thick cock up
and down in her ass while his brother slowly pushed his deeper into
her belly from the front. Having both of them inside her, hot,
slick and moving, at the same time, was a shocking
sensation!

Jackson gripped her ankles to take
them from his brother, while still holding them up and back over
her shoulders, and Ethan then reached down to grip her hips,
jerking them back against his cock as the brothers began to set up
a rhythmic thrusting in and out of her quivering, trembling
body!

It was all not only beyond her
experience but beyond her imagination, and Rory could only cry out
again and again, startled, wide-eyed, her mind spinning and
whirling as the sensations redoubled and their big male bodies
crushed her between them!

And then Amanda reached in from the
side, long, thin fingers finding Rory's clitoris, and the younger
woman thought her mind might melt down under the scalding heat and
pressure of the incredible, shocking and outrageous sexual
experience they were subjecting her to!

She cried out again and again, her
cries growing wilder and more frantic as the sexual pressure and
heat swamped her mind! She felt herself becoming overcome by a
sexual fever which swept aside all inhibitions, cares and concerns!
As her mind cast aside anything but the heat and pleasure, that
became the entire focus of her existence!

And as that pressure and heat grew she
felt her mind and body rolling and turning, tumbling and churning
in helpless dazed arousal. The pleasure was seething within her,
almost as powerful as the most powerful orgasm she'd felt, and yet
she wasn't even there yet!

When it did come it was like a tidal
wave, and she screamed herself through it, trembling and thrashing
in their grip as the two strong men rammed themselves into her,
teeth drawn back in eager snarls of pleasure, their hips working
furiously, their cocks spearing into the center of her belly again
and again!

The orgasm went on and on and on,
slowing, then rising, slowing, then rising again, peaking, then
falling, then peaking higher still, as Rory continued to howl her
way through it, breathless and dazed, crushed and burning up with
her feverish hunger and pleasure!

*

Rory could deny them nothing. Any
thought of refusal had been swept clear of her mind. They were
older, more mature, more sophisticated, stronger, richer, more
knowledgeable. And she... she was a sex slave, a sex toy, certain
to be slapped, strapped and whipped for impertinence and
disobedience!

Besides which her mind had been
scoured raw, as if by a savage hot windstorm, battered and dazed by
the incredible shock-waves of sexual pleasure and heat.

“Arch back,” Amanda
ordered.

Rory obeyed, draped across the ground,
legs spread wide, she stared up at the woman holding the camera,
feeling a dark rush of heat as it clicked again and
again.

“On your hands and knees,
legs spread wide.”

More pictures, these more obscene,
more graphic.

“Reach back and put your
fingers into your pussy, slave.”

Moaning, she obeyed, as more pictures
were taken!

Amanda took picture after picture, and
Rory posed obediently, in whatever position the other woman
ordered, sometimes blushing, sometimes anxious, sometimes
squirmingly aroused. Some of the pictures were artistic, and others
were obscene and graphic. Some were simply shockingly
outrageous!

Ethan had put the collar and
restraints on her, apparently having brought them in the car. Now
she posed in them, and posed with dildos protruding from her body,
from both lower orifices!

“Get the boys hard,
slave.”

Ethan and Jackson stood side by side
and undid their flies. Rory shuddered and rose on her knees, a hand
reaching for each of them, squeezing and caressing as she took
first Ethan, then Jackson into her mouth to suck and lick while
Amanda snapped more pictures.

And as they hardened she took them
deep into her throat as Amanda switched to video, and they gripped
her hair, jerking her in and out as they thrust into her, dazing
her, making her eyes glassy for lack of breath until they threw her
onto the ground.

'Masturbate, slave. Masturbate for us.
Use the dildo, slut!” Amanda ordered.

And so she did, blushing hotly, but
trembling with the excitement churning within her. Rory thrust the
dildo in and out, repeatedly, staring at the camera, at first, then
at Ethan and Jackson looking down, then at the dildo itself as her
heat rose.

She could hardly believe she was doing
this in front of other people, much less while someone took a
video! It was so darkly dangerous! And yet so thrilling! She thrust
the dildo in and out, her fingers stroking frantically at her
clitoris as they watched her, the sexual pressure becoming more and
more intense so that she began to lose control of herself
completely.

Jackson interrupted, seizing the
dildo, thrusting it deep and hard so that each stroke felt like a
punch deep inside. Rory cried out, and cried out again, arching and
moaning, back arching as her fingers stroked against her
clitoris.

And he stopped, flipping her onto her
belly and slapping her bottom.

“On all fours, slave
girl,” he ordered.

Moaning, trembling, she obeyed, as
Ethan knelt before her and Jackson behind. They both entered her
together as Amanda knelt beside her and held the camera up. She
snapped picture after picture, then went to video as the two men
used her more and more roughly, their hips thrusting into her,
their hands grasping her hair and hips and breasts as their own
arousal deepened.

Her wrists were yanked back behind
her, the restraints fastened together and then held in one strong
hand as Jackson rode her. His other hand roughly groped her breast
as Ethan held her hair in a tight fist and drove himself in and out
of her throat.

Her breathing was … intermittent, at
best, and she became even more dazed, light-headed, but her body
responded even more enthusiastically to what was being done to it,
and another orgasm tore through her as she gurgled helplessly
around Ethan's cock and shook to the violent thrusts of his brother
behind her.

This was all so insane! And yet her
body and mind were both on fire! She'd never felt so
alive!

And then it was Amanda's turn. They
put her on her knees before the woman, who lay back, spread her
legs, and drew her skirt up and back, then gripped Rory's hair and
drew her face in between her legs.

Breathless, panting, eyes fluttering,
Rory was still reluctant and unsure, but none of them would
tolerate hesitation, and her face was ground into the woman's sex
as her bottom was slapped soundly.

“Get to work,
slave.”

She licked, hesitantly at first, but
then with more assurance, trying to imitate what they had done to
her, what Amanda had done to her. The camera snapped again and
again, and a part of her blanched and filled with anxiety, but the
heat was still upon her, still within her, so she licked and sucked
and was barely distracted as her bottom was slapped repeatedly by
one or another of the men.

She had never felt so wildly
hedonistic, had never thrown herself into sex with such abandon!
Her body felt charged with energy as she sucked on the brunette's
small clitoris. She gasped and moaned at the slaps, at the
re-introduction of the dildo to her pussy, at the rough groping her
breasts were subjected to from all three of them, but it could do
nothing to dampen her hunger and passion.

Then someone pushed himself slowly
down the tight length of her back passage. She couldn't tell
because Amanda had a tight hold of her hair and would not let her
turn her head away from her sex. But as Ethan came into view
napping pictures she realized it had to be Jackson.

She moaned, continuing to lick, her
pussy thrumming and squeezing down around the dildo they'd driven
into her as Jackson pushed himself deeper and deeper into her ass,
then started thrusting in and out.

It was all so sick, she thought
dazedly, so perverted, so outrageous, and so incredibly hot, so
gloriously thrilling!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


Even the next morning Rory's face was
hot as she thought about it all. Soon after waking in her bed, the
memories flooded in, and she put her hand to her face, groaning at
what she'd done and what she'd let them do, wincing at the thought
of the pictures and video they'd taken, and who they might show
them too!

She couldn't even plead to having been
drunk! She hadn't had any alcohol at all! Somehow, she'd done all
that while stone cold sober!

And yet, with the remorse, the
anxiety, the embarrassment, came the echoing thrill of it all, the
memories of the intense pleasure and excitement which had driven
her on like twin lashes. Yes, it had been incredibly slutty, but...
it had been a wild, and incredible time, too!

The pictures and videos, though,
concerned her. What if they got out!? God, they were so graphic and
pornographic! She'd never live it down! Her parents would disown
her!

She threw back the sheets and got out
of bed. She hadn't bothered to wear anything to bed, though she
used to always. This time she'd wanted her body to be bare to her
wandering hands.

She went into the bathroom and stared
at herself in the mirror, feeling another twisting, writhing mix of
excitement, pride and shame at the memories of what she'd done, at
the sight of her naked flesh that the others had seen, had
touched.

And as she showered, as she soaped up,
as her slick hands caressed her soapy body and her mind replayed
the images and sensations her fingers slid down between her legs
and she was soon in the corner, gasping, stroking herself, kneading
her breasts as the heat overcame her, masturbating quickly to a
powerful orgasm.

“What a slut I am!” she
said in a soft voice.

She knew she ought to be more ashamed
of herself, but her mind was still too caught up in the dark
adventure of it all, the wild thrill of what she had already done,
and what she might yet do.

Even thinking about her camera now,
thinking about taking pictures, brought her back to the kinky,
slutty pictures Amanda and the Kings had taken of her! So
outrageous! So pornographic! How could she even think about taking
pictures of flowers with those out there somewhere!? She hadn't
seen them, but she had posed for them, so had a pretty darn good
idea what they would look like!

In fact, she got a little prickly
sensation on her skin just thinking about those videos and pictures
getting out, maybe onto the internet!

She was at a loss as to what to do
about it, though, or what to do about anything, for that matter.
She felt as though she were adrift. Nothing she would normally do
to pass the time during the day held any meaning for her just then.
It was all so very unimportant!

What she wanted to do was call up
Ethan or Jackson and talk, but she felt intimidated about doing so.
They would probably just think she was such a slut she was already
after more of the same!

Sex slave! What a bizarre notion! She
was certainly no sex slave! On the other hand, she had certainly
submitted to their kinky, perverted orders and let them... punish
her!

And she'd had sex with a girl! How
should she reconcile that in her head!?

It was all an awful lot to figure out!
She simply wasn't that kind of a girl! Or at least, had never
thought of herself as 'that kind of girl' before.

Maybe that had changed... sort
of!

Sex had assumed a much higher degree
of prominence in her thinking, in her head, in how she thought
about herself. Sex just for... pure pleasure, as opposed to romance
or relationship developing, had become something she couldn't rule
out any more. In fact, it had become something which, despite
knowing she shouldn't, she found herself powerfully attracted
to!

At least, under certain circumstances.
The fact the Kings, and even Amanda, were all much older than her,
and virtual strangers, gave her both a degree of guilt and a degree
of freedom she never would have had with people she knew. She
didn't have to worry about what they'd think of her or who they'd
tell since they were outside her circle of friends and
family.

Everything he'd done with them, in
fact, was outside the possibility that gossip might get back to
anyone she knew. Of course, there was the danger those pictures and
videos posed... but surely she could talk to them about that and
get them deleted.

And anyway, they weren't kids her age
who were going to be flashing them all around to their friends by
sending them by cell phones! They were grown adults who had learned
a measure of discretion.

Or so she hoped!

When she picked up the phone shortly
after noon she felt a jolt run right through her body as she
recognized Amanda's voice.

“How is our little slave
girl today?” she asked in a low purring voice.

“F-Fine,” Rory said in a
strangled voice.

“Good. Put on the blue
dress. I'll pick you up in twenty minutes.”

Rory opened her mouth to protest but
found the line dead. He stared at it, her pulse picking up rapidly,
her chest getting tight as she stared at the phone, then slowly put
it down.

Why had she called instead of Ethan or
Jackson? What did she want? Where were they going and what was she
going to do!?

Questions and anxiety swirled within
her, but Rory never seriously considered refusing. She stripped and
put on the dress, blushing uneasily as she removed her underwear
too.

When an Audi sports car pulled up out
front she gulped and left the house, looking carefully around as
she walked quickly to the car, tugging on the short hem in hopes of
hiding more of her thighs than it was capable of.

She quickly opened the door and
climbed into the passenger seat. The less chance the neighbors had
to see her the better!

Amanda was driving, which made her
stomach give a lurch. She was still uneasy about the sexual acts
they'd engaged in, especially since she'd never even really spoken
to the woman at all!

As before, Amanda was dressed for
business, or dressed for success as some of her friends termed it,
in a smart business suit completely with an almost knee-length
skirt. The contrast with how Rory was dressed couldn't have been
much greater!

“Uhm, where are we going?”
she asked hesitantly.

Amanda shrugged as she pulled away
from the curb. “Does it matter? You're going somewhere
exciting.”

“But... where?” she asked
warily.

Amanda shrugged. “Somewhere you can
have orgasms. Why? Would you prefer sitting around your parents
house all day and doing nothing?”

“Well... that's not the
point. I mean... I would have done something,” she said
defensively.

“But not something as
exciting as this. Not something that will change your life and give
you multiple orgasms.

“Change my
life?”

“You don't think the last
week has changed your life? You don't think the things you've done
with the King brothers and I have had a profound influence on you,
have, shall we say, expanded your horizons?”

“Well... maybe,” she
gulped.

“Well, we're going to do
more of that.”

“But – .”

“You ask a lot of fucking
questions for a sex slave,” Amanda snapped.

Rory gulped and drew back
anxiously.

“I'm not a sex slave,” she
said finally, a bit timidly.

Amanda snorted. “But isn't it more
exciting to let them pretend you are?”

“You let them,” she said,
somewhat daring.

The woman didn't take offense. “It's
very profitable and it's very.... hot. Those two have incredible
bodies. And their sense of what it means to dominate a woman
virtually requires that they give you multiple orgasms. Who could
resist that?”

She glanced at Rory then back at the
road.

“Most men, you know, don't
care a lot how much pleasure you get. They can fuck you and be done
in less than five minutes, perfectly satisfied. But the Kings,
their sense of being guys means they need to make you squirm and
shake. They can be annoying, sometimes, but it's worth
it.”

“So... you're not a sex
slave?”

Not really. I am somewhat submissive,
but no slave girl. You, on the other hand,” she said, looking at
Rory again, “Are young enough to become convinced, to become
conditioned.”

“What does that mean?”
Rory asked warily.

“How many of the best
orgasms of your life have come about with you being tied
up?”

“Uhm, well...”

“All of them, I'm
guessing. So if every time you get tied up you have incredible
orgasms you'll soon want to be tied up, and just thinking about
being tied up will turn you on because your body and mind will be
anticipating those glorious orgasms.”

Rory frowned uncertainly.

“It's sort of something
that builds on itself. You have orgasms when you get tied up for
long enough soon you get really hot when getting tied up, so your
orgasms come even faster.”

“Is that what happened to
you?” she asked daringly.

“Don't get snippy, little
girl,” Amanda said. “There's a saying, you can teach older men to
be soldiers. They've done it in every war. But you can't get them
to think they like it.”

“What does that
mean?”

“It means young minds are
much more pliable.”

Rory looked at her in
confusion.

“When you take someone
into the army you run them through training. That training is all
about breaking down what they were, so you can remake them into the
way you want them.”

“How do you
know?”

“Because I know a lot of
things. Now spread your legs.”

Rory jerked and stared at
her.

'But – .”

“Do it!”

She jerked her thighs apart
anxiously.

“Wide.”

Rory spread her legs wide, though
that, of course, pulled the short skirt even higher.

“No panties. Good. That's
as it should be.”

She blushed at the woman's quick
look.

“Are you ready to be tied
up and treated like a sex slave?”

Rory didn't answer, though her stomach
churned more violently.

“Not by me, dear,” Amanda
said with a smirk. “I think you much prefer a big, stiff cock
inside you, do you not?”

Rory didn't answer.

The Audi turned down a narrow,
tree-lined street, and Rory gazed out at the big houses as they
drove past. They weren't exactly millionaires mansions, but they
were certainly big and comfortable and well kept.

Suddenly, the car turned into a wide
driveway leading to a three car garage. One of the doors opened as
she touched the remote on the dashboard and they drove
inside.

“Is this where Jackson
lives?” Rory asked anxiously.

Amanda got out of the car without
answering, and Rory scrambled to join her. There was a Porsche in
one of the other parking spaces, but Amanda ignored it, walking to
a wooden tool cabinet set against the wall, where, Rory noticed,
there were more of those bondage restraint things! These were
black, with studs around them.

“Let's get you ready for
the boys,” Amanda said, picking up one of the restraints and
grasping Rory's wrist.

Rory opened her mouth to protest, but
didn't, her mind swirling around, her stomach filling with
butterflies and her chest tight. What was it Ethan and Jackson had
planned today!? This was all so perverted! She knew she ought to
protest, ought to refuse. She wasn't some sex toy to be used so
casually!

But her body was already starting to
pulse with desire, and she blinked in wonderment about whether she
had already been 'conditioned' as Amanda had said, into getting
turned on at the mere thought of being tied up.

Amanda put the other restraint on her
other wrist, then clipped them together, in front of her, this
time. She picked up a ball-gag, and Rory shook her head, but the
woman impatiently grasped her hair and jerked it sharply just as
she brought the gag up to her mouth. That instinctively caused the
younger woman's mouth to open wide.

She grabbed at Amanda's wrist, but the
gag was already being pushed into her mouth, and the woman shook
her off impatiently, then drew the straps back behind her head to
fasten them in place.

Rory lowered her arms reluctantly,
thinking that at least it meant she wouldn't have to deep throat
them. That was always kind of nerve wracking since sometimes she
couldn't breath for extended periods of time.

Amanda snatched up a couple of thicker
restraints and dropped low to place them around her ankles as Rory
stood uneasily above her. She glanced at the door worriedly, but
the pulsing heat continued to rise.

“Inside, slave girl,”
Amanda said, rising.

It wasn't like she could
protest!

Amanda led her through a door into a lovely, modern house with very
high ceilings. The living room was wide and beautiful, yet it
looked like furniture had been pushed aside for a party. Yes, there
was already food, refreshments anyway, set up on tables in the
dining room and along the sideboard in the living room.

She glanced up. Where a chandelier or
light fixture might and probably usually DID hang, was instead a
very long bar dangling from a chain perhaps seven feet or so above
the floor. She felt her stomach churning even stronger as Amanda
went to the wall where, Rory could see, the chain ultimately
led.

She turned a switch and there was a
distant machine sound as the pole got lower and lower. She stared
at it, at first anxiously, then in confusion, for it kept getting
lower and lower, until it rested on the floor.

“Come here, slave,” Amanda
said.

She gripped the girl's hair and guided
her towards where the pole sat, then forced her down onto her knees
with her back to the pole.

“Lay on your belly, legs
spread wide.”

She shoved her down and forward, then
grasped her ankle and clipped the thick restraint to a ring on one
side of the bar. Rory stared, just beginning to understand what was
going on as the woman took her other ankle and firmly clipped it to
the other end of the bar.

And right about then she heard male
voices as footsteps sounded on the stairs. She jerked her eyes
around and gasped into the gag as Jackson came down the stairs, in
company with two men she didn't even know!

By then, Amanda was moving to the
wall. She pressed the button there, and the long wooden pole began
to rise into the air, taking Rory's ankles with it! She gasped as
heat flooded her face at the sight of the two strangers! Her hands
tried to reach back to the hem of her dress, but with them being
locked together in front of her that was almost impossible since
she lay on her belly!

But now her legs were in the air, and
soon she was dragged backward a bit as the three men watched in
amusement. Her hips rose up into the air, and she was dragged
further forward, until her belly and then her chest began to rise
up!

She tried feebly to hold her short
dress against her body as she was lifted upside down, but her legs
were spread quite far. Still, she managed it, more or less, until
her head and shoulders were up off the floor, as well.

Amanda moved forward and unfastened
her dress behind her neck, then pulled Rory's bound wrists down,
being helped by gravity, while yanking on the hem at the same time.
Rory squealed in horror and embarrassment as her dress peeled down
her hips and belly, then was yanked down further, baring her
breasts, and sliding down her arms and off!

She was now completely naked and
hanging upside down with her legs spread wide! Her arms shot back
up to try to cover some of her body, but Amanda simply yanked them
down once more, and this time clipped a chain to the wrist
restraints, fastening it to a small ring set in the
floor.

“Very nice,” one of the
men said.

“Gorgeous,” the other
echoed.

“Quite a find, if I do say
so myself,” Jackson said.

“Oh, nice
body!”

That came from a third stranger! He
was walking in from the kitchen!

Two of the strangers looked like they
were in their early thirties, like Jackson, while the last was
closer to forty.

They moved forward to surround her,
and she quivered and trembled as she felt their hands on her body,
running along her thighs and buttocks, caressing her sex, sliding
down to pinch her nipples and squeeze her breasts, touching her
everywhere as they talked to each other, commenting on her body and
looks!

Rory soon found herself overwhelmed by
it all, by the shock and emotions and sensations! She moaned and
gasped into the ball gag, stunned. No one spoke to her, though, but
only about her to each other. It was like she wasn't even a person,
just an object!

But fingers were toying with her
clitoris, and dipping into her sex. Now something pushed against
her back passage, something hard and slippery, as fingers rolled
and plucked at her nipples. Something else pushed into her pussy,
and there was a buzzing sound from – up there somewhere! Then a
vibrator began to rub at her clitoris!

Her view was of course, upside down,
and looked out at their knees. The blood had rushed to her head,
which was throbbing powerfully. She kept trying to jerk her head up
to stare up the length of her body, but all she could see there
were wrists and arms and hands!

She gasped as something thin but...
bumpy, began to slide in and out of her bottom. Then something
thicker pushed downward into her sex. The thin thing in her bottom
was withdrawn, and replaced by something much thicker, and both of
the dildos, she thought, drove achingly deep into her belly as the
vibrator continued to stroke and rub against her
clitoris!

She felt filled by the sex toys, and
the dazed state of her mind was compounded by her being upside
down.

And then Amanda dropped low, a black
long cloth in her hands. She reached in between her face and the
knees and legs before her, and pressed the clothe against her eyes,
then drew it around behind her head, blindfolding her, blinding
her!

Now she was in a world of confused,
upside down darkness, and all she could do was... feel.

And listen.

It sounded, then, like the men moved
back. Their hands eased off her body, one by one, until she was
hanging freely, with no one touching her. She could hear them in
the corner, talking, getting drinks, discussing various things
she'd never heard of and had no interest in.

She hung there, naked, facing them,
but unable to see them. And while she knew full well they could
certainly see her without any trouble, the blindfold was a strange
sort of comfort. It made her feel as if she was, at least
partially, hiding from their eyes.

She waited tensely, gulping in air,
wondering what was happening, and what was going to happen! She
felt a small sense of wondering outrage when she heard two of the
men talking about a football game!

But then she felt a hand on her body
again, this was definitely a female hand as it slid up and down,
caressing her, stroking her, gently kneading her breasts and
rubbing lightly at her clitoris. After a minute a tongue began to
lick at her clitoris, and she moaned, her mind squirming at the
outrageousness of it all!

But, bit by bit, the shock of
strangers being there began to fade. She still felt humiliated, but
somehow that humiliation began to take on a sexual tone as Amanda
continued to lick her clitoris with an expert tongue. So what if
she didn't know them! She didn't know the Kings either! And they
had no idea who she was, or where she lived or anything else about
her!

She felt the sexual heat pulsing
within her again, felt it growing and spread and, like a narcotic,
beginning to drug her mind, beginning to draw it into a sexual
fever again, the kind of fever where nothing else mattered but her
own dark sexual desires!

She felt her body straining against
the chains, felt the heat encircling her chest, making turning her
breaths ragged through the gag.

And then Amanda moved back, and she
sensed the men drawing closer. Certainly their voices came
closer.

“... so you start out
lightly,” Jackson said. “Consider dinner. You have your appetizers,
then a well designed and ordered set of courses leading up to the
main dish.”

Rory was confused by his words, about
why he was talking about food, and then gasped as something thin
sliced into the flesh of her back!

It wasn't heavy, and it wasn't wide,
and it only stung a bit. But then she heard the sound again, of it
cutting through air, and an instant later it struck her
bottom!

The men were still talking, discussing
something...

Whatever was hitting her body was
soft, like one of the strips of leather the Kings had used on her
before. Like a shoelace, or, no, a bootlace, she thought, a leather
one, her mind getting a bit ragged now. That didn't hurt... not
much at least.

Nor did it, as it snapped down across
her belly and her ribs, and her back, and her bottom, and then, she
squealed as it began to snap at her breasts! Then it came down
against her sex, way up above her! The dildo protruding from her
sex seemed to prevent it from striking her clitoris directly, but
she was still very sensitive all around there!

There was a pause, then she was struck
by a number of them at once. These were shorter than the one long
lace, but their combined weight was a lot heavier, and she squealed
and writhed upside down as they landed like a little rain of static
electricity shocks across her back, then her belly, then between
her legs again and again!

There was another pause, as she hung
upside down, gasping and panting, and she felt something sharp
biting into first her left nipple, then her right! She cried out at
the sharp pinching, for whatever it was did not relent! Her nipples
burned hotly as she twisted and thrashed, and then whatever was
biting them began to pull them forward and downward, stretching
them out!

Now more laces struck her body, but
these were longer and heavier, and she felt even more powerful
little shocks hitting her as they rained their stinging, biting
blows up and down her front and back! Her skin began to glow, to
throb as if it were flaming hot, and to become more and more
sensitive!

Someone gripped her hair, gathering it
together at the center of her head, then used it to pull her head
up and back, further and further. She felt a tongue at her clitoris
again, and the whipping stopped as fingers pumped the dildo in and
out of her sex.

She gasped aloud as the gag was
removed. Her head had been forced far back behind her shoulders so
that it was now almost upright, open mouth pointed towards
someone's ankles! Then what was indisputably a thick, long cock was
thrust into her open mouth!

“Suck that cock, slave
girl,” a strange male voice demanded.

A complete stranger!

But what choice had she!? In fact, how
could she even suck on it as he pumped it in and out using deeper
and deeper strokes, then thrust it deep into her
throat!?

The man pumped slowly in and out, but
kept himself deep, and her head began to pound again as her chest
burned from lack of air. Her sense of dazed confusion grew as she
became light-headed, and she trembled and shook as she sought to
breath.

The thick plug in her throat
retreated, pulling free, and she gulped in air in deep, desperate,
ragged breaths as her breasts were roughly kneaded.

The dildos were drawn out of her body,
and she felt what she somehow immediately knew were their own cocks
instead. She groaned as they sliced through her warm, tight flesh
deep into her belly, their hands on her buttocks and thighs as the
two men began to pump in and out. It felt incredible, felt amazing,
felt shocking as she realized what they were doing!

Ethan and Jackson had taken her at the
same time the other day, but not like this! She gasped to feel the
two thick cocks pumping inside her, moaning in helpless, breathless
confusion.

Then her hair was pulled, her head
forced up and back, and another cock thrust into her open mouth and
up into her throat! She felt the things biting into her nipples
biting even harder as her head was pulled back, and felt fingers
reaching between the two men thrusting into her, slim, soft fingers
stroking her clitoris!

She was bewildered and staggered by
all the sensations and emotions. And felt her mind beginning to
drift, to float. Her body was charged up, and as her cares and
concerns faded she gave herself to the darkness of what was
happening, to the dark, thrilling, even masochistic heat of the
moment and let that heat wash over her in waves.

And the greater that heat, the more
feverish she became, losing all her cares and concerns for anything
else. She had felt multiple orgasms the last time they had used her
roughly, and now they returned, her body thrashing and shaking as
her muscles spasmed again and again.

The three cocks inside her kept
pulling out, then thrusting in again, and she finally figured out
that the one which pushed into her throat was not the one which had
just withdrawn, so they were taking turns!

But she was drunk on the pleasure,
intoxicated by the heat and lust, and nothing and no one mattered
any more but the fiery crackling sexual electricity ripping through
her body.

The blindfold was removed as the cock
in her throat drew back, having pumped her full of the man's seed.
Now, dazed as she was, Rory could look out at the ankles and legs
and feet around her and see there were more than twice as many as
she had thought! There were eight men there now!

It gave her mind a jolt, then a
shock-wave which turned into another massive rush of
heat.

The men used her, and went on using
her! They took turns whipping and flogging her again, then resumed
thrusting their hard, eager cocks into her soft, warm body, each
taking her at least twice before they were done.

Finally, after what felt like hours,
she was lowered to the floor, dazed, exhausted and drained. Amanda
snapped a collar around her throat, attached a leash to it, then
made her crawl out of the room. She was taken into a bathroom, and,
kneeling dazedly in place, she let Amanda wash her off.

“Sex slave,” the woman
said with a smirk.

Rory felt like one! But it had been
soooo incredibly hot and wicked and thrilling! Her insides ached
from all the muscle spasms the orgasms had given her!

“There are some rich men
who will pay to do that to you separately,” Amanda said as she
rinsed her off. “Pay a lot more than you taking pictures could ever
make you. I'd take advantage of that, if I was you.”

Rory was too drained to even care what
the woman said, much less put any thought to it. And the next day,
naked and shackled, she was led into a room on a leash to find
Ethan there with two more strange men. She had almost been
expecting it, and was by then almost inured to shock.

Almost.

Still, she crawled at their orders,
she licked Ethan's shoes, and sucked his cock while the men looked
on, while they groped and petted and caressed her, then she moved
to the next man, then the next. And, when Ethan ordered it, she lay
back and masturbated with a dildo, shocking herself by the depths
of her arousal, and by coming explosively as the three men looked
on.

After that, the three men took her at
the same time, riding her into another massive orgasm.

Being brought to see a client of
Jackson's didn't seem that outrageous in that context. He spanked
her, fingered her, then fucked her, and gave her five thousand
dollars for the orgasm she had.

The next man whipped her, and gave her
ten thousand.

The King brothers knew a lot of
wealthy men they had built houses for, and knew a lot of kinky men
longing to get their hands on a lovely little blonde like
her.

At first, Rory told herself she was
just going to do a few to make money for university. But the money
was so exciting she did a few more, then a few more after that,
telling herself she would make enough for all four years of
university!

But she soon couldn't bring herself to
stop. It was such a thrilling world of dark sexual hedonism,
punishment and pleasure, and there was so much money to be had! How
could she give that up just to take pictures!?

Few of the men had the looks or bodies
of the King brothers, but they all had plenty of money, and by then
Rory didn't really care what they looked like, just so long as they
treated her like a sex slave, and set her mind into tumbling,
churning heat as they bound her body.

Perhaps she wasn't a sex slave, not
really, but she didn't mind pretending.
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