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“Why can't I just use a calculator?”

It was a reasonable question, and one she'd
dealt with any number of times.

“Because if you let the machine do it for
you, Jimmy, you won't understand how it's done.”

“But why do I need to if the calculator can
do it so fast!?”

“Because we're building your knowledge
base.”

He looked back at her blankly.

“The idea is for you to learn how arithmetic
works, because it gets much, much more complicated in future years,
and you'll need that knowledge in order to be able to work
calculators then,” she said patiently.

He pouted, which didn't surprise her, but she
pointed at his paper and he scowled and picked up his pencil again
as she walked along the row, glancing at how the kids were doing at
subtraction.

Explaining things repeatedly was one aspect
of being a teacher she hadn't quite grasped when she'd first chosen
it as a career. She loved children, but explaining the same thing
again and again did get tiresome. Nor did she have the personality
of say, Mr. Smith, the Science teacher, whose manner seemed to
inspire instant obedience with little questioning.

Samantha just wasn't a very strict
teacher.

Children today, she sighed to herself. Then
she smiled. At the ripe old age of twenty-three, and in her first
year as a teacher, she was already looking down at a generation
gap.

But then, she'd never really been in line
with her own generation either. She'd been raised by very liberal
parents, who had money and so had elected to move out to a rural
area. It was certainly beautiful there, but most of the people were
far more socially conservative than her parents, and she had
assumed more of their beliefs than her parents probably would have
expected.

Not that she wasn't extremely liberal, of
course. The affect growing up in a rural community had had on her
was more subtle. She was somewhat prim and proper and modest in her
behavior, her words and her dress, for example.

“Can I go to the bathroom?” Pedro asked,
holding his arm up.

“You just went thirty minutes ago.”

“I need to go again.”

“If you go again I'm liable to ask Mister
Smith to drop by and see what you're doing in there. If you don't
mind that then go.”

He visibly hesitated. “I can wait,” he said,
turning back to his paper.

She snorted and moved on.

She liked Jason Smith. The children thought
of him as a very strict, authoritarian teacher, but that was more
of a reflection on how much their own parents let them get away
with. Not to mention that they weren't used to male teachers.

Samantha's own parents had been, for
liberals, very strict, and her smaller, rural school had been even
more strict. It wasn't exactly a 'children should be seen and not
heard' attitude, but it certainly expected young people to behave
respectfully towards their elders.

Unlike the city, where they run amok, she
thought.

She reached down and caught at Aria's collar
as the girl leaned way over her desk trying to see the paper of the
girl in front of her and pulled her back into her chair, giving her
a scowl that made the girl blush.

“Keep your eyes on your own paper,” she said
sternly.

Her own parents had raised her with the moral
guidance that said cheating was practically sinful. Maybe it
actually was sinful. She hadn't exactly been raised to be
very religious and didn't put a lot of thought into it.

Some of the other teachers thought she was
religious or something because of her prim and modest attitude, but
she honestly wasn't really. Her upbringing had more impact on her
than any religious education – scant as that had been.

They'd probably be certain she was religious
if they knew how little sexual experience she had.

Saving herself for marriage had been an ideal
she had absorbed while out in the rural part of Idaho. It was quite
out of fashion here in New York city. Even her girlfriends who knew
thought it was silly.

“Saving yourself till marriage is a rule that
existed back when women got married at sixteen, Sam,” her
girlfriend Bethany had said. “It made sense, then, especially when
women didn't work and there were no abortions or birth control
devices. We're in the twenty first century now.”

It had been an odd discussion for her, and an
uncomfortable one. Bethany, though, had been entirely casual about
it, and had mostly discussed it in strategic terms.

“You can get away with not doing much with a
date at sixteen. By twenty, men expect something. Now you're dating
men who are in their mid to late twenties. If they don't get
something they'll move on.”

“Why would I want such a man to stay?” she
replied.

“Uh, because they're almost all like that?
Unless you plan on marrying a super religious guy, which would not
really go well with your social views.”

“From what I've experienced of sex it's
greatly overrated anyway.”

“It can be. A lot of men aren't exactly great
at it,” Beth said, rolling her eyes. “But the only way to find the
ones that are, unfortunately, is to go through some of them.”

“That sounds... sordid,” Samantha had said in
distaste.

“Well, it's not like it can't be fun anyway.
I mean, unless he's really awful at it, and most men by the time
they're in their mid twenties have at least managed to get a bit of
experience and patience. Not to mention an understanding of a
woman's body.”

Samantha was still undecided. She agreed with
Bethany's belief that men expected sex in this day and age, at
least by the third or fourth date, but surely there were some more
patient! Some willing to wait!

Why should they? That was a question she
didn't have an answer for. If almost all girls were willing to
sleep with them, why would they not go with one of those girls. She
was sure many of them were smart and nice, too.

She had high standards, she knew. She was
looking for a sweet, kind, gentle, generous, respectful man with
roughly the same open minded, inclusive social views as she had. He
had to be successful and educated and sophisticated, and like arts
and perhaps be a gourmet cook. But he also had to have a swimmer's
body, and be very strong tough minded and principled and...
macho.

So far in her life, no such being had
presented himself for her inspection, and she was somewhat doubtful
one ever would. When she'd put her list of desirable qualities
before Beth the redhead had simply laughed her head off.

The last man she'd dated, in any event, had
had no more than a third of those qualities, and he'd been handy
only in the way his hands kept finding their way onto her body,
despite her pushing them away.

No, in her whole life she'd only had sex
twice. Once when she was eighteen, and that had lasted less than a
minute and been both embarrassing and painful. The second time had
been her last year in college when she thought she should surely
have at least something 'wild' in her past to look back on when she
hit middle age. That had lasted somewhat longer and been almost
pleasant, but her embarrassment and inhibitions had not made it
much to remember.

She sighed and went down another row, dealing
with questions, and drawing attention back to papers where they
belonged. Almost everyone managed to finish the test on time, and
she saw them off as the bell rang with more than a little
relief.

She collected the papers and stuffed them
into her briefcase, then collected her things and headed out. Her
end-of-day journey began with a five block walk, followed by
waiting on a bus which took her to the nearest subway station. Then
she took the train south, transferred to another, then got on
another bus for her trip to within a few blocks of her home.

But that was life in New York, and at least
the trains and buses came fairly quickly. And since she got out
before rush hour really got started, she invariably got seats –
unlike on the trip in, where she usually stood in crowded trains
and buses and hoped no one groped her!

She lived in Brooklyn, in a lovely little
three story row-house on a quiet street. The house, like every
other one on the street, had been subdivided into three apartments,
and rented out. She had the top floor. This meant she walked up a
flight of stairs from the street, into the front hall, and up a
second flight to her door.

It made getting groceries home something of a
chore, which meant she had to do it often, in small amounts. Still,
she didn't think she'd feel safe in the basement apartment. The
ground floor was occupied by a grumpy old man she had attempted to
befriend with little response. That was odd, since people tended to
like her.

She got home at last, carried her briefcase,
purse and groceries up the tall exterior stairs, unlocked the door,
and let herself into the tiny hall. On her left was the door to the
first floor unit. She took the long stairway up and unlocked her
own apartment, and was finally home.

The building was built in the early part of
the 1900s, with very high ceilings and beautiful crown molding. It
had a bay window in front, and was typical of the long, slender
houses of the time.

She put her briefcase on the dining room
table, where she would mark the tests later, then put the kettle on
the stove to make tea before going to her bedroom to change from
her work clothes.

It was good to get out of them. It was hot
out, but her modest clothes were heavy. The blue dress she wore was
knee-length, and loose enough so as to not draw the eye to her
anatomy. Her bra was the worst part of her work wear, and she
sighed with relief as she removed it.

It was a heavy, special bra, designed to
flatten her breasts so as to diminish them as a possible source of
male attention. Since she had been a young girl that had been an
embarrassing thing, all those boys salivating over her breasts. It
was so improper and they could be so crude!

She stripped off her underwear as well. It
was a hot day, and she would take a quick shower. She paused to
examine herself briefly in the mirror, feeling rebellious at the
thought of having to sleep with men just as a prelude to getting to
know them better.

Why weren't they interested in a more
intellectual relationship! The mind and personality were more
important than the body! Surely at this point in their lives they
realized this!

She sighed and went into the small bathroom,
took a quick shower, then wrapped a towel around herself and headed
into her bedroom.

“Gah,” she said.

It was hot!

She preferred to not use her window air
conditioner, in order to help save the environment. But honestly,
the room was stifling! What was worse, without it, the other window
in the room simply didn't let in enough air!

She went over to the window and turned on the
air conditioning unit, sighing as it began to almost immediately
blow cool air against her damp body. She opened the towel, and it
caught all the air, redirecting it onto her as she stood there.

And then a naked man looked in the window,
saw her, and his eyes went wide.

Samantha gaped at him, then shrieked and
stumbled back, jerking the towel close around her body!

“Sorry, lady,” he said. “Didn't know anyone
was home.”

“Go away! Who are you!? I'm calling the
police!”

The man wasn't naked, it turned out, though
he was shirtless. He wore dirty jeans low on his hips.

He grinned at her. He was a very large man!
She had never seen a man with such broad shoulders and a powerful
chest! Not up close, at any rate! His chest was extremely muscular,
too!

“I'm your new landlord. I bought the place
from Mister Suffridge and I'm doing work on the window frames. They
all need some caulk.”

Samantha gaped at him still. She had heard
'cock', and her already red face flushed more deeply.

Well, until he held up the caulking gun and
she realized her error.

“You should warn us if you're going to be
peeking in windows!” she said, deeply embarrassed.

“Sorry, babe. I was working on mine, and then
saw that the others needed it too, and nobody was home. At least,
nobody was home when I started. I knocked on your door.”

“I just got home!” she exclaimed.

“And decided to take a shower,” he said with
a smirk.

Samantha flushed again.

“Hey, nothing to be embarrassed about, babe.
Believe me, you got nothing to be embarrassed about,” he
exclaimed. “You got an incredible body!”

“I did not request your opinion, sir!” she
said coldly, her face flaming.

“Well, if a guy waited for a girl to ask him
his opinion he'd never get to offer one, now would he?” he asked
with a grin. “I'm Liam McGregor,” he said. “If you need anything
just knock on my door. I'll be staying in the first floor apartment
where Mister Bernstein was staying.”

“What happened to Mr. Bernstein?” she asked,
despite her embarrassment and a strong desire to get away from
him.

He had seen her completely naked! No man had
done that in forever! Her face was hotter than it had been before
she turned on the air conditioner!

“He decided to leave when I jacked up his
rent.”

“Are you going to raise my rent?” she
gulped.

“You pay market rent. He was paying way less.
His unit was rent controlled.”

“Then how...”

“I told him that he either doubled his rent
or I'd move in myself. If you're the owner, you can evict a tenant
if you need his unit for yourself. So that's what I did. He wasn't
exactly poor, you know. He was just cheap.”

Embarrassed as she was, Samantha could not
help but notice just how... extraordinarily well-built Liam was.
Nor the way his tanned skin strained across his well-defined
pectoral muscles, nor the way it glistened as he worked in the hot
sun.

He looked down, down towards her naked legs,
for the towel barely covered her groin! She tried to ease it lower,
but then it exposed an uncomfortable amount of cleavage! She was
about to say something extremely firm to him about his rude ogling
when he spoke instead.

“You know, it looks like the interior frame
needs work, too,” he said.

She involuntarily glanced at the inside of
the window frame where he was looking, and of course, he was right,
and of course, she had requested the landlord do something about
it. And been ignored.

“Mister Suffridge was not quick to make
repairs or to do basic maintenance,” she said.

“Yeah. That's why I got the place cheaper
than I should have,” he said. “I'm gonna take care of all the
maintenance and repairs he should have been doing. Make a list and
knock on my door and we can talk about it.”

He grinned broadly. “No need to dress.”

She flushed anew and glowered at him.

“I will provide you with a list. Now if you
don't mind, I'd like to get dressed!” she said firmly.

He smiled slightly. “Don't let me stop
you.”

She flushed anew. “Mister McGregor – .”

“I'm already here, so if you don't want to
give me another show why don't you take your little towel and
gorgeous body into another room to change?” he said blithely.

She opened her mouth to say something really
rude, but he had turned away and was now caulking along the edge of
the exterior frame!

She leaned in and he raised his eyes, to her
cleavage, clearly, as she held the towel in one hand while she
reached up and yanked the curtain closed.

“Awwww,” she heard him say.

She glared at the closed curtain and she
reached her arm inside it and closed the window completely.

She eased back, then closed the blind she had
put over the air conditioner.

She stepped back nervously. She could see his
shadow against the curtain as the bright sun was behind him. But
she was quite certain he wouldn't be able to see her.

Nevertheless, she grabbed her sweatpants and
a top and underwear and darted into the bathroom to change!

He had seen her naked!

Completely naked!

Just standing there in front of him with the
towel open wide!

She groaned in embarrassment! How was she
ever supposed to be able to face him again, to look him in the eyes
knowing he had seen her naked!?

She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror
anxiously, holding the towel wide just as he would have seen her,
and cringed! She was so naked! Her bare breasts wobbled slightly as
she moved. They were too big not to. At least, she reassured
herself, she had a firm, trim body. She exercised quite regularly
to ensure it.

Her hair was a mess!

That was of minor importance compared to him
seeing her naked, but she closed her eyes anyway. Talk about a
horrible introduction to a neighbor and landlord!

The air conditioner gradually cooled the air
in her bedroom and, with the door open and a box fan on the floor,
that air then wafted down the hall to the rest of the apartment. It
wasn't as good as having central air, or having one in the front
room, but it certainly cut the temperature down quite a bit.

After doing her hair she went back to the
window. There was no shadow there, and she peeked carefully out. He
wasn't there any more.

She pulled the curtain back and then saw him
below. The first floor had a deck, and he was on it, doing some
sort of repair. He was still wearing only his jeans, and they were
very tight across his bottom as he bent over, painting
something.

She felt a bit ashamed of herself for
gawking, but only momentarily. After all, he had seen her naked so
he could hardly complain if she looked at him bending over in his
jeans!

Big macho goon of a man, she thought,
resentfully. Probably one of those men who thinks women are there
for sex and making babies and dinner. No doubt full of himself,
too. Mister big muscles! And why would a man work out all the time
to get such muscles if he wasn't a narcissist?

She worked out a lot too, she thought,
admitting it reluctantly, but that was different. If a woman had
even a little fat on her it showed. Not to mention her breasts
would begin to sag like crazy if she didn't ensure her chest
muscles were properly toned!

Well, if she had large breasts like Samantha
did anyway...

He was a big man, well over six feet. He
could carry lots of extra fat on him without anyone noticing or
caring! Not that there looked to be much fat on his powerful
body...

She felt, unbidden, a curiosity about what he
looked like naked. And, rarely for her, she felt a sense of sexual
interest rising at the image she put together in her mind.

She ruthlessly quashed it and turned her head
to other things, like marking the exams!

But it kept returning.

He had seen her naked! Completely, utterly
and absolutely naked, right there in front of him, as if displaying
her body for his enjoyment! Had he enjoyed it? No doubt! He would
probably tell all his friends while they were at the bar, drinking
cheap beer! Oh yes, she knew his type of crude man! He'd describe
her body in intimate detail, right down to her shaven sex and big
breasts, and the other men would lick their lips in excitement and
wish they were him!

And he'd probably tell them he planned to
have her, too! Unless he was married. Was he married, she wondered?
Seeing someone? Surely a man that powerfully built and good looking
already had a beautiful girlfriend...

Thank God she had just shaved the other
evening!

It wasn't that she thought shaving was proper
or improper. She'd been doing it for years, simply because she had
developed an irrepressible attraction to sexy lingerie. It was her
secret rebellion against her outward showing of being prim and
proper. For she didn't think of herself as prim and proper so much
as... dignified.

She had self-respect! She wasn't going to let
some crude man use her body for his own enjoyment and then laugh as
he told all his friends what a slut she was! Oh no, not Samantha
Lacy! He would show respect for her mind and her personality before
he would get to see, much less touch her body!

And it wasn't like she'd been much impressed
with the sexual prowess of the men who had either! So what was the
big fuss about!?

And then again why did she care that she was
well-shaven and looked good for this strange man who had
voyeuristically ogled her through her bedroom window?

Because if he was going to see her naked she
would at least prefer that she be as... attractive as possible.
Well, she liked to look attractive and present herself in the best
way possible, after all. That was a normal human thing.

She settled down to marking the exams then
worked on her dinner. Healthy food, of course, put together by her
from separate ingredients. None of that pre-processed frozen
garbage for her!

She had an uneventful evening, and went to
bed early. She lay in her bed beneath the same window he had looked
in on, and she had a great deal of difficulty getting him out of
her mind, getting that powerfully built, half-naked male body out
of her mind.

She told herself he was an arrogant male blue
collar type, and that she was lucky he hadn't decided to climb
through the window and... and attack her! But she still couldn't
clear her mind, and her hands... her hands moved almost
instinctively over her body beneath her loose nightie, fingers
stroking lightly against her sex as she spread her legs.

Finally, she gave in. She flung back the
covers, tugged her nightie up above her breasts, and then turned to
open the drawer of her bedside table. She drew out the dildo she
kept there, then lay back on her back and raised her knees,
spreading them wide.

It was a very realistically shaped dildo,
looking very much like a man's penis, save only it was bent
somewhat, curved. She rubbed the head up and down against herself,
the soft silicone making her gasp as it rubbed her already warm
clitoris.

It swelled immediately, the sensations
quickly redoubling as she let her mind drift back to that
afternoon, to the side of his body, his face, his eyes. Only this
time, he simply climbed through the open window, leering at
her!

She was already moist, and became more and
more so as she closed her eyes and imagined it. She imagined
putting her hands up to stop him, her hands feeling his broad,
naked chest, sliding over all those muscles as he came closer!

And then he picked her up and swung her
aside, throwing her on the bed! And suddenly he was atop her!

She moaned, back arching, nipples hard and
tingling as she slid the dildo deep. Her breathing quickened and
she pumped the dildo, sliding it especially far, her arousal
deepening as she imagined him entering her, thrusting into her!

She let her other hand roughly squeeze her
breasts, as she was certain he would do, pumping the dildo harder,
making the head jam against the back wall of her sex. It ached, but
she was sure it would ache with this man, too! He would be rough
and thoughtless!

She fed the entire thing into her body, which
she almost never did, groaning aloud, letting her thumb clasp the
base so that, as she pumped it in and out in short, sharp motions,
her thumb stroked over her now deliciously sensitive clitoris!

She raised her buttocks upward, rolling and
jerking her hips excitedly, groaning and gasping and then letting
herself go as the orgasm hit her. She cried out, her back arching,
her hips bucking spastically against the dildo as she rammed it
furiously in and out!

The orgasm took her to another place, more
intense than usual, her head rolling back as she let the last of
her breath leave her body in a long, drawn out cry of pleasure!
Then she dropped her buttocks back to the bed, gasping, going limp,
chest heaving as she opened her eyes.

Now she could sleep, she thought, as her
heart rate began to return to normal.
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Kent Patterson said a vulgar word to Melissa
Baker, and that consumed a considerable amount of her time the next
morning, as she took him to see the Vice Principle, and then called
his parents. Then she wrote a followup email to send them,
reiterating the school's harassment and bullying policies, and
suggesting they explain to Kent that it was unacceptable to use
that word to a girl.

She reminded them how important it was to get
a quick grip on this sort of behavior before children became
adolescents and began to explore sexual themes. And that respectful
attitudes towards women started with instilling such attitudes in
boys.

After that she had to deal with Blair
Carmichael's mother on the phone, who was upset about a mark he'd
gotten in Gym (he was quite obese). They went over the need for
Blair to be seen by a nutritionist and a trainer in order to
enhance his self-esteem by improving his body fat ratio.

Then there was a staff meeting in the
afternoon, followed by a field trip to the History museum. It was
quite the busy day, and she'd managed to put Mister Liam McGregor
out of her mind for much of it.

When she returned home, however, there was an
envelope on the floor inside her door. It was from him. He asked
for a list of maintenance issues on her apartment, and said he
would be inspecting it tomorrow, if that was all right with
her.

She mulishly considered refusing. But she had
wanted a number of things done since she'd moved in, and this was
her opportunity with a new owner. Was he really the owner, she
thought. This wasn't exactly in the best part of Brooklyn but it
still wouldn't be cheap to buy the place. Perhaps he had inherited
some money.

She would have liked to have him come in when
she wasn't here, and thus spare herself the embarrassment of
meeting him face to face again so soon after... after what had
happened. But that would let him rummage through her apartment all
he wanted, perhaps even going into her dresser drawers!

She could just imagine him sifting through
her lingerie, the pervert!

No, if he was going to enter she wanted to be
here to keep an eye on him! Besides, she wanted some sort of
commitment and time frame for repairs, especially the ceiling in
the bedroom, where pieces of plaster kept falling off!

She put together her list, folded the piece
of paper, put it into the envelope, and brought it downstairs,
slipping it under his door, then returned to her own apartment.

She stripped, showered and changed, as she
always did. She was feeling... naughty, because of her fantasies,
though, so put on a thin black G-string. It was really little more
than a small pouch that barely covered her mons. Why, the top was a
finger-width from the top of her sex!

And that was the width of a finger, not the
length!

It was held in place by two very thin black
strings which angled steeply up along opposite sides of her abdomen
before curling around, low on her hips, and meeting just at the top
of her buttocks.

With it went a lacy black bra, one which,
contrary to the bras she wore in public, actually enhanced her
bust, lifting and squeezing her breasts together. It was actually a
shelf bra, and it curved down, under and then up again around her
breasts. But it had no top. Her breasts were entirely exposed from
just above the nipples.

She posed for herself before her mirror,
vamping it up, looking sexy, sliding her fingers through her long
brown hair and rolling her hips. She was pleased at how sexy she
looked! Then, of course, she put on a pair of gray yoga pants and a
tank top. She made herself dinner, then sat eating it on the sofa
before her TV.

Afterward, she cleaned the kitchen, scrubbing
all the counters, doing the sink, then mopping the floor. She had
just finished when there was a knock at her door.

She looked up sharply. The bell had not rung,
and she was expecting no one. The only person who should have been
able to even reach her door without being let in was... him!

She gulped, licked her lips, then padded
quickly to the door on her bare feet. She leaned in gingerly and
peered through the peep hole.

It was him!

What did he want now!? She had made clear
what she wanted done in the note and he could further clarify that
tomorrow, after Seven, as she'd stated!

What if he attacked her!?

She made a face. As the landlord he actually
had a key, so he could attack her in her sleep if he so
desired.

Now wasn't that a reassuring
thought!

She braced herself and opened the door.

“Mister McGregor,” she said, her face
blushing despite herself.

“Hey, babe,” he said.

“Please refer to me as Ms. Lacy,” she said
with a frown.

He shrugged and grinned.

He was wearing beat up old jeans, perhaps
even the ones he'd worn yesterday. On top of that was a tank top.
Disturbingly, it was one of those sleeveless things which had the
frankly disturbing nickname 'wife beater', since violent, drunken
trash tended to wear them.

At least this one was black, not white. It
had what looked like the Nike logo, broken in half, and the words
“just break it” beneath. She had no idea what that was but found it
unpleasant.

“Was there something I could help you with?”
she asked warily.

“You said I could come up to inspect the
apartment after Seven.”

She blinked in confusion. “Well, yes,
tomorrow.”

He handed her the note. It did not say
tomorrow.

She let her jaw drop in surprise. She had
certainly meant to say tomorrow!

“I certainly meant it to say tomorrow!” she
exclaimed.

He shrugged. “Doing anything that can't wait
for a few minutes?”

“Well... well...”

Honestly, she wasn't. Best to get it over
with.

“No,” she said, backing unhappily away.

He was so wide he barely passed through the
door!

And his arms were disturbingly bare and as
well-muscled as she remembered. Her eyes dropped involuntarily to
his hands. Big, strong, powerful hands. The kinds that... broke
things!

She yanked her mind away from that, and away
from his broad shoulders.

“You uhm, bought the place? That must have
cost a lot of money,” she said, closing the door behind him.

“Cost lots. But it's worth it. No one is
making more of these. Me and a couple of buddies went in on it
together. We're all going to be working on it.”

“Oh,” she said.

“We're firefighters,” he said.

Her eyes widened. “You are!? Well... uh,
don't you have to, er, fight fires or something most of the
time?”

He grinned. He had nice teeth, she
thought.

“Most of the time,” he said. “but we only
work two days a week, so we have time for other jobs.”

“How do you only work two days a week?” she
blurted.

“Two straight twenty-four hour shifts.”

He glanced down, bringing up the note to look
at it briefly, but he was also, she thought, letting his eyes skim
over her body. She gulped and tugged her own tank top down a little
for there was a gap between the bottom and the waistband of her
yoga pants.

That, of course, only drew it tighter across
her breasts!

“Now, the first item is the bathroom. You say
there are leaks and the pipes are rusting? Plumbing is real
important in these older houses. Nothing screws you up faster than
leaks.”

She nodded and followed him into the
bathroom. Then her eyes widened and she cringed as she saw her bra
draped across the towel bar! It was one of the 'minimizers' and
looked extremely Unsexy!

A polite man would have ignored it, pretended
he hadn't even seen it! Liam McGregor was not a polite man!

“My ex-wife had one of those,” he said,
shaking his head as she snatched it off the bar and glowered at
him. “Crazy woman. Why hide nice boobs?”

“Perhaps she wanted to be respected for her
mind and not simply ogled!” she snapped, glowering at him as she
felt her face heat.

“Women are put on this earth to be ogled,
babe,” he said casually. “It's why God made them so beautiful.”

“I rather think the human form evolved due to
nature and evolution,” she said stiffly.

He shrugged and smiled again.

“Okay, nature gave women nice boobs to
draw men's eyes so we'd all have lots of sex to produce lots of
babies.”

“That's ridiculous!” she snapped.

“Why? Men are, big, strong and powerful.
Women needed something to compensate, so they were given really
nice bodies. Big boobs and nice butts and gorgeous legs. That made
men want them, and want to protect them. And it made men want to
stick around to help provide for the children.”

“That's a very male-centric view of human
evolution,” she sniffed.

“Well, I am male.”

“Clearly!”

“And you're female. Clearly,” he said,
grinning at her again and letting his eyes flicker down onto her
breasts.

She blushed again, but reminded herself she
wasn't at work. Sexual harassment rules didn't apply here. Besides,
she thought, he's a firefighter, so he should be fairly safe. It
wasn't like he was going to physically attack her or anything.

“Suppose you focus on the plumbing,” she
said, folding her arms over her breasts.

He shrugged and grinned again, then dropped
low and opened the cupboard beneath the sink. He pulled aside some
things and pushed his shoulders into the cupboard, then reached to
his tool belt and pulled out a small flashlight.

“I put that pot there because of the leaks,”
she said, bending over.

Unwillingly, Samantha's eyes dropped down
onto his bottom as he knelt there. His pants were low on his hips
but there wasn't one of those infamous 'plumber's cracks' visible,
thank God!

It was a very nice butt, though...

“These pipes are shit,” he said, examining
the rust. “And the leak isn't coming from them. It's coming from
the actual input line to the faucet.”

He pulled himself out of the cupboard, then
examined the faucet before turning to the tub. He made a face at
it, then looked up at the shower-head and made another face.

“We'd figured on replacing a lot of the
plumbing fixtures anyway,” he said. “Do you ever take baths? Or
would a shower be better?”

Samantha hesitated, wondering. She rarely
ever took baths but there were times.

“Ah, you're a girl,” he said. “Of course you
take baths.”

She scowled again. “Men take baths, too!”

“Gay men, or men with bad backs.”

“You are such a... a...”

“Old fashioned guy?”

“That wasn't the term that came to mind.”

“No matter. I'll put in a tub, a bigger one.
I think I can cut some of this thick plaster out and replace it
with thinner, water resistant bluewall. That should give us enough
space for a soaker tub.”

Samantha had no idea what bluewall was, but a
soaker tub definitely sounded wonderful! Much of the unkind
feelings she had for McGregor faded away at that thought!

“That sounds... excellent,” she said.

“Well, I want you to enjoy your baths,” he
said, with a look which made her scowl again.

Was he picturing her naked in a bathtub!?

Then she had another thought.

“You aren't going to raise the rent, are
you?”

“I can't raise the rent more than inflation,”
he said. “I'm improving the apartment for the future. In a few
years, we'll sell the place for a big profit.”

“And the new owners will increase the rents,”
she said unhappily.

“Did you plan on living here for the rest of
your life?”

“Well, no, but...”

“Most single people your age stay in an
apartment a year or two anyway, then move on.”

“My age?”

“Early twenties.”

McGregor looked to be in his late
twenties.

“Now, what else?”

“The medicine cabinet.”

She turned to the counter and opened it, then
reached up, high. She had to get on her toes, but was able to poke
her finger against the upper left corner of the interior, which
bent back to reveal the empty space between the walls.

“See?”

She turned her head and saw him looking – at
her butt.

She flushed and jerked back down, turning to
scowl at him as her face reddened.

“Stop looking at my butt!”

He grinned and shrugged. “Couldn't help
myself. It's a really nice butt, and in those yoga pants...
whoa.”

She blushed deeper.

“Let's discuss the apartment and not my body,
shall we?” she suggested coolly.

“Okay. Not as interesting or fun a subject,
though.”

“Doesn't the New York Fire Department have
rules against harassment?!”

“Sure does, but I'm off duty. Would you like
to complain to the building owners?”

She glared and led him out of the bathroom
and then into her bedroom.

He inspected the broken hinge on the door
first.

“How did this get broken? Some guy eager to
get in there?”

“It just broke,” she said in annoyance.

“Easy fix.”

He looked up at the plaster. “Fixable but
messy,” he said. “You'll probably want to move your stuff out
before I re-plaster.”

“Oh, uhm...”

She looked around helplessly.

“I'll help.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“Bed comes apart, right? Won't take more than
a couple of minutes. Take the drawers out and I'll carry the
dressers out.”

“Thank you,” she said in surprise.

“No big deal.”

“Might need a little help from Pat, one of my
co-owners, but he's a strong guy. I don't know if all three of us
together can lift that, though. I think you'll have to be
responsible for moving it yourself,” he said, pointing down.

Her dildo was on the night table where she'd
left it last night!

Samantha froze, and her face went scarlet.
Then, she watched as he reached down, lifted it up, inspected it
and then shook his head.

“Tiny thing,” he said, handing it to her.

Samantha fled!

Of course, in a one bedroom apartment there
weren't a lot of places to hide. She chose the bathroom since it
had a lock, and there held her burning hot face in her hands while
she cursed herself – and him – silently but furiously!

Until he knocked.

“Go away!”

“Hey, babe, I was just joking. I don't care
that you like to play with yourself. I had that body I'd never get
my hands off it.”

Her face flamed even hotter!

“Go away!”

“Hey, we all do it. No big deal.”

“I just bet you do!” she snapped.

She was acting very immature, she knew. It
was her stupid fault for leaving the dildo on her night table
instead of putting it in the drawer. And of course, like some
stupid adolescent MALE he had to make a joke about it!

Did he masturbate last night in bed thinking
about her naked? Would he do it tonight, only imagine her using the
dildo on herself!?

Her face reddened again, but there was also a
sharp little throbbing sensation down low in her abdomen, down
between her legs.

Tiny thing, he had called it. What
kind of arrogant statement was that!? He was clearly implying he
was much larger, and she found that very hard to believe! He was
probably just joking since he knew he'd never get anywhere with her
anyway.

Of course, he was a very large man...

She supposed it made sense he was large...
down there.

How large?!

She shook her head. Get yourself together,
you idiot! You're acting like a virginal little girl! she told
herself.

She opened the door to find him in her
kitchen, under the sink, looking at the plumbing. Again, his bottom
was up and foremost in her vision. She glared at him. Did he do
that on purpose? But he had no idea she'd come out of the bathroom
so soon. Perhaps he thought she'd stay in there sobbing or
something half the night. Well, she was a woman not a silly little
girl!

She suddenly remembered her father peering
under their kitchen sink many years ago. Her brother had dropped a
pot next to him and...

She let the corners of her lips tilt up and
then reached behind her to the drawer, sliding it silently out,
reached in, and took out a pot. Then she moved closer, and dropped
the pot onto the floor.

As she was hoping, the noise startled him and
he jerked his head up, banging it against the underside of the
sink, just as her father had.

He cursed and pulled himself out of the
cupboard, then picked up the pot and glowered at her.

“Whoops,” she said, with patent
insincerity.

He pushed the pot into her body and she took
it as he … loomed over her and glowered down.

“Did I mention I was an old-fashioned guy,
babe?” he growled.

She shrugged? “And?” she asked
uncaringly.

“Old fashioned guys have old fashioned
attitudes about bratty little girls,” he said as he moved past
her.

His big hand swept up and back and slapped
her bottom stingingly.

Samantha yelled in startled pain, stumbling
forward as he left the kitchen and went into the living room. She
grabbed her stinging sore bottom and stared at him in outrage, but
he was already examining the front windows and ignoring her.

Her eyes narrowed. She would... she would...
well,what? Report him to the police for slapping her bottom? That
would be ridiculous.

“You're a big... bully!” she exclaimed.

He sniffed, not turning around.

She stalked forward and then, without
thinking, slapped him! On the back, of course, not on the
bottom.

He turned around and glowered at her, quickly
grabbing her wrist! She gasped and slapped at him with the other,
but he grabbed that too, pinned both her wrists together, and then
lifted them into the air so she had to rise on the balls of her
feet.

“Look, babe,” he said softly. “I don't take
well to females being snotty, much less touching me without
permission.”

She gaped at him! Her wrists were held in a
huge, powerful grip, with just one hand, his arm extended, and he
was extremely casual about it, too!

He looked her up and down, and she flushed,
but not out of embarrassment. That throbbing sensation in her lower
belly grew more intense, and she started to feel a sense of
strange, unfamiliar warmth in her body.

“L-Let go of me!” she gulped.

He smiled. “Say please.”

She glowered at him, but could not pull
herself free.

“Don't hit people bigger than you, little
girl,” he said. “You might not like what happens to you.”

“I'm not afraid of you!” she said
bravely.

Which was true enough. She wasn't afraid of
him. If he was a firefighter it wasn't like he was going to attack
her or anything.

“Well, I would sure never harm you,” he said.
“I wouldn't want to do any damage to this... incredible work of art
you're wearing.”

Samantha flushed as she realized, after a
moment, that he meant her body.

“But that doesn't mean I won't hurt you,” he
said.

She stared at him uncertainly, feeling
anxious.

“Been spanked lately, brat?” he asked.

She flushed again, and her mind squirmed with
confusion, a sense of outrage warring with a sense of... something
else, something filled with dark anticipation.

“Y-You wouldn't dare!” she gulped.

He reached out with his other hand, gripping
her wrists together, and then.. he lifted her right into the
air!

Samantha's toes wriggled as if searching for
the floor, and she gaped at him as he held her aloft with seemingly
little effort.

“A lot of girls like a little spanking,” he
said softly. “Nothing like a bare bottom spanking to lead to...
more interesting things.”

He grinned and then dropped her. She was only
half a foot off the floor, but stumbled anyway, before catching
herself. She backed away, glowering at him, and keeping her bottom
safely out of reach.

He laughed and walked past her, headed for
the door. “I'll send you a list of the things I want to do an the
suggested timeline,” he said. “Most of it can be done when you're
not home. That would be the most convenient to you, I'm sure.”

He opened the door and walked through, then
turned and gave her a dark look.

“And I'll expect you to mind your manners,”
he said. “Or who knows what might happen.”

He closed the door, leaving her breathless
and indignant. She spent the next hour thinking of wonderfully
cutting remarks she could have thrown back at him.

Calling her a little girl! What a pig! What a
sexist! A bare bottom spanking! That was outrageous! As if any
self-respecting woman would ever allow that sort of thing!
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“All right, put away your arithmetic books
and take out your English books,” Samantha said.

There were far fewer groans than when she did
in the opposite direction. The children could certainly see how
they needed to learn how to read and write, since the internet was
everywhere.

“Now who would like to be the first to read
the story they wrote yesterday?” she asked.

As usual, only Kimmy Prentice thrust her hand
up. Samantha would have liked to call on someone else first, but
that was hard to justify to the children.

“Kimmy.”

Kimmy stood up in all her blonde glory,
picked up her paper and began to read a story about how she went to
the zoo and taught all the animals to dance. She had a good
imagination, Samantha conceded, but somewhat more self-confidence
than Samantha liked. That could easily turn to arrogance.

Of course, little blonde girls weren't the
only ones who could be arrogant, she thought broodingly. Big strong
men could be full of themselves too! Imagine lifting her into the
air like he'd done!

It bothered her that she'd found it so
arousing – afterward, of course. It bothered her that she'd
masturbated for the second day in a row (which she rarely did more
than a couple of times a month) and to images of that big jerk
manhandling her and then thrusting himself into her like a... an
animal!

Not to mention spanking her!

Still, thoughts about him were also filled
with a sense of pleasure at all the work he was going to do, and
all those nagging problems in her apartment getting taken care of.
Of course, that meant he'd wind up raising the rent eventually, but
she hoped he was being honest in saying that was a few years away.
She knew there was rent control in New York, but also knew there
were ways of getting around that. She need only ask Mister
Bernstein!

It was even hotter outside than the other
day! The subway train was air-conditioned, but not the stations,
and by the time she let herself into her apartment she was sweaty
and overheated.

Unfortunately, there were men in her
apartment! She heard their voices from her bedroom! One, she
recognized as McGregor. She peered warily around the corner and saw
him, shirtless again, standing before her window – or the open
space where her window had been! Another man, as bare chested as
McGregor, was on a ladder on the outside, and the two were
maneuvering a new window into place!

“What on earth is going on?!” she
exclaimed.

He turned his head.

“Hey, babe. This is my buddy Diego.”

Diego wasn't quite as big as Liam, but very
strong and well-muscled, just the same. His black skin shone with
perspiration as the two men worked the window and frame into
place.

“I thought you fixed that the other day!” she
said.

“I got talking to Diego. Caulking is a
temporary thing with an old frame like you had. It makes more sense
to replace it. Gotta do it anyway. They're twenty years old. The
new ones have way better insulation.”

As he spoke he and Diego worked the new
window frame into place, and began to fasten it there.

Samantha bit her lower lip. She could hardly
protest. He was certainly improving the apartment. It had gotten
quite chilly last winter because of the thin windows. But she had
so been looking forward to coming home and turning on the air
conditioning!

She supposed it was a good thing she hadn't
come home early! She might have been in the exact same position as
two days ago, only it would be this Diego man peering at her
through the window!

“I need to change,” she said without
thinking.

“Naw, you're gorgeous.”

She snorted. “I mean my clothes.”

“Oh, okay. He turned fully around and grinned
at her. Diego looked in as well.

Samantha blushed hotly, glowered at both of
them, and stomped out of the room to male laughter.

Men were all pigs!

She went into the kitchen and got some ice
water, but she was so hot. She thought longingly of the bathroom.
She could at least have a cold shower!

But not with that man in the house!

Then again, she thought. Perhaps that would
be something that would tease him, taunt him. He would know she was
naked in there and couldn't do a thing about it! He wasn't going to
break in and attack her, after all.

He was so smug and mocking and leering! That
would be an interesting way to throw it back into his face!

She went back into the bedroom. His back was
to her as he and that Diego person secured the window. She turned
her back to both of them, took a cool, summery dress out of the
closet, then, checking to make sure they couldn't see, and hiding
the drawer from their view, took out a bra and thong and hid them
carefully against her chest.

Then she went into the bathroom and closed
the door tightly, making sure it was properly locked.

She stripped quickly and dropped her clothes
onto the floor, then felt a little quiver of arousal, a quiver
which grew stronger as she looked at herself in the mirror. She was
completely naked with two big, rough, powerful, half naked men only
feet away!

And wouldn't they love to see her like this,
she thought, more than a little smugly.

She reached into the tub and turned the lever
but no water came from the shower-head. She frowned at it in
confusion. Then she remembered. Yesterday, he had reached down to
turn a lever in the cupboard which had turned off all the water in
the bathroom. She hadn't even found out until she'd tried to use
the water late in the evening. Then she'd had to call him.

He had told her how to turn it back on, but
now she wondered if he'd turned it off again, perhaps to show that
Diego guy. She dropped to her knees and opened the cupboard, then
looked in the back. There was the lever. She reached in and tried
to turn it, and just like yesterday she had to use both hands, for
it was very stiff.

She succeeded, though, and almost immediately
heard water rushing through the pipe.

Inconsiderate idiot, she thought. She was
already thinking of how she would sarcastically remind him to turn
things on again after he'd been inspecting them as she backed out
of the cupboard and stood up.

Gaping at the sink, where water was spraying
upward like a fountain, hitting the underside of the medicine
cabinet, and pouring over the sink and cabinet and down onto the
floor!

She squealed in alarm and dropped back to all
fours, then reached into the cupboard to twist the lever again. Her
hands were already wet, though, and now slippery on the lever! She
tried hard, but it wouldn't budge, and water was spilling down onto
her back like a waterfall!

Panicking, she backed away and reached for
the door, but remembered she was naked! Her clothes... the old ones
were on the floor, amid a pile of water! Her new ones were on the
sink – soaking wet! She grabbed a towel and wrapped it around her
body and yanked the door open!

“Mister McGregor!” she cried. “Come
quick!”

Thankfully, he did so. He stared at her in
shock, but only for a moment, then he noted the water and dropped
immediately to his knees, diving into the cupboard and turning the
lever to turn off the water.

He stood up again, scowling at her.

“Get some more towels or we'll have water
damage on the floor,” he ordered.

She scurried out of the bathroom. There was a
small linen closet directly across from it and she opened it,
yanked out some towels and then hurried back. He snatched them and
threw them on the floor, then put more inside the cabinet, dropping
to his knees again to mop up the water inside, before popping back
out and rising on his knees to glare at her again.

Momentarily. She was bending over, holding
the towel against herself, and his eyes immediately dropped from
her face to what turned out to be a considerable amount of cleavage
being displayed! She gasped and straightened up, pulling the towel
closer!

He stood up, still frowning.

“Didn't you notice that we'd removed the
faucet handles?” he demanded.

“Ah, er, n-no! I didn't look!”

He rolled his eyes.

“You might have told me you'd turned off the
water!”

“I told you this was the first thing I was
going to be doing. The only reason I interrupted my work was Diego
showed up early with the windows.”

“I was trying to take a cold shower,” she
said lamely.

“I don't blame you. I could use one now
myself,” he said, looking down at her chest again.

She flushed and pulled the towel closer.

“We'll have to wait until I'm finished with
the plumbing. If you're really that hot and bothered you can have
one in my place.”

She snorted.

“I'll be up here working on the plumbing and
finishing the install on the window.”

“I couldn't. Thank you anyway,” she said
grudgingly.

“I have air conditioning and it works,” he
said.

She hesitated.

“It's either that or sit up here in the heat
while we finish.”

“Uh, wouldn't I be, intruding or
something?”

“Nah, I'm up here.”

He pulled a key chain from his pocket, took
off one key and handed it to her. “Go ahead.”

“You're sure?”

He shrugged. “What are you gonna do, rob
me?”

“I uh, need some clothes,” she said.

He picked up her wet dress and the wet thong
and bra and wrung them out in a mass over the sink while she
blushed a bit more, then handed them to her.

“I think I need other clothes,” she said.

“Take what you need.”

She put her wet things into the hamper, got
fresh clothes and then hesitated. She was only clutching a towel,
but then again, the stairs down were private. Only she and the
occupant of the ground floor apartment had the key to the outer
door, and he was here.

She went down the stairs and let herself into
his apartment, looking around warily.

She was startled it looked so...nice. It had
an enormous flat screen on the wall of the living room. Facing it
was a leather sofa, and between them a nice dark wood coffee table
on a lovely blue rug.

It did not escape her as she glanced around
that she was virtually naked in his apartment. That might be giving
him ideas. It was certainly giving her some! The cool air was a
tremendous relief, though, and she moved to the window to let it
play over her body a little.

Daringly, she went over to the air
conditioner, checked carefully out the front window – which was
elevated well above the street, then opened the towel, just as
she'd done upstairs the other day. This time she was much more
nervous about it, however, as the cool air played upon her damp,
naked body.

She felt quite... audacious, to do this in
his apartment, with him right upstairs. But even if he came in the
door her back would be to him an the towel would hide
everything.

She closed the towel anyway and then went up
the hall to the bathroom – and gaped. It was so nice looking! He
had clearly done this apartment first. The bathroom had been
completely renovated and modernized. There was no tub, though. The
space where it had been was now a shower, with a nice glass door
giving access.

She turned the water on a bit, testingly.
Nothing sprayed all over the place.

She closed the door and locked it, then
turned on the shower and stepped into it. She had the water on warm
as she showered off, then turned it off to soap up. She glanced at
the bathroom door through the closed glass door often, nervous,
anxious, but feeling that familiar thrum of energy down low.

She imagined him coming in, naked, growling
like a beast, sliding open the shower door and stepping in with
her, demanding his sexual hunger be sated! She snorted, her hands
sliding more slowly over her soapy body, over her breasts, kneading
and massaging them, then sliding slowly down her taut belly, down
her abdomen, her fingers finding her sex.

Her breathing quickened and she rubbed
herself slowly, thinking of him and the things she was sure he
wanted to do to her! Again, he had seen her in a towel! And barely
clutching it over her breasts! Half her breasts had been
visible!

This was crazy, she thought.

She halted and turned on the water again,
rinsing off the soap. Then she let the water turn cooler and
cooler, letting her body adjust to it, gasping at each new drop in
temperature. Finally, feeling quite chilly, she turned off the
water and slid the door open.

She reached for a towel, and was pleasantly
surprised at how soft and nice smelling it was. She wrapped it
around her head to absorb the worst of the water before wrapping
the towel around her body and briskly toweling off.

She quickly noticed he lacked a hair dryer.
That made her tsk in annoyance. She should have known that. He had
quite short hair and no need of a hair dryer. She brushed at hers
as best she could, then tried to absorb more of the water with the
towel.

She needed another towel. But she didn't want
to put on her clothes since her long hair was still very wet. She
wrapped the now-damp towel around herself and opened the door
warily, checking outside. There was no sign of him, so she stepped
across to the linen closet, opened it, and pulled out another
towel.

In short order she had it wrapped around her
head, turban style. Then she put on her clothes and went out front,
trying to turn on the TV. She would give her hair a few minutes so
the towel could absorb more.

The remote baffled her, however. She looked
around the room, then walked back through the nice dining room to
the bathroom. She hesitated, looked to the door, then turned and
looked at his bedroom.

He had an actual four poster bed! And a nice
one! It was a modern version, with tall, square dark wooden posts
going at least seven feet high on all four corners. It was a very
nice, though obviously very male room, with heavy, dark wooden
furniture, and no female touches.

She hesitated at a thought, but then stepped
inside, and slid open the closet. There, hanging before her, were a
number of uniforms with the FDNY patch. So he actually was a
firefighter! She looked at them in fascination, then up on the
shelf. There was a uniform cap there, but also... a helmet! A
firefighter helmet!

She reached up and took it down, and had the
strangest of thoughts. She put it on her head, then turned to look
at herself in the dresser mirror.

She snorted and pulled the towel off her
head, then tried again. Well, with her hair dangling down past her
shoulders she didn't really look very much like a firefighter but –
.

“Lookin good, babe,” he said.

She yelped and turned quickly to find him in
the doorway grinning.

“I ahm, I was...”

“But you'd look better without the
towel.”

“I took it off alrea – .”

She flushed hotly as she realized he meant
the one around her body!

He stepped forward, and there was something
new in his attitude, something determined. She knew he was going to
try something, perhaps to kiss her! She gulped and turned away, but
saw him in the mirror coming up behind her! She reached up to
remove the helmet but he caught at her wrist.

“No, leave it on,” he said, pulling her hand
down.

“But – !”

He released her hand, then gripped the front
of the towel and yanked it down!

Samantha squealed and her arms jerked up
across her breasts, then down between her legs, then she found her
wrists seized in his big hands and pulled firmly down to her
sides!

“L-L-Let me go!” she gasped, staring at him
in the mirror.

He loomed over her, behind her, looking at
her in the mirror! Looking at her naked body in the mirror!

“You look really hot and sexy in that
helmet,” he said.

“I-I... you... you, this isn't... I'm
not...”

He released her wrists, but only so his hands
could rise and cup her breasts!

Samantha gasped, grabbing a wrist with one
hand, slapping the other hand over her naked sex!

“You have to have the most gorgeous, sexy,
fucking beautiful body I've ever seen!” he growled.

Samantha trembled, gasping, as his fingers
kneaded her breasts! Her mind spun, but a wild dark wave of
something breathless and heady swept through her! The feel of his
big, masculine hands on her breasts was... astonishing! She felt
her breasts throb and swell and warm under his fingers.

“I'm not... I don't... don't have sex on the
first date!” she gasped.

“That's okay. We're not on a date,” he said,
leaning in to close his lips along the nape of her neck.

“Please I... oh!” she moaned.

One of his hands abandoned her breasts,
sliding down her body, easily pushing aside her arm, his big hand
cupping her sex far more effectively than she had! His middle
finger pressed inward, rubbing gently against her as her legs shook
and wild rushing waves of raw sensation and anxious sexual
excitement swept through her.

“It's a fireman's duty to help a girl out
when she's burning up with heat,” he said, his finger rubbing
insistently.

Samantha shuddered. This wasn't proper! It
wasn't right! She hadn't even had a date with him! And yet her body
was thrumming like a tuning fork and a breathless sense of
anticipation and heat were growing within her confused mind.

She had her hands on his wrists, but they
were like iron beneath the soft flesh. And now the one on her
breast slid up under her jaw, forcing her head up and back as he
leaned in more to kiss and suck on the side of her throat, then
nibble at it! She gasped as his teeth nipped her. She stared at her
image in the mirror, eyes wide as he bent her back, as his jaws
closed on the side of her throat like some big predator!

She was so... helpless, so... small, so...
fragile compared to him, she thought. The thought came to her not
in words but in simple, basic understanding. She was totally at his
mercy!

And yet rather than cause her any additional
anxiety, much less fear, she felt almost a sense of satisfaction at
the understanding. He could do anything to her. She was his... prey
and he had caught her! She couldn't resist! Which meant... she
needn't try to resist. Which was good because she suddenly had no
interest in resisting!

The image she was staring at in the mirror
filled her with a wildfire heat as she felt her mind melting into
the thought that he was in complete control of her, and that the
only obvious thing she could do was... submit.

But... but that was wrong! He'd think she was
some kind of slut! She couldn't just give in to him without some
sign of resistance!

She squirmed unwillingly in his grasp, and he
pulled back, but then spun her around. She gaped up at him, flushed
hotly, as his eyes raced over her body. She drew her hands in
protectively but his own swept around her, gripped her bottom and
then lifted her up easily, dropping her buttocks onto the
dresser!

He leaned into her, kissing her, silencing
her attempt to protest, his hands gripping her head as he leaned in
further and further! She found herself pressed back against the
mirror as he leaned over her. Her body slid down, slumping lower
and lower.

But of course, that left her legs going wider
and wider in an almost instinctive attempt to balance herself. He
stood right at the edge of the dresser, her legs spread to either
side, his groin pushing against her naked sex!

One of his hands was kneading her left breast
as he continued to kiss her, and sliding up and down her body.

Then, abruptly, his hands gripped her under
the arms and yanked her upright! Her breasts pressed against his
bare chest as his big arms wrapped around her, and he crushed her
lips again! Her own hands had instinctively found his shoulders,
and now her fingers helplessly slid along them, a part of her
marveling at the well-muscled thickness.

Marveling too, that she was sitting on his
dresser naked! Naked! While his lips ravished her and his hands
raced over her body!

This simply wasn't like her!

She moaned a protest, pulling her lips free,
and she felt his hand gripping her damp hair. She cried out as her
head was jerked roughly up and back, and her hands went up
instinctively to grasp the wrist of the hand holding her hair!

He bent her head back and licked and kissed
his way down along her throat, then onto her breasts, which burned,
the nipples hard as rocks as his lips closed around them. The
sensations as he began to suck, as his tongue swept across them and
his teeth close on the surrounding flesh, was an explosive force
that made her cry out!

“Please!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh God!”

He jerked her off the dresser, and her
rubbery legs would have dropped her to her knees had he not held
her. He abruptly spun her around and bent her roughly over the
dresser, then jerked her legs apart!

She heard his zipper, heard his jeans drop to
the floor. She gaped at herself in the mirror, and at him, staring
downward. She started to push herself upright again, hands on the
top of the dresser, but a huge hand gripped the back of her neck
and forced her down so her breasts pillowed out against the cool
wood.

She felt... him, rubbing up and down against
her sex. He felt so... soft and hot and... incredible as he rubbed
her there, in and out, in and out, along the length of her mons,
and over her clitoris!

She cried out again as he roughly jerked on
her hair, pulling her upright and back against him!

Gaping at herself in the mirror, she saw her
arms up and back, hands locked to his wrist, trying to ease the
pull on her hair! His other hand jerked her thigh a little apart,
and then... she saw his cock pushing out between her thighs! His
fingers gripped it just behind the head, guiding the head against
the top of her sex, rubbing it up and down, up and down, sending
heat sweeping up through her body!

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


The thickness of him! Was he human! He was
twice the thickness of any other man she'd ever seen! She felt a
momentary panic! He'd never get that inside her! It would rip her
apart!

“Never met a bitch yet couldn't use some hard
cock inside her,” he growled.

He abruptly bent her over again, and then
slapped her bottom stingingly.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Spread your legs, woman!”

Crack!

“Do it!”

Gasping, she obeyed, and she felt the
pressure on her sex growing, felt the softness of the head of his
cock, now slick with... her own juices, she realized, pushing
harder, slowly forcing the lips of her sex in and back – and back –
and back! She felt herself stretched wider and wider.

“Oh! Please!” she moaned. “I-It's too
big!”

Crack!

“Not likely.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” she cried.

“Raise that ass higher, baby.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

The pressure mounted, and she ached! It was a
dull, deep ache that began to turn sharper as the lips of her sex
strained further apart! Then she felt him slowly pushing into her.
It felt... it felt like her hand pushing into her stockings,
spreading the walls out all along the sleeve of her sex as his
thick manhood drove deeper into her body!

Samantha could only gasp, wide-eyed, gulping
in air, staring at her own open-mouthed face in the mirror as she
felt his cock driving achingly high inside her, stretching her
wide, making her ache but... but in a dark, scalding way that
incited and inflamed her mind!

Was he really that big!? He felt enormous!
She shuddered, then cried out at another slap to her bottom!

“Raise that ass, baby!”

He was such a crude, pig!

But no, not a pig, more of a... a bull of a
man! A stallion, mounting her!

“Jesus, what a tight cunt you've got!” he
exclaimed.

He was so coarse! How could she let such a
man touch her!?

She cried out again as his cock drew back,
then thrust into her, punched into her! He drew back and thrust
forward again, and again. It hurt! And she tried to push herself up
off the dresser, only to be shoved back down again! She felt him
seizing her wrists, drawing them up and back behind her, and then
pinning them together in one huge hand!

Meanwhile, he thrust into her, again and
again, until it felt like the head of his cock was punching against
the back wall of her sex!

“Hot, sexy bitch!” he growled.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
again!

She shuddered and let herself go limp atop
the dresser, moaning as his hips began to strike her upraised
buttocks, as her body shuddered to the impact. Her eyes were glazed
as they stared at her face in the mirror, her own panting breaths
fogging the glass.

He is such a... an animal! she thought
dazedly.

And yet, her body thrummed with that wild,
raw sexual energy, and it had not diminished, but grown more
intense. And now, as the aching inside her shifted, softened and
deepened, she felt that energy grow still more powerful.

Her mind was swirling and rolling, tumbling
and turning. The strong, stern, independent minded, dignified side
of her was outraged and aghast. But there was that other
side, hidden deep and long suppressed, which felt an undeniable
sense of delight, almost exultant by the way he was manhandling
her, treating her like... like a whore!

Touching her! Using her!

She felt the dark, raw heat swirling through
her mind, and felt as if the nerve endings in parts of her body
were growing more sensitive, spending more powerful signals through
her sputtering nervous system. Never before had she been
used like this, taken like this! It was outrageous,
and yet... her body was burning and her mind enthralled!

She cried out as she felt her damp hair
twined around his fist and then yanked back, forcing her head
sharply up and back! Yet his fist held the pressure down against
her back to keep her from rising as his hips continued to slap
against her buttocks!

“You like that, baby!? This is what you been
begging for!” he growled. “I wanted to do this the second I saw you
standing in that window, naked, bent over, your tits hanging down!
I wanted to reach through and grab those tits and ram my cock so
deep into you it came out your mouth!!”

He was so dirty, she thought, but her outrage
was overwhelmed by that sizzling dark heat.

Everything even related to sex, to Samantha,
had always been a very, very careful balancing act, walking a
tightrope between what she would allow a man, and her dignity and
pride. She was always very careful indeed to ensure she did not
allow the wrong kind of man to touch her, to do things to her, and
that the few men she did were properly respectful towards her.

But all that was gone. For the first time,
she felt no need to even think about it, either about what he was
doing or saying, or what she was. For she had no control over
either, in any event. And through that slackening of the constant
vigilance she had always maintained on previous occasions, came a
dark, steamy cloud of sexual freedom that let her relax, to submit
to both himself and her own arousal.

She felt herself becoming almost intoxicated
on the pulsing rush of raw animal sensation, of heat and dark
pleasure, of outraged excitement and the wild thrill of such
bestial sexual hunger! Drunk, dazed, she wallowed in it as his hips
hammered her again and again, and that enormous cock of his drove
into her with such thickness, such length, such power, that she
felt that she must have been hollowed out down there!

And yet, she didn't care. She didn't care
about anything. Samantha felt all of her worldly cares and concerns
fading into non-existence, all of it utterly overwhelmed by the
breathless, shuddering thrill of dark heat and pleasure. And then
she felt the new rush of sensation, a startling, stunning rush that
came up through her lower belly, spread out through her body and
made her cry out in astonishment and pleasure!

Samantha had never felt an orgasm like it in
her life. First came the familiar rise of pleasure that made her
shudder and tremble, but then, then it rose up, as if climbing a
higher plateau, to a power that made her scream out all the air in
her lungs, all thinking abandoned as she reverted to her own
instinctive animal self.

It was so good! It was sooo good!

Rapture!

There was no room in her mind for anything
but that wild pleasure! And she sucked in a desperate breath only
to cry it out again!

And through it all that hard pounding against
her buttocks that made her body tremble, and that deep, incredible
thrusting inside her!

Her jaw went slack, her eyes closed into
slits, and she went limp atop the dresser, gasping for breath as
his hips continued to hammer against her for a long minute!

She began to recover, her frazzled, fuzzy
brain beginning to work again as she found herself still jerking
and trembling atop the dresser as he hammered against her. She
heard him curse, and felt him slow and then halt. Panting, she
groaned in relief.

“Niiice,” he sighed.

Still somewhat shell-shocked by the
incredible force of the orgasm, not to mention the dark heat which
had baked her mind even before that impossible explosion of
sensation, she could only groan weakly.

He released her wrists, and she felt his
softening cock sliding out of her aching depths. But then he pulled
her wrists together again for some reason. She didn't care. She
felt him cross them together above her buttocks, but was trying to
straighten her mind out enough to figure out what she ought to say
at this point! How could she regain her dignity, or was that even
possible?

Then she realized something was going around
her wrists, something thin, being wrapped around firmly. She was
puzzled by it, almost to the point of asking what he was doing. And
then she realized even as she began to pose the question.

“Wh-what... what are... are you dooing?” she
moaned.

Thicker and thicker, the soft fabric was
wrapped around her wrists, binding them together. He was tying her
up! That realization astonished her! It also confused her. She
could certainly see the threat in a man tying her up! After all, he
might then have his way with her and she would be unable to stop
him!

But he'd already had his way with
her!

“Oh!” She cried as he jerked her up off the
dresser by the hair!

He flung her backwards and she stumbled,
completely off-balance, the backs of her legs hitting the side of
her bed so that she fell across it.

Then his hands were on her legs, forcing them
apart as he dropped to his knees next to the bed!

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

The tendons in her thighs strained as he
forced her legs wider still. She gaped at him, raising her head off
the bed, unable to understand his intent! He grinned at her, leered
at her, and then looked down at her sex, right before him.

“Hmmm good! This looks like tasty eating!” he
growled.

He bent his head and licked a long, slow,
firm trail up the line of her sex. Then, using his forearms and
elbows to pin her legs wide, he let his fingers gently ease apart
the lips of her sex as his own lips mouthed them, and his tongue
pushed out.

Samantha was confused. He'd already had the
sex men always wanted. It was over, wasn't it!? Why was he
continuing!?

His tongue flicked across her clitoris, then
again, then again, in short, rapid, teasing motions that made her
gasp. Then he licked more firmly; long, firm licks upwards, again
and again, before closing his lips around that small, throbbing bit
of flesh and sucking rhythmically!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped.

He grinned at her and raised his head.

“No need to beg... yet. You'll be begging for
my cock later, baby.”

What!? What was he...!?

He bent and began to lick again, alternating
his licking and sucking! And then one of his thumbs, thick and
long, pushed into her sex, pumping in and out! He eased it back,
and two long, thin fingers slid into her, even deeper. They were
pumping in and out but also pressing upwards, as if they wanted to
emerge from her abdomen! All while he licked and sucked at a
clitoris which was throbbing more and more powerfully and flooding
her lower body with more and more sensation!

She laid her heavy head back, panting, chest
fluttering as she stared up at the ceiling.

She was laying on her bound arms, she
realized, marveling at the realization. He had tied her up and was
now... having his way with her! She closed her eyes,
moaning, as waves of dark pleasure began to wash over her.

The pleasure grew more intense, altering and
shifting as he changed what he was doing, but the heat continued to
burn hotter, until she was flushed from forehead to belly, and
gulping in air. Her eyes became glassy and she whimpered and
moaned, her hips jerking up spastically as her muscles began to
convulse.

Another monster orgasm tore through her! She
cried out again and again, her back arching violently, her hips
bucking up frantically as her head rolled back beneath her! The
power of it drowned her mind and she lost herself to it, to emerge,
finally, dazed, exhausted.

And yet her body was still gripped by a
throbbing heat, and he continued to lick and suck, his fingers
thrusting into her. Her abdomen ached from the wild muscle spasms,
and she moaned as she writhed dazedly beneath him. As her body
heated yet again, she felt like a prisoner to his skillful sexual
abilities, helpless and overpowered!

Another orgasm shattered her mind, leaving
her gasping.

“Please!” she gasped. “Please!”

She ached! She would die from such intensity!
It had to stop!

But she couldn't form the words, and he kept
licking, if anything, harder, faster. He had three fingers inside
her now, thrusting and stroking as she sobbed dazedly.

He halted, and she lay panting, chest
heaving, as his hands slid up her body to roughly squeeze and knead
her breasts, mashing them together, pinching and rolling her hard
nipples.

“Hot, sexy slut!” he growled.

But I'm not, she moaned silently.

He stood up, naked, reaching down to grip her
under the arms and lift her into a sitting position, then pulling
her forward off the bed to kneel before him. He shifted his grip to
her hair, gathering it up, twining it around his fist.

She rolled her eyes up at him, slack jawed,
blinking. Then her eyes descended, sliding down every muscled inch
of him to the half hard cock between his legs. They slid up again,
over those muscles and tanned flesh, to those dark hungry eyes.

“Time to earn your keep, baby,” he
growled.

Keep? Earn? What was he talking about,
she wondered dazedly.

“Oh!”

He jerked her face forward even as he gripped
his cock in his other hand, lifting it up along his abdomen. Her
face mashed against him, then he drew her back slightly.

“Lick. Suck,” he ordered.

He pulled her lips to his balls, and then
jerked on her hair so that it stung and she cried out again.

“Do it, you hot slut!”

Gasping, she licked hesitantly at his
testicles, then at another sharp jerk, licked harder and more
firmly.

“That's it, slut. Your man wants his cock
serviced,” he growled.

That is so outrageous! she thought
wonderingly.

“Suck!”

She gasped as he jerked again on her hair,
newly reminded that her wrists were bound somehow behind her
back!

Like she was some kind of... prisoner!

Moaning, she closed her lips around his
balls, drawing them into her mouth, sucking anxiously as her scalp
ached.

This is so... filthy! she thought in
astonishment! So degrading!

And yet her body continued to burn, and her
mind was churning wildly.

Moaning, she sucked on his balls as her eyes
moved up his body to those dark eyes staring down at her.

“This is what a woman's mouth is for,” he
said. “Not talking. No man needs to hear a woman talk.”

He was so sexist! Samantha had never in her
life met a man so crude and outrageously sexist!

“Suck that cock, slut.”

She gasped as her jerked on her hair and
pressed her lips more firmly around his balls.

“Yeah, that's what I like. You hot, sexy
slut!”

He pulled her back and she swayed dizzily on
her knees, then he pulled her forward again as he released his cock
and let it dangle. Except it wasn't really dangling any more. It
was more than half hard, sticking down and out as he guided her
mouth onto it.

“Suck that cock, baby. You know you love
it.”

She didn't! She'd always thought oral sex was
filthy! But her thoughts were wildly confused, not the least of
which because he'd just done what few other men had shown much
interest in doing, and that was performing oral sex on her. Nor had
anyone ever done so with such skill, and given her such incredible
pleasure!

In addition, of course, she was naked and
helpless and tied up on her knees before him! Which was hardly the
time to start offering up objections based on hygiene, even if
she'd been able to form complete sentences!

She gurgled helplessly, her lips stretched
tautly around him as she sucked on the head. He was growing thicker
by the second, filling her mouth as she stared down the length of
the shaft, and then up at those dark eyes again!

This entire thing had fit into her body! That
seemed incredible! Was she broken and bleeding inside!? She ached
but she didn't feel as if she were dying or even needed an
ambulance!

“Lazy slut,” he growled. “You might get away
with that with your other boyfriends, but not with me.”

What!?

She gasped as he pulled her back and then
lifted his cock along his belly.

“Lick. All the way up. It's your favorite
Popsicle, little girl.”

Filthy man, she thought dazedly.

She licked up and down his long, hard shaft,
then moaned as he dropped it and thrust it into her open mouth
again. This time he pushed deep, and she felt a sudden realization
that this was entirely different from even those few times she had
performed on men before.

Her hands were tied behind her back!

Always before she had used her hands more
than her mouth, squeezing the base of the shaft while pumping the
other hand, and then sort of licking and sucking rather reluctantly
on the head.

She gurgled as he pushed forward, thrusting
that fat, spongy head deep into her mouth!

He spread his legs wide, pulling her head
downward as he pumped, bending her forward.

“You know you want it, baby! Swallow it, you
cock hungry little slut!”

What!? What!? What was he – !?

He pulled her forward, one hand gripping her
hair, the other behind her head, and at the same time, thrust his
hips forward. His cock pushed into the back of her mouth, into her
throat! She started to gag, and then his cock was through, and
pushing down her throat with the same sort of sensation she'd felt
when it pushed up into her sex!

She was so astonished, so shocked, it
confused her gag-reflex. She could feel his thick cock sliding down
her throat, deeper and deeper! And then... her lips were wrapped
around the base, her nose and face jammed in against his groin!

She trembled and shook violently, her mind
spinning, her throat aching!

“That's it, you hot slut! You've got a
gorgeous throat!”

He held her in place, and her struggles were
uncontrolled, her mind still too astonished to know what to do! Her
chest began to burn and her head pounded from lack of air. Still he
held her as she jerked convulsively, becoming more frantic to
inhale.

All other cares and concerns dropped away
into nothing.

Her chest burned hotter, and black dots
danced before her eyes!

Then, she felt a wild relief as he drew back,
and pulled back on her hair. She stared through glazed eyes as inch
after inch after inch of his glistening shaft emerged before her,
sliding out of her mouth until, at least, it came free and she
coughed explosively before gulping in deep, ragged breaths of
air!

McGregor lifted her up and flung her onto the
bed, then walked around it, bent over, grasped her hair, and
dragged her the rest of the way across! Her head fell over the
other end, so that she stared through his legs, upside down.

She felt his hands sliding over her body,
kneading her breasts, then down her belly to grasp her thighs and
spread them wider.

He mashed his cock and balls against her face
as he bent over more, and she felt his tongue at her sex, licking
and lapping as his fingers pushed into her.

He was insane. She was being ravished by a
crazed beast, she thought dazedly.

Her chest continued to heave and she moaned
around his cock as she felt his fingers push deep, felt him sucking
on her hyper-sensitive clitoris. She shuddered and gasped and
whimpered, overwhelmed by it all, the blood rushing to her head for
good measure as she stared at him, upside down.

“Suck my balls, slut,” he growled.

Moaning, she obeyed, licking and sucking as
he did the same to her. She felt her body beginning to thrum with
sexual tension again, and then a sense of astonishment at what he
had done. He had shoved his whole cock deep into her throat!

Oh, she had heard of this particular sexual
act, of course, though she never looked at pornography. It was
something that particularly sluttish women with enormous sexual
experience did, she supposed. It astounded her she'd had his whole
cock inside her! And some part of her felt something like a sense
of accomplishment.

And then his hips began to grind and pump,
and his hard, thick cock jabbed at her throat and face. And before
she could guard against it, it plunged into her open mouth and with
one slow, steady thrust, pushed deep into her throat!

If she were helpless to do anything about it
last time she was even more so this time. Laying on her back with
her head upside down over the edge of the bed, legs spread wide as
he lay upon her, she could do nothing but stare with wild, wide
eyes at his balls as they pressed in against her!

She gurgled weakly, dazedly, as he sheathed
his thick cock in her mouth and throat, grinding himself briefly
against her, then drew back. But only half way. Then he thrust in
once again, burying every last inch. He drew back, and thrust in,
and back and in, steadily, and the stunned Samantha realized he
was, in effect, fucking her throat!

Her head pounded and her chest burned as she
longed for air, but there was nothing she could do as he pumped his
shaft inside her throat. Not until he pulled out again and she
could cough and gulp in ragged breaths of wonderful air.

Seconds later, he buried himself in her
throat a third time, pumping smoothly as she gurgled and moaned,
then a fourth, leaving her light-headed and woozy as he finally
withdrew and lifted her up. He rolled her fully onto the bed,
rolled her onto her back and then climbed on to kneel between her
spread legs.

Samantha cared only about breathing as he
lifted her knees up and back and then pushed into her. She ached as
he stretched her out, but that was nothing of importance. Her chest
rose and fell rapidly as she breathed, moaning as his hands and
fingers squeezed her breasts repeatedly.

As she regained her breath, though, other
thoughts began to rise in importance. She stared at him, naked
before her, all that muscled flesh, those broad shoulders, those
powerful arms as he forced her legs back, and then down at that
huge cock pushing into her.

The dark heat began to roll through her
again. She felt half conscious, but in a comfortable way of someone
newly wakened, wriggling in deeper to the warm covers and groaning
in pleasure as she stretched her body.

And her body was being stretched, for his
powerful hands slid along her legs to the backs of her knees,
forcing them back sharply against her chest. He leaned over her,
letting his own chest press her legs back further, crushing her
body in two to lay fully atop her!

His lips found hers, kissing her with
surprising delicacy, at first, but then growing more passionate.
Her breasts pillowed out against his bare chest as her buttocks
were lifted up off the bed. She felt her spine creak as her ankles
went down past her shoulders.

And then his big hands shifted to them, and
pressed them down even more! Her buttocks lifted as her spine bent,
and she felt the bed against the backs of her feet. He raised his
upper body, straightening his arms, but keeping his cock
buried.

Then he began to pump, slowly at first, using
long, slow strokes, while Samantha stared up at him, dazed, gaping,
gasping, eyes rolling in her head as she stared down at his cock
entering and leaving her body, then upward at him, a sense of
disbelief filling her, then down again, then up once more, gasping,
panting, moaning.

He thrust harder, faster, that mighty spear
punching deep into her belly again and again as she gasped and
cried out helplessly. Her body shuddered and jerked under the force
of his lust.

“Please!” she gasped. “Please!”

“You forgot to say master,” he said.

What!?

“Please!” she moaned.

His hips worked faster, harder, and the heat
baked her mind. She felt intoxicated once more, drunk on the dark,
wild pleasure. And then the orgasm hit, tearing through her body
and mind like hurricane, blasting aside everything but her animal
instinct as she cried out in wanton pleasure.
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“Miss? Do you have a cold, Miss?”

“No, Tanya, just a sore throat,” Samantha
said, her voice a little raspy.

She had been giving the same response to her
colleagues. Thankfully, it was easy to believe. Being around
children all day, they often caught every disease which was going
around. No one was likely to think it might be because someone had
repeatedly shoved their entire cock down her throat the other
night!

Or that she might have screamed too much in
orgasm.

She had handed out maps of the United States,
and the children were busily trying to write the names of every
state they could identify. That gave her a little peace to work on
the quiz she was developing for end of week.

It was hard to focus, however. She remained
in something of a state of wonder at what had befallen her the
other evening. She'd simply never experienced nor even imagined
anything like it! She felt a certain amount of shame and
embarrassment at her behavior, and disappointment in herself for
not putting more limits on McGregor.

But the man was an animal! How do you
restrain a raging bull!

The one image which kept returning to her
again and again, was when he was atop her, his face right above her
head as she lay on her bound arms, her body bent in two, crushed
beneath his weight, her bottom elevated as he rammed his thick
spear of flesh down into her again and again and again, simply
pounding her!

It had been so violent, so... savage! And yet
the emotions which were attached to that memory were of dark,
liquid heat washing over her, of her body aflame, of a sense of
incredible, wanton gratification every time he rammed his cock down
into her trembling body. Of a sense of bliss and euphoria, as
though she were in a universe alone with nothing but pleasure and
passion.

She ached inside. She was somewhat worried
about whether he'd damaged her, but she was fairly sure the pain
would be much more severe if he'd torn something, nor was she
bleeding. Her breasts felt bruised, too, from all his rough
groping, and there were teeth marks around her left nipple!

God!

She had been ravished by a wild animal!

And yet, a part of her wanted nothing more
than for it to happen again! A part of her felt a desperate
enthusiasm, even a hunger and desire for it to happen again.

Clearly there was more to this sex stuff than
she had understood!

McGregor was clearly unsuitable, however. He
was rude, crude, and absolutely insensitive. Yet she could not
imagine the more sensitive, respectful men she had previously dated
or considered dating mounting her like wild bulls. And her first
and only experience with that sort of thing left her craving more
of the same!

Yes, it was horribly undignified and
degrading. That greatly troubled her. Perhaps she could talk with
McGregor, get to know him, go on a date or two. Maybe there was
more to him than the crude blue collar man she had met so far. He
knew how to work with his hands, for one thing.

She blushed at that thought, rephrasing it in
her head. He could do home repairs, where most of the men she knew
would have to call someone else. He would probably be a good
protector...

Of course, who would protect her from
him!?

He had tied her hands together behind her
back! That was another strange, yet darkly thrilling memory. He
had, it turned out, used her own boot laces, taken from one of her
hiking boots. She was currently wearing bangles and a bracelet on
her wrists to help hide the red lines.

Why had he done that? She certainly could not
have resisted him physically, even presuming she'd been able to
resist him emotionally. Was he one of those kinky types? Would he
tie her up the next time... if there was a next time?

She knew there would be. She knew she did not
have the ability to say no to him. Not after last night. She would
simply melt if he showed up in her apartment. She knew herself well
enough to know it. The wild, animal pleasure and heat which had
enveloped her almost the entire time had left a lasting impression
on her psyche.

That left her feeling incredibly vulnerable!
As if her fate was in the hands of another who she barely knew!

Yet, he couldn't harm her. Not really. All he
could do, the worst he could do, was... not come back. That would
leave her feeling an endless hunger to experience again what she
had experienced last night. She would have to seek someone out,
some other crude man, to attempt to duplicate it.

Was she some kind of slut!? Was she now
nothing more than an insipidly weak-willed, sexually addicted woman
after just one evening with a crude man!?

She tried to shake herself free of such a
notion, to firm up her shoulders and steady her sense of
independence and self-confidence, but she still felt a sense of
eager anticipation for what might happen next with him. Even though
she knew it would be... dirty, and nasty, and almost certainly
entirely disrespectful of her.

She had the children hand the maps to others,
then handed out identical maps, this time with the names of the
states on them. The children could mark how many the other child
got right, and in this way they would learn better than if she
simply told them.

The idea was not about testing here, but
learning. You learned best by doing, after all, not being told.

*

She felt a sense of rising tension and
anticipation as she headed home. Partly, it was an eagerness to see
what changes McGregor had wrought to her apartment. The new windows
were great, but he was working on the bathroom today. She would
have a new tub and sink. And probably a new medicine cabinet. He'd
also talked about re-tiling and painting.

But more than that was an anticipation, and a
wariness about what McGregor would do, what he would say, how he
would act. What he would expect!

Maybe they could have dinner together. She
would certainly suggest it. It made sense to at least get to know
him if they were... lovers.

She climbed the stairs with her heart beating
much more quickly than normal, unlocked her door and was greeted
by... disappointment and a certain amount of confusion.

There was no sign of McGregor. And her
bathroom had been completely gutted! There was no toilet or tub, no
sink or cabinet. The contents of the latter were in the drawers
pulled from it and piled up on the floor! And the floor was bare
wood! The linoleum had been removed!

What was she supposed to do tonight with no
bathroom!?

She tried to call him but there was no
answer. She went downstairs and knocked on his door, then knocked
harder, but there was no answer!

Indignant, she climbed back up the stairs,
glowering at her gutted bathroom. Was she supposed to stay over at
a friend's tonight? There was no note left for her! How long was it
going to be like this!?

And of course, as soon as she thought of it
she had to go to the bathroom.

Cursing, she changed quickly, then went out
to a restaurant to eat alone.

So much for her idea of having a nice,
getting-to-know-you dinner!

She returned home in a funk, opened her door
and was relieved to see the light on in her bathroom and a pile of
boxes just outside it. Someone was inside doing something. She
walked over to it and found herself looking at a man's bottom. He
was wearing jeans, and a red T-shirt with FDNY printed on its back
in black. He was on all fours, bent over, with his bottom pointed
to the door.

He was laying tiles on the floor, she saw. He
already had the first two rows down against the far wall.

“Excuse me!” she said indignantly.

He sat back on his heels, turned around, and
then grinned and stood up.

“Hey!” he said. “Name's Cooper, but you can
call me Coop!”

He came forward and thrust out his hand. She
took it automatically, then regretted it. His hands were
filthy.

“I'm your landlord!” he said with a grin.

He was about six feet tall, athletic, but
certainly not as much as McGregor. He had shorter hair, too, and a
slightly rounder face.

“I thought Mr. McGregor was my landlord,” she
said with a frown.

“Well, me and him and Diego. Boy, you're even
cuter than Liam said.”

He looked her up and down appreciatively and
she flushed, not just because of his rudeness but anxiety about
just what McGregor had told him!

“I was not informed that I would not have
access to my bathroom for a period of time!” she said sternly.

“Take that up with Liam. He's tenant
relations. He's got the gift of gab, you know. He can smooth over
the angriest person.”

“I am not angry! But what am I supposed to do
for a bathroom!? Are you going to finish tonight?”

“You kidding?” he asked with a laugh. “I'm
gonna be done tiling the floor this evening. Then we gotta let it
sit overnight and sand it down tomorrow. We can probably put in
stuff tomorrow.”

“Where is Mr. McGregor?” she demanded.

“He's downstairs. You can't really have two
guys doing this. It's not that big a bathroom. And he's kind of a
crowd all on his own.”

Scowling, she turned and headed downstairs,
rapping determinedly on his door.

“Mr. McGregor!” she called.

She waited impatiently, and with some
nervousness, then raised her hand to knock again.

He opened the door and grinned.

“Hey, baby.”

She pursed her lips, feeling her face
flush.

“You didn't tell me you would be completely
destroying my bathroom!” she exclaimed.

“Come on in.”

She hesitated, then walked in and he closed
the door behind him.

“Yeah, well, I decided that since we were
already replacing the tub and medicine cabinet, and that cabinet
you had was old and kind of worn looking, we might as well go whole
hog. Linoleum doesn't sell well any more, not compared to real
tiles. So we would have had to remove everything anyway.”

“But what am I supposed to do tonight!?”

“You can use mine.”

“That's uhm, very...”

“In fact, you must have missed your after
work shower when you got home,” he said with a sad face. “You
should take it now. You wouldn't want to be all smelly now, would
you?”

Samantha felt that thrumming in her lower
belly shift from low gear to something more powerful.

“Uhm, I uhm, well, I didn't bring my things,”
she gulped.

“You didn't bring your things yesterday
either and that worked out pretty well,” he said with a grin.

Samantha felt her heart beating faster and
her chest tightening. Her nipples began to throb.

“I gotta go check on Cooper. You go on in. Be
my guest!”

And then he turned away, somewhat to her
disappointment, went to the door, and went upstairs.

She pursed her lips, but then went to the
bathroom. If this was any indication of what he was going to do to
hers, she thought, it would be a huge improvement. She undressed, a
bit nervous, glancing at the locked door, then stepped into the
shower and turned on the water.

She soaped up quickly, but she was still
feeling the sexual tension, and it was rising, despite his
absence.

Did he intend for her to stay with him
tonight!?

She was startled into a brief scream when she
noticed the door opening out of the corner of her eyes! She jerked
around to face it, hands over her soapy body as McGregor came into
the room.

He grinned at her through the glass
doors.

“Getting all clean?”

She gulped, her pulse racing. She knew she
was acting silly. He had already seen her naked, and more than
naked!

And now he closed the door and peeled his
shirt off! She felt her heart beat faster as he shucked his jeans,
and then stepped to the door naked! He slid it aside and stepped in
and she stared up at him, wide-eyed.

“I like getting clean too,” He said.

And with that he reached out to her, his big
hand sliding behind her neck, and he drew her in against his
body!

Samantha gasped as her warm, wet, soapy
breasts pressed against his chest, and she jerked her head up,
staring at him, open mouthed.

His mouth covered hers quickly, and she
moaned as his hand seized her hair, jerking her head back further
as he leaned into her! His other hand slid up to caress her breasts
as her own hands jerked back instinctively to grab at the hand
pulling her hair.

“M-McGregor!” she gasped.

“Mmmm, slippery, wet and soft and warm,” he
sighed, his arms sliding around her and pulling her in even more
firmly.

Samantha moaned into his mouth, but at least
he wasn't pulling her hair now! Instead his hands were sliding up
and down her soapy back and down over her soapy buttocks, and she
felt his cock stiffening against her belly, hardening, thickening
as he ground it against her!

He drew back, leaving her breathless, and
then took her wrist, both wrists, and held them up and out.

“Hold your hands out.”

“But – .”

“Do it,” he growled.

Gulping, she obeyed, and he squeezed the
bottle of liquid soap hard so that a thick mass of soap poured into
her hands.

Then he took her wrists again and pressed her
hands against his chest!

Samantha felt the sexual heat burning hotter
within her, and the tension so great she was almost trembling with
it as he ran her hands up and down his torso, and then down between
his legs!

He folded her soapy hands around his thick
cock and balls and she squeaked as he made her rub them gently up
and down.

“That's it, make it all nice and clean,” he
ordered.

Already somewhat dazed, Samantha obeyed,
staring at his thick cock in fascination as her soapy hands pumped
up and down against it. But then he turned around.

“Now my back.”

Licking her lips, she slid her hands up and
down his back, from his shoulders on down, but hesitated at his
waist.

“Keep going.”

Blushing, she let her hands slide lower,
rubbing his buttocks.

He reached behind him and gripped her wrists,
then drew her hands around him, pulling her forward until her
breasts were pillowed out against his back, then pulled her hands
together around his waist and down around his cock again!

Moaning softly, she pumped her hands gently
up and down on his long, thick shaft while her breasts ground
against his back! A dark wave of heat swirled within her as their
bodies pressed together, and she felt the sexual electricity
crackling along her skin!

He let go of her hands then.

“Now my legs.”

Gulping, trembling, she ran her hands down
his thighs, then dropped to her knees, soaping up his legs lower
and lower. He turned around, and she reddened as she soaped up
higher and higher and found herself staring at his thick cock in
fascination.

He reached down and gripped her hair, then
pulled her smoothly but not gently up to her feet.

“Oh! Please!” she gasped, reaching up and
grasping his hand.

“Hands at your sides,” he ordered.

“But – !”

“Now!”

Gasping at his tone, Samantha dropped her
arms to her sides.

“Good girl.”

He bent her head back, firmly but not
quickly, and then his other hand caressed her breasts, kneading and
squeezing them, then sliding down to rub at her sex and
clitoris.

Samantha shuddered, the dark wild thrill of
heat gripping her mind even as a powerful swirling pleasure rushed
up through her body. His fingers rubbed insistently, and her hips
began to jerk and grind forward as the heat and pleasure grew and
grew!

He halted, turned her around and pressed his
body to hers. Now she felt his hardness against her lower back! He
spread his feet out to either side, and she gasped as he let his
cock press up between her buttocks! His arms slid around her,
squeezing her breasts firmly while he ground himself against her,
his shaft riding up and down between her soapy buttocks as she
moaned helplessly.

“You have a beautiful ass, baby,” he said.
“Anyone ever fucked you in the ass?”

Samantha flushed and shook her head
firmly.

“Th-that's dirty!” She gasped.

“But now we're all so clean,” he replied.

He chuckled as she squirmed against him, and
drew back, then turned on the water. It poured down around them,
though he turned to it so that most of it came down on him.

Turning, Samantha watched him with wide eyes,
her heart pounding. She saw him turn around, grinning at her as the
water rinsed the soap off his back. Then he reached out for her,
grabbing her firmly by the upper arm and jerking her forward. He
stepped aside, letting the water pour over her and rinse her off as
well.

Then he turned off the water and slid the
door open.

He grabbed the big towel she had placed there
and used it on his short hair and head, then wrapped it around
himself, toweling himself dry. He opened the bathroom door, then,
and stepped out, carrying the towel.

“Hey!” she called.

He turned, eyebrow raised.

“I need a towel!”

“Of course you do.”

He went to the linen closet and took out a
towel, then returned and tossed it to her.

Samantha took it and wrapped it around her
head and hair, squeezing out the worst of the water. It was fairly
small, though. She frowned at the now partly open door, thinking he
could at least have given her a bigger towel!

She used it on her body, nevertheless, her
chest still tight with the intense sexuality swirling within her.
She couldn't be dripping all over everything! Then she went to the
door, only to gasp as he came back in, wearing a pair of track
pants. Why had he put pants on, she wondered, vaguely
disappointing.

“I uhm, need another towel,” she said.

“Nonsense. You're dry enough.”

“My hair – .”

He opened a drawer and took out a hair
dryer.

“Oh. I didn't know you had one!”

He plugged the hair dryer in and put it on
the counter. Then he surprised her by taking her wrist and drawing
it back behind her. He had something else in his hand, something
black, and she felt a sudden flush of heat as he tied it around her
wrist! It was about as thick as her thumb, but soft. Some sort of
fabric!

He drew her other arm back behind her.

“What are you doing!?” she gulped.

“Whatever I want.”

“But... but you're tying me up, aren't
you!?”

“Uh huh.”

“But why!?”

“Because I like tying beautiful girls
up.”

She gulped as she felt her wrists crossed and
felt the whatever-it-was wrapped, loop after loop, around her
wrists. As it tightened she felt her body pumping adrenaline, felt
a trembling, stomach swirling sense of anticipation mixed with
anxiety.

“I had to wear bracelets at work today to
hide the red marks,” she said.

“These shouldn't leave any marks. They're
softer and thicker.”

She gulped, wanting to protest, but given the
incredible thrill and heat of yesterday, not to mention the heat
gripping her now, found it hard to do so!

He stepped back and she licked her lips,
staring at herself in the mirror.

Unlike her bathroom, with its little medicine
cabinet mirror, the mirror here was very large, extending from the
counter top to above her head, and going the entire length of the
counter.

She gasped as he reached up behind her neck
and gathered in her hair, then jerked sharply, forcing her
shoulders back.

“Stand straight. We want those gorgeous
breasts of yours to look their best.”

Samantha felt her pulse racing as he squeezed
her breasts, and she stared at them in the mirror.

He turned her around then so she could see
that her wrists were tied up with what looked like black rope! And
it felt so... strong and firm!

She was completely helpless! Completely at
his mercy!

He turned her back to face the mirror and
then... picked up the hair dryer and turned it on. Confused, she
saw him raise it and felt the hot air blowing over her head.

“Wh-what are you doing!?”

“Drying your hair.”

“But... but I can do it!”

“Not with your hands tied behind your
back.”

She felt another flush of dark heat.

“Well you could have let me do my hair
first,” she said.

“I could have let you do a lot of things. But
I decided not to let you dry your hair.”

His words confused her, but she didn't
protest as he ran the dryer over her head.

“You need a brush,” she said.

He snorted and ignored her.

“That's not the way I wear my – .”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“What did I say yesterday about what a
woman's mouth was for?”

She flushed indignantly. “You... you're a
pig!”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

“Don't be rude and you won't get
spanked.”

Spanked!?

Samantha felt another rush of indignation,
but the heat overcame it!

Spanked!?

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


This was so wildly beyond her experience
Samantha had no idea how to respond or how to act! And the way her
body was feeling so shaken by the sexual heat and hunger weren't
helping her emotional stability either!

He used his fingers to comb through her hair
as he brushed it so it cut heavily across her forehead. She parted
it on either side, usually, but didn't protest. This was such a
bizarre experience! She was standing there completely naked with
her wrists tied behind her back while a man she barely knew dried
her hair!

When it was dry enough to suit him he
gathered up the hair behind her neck and then, using it as a sort
of handle, pushed her forward, bending her over the counter so that
her breasts pressed against the counter.

“Spread your legs,” he said, barking the
words as if they were a command!

Gulping, body thrumming with excitement,
Samantha obeyed, and gasped as his fingers caressed her sex,
sliding up and down and probing lightly within.

He paused, and then she gasped as she felt
his finger probing at the small back entrance to her body.

“Oh! What are you doing!?” she gasped.

“Preparing you,” he said, as his finger, very
slippery, rubbed and pressed and then slowly pushed into her.

“But I don't! I mean, I don't... that's
dirty!”

Crack!

“Nobody asked your opinion, woman.”

“Liam!” she exclaimed, as his finger slowly
wormed its way inside her.

Crack!

“Sir,” he said. “You may call me sir. Or
master.”

The words jolted her! Samantha had sort of
suspected he was doing something along those lines, something kinky
and perverted like that sort of thing she'd vaguely heard of. This
confirmed it, though!

And that made her much more anxious!

His fingers was moving in and out of her
bottom! It was coated in some sort of oil that made it very
slippery, and Samantha's mind and body both squirmed at the
sensation!

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“Say please.”

“Please!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say please, master.”

“Oh!

Crack!

“Say it, little slave girl.”

Another psychic jolt tore into her and
Samantha gasped aloud.

Crack!

“Ow!

“Say please master,” he said patiently.

“P-Please... Please.... master!”

“Good girl,” he said.

Samantha moaned. This was so dirty and
perverted!

His finger drew out and then pushed in again,
only now she thought it was thicker! Yes, it was, two fingers!

“Please,” she moaned. “Wouldn't you rather
put your... your penis in my vagina?”

He snorted in amusement, then laughed.

“I'm definitely going to put my cock into
your pussy, baby, often, in fact. Just like I'm going to stuff it
down your pretty throat. But I want to feel how tight and warm this
ass of yours is too.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“I bet it's very tight.”

His fingers drew back and then he pushed
something else into her there. It felt... artificial. It was
slippery, but without texture, like hard plastic. It got thicker
and thicker, too, and she moaned in alarm as it forced her
sphincter wider and wider! Then it abruptly narrowed, and she felt
it slip into her body.

But not all of it. Some part was still there,
a much narrower part. And some part was on the outside, too!

Crack!

“Oh! What was that for!?”

Crack!

“Because you have a beautiful ass and you
haven't let anyone fuck it. You should be punished for your
selfishness.”

Samantha gasped at his crude language, and at
the nasty thought, and then felt a sense of indignation! What did
he mean she should be punished!? For not letting men sodomize her!?
That was insane!

Crack!

“Ow!”

His hand caressed her buttocks.

“Here you are, the owner of one of the finest
asses I've ever seen, hiding it from view, and not letting anyone
fuck you in it,” he said in a stern voice.

Crack!

“Ow! Liam!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“That's master. Say it.”

“M-Master!” she moaned.

“You're very undisciplined for a sex slave,”
he said.

Samantha shuddered at the words! Sex slave!
That was so perverted! At the same time, it was scaldingly hot! Her
body trembled with the wave of heat and sexual electricity rippling
through it!

“I-I'm not a sex slave!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack! Crack!

“Say please master.”

“Please, Master!”

Her bottom was hot and stinging, but Samantha
was gripped by a sexual hunger the likes of which she'd never
imagined! She gasped aloud as he jerked her upright by the hair and
marched her out of the bathroom. But he did not take her to his
bedroom as she would have expected, but out into the living
room.

“On your knees, slave girl,” he ordered,
jerking down on her hair.

Gasping, moaning, Samantha dropped to her
knees on the living room rug, and he squatted down next to her,
forcing her head back by pulling at her hair.

“Knees spread wide,” he ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, and shuddered as his
fingers stroked and rubbed her clitoris.

“Hot, sexy little sex slave,” he said in a
soft growl.

Samantha gulped in air, moaning as his hand
roamed across her body, caressing her breasts, rolling and rubbing
her nipples, then sliding back down between her legs.

And then, as he was rubbing her there, an
explosion of raw sensation surged up through her overheated body
and she cried out in startled pleasure, then again, louder, as the
pleasure became something so intense she could hardly stand it! She
cried out again and again as she knelt there, his fingers rubbing
at her clitoris as she jerked her hips frantically against him.

“I don't remember giving you permission to
have an orgasm, sex slave,” he said sternly.

Samantha only moaned, gulping in air, chest
heaving.

He gripped her hair and she cried out as he
pulled her forward while he sat down on the sofa. Then he gripped
her under her hips and lifted her bodily into the air, dropping her
on her belly across his lap. His fingers caressed her buttocks and
slid in between her thighs, forcing them wider.

“Bad little slave girl,” he said.

Crack!

Samantha moaned dully.

“Spread your legs wider.”

She dropped her right leg off his lap to
spread herself wider, and his fingers began to push into her body.
One, then two, then a third, thrust deep into her sopping,
overheated depths, twisting and turning, caressing and churning,
and Samantha whimpered and moaned, the feverish heat rising again
as she rolled her hips back in dazed need.

“Dirty little girl, having an orgasm without
your master's permission,” he said.

Crack!

His fingers twisted and turned, and then his
thumb began to stroke her clitoris with hard, rapid strokes that
made her cry out, made her hips jerk and roll and buck helplessly,
and send another massive orgasm tearing through her!

“Responsive little sex slave, aren't you,” he
said.

He drew his fingers out of her, but then
something else pushed against her, something thick and hard. She
shuddered weakly as it spread her wider and wider, then moaned as
it slowly pushed into her pussy. Like his fingers, it twisted and
turned, pumped in and out, and worked deeper and deeper!

It filled her up, though, stretching her out
wide and making her ache – but in a dark, delicious way! Then it
thrust deep and she cried out, her head and shoulders jerking up
and back as the tip jammed deep in her sex!

And something near its base pressed against
her body just at her entrance, and began to buzz and vibrate! The
sensations confused Samantha. She had no idea what it was! But
then, even in the midst of her dazed sexual fever, she knew what it
must be! It must be some sort of vibrator! She had never had one,
of course, nor seen one, but she'd certainly read of them!

Now he was holding that thing deep inside her
and pressing something hard against her, and Samantha began to feel
a wild surge, an incredible tide of intense sensation flooding up
through her body!

“Oh! Oh! Oh!!” she cried, her head jerking up
and back and twisting frantically.

Crack!

“Bad girl,” he said.

The thing halted, and she felt the thick body
sliding slowly out of her until she felt empty. She gasped dazedly
and then cried out again as he gripped her hair and forced her head
up and back. The next instant he was holding something before her
eyes, before her face.

It... was a penis. Well, clearly not a real
one! But it looked like one, complete with veins and testicles!
Except the testicles, down at the base, were just one rounded thing
with what looked like two, probably with the aid of paint or just a
carved line.

And then he slid it into her mouth, and a
moment later, straight down her throat!

Samantha had a moment to gape at it in
disbelief, realize what it was, be amazed at how big it was (though
not as big as McGregor!) and then it pushed deep into her throat!
She gurgled and twisted helplessly, but he held her easily in place
as he pushed it all the way in until the round 'testicles' were
pressed against her chin!

“Get used to deep throating, slave girl.
You'll be doing it a lot. That's what sex slaves do, after all.
I'll want to demonstrate how good you are to all my buddies when
they come over.”

His words were so crazy she didn't even take
them seriously! Especially since most of her attention was on the
thick silicone cock filling her throat and her inability to
breath!

But they were so dirty that they sent a hot,
bright flare of thrilled, outraged disbelief through her already
dazed mind.

He pulled the thing out completely and she
coughed and gulped in air, moaning as she drew in ragged
breaths.

“You'll become a pro,” he said. “Known far
and wide as the fellatio queen of New York.”

His words were so absurd! And then he fed the
thing back into her mouth and throat and she gurgled and trembled
and shook helplessly. This time he pumped it slowly up and down in
her throat, and she struggled to cope with this!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Suck that cock, slave girl,” he ordered.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You know you love cocks.”

Crack!

“Don't you?”

Crack!

He pulled it out and Samantha coughed and
gasped for breath, red-faced.

“Tell me you love cocks, slave girl.”

She drew in deep, ragged breaths.

Crack!

“Say it.”

Crack!

“Oh!! Please!”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I-I love... love... c-cocks!” she
moaned.

It was dirty, and she hated saying dirty
things! But her bottom was sore and burning hot!

Besides, she had a lot more occupying her
mind than the propriety of her language..

“Do you really love cocks?”

She gurgled as he fed the thing deep into her
throat once more, and pumped it in and out.

“Because I fan shove this up your pussy
instead of having you swallow it. Would you like that, slave
girl?”

She gurgled helplessly, and then he slid it
out of her throat and mouth and she gasped for breath again.

“Tell me you love cock,” he said.

Crack!

“I-I... l-love... co-cock!” she gasped.

He shifted the dildo, or vibrator, or
whatever it was, to his other hand, and Samantha gasped and
shuddered as she felt it rubbing up and down along her sex. Her
hips ground back involuntarily as she sucked in air.

“Would you like this in your pussy, slave
girl?”

“Y-Yes!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say yes master, slave girl.”

“Yes, Master!”

She moaned as the head pushed slowly through
the mouth of her sex, stretching her open!

“Tell me you love cock,” he ordered.

“I-I... I love... cock!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Master,” he said. “Now try again.

It felt so... frustrating to have the thing
just inside her! She wanted it deep! She needed it to be pushed
DEEP!

“Please! I love cock, Master!” she
moaned.

The thing pushed several inches deeper and
her hips jerked back convulsively.

“Beg me to fuck you!”

Samantha whimpered.

“Beg, sex slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

The thing pushed so deep she cried out, her
head jerking up and back again! And then the vibrator part began to
buzz against her clitoris and her cries grew more intense! She felt
his big hand slide down and grip her throat from the front, and her
eyes bulged even as he began to ground the vibrator balls against
her!

Samantha screamed as another, even more
massive orgasm tore through her body and mind! Her head felt like
it was going to literally explode as her hips jerked back
violently! She couldn't breath, but didn't care! Her entire body
was vibrating in tune with the machine jammed against her sex, and
she was sure she was going insane with the overload of
sensation!

Rapture!

For only the second time in her life – and
the second time in two days – Samantha was transported to another
world, another universe, where nothing mattered and nothing lived
but the tidal wave of sensations swamping her mind!

Even the prospect of dying from lack of air
wasn't really a concern, not if doing anything about it might
lessen the intensity of the sensations she was drowning in.

She felt... boneless, as the orgasm finally
faded. She was gulping in ragged breaths of air, but didn't
remember him slackening his grip around her neck. Nor did she care.
She was only half-conscious, the intensity of the sensations having
flayed her mind.

He dumped her onto the floor and then stood
up. He was gripping her hair, and only that prevented her from
falling on her face on the floor.

She groaned weakly as he tilted her head
back. Then his cock slid into her mouth and plunged deep into her
throat.

That … ached, but she wasn't really paying a
lot of attention. Her eyes sought to focus as he pumped slowly in
and out, pulling her lips all the way down to the base of his shaft
repeatedly, then pulling it back.

She stared at the gleaming shaft
indifferently, not really understanding it or what was happening,
still too shell-shocked. She gurgled weakly as it moved in and out
of her throat, and gasped for breath as he pulled it free.

Then he pulled her down onto her belly on the
rug. She coughed and realized she was drooling. She licked her
lips, her mind starting to rouse again as he lifted her hips high
and spread her legs apart. She felt the... the thing in her bottom
being pulled free.

Then something else pushed against her,
something thicker. It stretched her out and then pushed
remorselessly down into her belly as she groaned and trembled.
It... ached, but she didn't quite understand why or what... and
then, slowly, she did.

She stared at the rug her chin was resting
against, and her mind concentrated on the sensations coming from
behind her and inside her, and she knew it was him, pushing his
monster cock into her body.

But... it was the wrong orifice, she thought
in confusion.

Her mind wakened further, and she blinked her
eyes, gasping at the ache, at the cramps starting to roll through
her abdomen as McGregor forced his thick cock even deeper into her
body.

He's sodomizing me, she thought in surprise
and confusion.

It didn't hurt as much as she thought it
would. In fact, it hardly hurt at all. It just... ached. There was
a tremendous sense of fullness, and it felt very strange and
unfamiliar as he moved slowly in and out of her.

He drew back, and then pushed into her sex.
Though he didn't feel as thick there. He slid deep, and then... and
then he pushed back into her bottom again! Even while he was still
in her vagina! Samantha was confused!

She felt a buzzing against her, and her
muscles began to spasm. Her knees wouldn't hold her up and she fell
flat on the floor, moaning and trembling.

She felt him spreading her legs wider. His
big cock continued to thrust into her bottom, pushing deep with
every stroke. But he was still in her... no! It was the other... it
was the... the dildo! She shuddered at how full she felt! And then
the vibrator thing, which she was pressing down against, began to
make her entire body shake and tremble again.

Another orgasm tore through her, but this
wasn't as powerful as the others. It was, nevertheless, intense,
and her hips bucked as she gurgled and moaned and cried out.

The orgasm faded faster than the others, but
then, it rose again, only seconds later, and she cried out again,
her body trembling as the sensations flooded through her. It eased,
and then rose again! And again!

His hips were slapping against her buttocks
as he plunged into her bottom repeatedly, and then his huge body
came down atop her, his lips chewing on the nape of her neck, one
hand forced under her chest to maul her breast as his hips
continued to rise and fall.

And the orgasms continued to ripple through
her body.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


“Th-this is... s-silly!” Samantha gulped.

“Do you want a spanking, slave girl?”

Samantha flushed. “No, Master,” she said
meekly.

He had untied her wrists, but instead, had
her put studded leather bands around them. Then he had her put on a
similar studded leather collar around her neck. Now she sat
awkwardly on a hard-backed chair, her legs spread wide, her wrists
up behind her neck – for the wrist bands were attached, somehow to
the back of her collar.

She was, moreover, impaled on the dildo he
had used to drive her insane. The vibrator function was turned off,
but it was certainly pressed against her as she sat there in
this... obscene... position.

He sat comfortably on the sofa before her,
sometimes watching her, sometimes watching the TV. He was watching
her closely enough, however, that any time her rigid back softened
its position, or her elbows came forward, he would bark at her to
resume her position.

“I think someone should to a sculpture of you
like this. Life sized, of course. It could go into the Brooklyn
Gallery.”

She flushed at the suggestion.

He seemed to be casually checking his phone,
but then he brought it up, and before she understood his intent, it
flashed.

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped, as she realized he'd
taken her picture!

He pulled up the picture and turned it so she
could look.

“What do you think?”

“Delete it!”

“Slave girls don't give orders,” he said.

“But – !”

“And you forgot to say master. Do you want a
spanking?”

“What if someone sees it!?” she whined?

“Well, if it's a woman she'll be jealous,
unless she's a lesbian. If it's a man, he'll get an erection, and
wish he could get his hands on you. You're a pretty fucking hot
looking sex machine, baby.”

Samantha flushed again.

“I'm a school teacher!” she exclaimed. “If
pictures like that get out I'll be fired!”

“Then they better not get out,” he said.

“But – !”

She gasped as the vibrator came on! She
jerked her eyes down at it in shock, and then up at him.

McGregor grinned at her and held up a small
plastic remote.

“Want to come again, sex slave?”

“No!” she moaned.

Samantha felt all wrung out, exhausted, her
muscles aching, inside and out, from all the twisting and spasming
they'd undergone!

“Then just ignore it.”

She couldn't, of course, and her body,
already gripped with heat, began to burn anew.

“Please... master!” she moaned.

“Hmm. Would you rather suck my cock
instead?”

“Yes! Yes, master!”

“Beg me to let you suck my cock, slave girl,”
he said in amusement.

“Please may I... suck your... cock, Master!?”
she moaned.

He pursed his lips and shook his head. “You
didn't sound very enthusiastic at all. Maybe you'd like me to fuck
your ass for you. Is that it? Beg me to fuck your ass.”

“Oh, please!” she moaned.

“I didn't hear the rest of it.”

“Please … please... fuck my ass, Master!” she
blurted.

“Stand up, turn around, and put yourself face
first on that big ottoman there.”

Moaning, she obeyed. The dildo didn't slide
out of her, but at least the pressure on the vibrator part, the
pretend testicles, eased off, so that the vibrations were less
intense.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” she moaned.

“Legs spread wider, raise your ass
higher.”

Gasping, she pulled her belly in tighter
against her thighs, trembling.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!”

“Now that is one gorgeous sight,” he
said.

“Fuck! You got that right!”

The strange voice didn't, at first, impact on
the trembling girl. When it did she squealed in shocked surprise,
and jerked her head up and around to see the one who called himself
Cooper standing in the doorway of McGregor's apartment, staring at
her!

She screamed and literally fell off the
ottoman, the dildo sliding free of her body as she twisted herself
away from him to lay curled up with her back to him on the floor,
her knees drawn up to help hide her breasts, and her feet pulled
back to hide her groin.

“Did I interrupt something important?” Cooper
asked.

I was just training my new sex slave here,”
McGregor said.

“She don't seem to be very well trained.”

“Well, fuck, it's early days, man.”

McGregor got up and walked forward, gripped
Samantha's hair behind her neck, and yanked.

She squealed, her legs and feet flailing as
they automatically tried to support her weight to ease the pain to
her scalp, and was pulled to her feet, then swung around to face
Cooper.

“Have you two met?” he asked.

Samantha's face was beet-red as she found
herself standing naked before the man! Her wrists were still locked
to the back of the collar McGregor had put on her, and by pulling
back on her hair he forced her chest out.

“Saw her earlier but we didn't talk much,”
Cooper said, his eyes racing over her displayed body.

“Pretty nice, huh?”

“Gorgeous. Great tits.”

“Yeah..”

McGregor reached his hand around and casually
squeezed her right breast.

“She's pretty fucking responsive too. Comes
like crazy.”

“Lucky you, man.”

“Yeah, but she's disobedient, too. I told her
to stay on the chair.

He swung her around and slapped her bottom
stingingly, and Samantha squealed, her hips lurching forward.

“Now you have to kneel in the corner like the
bad little slave girl you are,” he said sternly.

He marched her to the corner of the room and
forced her onto her knees, then pressed her face into the
corner.

“You kneel silently and contemplate your
disobedience.”

Samantha was too mortified to even speak! She
certainly wasn't going to oppose kneeling in the corner since that
at least kept her burning face, not to mention her naked body –
except for her bottom – away from Cooper's eyes!

Now the men were talking about the
renovations in her apartment. As casually as if she wasn't naked
and tied up in the corner! She was simultaneously outraged,
humiliated, and miffed that they could treat such a stunning event
so casually!

“... so tomorrow I'll sand it and then we can
put the toilet, tub and cabinet in,” Cooper was saying.

“Excellent. I want this done fast. Don't want
to inconvenience the tenant any more than necessary.”

Cooper chuckled. “The tenant kneeling with
her nose to the corner?”

“No, that's the slave girl. They're two
different people.”

“Man, if there's two of those I want
one!”

McGregor chuckled. “You and I are two
different people too. We're firefighters, but also landlords and
property owners. You just have to keep the notions separate.”

“I suppose so. Otherwise I'd have to yank her
up over my shoulder and haul her out of here.”

“To save her?”

“Or something.”

The two men chuckled.

“Well, her face was burning pretty bad
there,” Cooper said.

“Her butt is gonna be burning when I'm done
with her. She's gotta learn obedience.”

The level of outrageousness was jaw dropping
to Samantha! Her mind spun as she knelt in place! Her breasts were
pressed firmly into the corner walls on either side, and she kept
her elbows way back, not to push them out but to allow her to hide
the front of her body more deeply in the corner!

Although she conceded that made little sense
given Cooper had already seen her completely naked.

Why hadn't McGregor locked his door!?

Because... he had no need to, she realized.
The outer door was locked, after all, and it wasn't like he was
afraid of someone breaking in and attacking him.

Nor did he apparently have the least care
that someone might see her in such a horribly embarrassing,
compromising position! Had Cooper heard her begging him to fuck her
ass!?

She cringed even more at the thought, fresh
heat flooding through her face. And, she reminded herself, her
bottom was what he could see of her! No doubt he could tell that...
thing was in her bottom too! The butt-plug!

She cringed again!

“Then we start work on the basement
apartment?”

“There some more work I want to do upstairs
first,” McGregor said, “including plastering and painting in the
bedroom and living room, and a new sink and counter top in the
kitchen.”

The two men wandered over to the kitchen and
McGregor got the other man a beer. Unfortunately for Samantha the
kitchen only had a small island dividing it from the rest of the
apartment, and they could still see her clearly.

Worse, they returned and sat down on the
sofa, and began to discuss the game that was on TV!

Samantha fumed! She shouldn't stand for this!
She should immediately and loudly demand he untie her and give her
her clothing!

But the idea of even speaking, which would
draw Cooper's full attention to her again, was daunting. She would
much prefer waiting for him to leave and then confronting
McGregor.

But they were trying her patience! Here she
was naked and tied up and kneeling in the corner like some... child
being punished, and they were talking about the new quarterback for
the Rams!

It wasn't that Samantha wanted them to be
paying more attention to her – exactly – but she had become quite
used to the idea she was a very attractive young woman, and that
she was the constant subject of male attention. She had done her
best to dissuade that attention for years. Now here she was
completely naked and they were ignoring her!

It was... insulting!

She was also gradually coming to terms with
the fact Cooper had seen her naked, had seen her on that dildo, had
probably heard her begging him to sodomize her in obscene language.
She was coming to terms with the fact he must think she was some
kind of slut.

Well... well, so what!? What did his opinion
matter!? She barely knew him! And he didn't know anyone who knew
her anyway, so it wasn't like she had to fear his gossip!

But if she moved, she would expose her
breasts, and worse! And coming to terms with Cooper having seen her
naked didn't necessarily mean she was ready to turn around and let
him look at her again!

“You know, she has a nice back too,” Cooper
said out of the blue.

“She does, yes. Nice clean lines.”

Samantha flushed, but some part of her was
not displeased, even though she remained embarrassed and
indignant.

“Right down to that tiny waist and then those
hips.”

“And that ass,” McGregor said.

Samantha blushed anew.

“You're both disgusting!” she finally
exclaimed.

“Really? Why? Because we're heterosexual men
and find your naked body beautiful?”

“Because you... you tied me up!” she
blurted.

“No, I didn't. You put the collar and
restraints on yourself.”

“You...! I... that wasn't... you...” she
sputtered.

“Your slave girl seems upset,” Cooper
said.

“Well, ya know. These slaves are often uppity
when they start out. That's why they need to get spanked a
lot.”

Samantha bit her lip angrily, both
embarrassed and indignant. He kept calling her a slave girl in
front of Cooper! And with this collar and bands she could hardly
deny that she... was a pervert! No doubt he would see her as one! A
pervert and a slut!

No wonder he wasn't exactly treating her with
respect! And she could hardly blame him!

“I am not a slave girl!” she exclaimed, her
face still in the corner.

“Sure look like one to me,” Cooper said.

“We were... playing a game!” she blurted.

“You think we were playing a game,”
McGregor snorted.

He and Cooper laughed softly.

Samantha tightened her lips in annoyance, but
felt a flitter of uncertainty. Certainly it was a game. Wasn't it?
He couldn't possibly think she was going to be his 'slave girl' for
real! Could he!?

“You should remove these and give me
something to wear!” she gulped.

“Why on earth would I do that? You look
gorgeous naked.”

“I second that,” Cooper said.

Once again, Samantha wasn't exactly
displeased by the assessment, but she still blushed and felt
indignant.

But confused.

It was absolutely wrong for men to make
comments about her body! On the other hand, she had already... made
love... with McGregor so... he probably wasn't out of line. And she
could hardly blame Cooper given she was naked!

“You're taking advantage of me being... tied
up!”

“I'd like to take advantage of more than
that,” Cooper said.

She gulped and flushed again as McGregor
chuckled.

What if they... what if Cooper... what if...
surely they wouldn't...!

She felt her chest tighten with anxiety and a flutter of nervous
tension made her stomach churn!

What if McGregor let Cooper... do things to
her!?

She was hardly in a position to resist!

But no, McGregor wouldn't do that, not if she
refused. Not if she put up a fuss. She was fairly sure of
that...

But she wouldn't put it past him to let the
man see her naked again! Or humiliate her further as a joke! Men
were all pigs and he was an especially big pig!

But she was surprised to find the idea of
that was not all that terrible a thing. He had already seen her
naked, after all, seen her in as humiliating and obscene a
situation as she could imagine. So she had surprisingly little fear
of him seeing her naked again.

There were strange, dark tides moving in the
back of her mind, however. Samantha had been privately proud of her
body for many years, comparing it to those she saw on TV and in
magazines with a degree of delight she always felt somewhat guilty
over. She was supposed to be proud of her mind and her personality
and her intelligence and accomplishments, not her naked body and
how sexy it was!

But she was, despite herself, proud of how
sexy she was, even though she did her best to hide both her body
and her pride in it, for dignity's sake. Few people had seen her
naked, and none had seen her completely naked under bright lights
other than McGregor. And now Cooper.

Even the men she'd had sex with had done so
with her partially clothed in a car, on a single bed in a darkened
dorm room, at a summer cabin while skinny-dipping at night, and in
one case on a bearskin rug in front of a fireplace – with the
lights off, of course.

Now Cooper was the second man to see her
completely utterly naked under bright light, and some part of her
felt strangely liberated. And also secretly delighted at being able
to show off her body without being accused of doing so. Without
being accused of flaunting herself, of taking pride in her body
when she wasn't supposed to.

“You're both pigs!” she gulped.

One of them made oinking sounds.

“How would you like to be tied up naked and
have strangers come and look at you and make lewd comments!?”

“Well, it depends,” Cooper said. “Are they
hot, sexy women? Because I don't think I'd mind, then.”

“And Cooper is a hot sexy man,” McGregor
teased.

“Damn right I am,” Cooper said.

“I don't think so!” she shot back.

“Ha. I bet I could make you come with one
finger.”

Samantha blushed and bit her tongue.

“One finger?” McGregor said.

“One finger.”

“The one between your legs.”

“Very funny. This one.”

“Want me to take that finger off?”

“Okay, this one then.”

“You probably have a tiny penis!” she
said.

“Your slave girl keeps insulting me,” Cooper
said.

“Yeah, she's gonna get a spanking for
that.”

Samantha licked her lips. “You wouldn't
dare!”

“Think so?”

A moment later he gripped the back of her
collar and yanked her to her feet. Samantha squealed but she was
unprepared – not to mention ill-equipped – to resist as he lifted
her in his arms like a baby and effortlessly carried her back to
the sofa!

He sat down, with her across his lap, and
Samantha's face burned hotly! She scrambled to turn away, which
simply aided his effort to roll her onto her belly and place her
there with her bottom raised directly over his lap.

“Don't you dare!” she squealed.

Crack!

“Ow! Liam!”

Crack!

“Bad slave girl,” he said mildly.

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!” she cried.

“Are you going to apologize for insulting my
guest?”

Crack!

“Ow! He deserves to be insulted!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Ow!” she squealed.

Samantha wriggled and twisted, but was
essentially helpless! For one thing, if she actually succeeded in
pulling herself off his lap she'd then be exposed to Cooper's
gaze!

Of course, he'd already seen her when he
entered, and then again, for a few seconds, when McGregor carried
her back and sat down with her on his lap... but even so she felt
the lifelong instinctive need to hide her assets from his gaze.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Please!” she cried.

“Please what?”

“Please stop... hitting me!”

Crack!

“That's not the words you use.”

Crack!

“Ow! What words!?” she cried.

“Please master.”

“You're a pervert!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Argh! Liam!”

“Master,” he said. “Now are you ready to
apologize for insulting my guest?”

Samantha's bottom was stinging and hot! But
she was also feeling a strange, swirling sense of breathless heat
inside her, as well. This was soooo perverted and outrageous! And
Cooper was watching it! Watching her! Naked! Getting spanked!

“All right!” she cried.

His hand stopped spanking, and rested on her
buttocks, caressing and kneading them softly.

“Go ahead, slave girl.”

He was so outrageous!

“I... I... I'm sorry!” She gulped.

“Sorry for what?” McGregor said.

She gasped as his hand slid up and down
between her buttocks, his fingers pushing downward between her
thighs and his hand forcing her thighs slightly further apart so
that his fingers could stroke along her sex!

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

“You prefer more spanking?”

His hand pulled back.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! No! Stop!” she gasped.

“Okay. Now apologize properly to Mister
Cooper.”

This was an impossible situation! Samantha
was breathless, her heart was pounding, her face was flaming and...
and she was feeling even more swirling sensations in her lower
belly. And as she felt McGregor's fingers slide down along her sex
again she realized that she was feeling incredibly hyper-sensitive
down there, the sensations bubbling up through her body as his
fingers lightly caressed her.

“I'm sorry... Mister Cooper!” She gulped.

“Look at him when you apologize.”

She gasped as he wound her hair around his
left fist and tugged, lifting her face up off the sofa so that she
was facing a grinning Cooper sitting at the other end. Her face
reddened at his lustful, hungry and amused gaze.

Especially since McGregor's fingers rubbed
her a little harder, and one eased in between the swollen lips of
her sex and drove several inches deep into her startlingly moist
interior.

“I-I...I'm...s-sorry, Mister Cooper!” she
gasped.

“For insulting you,” McGregor prodded.

“For insulting you,” she said
breathlessly.

“And being a naughty little slave girl.”

Samantha moaned, and then gasped as his
finger moved inside her!

“Say it, slave girl.”

“F-For... for being a naughty slave girl!”
She moaned.

“And for saying he has a tiny penis.”

She flushed, and rolled her eyes, finding it
very hard to meet his gaze!

“For saying you have a tiny penis!” She
gulped.

“Not good enough,” Cooper said, scowling at
her now. “You hurt my penis's feelings. You need to apologize to my
penis.”

McGregor laughed while Samantha blushed.

“Your penis probably has more brains than you
do!” she exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don't! Please!” she yelped.

“Apologize to Mister Cooper.”

There was something very strange happening
within her, Samantha realized. Her embarrassment was softened,
though still present, but an odd, heady sense of sexual tension and
heat was rising within her, billowing up through her chest to make
her feel increasingly light-headed. Her nipples, she knew, were
rock hard against the leather of the sofa, and when McGregor thrust
his finger into her again she felt a deep, thick liquid heat oozing
through her body!

The truth was Cooper was a handsome man, more
handsome than McGregor, though in more of a cuter as opposed to the
ruggedly handsome sort of way of McGregor. And while he wasn't as
powerfully built as McGregor he was still a strong, athletic man.
Being exposed before his eyes was mortifying, in a way, but also
deliciously exciting, in an exhibitionistic sense she wasn't really
aware she even possessed.

Especially since she couldn't be blamed for
doing it! It was all McGregor's fault, his doing, him making her be
naked in front of the man! It wasn't like she was showing herself
off willingly!

McGregor tumbled her off his lap and onto her
knees on the floor! Then, he slid her across the rug so she was
kneeling in front of Cooper!

Naked!

She dropped her eyes, face hot.

“Now apologize to Mister Cooper,” McGregor
said. “While on your knees. Beg his forgiveness.”

“I won't!” she gulped, face down.

“How about I make you a deal, slave girl?”
Cooper said in amusement. “You don't have to apologize, and Liam
will undo those restraints and let you put some clothes on. If I
can't make you have an orgasm... with one finger.”

“Don't be ridiculous!” she exclaimed.

“How many minutes does the slave girl have to
hold out against your mighty finger?” McGregor asked in
amusement.

“Well, we want to be fair. Say ten
minutes?”

“Let's say five.”

Cooper snorted. I can do five.”

“I didn't say you could touch me!” she
gulped, still looking down.

“Okay, then apologize to my penis.”

She flushed anew! “I will not!”

“Wait a second. What happens if you succeed
in making her come with just your finger?”

“Then she has to apologize to my penis in a
more personal way.”

Samantha felt a rush of something dark and
heady that made her lower body throb powerfully!

“An er, oral apology would be appropriate,”
McGregor said.

Cooper laughed. Samantha blushed
again!
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McGregor got up and shoved the coffee table
back, then gripped the back of Samantha's collar and pulled her
back a couple of feet so that she knelt in front of the sofa!

“Oh!” she yelped as he jerked back on her
hair.

“Back arched. Sit on your heels!” he
barked.

Moaning, she settled on her heels, back
arched, face hot as she arched her back right in front of Cooper!
She saw McGregor move in front of her, then his big hands came down
to grip her legs just above the knees and force them apart.

Way apart!

“Now you don't move and we'll see if Cooper
can make you climax in five minutes flat with just one finger,” he
said.

“Oh! Wait!” she squealed.

“Would you rather apologize to his
penis?”

Samantha's mind was swirling wildly! She had
somehow staked her pride on refusing to issue a silly apology to
Cooper's penis rather than anything else! How had she done that!?
But alongside that she felt a deep, powerful sense of sexual
electricity gripping her now. Her body and mind were becoming
charged up with a thrilled sense of excitement, and she had no
interest in halting things!

As long as they didn't think she was doing
this willingly, of course! That was important!

“Y-You're both filthy perverts!” she
blurted.

“Okay.”

“If you think this disgusting man can make me
have an orgasm within five minutes you're out of your mind!”

“Well, then, let me add to the gamble. If he
can't, then you get a new rental agreement after the renos and at
the same price.”

Samantha's mind wasn't functioning very well,
but she understood the import of what he was suggesting. If the
agreement was signed after the capital improvements then her rent
couldn't be easily raised, even by a new buyer...!

“I... you … he can't... Y-You're both
perverts!”

“You said that already. Now don't move.”

He moved back and she blushed hotly.

“Head back!” he barked.

Gulping, she obeyed.

This was sooo outrageous! She was kneeling
naked in front of them with her knees apart and her back arched!
Her skin was flushed from her scalp to her belly!

Cooper just sat where he was and looked at
her. “Wow,” he said. “What a knockout!”

“Yeah, isn't she,” McGregor said as he sat
down next to him.

He pulled out his phone and pulled up the
clock application. “Okay, I'm setting this to five minutes. It will
start as soon as you bring out that magic finger. And not the one
between your legs.”

Cooper snorted in amusement.

Samantha knelt, trembling, chest rising and
falling rapidly, eyes wide, heart pounding.

Cooper examined his fingers, then held up his
right hand, and then his index finger.

“This one, I think,” he said.

He slid forward off the sofa and then knelt
in front of her.

Samantha dropped her face again.

“Elbows back! Don't make me spank you, slave
girl,” McGregor said.

Samantha obeyed, pulse racing.

Then Cooper reached out with his finger, and
placed it against her... lips.

“Timer started,” McGregor said.

Samantha looked down at his finger as it
lightly caressed her lips, then dipped into her mouth.

She jerked her head away instinctively!

“Timer stopped. I'll reset it. You aren't
allowed to move, slave girl. That's the agreement.”

I didn't agree to anything, she thought
wildly.

But she held herself still as Cooper's finger
caressed her lower lip then dipped inside her mouth! She flushed
even more as it pumped in and out of her mouth, slowly, caressing
her tongue. Then he slid it out and shifted on his knees, going
around behind her.

Samantha's eyes rolled, trying to see what he
was doing, but she could see nothing without turning her head! She
felt his finger, then, as his hand moved up beneath her hair. It
started just beneath the collar, and then slid slowly downward
along her spine.

What was he doing, she thought wildly.

His finger caressed her spine, sliding up and
down, moving lower and lower. She cringed as it passed her waist
and she felt it at the round little base of the... thing McGregor
had pushed into her bottom! It tapped lightly on it, then slid up
along her spine again even as he moved further around her.

His finger slid slowly up her hip, up along
her ribs, rubbing gently, and then... it was at her breast! It
rubbed lightly up and down against the side of her breast. The
sensations should not have been as intense as they were, but she
was crackling with sexual electricity and... he was touching her
bare breast!

He shifted further around in front of her and
his finger stroked along her lips again then into her mouth. It
pumped slowly in and out in a way which made her face burn, for its
implication was sooo obvious!

It pulled out and then was on her nipple,
rubbing it, rubbing up and down, then from side to side! Her nipple
was hard and tingling, and it throbbed and burned as his finger
stroked it. It moved back into her mouth, sliding through her lips,
and up and down along her tongue.

He dropped to his knees before her, gazing up
and down her body lustfully, and Samantha trembled at the hunger in
his eyes.

Why am I doing this? she thought
wildly. I'm naked and kneeling here while this man I don't even
know ogles me and paws my body! This is insane!

She was desperately embarrassed, uneasy,
anxious, and thrumming with a dark, sensual heat that made her
bones feel like they were softening!

He pulled his finger free, and she gasped
helplessly as it alighted on her clitoris, rubbing against her,
first slowly, up and down, then more aggressively, from side to
side! It slid down and between the lips of her sex, then penetrated
her, pushing up inside and wriggling around, rubbing against the
front wall of her sex.

“Found her G-spot yet?” he said, startling
her.

“Haven't needed to spend a lot of time
looking,” McGregor replied. “She's so fucking responsive she comes
if you breath on her.”

“I do not!” she gasped, red-faced.

He snorted in amusement.

“It's usually two to three inches up the
front wall, right?”

“Rumor says,” McGregor said, burping just
before taking a drink of beer.

Samantha felt her face heating even further
as Cooper's finger moved within her, rubbing and pressing and
searching out wherever this 'g-spot' might be! She had vaguely
heard of it, though she'd spent little time looking into such
things. Nor had she spent an awful lot of time exploring that
particular part of her anatomy.

But now, as his finger rubbed at the front
wall of her sex she thought she did indeed feel a strange fluttery
sensation growing there, a sensation which deepened and melded with
the wild, dark heat already gripping her, intensifying both!

“Ride my finger, baby,” Cooper whispered. “Do
it. Ride up and down.”

Samantha jerked her head from side to side,
jaw clenched, refusing to show any response!

“You know you want to. You know you want
something big inside you,” he said. “You know you want a big fat,
hard cock to slide deep into this hot, tight little pussy of
yours.”

His finger was, instead of pumping in and
out, rubbing against the front wall of her sex, and Samantha felt
the sensations growing, and the heat beating at her mind. It was
melting away her fears and inhibitions, and pushing aside the
normal concerns she had over protecting her dignity and pride.

Her hips were jerking spastically, though she
halted her motions the instant she became away of them.

Cooper drew his finger out of her and rubbed
it against her clitoris instead, fast, firm motions from side to
side that forced Samantha's mouth wide as she gasped helplessly and
whimpered in denial. The heat was rapidly becoming a fever, and
when he stopped rubbing her clitoris and slid the tip of his finger
inside her she felt herself pushing down against it.

“That's it, you hot little slave girl, ride
my finger,” he growled.

Whimpering, Samantha began to do so, stopped,
then continued, stopped, then gave a half sob and began to ride him
desperately.

“Do you want more than one finger inside you?
Just say so, baby.”

“Y-Yes!” she cried.

“Na, she has to come with just one finger,”
McGregor said.

“Well then, I'll wait until you come. Come
for us, baby. Come on my finger,” Cooper said.

He rubbed her clitoris again, faster, harder,
and the heat exploded within Samantha. She cried out helplessly,
her hips bucking violently against his fingers as her back arched.
She cried out again, the pleasure swamping her mind as he shifted
his fingers, one, two, then three thrusting up inside her while his
thumb stroked even harder against her clitoris.

The orgasm redoubled in strength, and
Samantha cried out again, riding desperately as his three big
fingers plunged up into her sodden depths and his other hand rose
to roughly grope her breast.

“Hot little slut!” he growled.

“You just realizing that now?” McGregor asked
in amusement.

Cooper let her sink onto his fingers with a
final groan, her eyes slitted as she trembled and gulped in air,
then slid his fingers out of her, reached up and gripped her hair,
and pushed the three slick fingers into her mouth.

Samantha's eyes fluttered open and she moaned
as she looked up at him, feeling a hot rush of shame.

“Suck. Suck and lick them,” he ordered.

And there was no doubt it was an order.

Dazed, she obeyed, only belatedly realizing
these were the fingers he'd had inside her!

But he held her hair firmly and she gasped as
he jerked on them to reinforce his orders. She licked hesitantly at
his fingers as they slid slowly in and out between her lips.

Then he drew them out and stepped back,
pulling at her hair, forcing her to scramble forward on her knees,
gasping at the painful pull on her scalp. She noted McGregor
looking on in amusement as Cooper sat down on the sofa next to him
and unzipped his jeans.

He was fully erect, and had no underwear on.
He pulled his cock out and guided her mouth onto it, bending her
over, and Samantha dazedly accepted, her lips sliding over the head
and down the shaft.

He wasn't as big as McGregor, but the other
man was a monster. He was still quite big enough. In fact, she
would have been mildly startled at the size if she hadn't seen and
felt McGregor's first.

Now her lips slid down, down, down, and she
only gurgled a little as the head pushed into her throat, his hand
pushing remorselessly down until her lips were locked around the
base of his shaft.

“Girls like this should have a cock in their
mouth all the time,” Cooper said.

“I hear ya,” McGregor replied.

Samantha simply lay there, her breasts
pillowed out against the sofa, her eyes glassy, her lips pressed
against the man's groin, his cock throbbing in her throat. He had
to pull on her hair to draw her back up and off, and only then did
she instinctively recall that she needed to breath, and gulp in
air.

Then it was down his shaft again. The only
difference being that this time big hands gripped her hips and then
lifted them into the air, swinging her around until she was on her
knees on the sofa. Cooper could more easily fondle her breasts now,
and she felt fingers at her sex which must, she knew, be
McGregor.

They slid into her, bigger, longer, thicker
than his friend, and she shuddered as they pushed deep, then sought
out that same G-spot the other had found. Meanwhile, his thumb
stroked her clitoris, while his other hand gripped the base of the
butt-plug and slowly drew it out of her – then pushed it back in –
then drew it out – then pushed it back in.

She was definitely going out of her mind, she
thought, dazedly.

The heat and wildfire sexual hunger began to
build up again, rapidly, and got worse as her mind cleared
somewhat. The orgasm she'd experienced had been a powerful blast to
her mind, but now she felt herself recovering, even as the heat
rose anew.

And then the men gripped her body and moved
her again, re-positioning her so that she straddled Cooper's
lap.

But I can't! I barely know him! she
thought anxiously.

But her limbs felt weak, rubbery, and her
wrists remained locked behind her neck as she felt the slick hard
cock pushing against her. She shuddered as it rubbed firmly up and
down along the line of her sex, and when it found the angle she
moaned helplessly and forced herself down on it!

She felt a wild hot rush of gratification as
she felt that thick cock pushing up into her body. Even while one
part of her mind wailed at how immoral this was another part of it
wanted to shout “Yes!”

She shuddered and gave a half sob, sinking
down all the way, feeling a sense of glorious rightness as his cock
filled her! She wallowed in that sense of penetration even as he
gripped her slender ribs to tilt her forward and then began to suck
and lick at her right nipple.

Crack!

“Ride that cock, slave girl,” McGregor
ordered.

Crack!

She gasped at the second sharp slap to her
bottom, lifting herself up, then sinking down again, lifting
herself up and sinking down, breathlessly riding him as he shifted
from one breast to the other and back again!

She felt McGregor's fingers at that butt-plug
again, sliding it out and then pushing it back, then sliding it out
again. The heat flared hotter, closing around her mind and she
wallowed in it, hardly caring what else happened!

Then she felt pressure against her back
opening, felt it mount, making her ache. And slowly, something
pushed into her, something thicker than the plug, but softer and
warmer. She cried out as something jerked back on her hair, and
then one of McGregor's big hands enveloped her left breast.

“You were born to be a sex slave, baby!” he
growled.

She felt the thing pushing deeper into her
bottom, and belatedly understood it had to be McGregor! His big
cock was slowly pushing up into her belly to join the one she was
already impaled upon! She felt a sense of astonishment and wonder.
She had been so sheltered in much of her life it had not even
really occurred to her that two men might take her
simultaneously!

She gurgled and shuddered, feeling his cock
push deeper and deeper, even as someone's finger began to rub her
clitoris. She whimpered, overwhelmed by the storm of emotion, heat
and pleasure.

“Ride my cock, sex slave,” Cooper growled,
sucking and chewing at her breast!

McGregor's lips were at the nape of her neck,
and Samantha's eyes rolled back in her head as Cooper thrust up
into her and then McGregor drove his cock into her ass to the
balls. She ached with the incredible fullness within her, but it
was a dark, seething, sensuous ache that sent hot flaring bursts of
energy through her body and mind.

Another orgasm took her, even more powerful
than the first. She screamed, driving herself down frantically onto
Cooper's cock as McGregor began to pump into her from behind.

It was the most incredible thing she'd ever
felt! Having two men inside her at once! She was gripped by shocked
wonder at it as the pleasure howled within her, and she continued
to cry out as the orgasm went on and on, overloading her nervous
system and mind.

The men's hands were all over her soft,
tender flesh while their hard, masculine bodies crushed her between
them. Growling and cursing like animals, they ravaged her,
thrusting and groping and pawing and manhandling her as she drowned
in sensation and heat.

They shifted around on the sofa, so Cooper
lay lengthwise. That allowed them to bend her forward more, and
gave McGregor a better ability to thrust himself into her ass. They
continued to call her a sex slave, and to use her like one! It was
madness, but pumped a thrilling sense of darkly erotic heat through
her mind.

Another orgasm, and then another tore through
her, battering at her mind, exhausting her body, and finally both
of them emptied themselves inside her aching belly.

Not that they were done with their 'sex
slave'.

Her wrists were, at least, unlinked from the
collar, and allowed to come back around behind her to be locked
together again at the small of her back. Then the two men amused
themselves, while watching the football game and drinking beer and
talking about work, by fondling her body.

She spent some minutes, belly down across
Cooper's lap while his hands caressed and stroked and fingered her
– then McGregor came back from the bathroom and she was shifted to
the same position across his lap while he did the same.

His fondling came with more teasing than
merely physical.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
ordered.

Samantha bit her lower lip uncertainty.

Crack!

“Ow!'

“Say it.”

“I-I'm your sex slave!” she gulped.

Crack!

“You forgot to say master.”

Cooper chuckled.

Crack!

“Try again, slave.”

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“Slaves don't give orders. Now say it.”

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

Crack!

“Louder, slave.”

“Ow! I'm your sex slave, Master!”

He had two big fingers inside her, and was
rubbing that same slightly rough spot on her vaginal wall as his
other hand kneaded her buttocks. That was making her breathless
again, and sending bright flashes of sensation and heat spiraling
through her body.

He lifted her onto Cooper's lap and Cooper
ran his hands over her, kneading her breast and buttocks, then
sliding his fingers inside her. She moaned as he pushed three of
them deep, using his thumb to rub her clitoris.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
ordered.

“I-I thought I was his sex slave,” she
groaned weakly.

Crack!

“Are you disobeying my order?”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she gasped.

“That's more like it. No one likes a
disobedient sex slave.”

McGregor chuckled.

“Say you're a nymphomaniac,” Cooper
ordered.

“I-I'm a nymphomaniac,” she gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say master.”

“I'm a nymphomaniac, Master!”

She was passed back to McGregor, panting and
moaning, and his fingers pushed into her, making her hips grind and
roll back against him.

“Say please give me more cock,” McGregor
ordered.

Cooper laughed.

“Yeah, say that.”

Crack!

“P-Please give me some more... c-cock,
Master!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Put more emotion into it, slave!”

“Please give me more cock, Master!”

This was humiliating! This was degrading! A
part of Samantha was horrified by what she was saying and doing!
But that part of her had little control as heat swept through
her.

“Please give me more cock, Master!” she
moaned.

Then she was across Cooper's lap again, only
this time face up. He gripped her hair, raising her into a sitting
position, but forcing her back to arch.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Panting, gasping for breath, she did, and his
fingers pushed into her again, thrusting and stroking as his thumb
ground against her clitoris.

The orgasm tore through her and she cried
out, hips bucking violently out against his fingers as she gave
herself to the storm of pleasure. It was too wonderful to care
about how she looked, about dignity and pride! The pleasure
consumed her and she surrendered joyfully to it.

Then she was back on McGregor's lap again,
moaning dazedly as his hands caressed and stroked her. She had no
idea why her body continued to burn so hotly. Until McGregor she
had always been quite certain that a climax marked the end of such
sexual hunger. No longer.

McGregor roused her to a fever pitch again,
but this time set her on the floor. He unlocked her restraints from
one another and handed her a large dildo.

“There's the cock you've been begging for,
sex slave,” he said. “Use it.”

The hunger was intoxicating, and Samantha
raised her knees, her feet flat on the floor, then spread them wide
to either side as she rubbed the head of the dildo up and down
against her swollen, overheated sex. She shuddered, knowing how
wrong it was, but could not stop herself from plunging it deep into
her body.

From that point on little mattered but the
desperate need consuming her. She plunged the dildo in and out,
gasping and moaning, rubbing her clitoris. It felt good, but it was
the two men watching her which battered away at her sanity. For as
filled with heat as she might be, she was still aware she was
masturbating – in front of two men!

The orgasm washed over her in waves, and she
screamed wildly as she drove the dildo into herself with desperate
need, sobbing breathlessly as her mind spun and shattered.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Cooper went home, leaving her alone with
McGregor, who had fastened her wrists together behind her back
again after she had exhausted herself with the dildo.

“I'm hungry,” she said.

He raised his eyebrow and she flushed.

“I'm hungry, Master,” she said, eyes
downcast.

“That's not the way slaves talk. If you want
some food, beg for it.”

She looked up and him and frowned
unhappily.

“Or get a slap.”

“May I have some food, oh glorious master?”
she asked.

He rolled her over.

“Oh! I was just asking!”

Crack!

“That's not the way to ask, slave girl.”

“But I'm hungry!”

Crack!

“Ow!

“Ask nicely.”

“Please may I have some food, Master!?” she
exclaimed.

“That's better.”

He got up and went into the kitchen, and she
got up and followed after him.

“What do you have?' she asked.

Crack!

“Ow! Liam!'

Crack!

“Master Liam!”

“That'll do.”

“What do you have to eat, Master Liam?” she
asked, trying to rub her stinging bottom with her hands – and
failing since they were bound together just above her buttocks.

“The better question would be what do I
intend feeding my slave girl,” he said. “As your master I decide
what you eat.”

“That's so... sexist!”

He snorted.

“Could I please have a salad, please, Master
Liam?”

“You used up a lot of energy in all those
orgasms, slave girl. I think you need something more solid.”

Which meant a steak, and when she protested
he went and got what looked like a small red ball with leather
straps. He tilted her head back, and pushed the ball into her
mouth, though it was clearly too big! Still, most of it fit, even
though she could not again close her jaws afterwards. He drew a
narrow strap around her head and fastened it in place, then had her
kneel.

This is soooo crazy! she thought
wildly, rolling her eyes downward to try and examine the part of
the ball which pushed out of her mouth.

It's sick! And perverted! And kinky!

And also intensely thrilling!

She had to sit on her heels – with her knees
spread, while he put together the evening meal, which was steaks.
When he'd done most of the work he gripped her collar and had her
knee-walk back over to the sofa, then kneel again, knees spread,
shoulders back, while he continued to watch the game. Or was it
another game?

He took a phone call from someone named
Peter, and discussed a job of some kind, then another phone call –
from his mother! She wondered if the woman had any idea that her
precious baby boy was sitting across from a poor helpless naked
woman he was using as a sex slave!

Then she wondered if her own family could
have had any idea of the sort of filthy things she'd been getting
up to lately!

When the steaks were ready he got up and then
brought them back to eat on the sofa, setting the plate on the
coffee table. He pushed the table off to one side, however, so only
the extreme right side of it was before him.

Samantha knelt on the floor just next to it,
watching him eat and feeling her mouth watering. In fact, it had
been salivating anyway around the ball thing he'd stuck into it.
Probably because it held her jaw apart and prevented her from
closing her lips. But now that got quite a bit worse, for the steak
smelled delicious.

He cut a piece and popped it into his mouth,
chewing, and eyed her.

“Hungry, slave?”

She nodded her head rapidly.

“Would you like some?”

She glowered at him, but nodded her head.

“I'll feed you, but only if you behave. Will
you behave?”

She nodded her head.

“Will you be a good girl?”

She flushed and nodded.

“Will you obey your master?”

She felt a little flutter down low but
nodded.

Didn't he ever get tired of this game, she
wondered.

Then again, it still aroused her!

“I'll remove your gag, but you're not allowed
to talk. If you talk, the gag goes in and you don't get
dinner.”

She frowned, but when he removed the gag she
restrained herself – somehow – from saying something snippy.

He cut a piece of steak, then held it out to
her lips. She frowned, but leaned in a bit and took it off the
fork, chewing it hungrily.

He cut another piece for himself, then
another, then cut a second for her, and again held the fork out to
her. She delicately used her teeth to draw it off the fork, then
began to chew it as he snorted in amusement and cut himself
another. When it was time to cut her another piece, this time he
picked it up between his thumb and forefinger and held it out to
her.

Samantha hesitated, felt another little
flutter – stronger now – but leaned in and pulled it from his
fingers.

He did this again, and then again, and then
slid his fingers into her mouth, letting her suck the steak from
them.

“Close your lips,” he ordered.

She understood. The next time he placed the
food into her mouth she let her lips close around his fingers,
sucking them as he withdrew them.

The flutter down low grew in strength, and
began to spread out.

This is sick! she thought, but her
chest was tightening again.

He fed her like that. It was the strangest
meal Samantha had ever had in her life.

“Would you like a drink?” he asked.

She almost spoke, then nodded warily.

“Beer?”

She frowned at him and he laughed.

“Milk, I suppose.”

She nodded her head.

He got up and carried the dirty plates into
the kitchen, then opened the refrigerator while she knelt in
place.

When he returned, however, it was not with a
glass of milk in hand, but a baby bottle!

She stared at him and it, feeling a rush of
outrage. But it was an outrage which caused her a certain measure
of awe and sexual arousal.

He held the bottle and then let her suck on
the nipple, drinking it down.

Afterwards he brought her back to the living
room and sat her across his lap, casually caressing her as he
flicked through the channels to see what was on TV.

Samantha was busily thinking how she could
communicate with him without getting her bottom slapped, but
finally decided she could not. And slaps to the bottom were not
exactly debilitating. Nor did the sting last long.

“May I brush my teeth, Master?” she asked,
getting the words out in a rush.

He frowned at her and she braced herself.
Sure enough, he pushed her back, rolled her over, and slapped her
bottom several times sharply.

“I also need to mark some tests from school,
Master!” she exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and moaned, but he seemed content
to make his point with a few slaps. Then he lifted her into the air
and carried her across the apartment and into the bathroom, setting
her down on the counter. He opened a fresh toothbrush, peeling off
the plastic, then put toothpaste on it, and then... he slid it into
her mouth!

Samantha blinked in astonishment, yet her
surprise faded quickly. If he was going to brush her hair she
should not be surprised he would brush her teeth, she supposed.

He brushed her teeth thoroughly, then let her
stand and bend over the sink to rinse it out. He then applied
dental floss, and then brought her to the dining room and sat her
on a padded chair.

She spent the next hour and a half marking
tests. She still had the restraints on her wrists, but they had
been fastened together in front of her.

And the ball-gag inserted into her mouth
again!

It was... difficult to concentrate on her
marking. She felt a continuing sense of disbelief at finding
herself sitting naked in a man's apartment – a man she actually
hardly knew – with a ball gag in her mouth and restraints on her
wrists – not to mention this... this... butt-plug in her
bottom!

She had had sex with two men at the same
time! That was almost entirely unbelievable! The fact she hardly
knew either of them made it even worse! What had come over her!?
Why had she let her willpower and inhibitions collapse just because
Liam McGregor was so... big and... and handsome and... well,
hot!?

Surely she was better than some frippery girl
who did whatever a handsome man told her!

And yet this... relationship... was so darkly
thrilling, so deliciously exciting, despite the outrageousness of
what he was doing, that she found both her body and mind in a
continuing state of bubbling, simmering sexual... enthusiasm!

She wriggled her bottom a little, amazed, yet
again, at being willing to sit here naked and with this thing
inside her!

Especially since the only purpose of it was
to ready her bottom for sodomy at any time her so-called 'master'
wanted to plunge his big cock into her!

She'd never even let a man sodomize her
before! She'd made it perfectly clear to those foolish enough to
even suggest it that she found the act to be disgusting! Yet it
hadn't disgusted her when McGregor had done it. It had astonished
her, made her instinctively recoil, and yet it hadn't actually hurt
and it had felt... exotic. Not just exotic but strangely
exciting.

Perhaps because it signaled the very thing
she had always fought indignantly against – submitting to the
sexual will of a man!

Two of them at once! She still felt the heat
resonating through her body at the mere memory of having both men's
cocks driving up into her trembling body simultaneously! Her
previously prudish nature rebelled against such disgusting,
perverted sexual games!

But the incredible heat, passion, excitement
and pleasure which had gripped her entirely due to McGregor and his
outrageous games had brought out a dark, hidden side of her
personality. And that side of her wallowed in the thrill of it all,
in the bonfire of heat and excitement her life had previously
lacked.

It was troubling how he extended the game to
others without asking her, and even more that he seemed to feel no
compunction with striking her, with causing her pain in order to
force her to obey his will. But it wasn't like he'd actually harmed
her, nor even given her any bruises. And surely some amount of
'spanking' and the like was part of his silly sexual slavery
game.

She sucked and swallowed the saliva that kept
building up in her mouth. It was irritating, and mildly
embarrassing whenever any escaped. With the smooth ball filling her
mouth and her jaws held wide it seemed impossible to prevent a
buildup of moisture. And if she ignored it, especially while her
face was tilted down towards the papers on the table, that moisture
tended to escape around the ball.

Drooling on oneself does not make one sexy,
she thought in annoyance.

She gulped as he suddenly leaned over her
shoulder. He looked at the paper while his hand casually descended,
his fingers finding her clitoris. In response, her hands
instinctively drew in to grab at his wrist.

“Hands behind your neck,” he barked in that
harsh voice.

He used it when he was giving her an order,
and it never failed to startle her into obedience!

She gulped and drew her hands up and back
behind her head.

“Whenever I reach for you I want you to lean
back, spread your legs, and put your hands behind your neck, little
sex slave,” he said in a more normal voice.

That was sooo outrageous! Yet already her
pulse was racing as his fingers gently rubbed her clitoris.

“If you fail, I'll just have to punish you,”
he said.

He looked at the papers. “You're taking
forever to mark these. Stop daydreaming about Cooper's cock and get
to work.”

She flushed and looked up at him
indignantly.

He ignored her and moved away, and after a
few moments, she drew her arms down again, heart beating rapidly
and her chest tight.

Her nipples had instantly hardened again,
stiff and tingling.

She started in on the papers once again,
trying to keep her mind on her work, but it kept drifting back to
what had happened, and her eyes kept going over to him sitting
there, wondering what he'd do next.

She always dropped her eyes whenever he
looked up, and tried to focus on her work, but it was hard!

Then he caught her looking – not for the
first time, and got up. She dropped her eyes, working hard on the
tests, but he passed by her, much to her relief. He went into the
bedroom and she got a couple of tests done before he came back.

“Hands behind neck,” he barked in that
voice.

Gasping, she obeyed.

“I brought you something, little sex slave,”
he said.

She gulped, examining the thing in his hand.
It looked rather like two small, rounded cones placed end to end.
It started out narrow, got thicker and thicker towards the middle,
then thinner and thinner towards the end. It was perhaps six inches
in length in total. The end was on a flat base an inch wide and a
three inches long. And also on that base was a little ball the size
of a ping-pong ball.

She gasped as he gripped her hair and gently
forced her to rise several inches. He placed the object below her
and then lowered her.

Gulping, her heart thumping, Samantha felt
the narrow top of the double cones piercing her sex. She sank
slowly, anxiously down, feeling the object widen as it pushed into
her. It stretched her out when it reached the middle, making her
ache a bit, but then it began to narrow and the rest slipped up
into her as she sat down flat again.

The little ball was pressed firmly against
the top of her sex.

McGregor squatted behind her, and she felt
his fingers at the rear of the base, then he straightened and she
saw him unwinding an electrical plug off to the side, where he
plugged it into a socket.

The metal ball began to vibrate!

“Get back to work, slave girl,” he said.

He went back and sat down while Samantha
wriggled awkwardly on the thing inside her and moaned around the
ball gag. She felt a rising sense of anxiety. Her introduction to
vibrators had astonished her at the intensity of the raw sensations
which her body could be made to feel! Every time he used one it
made her want to scream!

Now she tried to ignore the one pressed
against her and mark tests – quickly!

I am not some... some whore who is a
captive to her genitals! she thought desperately.

She focused her attention on the tests,
determined to get through them and ignore her body! And it worked –
at first. She ruthlessly ignored the way the vibrator was buzzing
right up against her clitoris!

The way her clitoris began to vibrate in
tandem with the machine was harder to ignore, especially as it
began to spread out through her groin and up into her abdomen. She
could feel her nipples actually aching, and despite herself reached
a hand back to give her breast a squeeze and catch one of her
nipples between her thumb and forefinger, pinching it softly and
rolling it between them!

Focus! she ordered herself!

She finished the current test and pulled over
the next one, even as her body began to grind itself against the
thing below her. She stopped that the moment she realized, but it
quickly started again. Her nipples were sooo hard! Her breasts felt
hot and swollen! There was a moist heaviness in her lower body.

Her fingers were literally trembling as she
finished the last test! She gasped and leaned back, for that eased
the pressure of the little ball against her sex!

McGregor noticed.

“Finished?”

She nodded.

“Come here.”

She hesitated, then slowly stood up.

“Remove that.”

She gulped and slid the thing out, gasping as
the fat part spread the lips of her sex achingly wide.

She padded over to him and saw that he had
put the chair back in place, the one she'd been sitting on when
Cooper had arrived. The dildo was there, too, only this time it was
attached to a suction cup base.

“Sit down.”

Moaning low in her throat, she spread her
legs, sat back slowly, reached between her legs for the head of the
big dildo, and then slowly lowered herself until it was in contact
with her sex.

She was sopping, she realized, flushed.

She felt the head spreading her apart, wider
and wider, and as she was stretched she felt more excited, more
aroused. She shuddered as the thing entered her and then she
lowered herself slowly, moaning through the gag as it pushed up
through the soft folds of her flesh until, just as her buttocks
made contact with the chair, she felt the head push against the
back of her sex.

She moaned and squirmed, aching inside,
burning inside.

“Hands behind your neck,” he barked.

Gasping, she obeyed, arching her back without
being told.

“Legs spread.”

She obeyed, feeling another rush of heat.

“Gorgeous.”

She quivered as she sat displayed before
him.

“Now, here's what I want you to do. Are you
listening, slave girl?”

She gulped and nodded, trembling, flushed
with heat.

“I want to watch you masturbate.”

The very word jolted her and caused her heart
to skip a beat! She felt dazed by it!

“Ride up and down on that stiff cock, and rub
your swollen little clit while I watch.”

Samantha moaned helplessly, frozen,
trembling. She had used a dildo on herself while he and Cooper
watched, but... but... she couldn't do it again! She couldn't keep
doing such perverted, kinky things, putting on sexual displays for
him and others!

“Obey your master, sex slave.”

He leaned forward and his thumb began to rub
against her clitoris! The sensations flooded into her and Samantha
cried out, back arching sharply, her hips convulsively jerking
against his thumb!

He chuckled and drew back, and she gulped in
air, trying to regain control of her body.

“I know you want to come, little sex slave,”
he said. “The more you resist, the more powerful the urge will
become.”

He leaned over and his thumb pressed firmly
against her clitoris, but didn't move.

“And if you test my patience, why, I might
not let you come. I might tie you down with your legs spread and
not allow you to come again tonight.”

Samantha felt a burst of fear at the thought!
Yet fighting through the waves of heat was almost impossible. Her
hips ground against his thumb, but he drew it back with a
smile.

“Show me what a hungry little slut you are,
Samantha,” he said. “And show yourself.”

But she wasn't!

Samantha moaned, but when he casually leaned
in and rubbed her clitoris again her hips jerked against him. The
hunger and need was like a fever, drowning her in sensation and
desire and slowly wearing away at her sense of dignity and
pride.

He drew her joined wrists down and pressed
her own fingers against her clitoris, using them to rub
herself.

She was lost. Whimpering, moaning, she almost
didn't notice as he drew his fingers back. She continued to rub her
swollen, burning clitoris, and then began to ride up and down,
shuddering, glorying in the penetration. Riding up was nothing
special, but oh the wonder and glory and desperate pleasure of
sliding back down again and feeling that thick cock-like spear
thrusting deep into her belly!

She cried out as she rode, as she rubbed
herself, even as she both cringed and burned with excitement under
his eyes. He sat back, smiling, watching her, holding up his camera
to take video.

Samantha shuddered at the knowledge, at what
a disgusting, obscene performance she was putting on, at how it
might look on a screen. But she rode the dildo with more and more
desperation, rubbing herself furiously as the pleasure built up to
to the point she could not longer bear it.

She screamed as the orgasm lashed her senses,
screamed and arched her back, impaling herself on the big cock
again and again as she rubbed her clitoris with frantic excitement!
That she did so under his gaze added a dark, glittering excitement
to the already burning thrill, and she sobbed breathlessly, then
screamed again, her voice a long, gurgling wail of ecstasy as the
orgasm raged through her body and mind.
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McGregor strapped her wrists and ankles to
the four corners of his big bed, spreadeagled. He teased her, first
with a feather, lightly running it across her naked flesh, teasing
her erect nipples, caressing her taut breasts, sliding it up and
down her ribs to make her writhe and strain against the restraints,
and beg him to stop – through her ball-gag.

Then he lay between her splayed legs and
began to lick her there, his tongue stroking and massaging, his
lips sucking and kissing, his fingers probing within the heated
depths of her sex. Those depths became volcanic as her hips began
to roll in helpless passion, her back arching, her body
writhing.

He stopped, and plucked an ice-cube from a
glass, letting icy cold water drip slowly down on her nipples and
breasts and belly – and sex! Then the ice cubes themselves were
placed against her tender skin, slowly rubbing in circles around
her nipples, then across them, the icy cold droplets of water
trickling down the surface of her breasts onto her lower chest and
belly.

Then came the candles, and hot droplets of
wax pattering against her breasts, covering her nipples.

She writhed!

He licked her to the brink of orgasm again
but drew back.

Whimpering, moaning, trembling, she watched
him take out a metal tool, a pinwheel, which he rolled teasingly
across her body, along her ribs, over her breasts, across her
nipples once he'd plucked away the melted wax.

He pushed a dildo deep into her sex, pumping
it slowly, teasingly as his tongue ever so lightly flicked across
her clitoris.

Her hips began to buck frenziedly and he drew
back.

Then, with a grin, he tossed the dildo away,
dropped atop her, and drove his own thick cock deep into her belly.
Gripping her hair with almost savage force, he jerked her head up
and back and bit into the nape of her neck as he thrust into her
with brutal force and speed!

And Samantha came, howling, trembling and
shaking, twisting and screaming as her body and brain melted down
under the storm of raw, animal pleasure.

And as she went limp beneath him he drew
himself slowly out of her sodden depths, then picked up the feather
again.

He taunted and teased her repeatedly, driving
her to the edge, then back, and then, when she was quivering like a
plucked guitar string, he rammed himself into her, pounding her
into and through a violent orgasm a his heavy body crushed her
below him.

And again.

And again.

She slept with her wrists bound behind her, a
chain locking her collar to the headboard, but the gag, at last,
pulled free of her mouth.

And he slept beside her, or rather, behind
her, spooned against her, his groin pressed firmly against her bare
bottom, his arm around her, his hand gently cupping her breast.

*

The weekend was coming. Samantha was filled
with wary anticipation. What had McGregor planned for her!? The
previous night had been... insane! Yet she found herself, like an
addict who knew what he was doing was bad for her but could not
resist doing it, looking forward with a desperate eagerness to
feeling more of the same!

Every time she thought about the wild events
of the previous night she shuddered, and her nipples hardened. She
felt as if she were walking through a dream. Surely such
astonishing things could not happen in the bright light of a warm
September day!

She simply did not live in a world where such
things happened!

Yet McGregor did, and he had brought that
world into her life.

She wore a pleated, ankle length skirt, a
white blouse with collar buttoned to her neck, and a loose, pretty,
blue flowered vest. She looked like exactly what she was, a modest
schoolteacher. She certainly did not look like the kind of woman
who would ever consider engaging in such sordid things!

So who was the real her, she wondered; this,
or the howling slut of the previous night, riding a man's cock
while another plunged his up into her ass?

Her face heated at the very thought.

She felt the sexual tension building as the
day ended, as she headed for the bus, as she rode the subway, as
she made the final part of the journey. Her chest tightened and her
nipples hardened as she approached her house, and she had to fight
to steady herself as she walked up the stairs to the front
door.

She unlocked it, then, glancing anxiously at
the closed door to his apartment, walked up to hers.

The door was locked. She unlocked it, peering
in warily. There was no sound of construction, no sign of men being
present. She slipped into the apartment, and scurried to the
bathroom.

It was... beautiful!

It had been completely remade! It was bright,
clean, shiny and modern! It looked somewhat like McGregor's
apartment, except that there was a soaker tub instead of a big
shower. It was deep! She felt a sense of greedy anticipation at the
thought of soaking in it! The water would come up to her neck
without her even having to scrunch up!

She went into her bedroom and froze.

There, on the bed, she had made, was the
collar, restraints, ball gag and butt-plug she'd worn the other
day, along with a note.

Put them on and go into your living
room, it said.

She felt a surge of rebellion, of
indignation, but it melted under the sudden burst of excitement and
anticipation.

She stripped naked, hesitated, then had a
quick shower. She wanted to be clean for him!

With that done she hurriedly donned the
articles, blushing as she slowly worked the plug into her bottom.
Then, naked, she padded up the small hall and into the living
room.

There was a bar hanging from a chain which
was attached to her ceiling. She stared up at in confusion. The bar
was metal and perhaps three feet long. It had a thick ring at
either end. A note was taped to the bar.

Put the blindfold on, put your hands behind
your neck, spread your legs, arch your back, and wait.

God, the man had such a massive ego! Who was
he to give orders to her and expect her to simply do them!?

And yet, she did.

Heart pounding, she waited, and then waited,
and wondered how long she must wait. She became more indignant as
time passed, arguing with herself that she needed to show him her
independence by simply getting dressed and acting quite casual when
he showed up expecting her to be ready for him!

The front door opened and closed!

Her heart began to pound!

A hand was placed against her chest above her
breasts, a large, male hand. It moved slowly and smoothly down,
caressing her breasts, then down further, lower, until fingers were
rubbing at her clitoris. She was already wet, and moaned as a long
finger slid up inside her.

It drew back and then she felt hands on her
wrists, lifting them up. One was pulled to her left, and then after
a moment, stayed there. The other was pulled to her right, and she
knew that he was fastening the restraints to the bar!

She felt his hands at her ankles, and they
were spread a bit wider, forcing her up onto the balls of her feet.
Then as he let go she found her ankles locked in place!

She moaned, the dark heat washing over her as
her pulse raced.

“Sex slave,” he whispered, his breath warm
against her ear.

And then his fingers were at her sex, and his
tongue soon followed. She moaned and trembled as his tongue heated
her further, as his fingers slipped gently inside her, stroking her
to the point of orgasm before stopping.

The ball gag was unfastened and worked out of
her mouth.

“Are you my sex slave?” he demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

His hands slid over her body, slickly, and
she frowned at first, then realized he must have some kind of oil
on them. She shuddered as they moved over her breasts, so slick and
warm and sensuous!

And then she gasped aloud as a second pair of
hands moved over her back, just as slippery!

The were both here! OMG!

She whimpered as their hands moved slowly
over her naked, helpless body, hands which glided over her soft
skin, caressed her bared breasts, skimmed along the round curves of
her buttocks, and then... in between, rubbing her mons.

“Sex slave,” he said in her ear again.

She moaned and arched her back, heat
enveloping her.

Fingers pushed into her sex, deep, and then
drew out. She felt them caressing her lips and then sliding into
her mouth.

“Suck, little slave.”

She obeyed, whimpering, licking at his
fingers.

“Do you want a big cock inside your body,
slave?”

“Y-Yes!” she half sobbed.

She cried out as her hair was jerked back
sharply, making her scalp ache.

“You forgot to say master, sex slave.”

“Master!” she cried.

“Answer again, slut,” he growled.

“Yes, Master!”

“Tell me you want a big cock inside you.”

“I want a big cock inside me, Master!”

She felt a cock, then, big, hard, and jammed
into her bottom. It lay, pointed upward, between her buttocks, and
slid slowly up and down as he – or was it the other one – slowly
ground his pelvis into her!

“Which cock do you want inside you, ...
slut?” another voice whispered.

She shuddered.

“I... I... I don't care!” she moaned.

“Push your bottom back and raise it up,
slave,” McGregor growled.

She felt a cock push in between her thighs,
the head rubbing up and down, up and down, up and down against her
slick, slippery sex, pushing between the swollen lips to ride up
and down her hot pink furrow, and over her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she moaned.

“Beg for someone to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

The butt-plug was pulled out of her and she
felt someone's cock pushed in. It had to be McGregor! It was sooo
thick and long! She shuddered and felt the heat melting her mind as
it pushed deeper and deeper until it was high inside her. She felt
his balls pressed firmly into the underside of her buttocks as his
hands kneaded her breasts.

“Are you my slut?” McGregor growled.

“Yes, Master!”

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

“Who owns this body, slave?” he demanded.

Fingers rubbed gently at her clitoris.

“You do, Master!” she moaned.

“I do? Then I can do anything I want with it.
I can even let my friends use it. Isn't that right, slave?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

She felt an erect cock rubbing up and down
the furrow of her sex again, this time from the front, focusing on
her clitoris, rubbing at it.

And then the blindfold was removed.

She was looking, not at McGregor, but at the
third man, the Black man she had barely met. She couldn't even
recall his name! She had only seen him when he had helped McGregor
putting in the window!

Now he stood before her, not as big as him,
but powerfully built, and entirely naked. She gaped at him, shocked
nearly senseless.

“Tell me you want his hard cock up inside
you, slave,” McGregor demanded from behind her.

She was speechless!

She felt McGregor's cock beginning to move
inside her, pumping slowly in her ass. Her body trembled and she
whimpered as waves of heat rolled through her.

“Tell him, slave girl,” McGregor said.

“I-I... I... I do!” she cried.

She felt the man's cock pushing in against
her, slowly spreading the lips of her sex.

She jerked her head down and stared. It
wasn't... quite... as thick as McGregor,but was thicker than
Cooper! And now it slowly pushed up into her aching, burning body
as she felt her limbs melting!

The two men used her slowly, their hands and
lips sliding over her slick body as their big cocks moved into her
with long, slow strokes.

Until the orgasm took her. Then they thrust
into her hard and fast as she screamed and howled through the
shattering waves of pleasure.

They continued, slowing, kissing and
caressing her. The black man – Diego, she remembered now, reached
up and gripped her by the throat, causing her eyes to bulge.

“Are you my bitch?” he demanded in a low
growl.

His grip eased.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she whimpered.

“Beg me to fuck you, bitch.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

She writhed and twisted and screamed trough a
second orgasm.

And only after it relented and she hung limp
between them, dazed and almost drooling, did she notice Cooper off
to the side, holding up a video camera.

She whimpered and moaned, but the heat surged
up again.

*

It was a night that was even more shocking
than the previous two! She came again and again! After they had
both spent themselves in her trembling body, McGregor had whipped
her! Whipped her! Oh, it was a little whip, one of those play
things. It had long, very thin, light leather strips which cracked
against her back and buttocks, and even her breasts!

But they hadn't stung much... much. After a
number of blows, of course, her skin had turned pink, and begun to
feel sore and tender, and so they had hurt a little more. But the
heat and excitement were too intense to really care.

She crawled before them. She masturbated
while the three looked on! Even Cooper with his video camera!

She knelt before all three, sucking their
cocks in turn while they formed a close semi-circle before her. And
then she rode McGregor's cock while Diego plunged himself into her
ass and Cooper pushed himself down her throat.

She had more orgasms that evening than she
could possibly keep track of, and they all left her utterly
exhausted, physically, spiritually and emotionally.

And every night thereafter, one of them would
show up at her door. She would be prepared, naked, collared,
gagged, and kneeling before the door, hands behind her neck, back
arched, waiting.

And then she would do... whatever they
ordered. And the dark, burning heat would settle on her mind and
body, and an evening of desperate pleasure and passion would drive
her into feverish hunger and multiple orgasms.

It was a shocking double life for a
respectable schoolteacher. Certainly no one at work would have
possibly guessed, not in their wildest imagination, about the sort
of life she now lived at home. It was a life which grew
progressively more shocking and outrageous as the men tested her
limits, bent them and then pushed them back again and again.

To Samantha it was simply a wild thrill-ride
of indescribable pleasure and wanton passion, of heat, and
excitement which she reveled in. And slowly, the notion that it was
a game began to fade away, becoming a puzzling thought which only
occasionally occurred to her before being dismissed.

Why would she want to rebel against all of
this, she thought. Assert her independence and return to her
previous dull, drab, boring life? The very idea was absurd.

If this sort of life required she be a sex
slave, then that was what she would be.

And so she was.
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	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













