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		Chapter 1 – Fucking up

		

		“So, Drew, tell me: Why do you want to work here?” The guy who I hoped would be my future boss looked at me, but there was no curiousness either on his face or in his voice. He must have asked that question just to see me squirm, and squirm I did. I mean, hell, what reason does a twenty four years old girl with a more or less decent education have to become a stripper? The need to show her tits and ass to every passing guy? An overwhelming desire to be looked down upon by society in general and everybody who knows about her job in particular? No, of course not. There’s just one reason: Money.

		Yeah, I admit it. I needed money, desperately so. And lots of it, too. Much more than I could ever hope to earn with a normal eight-to-five job. Not that I have a normal job, beware. I was just kicked out of my last because I came too late for work one time too many. Great, Drew! Fucking great!

		And on top of that I’d been stupid, extremely stupid. I tried not to think of the evening it all started, but it was no use, I’ve been thinking about it almost all the time. Well, to be honest, it probably didn’t start on that particular evening but 24 years earlier, on the day when I was born. At least that’s what my parents keep telling me, that I’ve always been a troublemaker right from the start. But that’s another story.

		

		That evening. Shit. It started like so many evenings before, a couple of friends going for a drink after work. Later we ate pasta in some new fancy Italian restaurant, I drank too much Chianti and when I asked if anyone wanted to go to some club to dance they all looked at their watches and said they had to get going soon. I just laughed at them all and told them it’s a goddamn Friday and they could sleep when they’re dead and that was the first time I realized that I probably should go easy on the wine. Just to make that point I emptied my glass and shrugged into my jacket, determined to go to a club all by myself and find me some company for the night. That’s when I thought of Miki, a guy I had seen a couple of times before and who I knew was interested in me.

		I called him. He was just about to head out for a poker game, but said that he wouldn’t mind having a drink with me first and so we met fifteen minutes later at a bar and he ordered some colorful drinks that cost too much and didn’t contain enough booze. Still, it was good talking to him and it was good to see him looking at me the way guys look at a girl they want to screw. Not that I wanted to go to bed with him, but I could tell him that later, or just let him drop whenever I wanted. For the time being, it felt good to have him around.

		

		“Come to the poker, Drew. I know you’ll bring me luck,” he suddenly said, leaning in to me, his lips almost brushing my neck. I wasn’t too fond of the idea, to hang around at some place, being his mascot or lucky charm or whatever, probably with a room full of leering guys I’ve never seen before.

		“Nah, it’s too boring to watch a couple of guys playing a card game,” I said and he made a pleading face and said ‘pretty please?’ and laughed that boyish laugh that never fails to get my knees all mellow. The idea was still stupid but by then I was drunk enough to find even stupid ideas appealing and so I put my hand on his chest, batted my lashes and said that if he would win he owed me big time.

		

		He just grinned in response, drew an arm around my shoulder, put a couple of bills on the counter and steered me out of the bar and to his car. On the drive to wherever that poker party was supposed to be, he kept touching my leg whenever he shifted gears and I was quite surprised myself that my leg stayed put. He told me some story that happened when he last played poker but I didn’t listen to his words, just made the right noises at the right time to give him the impression that actually I did follow his story. Instead, I was thinking of his cock and whether he was good in bed and that if I didn’t find some other guy at that poker game I should maybe take him home or let him take me home. When we finally arrived at our destination I thought I could just as well check out the goods first, slid off the chair and kneeled on the floor, the gearshift poking in my belly as I undid his trousers and took out his cock. He gasped when I touched his balls and the moment I licked the underside of the tip of his penis he already came. Some of his cum landed in my mouth, some on my face, which I didn’t like at all. I looked up at him and even in the dim light of the car I could see that he was getting beet red.

		

		“Fuck,” was all he said. I agreed silently and couldn’t completely suppress a giggle. Then I wiped my face and said everything a good girl would say in such a moment, but me being anything but a good girl it didn’t sound too convincing and even if it had there was still the fact that I had giggled. Guys don’t like it when a girl giggles about their sexual performance.

		So in the end I stopped telling him anything and said that he either should bring me home now or take me up to that poker party. He hesitated for a moment, then he got out, walked around the car, opened the door for me and we went up.

		There were five guys sitting at a table with stacks of colorful chips in front of them. It had been some time since I had played poker but I still knew the basics about it. I said that I wouldn’t be playing, that I was just here to bring Miki luck or something to that effect and then I headed to the kitchen and got everybody a beer, slumped on a sofa for some time, drank more beer, occasionally said something but all in all I just busied myself getting wasted. Eventually one of the guys said something in regard to my legs, Miki made some guy’s joke about girls going down on guys in the car and I heard myself ask him whether he enjoyed his two seconds of glory today or did he usually come in his trousers?

		

		The room fell silent, then he got up, flushed and angry, while his mates chuckled and laughed. “Watch out, you twat!” he spat at me and left in a hurry. I couldn’t care less, stood up myself, asked the guys if they wanted another beer but the owner of the place said that it was time to switch to whiskey and brought a bottle and six glasses.

		I sat down on the chair Miki had just vacated, emptied my whiskey and started to play. I had a pair of Queens and that was enough to win the first round and there was a stack of chips in front of me and then I won again and the stack was quite big but then I started to lose and the stack got smaller and smaller.

		Then I don’t remember too much anymore, just bits and pieces. Somebody said something about nine thousand dollars someone owed him, there was a guy driving me home, me sitting in the passenger seat with my head lolling from side to side, concentrating on not puking then the guy felt me up but probably thought he’d better not try to fuck me lest I vomit all over him and his upholstery and finally a lot of fumbling for the keys to get in my tiny apartment.

		

		When I woke up I had the mother of all hangovers. I pulled the covers over my head to block out the harsh light and hoped that a heart attack or an errant lightning stroke would end my misery, but of course nothing happened and eventually I managed to go to the bathroom and step into the shower. I stood with my mouth open, drinking, while I let the water hit my face and shoulders until it turned cold. I made a pot of coffee, opened the fridge, got out the last yoghurt, discovered that it was covered with white felt and settled for a couple of stale crackers I found in the cupboard.

		The hot coffee scorched my lips and tongue and I was glad about that, at least it made me forget the hammering in my head for a minute. Pieces of last night came back, I remembered that I had been pretty nasty with Miki, but couldn’t recall what it had been about exactly. A number kept popping into my mind, nine thousand dollars. Could it be that I had lost that much money? No, that was impossible. It was just some fun, some gambling among friends. Except that none of them was my friend. It didn’t matter too much, I didn’t have the money anyway, I was barely able to pay all the bills, let alone put much to the side.

		

		Monday and Tuesday I went to work as usual, nothing special happened and I didn’t mess up anything. I’m a tailor in a little business that caters to the needs of the rich and wealthy, but the business wasn’t running too well, my salary was meager and the work crap. All those rich bitches thinking they’re so much better than everybody else just because they had married some guy with money were a constant annoyance. What I really would have liked to do was designing my own fashion. Robes, evening gowns, dresses; my head was full of ideas and I had a huge folder full of drawings and a couple of dresses I tailored a couple of years ago still hung in the closet at my parent’s house. But for that I needed money which I didn’t have.

		I was tired when I got home on Tuesday, was longing for a hot bath, a pizza and a book in bed. I let myself into my small apartment, threw the bag in a corner, shrugged out of my jacket and went to the kitchen to get a beer. When I closed the fridge and turned around there was this guy standing in the doorframe. The bottle shattered on the floor, my socks were soaked with beer while I gaped at him. He looked exactly like the guy I didn’t want to have in my flat. Shaved head, bulging eyes, a couple of scars, tattoos on his neck. And he reeked of beer and cigarettes.

		“What! ... Get out!” I finally managed to say.

		All he did was take a step forward which in the small room meant that he was now standing only a few inches in front of me. Then he pushed me aside, opened the fridge and took a beer. He opened it using his teeth, stepped back and leaned against the doorframe. After a long swig from the bottle he wiped his mouth and burped loudly.

		

		“You owe Vic nine thousand dollars, babe.” Aww fuck! So I remembered correctly. Well, I didn’t have the money.

		“What? That stupid card game? That was just fun, wasn’t it?” I said, having found my composure again.

		“No, it wasn’t, bitch.”

		“Well, now what? I don’t have the money.”

		“You get the money, you pay. Simple as that,” he snarled. From somewhere a switchblade appeared in his hand and I almost wetted my panties but he merely started to pick at the dirt under his nails.

		“But ... I ...” I didn’t know what to say. All I could do was stare at the knife in his hands.

		“No but. You pay. Next time I come around it’s ten thousand.” He emptied the bottle and let it fall to the floor, then he took a felt pen from his pocket and wrote a number on the kitchen door before he left. I sank on a chair, my knees still shaky and thought about where to get that much money on such short notice. But it was useless. The only people I knew who had that kind of money where the customers I worked for and they probably would rather chop off their hand than lend me 9000 $. At long last I got up and cleaned the mess on the floor.

		

		He came around again the following Monday. I was finally doing all the dishes that had piled up over the course of several days when the bell rang. I thought it might be Lucy who had phoned earlier and said that she maybe would pop over for a glass of wine later in the evening. But it was the Nazi again. This time he pushed me back as soon as I opened the door. I staggered back until I hit the wall and watched him coming towards me. He stood in front of me, his sour breath in my face.

		“I come to collect the money. It’s ten now.” 

		“Get out!” I shouted, but he merely put his forearm across my chest and pressed me against the wall.

		“Shut up, bitch. Vic wants his money. Now!”

		Tears welled up in my eyes and I quickly blinked them away. He was hurting me and I feared that it might get much worse yet.

		“I don’t have the money, I swear.”

		“Bitch, did I ask you whether you have it? No, I tell you to pay it. Every time I have to pay you a visit it’s thousand dollars more.” He let go of me, walked into the small living room and stood on the rug I had placed there to conceal a dark stain on the wooden floor. I watched in horror as he unzipped his pants, took out his dick and pissed on the rug. He packed his cock in his jeans while he walked back, stopped in front of me again and squeezed my tit.

		“Nice legs and tits, bitch. Would be a shame if something happened to them.” He left me standing there, trembling with fear, anger and disgust, and slammed the door shut behind him. I ran to the sink and threw violently up, then I rolled the rug into a bundle and ran down to the garbage bins to get rid of it.

		Back in the flat I paced around, kicking furniture, shouting, cursing myself, Vic, Miki, just about everybody that came to my mind. At long last I calmed down a bit and noticed the phone number on the kitchen door. I had to call Vic and tell him that it all had been a mistake- that I had just been drunk and hadn’t known what I was doing.

		I picked up the phone and quickly punched in the numbers. 

		“Uh huh.” The voice on the other end sounded bored.

		“Err, hello, is this Victor?”

		“Who’s asking?”

		“I’m Drew Palmer; I need to talk to Victor.”

		“A lot of people need to talk to him, most never do,” he responded, still bored.

		“But ... it’s urgent. Please?”

		There was a short silence, then he said, “honey, cut the crap and pay your debts. That freak visiting you is one day going to get annoyed having to get out there. And believe me, babe, you don’t want him to get annoyed.”

		There was a click on the line and I felt my insides turn to lead and tears running down my cheeks. The mere thought of the Nazi touching me again made me want to puke. I needed that money. I had to come up with 10’000 $ and it had to be fast. But nothing on Earth could stop me from being stupid in the meantime, so I donned a coat and went to the pub to get drunk.

		

		The next morning I came late for work again and was immediately called to the boss’ office.

		“Drew, pack your belongings and leave.”

		“But ...”

		“No but. We’ve gone through this before and I warned you that next time you show up late for work you’re fired. Today was next time. You’re fired!”

		She scribbled something on a check, slid it across the desk and resumed whatever she was doing before I came into her office.

		“Bitch,” I said under my breath when I looked at the check. It would buy me food for a week and pay last month’s rent, if I was lucky and went easy on the drinking. I gathered my personal stuff, packed it all in a paper bag and went to cash the check. For once I was smart enough not to spend the money on booze, but I think that was only because I still had a slight hangover and because it was only ten in the morning.

		

		Instead I went to a café, to drink a tea and read the newspaper. Although reading is the wrong expression, I was merely leafing through it, glancing at nothing in particular and had reached the pages with the ads for porn and strip clubs. “Looking for girls. Extraordinary payment!” caught my eyes. There was a name of a club; “BottomsUp”, which I thought was at least a funny name for a strip joint, and a phone number which I didn’t call. I wasn’t ready to become a stripper, not yet anyway, but the thought came back to my mind many times that day. Every time I thought about it I was less repulsed by the idea of working as a stripper. I had never had a problem with being looked at. After all, I had repeatedly won the unofficial ‘who’s wearing the shortest miniskirt’-contest in high school. And it would pay good, hopefully good enough to pay all my debts. The thought of the Nazi showing up again and doing something ugly with that switchblade made me shiver and planted a leaden weight in my guts.

		

		The next day I called the BottomsUp and got an appointment on the same day with Boris Schroder, the boss and uber-pimp or whatever the owner of a strip joint is called. I invested some of my last money on a haircut, bought a pair of nice stay ups and spent most of the afternoon in the bathroom shaving and applying makeup and all that crap. Finally I walked back to my bedroom to look at myself in the large mirror. I stand 1.74 meters and weigh 58 kg. I’m not skinny but rather slim. Willowy is what some people call it. My wavy chestnut hair falls between my shoulder blades; my legs are long and shapely but could do with a little bit more exercise. But what makes guys look at me twice are my eyes. They are big, dark brown and framed by extra long lashes, which I know to put to good use. My nose is also big and slightly crooked, but I’ve gone through so much teasing as a teenager because of it that I’ve actually begun to see it as a trade mark of mine. A long gone boyfriend said once that I had the nicest curved lips he ever saw, but he didn’t know shit about women in general so I doubt his opinion should be taken into account. My skin is quite dark, courtesy of one of my Italian ancestors. All in all, I don’t think I’m what people call a stunner, but still rather pretty. I guessed I looked good enough to be a stripper and I figured that the guys would mostly look at my tits and crotch anyway.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2 – BottomsUp

		

		But being rather pretty didn’t help me a lot now. I was standing in front of a desk with the owner of a sex club on the other side asking me why I wanted to become a stripper. Despite my clothes, the stockings I had bought, high heels and a simple, although quite short, black dress, I felt naked, exposed and vulnerable.

		“Hello? Drew?”

		“Uh oh, excuse me,” I jolted when I got aware that I’ve been lost in thoughts. “I need money. That’s all.” I looked at Boris but cast away my eyes quickly. I heard him chuckle.

		“Honey, you better forget modesty if you want to work here.” 

		I looked at him and managed a smile. He looked not how I had imagined a pimp. Sand brown, short cropped hair, an oval face with grey eyes and a hint of crow’s feet along with quite large ears made him look more like an accountant than the owner of a sex club. He didn’t wear gold chains nor did he sport a mustache. But he looked fit. I guessed he worked out at least a couple of times a week. He wore a white shirt and denims. 

		He didn’t smile back, though. Instead, he got up and walked to the back of the spacious office on the second floor of an old industrial building turned into a sex club. “Strip,” he said over his shoulders as he bent down and opened a small fridge in the corner.

		

		Strip. Duh. Right, what else? I guess if I were the owner or manager of a strip joint I’d want to see a prospective stripper naked myself too before I employed her. Still, the command took me rather by surprise. But I didn’t hesitate long, pulled the black dress over my head and threw it on the chair where I had put my coat and bag earlier. Then I unclasped the bra and stood there waiting, felt the cool air on my breasts, felt my nipples responding to the sensation and watched Boris fill two glasses with mineral water. He turned around and stopped.

		“C’mon, honey, I told you to strip. If I’d wanted to see your thong I’d told you to show me your panties.” I felt myself blushing. Not that I have too much of a problem being naked in the presence of a man, but usually I’m not the only one getting undressed. He watched me intently now as I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my thong and pushed it down, over the knees and stepped out of them. Then I felt a boldness growing inside me and I struck my chest out, cocked my hip and made a small step sideways, thus allowing him a good direct look at my pussy.

		“Hmm, yeah, very nice,” he said, staring at my tits and then between my legs.

		“Thank you, sir.” I blushed some more with the compliment. He put down one of the glasses on the table, took a sip from the other and started to circle me. I felt his eyes on my body, examining me, but for once it didn’t annoy me. Quite to the contrary, I got aware of that familiar tingling feeling between my legs and when he stepped closer I smelled his after shave and felt the warmth of his body on my back and the tingling intensified.

		I hoped for a second that he would push me against his desk and take me from behind. I was surprised at my own reaction, I usually liked to be in control of such situations, but here I would have willingly conceded every control. Maybe it was him, maybe it was the place or the fact that I was about to become a stripper, a thought that had me quite excited since I made the decision.

		

		I didn’t know, didn’t care, all I know is that I held my breath while he ran a finger through my hair. Then he let it run downwards along my spine, leaving a trail of goose bumps. I got aware of my heavy breathing and although I kept looking straight ahead and didn’t see his expression I was sure he heard it too. His finger reached the small of my back, trailed the curve of my left butt cheek.

		“You have a very nice butt, Drew,” he finally said, resting his hand on it.

		When I didn’t respond he continued; “OK honey, when do you want to start?”

		Relief washed over me. I was really glad to be given the chance to become a stripper. Silly, eh? But I figured it was the only chance to get out of my troubles. Little did I know at that moment that soon I’d be in much deeper shit.

		“As soon as possible, sir,” I whispered hoarsely, then yelped when he slapped my butt and walked briskly to the desk and sat on the edge.
“Perfect.” He planted his hands behind him and leaned back. “Show me you’re ready.”

		

		What? How? I was confused, what did he want from me? I looked at him, tried to read his expression, but there was no expression to read. He must be a good poker player. I had thought I had the job as a stripper and didn’t want to fuck it all up at the last moment.

		At last I just asked him. “I beg your pardon, sir. What do you want from me?”

		“A blowjob, honey. Fellatio, suck my dick, call it whatever you like.”

		I felt myself get angry. Suck him off? The fuck I would. I don’t suck guys because they tell me to, I suck guys because I want to. I glared at him. “Do all your strippers have to suck you off before they get a job here?” I demanded angrily.

		Boris looked at me for a moment, and then burst out laughing. “I like you, babe. You really thought I’m hiring you as a stripper?”

		Of course I had. The ad I’d seen had been amongst other ads for strip clubs, so I assumed this was one too. Which led to the next question: If this wasn’t a strip joint, then what was it? A whorehouse?

		

		“Yes,” I answered in a low tone, because I felt insecure and small.

		“Well, that was wrong. I wouldn’t pay you that much money just to wiggle your tits and ass in front of some horny dudes.” He apparently enjoyed the situation. “Now you got one minute to get down on your knees and give me the best blowjob you’ve ever given anyone in your life or stop wasting my time and get the hell out of here.”

		Great. I had thought my life had been at an all time low when that pisser had pissed on my rug. But today I was faced with the choice of either becoming a whore and earn some money or probably be cut up by the skinhead the next time he came around. However I decided, I was fucked either way. Ok, it was more than just some money, the pay was real good, that much was true. But still, the thought of every scumbag and loser sticking his dick inside me made me shiver.

		Boris glanced at his watch. “Ten seconds left.”

		

		With a deep sigh and tears in my eyes I took a step forward and opened his fly. His cock was already half erect when I got it out. He probably got horny by seeing me squirm, the bastard. I closed my eyes and started to kiss and lick him, wrapped my lips closely around the shaft while stroking his balls. At least he was clean and his cock didn’t stink, but I still didn’t enjoy too much what I was doing. My head bobbed up and down and I knew I was doing well when I heard his moans and groans. 

		“Look him in his eyes.” Startled because I hadn’t heard anyone enter the room I turned my head without letting go of the cock in my mouth. A blonde in a skimpy tunica had entered the room and was looking down at me with a smile on her face. Although I wasn’t used to suck cock with an audience and felt more than a bit uncomfortable with her standing there I proceeded, looking up at Boris, feeling his dick starting to twitch.

		The woman walked up to Boris, stood beside him, laid her arm around him and looked down at me. “Yes, like this. Look at them as if you enjoy it immensely.”

		

		Enjoy it, right. It was indeed a very enjoyable experience to be forced to suck cock just to be given the chance to be a whore. I actually liked giving head, but only when I wanted, not when I was told to. Usually I enjoyed the feeling of power I had when I gave a blowjob. Even if I was kneeling it still was me being in charge, deciding whether and when he would cum, it was me who had the guy literally by his balls. However, right now there was no question that I wasn’t in charge. I was only doing it because I had no other choice.

		He made more groaning noises and grabbed my hair, pulling me onto him, the tip of his cock touching my throat so that I had to suppress a gag reflex. I closed my lips even firmer around the penis and soon it jerked in my mouth and wad after wad of his spunk filled me almost faster than I could swallow it. Boris sat there breathing heavily for a minute, his cock slowly going limp in my mouth. I used the time to feel like a cheap whore. Again I felt tears welling up in my eyes, but the last thing I wanted them to see was me crying, so I blinked them away. Finally I pulled away, looked up at him and licked my lips.

		“Good enough, sir?”

		With a grin he helped me up and handed me the water. “Drew, this is Mel, Mel, Drew is new here, she’s gonna start working today. Show her around as usual.” He turned back to me. “Mel will fix all the details with you. I wish you a good start.” With that he went back behind his desk and picked up the phone.

		“Thank you sir,” I said with a hint of sarcasm in my voice and feeling a bit foolish to thank someone I just sucked off to get a job as a whore.

		“C’mon then, honey,” Mel said and picked up my stuff. I followed her out, noticing that the tunica barely covered the upper half of her butt cheeks. I looked at her face while we waited for the elevator. She was very pretty, maybe five years older than me, had a delicate face with beautiful clear blue eyes, her blonde, straight hair cut at shoulder length. She was smaller than me, but what she lacked in height was more than made up by her pair of big boobs, whose nipples poked at the thin fabric of her dress.

		

		As if nothing had happened in the five minutes since she talked about the finer skills of giving head, she said, “If you can put the right amount of devotion, even submissiveness in that look, they’ll go crazy.” She looked at me and smiled while she held the door of the elevator for me. 

		Devotion and submissiveness. Right. Those two are definitely not my strongest sides, I thought.

		“And them going crazy for you is exactly what you want. But somehow I got a hunch that you’ll have no problems achieving that.”

		I didn’t know what to say so I only flashed her a smile but remained silent until we reached the basement. We entered a long corridor which ran the length of the building, with several grey painted doors on either side. Mel led me to the second on the left. It was a large locker room, not unlike that in a Gym, but in addition to the lockers there was also a huge closet that covered the whole right wall, from floor to ceiling. In the back was a passage in the row of lockers which opened to the showers. In the middle of the room was a large, square table with two chairs on each side. Lots of mirrors in the centre of the table were brightly light by several lamps. It was all perfectly clean and except for the mess of eyeliners, lipsticks, mascara and whatnots of the female beauty enhancement business it was also very tidy. To sum it up: It was entirely unlike how I imagined the backstage area of a whorehouse. But of course it was a nice surprise. I’m a messy enough person myself; it didn’t help the least if my surroundings were in a mess too.

		

		“Wow. That’s where the girls get ready?” I asked, still looking around.

		“Yes. I’ll put your stuff in this locker here. You give the key to the girl in the checkroom when we go upstairs.” She held me by the shoulders at arm’s length, then stepped back, scrutinized me and told me to follow. “I think you should wear lacy, soft lingerie, not leather or latex or something like that. And you should make sure to draw attention to your legs.”

		“That’s what it’s all about, huh? To draw attention to the right body parts?”

		“Nope, that’s not what it’s all about. Far from it. It’s merely the start. But if you’re not totally dumb you will find out soon enough what’s important. So I’ll spare you that lecture.” She opened one door of the large closet and I saw that it was partitioned and that every partition was labelled with what it contained and what size it was. Mel explained that the whole closet was full of working clothes for the whores and that I would only have to bring my own shoes, preferably high heeled ones.

		“The rest is provided by us, so you don’t have to do the laundry and all that. You just come here in your everyday clothes, change, put on make up and start to work.”

		I doubted very much that it would be that easy but kept quiet and watched Mel checking some clothes.

		

		She took out a black satin corset with lace along the sides and held it against my body. “That should be ok.” She helped me getting into it and it was more than just ok. It was beautiful. It made my waist look even thinner and it pushed up my small breasts, leaving the aureoles in plain view. Next came a matching garter belt with a very short, frilly skirt attached. I looked at myself in the mirror and even when I was looking down I could see the lower part of my vulva. If I stood in front of someone who was sitting, my pussy would be in plain view.

		“Umm, is that necessary, Mel? I mean, my tits and pussy on display like that?”

		“Not really. But you got a beautiful pussy with nice labia and also nice firm nipples, so there’s no reason to hide them. And the guests like to see the goods. But if you’re not comfortable with it, I can give you something that covers a bit more of your goodies.”

		I pondered this for a moment. I was indeed not too comfortable with it, but I guessed that I would have to get comfortable with all kinds of people looking at me in all states of undress soon anyway and thought I could just as well start getting relaxed about it today. Furthermore, I would very likely have to get out of the lingerie pretty fast anyway so that some perv could ravage my body.

		“No, I think I’ll survive,” I smiled weakly.

		“You definitely will, Drew.” She handed me a pair of stockings and I stepped out of my shoes, rolled my stay ups down and slipped into the stockings she had given me. With the shoes on my feet again I posed for Mel, pouting and batting my eyelashes.

		“Don’t overdo it, girl,” she giggled and hugged me.

		

		I felt her hand on my butt cheek, gently stroking it and then her lips found mine. First I tried to get away, but she had gripped me tightly. Then I felt my body respond to her touch and my lips parted and we kissed passionately. I smelled her perfume and tasted her mouth when she pushed me backwards, kissing me all the time, until my thighs made contact with the table in the middle of the locker room. Before I had time to think about what was happening she kissed her way down my neck, on to my breast, her hand began to squeeze my butt and all I could do was close my eyes, lean back and enjoy the moment. I felt her raise the skimpy skirt and put a leg on the table to give her full access to my pussy. A gasp escaped my lips when her tongue touched my clit. I’ve never had sex with a woman before, but had never ruled it out either. The occasion to try it out just had never arisen. Now, with that beautiful, sensual women going down on me, it simply felt wonderful. Her tongue parted my lips and explored the tender flesh of my pussy, darting in and out of my hole, going back to my clit to tease it and it didn’t take her long to bring me to a wonderful orgasm which I shrieked to the world and left me trembling and panting heavily. Mel got up and kissed me on the mouth again and I smelled and tasted myself on her. I tasted good.

		By now I felt much better. Less nervous, almost confident and sexy as hell. I was sure I would be able to be a whore.

		

		“Hmm, you taste very good. Don’t wash your juices away. It’s the nicest perfume you can wear. Now get ready and meet me in the bar.” She left me to myself and I spent the next thirty minutes with fixing my makeup and get my hair orderly again where Boris had ruffled it.

		At last I stood in front of one of the large mirrors and looked at my reflection. “Hello, whore,” I said to myself and cracked a smile. The nervousness was gone now. I was almost eager to get started, have my first client and get it over with.

		A couple of girls came into the room and to my surprise they welcomed me warmly and very friendly. I had been a bit worried at first, thinking there might be quite some bitching from the other whores, but obviously there were enough customers for all the girls. One of them put a bit of rouge on my nipples and aureoles and told me that she’d fuck me if she’d be a customer.

		I replied that I’d just been licked by Mel and they all laughed.

		“Yeah, Mel isn’t one to pass on a fresh pussy,” one of them said. She was as tall as me, brunette too, with the kind of large soft breasts I always wanted to have. “But then again, you’d be a fool to pass on her licking you; she’s damn good at it.”

		That was true, as far as I could tell.

		“You’re nervous?” she asked me while she did her eyeliner.

		“Yes, a bit.”

		“There’s no need to be. You just smile, talk to the guys and the rest is easy if you know how to fuck. Most of them just want regular sex, nothing special.”

		“Except those that think it’s cool to have a girl in a gynecologist’s chair,” mentioned another of the girls and they all laughed and rolled their eyes.

		A couple of other girls came to get ready and they were all nice and friendly too. They all looked like students or accountants when they arrived in their street clothes and like whores a couple minutes later. Some of them were actually students who did this job to pay for their education, but for most this was their regular job. I followed Irene, the brunette, up to the bar when she was finished doing her makeup.

		“This is a good place to work as a ho,” she said on the stairs. “They don’t cheat you on your money and the johns are mostly OK guys. Don’t ever go and walk the streets, honey.”

		I had absolutely no intention to do that but asked her why I shouldn’t do that anyway.

		“Because the streets are teaming with scumbags and freaks.” She stopped and showed me a couple of cigarette burn marks on the inner side of her upper arms. “That’s what happens when you hook on the streets.”

		I shuddered. “Well, I don’t plan to go whoring on the street,” I said.

		“That’s good. I hope your plans work out the way you want.”

		Me, I was certainly hoping the same.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3 – Working girls

		The club was still almost empty at half past five. It wouldn’t open until six, so there was just Xenia, the barmaid, a bouncer called Bill and Mel who introduced me to them and two or three girls besides Irene and me. Mel smiled at me, told me I looked gorgeous and started to show me around. Basically, the club occupied the whole building. I had already seen the basement. On the ground floor was the bar, which consisted of the bar itself and a large lounging area with sofas and comfortable seats and a low stage in the middle. Everything looked expensive and lush, the way an exclusive club is supposed to look like, with lots of leather and heavy draperies on the walls. There was also a spa area on the ground floor, with whirlpools and a little pool. That too was spotless as far as I could see in the dim light.

		Mel led me up a wide stair to the first floor. This floor was occupied by smaller rooms where customers could take the girls. Most of them were just furnished with large beds and mirrors, but there were also two rooms outfitted with gynecological chairs and all the instruments I knew from my visits to the gynecologist.

		“Eww,” was all I said and Mel giggled.

		“Yeah, right. But you’ll be surprised how many men like that kind of crap. I bet they wouldn’t if they’d have to go through it themselves.”

		“Do I have to do that too?”

		“Basically, yes. We expect our girls to do everything, or almost everything, they’re asked for. That includes anal. Do you have a problem with that?”

		“Huh, sorry?” I haven’t understood what she had said because I’d been looking at a speculum.

		“Anal sex, taking it up your ass. Do you have a problem with that?”

		I hesitated and she laughed.

		“Never done it before, right?”

		Right. That was something I had never done before. Not that the blokes I had slept with hadn’t wanted to or that I thought it was disgusting or was afraid of it, but I just wasn’t the kind of girl who let a guy fuck her ass. Wimps get their asses fucked, not me.

		“Well, that will certainly happen sooner or later. Judging by your cute butt, I’d say it will happen rather soon. If you want, you can ask my husband to give you a lesson.”

		“Your husband?”

		“Boris. We’re married four years now.”

		“Oh.” I must have made an incredulous face. “So I, err ...” I didn’t know what to say.

		“You just sucked my husband, yes.” Mel laughed. “I don’t mind whether he gets a blowjob by a new girl or fucks you in the ass to get you used to it, as long as it stays in his office. Our home is sacred, though. I love him, he loves me, the rest is just business.”

		“I see.” Well, the blowjob I had given him had definitely been businesslike, at least for me.

		

		She showed me the rest of the floor and mentioned that on the second floor were Boris’ office and their penthouse, along with a couple of rooms where some of the girls lived and which were available rather cheap in case I needed a place.

		I already had forgotten about the salary when she brought the subject up. “You’ll get a fixed salary which will be rather low in the beginning. But customers can give you a rating and once you start getting good ratings your income will go up fast.” She told me how much I would get in the beginning and I quickly did the maths and figured that I had to be a damn good ‘ho if I wanted to be able to pay all my debts. Still, it was much more than I could ever hope to earn as a tailor. Or as a stripper, apparently.

		Back at the bar we sat down and I talked with some of the girls. I was interested in how they dealt with selling their bodies to everybody who liked to have sex with them, but their answers weren’t too helpful. One said she just liked sex very much, so she didn’t have any problem at all. Another told me that she was only providing a service, very much like any other person in any other service. How she got to this point she couldn’t say. 

		“You mustn’t detach yourself,” said the last, a beautiful, fair skinned redhead named Roxana. “True, most guys won’t recognize that you’re thinking about having to scrub your bathroom and not about their wonderful cock inside your pussy, but the ones who do are the ones you want to come back to you.”

		“So, what do I do?”

		“You get fucked, you do the best you can and make it a question of your pride to be the best damn whore your client ever had.” They all giggled while I pondered this. So far the only thing I took some pride in was designing elegant clothes. Maybe I should really try to be the best damn whore. That at least would give me something to strive for.

		

		My first day, or evening, as was the case, went along peachy. Or as peachy as the first evening as a whore can be. I sat with some older bloke for some time, let him touch me and fondle my tits. Then we went upstairs and I tried not to fall asleep while he screwed me. It was quite anticlimactic in every aspect. He left; I hurried down to the basement, washed my pussy and headed back to the bar to look for another customer. This time I was hailed by two young businessmen. They both said they didn’t have much time and just wanted a blowjob. I actually was quite glad they didn’t want to talk because in a strange way I found it easier to go down and suck off a stranger’s dick than to try and make small talk while everybody stared at my pussy. So going down was what I did. And giving my best was what I did too. I guess it must have been good because they both praised my skills as a cocksucker. I flashed a fake smile all the time, the taste of their cum on my tongue, when I actually wanted to scream and kick their groins.

		Those fuckers could probably easily cough up the money I needed so badly. But asking them was of course completely out of the question. Then they left and I was surprised to find out that it was already past midnight. At least the time went by fast.

		

		The next day I sat at the bar and talked to Roxana about my first night. I already liked her a lot; she was very friendly, funny and helpful. She told me that she worked here for almost a year and that it was the best place to work as a whore.

		“You wouldn’t believe what scumbags you get to service in other places. The Bottoms is way too expensive for those kinda people, so be grateful you got a job here.”

		“Yeah, I’m really grateful,” I replied, a touch of bitterness in my voice, “being a ho is what I always wanted to be.”

		She asked me why I had become a prostitute and I almost told her the whole story. Maybe it would have been a relief to tell someone what was worrying me. But I wasn’t ready, not yet. So I just said that I wanted to put aside enough money so I could go back to designing clothes.

		“You’re a fashion designer? Wow, that’s great. You could design some nice stuff for us here. Something ... well, different.”

		“I dunno. At the moment I don’t feel like designing.”

		Then a guy with glasses, a pointy nose and grey hair came up to me, ordered two glasses of champagne and led me to one of the sofas. I did what I thought a whore was supposed to do and it seemed to be ok. We talked about this and that, his hands were on my legs and I felt only a bit awkward. Another man appeared and sat down on the sofa facing the one we were seated on and I was sent to get more champagne and another girl. I asked the guy that had joined us if he had any preferences but he said no, he’d trust my judgment. Me, I wasn’t too sure about that but I didn’t tell him. I kissed my guy, got up and made sure to sway my hips when I walked across the room.

		

		“Do I really have to drink all that champagne?” I asked the barmaid when she started to fill four glasses. My history of reckless behavior when I had too much to drink told me I should be careful. And for once I was smart enough to listen to my inner voice.

		“No, I’ll give you alcohol-free sparkling wine.”

		“Thanks,” I responded and saw Roxana coming back from the restroom. She was voluptuous, with green eyes and alabaster skin framed by her red mane. I thought that I’d like to bring her, especially if the guys intended to have a foursome. It would be reassuring to have this friend around, so I asked her to come with me.

		“Oh, those two,” she said with a smile when we approached the corner with swaying hips. “Babe, you’re in for a long shift. But they’re nice guys, so relax and don’t worry.”

		But worry was of course exactly what I did after her remark.

		

		The guy who had picked me was called Martin, the other one Greg, and they were indeed nice.

		“That was an excellent choice, Drew,” said Greg. “You’re new here?”

		“Yes, it’s my second day.” Martin’s hand was gliding up my stockinged leg, touching the bare skin of my thighs and for a moment I wondered whether whores get to have orgasms.

		“Excellent,” said Martin and touched my nether lips, which to my own surprise started tingling. “Let’s go up then and see how you’re doing.” ‘Great’, I thought, ‘just put on some pressure, that will help me extremely’. But it all went quite well. I sucked both their cocks while they drank champagne and watched Roxana strip and was foolishly proud when they praised my skills as I licked the last drop of cum from my lips.

		“Have you ever eaten a pussy?” Martin asked and I said that ‘no, I hadn’t,’ already knowing that this would change right here and now. And so it was, Roxana lay on the bed on her back, I scrambled on the bed too, my knees on the edge, ass raised up high. I already smelled her strong scent. I didn’t feel at all like eating a pussy, but then I thought of the money I had to hand to the Nazi. So I went down on her and immediately was wrapped up in her scent and her taste. To my surprise it was hot, just hot. If I had known how good it was to bury myself in a cunt and taste her and feel her and smell her, I’d have done it much earlier. I did all the things I would have liked myself and that seemed to be what Roxana liked too. Either that or she was playing her act perfectly.

		“Fuck yourself, Drew,” ordered Greg after a while.

		I inwardly groaned and didn’t do anything. They could fuck me, cum in my mouth, make me lick my friend’s pussy, but playing with myself was something I wanted to keep to myself.

		“Babe, do it. Now!” he barked. “You’re a whore and whores do as they’re told.”

		Yeah. Right. The fuck they do! I let go of Roxana’s clit which I was just sucking between my lips to retort to his request, but Roxana quickly pushed my head back. “Do it, honey. Make yourself proud by being the best damn ho in this place,” she whispered.

		I knew she was right, that this would be the right thing to do, but I couldn’t bring myself around to actually touch myself. It might sound foolish, I mean, I had been fucked by complete strangers, had swallowed their cum and now I was going down on a girl, but I couldn’t touch myself when someone else was watching.

		“You’re doing great, Drew. It’s nothing, you’re only touching yourself, you’re not selling them your soul.”

		Reluctantly I began to tease my clit and parted my glistening lips.

		

		“Damn hot you are. You enjoy it, huh?” asked Martin. ‘No!’ I wanted to scream, ‘no I don’t like it one fucking bit, you shithead! I’m not fucking doing this because I like it but because I’m forced to.’ But of course I didn’t say anything like that.

		The fact that I was indeed getting wet did worry me, though. Could it be that my body was actually enjoying this? Obviously that was the case. Despite my mind wanting to get out of here, my body actually enjoyed it.

		Martin and Gregg watched us for some time, watched me beginning to fuck myself with two fingers, Roxana grabbing me by the hair and pulling me even deeper onto her hot wet pussy. My body was responding to the whole situation and I felt my pussy changing from merely wet to completely sodden. I was at the same time angry at myself and beginning to enjoy the sensations between my legs. My tongue explored the tender flesh of Roxana’s slit and teased her clit until she began bucking her hips, thrusting herself into my face. 

		“What a show,” Greg exclaimed and got up, walked over to us and pushed my hand from my pussy. He fingered me himself for a moment, then he pressed the tip of his cock at the opening of my vagina and with one powerful thrust buried himself in my wet hot flesh. The sensation made me gasp and betrayed by my own body I came on the spot. But I didn’t have time to savor my orgasm; because both Roxana and Greg kept using my body for their pleasure.

		At that time it felt just great, later, when I thought about it I was surprised about my own reaction. Because usually I liked to be in control, liked to ride a guy, direct the course of action, not being directed and controlled.

		

		Greg took his time, fucking me slowly, exploring the depths of my pussy, holding me by my hips while I kept licking Roxana. My own juices ran down my thighs by the time he started to moan loudly. He gripped me harder and intensified his thrusting into me before he shot his cum in my still hungry cunt. His cock was immediately replaced by Martin’s. He too took his time ploughing and grinding into my wanton pussy, but instead of holding me by the hips he began to fuck my asshole with his thumb. He laughed when I yelped and jerked a bit.

		“A first timer, huh? Well I guess we’ll have your ass later then, wouldn’t want to leave that out,” he said and pushed his thumb deep into my anus. All those sensations were too much for me and I came for a third time today.

		

		Then it was time for a break. Roxana was sent away and I refreshed myself in the little bathroom. When I got back Martin and Greg were sitting once again in the comfortable chairs. I didn’t know what to do and stood there in silence, feeling their eyes on me.

		At last Martin told me to get out of my whore’s attire. He watched me strip, rubbing his dick until it was erect again. Then he told me to straddle him. Once I was seated on his lap he said, “Fuck me with your ass now.” I almost jumped off him and ran away; being fucked in my ass was the last thing I wanted. But I figured that I was probably better off if I could impale myself on his cock.

		“Let her lube herself, Martin,” said Gregg and tossed me some lube that had been lying on a little table. With trembling fingers I squeezed out some of the cream and spread it around my asshole.

		“Fuck yourself with your fingers first,” Gregg continued, “And try to relax.” Of course, I thought, relaxing should be a piece of cake with some large cock rubbing against my belly while I prepared myself to take it up my ass. When I was prepared I raised myself and searched for the tip of Martin’s cock with my asshole. As slowly as possible I lowered myself, feeling the pressure mounting on my asshole.

		“She’s tight, that’s gonna be one hell of an assfuck,” commented Martin to Gregg. The fact that he didn’t talk to me directly annoyed the hell out of me. I felt objectified, but then again, that’s what I was, an object used for other people’s pleasure. Finally his cock slid into my ass. It didn’t nearly hurt as much as I feared, but the sensation of having my ass dilated and filled was far from being nice nevertheless. I just wanted it to be over quickly, so I clenched my muscles as good as I could while I rode his cock.

		

		“Yeah, babe, that’s it,” Martin shouted and started to squeeze my tits. Up and down I went, all the time trying to contract the muscles in my ass as much as I could. “Faster now, faster, fuck your ass on my dick, whore!” he exclaimed. He squeezed my tits harder and harder until I moaned from the pain. I closed my eyes because I couldn’t stand him looking at me while his cock was buried in my ass. But I also noticed the tingling feeling between my legs starting again.

		“Yesss, that’s it, your asshole is so fucking tight, I’m gonna cum in your filthy ass.” Martin was nearing an orgasm fast now and I hoped he would shoot his cum in my ass so that it would finally be over.

		He did fill me with his jism, but it wasn’t over. Far from it. I’d forgotten Greg. Once Martin’s cock was limp inside me again I scrambled off of him, but he still hold me by my tits.

		“That was fantastic,” he said, “you’re one of the tightest assfucks I’ve ever had. I guess I’ll have to come back soon to spend an evening just with you and your ass.”

		

		Kewl, that was definitely something to look forward to. I groaned inwardly. But I managed to flash him a smile and even thank him for the compliment.

		Then it was Greg’s turn. He had me kneel on the bed so he was in charge of the pace and depth of his thrusting. This was worse; with Martin at least I could control that. He rammed his cock deep into my ass, but since it had just been stretched it didn’t hurt anymore. Still, being at his mercy was not something I enjoyed in the least. With powerful, deep thrusts he ravaged my anus, holding and steering me by my hips.

		But eventually that was over too and they were satisfied, said goodbye and that I’d been a good fuck and left. I lay on the bed for a long time, feeling degraded and abused. My butt hurt, but my pride was hurt much more. I felt like a cheap fuck, to put it in a nutshell. Some piece of ass everybody could use for their pleasure. At least I got paid, although I was beginning to doubt that this was all worth it.

		

		Finally I got up, trod down to the basement, showered, dressed, avoided to look into one of the mirrors and went straight home to spend a sleepless night lying in my bed. Images of myself being screwed flashed through my head. I had to find a way to come to terms with being a tart, and I had to find it fast. Maybe I should try to let my body call the shots and switch off my brain. My body seemed to enjoy what I was doing much more than my mind so maybe that was the way to go. I didn’t know if that was possible, but it certainly was worth a try.

		I had lots of opportunities to try that approach during the next days. Sometimes it worked better; sometimes it didn’t work at all. But all in all I felt like got easier to spread my legs for every guy who wanted me to spread my legs for him. Usually I was pretty good at satisfying my johns, especially when I managed to let my body take control. Once I freaked out when some dude took me to the gynecologist’s room. He pushed something inside me and it felt as if my uterus was being stabbed and I called him an idiot, got up and ran out of the room and into Boris. Boris wasn’t too pleased, of course, but then the dude came out and apologized and said that it had been his fault. Still, I got a firm warning not to insult the guests.

		The difficult part was usually when I was back home, trying to sleep. I often lay awake, reliving the events of the night.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4 – Sex in the kitchen

		

		But then the first week was over and I had a day off, a day I planned to get some sense of normalcy back into my life. I met Lucy, my best friend, for lunch. We know each other since we were toddlers, we went to the same schools, spent many a holiday together and usually she’s the one I confide in. I had planned to tell her everything, hoping it would help me to cope with what I was going through. But once I sat across her in the Italian restaurant I realized that I couldn’t. Even when she said that I wasn’t my usual self and asked me whether something was wrong I didn’t tell her. Instead, I just made something up about having had a bad night and not enough sleep.

		Later I bought groceries and lots of detergents and sponges and everything else I needed to thoroughly clean my apartment. My life was a mess, so I wanted to have at least a clean and orderly space when I came home from work. Laden with grocery bags I walked the short distance from the bus stop and for the first time in weeks I felt as if life would eventually be good again. I would pay Vic. I had more than thousand dollars which would pay this week’s interest and some of the nine thousand I owed him. Next time the Nazi would come around, I’d give him the money, tell him that I would pay back my debt slowly but regularly and everything would be ok. Not fine, not peachy, but ok. That was something.

		

		Except that it wasn’t. It wasn’t ok, not at all. Back at my place I let myself in, carried the bags to the kitchen and put them on the table. Suddenly a hand gripped my hair and twisted it. I screamed and had to arch my back to keep my hair from being ripped out.

		“The money, cunt!”

		I cursed myself for not having changed the lock on the door; obviously the Nazi had no problem picking it.

		“In ... in the cupboard,” I said through clenched teeth. There it was, twelve hundred and fifty bucks in crisp new fifties, held together by a rubber band.

		He pushed me across the room, still twisting my hair and I fumbled to open the cupboard and take out the money. I handed it to him. He merely glanced at it and put it in his pocket.

		“Don’t fuck with me, you stupid cunt. That barely pays this week’s interest.”

		“I’ll pay it all back, I swear. But I need time. Please ...,” I sobbed.

		“You really need to learn the hard way, eh?” he hissed at me, spittle spraying my face. Then with one swift motion he pushed the grocery bags to the floor, pulled me face down on the kitchen table and yanked down my skirt.

		Then he poked my cheek with the switchblade. “Don’t even think of shouting!” His hand with the knife moved away and he pressed the blade on my butt cheek and I almost peed myself, thinking that he was going to cut me down there, but he only used the knife to cut through the crotch of my thong.

		

		Then he raped me. I don’t remember too much of it anymore, I just know that I was lying motionless on the table, sobbing and crying while he fucked me. I hadn’t known that getting fucked could hurt so much. It was like somebody was ripping me apart.

		Later I found myself rolled up on the floor, hugging my knees, still sobbing and crying. After a long time I got up on all four and crawled to the bathroom and threw up into the toilet. I ran a bath, climbed in, started to scrub my whole body, got out again, naked and dripping, went to the kitchen and grabbed the last bottle of white wine from the fridge. Back in the tub I took a long swig from the bottle and scrubbed myself again and then yet one more time until my skin was all red and irritated. By then the bottle was half empty but I didn’t feel any better. I got out of the tub and put on a pair of tights and an old sweater some ex had left at my place.

		Sitting on the wooden planks of the living room I thought about what to do while downing the rest of the bottle. Going to the police was out of the question. They would laugh into my face if I told them I had been raped as soon as they found out where I worked. A whore hasn’t too much credibility and probably they’d think I shouldn’t make a fuss about being fucked since I should be used to it. Besides, the Nazi would very likely have no problem to come up with an alibi, whereas I had no proof that it was him who had raped me.

		

		No, the only solution was to get the ten grand immediately. Once again I went through the list of people I knew well enough.

		I would have asked Lucy if I hadn’t known she had even less than me. She still was a student, living with a tiny allowance from her parents and earning a little bit once in a while with side jobs. My parents didn’t have the money either, our family was on the low end of the lower middle class and they had to pay for my little sister’s education. And they were the last I wanted to ask anyway. Most of my other friends didn’t either have the money or they weren’t very good friends. Guess I had a habit of driving away people around me.

		Boris came to my mind. He certainly had the money. Hell, he probably had twice the amount I needed in his desk drawer. But would he lend one of his whores that much money? I doubted it, but then again, he was my last chance. Or my only chance, to be precise.

		First, though, I needed another drink. I poured myself a glass full of whiskey and took a big sip. Then I punched in the number of the Bottoms Up in my cell phone and hoped for the best.

		

		The girl at the reception didn’t want to put me through at first, but after much begging on my side she got hold of Boris. I glanced at the watch on the wall. Nine in the evening, the club would be full by now, or as full as it could be expected on a Tuesday.

		“Yes.” Boris’ voice was matter of fact.

		“Uh, hello, Boris. It’s Drew. Drew Palmer. I ... I wanted to ask if ... well, if I could come by to ask you something in person.” At the last moment I thought I couldn’t very well ask him for ten grand on the phone.

		“Now?”

		“Umm, yes. It’s important. Please?”

		“Ok,” he said and the line went dead.

		

		Thirty minutes later I was standing in front of his desk, wringing my hands.

		“Well, what I wanted to ask ...,” I began, but he cut me off in mid-sentence.

		“First, you want to thank me for receiving you on such short notice.” I blushed deeply and cursed myself. I had probably just fucked up my last chance of getting the money.

		“I ... I’m sorry, boss. Thank you for your time, I’m very grateful and I appreciate it.” I waited for a moment, but he didn’t say anything, so I continued.

		He remained silent while I told him about the money I owed this guy and about the skinhead. I didn’t tell him about what had happened the day before, though. Then I asked him, no begged him to help me. After a long pause he stood up and came to me. He held my head up by my chin and looked into my eyes.

		“Listen, girl. I got mixed feedbacks about you. Some guys think you’re the best fuck in my house, others say you’re quite disrespectful. Now if I could be sure giving you that money would be a good investment and I’d only get good feedback in the future, I would think about it. But I’m not sure at all.” He cut me off when I opened my mouth to say something. “However, I will think about it. In the meantime, you go downstairs, Martin’s here and has already asked for you. You serve him perfectly and you do it for free.” With that he let go of me and walked away.

		I stood there for a moment with tears welling up in my eyes. I wanted to scream and shout and punch him in his face but then I pulled myself together and with a “yes, sir, thank you very much,” I turned and headed downstairs to give fucks for free.

		

		The next day I didn’t hear anything from Boris. When I asked his wife Mel she said that he was away.

		“But I need to talk to him,” I said, desperation creeping into my voice.

		She looked at me, then put her arm around my shoulder. “Honey, he made a couple of phone calls about that money. So far nothing’s settled, but I think it’ll be alright. Now stop worrying and get that gentleman over there a drink.”

		Aww fuck! She didn’t have anything to worry about. She wasn’t the one that had been raped, threatened to be cut up and nobody had pissed on the floor in her living room.

		Reluctantly I headed towards the guy Mel had indicated. I guess I didn’t manage a very convincing smile when I leaned down to ask him whether I could bring him a drink, because he said “yeah, a beer, and something sweet for yourself, you look like you just had a bite of lemon.”

		

		I walked back to him with a beer and a coke but before I could sit down he got up, grabbed my elbow and led me upstairs. He was tall, about six feet five, lean and muscular. He wore his straight dark hair rather long, not cropped short like it was en vogue. Dark grey-green eyes under bushy eyebrows, a scar on his eyelid and a wide jaw gave him the look of a guy you wouldn’t want to mess with. But what had caught my attention most were his hands. They were very long and well manicured. His attire was casual; black jeans, a black shirt with grey pinstripes. Judging from his clothes one could have thought he was a loser trying to make out for a night, but then I looked at his shoes and realized that it was just understatement. His shoes were very expensive, probably custom-made.

		I looked up at him with renewed interest. You don’t see many guys spending that much money on a pair of shoes so I got curious about him. But he looked straight ahead and his face was expressionless. I estimated him to be in his mid-thirties, maybe forty. All in all he looked much more appealing than the average old bloke I had met in the BottomsUp so far. Not that it mattered whether I liked the looks of my clients. My opinion was about the last thing anybody was interested in.

		

		Up in the room he took the drinks from my hand and placed them on the table. “Strip,” he said and watched me. As usual I didn’t wear too much, so getting naked was done in a few moments. “Nope, that was nothing. Get dressed again, and then strip!” he ordered, putting the emphasis on the last word.

		Confused I stepped into the red microskirt again and donned the black bustier. I looked at him, looking for a clue as to what he expected from me. At last I made as much of a show of getting out of the garments again as I could. With an effort I pushed out my hips, set a foot aside and gave him what I thought was a lewd smile.

		He didn’t smile back and took a step towards me. I was suddenly aware that I didn’t know his name. I had introduced myself, but he never said how he was called. With his thumb and index finger he took hold of my chin and lifted my head so that I looked up at him.

		His eyes held mine until I looked away, then he parted my lips with his thumb, as if he wanted to check on my teeth. Instead, he bent down and kissed me, his tongue gently sliding between my lips. I responded immediately, opened my mouth, met his tongue with mine and the kiss went on longer and longer. He was a good kisser, took his time and didn’t rush forward. Only when he broke away did I realize that he was squeezing my right breast.

		“Hmm, nice and firm, just the way I like them.” I supposed I wasn’t expected to say anything and just waited for him to do whatever he wanted to do next. Some guys needed guidance, wanted to be led, that much I already had figured out, but he definitely wasn’t one of them. My nipple was between his fingers now and he pinched it hard, evoking a sharp yelp from me.

		

		He grinned and let go of me. “Hands behind your head and spread your legs.” When I had assumed this position and struck out my chest, he circled me slowly without taking his eyes off my body. By now I felt like a cow at an auction. The strange thing was that I got excited. Well, not exactly excited, but it didn’t feel bad at all.

		“Bend over and grab your ankles,” he ordered next.

		I glared at him and remained motionless. He glared back. This went on for a minute or so. I don’t know why I didn’t do as he told me, after all my most private body parts had become much less private in the last week.

		“Do it, now, or you’ll get the worst feedback any whore in here ever got.” Fuck! What an asshole! He had seemed quite nice, but apparently he was just another fucker. But I couldn’t afford a bad report, not now.

		Reluctantly I bent over and grabbed my ankles, hearing him say “thattagirl.” I still wore the five inch heels and swayed a bit. He put a hand on the small of my back and steadied me. The hand remained there and with the other he slid between my legs and parted my pussy lips. Then he played with my clit until soft moans escaped my lips. I felt how I got wet and when he stopped playing with my pussy I was actually disappointed. But then I heard a zipper being opened and a moment later he pushed his cock inside me, his hand still on my butt. I gasped as he drove his penis further and further into my pussy. He increased the pace and the force of his thrusts and I almost lost my footing, but he held me steady and then he slowed down again and stopped. I wasn’t exactly disappointed when he slid his cock out of my pussy, but I wouldn’t have minded if he had kept on fucking me.

		

		I was told to stand up again and when I did he grabbed a fistful of my hair. I froze; the memory of the Nazi using his hold on my hair to rape me was still too fresh. But he was gentle, pulled me close and kissed me again. Then he slowly pushed me down, until I was on my knees. Nobody had to tell me what was expected from me and I started to lick and suck him immediately. I hadn’t forgotten what Mel had told me when I gave Boris head and looked up, doing the best I could to give the impression that licking this job was the most important thing in my life. But with all that had happened recently it was difficult and I don’t think I did a very good job. But my client seemed not to mind. After a couple of minutes his cock began to spasm in my mouth. He held my head in place and shot his cum deep in my throat. When he was finished he wiped his cock on my face and tucked it in again.

		“Go home now and get some sleep. I’ll call you at eleven tomorrow and tell you where to meet me.” He left me kneeling naked on the floor, wondering what this was all about.

		

		I didn’t know what to do so I put on the skimpy clothes again and went down in search of Mel. When I found her I told her what the guy had said and asked her what I should do. I wasn’t interested at all in meeting one of the johns outside of the club. 

		“Do as you are told, Drew,” Mel said. “Good night, sleep well.”

		So I was back home at nine, tried to read a bit but couldn’t concentrate. What had that been all about? It was as if he had just checked me out. All my thinking didn’t lead to anything except that it kept me from sleeping. At long last I finally found sleep, but it was a restless kind of sleep and when I woke up at ten I was still tired. I was nervously pacing the tiny flat, waiting for him to call.

		When the phone rang I jumped and let it fall to the floor.

		“Drew Palmer, hello,” I said when I had picked it up again. It was him, his voice was unmistakeable. Not loud or commanding, but rather quite yet firm.

		He told me to meet him in an hour at a restaurant I only knew from the outside since it was way beyond my financial possibilities.

		“Why should I do that?” I wanted to know.

		“Because I tell you that you want to.”

		What an arrogant asshole, I thought. “Oh, really?” I responded, completely forgetting Mel’s words from last evening.

		“Yes, really. Now cut the crap and get ready. Oh, before I forget: I want you to look like the whore you are.”

		“Fuck you,” I spat, but the line was already dead. I was fuming. What did that asshole think? I might be a whore, but that was only part of me. I was a whore when I was at work in the BottomsUp. As soon as I left I was Drew Palmer again. Ok, being Drew Palmer wasn’t the best person one could be at the moment, but still...

		

		I paced the apartment again, however, this time not nervously but angry. What did he want from me? Why did he treat me like a ... a ... a fucking whore? The obvious answer was because I was a whore, but somehow this answer didn’t fit and it pleased me even less. I realized that there was only one way to find out and once my curiosity was awakened I was doomed. Before I could decide otherwise I was in my bedroom, searching for the skimpiest dress I could find.

		

		I was ten minutes late and I could see from afar that he wasn’t pleased at all. He looked at me disapprovingly as I walked across the restaurant and sat down opposite him. Some guys looked up when I walked past them and I felt utterly out of place. I wasn’t used to such fancy upper class places, and my whore’s attire didn’t help at all to make me feel comfortable.

		“You’re late,” he said as a welcome after I had taken my seat.

		“But I’m here,” I replied.

		“I never doubted that, not for a second. At least you followed my instructions. You look indeed like a tart.” He looked at me, then at the menu and waved a waitress to our table. “I’ll have the turbot. The lady just wants a salad. We’ll have a glass of Chardonnay and sparkling water.”

		What the fuck! I wanted that fish too. What was wrong with that guy? Did he think just because he had bought me for a quickie he owned me? I almost got up again, but then settled for glaring at him.

		My staring did not impress him.

		“Ok, before we get to the purpose of this meeting I want to know whether you are wearing panties.”

		I was speechless so I intensified my glaring. He waited a minute for me to respond and when I didn’t he said, “look, we can keep on staring at each other and get nowhere, or you can start answering my questions and we both can move on.”

		At last I gave up and answered. “Yes, although I firmly believe it’s none of your goddamn business; yes I’m wearing panties.”

		“Do whores wear panties? Do you wear them when you’re at work?”

		“No, I don’t. Now listen, what’s this about? You invited, no, ordered me here to ask about my panties? Or is there anything else you wanted to talk about?”

		“You didn’t listen, Drew. I told you to come dressed like the whore you are. Your skimpy dress is ok, and so are the stockings and the shoes. But the panties, they’re a no-go. Go to the ladies room and take them off, then you come back and hand them to me.”

		I felt my face getting hot with anger. “The fuck I will!”

		I stood up and started to turn around and walk away when he said, “did he rape you?” I immediately froze, my intestines turned to lead, an intense feeling of embarrassment, shame and outrage washing over me. How dare he! And how did he know? My eyes filled with tears I couldn’t blink away.

		“I’m really sorry for that, Drew. Very sorry.” He looked at me with a friendly expression, but what made me stay and listen to his next words was the tone of his voice. He sounded genuinely empathic and empathy wasn’t something I had gotten by the buckets recently. “Now do as you’re told and then we’ll talk about how to get you off the hook.” 

		

		I couldn’t move or think for several seconds, but at last I turned around and walked straight to the restrooms. I locked myself inside one of the stalls and started to curse. What was wrong with me, why did every person I met turn out to be a creep? Why did everything go wrong? Was I such a bad person that I deserved all that shit? Eventually I stopped cursing, sat down on the toilet and cried. I don’t know how long I sat there until I finally got up again, fixed my makeup as good as possible and went out again. Only when I was back at the table did I remember that I had completely forgotten to get out of my panty.

		Aww shit! I thought about what to do for a second and came to the conclusion that things couldn’t get worse anyway. Being thrown out of a restaurant because of indecent behavior sounded like a holiday from all the other shit. I’d give those uppity assholes staring at me something to talk about.

		With that thought in mind and locking my eyes on his I hiked up the skirt, hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panty and pulled the tiny garment down, raising one leg at a time to step out of it. Then I tossed the red lacy thing across the table, where it landed on the rim of his wineglass.

		“There you go,” I said and sat down again. The room had fallen quite while I stood there but I couldn’t have cared less what happened around me. I could feel the stares of the other patrons on my body and expected to feel the hand of the maitre d’ on my shoulder any second. But nothing happened and when I looked up again he was grinning at me.

		

		“Babe, that was hot. Now eat while I lay out my proposition.” I saw that he had already finished eating, guess I had spent quite some time in the restroom. I was indeed hungry and started to attack the salad with fervor.

		“I want to hire you for a week,” he began and cut me off when I wanted to say something. “Just listen for a moment; you get to ask whatever you want to ask when I’m finished. I’ll hire you for a week. Payment’s one thousand a day, double that if you pull the whole week through. That should about settle your problem.” He sipped some wine. “Oh, excuse me. I already started, I hope you don’t mind.” I took hold of my glass too and we clinked. “Cheers. On you,” he toasted.

		“Of course the week will be a bit unusual. Basically, you’ll have to serve me and do what you’re told. And I want to be honest: It will be a tough week for you; you’ll get to your limits and possibly beyond. But I’m sure it will also be very rewarding, not only cash-wise. You can walk out anytime you want and take the money you earned so far. But if you pull through, you’ll get fourteen thousand next week. Now finish your salad and think about it.”

		

		Wow! Fourteen grand in one week. That was a shitload of money. But what about all that other stuff? Obeying certainly wasn’t what I was best at, and what kind of limits was he talking about? And rewarding in what sense? And finally, why that much money? I bet he’d have no problem finding a chick for half of that. Which brought me to the next question, why me?

		I didn’t know where to start and just blurted out the last thing that went through my head. “Why me?”

		He pondered this for a moment. Then he grinned one of those boyish grins that never fail to make my knees go mellow. “If you’d seen the guys leering at you when you stepped out of your panties you wouldn’t have to ask.” My face got hot again; I just hoped that tomato red suited me. “No, wait, that’s not the reason.” He picked up my panty from the table and held it to his face to sniff at it. “Yeah, that’s it. You’ve got the sweetest smelling pussy I know. That’s why.” Again that grin. Despite myself I smiled an embarrassed smile.

		He pocketed the panty and looked at me earnestly. “To tell you the truth: Because I think you’re the right person. I hope I’m not wrong, for the both of us.”

		

		Neither of us said anything for a minute or two. I had to digest what he had just said; he was waiting for me to say something.

		“The right person for what? I’m about the wrongest person you could have picked. I’m bad at obeying, I don’t have a clue about serving and I certainly don’t enjoy being told what to do.” By now I had realized that my staring at him didn’t get me anywhere and kept my eyes lowered.

		“Hmm, I wouldn’t say that. You did quite well yesterday.” My memory of last evening with him was a bit different, though. “Of course there’s still a long way to go,” he added. “But I got the feeling that you’ll do well.”

		I doubted that very much. “What will you do with me? What will I have to do?” I inquired at last. But to be honest, I had already made my mind up. It wasn’t like I had many choices. It was either accepting his offer or wait until the Nazi showed up again, this time probably cutting my breasts into slices or whatever shit he would come up with next time.

		

		I felt defeated, and tired, terribly tired of all this crap happening in my life. All I wanted was to be left alone, spend a week in bed with a good book or in front of the telly, smoking a joint or getting slowly drunk.

		“Telling you would take away all the fun. At least for me, hehehe,” he grinned again. “So, if you have no more questions, it’s about time to decide whether you want to accept.”

		Of course I didn’t tell him at once. I wanted him to think that I was torn and thinking it all carefully over. “Can I think about it while we have coffee?”

		“Sure.” He ordered to espressos and I watched him rip open the little bag of sugar with his slender hands. I remembered their touch, how expertly he had teased me when I had been standing bent over, how calm and warm and reassuring his hand on the small of my back had felt. Maybe that week wouldn’t be as bad as I thought. Maybe there would at least be good sex.

		I gulped the scorching coffee down and whispered a hoarse ‘ok’” I didn’t look into his eyes. Somehow not looking into his eyes seemed to be important, like not admitting defeat just yet. The thought made me chuckle and smile, because I was about as defeated as possible. That was what I thought back then. I doubt that I had smiled if I had known how far from the truth I was.

		Eventually I looked at him, the smile still on my face. Actually I felt a bit better now. The week would be over soon, I would get the dough, pay back Vic, maybe keep on working as a whore or maybe do something else, whatever. I’d have a life again. My life.

		“Perfect. You should smile more often, you have very cute dimples when you do,” he said and tenderly touched my cheek.

		“Thanks, but smiling seems to be very difficult recently.”

		“I bet. But there will be better times again. Anyway, let’s go.” He stood up and led me to the wardrobe. A waiter helped me in my coat, leering at my cleavage. For a second I was tempted to raise my skirt again, just because I was so pissed off by everything.

		Outside a cold drizzle from the grey sky perfectly matched my mood. I breathed deeply while he looked down at me, making me feel small. “By the way, I’m Jeff. You will call me Master.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5 – Master

		

		Master. The word reverberated inside my head while he walked me to his car. If he was the master, did that make me his slave? At the very least it made me his servant, as he clearly had said. I felt his firm grip on my elbow; as if he wanted to make sure I wouldn’t bolt and run away. We both were silent and he only spoke after he had opened the door of his sleek black Mercedes for me and got in the drivers seat himself.

		“Hike up your skirt and show me your pussy.” With a sigh I did as I was told and saw him glance between my legs. “Further!”

		“Will that do, sir?” I asked mockingly after I had pulled the skirt up to my hips.

		“Don’t play games, wench. It’s ‘Master’.”

		I still didn’t answer.

		“Hmm. Stubborn, eh?”

		Yeah, I guess that’s what I was. Stubborn, proud and not yet ready to call him Master.

		We were still in the parking lot with the engine running. He turned the key in the ignition and cut it out again. Then he reached over between my legs, gripped a couple of my pubes and with one swift motion he yanked them out. I yelped with the pain while tears shot to my eyes. “That landing strip will have to go.”

		I didn’t say anything. I knew that landing strips were out of fashion in a time when twelve years old girls thought that having pubes was about as wrong as torching your neighbour’s house. But I liked it that way and didn’t want to run around naked like a prepubescent girl.

		“That’s ‘yes Master’,” he said once more but I still didn’t reply. I don’t know why I couldn’t bring myself to call him master.

		“You can think about your first punishment until we’re at your place,” he finished the one sided conversation.

		At my place? I didn’t want to go to my place. First, the place was still in a complete mess, second I didn’t know whether I ever wanted to go back living there, sit at the kitchen table, look at that spot on the living room floor where the rug had been. It kinda didn’t feel like my place anymore.

		“I don’t want to go to my place,” I said. “And I won’t think about any punishment. This is sick.”

		“No, it isn’t. It’s what you agreed to, remember? You know, I can end our contract too. So far you earned about twenty bucks. Just tell me if you want to get out and I pay you and we’ll never meet again.”

		I bit on my lips. No, I wasn’t a quitter. I was stubborn and hard-headed, I was good at pulling something through once I had my mind set to do it and I wouldn’t chicken out yet.

		He was looking at me while I squirmed in my seat. After a long time I took a deep breath and tried to look into his eyes but cast my eyes down again quickly.

		“No, I don’t want to get out.” Another deep breath later I added “Master.”

		Once again he caressed my cheek, wiping away a solitary tear. I hated myself for crying, but I couldn’t help it. “Good girl. Now let’s go. To give you an idea about the punishment, just think about how bad girls usually are punished.”

		

		Neither of us said a word during the drive to the run down neighborhood where I lived. I was thinking about what Roxana had said. ‘Try to put your pride in being the best whore in this place’ she had said. I had never done that, but maybe this was the time to put my pride into being the goddamn best servant I could possibly be. I had no idea if that would be good enough, though. And I also doubted that I was able to do it. I guess I wasn’t ready for that, not yet anyway.

		He steered the car calmly and concentrated on the road, but every once in a while he would glance at me or between my legs and smile. I watched his hands on the steering wheel and once again felt a warm feeling in my crotch. ‘Damn,’ I thought, ‘if only we had met in other circumstances, I would have liked that guy.’

		He parked the car on the street in front of the old, run down apartment block where I lived and cut the engine.

		“Ok, what punishment did you come up with, wench?”

		Crap! I had forgotten about that. My mind raced while I was thinking about it. What had he said? Something about the usual punishment for bad girls. Spankings is what they got, but I’d be damned if I asked for a spanking.

		“Drew, you’ll be punished anyway, but if you keep fucking up it will be much worse. This is not a game; you should have realized that by now.”

		I sighed and looked at him. “I’m sorry ... Master. I ... it’s ... I dunno, it’s all too fast.” Another deep breath. ‘Say it, Drew, say it and pull it through and get your life back’ I told myself. “A spanking.” I said at long last, almost choking on the word.

		“Good. Now we go up and you’ll tell me how many swats you think you deserve and then you will ask me politely to give you the spanking. But if I think it’s not enough I will double the number.”

		I looked at him in disbelief and he looked back at me and waited for my reply. He really wanted me to beg for a spanking? “Yes, Master,” I responded meekly.

		

		When he saw the mess on the kitchen floor where the groceries where still lying where the Nazi had thrown them to the floor he raised his eyebrows. “Go pack a bag for a week. Just some dresses, toothbrush and the likes.” Then he got himself a beer and sat down in the living room.

		I was done in five minutes. The bag at my feet I stood in front of him. This time I hadn’t forgotten what I had to do, but the thought made me shiver.

		“Master, please give me the spanking now.”

		His reaction wasn’t at all what I had expected. He laughed out loud. “Wench, that was nothing. I want you to beg for it. Got that?” he said when he had finished laughing.

		I felt how my face flushed with anger, but then the anger was replaced by embarrassment when I realized that I would really have to do it, unless I wanted to walk out of our agreement. I also knew that I needed to stick to my resolve and pull it through. Slowly I sank to my knees, feeling humiliated like never before in my life.

		“Master, I beg you to punish me for my misbehaving. Please give me twenty swats on my bottom.”

		“That was much better. Now come to me,” Jeff said and patted his lap. The five feet between me and him seemed to stretch to two miles while I crawled to him. Then I lay down over his lap with trembling lips and waited for the spanking to begin. But to my surprise he didn’t hit me right away.

		“Your perfect butt is another reason why I wanted you. The first time I saw it I knew I had to spank it,” he said quietly and began to caress my butt cheeks after he had put the skirt over my hips. He kept doing that for some time while his other hand stroked my hair. If I hadn’t known that I was going to get hurt soon I would have enjoyed it immensely. His touch felt exactly the same as the day before: calm, warm, reassuring.

		“Count the swats and thank me for every one,” he whispered.

		I closed my eyes and bit my teeth in anticipation of the first swat when I felt his hand leave my butt. It came down hard on my left butt cheek and I yelped.

		“One, thank you Master.”

		

		The next couple of swats came quickly so that I almost didn’t have time to say what I had to say. My butt got hot and hotter, but the pain was still bearable. Then he stopped and rested his hand on the hot flesh of my ass, rubbing it gently. The hand moved down between my legs and forced them apart. I gasped when he slid his hand to my crotch.

		“Hmm, you do realize that you’re moist, wench?”

		No, I hadn’t noticed that, to be honest. And it surprised me. But I had learned that I was expected to answer his question. “No, Master.”

		“Could it be that you’re enjoying this?” Jeff asked.

		‘No, that couldn’t be, you idiot,’ I wanted to scream. ‘It’s just my body reacting, not me.’ As if my body wasn’t part of me. Guess I needed to either align my mind with my body, or maybe, even better, shut off my brain and let my body take over.

		“It seems as if my body does, Master,” I answered hoarsely.

		“Then maybe you should let your mind follow your body. It would make your life much easier.”

		Damn, had he read my mind or was there somewhere a book called ‘All the secrets of Drew Palmer’ I didn’t know of? He teased my clit like he had done the day before. I felt my pussy turning from moist to wet and when he pushed two fingers inside me I gasped again and began to moan softly. I moved my hips to meet his fingers when he started to thrust them rhythmically inside me.

		“Wow, you’re really getting hot, eh?” he chuckled and let go of me again. “As much as I enjoy watching you squirming with pleasure, we’ve still got fourteen swats to go.”

		

		With that he resumed spanking me, the spanks getting harder and harder until they really hurt and I screamed out with the pain. My ass felt like it was set on fire while my pussy still throbbed and longed for his touch. I almost lost count at sixteen and reached back to shield my butt from his vicious assault. He let go of my hair and grabbed both my wrists, turning them towards my shoulder blades.

		“That’s a no-no, wench. You just take and accept your punishment or we’ll start again.”

		When he gave me the last swat I thought my skin would split open and howled my pain out loud. 

		“Twenty. Thank you, Master,” I panted at long last. I lay over his lap, my body trembling and sweating, his hand again resting on my buttocks. Then, without a warning, he gave me five more, hard and fast. I heard myself sob and ask him angrily why he had done that.

		“You will have to find the answer to that question yourself,” he responded and once again began to tease my pussy. This time he didn’t stop and fucked me and rubbed my clit until I shrieked an orgasm to the world.

		I was totally confused for several minutes. I had just received a painful spanking but regardless of the pain I had also enjoyed it, or at least the fingering part, enough to have an orgasm. And, if I was honest with myself, I enjoyed lying over his lap. It felt safe, nobody would harm me here. Well, apart from him spanking my ass, that is. But the spanking was over and what remained was an intense heat in my ass and his hands on my body which felt damn good.

		

		I must have laid there for quite some time, until he gave me a light slap on my butt again and told me to get up.

		“Before we go, you clean your apartment. You don’t want to get back to that mess in a week.”

		“Yes Master,” I replied, standing up and smoothing down my skirt. “Although I’m not sure whether I want to come back here.”

		He pulled me down until I straddled him. His big hands held me tight. “Was it that bad?”

		I merely nodded, unable to say anything. He stroked my back and I broke out in tears. “He raped me on the kitchen table, held a knife to my throat and yanked my hair. I know I’m a whore, but that doesn’t mean that he can fuck me in my apartment, does it? I mean, this is where I live, this is not where I’m a tart. And I’m scared of when he comes again, so afraid of what he’ll do to me...” I broke off after this outburst and buried my face in the crook of his neck. I had no idea why I told him all that, maybe because I always get weak and soft and mellow when someone strokes my back.

		“He won’t come back. You’ll pay your debt and everything will be ok.” His hands still held me tight and I wanted them to never let me go again in that moment. Right then I didn’t mind that he had just spanked me and inflicted pain on me, it was enough that he was there and held me. Maybe he wasn’t such a jerk after all, at least he seemed to aware of the fact that even when I had agreed to be his servant I still was a human being with emotions and needs and ups and downs.

		

		I realized that his dick was erect and poking at my belly and for a second I thought about asking him to use me for his pleasure. But if he wanted to use me he could do that anytime, I was sure he was aware of that.

		So I just said “thank you, Master,” and slid off his lap again to start cleaning the flat.

		“You’re welcome. Now take off that skirt, I want to see your red bottom.”

		This time I obeyed immediately. Mostly because the skirt was rubbing painfully against my butt cheeks and I figured that the fresh air would help to cool them down. He followed and watched me all the time, asked me a couple of personal questions which I answered more or less honestly. Then he left me cleaning the bathroom and went to my bedroom. I didn’t want him to be in there but kept my mouth shut. I pictured him going through my panties drawer and finding my vibe, but when he called me I was quite surprised to see him with the folder of sketches of clothes I had drawn.

		“Are these yours?”

		“Yes.”

		He looked at me expectantly.

		“Huh? What?”

		“Yes, what?”

		I groaned. “Yes, Master.”

		“That’s better.”

		I saw that he was looking at a dress I made for my own graduation ball.

		“And have you tailored it?”

		“Yes.” This time he didn’t seem to notice that I had left out the ‘Master.’ Then I remembered that the dress still hung in the closet of my room at my parent’s house. And that I was supposed to be there for dinner the day after tomorrow. Shit! I didn’t get to see my parents too often and I had planned that visit some time ago. At the Bottoms Up I could have just called in sick or asked for a day off, but I figured I couldn’t do that with Jeff.

		“I want to see you in that dress.”

		“It’s at my parents’ place, Master.”

		“So? You just go there and get it.”

		“That’s too far. If I go there I usually stay the night.” I thought about whether to tell him about the invitation for dinner and decided that it might be better to do so than to be caught sneaking in a phone call to cancel the date with my parents.

		“Look, I wanted to go to dinner there the day after tomorrow. But I guess that’s out of the question. I should call them and cancel. Please?” I asked him and then I quickly added “Master.”

		He grinned. “Hehe, you’re learning fast. And don’t think I didn’t notice that you left the ‘Master’ out before. Here’s what you do: You call your parents and tell them you’re bringing someone. We’ll have dinner, fetch the dress and drive back. I definitely want to see you in this dress,” he said and tapped the sketch with his finger. I felt the blood draining from my face and my mouth falling open. It was one thing bringing a boyfriend to my parents, but to bring someone who had bought me for a week and treated me as his slave was completely out of the question.

		“No way! That’s not part of our agreement. I’m your whore or whatever for a week, you can do more or less as you please with me, but my private life stays out of it.”

		Jeff didn’t relent, though. “C’mon, it’ll be fun. I’m not such a brute as you might think; I know how to behave in company. But you’re right; this is not part of our deal. It’s your call.”

		

		I thought of Chloe, my little sister. She was twenty-one and as much as I’m the black sheep of the family, she was the one that always did everything right. Got A-grades throughout school, kept her room always tidy, came home when she was supposed to, the prototype of the good girl. And she kept teasing me about my boyfriends, told me I attracted only losers, which hurt quite a lot, mostly because she was exactly spot on. She wouldn’t say that about Jeff, though. In fact she’d be drooling the whole evening, envying me. Yeah, to see her reaction when I introduced Jeff would be worth all the trouble. Plus, with Jeff being there my family probably wouldn’t roast me about my work and when did I finally design a collection and all that.

		“Ok, Master. I’ll call Mom and tell her that I’m bringing someone,” I finally said with a sneer.

		“What’s so funny about that, wench?”

		“Nothing about you, Master,” I said. “I’ll tell you when the evening’s over, ok?”

		“Ok. Go get your phone and make that call.”

		I punched in the numbers standing beside the bed and waited for someone to respond. Jeff started to open his trousers. Just when my sister picked up the phone he grabbed my wrist and pulled me onto the bed.

		“Hello? Who is it?” Chloe said.

		“Umm, hello, it’s me, Drew,” I managed to say while Jeff was playing with my breast.

		“Hello Drew, wassup?”

		“Err, nothing. It’s just ...,” I suppressed a yelp when Jeff pinched my nipple. It’s just that I wanted to talk to mom about Thursday. Is she home?”

		“Nope, she’s at work.” Jeff clearly intended to make my phone call as difficult as possible and slid his hand across my belly towards my pussy. “So, nothing’s up? I mean, you’re the big city girl, you should have something to tell.”

		“Nah, I’m just working a lot.” Jeff whispered in my ear, telling me that I should hurry up and finish the phone call.

		“What are you doing, Drew? Is there someone with you?”

		“No, I’m just ... look, could you tell Mom that I’ll bring someone for dinner?” Jeff was parting my pussy lips now and ran his finger along the length of my slit. I gasped when he touched my clit.

		Chloe chuckled. “Of course there’s someone with you. You’re making out with him, right?”

		“No, listen, just tell ...” I began, but once again Jeff found a way to make me jump when he slid two fingers inside me and bit down on my breast at the same time. “Tell mom that we’ll come at six and we won’t stay for the night, ok?”

		“Yes, sure, sis. Have fun and bring your cutie, hihihi,” she giggled as I already was fumbling for the button to end the call. “That was unnecessary and unfair, Master,” I scowled once the phone was stashed on the sideboard.

		“Shut up and spread your legs, wench,” was all he replied and then he mounted me and his large cock slid inside me, finding a well lubricated path. He ravaged my pussy brutally for some time, then he placed my legs on his shoulders and pushed down on my legs until I was almost doubled over. With renewed force he pushed deep inside me, hitting my uterus until it felt as if it were torn from the ligaments and pushed up to my chest.

		“You ... you’re hurting me, Master,” I stammered between two powerful thrusts.

		He didn’t miss a beat and kept fucking my while he moaned “I know.” I clenched my teeth and waited for him to finish. Strange as it might sound, his “I know” was kinda reassuring and it wasn’t that the pain was unbearable. Still, it definitely wasn’t the best fuck, either, at least not for me. But I guessed that he knew that, too, and that this wasn’t about me having a swell time.

		At long last he moaned loudly and I felt him twitch inside me as he shot load after load of his semen deep inside my pussy. Panting heavily he laid on top of me, still filling me until his dick shrank and he pulled out of me and lay sprawled out on the bed beside me.

		“Clean me,” he ordered.

		When I was finished licking his sperm and my juices off of him he asked me whether I enjoyed it.

		“No, Master,” I answered truthfully, hoping that my honesty wouldn’t get me into trouble. Was I supposed to love everything he did to me? I had no idea, but I soon learned that this was indeed not the case.

		“Ok. You’re here for my pleasure. You’ll eventually learn to take pleasure and pride in satisfying my needs and once in a while you’ll be allowed an orgasm.”

		What a crap! What an utter crap! Take pleasure and pride in satisfying his needs. Bullshit! That wasn’t even worth thinking about, let alone commenting on it. I slid out from under him, my abdomen still hurting, feeling his cum trickle out of me.

		“Can I go and finish cleaning the bathroom now?” I said with my most businesslike voice. “Master,” I added after a second and in italics.

		His hand shot out and he held me by my ear and hissed into it “don’t get cheeky, wench!” Then he let go, actually pushed me away. “Yeah, do that.”

		

		After I had finished with my flat we drove to his place. The house was quite large, a modern two-story house on a sloping hill overlooking the city. It sat inside a large garden, there was a little pool which was empty and covered with a tarpaulin at this time of year and the lot was surrounded by bushes that secluded it from the neighboring houses.

		Once inside I couldn’t help but gasp. It was huge, larger than it had looked from the outside. The hall opened up to the living room, which was sparsely furnished with two large white leather sofas, a low glass table and a sideboard with the biggest flat screen I had ever seen. This room alone was bigger than my whole apartment, from my guess. To the left was a bathroom, obviously the smaller one for eventual guests and a huge kitchen/dining room. To the right were the stairs to the second floor and Jeff’s office or den or whatever he called it. On the second floor were three bedrooms on the front of the house, all of them with panorama windows looking down on the city. The Master bedroom was in the middle, about 20 by 25 feet, with a huge king size bed and a walk in closet on the left side that dwarfed my bedroom and a bathroom to the right which was only accessible from the Master bedroom. The bathroom was big enough for a Jacuzzi and there was actually a bidet too. On either side of this bedroom where two smaller ones, obviously guest rooms that weren’t used a lot, if at all.

		Black slate tiles covered the floor throughout the house and on the whitewashed walls hung monochromes of bodyscapes and naked women, some of them tied up.

		It all looked quite new, very expensive and completely male, if that was what a house could look like. What I mean is that it was clear that it was a single guy’s house and that there was no woman living here.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6 – Jingle bell

		

		I was still wearing the skimpy skirt and the tight top I had donned this morning but as soon as we entered the house I was ordered to strip. Once again I stood motionless in heels and stockings, waiting to be told what to do next. Jeff just ordered me to get dinner ready and disappeared upstairs. I left my bag in the middle of the hall, went to the kitchen and checked the fridge for food. I’m not a good cook, not at all, but I was starving by then and I managed to make some halfway decent huevos rancheros. I sat the table and went in search of Jeff but he came down the stairs just when I got into the hall.

		I told him that dinner was ready and served him his plate, heaped some of the food on another and sat down to eat.

		“Who has given you permission to sit down and eat?” He glared at me.

		I remained silent. I wasn’t going to answer each and every of his fucking rhetorical questions. But I got up, put the plate on the counter, leaned my butt on the cold marble and crossed my arms.

		“Kneel here beside me.”

		Very slowly and glaring at him I crossed the five feet that separated us and knelt down.

		“First, you’ll get punished for all the times you didn’t answer me or when you didn’t address me as your Master. This time, you don’t have to think about the punishment, I’ll do that for you.” He ate while I watched him and listened to my stomach rumbling. Darn, I was so pissed off. I hadn’t eaten anything all day except that lousy salad and a slice of bread for lunch. And now I had to kneel beside him and listen to this shit while he ate.

		“Not bad, those eggs. I bet you’re hungry by now, huh?” Another one of those stupid questions. I didn’t even think of answering. But this time he didn’t let it slide. His hand hit my cheek before I even saw it and my head was jerked forcefully to the left. It wasn’t as much painful as it was humiliating.

		“That is to remind you that you’re my slave and that I want to hear a ‘yes Master’ or a ‘no Master’ from you when I ask you a question.”

		I wasn’t stupid enough to risk more pain and humiliation by not answering and so I mumbled “yes, Master,” through my clenched teeth. Another slap on my other cheek followed quickly.

		“I think I have been much too lenient so far. You obviously need to learn the hard way. I want to hear a loud and firm ‘yes Master’.” He finished his eggs, got up to get my plate and started to eat those too. “You just blew your dinner.”

		

		Damn! I remembered that I could just stand up, get dressed and grab my bag and leave. But then I remembered the Nazi too and a night going hungry looked much more appealing than being carved up with a switchblade.

		“Yes, Master.”

		He continued eating, my stomach kept on rumbling and I needed to pee badly. I was pretty sure he wouldn’t approve if I just got up and walked to the bathroom for a piss. Eventually I asked him whether I could go to the toilet.

		“No. Not yet. First you do the dishes.” I got up, did the dishes and dried them and when all was done I went to the door and asked if it was ok to go now.

		“No. You kneel, you ask politely and I’ll think about it.”

		I shook my head, feeling the anger rise again, but I kneeled. It was obvious that I was going lose this game, if it was a game. Short of walking out of our deal I had no other choice but to swallow my pride and do as I was told.

		“Master, please allow me to go use the toilet.”

		He pushed his chair back and turned towards me. “I think we’ve got to get some points straight first. As of now, there is no ‘me’ anymore, no ‘I’. Drew has ceased to exist for the remainder of our contract. There’s a slave and this slave refers to herself as slave. Understood?”

		Actually I hadn’t, but I thought it would be smarter to say “yes, Master.”

		“Wrong, you dumb cunt,” he shouted angrily. “You haven’t. If you had you’d had said ‘yes, Master, this slave has understood.’”

		

		It certainly looked as if I had to swallow a lot of pride yet before this week was over. I looked at him and had to swallow before I could feebly say, “yes Master, this slave has understood.”

		“The first principle is obedience. Complete and utter obedience. Failure to comply at once with any of my orders and requests will be dealt with immediately and harshly.” He waited until I finally echoed my own words from before.

		“The second principle is devotion and humbleness. So far you’ve done not even what I expected from you, let alone put in an effort to convince me that my time and money aren’t wasted on you. Let me tell you, cunt: You’re about an inch from being kicked out of my house and our contract. This is the last time I’m going to remind you that either party can end our agreement at any given time.”

		I squirmed on my knees, both because I was ashamed and because I felt as if I’d gonna pee myself any second now. Whatever happened to my resolve to be the goddamn best slave I could possibly be? I hadn’t even tried for a second.

		

		This time I almost couldn’t say the dreaded words. I hung my head after I had finished and waited for him to say something. He didn’t, just watched me. At long last he asked whether I had anything to add.

		“No sir, this slave has nothing to say at the moment.”

		“Then you can piss now.” I started to stand up but he bellowed for me to stop. “Piss now, I said. Here.”

		Although I was shocked and disgusted by the idea of wetting myself here in front of him I tried, for once I honestly tried. But I couldn’t. My bladder felt as if it would explode any second now, but still I couldn’t bring myself to relax enough to let it flow. Jeff chuckled, clearly enjoying my struggling.

		“Can’t do it?”

		“No, Master,” I replied, looking at the floor.

		“You’ll have to learn.”

		My knees began to hurt while I tried to think of something that would me allow to pee. But it was useless; my mind kept coming back to the situation I was in. He watched me; I looked down, nothing happened. I felt a tear running down my cheek, it was so humiliating.

		At last my pee began to flow and I groaned with relief, even when the hot, stinking piss was running down my legs and pooling around my knees. It flowed and flowed and then it was only a trickle and finally my bladder was empty. I didn’t know what to do so I just waited for Jeff to say or do something. But he didn’t, not for a long time. When he finally spoke, he didn’t say what I had expected.

		“You’ll knee in your own piss until you say what a slave is expected to say in such a situation.” He got up and walked out. “I’ll be back in a half an hour. You better figure out by then what to say.”

		

		Of course I was at a complete loss. I sat on my heels to relieve the tension in my knees and started to think. But I didn’t come up with much. Did he expect me to apologize for having peed on his kitchen floor? Nah, not very likely. Furthermore, I had a pretty good idea who would clean up the mess. I replayed the whole dinner scene. Me looking at him while he ate. Me asking whether I could go to the toilet. Wait. That was it. Ok, I asked, I didn’t get permission right away, but eventually, after he set up these principles, he said I could pee, thus granting me my wish.

		Maybe he expected me to thank him. Yeah, I would thank him. I would thank him for letting me pee myself, even if it cost me yet some more pride. That decision being made, I just waited and thought about my day so far. I almost couldn’t believe that the day had only started at ten in the morning, considering what had happened in that short time. I had exposed myself publicly, had accepted a deal I obviously hadn’t understood at the time, I had received a spanking, been teased to an orgasm by the same person who had spanked me like a little girl, had been brutally and painfully fucked, I had been deprived of food and finally I had been forced to piss myself in front of someone watching me. The only day of my life that had been worse was when I had been raped by the Nazi.

		Something definitely needed to change in my life. Since it wasn’t likely that the people around me would, nor the circumstances of my life, I needed to change. If I could.

		

		The opportunity to prove that I could do better than I did until now came when Jeff returned. It had been far more than thirty minutes since he left, but I figured it wouldn’t be wise to point that out.

		“Think you know what to say, cunt?” I hated that word, just hated it. Once a guy had called me a cunt when he had tried to hit on me and I not only had told him to fuck off, I actually had hit the asshole on his head with my beer bottle, hitting him hard enough to leave a gaping gash in his scalp. Now, kneeling in my own pee in some pervert’s kitchen, no bottles were available. And even if there had been, sending Jeff to the ER was no solution. There was only one way out.

		“Yes, Master. This slave does,” I said, almost choking on the words.

		“Good. Go on.”

		“This slave wants to thank her Master for allowing her to pee.”

		“Yeah, not bad. Now clean up the mess you made and meet me in the living room for your punishment.” Aww fuck! I had completely forgotten about that. I mopped the floor, didn’t know whether I should go take a shower, decided that nobody wanted to deal with someone stinking from pee and had stepped into shower of the guest bathroom to wash myself.

		Big mistake! Big, big mistake! Jeff suddenly was behind me, grabbed my wrist, cuffed it to the faucet and turned off the hot water. He let me stand in the cold water for what seemed to be an eternity, then uncuffed me again and dragged me by my hair upstairs. I yammered and pleaded and said that I’m sorry and that I didn’t knew, but it was all in vain. He threw me onto the bed in one of the spare bedrooms and moments later my wrists and ankles were shackled and I was chained spread-eagled to the bed.

		

		To know that very likely I wouldn’t enjoy what he was going to do was kinda frightening and exciting at the same time. And since I was helplessly bound I was at least confident that I wouldn’t be able to fuck up too much, as long as I remained silent. I raised my head and followed him with my eyes while he went out of the door. I heard him walk down the stairs again. He seemed to be completely calm, not angry or mad. That was probably good. That’s what I though until he came back, with some things in his hands I couldn’t identify.

		Except for the gun. I pretty much freaked out when I saw it, started to scream and yell that I didn’t want to die and that I was so sorry and I’d be a good slave from now on. He looked at me completely surprised, laid down everything he was holding and showed me his empty hands.

		“Easy, cunt. Nobody’s going to die. Why do you think I’d want to kill you?”

		I was still shivering, both from the cold water, although it was comfortably warm in the room and from fear. “You ... I thought ... the gun. Master?” I guess if I hadn’t peed myself only a couple of minutes before I’d have done it now.

		“What gun? Oh. I see.” He started to laugh. “I’m sure I won’t have to use lethal force to get you to do what I want you to do,” he said, still chuckling, and showed me what I had mistaken for a gun. “It’s one of those things they use to shoot holes in earlobes. Of course I won’t use it on your lobes, but it still won’t kill you.”

		I felt like a complete fool and was so relieved that I completely missed that I was going to be pierced with this gun. And not in my earlobes either. I lay on the bed with my eyes closed, still recovering from the shock, when I felt something cold on my pussy. I tried to look but he told me to lie still.

		“You don’t want me to miss the target,” he added and reached for the instrument. By now I was not only scared again but also beginning to get furious. This time I remained silent, though. There wasn’t anything I could do about it anyway.

		

		Suddenly a sharp flash of pain shot through my pussy and I screamed. But the pain quickly ebbed away and all that remained was a throbbing sensation. Then a burning sensation, he obviously had disinfected the tiny wound.

		“Very beautiful. You did well, slave. Now you may look.” He unfastened the shackles around my wrists and ankles and I sat up.

		“Kneel with your legs spread.” I did and looked down at my pussy. He had pierced my right inner labia near the lower end and inserted a little stainless steel ring. Attached to the ring was a chain, about an inch and a half long. At the end of the chain hung a tiny bell. He flicked it lightly and light chiming could be heard. I was speechless. Well, almost.

		“What the fuck have you done? How ...?” I began to shout, but then he looked up from my crotch into my eyes and I saw that I’d be in real trouble if I continued like this. Apart from the threat there was something else showing in his eyes, something I hadn’t expected. Some ... tenderness, caring. His eyes looked just like his voice sounded when he said that he was sorry about me having been raped.

		“I’m sorry. I mean, this slave is sorry. Aww crap, I can’t ... this slave ...,” I stopped, not knowing how to go on. I half expected to be hit or at hear some harsh words but he just looked at me until I realized that he gave me a second chance to get it right.

		“Master, this slave thinks the ring and bell look nice. But I ... she! ... She doesn’t know what it is for.” Which was the truth. It did look nice and I knew that when this week was over I’d take the ring out again and a couple of days later the hole would be closed again.

		“That’s much better, slave. I appreciate the effort.” He tugged lightly on the bell, sending a little sting of pain through my pussy. “The bell shall remind you of your place and of who and what you are. I figured you’d need a reminder.”

		I didn’t know what to think. On the one hand, I was still pissed off that he had pierced me, marked me as his slave, even when I knew that the ring could be easily taken out at the end of our contract and that the hole in my pussy lip would close itself in no time. On the other hand, I had to admit that it looked cute. And when I wanted to do a good job during this week I probably really needed a reminder of my place. What I needed was some time for myself, to think about everything that had happened today and get a clear head about how to go on. Somehow it had all been too much for a day and I was tired of my own conflicting emotions and stupid mistakes that didn’t get me anywhere but in trouble.

		“Of course it will hurt in the next days whenever I fuck you or whip your cunt, but then again, I like it when a girl howls and mewls in pain,” he said with a wicked grin.

		

		While I was too confused to think straight I was at least smart enough to know what to say. “Yes Master. This slave understands.”

		He smiled and took me my hand. “Good. You’re learning fast. Come now.” He led me to the bathroom and told me to sit on the bidet with my pussy thrust forward and my legs spread wide. I watched him while he whipped up a bowl with shaving cream. Yeah, right, I had forgotten that he wanted to shave my Mohawk. I watched and giggled as he used a shaving brush to apply liberal amounts of foam on my pussy and mound. Then I stopped to giggle when I saw that he didn’t intend to use one of those Gillette razors, but actually one of them blades they use in bad movies to slit throats.

		I pictured myself lying in my own blood with a mutilated pussy and began to breathe heavily. 

		“Stay calm now, slave,” said Jeff. “You also might want to look somewhere else or close your eyes.” That was undoubtedly a very good advice. However, it was also futile advice since my eyes seemed to be glued to the razor blade and my pussy. As much as I tried, I couldn’t get them to look at something else. 

		He stopped and looked at me and I realized that I had held my breath. I wondered how he could concentrate on shaving my pussy and still recognize that I was about to faint from lack of oxygen.

		He resumed the shaving when I had taken a couple of deep breaths and thanked him. At last it was done and he hadn’t cut me. “Much better now, don’t you think?”

		“Umm, no, Master, to be honest I liked it better with the Mohawk. Err, I mean, this slave liked it better with the Mohawk.”

		“Yeah, well, too bad. I do with my property as I wish.”

		So I was his property. Duh! I thought I had been hired for a week, not bought. Maybe I should have listened to him more carefully when he had laid out the deal. Or he hadn’t said it. Maybe that was it. He had tricked me into something. I decided to let it slip for the moment, think it all through during the night and have a proper talk with him the next day.

		

		We both showered. Well, not exactly. I sponged him, toweled him dry, helped him in his bathrobe and then I had five minutes to wash myself too, including brushing my teeth. I was still wet and getting bored of all that serving crap when I came into his bedroom. He beckoned me at his side and motioned me to kneel beside the bed. I wondered whether I’d have calluses on my knees by the end of the seven days from all the kneeling I did.

		“Try to smile. I wanna see your dimples.”

		I don’t think I fooled him with my forced smile, but I don’t think he really cared about whether it was a genuine smile or a faked one. He laid on the bed, propped up on the pillows, his muscular body relaxed and smelling of soap.

		“There’s still a punishment in store for you.”

		I groaned. I had hoped my day was over and I could finally rest. “Yes, Master,” I said, without looking at him.

		“You’ll like it. At least most of it.” He pulled me up on the bed and started to kiss me, kissed my mouth, my neck, my throat, his large, warm hands were on my back, my buttocks and thighs, caressing me until I moaned with the pleasure. Then Jeff fucked me for what seemed to be an eternity. No, that’s not true. He didn’t fuck me, he made love to me. He made love to me like nobody ever before had made love to me. He did everything just the way I liked. He made love to me in every position I knew and then in some more I’d never even thought of. He did all that and after a very short time I was horny as hell, my pussy was dripping wet and I didn’t even mind the stinging pain of the fresh piercing in my pussy lip.

		

		But he never let me cum. He just let me glimpse how wonderful and fan-fucking-tastic it could be, but never showed me the whole picture.

		Every time I got to the edge he kept me there, kept me until I thought I was going crazy and started to beg him to let me cum but invariably he let me come down from the edge again, frustrated, wanton and hornier than I had been before. He himself came twice, both times he filled my mouth with his jism and both times I found myself swallowing and licking him eagerly, not wanting to miss a drop.

		I guess I was a pretty good slave then, but I don’t remember too much of it anymore, I was just pure lust and desire, my brain having finally shut down and my body in full control. In the end he took me doggy style, using my hair as reigns to control me and I thought my pussy would go up in flames from all the sensations. My scalp hurt, my pussy hurt, I was dog tired but I wanted him to go on and on and on and never ever stop again. Jeff’s cock ground into me, churning up my pussy, his balls slapped into my thighs as I begged him to let me cum. But he wouldn’t and at long last he slipped out of me, turned me around and shot his semen one last time in my mouth and over my face.

		

		We both lay on the bed exhausted and quiet afterwards. His hand cupped my breast and I could feel his breath on my neck. 

		“There’s a vibe and a butt plug in the chest over there, go and get them,” he said at last as I was drifting off into a post-coital slumber. A butt plug. Eww! I had used dildos before, of course, but had no experience with butt plugs. That sounded like something I wouldn’t like at all. But right now I was too mellow to protest.

		“Yes, Master,” I whispered and scrambled off the bed. The bell between my legs chimed softly as I tiptoed to the chest. I was pretty sure it would serve its purpose and remind me of my position in this deal all the time I heard it.

		

		“Bring the harness too.”

		After some rummaging through the chest I found what he had asked for, although there were several butt plugs in various sizes. I also saw whips and other things I had never seen before but still had a pretty good idea what they would be used for.

		“Master?”

		“Uh huh?”

		“There are different sizes of butt plugs, which one do you want, Master?” I asked, carefully phrasing my question so I didn’t have to refer to myself as slave.

		“The biggest you think you can take.”

		Taking the smallest was out of the question, I was pretty sure he would make me get another one if I brought that. So I settled on a medium sized one and brought everything back to the bed. He told me to lie on my back and spread my legs, lifting my knees towards my chest, then he worked first the lubed butt plug and then the dildo inside my two holes. It was an uncomfortable, unfamiliar feeling to have objects filling both my pussy and my ass, but it wasn’t painful. Then he fastened the wide leather belt of the harness around my waist. There wasn’t much else to the belt, except for steel rings on either side of the belt, which I guessed could be used to chain someone’s - mine probably - wrists to and a thin leather strap attached to the front which he now put between my legs. He rolled me on my belly, made sure that the leather strap run between my pussy lips and over the butt plug, pulled it tight and fastened it to the belt on my back.

		

		I had to follow him back to the bedroom where he had pierced my labia. He shackled me again, laid out a cot on the floor, chained my arms to one bedpost and my ankles to the other, wished me a good night and left.

		The chains rattled and the bell chimed as I tried to find a comfortable position in the dark. This wasn’t how I had pictured the night. After he had fucked me I had assumed that I’d be sleeping in his bed, not on some thin cot on the floor. Maybe Jeff expected me to earn myself the favor of sleeping in his bed, or in any bed, as a matter of fact.

		I had wanted to think about what had happened so far, maybe come up with an idea about how to behave and get through the week, but now I was too tired. And too confused. Now that I had learned how wonderful it could be with Jeff it was obvious that there were two, no, three choices for me. The first was walk away. But hey, I’m a girl who loves to fuck. And no girl who loves to fuck would walk out of a guy who fucks that good. Besides, there was the money. Walking out would also mean to go back to Victor and the skinhead. So, walking away was no option at all. Besides, I was chained to a bed and by the time he would free me again there would remain only about six days.

		

		That left me with the options to play along, be a good slave, do everything as I was told to do or continue to struggle and be a bitch. I had a hunch that this path would be painful, while the ‘good slave’-path could be quite rewarding. If only I could bring my brain and my pride to shut the fuck up and let my body take control. That had happened tonight, and it had been great and it had kept me out of trouble whereas every time either my mind or my pride had been in control of what I had said or done it ended with pain or humiliation. Or both.

		To cut it short, my stay with Jeff could be Hell, or it could be Heaven and it would be entirely up to me which of the two it was.

		

		I must have slept at last, because when I opened my eyes again it was day and Jeff was standing bent over me, unchaining my wrists.

		“Good morning, slave,” he greeted me. “Go get breakfast ready.”

		“Yes, Master. Good morning too.” I got up and stretched, feeling the tension in my shoulder where I had laid on it. I also felt the dildo and butt plug inside me. I walked down the stairs awkwardly with my legs spread to ease the strain in my abdomen and with the bell chiming.

		Jeff allowed me to sit down for breakfast but with both a dildo and a butt plug lodged inside me I wasn’t so sure if kneeling hadn’t been better. But I was too hungry to worry very much about how my pussy and ass felt and attacked the breakfast with fervor.

		I looked at Jeff reading the paper as I wolfed down a bowl of muesli, trying to understand the man. He had been brutal and caring, attentive and disinterested. He had shown cruelty and tenderness and I still hadn’t a clue why he had picked me. I was sure he could have found himself easily a girl who would have willingly submitted to him, crawled at his feet and called him Master. So, why had he picked me?

		I finished the muesli and took a sip of coffee. Now that I had eaten I felt good. Really good. Ok, I was sitting naked opposite a man who called me his property, there were a dildo and a butt plug stuffed inside me, a little bell attached to my pussy chimed whenever I moved, but I still felt good. And confident. I’d call him Master, I’d refer to myself as ‘this slut’, I’d pee myself if that was what he wanted and clean up the mess afterwards, I’d walk around with two artificial cocks thrust inside me. I’d do all that and it would be a piece of cake and then, in six days, I’d walk out of his life with his 14 grand, pay my debts and begin a new life. And if I managed to do it right I might even get the fucking of my life.

		

		And I would start doing it right now. “Master, can this slave clear the table now?”

		“Sure, go ahead,” he said with a smile and I felt his gaze on me when I stood up and began with my task. When I had finished cleaning everything I stood beside him and waited, until he told me that I should start cleaning the house. Cleaning the house. Goddammit, now I was his fucking maid too. I made a face and turned to walk away when Jeff grabbed my wrist and jerked me around to face him again.

		

		“Cunt!” he hissed. Once again I was taken aback about how he had changed in a split second from being relaxed and calm to being harsh and determined.

		“What, Master?” I said because I didn’t know what I had done wrong.

		“You don’t pull a face when I tell you to clean the house. You say yes Master and do it. Period.” His fingers were clenching my wrist until it started to hurt.

		“Yes, Master. This slave is sorry.” Once again I felt anger grow inside me. I fucking hated to talk about myself in the third person and call myself a slave.

		Jeff looked into my eyes until I couldn’t hold his gaze anymore and looked away. “Do you think you need to be punished, cunt?”

		No, to be honest I didn’t think so, but I wasn’t stupid enough to say so. “Yes, Master.”

		“And what would be an appropriate punishment? Think of something and then beg for it.”

		Oh no, not that again! And he wanted me to beg to be punished. My mind raced while I tried to come up with something he would accept while it wasn’t really a bad punishment. At last I had an idea. I sank to my knees and cleared my throat. “This slave begs her Master to let her clean the house with the dildo in her pussy and the butt plug in her ass.”

		He laughed and said that this wasn’t a punishment because he had never planned to take them out anyway. “But ok, I see you at least tried. Now if you beg again, and do it really good, we’ll leave it at that.”

		

		Fuck, fuck, fuck! I would have preferred to have my ass spanked than to be forced to beg again. That was way more humiliating than being spanked like a little schoolgirl.

		“Master, please punish this slave for her stupidity and insolence. Please let her wear the dildo in her filthy cunt and the butt plug up her whore’s ass so she doesn’t forget that she’s a slave.” I felt my face getting burning hot with the humiliation.

		“That was quite ok,” he said and let go of my wrist.

		“Thank you, Master,” I replied, got up, curtsied and went to start doing what I had been told to do. I was so angry at everybody including myself but especially Jeff that I worked like a madwoman. I scrubbed the bathrooms, changed the linen on all the beds, dusted everything in all the rooms except Jeff’s study, vacuumed and mopped all the floors, I even emptied and washed the cupboards in the kitchen. Not that anything had been dirty, I was pretty sure he had a cleaning lady coming at least once a week. But when I had finished, the apartment actually gleamed in the sunlight shining in through the large windows and I actually felt proud.

		Jeff had disappeared into his study shortly after I had begun and I hadn’t seen him since. Once I already had stood in front of his door to ask whether I could take out the dildo to have a pee, but I guessed that he wouldn’t allow me anyway and so had squatted on the toilet and struggled once again with relieving my bladder. All the time I walked bow-legged, I couldn’t get used to having my pussy and ass filled. And the freakin’ bell! It looked cute, that much I had to admit, but I hated to hear its silvery chiming with every step I took.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7 – Dark as a Dungeon

		

		It was about five in the afternoon when I had cleaned everything I could think of. Jeff was still in his study, probably working, or downloading porn, or whatever. It wasn’t my business at all, but I was quite curious as how he made that much money. I thought about what to do, discarded the idea of sitting down and reading a magazine because I wasn’t much of a reader and there wasn’t any magazine I was interested in. There was a TV of course, but I guessed Jeff wouldn’t approve of me hanging on the sofa watching the -nth rerun of some crappy soap. Then I saw the door to the basement. Of course I had seen it before, but then I had been busy and the thought of going down hadn’t even occurred to me. Now was different, though. I opened the door and went down to find three more doors. One opened into a little room with the heating and boiler and nothing else and I quickly closed it again.

		The next door opened in a much larger room than the first one, that much I could make out even without any lights on. When I switched them on, I first stood in awe for several minutes, letting my gaze wander. It was a torture chamber, or at least that’s what its purpose was, to tie up and torture people. It looked kinda medieval, with a dark, almost black wooden floor, heavy beams from the same wood as the floor and yellowish-grey walls made of big slabs of limestone. The room must have been at least 25 feet long and 15 wide. Near the door were a couple of leather seats, a fridge and a cupboard. A large wooden bench occupied the centre of the room. It looked a bit like the working bench my father had in his shed, but I guessed it wasn’t used to plane a board or fix a chair. I walked up to it, transfixed by the look of it. There were leather straps and chains attached to it. It didn’t need the brain of a Nobel Prize winner to figure out what those straps and chains were for and I pictured myself being tied to the bench, naked, helpless, at the mercy of Jeff. I shook my head to chase the image from my mind, but I also noticed a faint tingling between my legs.

		

		“Fucking cunt, don’t betray me,” I whispered to myself. I guess it isn’t a sign of good mental health when you start talking with your own pussy, but I was really getting annoyed with it. But then I remembered that I had wanted to listen to my body and I looked around with renewed interest and awe and less disgust. In the back of the room stood a big X made of two massive wooden beams. Ringbolts were screwed in each end of the two beams. Again, its purpose was pretty clear. The next piece of ‘furniture’ didn’t make that much sense. It looked like a bit like a vaulting horse, except that there was no leather padding. Quite to the contrary, where on a vaulting horse would be the soft roundness of the leather padding, this vault had a sharp edged board. Then I saw that there was actually padding, but it lay on the floor and could be attached to the vault for whatever purpose. I wondered for what kind of torture it would be used.

		On the walls hung several whips. Riding crops, a bullwhip, several smaller ones with lots of strands, paddles and a row of vicious looking canes in various thicknesses and made of different material. I shuddered when I thought of being hit with any of the implements.

		The last object was a large cupboard but when I tried it I found that it was locked. I glanced around some more, getting both nervous and a bit excited, and with a last look at the whips and canes I switched of the indirect light and closed the door. Then I leaned on the wall and breathed deeply. Now Jeff’s behavior made more sense. He obviously didn’t only enjoy dominating girls; he also liked to torture them. Would he take me down here too? Would I let him? I didn’t know right now. There was that large part of me, about 99 percent, that screamed “No! No fucking way will I go down here with him!” and then there was that tiny little voice speaking directly from my groin, saying “Hell yes! You’re a horny cunt and you’re going to enjoy it.”

		

		In the last room was just stuff. A snowboard, a closet which probably contained winter clothes, a couple of boxes with books and an old race bike with flat tires. That made me drool because I had once owned such a bike myself, a beautiful old Italian bicycle I had liked and used a lot until some asshole had stolen it. Maybe I should buy myself a bike again when all this shit was over, I thought, while I touched the tape around the handlebar. After all it was cheap, it was fast, and cycling would help me too keep my ass in shape. I examined the bike more closely when suddenly I heard steps behind me. Startled I turned around and stammered something, feeling like a child caught with its hands in the cookie jar. I didn’t even know why, Jeff hadn’t said I should stay out of the basement, but somehow I still felt like one of Bluebeard’s wives.

		He grabbed my hair and pushed me against the wall, his face only inches from mine. “Did you like what you saw in the other room, my dungeon?”

		Oh, yeah, right, dungeon is what they’re called. Where kinksters meet and sadists thrive on the howling of their unfortunate victims.

		“I haven’t ... I mean ... erm ... this slave hasn’t ...” I didn’t know why I tried to lie to him. 

		He cut me off. “Don’t lie to me, cunt.” With a twist of his hand he pulled my hair harder, evoking a shrill shriek from me.

		“This slave is very sorry. She didn’t know that she wasn’t supposed to go in there.”

		“But you were supposed. Not now, not alone, but that’s no biggie. Lying is. I say this once only: If I catch you lying one more time I kick your sorry ass out of my house. Got that?” I started to whimper when he yanked my hair even harder.

		“Yes Master.”

		“Now tell me, did you like what you saw?” Jeff relaxed his grip on my hair.

		

		Since I didn’t want to be kicked out of our deal I stuck with the truth. Oh, well and the fact that a simple check between my legs would have told him everything anyway. Mustn’t forget the traitor between my legs. “Yes Master, a part of this slave liked what she saw. But only a small part, the rest of her was rather scared.”

		I knew I was in for more trouble and humiliation when his other hand reached between my legs. He worked a finger beneath the leather strap, slid it between my lips and then brought it up glistening. I smelled myself when he rubbed it on my lip. After having had that dildo in my pussy for a night and a day it smelled rather strong. “Guess your cunt is among the parts who liked it, eh?”

		Fuck! Talk about being pussy whipped by your own fucking pussy...

		“Yes Master, it certainly looks like.” His face was still only inches from mine as he began to squeeze my tit and pulled my head back on my hair. 

		“Want me to make your cunt happy?” He bent down and kissed my throat. I moaned. That was exactly what I had wanted him to do.

		“Yes, Master, make this cunt happy, please,” I whispered between moans. His hand had left my breast and was between my legs again.

		“Say it, cunt.”

		I didn’t know what he wanted me to say but I knew what I wanted him to do so that was what I said. “Fuck this cunt, Master. Please fuck it.” He reached behind me and unbuckled the leather strap that kept the dildo and butt plug in place.

		“Keep the plug in your ass,” ordered Jeff and took hold of the dildo. He slowly pulled it out as I struggled to clench my butt around the plug. Slowly he pushed the dildo in again, twisting it a bit. “Say it, whore.”

		

		I felt myself getting wet and horny and it was like the night before, my mind shut up and my body took control over me. “Fuck this cunt, Master. Please fuck me,” I moaned and then I kept repeating it while he fucked me with the dildo. He squeezed my tit and pinched my nipple hard, but I didn’t mind the pain, I even enjoyed it as yet another sensation that let me lose control. It was as if I was falling, falling, falling and I didn’t, couldn’t, shouldn’t care where or how I landed. Again I begged for him go let me cum and pleaded with him, but he kept on kissing my neck and pinching my tit and fucking my pussy but didn’t give me what I needed to be pushed over the edge.

		

		Then, suddenly, he stepped back, let go of my tit and pulled the dildo out of me. I howled with the frustration. “Please Master, let this cunt cum, I beg you,” I pleaded, but to no avail. If he had wanted to reduce me to a slobbering, needy and horny pussy, he had just scored a perfect ten.

		“Later, maybe. Now I’m hungry. You can take out the butt plug now and clean yourself.”

		This time I didn’t fuck up and thanked him properly. With a “good girl” he tossed the dildo in my direction and watched me squirm as I pulled on the butt plug. Eventually it plopped out of my ass. I wrinkled my nose when I smelled the stench.

		I followed Jeff upstairs, glad to be able to walk normal again. Well, not exactly normal, I felt as if I should run to the toilet as quickly as possible and kept on clenching my ass cheeks.

		Out of the blue Jeff said, “If you want, you can have the bicycle as a bonus. It’s too small for me anyway.”

		“Oh, thank you very much, Master,” I replied, thinking that I’d rather visit the toilet than talk about bikes right now.

		

		Refreshed, clean, my hair done and wearing makeup I went downstairs to the kitchen again an hour later. Jeff was cooking something Asian, judging from the smells. I stood in the door for a minute, watching him work, admired the sleek movements of his hands as he chopped vegetables. I found myself thinking about last night, how expertly he had touched me, how easily he had brought me time and again to the brink of what I knew would have been a 1st class orgasm, if he had allowed me to have it.

		I sighed and stepped forward. “Master, is there anything I can ...” I rolled my eyes at my own stupidity “... this slave can do?”

		“Yeah, set the table, be here, be naked, and be beautiful.” So that was what I did, I set the table, stood beside him, naked, maybe beautiful. For the first time we talked like normal people, well, except that I referred to myself as either a slut or a slave. I noticed that it got better and easier, I already got used to it and was both surprised and a bit annoyed about how fast I adapted to that shit.

		

		I asked him about his job and he said that he had the lousiest job on earth, investing his family’s fortune and make sure it got bigger. That sounded pretty ok to me and I asked why he thought this was a lousy job.

		“It’s nothing. I work a couple of hours each day and all I have done is written a couple of emails, shifted some funds, bought share of this company and sold some of another. Crap.” He looked at me. “What you do is much better.”

		“Yeah, right, this whore fucks guys for money. That’s really a career you should consider too.”

		He laughed. “Yeah, well, actually I wasn’t talking about the whoring. But coming to think of it, being a tart isn’t worse than what I do. At least you give some people pleasure.” He thought about that for a moment. “No, I was thinking of the fashion you made. That’s cool. It really is.”

		“Yeah, it also doesn’t pay my bills. This slut’s bills,” I corrected myself hastily.

		He grinned and asked me about my family. I told him the hard facts: my father was a plumber, had his own one-man business, mom did the paperwork and looked after us kids. Nothing special.

		“You didn’t finish college?”

		“No, this slave dropped out and got a job with a tailor here. She was too lazy to study. And too stupid, too.”

		“Why don’t you work there anymore?”

		Now that wasn’t something I wanted to go into, but it wasn’t worth risking a lie either. “Fucked up.”

		“Tsk, tsk, tsk. I think I’ll have to teach you how to behave like a lady. You already know about behaving like a whore.”

		I broke out in laughter.

		“Take care, slut; you’re walking on thin ice when you’re making fun of me.”

		“This slut isn’t making fun of her Master. It’s just that she’s probably the last person that should be connected with the word ‘lady.’”

		“Is that so?” he looked straight into my eyes. “And why is that so?”

		“Because this slave’s not a good girl and definitely not a lady. Has never been and will never be.”

		He didn’t say anything for a while, but I could see he was thinking about something while he finished the curry and the rice.

		

		During dinner we talked some more about jobs and eventually we talked about our exes. There weren’t that many in my life, my relationships usually hadn’t lasted long enough to call the guys ex once they had gone. He didn’t say too much when I asked about his past affairs, just said that he had had a few girls. I wanted to know whether he had taken them down to the basement.

		“You’re fascinated by my dungeon, huh?” Jeff had a point there, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to acknowledge that.

		Instead of a answer I asked him whether he took all his girls downstairs, without realizing that this was already a pretty good answer to his question.

		“Yeah. They usually want to go down. Actually that’s why they’re here.”

		I stared at him in disbelief. “They ... they want? They want you to use those whips on them?”

		“Yes, sure. What do you want?”

		I didn’t have to think about that. “To be honest, this slave wants to be fucked like yesterday, but next time with the orgasms.”

		“Hehehehe. We’ll see about that. But yesterday was crap; I was just using you for my pleasure. I didn’t care too much about you.”

		I guess I started to drool. How hot would sex with Jeff be if he cared about me? “Oh,” I only said, rather meekly.

		“Do you want to go down to the dungeon, feel the whip on your body? Do you? Does your pussy?” He pushed his plate away and beckoned me to him. I walked around the table with the bell chiming and stood in front of him, legs slightly apart. “Does your pussy want to experience how wonderful pain can be? How it feels to be helplessly bound and blindfolded and not knowing whether it will be tenderly licked or whipped? Does your cunt want to be exposed to me so that I can play with it, tease it, and do with it whatever I want?”

		He looked at me as I breathed heavily.

		“Does it get wet when you imagine yourself on the bench, or chained to the cross, watching me walk up to you with a flogger in my hand? Does it start buzzing anticipating the pain and the pleasure I will inflict on it?”

		I looked down at him, knowing that my pussy did get wet by those images and also knowing that he saw the glistening on my pussy lips as he looked straight at my crotch.

		“Does it, slave?”

		I swallowed hard. “Yes, Master. It does.”

		“And does your cunt want to go down to the basement? Do you?”

		That was too much. I was fed up with these fucking sick games. Yeah, ok, my pussy was wet, I got aroused by those fantasies, but I wasn’t only a horny cunt. The fact that my pussy was glistening with my juices didn’t mean that I wanted to have it whipped. Not at all. Once again I felt my anger rise. And this time I didn’t hold back.

		“Look, Master,” I said and it was obvious from the tone in which I said it that Master wasn’t something I really meant but a word I only used because I was forced to, “you might be staring at my pussy all the time, but if you’d look somewhere else for a change you’d maybe realize that I’m more than just a hole to fuck whenever you want.” I took a quick breath and continued before he could say anything. “Yes, I’m a whore, yes, you bought me for a week, yes I agreed to do what you wanted me to do, and yes you pay very good money for that. But you just bought my body; I never agreed to give you my mind. So, you can fuck me in any hole whenever you want, you can tie me up, I’ll refer to myself as a slave if that’s what you want, you can spank me, you can make me walk around with a dildo up my pussy and a butt plug in my ass, you can take me down to the basement and tie me to that fucking bench and whip me or whatever sick shit it is you have on your mind! Fuck, you can even pierce my fucking cunt lips. That’s ok, or maybe it isn’t, I don’t know. BUT YOU CAN’T MAKE ME FUCKIN’ LIKE IT SO STOP TRYING TO TELL ME THAT I DO!” I actually shouted the last part at the top of my lungs.

		Nobody said anything for a long time. I stood trembling. Having finally said what I thought had left me spent, empty. At long last I said “and if you’re going to punish me for not referring to myself as a slave or a slut, then fucking do it.”

		I was pretty sure he’d throw me out right there and then, probably naked. But he didn’t. Once again his reaction was completely different from anything I’d expected. He stood, held my chin and turned my face upwards. “Good, I completely agree with you. Now let’s go down.”

		

		I thought about the dungeon and what had happened down there the next day when I sat in the passenger seat of Jeff’s car. We were driving to my parents and I wasn’t looking forward to this visit. Jeff had me wear a quite skimpy dress and I had two balls inside my pussy. “Gotta keep you entertained,” Jeff had said before we had left the house, had hiked up my dress and pushed them inside me. “They’re supposed to stay in there.” I gazed out of the side window, images of yesterday evening flashing through my mind, my ass still hurting.

		

		Jeff had dragged me down to the basement and tied me to the bench. He had tied my legs above the knees and at the ankles to some kinda stirrups, like those on a gynecological chair. Except that they were spread much further until my labia were parted, exposing my pussy completely. My arms had been stretched behind my head until the strain in my shoulders began to hurt. With a black cloth he had blindfolded me and left me lying there for several long minutes. I had been scared and I had been still angry. But not angry enough to say anything.

		When Jeff’s steps came closer I feared the worst, a whipping or beating, but the first touch was very subtle. Just a very tender tickling feeling on my neck. But then it wasn’t tender anymore, just tickling. I guess he had used a feather and had run it over my body until I had writhed and wiggled and giggled and pleaded him to stop. He hadn’t stopped and I hadn’t begged him anymore, had just shrieked and giggled at the same time. It might have been only a tickling with a feather, but I would have preferred being whipped or having my tits and nipples pinched.

		When it finally had ended I had been soaked in sweat. My wrists and thighs had hurt from pulling at the restraints but he hadn’t given me time to recover. The next sensation had been difficult to figure out at first. It felt like hot pin pricks on my belly, a burning sensation that wasn’t too painful but still very intense. It took me some time to figure out that Jeff was dripping wax on me. He had dripped wax on my belly and tits, my thighs and at last, not very surprising, my pussy. Again I had yelled and shrieked and tore at my restraints. It had lasted an eternity, at least that’s what it seemed to me. Keeping a sense of time is pretty difficult when you’re tied to a bench, blindfolded and tortured. Well, ok, it wasn’t like being tortured, but still...

		

		Then he had held a coke to my lips and taken off the blindfold. When I had finished drinking I had asked him why he did that to me.

		“Because I want and because I can.”

		There wasn’t much I could have said to that. He was right. So I hadn’t said anything, just wondered what would happen next. My curiosity was soon stilled when he had walked away to the wall with all the whips and come back with some whip that looked more like a horse’s tail than a whip, with lots of short braided leather strands. It had looked as if it wouldn’t be too painful, and at least in the beginning it hadn’t been. He had teased my pussy with it, all the time talking to me in a low voice as he had trailed the leather strands all over my body. It had felt uber-nice, I have to admit. The feeling of being at his mercy was quite arousing, I dunno why. And the sensation of the leather on my mound and between my lips was very exciting, but that all had changed when he had begun to whip me. At first it had been soft, almost tender blows directly on my pussy, then Jeff increased both the speed and the intensity of the whipping and soon enough my pussy had felt like it was on fire. I had stopped begging for him to stop, had just grunted through clenched teeth, it had felt like I had been reduced to that burning pain in my groin.

		But through all that pain there had been something else, some deep feeling of lust, a carnal desire that had been awakened. It had felt strangely good to know that no matter what I did I couldn’t change the course of action, no matter how much I pleaded and begged he would keep doing what he wanted to do.

		Jeff had stopped and looked down at me. “You might not like it, but it certainly looks like your pussy does,” he had said, had slid a finger between my swollen folds and then held the finger before my eyes. I had seen my juice glistening on it and when he had put it on my lip I had licked it clean.

		“Guess I was right, huh?”

		I had looked up at him, my face as hot with shame as my pussy was from the whipping. And finally I had whispered “yes, Master.”

		

		An amused smile had played around Jeff’s lips as he had asked, “Now, does my lovely and horny slut think she deserves a punishment for all her transgressions?”

		“Yes, Master.”

		“Yes, Master what?” he had pressed further.

		“Yes, Master, this horny slut thinks she has deserved a punishment.”

		“Good girl,” Jeff had said and untied my legs. Then he had tied them again to rings on either side of my head, with leather straps above me knees and pulled on the straps until my ass was lifted off of the bench.

		A thorough whipping of my ass had followed. I had to thank him for every stroke, until I just couldn’t talk anymore, until all I could do was sob.

		Later, after he had gently massaged some ointment on my burning butt cheeks and helped me up to the bedroom, he had fucked my aching pussy. And I had loved it. But he didn’t let me cum. Again.

		

		I still didn’t know what had happened down in that dungeon, why I had liked it just as much as I had hated it. But I knew that Jeff had known, or at least suspected, that I’d react like this all the time. And I knew that he also knew what had happened. At least he hadn’t been triumphant; at breakfast he just said that I had been a very good girl. And I had actually been proud of the compliment.

		And now, sitting in the car beside him, I actually enjoyed the feeling in my sore ass, too. It stung a bit whenever I moved and every time I thought back to being tied to that bench, how I had felt, how horny it had been. Yeah, it hat been intense, it had hurt, I had somehow loved it. The only thing I hadn’t loved was that he hadn’t let me cum.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8 – Family Values

		

		I woke from my daydreaming when Jeff pinched my cheek. “I said I want a blowjob.”

		I had been looking out of the passenger window without seeing anything. Now I turned my attention to Jeff again. “Oh, sorry, Master, this slut didn’t hear you.”

		“Then you should pay better attention,” he replied. “Now get down and suck me off!”

		“Here? Now? No, Master! No way!”

		“Slut!” His voice was firm, almost menacing.

		“Sorry, no way this slut’s going to suck you while you’re driving. Stop the car and I’ll do it or stop the car and kick me out.” I folded my arms across my chest to make sure he got the message. Risking my neck on a highway by sucking his cock was completely out of the question.

		Jeff remained silent for some time. At last he sighed, “I hate it when you’re right. I hate it even more when we don’t have the time to stop for a blowjob.”

		“Don’t worry; this slut will make up for this.”

		“You can bet your ass on that.”

		That reminded me of my ass which still hurt. Today I had seen the red welts crisscrossing my butt cheeks in the mirror, had gingerly touched them and winced. But again I had felt proud to have gone through it. Of course I had begged for him to stop but the whole time I had also been determined to show him that I could take a whipping. And besides, I think he would have been quite disappointed if I hadn’t pleaded for mercy.

		

		We had about twenty miles to go when I remembered the bell. “Master, does this slave have to wear the bell while we’re at my parents?”

		“Hmm. Good question. No, you don’t. But the balls stay in place.”

		“Thank you, Master. “

		“You’re welcome.” He patted my leg, let his hand rest on the silk of my stockings, then it slowly slid up and once again I felt my knees go week. I slid forward in the seat and spread my legs, wanting him to touch me. But he didn’t. Instead he told me to take out the ring with the attached bell. I laid it on his palm and he dropped it into my purse. I knew it would be put back where it belonged as soon as we left my parents’ house.

		Then he pulled the car in the driveway of the house I had grown up in and I realized that I was nervous as hell. Visits back home never were easy for me, normally my mom and me got into an argument sooner or later, usually about me not having someone in my life, not visiting often enough, not putting in enough of an effort to be a clothes designer, whatever we disagreed upon, which was almost everything. Then she’d tell me about Chloe, how well she did at college and that she wished I would take her as an example and that was usually when I would stomp out, go up to my old room and slam the door shut.

		I hoped it would be different this time, and it was. My mom took a liking to Jeff the minute she saw him, she almost didn’t take notice of me standing beside him. Once we were inside she kept on fussing and talking and making excuses for just about everything, the house being a complete mess when it was obvious that she had spent the day cleaning it until it was spotless, the appetizers she had made not being perfect enough, she even apologized for the beers I had to get in the kitchen not being cool enough when they were almost frozen.

		Dad was is usual quite self, he didn’t do a lot except roll his eyes about my mother’s ramblings. And Chloe was nowhere to be seen. I knew she’d want to make her grand appearance once we were all settled in the living room, sipping a beer and munching on the appetizers, and she didn’t disappoint me.

		

		She’s as tall as me, and just as slim, but that’s where our resemblance ends. Unlike me she has boobs that deserve to be called boobs and she hasn’t inherited my mother’s brunette curls like me but my fathers sandy brown straight hair which she wore open, letting it fall way beneath her shoulder blades. When I saw her strutting into the living room I heavily doubted that she could even eat one cracker without popping the top button of her supertight jeans, let alone sit down and eat dinner. She wore a tight red top that ended well above her bellybutton, showing a perfectly slim midriff. I had to admit, she looked totally gorgeous, especially when she flicked her hair back with a slight toss of her head. And she flicked her hair a lot. She went about her business of getting on my nerves right away, pecking Jeff on the cheeks and cooing how lovely it was that finally I had brought someone along. Then she found the time to say hello to me too.

		She raised her eyebrows and beat her lashes with a side-glance at Jeff and said that this was a pleasant surprise, that I would ever find such a man.

		“Guess with your slutty way of dressing you get only the college jerks,” I answered under my breath, so that only she could hear it.

		“Bitch.”

		“Leave him alone, or else,” I said. It was so nice to see my little sister again. She finally draped herself on a chair, resting her elbows on her knees and leaned forward until her breasts almost popped out of her top. I saw that the show for his benefit didn’t escape Jeff’s attention and scowled at Chloe.

		

		Jeff made small talk as if he had a college degree in saying the right words to the family of a lover. He was affable, witty and polite and although to my knowledge he knew nothing about plumbing he was soon discussing bathrooms and tubs with my dad. Then he switched his attention to Chloe; I got up and went to the kitchen to help mom with the final preparations for dinner. She almost broke her neck trying to look at my hand to see whether I was wearing an engagement ring, but I had no inclination to show her that I didn’t.

		At last she said, “He’s a very handsome young man, and so well dressed.”

		“Uh huh,” I grunted.

		“How long have you been together?”

		“Not long. Couple of weeks.”

		“Oh, dad and me were engaged after a couple of weeks.”

		“Yeah, right. Sure. He’s not dad and I’m not you, remember?”

		“Chloe has a new boyfriend too. He’s studying medicine.”

		“Boyfriend as in ‘I love this guy and want to spend the rest of my days with him’ or boyfriend as in ‘I’m just screwing this guy until the next shows up’?”

		“Drew! How dare you speak like that of your sister. She just had bad luck with her boyfriends.”

		“Yeah, sure. Whatever. She always could do whatever she wanted and you backed her up. Nothing new there.” Here we are again, I thought. This shit was not worth coming here for, but then I remembered that it spared me a night of having my pussy whipped and I wasn’t so sure about that anymore. “I put the food on the table, ok?”

		Mom didn’t reply, she probably feared that I would storm out of the house with Jeff still sitting in the living room. I had done worse before.

		

		Dinner went pretty well, no more picking on each other, no more snide remarks. Jeff had his arm around my shoulders and it felt much better than I liked. Once I went to the toilet and then the kitchen to bring dessert and when I came back and saw Jeff leaning over the table flirting with Chloe I actually felt a pang of jealousy. A jealous whore, what a joke! I was paid to spread my legs for him and have my ass whipped by him, that was all. He was the client, I was the whore, and the last thing I could expect from him was that he didn’t flirt with other women. Yet I didn’t like him flirting with my sister.

		But as soon as I entered the room he stopped it again and was very attentive and affective towards me, just like I’d have liked him to be if he had been my boyfriend and not my john. The subject of the discussion shifted again and I found myself at the centre of the talking, or rather my work. Or, to be even more precise, the work I didn’t do.

		“Drew’s so talented, has she told you that she made her own dress for her prom ball?” my mom chimed. When Jeff said that yes, I had told him, she continued about how I wasted my talent and only was interested in parties and the likes. Which was only half the truth. Truth was that after a long day’s work I just hadn’t the time and creativity to design anything. Let alone the money I’d need to invest in raw materials first. But, yeah, she was right about the parties, but then again I was a 24 years old girl and 24 years old girls should go to parties and enjoy life.

		

		For the sake of peace I remained silent and just rolled my eyes. Jeff asked whether I still got that dress and I glared at him. He knew that I did, so why the question?

		“Yes, she has, it’s still hanging in the closet in her room,” Mom said and I half expected her to go upstairs and get it.

		But it was my baby sister who proposed I should go up and put it on.

		“You should go with her, Jeff, it’s quite a show to see her wiggle into it,” she giggled.

		“No I don’t want to. That’s long ago and it probably doesn’t fit anymore.” I really didn’t feel like parading around in front of Jeff in my prom ball dress. He was, after all, just a john and not my boyfriend. Unfortunately that was an argument that didn’t help me much.

		“C’mon honey, it’ll be fun,” Jeff affectionately kissed me. “Please!” he added when I hesitated.

		With a sigh I stood up. “Ok, ok, if you insist.” I took Jeff by the hand and led him to the stairs. “Damn, I don’t want to do this. That’s private stuff and none of your business,” I whispered as we went up the stairs.

		“Come on, I bet you look absolutely gorgeous in that dress. It’s nothing serious, just a little bit of fun.”

		“Bullshit. It’s not fun and I shouldn’t have brought you here. It’s just wrong to pretend we’re lovers. Next time I’ll visit my parents they’ll ask about you and when I tell them that there’s no Jeff in my life anymore I’ll get all the crap of my mother again. Not to mention the bitching of Chloe.” I could already picture the sneer on Chloe’s face when I would tell her that Jeff and I had broken up. 

		“Lighten up babe, and take it easy.” Jeff held me back on the landing, in front of the bathroom door and wrapped his arms around me and started to kiss me. I tried to get away from him, I didn’t feel like kissing at all, but he held me tight and pushed me against the door. My resistance and resolve waned quickly and I felt myself giving in to him. He was such a damn good kisser!

		

		His hand slid between my legs and parted my lips. “Gotta check on the balls,” he whispered in my ear and slid a finger inside me. A moan escaped my lips when he pushed the balls further in. “Good girl. Now to that dress.”

		“Did you really think that I’m so stupid to take the balls out?” Truth be told, I had thought about it while I had been on the toilet earlier. But then I was afraid of Jeff finding out and they actually felt quite nice, teased me just a little bit all the time, which I liked. Maybe I’d even get my own once the week was over.

		“No, I know you’re not that stupid. But maybe that rebellious,” he replied. With a swat on my ass he got me moving again. I opened the door and groaned inwardly when I saw all the crap from my teenage years. Posters of Avril Lavigne, Sheryl Crowe and other musicians I liked on the walls, my ugly pink teenage bedspread, a Hello Kitty-soft toy placed on the windowsill and all the other teenage paraphernalia I had left behind when I had moved out. I never understood why my parents hadn’t thrown all the crap out and made a den out of the room, or a guestroom or whatever they thought they needed.

		“Cute. So that’s where you grew up?” Jeff picked up a framed picture that showed me and a couple of friends during an excursion to the city. We all had been bored to death during the guided tour in the art museum, but the picture had been taken afterwards on the street. We had been giddy to swarm out and get a glimpse of what it was to be in a town where things happened and not in a small rural community where everybody knew what everybody had done the evening before.

		“Looks like you had some fun there,” Jeff said and put the picture back.

		“Yeah. If you’re coming from Boredom Central its easy to have fun, once you get out.”

		“I bet. It’s also easy to get into troubles, but I think you know that already. Now to that dress, babe.”

		Yeah, right. The dress. I opened the closet and there it was. Dark red satin with a green shimmer shifting with the light and it hung exactly where I had put it on a hanger beneath a plastic cover a couple of years ago. I laid it on the bed after I had freed it from the protecting plastic cover and smoothed away some wrinkles.

		Jeff urged me on when I hesitated. “I’m sure you’re looking gorgeous in that. Please put it on for me.”

		With a sigh I pulled my dress over my head and put on the red dress. Then I stood in front of him, posed, looked at myself in the mirror on the vanity, felt tears well up in my eyes when I thought about that day I wore it for the last time. Yes, it was a very beautiful dress, I was still proud of it. It was high-necked in the front, tailored to hug my body, held in place by a black satin band, with a low neckline on the back. For the skirt I had let myself be inspired by petticoats but made it shorter, just about an inch longer than slutty. The, skirt, too, had a black satin band as a finish.

		

		“I bet you’ve been the most beautiful girl on your prom night,” Jeff said, lust in his eyes.

		“The fuck I was. I never went there,” I replied, suddenly angry.

		“Huh? Why’s that?”

		“I came down with the friggin’ flu. Goddammit!” I glared at Jeff, annoyed with all that shit here. He had no business being here and it had been a big mistake to bring him. “Now I want to stop that shit and get out of here as fast as possible.” I opened the collar of the dress, let the front fall down to my hips, pushed it all down my legs and bent over to pick it up. Completely naked except for my stockings and the shoes.

		“Oh, wow! That must have hurt.”

		I jerked around to see my sister standing in the open door. Oh my fucking God!

		“You liked it?” She asked me and then, without waiting for an answer, she turned to Jeff, “did she like it? I bet she did, right?”

		“Get out! Bitch” I shouted, still standing naked in front of the bed, Jeff between me and my sister, a bit to the side, clearly enjoying the show. “Calm down, Drew,” he said now, but calming down was the last thing I wanted to do.

		“That’s none of your business, Jeff. The sneaky bitch has no business here. And you,” I said, turning towards Chloe again, “get the fuck out now.”

		Chloe just sneered at me. “Guess he didn’t whip you good enough to teach you some manners, huh?” Then she turned on her heels and walked down the stairs. “Oh, before I forget: Dessert’s ready.”

		

		Without another word but swearing under my breath all the time I slipped on my dress, walked past Jeff and stomped down the stairs. For a second I was tempted to leave right then, but without a car I wouldn’t get far and I doubted that Jeff would come running after me. So I sat down again, sat in silence and glared at my sister while Jeff talked to my mother, telling her how beautiful her daughter was in that dress. Yuck! As soon as we had finished dessert and coffee I urged him to leave, but it took us another thirty minutes until we were finally out of the house.

		“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! That was the most idiotic idea I ever had in my life.”

		“What?” Jeff asked, still grinning.

		“To bring you here, to let you talk me into showing you that dress.”

		He unbuckled his seatbelt again. “That reminds me. Be right back. Stay here.”

		‘Of course I’ll stay here, stupid’ I thought, ‘where would I go in the middle of the fucking night right in the fucking middle of fucking nowhere?’

		Jeff rang the bell once more, then talked to my mother and disappeared inside. When he reappeared at the door two minutes later, he held the red dress on its hanger, kissed my mother goodbye and walked to the car. 

		“What’s that? You’re not bringing that dress! I don’t ever wanna see it again.”

		“Babe. You’re not only going to see it again, you will wear it. Period!” he barked at me. I shut up and looked sulking out of the window. There’s no need to say anything to anybody when nobody listens to anything you’re saying, right? But I was fuming. My sister seeing the welts on my ass! Fuck! She, of all people. As far as I knew everybody in that craphole of a town knew by now that I was a kinkster. She’d make sure of that, and she’d rub it in every time we would see each other.

		“What’s the problem between you and Chloe?” Jeff casually asked after some time.

		I didn’t reply for a long time. Should I tell him that it had been me who crashed the first party she ever held, coming home drunk, starting to hit on her friends? That I seduced and screwed her first boyfriend? I decided that this was none of his business.

		“We have differences, that’s all,” I finally said.

		Jeff looked at me. “Uh huh.” Then he was silent again.

		

		Neither of us spoke the next thirty minutes. Once in a while I glanced at Jeff concentrating on the road, but his face was expressionless. Then I asked him whether I could turn on some music, but he said no. My gaze went out into the darkness again, images of that night when he had fucked me so nicely but never allowed me to cum came floated through my head and my pussy got all wet. Dammit! Getting hot because of him was the last thing I wanted, but yet it happened. Fucking treacherous cunt! Again I looked at him, from beneath my lashes, studied his face in the greenish glow of the dashboard lights. True enough, he did look good; he was the kind of guy I liked. Oh damn! Once again I thought back of that night full of wonderful sex, and this time I didn’t force them from my mind, this time I slid forward on my seat and closed my eyes. I guess I would have started to rub myself if it hadn’t been for him. And it wouldn’t have taken me long to cum.

		All of a sudden I his hand slid between my legs and went straight between my lips.

		“Hmm. Wonder why you’d be so wet, whore.” I felt myself blush. Somehow, it was as if he’d caught me doing something I shouldn’t have done. I was still thinking about whether I should say something and if yes then what when he went on. “Need some cock, whore?”

		Umm. Tricky one. I knew if I said ‘no’ he wouldn’t believe me and would probably punish me for lying. On the other hand, ‘yes’ would lead to endless teasing and me having to call myself a cock-hungry cunt or something like that. But maybe ‘yes’ would mean he’d fuck me when we got back to his place. And right now that was exactly what I wanted.

		“Yes, Master,” I replied at last. And as I had thought, that wasn’t enough. He was only satisfied when I said “yes, this cock-hungry cunt needs some cock in her dripping, hot cunt.” I half expected him to stop, drag me out of the car and fuck me on the hood, but he just smiled and kept on driving.

		

		He left the highway at the next exit and five minutes later we stopped on the parking lot of a bar. I couldn’t make out the name from where we were parked, but it looked not like a place where I wanted to go. Jeff’s sleek Mercedes fit with the other cars on the parking lot like a blue whale fits in a school of sardines and there were a couple of bikes too.

		“Get out; we’ll go have a drink.”

		Shit. I had hoped for some wild hot slow easy rough sex in his bed, not a beer in some run down crappy place full of assholes and rednecks. Jeff got hold of my elbow and led me to the entrance. Inside it was dark, crowded and loud. And nobody gave a damn about the ‘No Smoking’-sign behind the bar. Yuck. Jeff pushed past some guys, dragging me behind him and I heard catcalls and hoots and felt the odd hand on my butt. Great. Fucking great. How bout a nice coke or Sundae at the nearest McDonald’s?

		

		I looked around while Jeff ordered our drinks. Lots of guys in biker clothes, most of them well on their way to get wasted. There were almost no women and the few chicks I saw looked like pretty cheap biker sluts, which came as no surprise. No halfway sane woman would go to this place. Hell, what a shit place to have a drink. I wondered why Jeff would bring us here; he seemed to have known exactly where we were going.

		“Come, let’s play some pool,” he said after he handed me a beer and steered me to a passage in the back. The air was as foul as in the front in here, but at least the rock music allowed a conversation without having to shout.

		Four pool tables stood in a row, behind them was a rough wooden wall which once had a couple of windows. But apparently whoever was in charge of fixing the window panes got fed up with replacing the broken glass and had nailed plywood over most of the windows. That was no big loss; the view on the trash cans behind the bar wasn’t that great to begin with.

		Four of the tables were occupied with rough looking guys who all interrupted their game when we entered. They watched Jeff with envy and leered at me with sheer lust. I felt that things were turning from bad to worse, I was pretty sure there would be trouble. This place reeked of trouble. This was trouble central, and we were in the middle of it.

		

		Jeff placed his beer on the only free table, the second last to the left, and put the box with the balls on it. I watched him arrange them in a triangle, place the white one where it was supposed to be and then he looked around and sent me to get the sticks. Except that he didn’t say sticks but something else. I didn’t have a clue what he meant until he pointed with his fingers.

		“Never played pool before?”

		“No, Master, never,” I replied, making sure nobody heard what I said.

		“Uh oh. Well, it’s easy. Shoot the white ball against any other and if the other falls into one of the pouches you’ve done everything right. You may begin.”

		All the other patrons were still watching us, having closed in on our table. I bent down, let Jeff show me how to hold the stick, or cue as I had learned and how to smash the white ball into all the others. I think I did everything exactly like he told me, except that I missed the white ball. The guys laughed, but kept their eyes trained on my ass. I didn’t have to see that, I could feel it.

		“Look at the chick, can’t hit a ball,” “hey babe, wanna hold my cue, that’s probably more to your liking,”  and other very original and funny jokes. I glared, mouthed a silent ‚fuck you, you fuckheads,’ tried again and missed again. That is, I didn’t miss the white ball entirely, but somehow I managed to send it flying in an arc over the table and onto the floor.

		More laughter, more practical jokes about why girls shouldn’t play with billiard balls and cues but ‘other’ balls and other oblong objects. “Take it in your mouth, honey,” said one and I saw Jeff grin. Deeply flushed and starting to get pissed off I showed the jerk who had made that remark my finger as I walked around the table to retrieve the white ball. The brutes wouldn’t pick it up for me. I looked around for the ball and saw it - underneath the foot of some huge guy. Leather jacket, faded jeans, Motorhead t-shirt, beard, tattoos, he probably thought it was still the eighties.

		He watched me without blinking an eye as I walked up to him.

		“Sir, you’re standing on my ball,” I said politely, looking up at him.

		“Is that so?”

		“Yes, it is. I need it.” We stared at each other. “Please!”

		“That’s too bad. Coz that ball is now my ball.”

		“C’mon big boy, just give me the ball, let us play and everything’s nice and cool.”

		“Nice and cool, ey? Seems to me as if you’re not nice and cool, but rather hot.” He leered at my cleavage, probably was mentally lifting my dress over my hips as we spoke. I rolled my eyes, bent over and tried to pull the ball out from underneath his boot.

		He put his weight on his foot and I straightened up again to look at Jeff. He had watched the whole time, a smile playing around his lips.

		

		After looking at me for some time he said “offer him a blowjob, slut.” I didn’t believe my ears. That slob? That unkempt, reeking jerk? Me? No way! That was about the last thing I wanted to do.

		“Do it, whore,” Jeff suddenly thundered and I remembered that what I wanted wasn’t part of the deal. It was take it or leave it. And leavin’ it meant going back to my flat to be raped and beat up again. Which was no alternative. This was, after all, just a blowjob. Certainly not my first, most likely not my last. The cheer from the guys around us was deafening when I offered the jerk a blowjob to get the fucking ball back.

		He grinned at me, then at Jeff. “What a slut,” he said as I went down on my knees again and opened his fly. I, in the meantime, was fuming. But then again, I’d be probably doing exactly the same right now if I hadn’t been with Jeff. I was, after all, a whore ...

		The guys were cheering me on, commenting, calling me names, but I managed to block it all out and get into my own little world, where I imagined that I was sucking Jeff and that he would make love to me. That worked pretty well, plus the big guy’s stamina didn’t match his size and he came in my mouth with a somewhat girlish shriek when I merely had started to really suck him. I almost started to laugh, this fucker was just pathetic.

		I got up, held out my hand and waited for him to give me that stupid ball.

		“Not bad, slut. But not enough to make me give you the ball. Pick it up yourself.”

		“Yeah, right, as if you would get such a good blowjob on a regular basis, Mr. Premature Ejaculation,” I hissed while I bent over to pick up the ball. I was pretty sure the dumbass wouldn’t even understand ‘premature’, but I was wrong. He grabbed my hair and yanked me up again.

		“Fucking bitch, don’t get cheeky with me!”

		“Let’s fuck her. The slut needs it,” someone yelled and then Jeff stepped in.

		“Well, I guess nobody here wants to be charged with rape, right? But since she’s a whore, she’ll gladly spread her legs for all of you. Say, a fiver for her cunt since she’s a cheap whore.”

		

		More cheering followed this announcement, bills were stuffed in my hand and before I knew what was happening someone had pulled the straps of my dress over my shoulder and slid it over my hips. The fact that I didn’t wear any panties was greeted with enthusiasm. Rough hands gripped me and dragged me towards a table. I struggled and screamed, but not too much, it was useless anyway and I had gotten numb, somehow. They put me on my belly on the table and spread my legs. Someone tied my ankles to the legs of the table while hands kneaded my butt cheeks and fingers already invaded my pussy.

		“The slut’s wet!” someone exclaimed, followed by more cheering. I felt myself blush. Yeah, I knew that I was wet. I also knew that although a gangbang wasn’t what I had thought of when I said I wanted cock, it was still a fantasy I had entertained more than a couple of times while masturbating. Now that fantasy was going to become a reality...

		

		“She’s got something in there,” the one who had his fingers inside me exclaimed.”

		“Yeah, she’s wearing balls,” Jeff said. “Press them out, slut!”

		I was close to tears. This was so humiliating. The gangbang, ok, I could deal with that. But watching them while I clenched my cunt to work the balls out of it was … well, too intimate, in a way. But there wasn’t much else to do than do exactly that and so I contracted my muscles until I felt the fist ball pop out and hear it fall to the floor.

		The guys cheered, then resumed to watch how I pushed the second one out.

		Jeff picked them up. “Now she’s ready. Enjoy!”

		Then it began. A cock was pressed against the entrance of my pussy and immediately pushed inside, whoever it was attached to began to fuck me rough and hard, a second dick was shoved in my face and nobody needed to tell me what to do with it. They both kept on fucking me, yanking my hair and slapping my ass until they came, filling both my holes with their jism. As soon as one had shot his wad in my pussy or in my mouth and had withdrawn, his place was taken by another guy and another cock entered whichever hole was available at the time. This went on for a long time. At first, I kinda enjoyed it in some perverted way, enjoyed the feeling of being helpless and used and lusted after by all these men. Not enough to actually even get close to cum myself. But then my hips began to hurt, my pussy was raw and my jaw ached. But nobody cared about that, it just went on and on and on.

		I felt cum running down my legs, my face was covered with more and more jism; it clung to my hair, on my ass and back. It was absolutely disgusting and degrading. 

		Then, through the haze and daze I was in, I heard someone say “what about her asshole? I want her asshole!” I strained my ears to hear the response, but just then the guy in my mouth moaned extra loud and filled me with is cum and I was so busy swallowing it that I didn’t get what was being said. However, I soon was forced to find out. My cheeks were spread even more than the already had been and then my ass exploded in pain. My screams were stifled by the cock in my mouth and my efforts to get away from the pain were greeted with laughter and hands that held my butt. The pain subsided to a bearable level pretty soon and I figured that the brute hadn’t torn my anus into pieces.

		

		I don’t remember very much about the rest of the merry fucking of which I had the doubtful honor of being the centre of attention. All I know is that at some point they stopped and I was laying on the table, hurting and shivering, covered with the sperm of countless guys. I tried to stand up but was too weak

		I looked around for Jeff but couldn’t see him, all the guys had left and I was alone. Then I heard steps and Jeff helped me to stand up and put my coat around me. My torn dress was lying on the floor; and so were my stockings, my hair was a sticky mess clinging to my body. Jeff picked up the dress, laid his arm around my shoulder and led me to the car.

		Slumped in the passenger seat I heard him say something to me, but I didn’t understand the words, I was too tired and exhausted. I closed my eyes, tried to forget my aching body, but it’s difficult to forget a pussy that feels as if it’d been ravaged with a raw wooden stick. The sound of the engine and the movement of the car soon lulled me into unconsciousness, or maybe it was sleep from which I didn’t even wake up when we arrived at Jeff’s house. I think I remember that he put me in the bed in the guest room and held me for some time and talked to me, but I’m not sure.

		

		The next thing I’m sure of is that I woke up, still hurting. Hurting, and reeking of all the men who had had my body the night before. I lay in the bed, hidden beneath the sheets, not wanting to get out yet, not yet ready to see Jeff or anyone else. My lower body still ached and I felt the sticky wetness of all the cum that had flowed out of me while I slept. Images of the gangbang flashed through my head and I felt how they connected to my pussy, got it tingling again. And then I started to silently cry when I realized that I had actually liked the ordeal, had enjoyed being used by everybody who wanted to stick tier cock into one of my holes. Was I really such a filthy slut? A wanton cunt? It seemed so.

		At long last I got up, not because I wanted to but because I desperately needed to pee. I hobbled to the bathroom, peed and looked at myself in the mirror. That, to be honest, was a mistake. The person that looked back at me would easily have fitted in any zombie movie. I quickly stepped into the shower stall and let the hot water wash away all the filth from the last night. However, the filth inside me stayed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9 – Picture this

		

		Wrapped in a towel I went in search of Jeff. He was nowhere to be found, not in the kitchen, not in his bedroom, not in his study. He obviously had left. But there was a note on the kitchen counter. And a stack of dollar bills. Probably what I had earned on that table last night. The note just mentioned an address and a time and that I should make sure I’d be there on time. 

		And then Jeff had written “You were great!” Yeah. Right. Fuckin’ A. I had been great - a great fuck for about twenty guys. Must remember to be proud of that...

		I looked at the clock on the microwave and saw that it was already noon. Better get in motion, the last thing I wanted to do was to be late for yet another great slave experience. My mood wasn’t the best, to be true, and when I leaned against the counter with a mug of steaming coffee, I realized that I was just pissed off at myself, pissed off because Jeff had read me correctly, pissed off because I had enjoyed being a filthy, wanton slut. Oh, forget the past tense. I’d probably enjoy it the next time, too.

		

		It was five minutes to two when the taxi arrived at the address I had been given. I handed the driver a twenty and told him to keep the change. Gotta reward a driver who knows to shut up and not drown you with small talk or his opinions you never wanted to hear in the first place, right? Looking at the building I was supposed to go to I realized I didn’t have a clue what to do next. It was a four story building, nothing spectacular, just a drab, grey office building, full of dentists, lawyers and other small businesses. I checked the note again. No name or any hint as to what I was expected to do.

		I looked at the name plates again. There was one labelled ‘Dark Desires’, but no mention what sort of business it was. Hmm, since I didn’t need a lawyer or a dentist this seemed to be my best option. There was no bell to so I just pushed open the glass door and went for the elevator. On the third floor where four doors, one of which was painted black and had written Dark Desires written in gold letters on it. Again, no call button. Hesitantly I knocked on the door, but nobody opened. Now what? Try the door or call it a day, go somewhere to drink a beer? I figured that I could first try the door and then go for a beer and tried the handle.

		The door opened and I called “hello, is anybody here?”

		A male voice from somewhere around the corner replied “yeah, sure. About time you show up, babe.” Uh oh. Guess I was in the right place. I followed the voice and entered a large studio. Cameras on tripods, lights, those white reflector thingies, and a guy sitting in a chair behind a desk, tapping on a keyboard. There was also a bed and several sofas and chairs.

		“Hello. I ... I’m Drew, but I dunno if I’m right here.”

		He looked up from the screen, took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. He was about Jeff’s age, greying at the temples, small and lean, with an almost ascetic look to him. He mustered me for some time.

		“Hi. You’re right here. Undress and get ready. Name’s Arthur.” Arthur went back to work on his Mac, leaving me standing there. I was at a loss. Get ready for what? Getting photographed? Probably, but what did get ready for being photographed mean? I shrugged and undressed. 

		“Excuse me, Arthur, what now?”

		He glanced at me again, looked me over, and nodded approvingly. “Go to the bathroom, put on make up and powder so your skin doesn’t reflect the light.”

		

		Ten minutes later I was back in the studio standing in front of Arthur’s desk. He got up, looked at me again, walked around me. 

		“Nice, very nice.”

		“May I ask what’s going to happen?”

		“I take pictures. Of you. In bondage.” Sure. What else. No need to ask me whether I wanted to be photographed in bondage, right? Nah, course not. Meet Drew Palmer, filthy slut and whore, and do with her whatever the fuck crosses your mind at the moment. Fuck her, degrade her, photograph her, whatever it is, she’ll do as you ask.

		“Babe, get that expression off your face. Jeff won’t like it if you pull a face like that on his pictures.” I flinched when he pinched my bottom. “You’ll like them. I promise. Want something to drink?”

		

		He got me a coffee and then he explained to me what he wanted to do with me, how he wanted to photograph me. Now that he was talking about photographing he was like another person, talkative, friendly, and enthusiastic. Then he started to tie me up, with strips of cotton cloth, carefully arranging me on the bed which was covered with a red satin sheet. The next hour went by quickly, me lying in different positions, Arthur taking pictures.

		Next he used thin gauze strips to knot a wee transparent panty around my hips and between my legs. My arms and legs were tied to a bamboo pole, again in varying positions. It went on like this for a long time. It was fun, but also a bit tiring and some of the positions were quite uncomfortable. But he probably was right, if the pictures were anything like I pictured them in my mind, I would actually like them a lot.

		After the fourth set was finished he ordered pizza and we had a break, eating and drinking. He loaded the pictures on the Mac but didn’t show them to me. 

		“Can I see them? “

		“Gotta ask Jeff”, he just said and turned the screen so I couldn’t sneak a peek. I pouted but he didn’t pay me attention anymore so I ate my slice of pizza and shut up.

		He klicked through a lot of pictures, smiling and looking pleased.

		“You’re doing very well, for an amateur.” He looked at me and closed the Powerbook.

		“Can’t I see them? Pretty please?” I begged him.

		“No, sorry.”

		“But can I have them too, later?”

		“You’ll need to ask Jeff. He pays, he decides. Now on to more.” He showed me to another room which was full of implements like the one in Jeff’s dungeon. Then I had to put on stockings, garters and a garter belt along with heels which were so high I barely could walk at all. 

		“Tell me, are your pussy lips always that puffy?” he wanted to know while I rolled up the stockings.

		I felt myself blush. So he had noticed too. “No. They were ... umm ... well they got a lot of friction, lately.”

		“Aha. It looks good. You got a beautiful pussy. Now come here, for the next set you’ll be blindfolded.”

		“What will you do?”

		“Take pictures. C’mon, don’t worry; it will hurt only a little bit.”

		I was a bit scared of what was to come but I was also aroused. Arthur blindfolded me and led me to a bench. “Bend over and wait.” He walked away, leaving me standing there with my butt sticking out, nervous and straining my ears to hear what was happening. The door opened and I heard two men talking, but couldn’t understand what they were saying. Then they came to me, Arthur told me that my butt would be marked with a whip and I heard the other person walk behind me. Was it Jeff? I hoped so; at least he would have an idea of how hard he could whip me.

		

		I clenched my teeth in anticipation of the pain and waited silently. A hand rubbed my butt cheeks, slapped them lightly a couple of times, then they slid between my legs and parted my folds. I heard the clicking of the camera and Arthur asking whether I was wet.

		The person behind me never responded, but from Arthur’s “guessed so,” I figured that he had nodded. Yeah, right, I was wet. The situation was really getting me hot.

		Then the first whiplash hit my bottom and it wasn’t that hot anymore. I moaned with the pain and five strokes later I begged and pleaded for him to stop. But I got another five until Arthur said that it’s enough. I gently rubbed my butt with one hand. It was on fire again, but the pain was already subsiding, leaving a dull throbbing in its wake.

		Then they tied me to racks, over benches, to a cross. Clamps where attached to my nipples and weighted down until I winced and bit my lips from the pain. All the time I heard the shutter of the camera clicking.

		

		At last they tied my elbows behind my back and made me mount what I took to be a sawhorse; standing over it with my legs spread about two feet apart and tied to rings in the floor. My arms were tied to the wall behind me so that I had to stay upright.

		“Ride it, babe! And looked at the camera or at me,” said Arthur and the other guy took off the ridiculously high heels I was wearing and the blindfold. He stood behind me so I couldn’t see him. I was relieved to be out of this shoes, but not for long. When I wanted to stand on the soles of my feet, my pussy connected with the wooden plank of the horse. That was very uncomfortable, so I got up on the tip of my toes again. It didn’t last long until my calves began to tremble and I had to relieve the strained muscles again, thus sitting on the plank. Resting my pussy on the plank changed from being uncomfortable to downright painful quickly so I got up again, but this time I couldn’t stand on my toes as long as last until I had to sit down again. I started to plead with them to release me.

		“No, just a moment, keep sitting, yes, that’s it, some more, hold it, watch me one more moment, show me how you suffer, yeah, that’s it,” Arthur said, clicking away like crazy while I struggled and tried to get away from the searing pain between my legs.

		“I can’t anymore, please!” I begged and stood up with trembling legs.

		“Yes, you can, do it, Drew, just one more time, c’mon, you can!” he urged me on yet again and I lowered myself on the plank again, rested as long as I could, heard him move around me, photographing me from every angle, telling me how beautiful I was in my agony.

		And then it was over, Arthur untied my arms while the other guy held me upright and lifted me off the horse and led me to a sofa to sit on. A blanket was draped around my shoulders and the guy sat down next to me.

		

		It had indeed been Jeff, he looked down at me, smiling, stroked my hair and my cheeks, held out a drink for me. “You were great, like a pro. And so beautiful,” he said.

		“Thank you Master,” I answered. And it was true, I was proud to hear his praise. Strange things were happening to me as of lately. I actually thanked the guy who had put me through such agony.

		“There’s one last thing I want from you, then we go for a late dinner, or home, whatever you want.” I groaned inwardly, thinking that it had been enough now, I had been tied and photographed for hours, I was tired, my cunt and ass hurt terribly, I wanted to go home and sleep, or - if that’s what he wanted - be fucked, but no more pictures. But that was only what I thought, what I said out loud was “yes, sir, of course.”

		He fumbled in a pocket for something, crouched down in front of me and told me to spread my legs. Then he attached the bell again and pulled me up.

		“Go refresh yourself and put on new makeup.”

		When I was finished I had to stand upright, with my legs apart, and look down at Arthur who was lying on the floor, taking pictures of my pussy with the bell dangling from my puffy lips and me looking down at him. It took another thirty minutes until he was satisfied with the expression on my face. But at long last I was allowed to get dressed again, we said goodbye to Arthur and left.

		“How was it?” enquired Jeff.

		“Mostly it was fun, Master,” I replied, “except for that horse. That was awful.”

		“Yeah, I bet. But you’ll love the pictures. You were absolutely gorgeous.” He laid his arm around me and led me to his car. “Now where you wanna go? Are you hungry, or shall we go home?”

		“I’d like a beer and then go home, Master. But just a beer, please, no pool today.” Jeff laughed and opened the car door for me.

		

		Ten minutes later we were sitting in a cosy, almost empty bar, a beer in front of us. It was the perfect place to unwind. My butt still hurt a bit and I shifted around on the barstool, trying to find a position in which my pussy wouldn’t hurt. I had no idea what had happened with me, but despite all the pain I still felt at ease here with Jeff.

		“Will I get to see the pics, Master?” I asked after taking a sip from the beer and putting down the frosted glass.

		“That depends on you,” he replied.

		“Why?”

		“Because I won’t get them before your week is over.” He looked at me and grinned. “You could come by my place sometime and look at them.”

		“Yeah, sure. Or you could send me a CD with them.”

		“And why should I want to do that? You want to see them, so why should I burn them on a disc and send them to you?” 

		Hmm. He got a point there. “You could be nice for a change, Master.”

		“I’ve been nice to you all the time, slut. Haven’t I?” he asked.

		I stared at him, looking for irony in his expression, because his voice hadn’t been ironic. But there was no irony showing on his face either. I couldn’t believe it, what an arrogant asshole. He actually believed himself what he had just said. I shook my head, giving up, but he didn’t.

		“Haven’t I? Huh? You wanted cock, you got cock. You wanted to go down to the dungeon; we went down to the dungeon. You were curious about the pics in my apartment, I sent you to a photographer. You wanted to visit your parents, we went to see them. I could go on, yanno!”

		His eyes were darker and in the first moment I thought he was furious. But it wasn’t fury that I saw in his eyes. I couldn’t make out what it was, but then he went on and I realized that what I had seen in his eyes was disappointment.

		“And you quite liked it, too. Yet here you are, bitching as ever, demanding this, demanding that. Finish your beer, I want to go.” He finished his beer, threw a couple of bills on the bar and stood up brusquely. I almost had to run to catch up with him.

		

		The silence in the car was oppressive. I would have said something, if I had known what to say. The way things were, he was quite right, but I’d be damned if I told him. I knew I was being a bitch, and I knew that I could have said that I’m sorry, which, actually I was, at least a little bit. But knowing I was wrong and telling him so were two entirely different things.

		Jeff gripped the steering wheel tightly, his knuckles standing out and once again I looked at him in the dashboard light. And then I realized that I was beginning to love him. My heart told me to apologize, my pride said ‘no fuckin’ way.’ And then, quite unexpectedly, my feelings were stronger than my mind and I whispered a barely audible “I’m sorry, Master.” This time, the ‘Master’ didn’t feel too wrong when I said it.

		He didn’t answer, but laid his hand on my leg. It just lay there, but the heat radiated from it and went straight between my legs.

		“Master?” I asked after a minute.

		“Yeah?”

		“Will you ... will you use me tonight?” I wanted him to say yes. I think if I had been religious I’d have prayed for him to say yes. But he didn’t, not right away. His hand on my leg didn’t move, but it felt as if the heat got more intense while he thought about my question.

		Finally he answered. “I heard your apology, although I must say it was a lousy one. But since you are you, it must have been the best you could do.” The hand left my leg, to my disappointment, and he gripped the wheel again to turn into his driveway. He stopped the car, cut off the engine and looked at me.

		“Do you want me to use me?” he asked.

		I wanted to blurt out yes, but he cut me off before I could open my mouth. “Let’s make a deal: Answer me this question the way a real slave would and I’ll let you out of your contract one day early. We both know you’re not a real slave, you couldn’t be if you wanted, you’re too much of a bitch for that.” Jeff paused, maybe to let the words sink in. When he resumed his speech, he sounded as if he didn’t care anymore. “But maybe you get it right, just this one time.”

		

		That’s probably what did it for me. That he seemed not to care anymore. I didn’t want to be his slave, but I sure as hell wanted him to care about me. So I started thinking. What would a slave say to her Master when he asked her about using her for his pleasure? Would she say “oh yes Master, please fuck me”? Hmm. Not likely.

		But what then? My line of thought was interrupted when Jeff switched on the overhead light and turned to look at me, his hand resting on my leg again. It didn’t help me with the thinking, to say the least. It felt as if all the blood left my brain and rushed down to my pussy, to make it tingle and throb. And get wet. I breathed heavily when he slid his hand up my leg, pushing back the skirt. And then I flinched when he brushed my sore lips.

		Maybe a real slave would just offer herself for his pleasure, and hope he would accept. Yeah. Maybe that was it. At long last I put myself together and faced him.

		“This slave would be very proud and honored if her Master used her for his pleasure.” My voice was hoarse, but clear, and I even managed to say it out loud. 

		Jeff remained silent for some time, but his hand moved, sending both shivers of pain and pleasure through me. I was beginning to worry whether I had said the wrong thing when he abruptly pushed inside me, evoking a yelp from me. The bruised pussy lips were sending out signals of pain, but there was also quite a lot of pleasure mixed with it.

		“It will hurt, slut. And I’ll hurt you even more. You know that.”

		Yeah, I guess I knew it. But I was hot for him and I really wanted to prove him wrong, I really wanted to show him that I wasn’t just the bitch that he thought I was. And his fingers inside me did some magic too, preventing me from thinking too clearly.

		“Yes I know.” I moaned when the fingers slipped deeper inside me.

		“You still want to make me happy?”

		“Yes, Master.”

		“Alright then,” he said, pulled his fingers out and opened the door. I sat there, confused and frustrated, my pussy wet and longing for the touch of his fingers.

		

		Five minutes later I stood in front of him in the living room, naked except for the stilettos, garter belt and stockings. My hands were behind my head, chest pushed out, legs apart. I looked at Jeff sitting on the sofa, but my eyes darted to the black and white blow ups of the bound women and I wondered whether I would look the same on the pictures I had taken earlier.

		“Go down and fetch a whip, I’m gonna whip your cunt before I fuck you!” he said, looking relaxed and at ease.

		For once I didn’t hesitate, even when the though of having my pussy whipped made me dizzy. “Yes Master,” I replied and started to walk but then I went down on all fours and crawled all the way down to the dungeon. Going down the stairs like this wasn’t that easy. Kneeling in front of the wall where all the whips hung, I didn’t know what to pick. Finally I took a long leather whip with a rather thick handle which looked like a coiling snake. With the whip between my teeth I crawled back upstairs, up to Jeff’s feet, where I waited for him to say or do something.

		“Wrong.”

		“I beg your pardon, Master?” I said, taking the whip in my hand.

		“Wrong whip. I want to hurt you, not to skin your pussy. Go get another one. The crop.”

		“Yes Sir.” I started to turn around but he stopped me.

		“Get this one wet with your juices and then push it up your ass and keep it there until I tell you otherwise.”

		I looked at him and then sat back on my heels. I started to play with myself, parting my lips with the whip’s handle, tracing the slit down the entrance to my vagina. Jeff was watching me all the time, reminding me to look at him whenever my eyes left his. It was very embarrassing. I didn’t have much of a problem to spread my legs for whoever paid enough, but I almost couldn’t play with myself in front of others.

		

		After a while he told me to fuck myself with the handle of the whip and when it was well lubricated I pressed it against my sphincter and slowly worked it in. Jeff smiled and told me how hot I was and I did my best to smile back, but I doubt it was a very convincing smile, embarrassed as I was.

		“Now go get the crop, and make sure that whip stays where it is,” he ordered me. I had to stop twice and push the whip back into my ass again on my way to the dungeon and back. The tail of the whip snaked across the floor and I could imagine that it looked quite hot. It also felt hot, to be honest. If it hadn’t been for me knowing that he was about to whip my pussy, I might have enjoyed it. Judging from the expression on Jeff’s face, he undoubtedly thought it was hot, too.

		Again I crawled at his feet and presented Jeff the crop between my teeth. This time he took it. Then he placed it beneath my chin and raised my head high.

		“On your back, feet apart, ass raised high. You may support your hips with your hands.”

		“Yes Master, thank you” I replied.

		“Higher,” he said, giving my ass a light swat with the crop. It was not too difficult to remain in that position, although I was forced to clench my buttocks to keep the whip from sliding out.

		“A nice ass, and so tightly clenched. Maybe I’ll whip that too when I’m done with your cunt.” He stood between my legs and trailed my thigh with the crop, leaving goose bumps in his wake, then past my crotch, over my belly to my tits. I was beginning to pant heavier, both with the fear of what was to come and the excitement.

		Then he raised his hand and brought the crop down on my pussy. I couldn’t help it and flinched before he hit me.

		“That didn’t count. You don’t flinch and you thank me properly for every stroke.” He said I’d be given ten and then he asked me why I got my pussy whipped.

		“Because you can, Master,” I said without thinking too much about it.

		“That’s right. And because I like to fuck your cunt and hear you moan and cry from the pain.” I dunno why, but that sounded kinda hot. This time I managed a much better smile.

		Again the cop came down on my pussy, but this time I remained more or less motionless, apart from a little twitch of my pelvis when the pain shot through me. It wasn’t that bad, but it still hurt. I thanked him properly while he teased me with the crop. It went on like this; my pussy began to really hurt but the teasing made it also tingling with lust and excitement.

		

		All in all Jeff gave me fourteen strokes, and when he finally was finished I was sweating and panting heavily, my ass cheeks were cramping from the effort to keep the whip in and my pussy was in flames. It felt as if all my blood had pooled between my legs. But he was obviously pleased with my performance and I think he didn’t mind the four extra strokes he had to give me because I had moved.

		“Now for your lovely ass.” Jeff slid the crop between my legs and swatted me lightly. “Any objections?” he asked, maybe because I didn’t look as docilely at him as I was supposed to.

		I let my butt down to rest on the floor, thus pushing the whip deeper inside of me. “No, Master. Of course not.”

		“Yep, I thought so. Turn around and stick it out.”

		Next he gave me five strokes on each ass cheek in quick succession. I didn’t even have the time to thank him before it was over.

		“Oops, bad girl. Guess you need more punishment.”

		“Why, Master?” Jeez, what had I done now? I mean, how much can a girl do wrong when she’s sticking out her butt to have it whipped? And he didn’t give me enough time to count and thank him after every whiplash. Goddammit, that slave business was too confusing; I couldn’t even get it right when I tried. My mouth was already open to say something to the effect that this was beginning to get annoying when I remembered that I still had to prove him that I indeed could be a good slave if I just wanted.

		“Please tell me what I have done wrong so I can do better next time.” My eyes were fixed on the floor and my voice a whisper. This, to be true, wasn’t as easy as I had hoped.

		

		A long silence followed. I felt Jeff standing next to me but didn’t dare to look what he was about to do. I expected a hail of whiplashes, a kick in the butt, anything. But nothing happened.

		“You lost something,” he said at last. Huh? Oh shit! The single tail had fallen out of my ass when he had whipped me with the crop.

		“Oh, I’m sorry, Master... I ... I didn’t notice.”

		“No biggie. A couple of lashes with it will get you in the clear.”

		Now I looked up at him. He surely was joking, right? I mean, it wasn’t like I had dropped that whip on purpose. He himself had said that this was one helluva vicious whip. His facial expression was impossible to make out, with the dim light and the angle from which I looked up at him.

		“Yes Sir, of course,” I meekly said at last.

		“Get up and go wash the handle then.” When I came back, this time walking broad legged because of the pain in my pussy, he took the whip from my hand and told me to stand with my hands behind my head, feet apart, tits stuck out.

		“You don’t look too happy to get whipped by your Master,” he observed while he played with the whip. It looked like an evil black snake, coiling in his hands, ready to strike. I involuntarily shivered.

		“I’m sorry, Master. I ... I’m afraid.”

		“You don’t want to feel it on your tits? You don’t want to suffer for your Master?” He reached out with the whip, slid the handle through my slit. I flinched and he smiled, teased me a little bit more, and then trailed the whip over my belly to my breasts.

		“You don’t want to feel it on those beautiful breasts?” The touch of the whip sent shivers of pleasure through my tits, I felt my nipples get hard and without thinking about it I said that, yes, I’d like to feel it.

		

		Before he used the whip on my breasts he teased me again, kissed my neck very tenderly, his fingers brushed over my body, touched my pussy lips, my breast, my flank and again my breathing became heavier. He really knew how to touch a woman, or at least me.

		Then he stepped back, the whip in his hand, looking at me.

		“You can close your eyes. And don’t move.”

		No way was I going to close my eyes. Quite to the contrary, I looked straight at him, my breasts struck out almost defiantly, my hard nipples pointing at him. Yeah, I didn’t have a clue; I really thought I’d take the whipping with grace. And although I was afraid of that whip, I also wanted him to see that I was strong enough for this.

		But all that was gone when the whip coiled around my back and the tip landed exactly on my left nipple. The pain shot through my body and left me gasping for air. That is, first I screamed. Then I gasped. And of course I also brought my hands down to try and rub the pain from my tit, to no avail, though. After a while I straightened my back again and looked at my breast. An angry red welt ran over its left side and ended at the nipple. I blinked some tears away and assumed my position again, with my eyes closed.

		But then pride was stronger than fear and I fixed my eyes on Jeff’s again. He hadn’t said a word in the last couple of minutes, just watched me and my reaction to the pain he had inflicted upon me. But now I saw a faint smile playing on his face.

		Once again he raised his hand and I braced myself for the pain that was to follow. This time the whip coiled the other way around me, but to be honest, it didn’t matter at all, the pain was just everywhere. My other breast exploded in pain and felt like the nipple was torn off of it. I screamed and sank to my knees, panting heavily. A solitary tear ran down my cheek.

		

		All I could think of was how to make the pain go away and what a stupid proud bitch I had been when I had agreed to feel the whip. I was just mad at me, but at the same time also proud to have looked in his eyes. It had been frightening, but also arousing, to stand there and know that he would hurt me. Jeff reached down and pulled me up on my feet and then he looked me over.

		“You’re even more beautiful now than before,” he said and kissed me on the mouth. Then he led me to the hall and made me look at myself in the large mirror.

		My reflection looked anything but beautiful to me, my make up was smeared, red welts zigzagged across my crotch, my tits were marked with equally angry looking welts and my hair was in a complete mess. “Master, I don’t look beautiful, I look horrific.”

		He gave me a stinging slap on my sore butt, provoking a yelp and a questioning look at his reflection in the mirror from me.

		“When I say you look absolutely gorgeous you say ‘Yes Sir, thank you Sir.’ Right?”

		“Right. Yes Sir, thank you Sir.” The pain in my tits was much better by now and I even managed a weak smile.

		

		Then he steered me to his bedroom where he fucked my brains to mush. Then I fucked his brains to mush too. My pussy and ass and tits and almost everything else hurt like hell, but the pain was outweighed by far by the pleasure. I was reduced to a horny mass of flesh. Finally, when I thought it couldn’t get any better, he made love to me. It was just like the other day, except this time I was allowed to cum whenever I could and he made sure that happened a lot. Of course it hurt when he fucked my sore pussy, it hurt when he speared my ass and it hurt every time he squeezed a breast or pinched a nipple, but the pain just added to the pleasure. And the pleasure was, to be honest, way beyond anything it ever had been before.

		It was, to put it in a nutshell, the fuck of my life, at least my life so far. It was kinda like falling away from myself, into a world of sensations and feelings where thoughts didn’t have no place.

		But like everything, good or bad, even the sex of one’s life eventually ends. For me it ended when Jeff shot his cum one last time into me and rolled off of me. He had his arms around me and cupped my breast and that was the last thing I remember.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10 – Surprise, Surprise!

		

		Jeff was still fast asleep when I woke up. I wondered for a second if I was allowed to go to the bathroom or if I had to ask him first. But waking him up just to ask him whether I was allowed to pee seemed stupid and so I slid out from under the sheets, went to the bathroom, peed and had a quick shower. With a towel wrapped around me I headed to the kitchen and set a new world record in preparing breakfast. In a cupboard I found one of them trays with little feet to put them in the bed and only twenty minutes after I woke up I re-entered the bedroom carrying a tray with breakfast for my master.

		Yeah, I really was determined to prove him wrong about me being too proud to be a good slave.

		By now Jeff was stirring in his sleep and opened his eyes just as I stepped to the side of the bed.

		“Good morning, Master. I’ve brought breakfast.” As difficult as it was to walk, as easy it was to smile today.

		“Good morning, slave. That’s nice, but first I need to go to the bathroom.” He got out of bed and I followed him to the bathroom where I knelt down.

		“Please, let me hold it for you.” Jeff didn’t object and when he was finished I thought ‘what the heck’ and asked him if I could clean him.

		He looked at me with a hint of surprise in his eyes. “Sure, if you want to.” Yes, I wanted. I dunno why I did, but right then and there, this seemed to be the perfect thing to do. I leaned forward, pulled back his foreskin and licked the two or three drops of piss off his glans.

		“Good girl,” he said, patting my head and I felt foolishly proud. We went back to the bedroom where Jeff lied down again and I served him breakfast.

		“And you?” he asked, when he saw that it was just one portion.

		“I had something else in mind, Master,” I smiled at him while I climbed up on the bed and slid under the covers between his legs to do my slave’s duty.

		I took my time sucking Jeff and when I finally re-emerged from under the sheets, licking the last drop of cum off my lower lip, he had finished breakfast.

		“I could get used to that. Need a job?” he grinned.

		“No Sir, I already got a job.” Truth is, I had quite liked to give him head and serve him while he ate breakfast and relaxed. I mean, my other job was just about the same: Sucking cock, wiggle my ass and spread my legs. The difference was that here I did it for a guy who - at least once in a while - cared about my satisfaction too; while at the BottomsUp nobody gave a damn about me. Well, ok, there were other differences. With Jeff I got my ass whipped every now and again. And I got gangbanged, too.

		And I had to call him Master. But other than that, the differences were small, except for the payment.

		

		I kneeled between his legs, my own pussy still sore from all the attention it got and tingling from the memories of last night. Jeff smiled and looked very relaxed.

		“I must admit, you’ve been much better in the last twelve hours than I thought you’d manage. If you keep it up like this, you’ll be released from our contract tomorrow at this time.”

		“Yes Master, I’ll do my best.” I smiled back at him, quite proud of his praise. “I mean, this slave will do her best.”

		“That, my slut, will hopefully be enough,” he said with a malicious grin. “Because it won’t be easy to do your best.”

		I didn’t have the slightest idea how right he was.

		

		The afternoon went by without anything special happening. I did some cleaning while Jeff was away. He had told me we would have a very special guest for the evening and I was wondering all the time who that would be. I was soaking in the bath and shaving my legs when he came home.

		“Be ready at seven,” he yelled from the kitchen. That left me about an hour, enough time to get ready for anything. A moment later he appeared in the door with a glass in his hand. “Done your pubes already?”

		“No Master,” I replied.

		“Perfect. Then I’ll do that.” I groaned, remembering that he liked to use a razor blade, not one of them Gillette thingies I had just used on my legs. He folded his arms, leaned on the sink and watched me finish my legs. “Now sit on the bidet, lean back and spread your legs.” Once I was in the right position, he whipped up some shaving cream and used the shaving brush to spread it over my mound. The tickling of the brush made me squirm and giggle.

		“You better stop that now,” Jeff said and got up to get the blade. It was like the last time; I was horrified by the sight of the sharp razor on my tender flesh but still couldn’t get myself to look somewhere else. At least this time I managed to breathe.

		When he was finished, he massaged some lotion on my pussy, slid a finger in, fucked me slowly while he kissed my neck and I was super hot in no time. Kissing my neck does that to me. Well, and finger-fucking me gently does get me hot too, to be honest. But just when I began to moan loudly he stopped, without taking his finger out of me.

		“You’re so easy to get wet. I like that,” he said and pulled his hand back when I started to thrust my pelvis upon his finger to fuck myself. Jeff stood up and looked down on me. “Get dressed. But make sure your ass and pussy are on display for my guest.”

		I stared at his back after he turned around and walked away. So he wanted me to show my privates to his guest, huh? Probably lend me out, too? A nice threesome, eh? Oh well, it didn’t really matter. I had to be a good slave for the next couple of hours and all would be over. I was determined not to fuck up. 

		

		At ten to seven I was in the living room, wearing a pink corset complete with garters and a very short black skirt, stockings and black high heels. Jeff was reading the papers and didn’t look up when I entered.

		“Get a bottle of champagne and two glasses,” he ordered from behind the newspaper and I sashayed to the kitchen. The doorbell rang just when I put it all down on the low glass table. Jeff put the newspaper away and looked at me for the first time since he had shaved me.

		“Nice. Now go answer the door.”

		“Yes Master,” I replied and went to open the door. My nakedness didn’t bother me too much. Until I opened the door, that is. Once I realized who was standing on the porch it bothered the freakin’ hell out of me.

		“Ch... Chloe?” I stammered.

		“Hello sis, nice to meet you. Oh, and what a nice dress.” She rushed past me and turned around, looking at me trying to cover myself, close the door and find my bearings all at the same time.

		“C’mon honey, no need to cover up, we’ve seen each other. Although I must admit I’ve never seen you in your whore’s outfit before,” she giggled. “Looks good. A bit skimpy, but I guess that comes with the job description.” She was clearly enjoying this a lot. I glared at her, still unable to speak. She looked gorgeous in her smug, low-necked charcoal dress which outlined her curves nicely.

		

		At last I pulled myself together. With a complexion that closely resembled that of an overripe tomato I said hello and asked her into the living room. Jeff immediately got up and kissed Chloe on the cheeks. Then they settled on the sofa and I hurried to open the champagne and fill their glasses. That being done, I was at a loss what to do next. Well, I knew what I wanted to do: Run. Far away and hide for the rest of my life. I felt more naked and ashamed than I could have felt on the stage of a Rolling Stones concert in front of sixty thousand people. And the fact that my sister didn’t take my eyes off of me didn’t help a bit. An evil sneer seemed to have set up permanent residence on her face.

		Then she turned and clinked glasses with Jeff. 

		“To your slave,” she said. And then, “doesn’t she have to kneel?”

		“Of course,” he replied and motioned me to get on my knees, facing them.

		“She’s cute. And obedient. Are you satisfied with her?” I wouldn’t have been surprised to see smoke coming out of my ears. There was, probably, but I was too busy fighting back the tears. I hated Jeff, and I hated my sister.

		“Hmm, I’ve seen better. But I must admit she’s put in an effort recently.”

		“I wonder how it is to have a personal slave.”

		Jeff thought about that for a minute. Only that I didn’t believe he was thinking it over. They had very likely set this all up some time ago. “You can have her for the night, if you want.” 

		“Really? Cool. And thanks a lot.” Chloe got up, walked over to me, bent down and pulled my head up. “Hear that? You’re mine for the night. I take it you have a dungeon, right?” she turned around and looked at Jeff to see him nodding. “Thought so. Hmm, sounds like an idea. But first, I want to enjoy the champagne.”

		She sat down again, kicked off her shoes and told me to get closer so she could rest her feet on my back. Then she started to tell Jeff about all the bad things I had done to her. I felt worse every minute.

		At last he said that she should make me apologize and then punish me. I wasn’t surprised by her enthusiasm for this idea.

		

		“Come here, slave, and kiss my feet,” she said. I hesitated for a second, but quickly figured that I was so close to be released from my temporary slavery that it would be too stupid to fuck up now. I crawled closer and turned around, putting my lips on her toe. She wiggled it a bit. “Yeah, suck it, hihihi,” she giggled.

		“You think she’s getting hot, Jeff?”

		“I wouldn’t be surprised. She gets hot very easily.” Jeff refilled their glasses.

		“I bet. Are you wet, slave?”

		“No, Mistress,” I answered truthfully. Sex was about the last thing on my mind. At least not with my sister present. Or with my sister.

		“Hmm. Well, anyway. You apologize for all the things you have done to me. Especially screwing my first boyfriend. And do it right, bitch!” She pulled her toe out of my mouth and I sat back on my heels. 

		Shit. I guess I had to bite that bullet. There was nothing else to do but to grovel to my sister and get it over with. I looked at Chloe; saw the amusement in her eyes, but no maliciousness. I think she really wanted me to just apologize and be on good terms again. Then I looked at Jeff. I had no idea why, but I was kinda gracious that he had made me do this. It was about time to get my act together and behave like a grown up. I also realized that he had probably seen my problem before I had. Maybe he had sensed that there was another person inside the bitch that I was. I didn’t know myself if that was true, but I was willing to find out.

		“I’m sorry, Chloe. I’m sorry about all the bad things I’ve done to you. I’m sorry I haven’t been the big sister I should have been. I’m very sorry, I really am and I accept every punishment you deem fit.” I looked at her and the tears in my eyes weren’t faked. I was really sorry.

		

		With my head hung low I waited for Chloe to say something. She didn’t, though, she remained silent for quite some time and I already thought she wouldn’t accept my apology.

		“Ok,” she said at last. Nothing else, just “ok”. Then, after another long silence, she added “I’ll have to think about the punishment thing first.” I raised my head and saw her looking at me, then at Jeff who had sat through all this with an amused smile. I knew then what kind of punishment she would hand out and couldn’t help but smile. Chloe smiled back, she knew that I knew. “You deserve that, you know.”

		“Yes, I know,” I answered.

		Jeff was at a loss. “Huh? What?”

		“She just figured out what her punishment will be,” Chloe said, emptying her glass and pressing her leg against Jeff’s.

		“And what would that be?” Jeff enquired.

		“You’ll find out soon enough and I’m sure you’ll like it,” answered my sister. Hell yes, there was no doubt about that. Jeff shrugged his shoulders and turned his attention to Chloe. They started fondling and pretty soon she was straddling him, her skirt riding up her thighs, exposing the white skin of her thighs, a flash of white silk panty and some garters. Jeff’s hand was on her butt, kneading it, his mouth on her neck, kissing her. I watched them all the time, getting jealous and feeling stupid about it. I was, after all, just a whore and whores don’t get jealous if their john is making out with someone else. Yet jealous was what I was.

		

		They only stopped when the doorbell rang.

		“Go answer the door. Tell the guy to put everything in the kitchen,” Jeff said. I got up and went to open the door. A van was parked in the driveway and a dark skinned guy was standing on the doorstep, carrying one of them containers to keep food warm. His eyes almost popped out of their sockets when he saw me, which was hardly surprising.

		“Err... hello Miss... err... I bring the food...”

		“Hello, yes, sure. Please put everything in the kitchen. I’ll show you the way.” I didn’t even get red anymore when I showed the food delivery guy my goods. All of them. I led him to the kitchen and he put down the box. He didn’t take his eyes off me while he unloaded the box.

		“I... err... there’s another box,” he said, pointing with his thumb in the general direction of the van.

		“Sure, just go and get it, I’ll be waiting here for you.” He walked out, throwing glances at me over his shoulders. I guessed he was about 20, maybe never had a girl in his life.

		“Cute, eh?” Chloe said from the doorway. “I think you should give him an extra tip. Dontcha think so?”

		I looked at her, feeling uneasy again in my skimpy clothes now that she was looking at me. “Yes, Ma’am.”

		“It’s gonna be the only cock you’ll be getting tonight.” She smiled and stepped into the kitchen just as the delivery guy came back. He looked at me, then at Chloe, clearly confused.

		When he had finished emptying the box Chloe stepped forward, paid him, pointed at me and said, “She would like to give you a special tip for your services. If you want, of course.”

		The guy looked at me again, I licked my lips and after a couple of seconds he understood what Chloe had offered him.

		“Oh, cool. Yeah, sure I want.” He was already fumbling with his fly when I kneeled down in front of him.

		“I hope you don’t mind me watching,” Chloe said, but the guy didn’t hear her, he was too busy getting his pecker out of his trousers. Nobody was surprised to see it already fully erect.

		

		His dick was rather large and smelled of exotic spices but that didn’t stop me from doing my duty. I took him in, circled the glans with my tongue, stroked the shaft and the balls and it didn’t take a long time for him to start moaning.

		From the corner of my eyes I saw Chloe leaning against the kitchen counter watching me, licking her lips. I intensified the sucking, took the cock deeper in my mouth and closed my lips around it and before I had really started to suck the guy off, he already came in my mouth, filling it with his sperm. I swallowed as fast as I could, but some of it still spilled onto my chin and dripped on my tits.

		When he was done I licked him clean, put his dick back in his underpants, thanked him for letting me suck his cock and watched him leaving with a wide grin.

		“Leave that cum where it is,” said Chloe. And then, after some time looking at me, she added, “you like to suck cock, don’t you?”

		“Umm, yes, Ma’am.”

		“You should see yourself. You look totally gorgeous when you suck cock. Very ... dedicated.” She took a step towards me and stood only inches from me. I felt the warmth of her body and her breath on my skin and for a split second I regretted that she was my sister. She exuded sexiness, pure sexiness.

		

		Her hand was on my hip, moving southward and her eyes never left mine. She trailed her finger down the short skirt, hooked it under the hem and lifted it. Then she put it between my legs, parting my lips. I gasped but held her eyes. “How come I’m not surprised to find you wet?” She cracked a faint smile and slid a finger inside me. “Guess you’re really a filthy whore, huh?” The finger moved in and out of me, evoking a moan.

		“Answer me, whore!”

		“Yes, Ma’am, I’m a filthy whore.” That was a pretty accurate assessment, I guess.

		“Do you want me to finger fuck you?”

		“Yes, please!”

		She turned her head and yelled “Jeff, would you mind coming to the kitchen, please?”

		He appeared in the doorway a moment later, carrying both their glasses. I wondered what he had done all the time while I was sucking the delivery guy. Probably imagined things to do with my sister later.

		“Yes?”

		“Do you think it’s incest if I finger fuck my sister? She says she wants me to do it.”

		“No surprise there, huh? Well, I don’t know if it’s incest. The question is, do you want to do it? Cunts like her are easily spoiled, you know.”

		Chloe was still fucking me, with two fingers now, and I was starting to get really hot, moving my hips to meet her fingers.

		“Yeah, you’re right, that’s the question. I like to see her dancing on my fingers. But on the other hand, I don’t think she should enjoy herself too much.”

		She thrust her fingers into me one last time, hard and deep, and then she brought them up to my mouth and I licked my juices off her fingers.

		“Don’t you have something to keep the filthy whore aroused but not enough for her to cum?”

		“Yes, of course I have. Slut, go fetch the belt with the vibe and buttplug.”

		“Yes Master,” I answered dutifully. Once out of the kitchen I had to lean against the wall for a moment. My head was spinning and I felt flushed and hot. What the fuck was happening to me? I let myself get finger fucked by my own sister! And it actually was arousing me! And the worst was that I got jealous when I thought of Jeff and Chloe fucking, which I was pretty sure would be what they had in mind. I was indeed a filthy whore, a slut. And, I guessed I had to face it, I had a pretty bad crush on Jeff.

		

		They were in the living room sitting on the sofa again when I came back with the wide belt, the vibe and the buttplug. Chloe took everything from my hands and told me to turn around and lean on the low glass table. She took her time looking at me, making remarks about what a slut I was and that I was still wet. And she was right.

		Then she fucked me a couple of times with the plug until it was soaked with my juices and worked it slowly in my asshole. She switched the vibe on to ‘low’, did some more teasing with it before she slid it in and locked the belt in place.

		“That should keep you busy, having both your holes stuffed, filthy whore. Now go and get dinner ready.”

		“Thank you Ma’am.”

		Later I kneeled beside the table while they ate the Indian food which smelled terrific. Chloe teased me a moment with saying I should eat from a bowl like a dog but in the end I didn’t have to do that, which was quite some relief. I thought it had already been enough humiliation for one day, and maybe that’s what she thought too. However, my ordeal was far from over.

		

		The rest of the evening I had to kneel and watch them having fun, both my cunt and my ass stuffed, the vibe keeping me aroused but never enough to make me cum. First they made out in the living room, Chloe fucking herself on Jeff’s cock until she arched her back and came with a long wail. I was so hot I felt my juices trickle down my leg. Of course I had the honour to lick my sister’s juices off Jeff’s cock.

		After that, they talked some more and drank more champagne before we all went to Jeff’s bedroom, where they spent the next couple of hours screwing each other’s brains out and I spent my time kneeling, drooling and wishing I’d be in my sister’s place, especially when Jeff went down on her and licked her to her second orgasm. I had seen other women cum, but never so forcefully like she did. She literally passed out for a minute or two. I wanted him to do that to me too, and I wanted it desperately. But of course it didn’t happen. It was ‘look but don’t touch’ for me tonight. Actually, that’s not quite true. There was some touching. Every time Jeff filled Chloe’s pussy with his jism, I got to lick her clean again. The first time I thought I hadn’t heard her right when she told me to lick my Master’s sperm out of her. That was almost too much, too embarrassing, too humiliating. But then I bit that bullet too and the third time it wasn’t too bad anymore. My tongue slid through her flesh, scooping up Jeff’s cum, both their tastes in my mouth and their smells in my nose. It was probably the most humiliating thing I had ever done, but it was also extremely arousing. I desperately wanted Jeff to fuck me or at least allow me to touch myself, bring myself to an orgasm like never before. Alas, I my needs were rather low on the list of things they had in mind.

		

		At last they called it a night. Chloe had a wide smile on her face when she went to the bathroom and when she returned, she bent down to me and whispered “I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did,” in my ear and slid back under the covers, to be held by Jeff. I let out a sigh, wished them a good night and curled up on the floor. But sleep was evasive, my mind was working overtime, processing everything that had happened today and of course there was still the low hum of the vibe inside me to keep me from finding sleep. Jeff and Chloe were both asleep for some time already before the batteries finally were empty and the vibrating stopped. Yet I still lay awake for about half an hour until I fell asleep.

		

		I woke up early, not really rested and my limbs stiff from sleeping on the hard floor. Since Chloe and Jeff were still fast asleep I decided to go and prepare breakfast, guessing that having breakfast ready when they awoke was what a good slave would do. I felt another stab of jealousy when I looked at them. Chloe was cuddled up to Jeff, her back touching his chest, his arm was around her, cupping her full breast. Guess they both had nice dreams.

		The vibe and the plug where still inside me and I didn’t dare to take them out, although I needed to visited the toilet badly. Well, that had to wait until I had permission. Breakfast was prepared in no time and I had a cup of coffee myself before I went back to peek into Jeff’s bedroom. They both stirred, but were still sleeping, so I headed to the bathroom to take a look at myself and wash at least my face. When I emerged five minutes later I looked halfway human again and my hair wasn’t messed up like a crow’s nest anymore. They were awake by now, looking relaxed and rested.

		“Good morning, Ma’am and Master,” I said as politely as possible after I had knelt down beside the bed. “Breakfast is ready. And it would be my honour to be allowed to assist you in the bathroom.”

		Jeff looked at me. “Wow. Looks like you finally get the hang of being a slave.”

		“Thank you Master, I’m doing my best,” I replied, my head bowed.

		“Wanna go have a shower?” he asked Chloe, but she said she wouldn’t mind staying in bed a couple more minutes, so he threw back the sheets and I followed him to the bathroom.

		

		Fifteen minutes later Chloe stepped in just as Jeff left, clad in a bathrobe. I washed her too, from head to toe and then towelled her dry and rubbed lotion all over her body.

		“Don’t fuck this up, Drew,” she suddenly said.

		“Sorry, what shouldn’t I fuck up?”

		“This,” she swung her arm around, as if to take the whole house in her gesture. “I mean, all of this. Jeff, mostly.”

		“He’s just a client. I’m a whore, remember?”

		“A client... Who do you think you’re fooling here? You’re not even fooling yourself and I’m your sister, remember? You love him, and you know it. And he’s good for you. I don’t say this because he made you apologize for all the crap you’ve done in the past. He brings out another Drew, one that cares and doesn’t fuck around with other people’s hearts and feelings. Hell, I bet he could even make you take up designing clothes again.”

		I didn’t know what to say. It kinda sucked to be told about all this things by my little sister, especially since she was dead right. I remained silent, brushing her long blonde hair.

		“And he likes you, you know.”

		“Nah, he doesn’t. I’m just a chick he bought for a week. This isn’t Pretty Woman and I’m not Julia Roberts.”

		“Yeah, right. But I guess he had a reason why he picked you.” Chloe sighed. “Well, all I want to say is don’t fuck it up just because of your stupid pride. Ok? Promise?”

		I smiled at her in the mirror. “Yeah, promise.”

		“Jeez, I’ll kick the shit out of you if you fuck it up, Drew! And thanks again for your apology.” I felt tears in my eyes and this time I didn’t hold them back. I cried on my sister’s shoulder and she held me and said that it’s ok and that I should let it out and it felt wonderfully cleansing.

		I broke from her embrace and blew my nose. “Thank you. I think you’re right with every thing you said.”

		“Yeah, I am,” she smiled at me and shrugged into the robe I held out for her.

		“Umm, do you think you could allow me to take these ... things out? I need to go to the toilet.”

		“Hmm, dunno. Maybe you should ask your Master. I’m not doing that Mistress-thing anymore.” She thought about it for a moment. “Well, I guess you can.”

		“Thank you, Chloe.”

		

		Chloe left two hours later. I brought her to the door. “I feel better now that I apologized,” I said after we had hugged and kissed.

		“Yeah, me too. And just so you know, I didn’t enjoy that Mistress-stuff. Next time you come visit us you bring Jeff along as your steady boyfriend, not as your john. Or else!” She smiled, turned around and walked down the driveway.

		I closed the door behind her and went back to the kitchen, looking for Jeff. He wasn’t there so I did the dishes, went to have a shower and to get myself presentable.

		At last I found him in his study, at the computer. I knelt down besides his desk and waited. He clicked a couple of times, looked at something on the screen and looked satisfied with what he saw, then he looked at me for a long time without saying anything.

		“Yes? What’s up?”

		“I don’t know what’s up. That’s why I’m here, Master.”

		“I was just deciding on which pictures of you I’ll have blown up and framed. I know you’re dying to see them, but you won’t.” He flashed an evil smile at me and I did my best not to roll my eyes too obviously.

		“Do you think you’ve been a good slave for the last 36 hours?” Jeff asked, standing up and walking around the desk towards me. He stood directly in front of me and I had to tilt my head way back to look up at him.

		“I don’t know, Master. All I know is that I did my best. If that’s not good enough I’m sorry but I can’t do any better than that.”

		He pondered this for a moment, trailing my jawbone with a finger until it rested under my chin. “But do you think that’s good enough to be released a day early?”

		How on earth should I know? I mean, I didn’t know too much about all that slave-stuff. Nobody had ever told me how this works.

		“Yes, I think it was good enough. But I also think that being a good slave for just one day is probably not enough. I mean, you’re paying me for seven days, Master.”

		“Yeah, I think so too. But that was the deal.” He caressed my cheek and his touch sent shivers to certain places.

		“Maybe I stay with you for another day, but not as your slave?” I suggested.

		“Nah. I’m not interested in a prostitute. That doesn’t do it for me. I’ll have one last blowjob and then I’ll bring you home.”

		Giving him the best damn blowjob I had ever given someone was my way of saying thank you. He came so hard he almost yanked a couple strands of hair out of my scalp. He kept his cock inside my mouth until it was slack again, breathing hard and still holding me by my hair.

		“Wow! That, my lovely slut, was the best blowjob I ever got. I should drag you down to the dungeon and chain you to the wall for the rest of your life just to have your mouth available whenever I want.”

		I blushed a bit, thanked him and licked him clean. Then he pulled me up, knelt down himself, unhooked the ring from my labia and put it in my hand.

		“Keep this as a souvenir.”

		I looked at the shining bell and slowly closed my hand around it.

		“Thank you.”

		Jeff turned me around, gave me a slap on my naked butt and told me to get dressed.

		

		“Do you want cash or a cheque?” We were parked in front of the bank, him in a black suit, me in a skirt and a blouse.

		“Umm, I don’t know. Do you think the bookie accepts cheques?”

		“Guess not. When do you have to pay him?”

		“I don’t know. I guess I’ll have to wait until the Nazi comes around again.” The thought made me shiver.

		“Why don’t you go there and give them your money before he shows up again?”

		“Because I don’t know where to go. I have tried to find the address that belongs to the phone number but it’s unlisted.”

		Jeff looked at me and shook his head. “Babe.” Then he reached past me and opened the glove compartment, rummaged around in it and finally took out a slip of paper with an address.

		“There you go.”

		“How ... thank you.”

		“I know people and you’re welcome.” He slid out of the car and went into the bank. Ten minutes later he re-emerged and got behind the wheel.

		He handed me a thick envelope. “There. Fourteen thousand dollars.”

		“Thank you very much, Master.” I kissed him on the cheek.

		“It’s Jeff, not Master,” he replied and started the car. “Count it.”

		“No, I trust you.”

		

		We didn’t talk until we reached my apartment.

		“That’s it.” I noticed his knuckles being white from gripping the steering wheel. “You want to see the pictures or come get the bike, just give me a call. Bye Drew. Take care.” He clearly wasn’t a fan of big good-bye-speeches.

		“You too, Jeff. And thank you very much.” I kissed him again, he turned his head and for a second it looked as if he was going to kiss me on the mouth. I know I wouldn’t have left the car if he’d kissed me on the mouth. I would have gone straight back to him. But he didn’t and so I got out of the car, shouldered my bag, walked up the steps to the door and let myself in. I looked back and waved at him, but he was already driving down the street. Then I turned around quickly so he wouldn’t see me blinking my eyes.

		I kicked the heels off my feet, put the bag down and went to the kitchen in search of chocolate. I felt like I needed some chocolate. There was some left in the fridge and I wolfed it down. Then I walked around the apartment. I had forgotten that Jeff had made me clean it, but now I was glad he did. I was just picking up my bag when the door was kicked in.

		

		The Nazi was on top of me, pressing his knife to my throat before I realized what happened.

		“Hello, cunt. Glad to see me?”

		“I got the money. It’s here,” I gasped, pointing at my purse.

		“Oh, too bad, I was so looking forward to rape your ass. Well, I think I’ll rape it anyway. Yeah, that sounds like the perfect idea. First I fuck your ass, and then we’ll do business.”

		“No you won’t, scumbag.” We both jerked and looked to the door. Jeff was standing there, looking relaxed and alert at the same time.

		“And who the fuck are you?”

		“I’m the one who tells you to let go of the girl. Take the money and beat it.”

		“The fuck I will. I’m gonna have her ass.”

		“No you won’t. I tell you one more time: Move away, take the cash and get out of here.” They glared at each other for a minute or too. I was still being pinned to the wall, the sharp blade grazing the skin of my neck.

		At last the skinhead spat out. “Fuck you, asshole.”

		“Wrong answer.” Jeff’s hand moved very quickly, then there was a loud bang and the Nazi went down screaming, holding his knee. Jeff put away the gun, stood on the knife and broke the blade.

		“Now leave before I shoot your balls off too.”

		The Nazi was howling and yammering that he couldn’t walk.

		“Then you better crawl.” Jeff came to me and led me to the sofa. “And if you get closer than 50 feet to her ever again, you’re dead.”

		The Nazi was now limping out the door, still swearing, but I could see that his pants were wet. Jeff sat down beside me, calm and relaxed as if he hadn’t just shot a guy in his knee. “Girl, you have a way of getting into trouble.”

		“I think I need a whiskey,” I said and got up to fetch the bottle and two glasses. “Thank you, again.”

		“That was pure luck. I saw the guy turning the corner when I drove away and thought it might be the punk you mentioned.”

		

		I wondered why Jeff would carry a gun, but not enough to ask. Jeff shook his head when I offered him a drink so I poured myself a stiff one and gulped it down quickly.

		“I think you should call a locksmith to get your door repaired. And you should go and pay your debts.”

		“Uh huh.” I went to the kitchen to get my mobile and the slip of paper with the adress. As usual, my purse was a mess and when I rummaged around in it I came across the ring with the bell. I took it out, looked at it. And then I thought about what my sister had said. She had been right about everything and I was about to fuck up yet again.

		“You ok, Drew?” Jeff called from the living room.

		I hadn’t noticed that I had been standing and thinking about what to do for a good five minutes.

		“Yes, I’m fine.” As fine as can be under the circumstances. I had almost been raped a couple of minutes ago, a man I think I loved had shot the wannabe-rapist’s kneecap off and I was about to voluntarily return to the man that expected me to call him Master.

		

		I slowly walked back to the living room. Jeff looked at me and raised his eyebrows.

		“Are you sure you’re ok? You look nervous.”

		“Yes, that’s because I am nervous.” I knelt down in front of him, lowered my head and held out my hand with the ring lying on my palm. “I’m nervous because I have just been almost raped. I’m nervous because I want to ask you to put that ring on my pussy again and accept me as your slave.” I looked up at him but could barely see him through all the tears in my eyes. “But mostly I’m nervous because you might say no, Master.”

		Jeff looked down at me and said nothing for a minute. A minute that stretched into an eternity. Then he laughed softly.

		“You’re the silliest girl I know. Do you really think I would say no?” He took the ring from my hand and pulled me up. “Spread ‘em and hike up your skirt, babe,” he ordered me.

		And then he made me his.

		

		THE END
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