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There were jobs, and then there were jobs.
As jobs went, this wasn't much of a job, Zoey thought, sighing as
she scanned the doorway, waiting for her next target to walk
through.

She had been hired through an agency to work
for the day at Norwich, one of the city's more expensive department
stores. She didn't work for Norwich, however, but for the agency,
and the agency was supplying her on behalf of Storm, a men's
cologne maker.

Her 'job' was to persuade men who came
through the main entrance – which happened to lead through the
Fragrance section, who had no interest in cologne, to pause and let
her spray a little bit on their wrist so they saw how pleasant he
scent was.

To help prevent men from simply brushing by
her with a curt 'no', the cologne maker had told the agency, which
had told her, to wear something... attractive and sexy, but demure,
and not slutty or revealing. That had caused her to tear through
her closet trying to find something she owned which would fulfill
their ridiculous requirements.

What she'd finally settled on, and gotten
approved, was a forest green sweater dress. It had long sleeves,
slightly puffy shoulders, and was fairly tight across the chest.
Its design incorporated criss-crossing rope lines which thickened,
once they reached her waist, looking like pleats once they reached
the hem, which was quite, quite short.

She hadn't worn the dress in several years,
not since she was sixteen. She'd grown a couple of inches since
then, and not simply in height. The dress was a bit tighter across
her chest than she was entirely comfortable with, in addition to
being shorter than she'd ever worn.

She wore black nylons under the sweater
dress, and black high heels. Her long chestnut hair hung loose down
her back and across her shoulders, with thick bangs cutting across
her forehead. She looked demure, but sexy, or so the decision had
been made by the agency.

Zoey herself was a bit doubtful. She kept
fingering the hem and tugging on it, as if she could pull it just a
little lower. This was not a nightclub with dark lights and crowds.
She was in a very, very brightly lit, wide open area with people
coming and going all the time, adult type people.

Norwich did not generally cater to the teen
set, after all.

But, a day's work was a day's work, and she
needed whatever she could get. It wasn't like she had had a lot of
luck finding permanent work since she'd quit her waitress job
because Billy, the very married manager with the big belly, got too
touchie-feelie.

If she didn't find something soon she was
going to have to approach her parents to see if she could move back
home, and that was a horrible thought given how much she and her
mother had been fighting when she'd left just a year ago.

She saw a man enter alone, and braced
herself, forcing a perky smile on her face as she approached. He
was a fairly rumpled looking middle-aged man in a brown suit. It
was a quality suit, of course. No one poor shopped at Norwich,
where a shirt could easily cost $500.

“Good afternoon, sir,” she said in her
perkiest voice. “Would you care to try a small sample of Storm's
newest men's fragrance?” she asked with a hopeful look.

He hesitated, his eyes flicking down and
then almost guiltily back up again.

Yes, my legs go all the way down, mister,
she thought cynically.

“Uhm, I don't usually wear cologne,” he
said.

“I don't usually wear perfume, but there are
certain occasions when it can help make that particular impression
you want on first meeting,” she said with a certainty she
lacked.

“Uhm, well, okay,” he said.

She beamed at him, and sprayed a dab on the
back of his wrist, telling him that it had been carefully analyzed
to ensure it gave a subtle scent which others identified with
success, wealth and strength.

He grinned at her.

“Thanks,” he said, moving on.

“And thank you for trying our sample, sir!”
she said perkily.

He walked on, and she was fairly sure he'd
glance back to check her out again and remember when he was a
teenager and had a chance with girls like her.

Zoey was already looking for her next
target, of course, though she reflected unhappily that in another
four months she wouldn't be a teenager any more, either. She did
NOT want to be a jobless twenty year old with no prospects! So what
the hell was she going to do to find a real job?

Another men walked into the store, but her
mind froze as he approached. He was a big man, well over six feet
in height, chick chested, with a narrow waist. He moved with a
determined stride and a closed mouthed look that warned everyone to
stay back and not get in his way.

He was an extremely handsome man, with deep
blue eyes, sensuous lips, and a strong jaw to go with his short,
wavy brown hair. He was probably in his early thirties, which was
way too old for Zoey but she stared at him anyway, open-mouthed,
feeling an incredible wave of... attraction.

He looked so incredibly male! And not
blue-collar, working class, musky sweat as he swung a hammer male,
either. No, this man looked like a general, like an emperor, like
someone who gave orders and expected them to be instantly
obeyed.

Zoey quite forgot to breath!

It didn't even occur to her to dare to stand
in this man's way, to try to stop him and get him to let her spritz
him with cologne. It didn't even occur to her to move as she stared
at him approaching like a deer caught in the headlights of an
approaching car.

And then the man's steely eyed look, which
had been focused ahead of him as if nothing else existed, shifted,
his eyes flickering to her, very briefly, then back again, for a
more lingering look. And then, to her shock, he altered course
slightly and then stopped!

Zoey tiled her head up and back, then
snapped her lips closed as he looked at her almost expectantly!

“Perfume sampler?” he asked, in a deep,
slightly gravelly voice.

His voice seemed to set off a kind of echo
within her belly, which resonated right down between her legs!

“Uh... I... y-yes, sir!” she gulped.

And then she remembered.

“Uhm, I mean, actually, uhm, it's cologne!”
she exclaimed. “Men's cologne!”

His face softened somewhat, his lips
quirking upward.

“Is there such a thing as women's cologne?”
he asked.

Zoey blushed.

“And aren't you going to offer me some?” he
asked in a softer voice. “I am, I think, a man.”

God, was he ever!

“I uhm, of course!” she gulped. “I mean, if
you'd like!”

“Will I like it?”

“Well, ahm, of course, fragrances are a
personal thing,” she said. “I mean, I like it.”

'Then I'm sure I'll like it,” he said,
holding out his hand.

It was a very big hand! And when he turned
it she saw there was a glittering gold watch on his wrist that
probably cost more than she made last year!

In fact, the suit he wore, which fit him
like a second glove, was charcoal gray and double breasted, with a
thick collar and a dark blue silk tie under the vest. It screamed
wealth, not merely money. You could buy a car for what this man was
wearing, she thought, somewhat awed.

“You know, I'd rather not get it on my
watch,” he said.

And then he reached out startlingly quickly,
but with surprising gentleness, to grip her wrist, and hold it up
in his big hand.

“Why don't you spray your wrist and I'll
smell it from there?”

“Ah, uhm, sure!” she said.

She sprayed her own wrist, and then gulped
as he pulled her wrist up, which caused her to stumble forward a
little until her chest was almost pressed against him as he held
her wrist up to his nose and inhaled softly.

Zoey forgot to breath again.

“You smell... delicious,” he said with a
smile, easing her hand back down again, and then slowly letting his
fingers slide off her wrist.

“Th-thanks!” she half whispered.

He pulled a gold embossed card from inside
his jacket and handed it to her.

“What's your name?”

“Zoey!” she said, without even thinking.

“Call me. I believe I can find a much more
rewarding and... stimulating job for a girl like you.”

His eyes twinkled slightly, amusement
crinkling the edges as he walked on.

Zoey turned and stared after him, open
mouthed again, then glanced down at the card.

It took her a good hour before she could
think of much else aside from him, the man who, according to the
business card, was Blake Cameron. What a hot name, she thought, her
mind spinning through a dozen fanciful fantasies about marrying him
and being his princess living in a huge mansion with servants.

Or even seeing him naked! Ack!

He was so big, but not so much like a
football player, well, maybe a quarterback. He had great shoulders
but not huge ones, after all. Her head had come only to the middle
of his chest! But he moved like a panther. What would he be like in
bed!?

The mere thought made her nipples
tingle!

Of course, they were just silly fantasies.
She was nothing but a nineteen year old girl with few job skills
while he, she judged, was a rich, educated, powerful, sleekly
sophisticated man! What would he want with her?

Well, the obvious, of course. She was an
attractive girl 'with a great rack', as her last boyfriend Jared
had proclaimed often enough. Zoey personally thought her legs were
her best feature, and it bothered her how many men got fixated on
her breasts.

She worked hard at keeping her body toned
and in shape, and they only stared at one of the few areas of her
body that contained significant fat.

She took the bus home, after work, then
walked the last few blocks. She made a face as she let herself into
the lobby. Being in the bright, glittering store all day among all
those shiny displays and rich men made the dingy looking apartment
building look even worse by contrast.

She unlocked the deadbolt and let herself
into her tiny bachelor apartment. It was no better than the
outside, but at least was cozy, if crowded. Blake Cameron probably
had closets bigger than her apartment, she thought ruefully.

She grabbed her laptop and Googled him even
before changing or deciding on dinner.

According to the internet Blake Cameron was
the son of Phillip Cameron, who had made a fortune in banking. He
owned casinos in Macao, Las Vegas, Monaco, The Bahamas and India,
and also an internet gaming site.

How much money would it take to actually own
a casino, she wondered in amazement. Let alone half a dozen! He
must be incredibly rich! Maybe he wanted her to work as a greeter
or something in one of his casinos! Or maybe one of those girls in
glittery, low cut costumes that wandered around making change and
offering drinks.

Zoey would go a long way out of her way to
avoid wearing anything low-cut. She was proud of her breasts, in a
way. They were extremely full and firm, and she worked at her
exercises to keep them that way! They were a perfect thirty-six C,
and very well rounded, with cute pink nipples.

But guys had stared at them and grabbed at
them since she had gotten them! So she had avoided wearing anything
which emphasized her chest wherever possible, and was kind of
self-conscious about them.

But for Blake Cameron she'd make the
sacrifice!

She got some ravioli and heated it up in the
microwave as she stripped and put on her nightie, then slumped on
the sofa watching TV, flicking around between channels, looking for
something mildly interesting to watch while she picked at it.

She looked at the gold embossed card like
some sort of dangerous, ticking bomb. What did that Cameron guy
really have in mind? Probably he just wanted to fuck her. But that
wasn't a terrible idea. The thought of the handsome man in bed
naked with her made her pussy thrum hungrily.

But no, come on! He was too old! She wasn't
some... slut, to be swept off her feet by some handsome rich guy
who would just fuck her and dump her!

But what if he didn't dump her?

Cameron had those sexy eyes, but they were
cool and promised... she wasn't sure what. They weren't exactly
scary but were... intimidating. She imagined herself standing naked
in front of him! That heated her up almost immediately, and she
felt her chest tightening and nipples hardening.

Her cell phone rang and she glanced at it,
then frowned. She didn't know the number – or did she. It was
familiar but not one of her friends and... She jerked her eyes up
towards the table and the card there.

It was the same number!

She gasped, her heart suddenly beating
faster. Should she answer!? She wanted to but... but what if he...
but …

She pressed the button, then was afraid to
speak!

“Hello, Zoey,” that wonderfully deep voice
said.

Ohmygod! she thought wildly.

“I was just thinking you might be interested
in dinner tonight.”

She stared at the phone with wide eyes.

“No commitments, of course. My car will pick
you up at six.”

Zoey's pulse beat even faster. Now she had
to say something or else – .

“I... I'm not sure!” she blurted.

“Of course you're not sure. How could you be
sure when we haven't even discussed terms and conditions. That's
what dinner is for.”

“T-Terms and conditions?” she gulped.

“Yes, of what you can do for me, and what I
can do for you,” he said.

Zoey blanked, overwhelmed by the sheer
breadth of possibilities that phrase involved!

“You're a lovely young woman, Zoey,” he
said. “I can think of any number of positions you could
occupy.”

“P-Positions!?”

“Yes, presuming we can arrive at a mutual
agreement, and you have the necessary... discipline.”

And then he hung up!

Zoey stared at the phone with her mouth
open, flummoxed, her mind spinning. What did he have in mind!? His
words could mean literally anything! But why should he have any
number of 'positions' for just because she was good looking and had
spritzed him... well, herself, with cologne!

What did he mean by positions, she thought,
both indignant and feeling a strange rush of breathless
anticipation. His words could certainly be interpreted as sexual,
after all!

What kind of positions, would Mister
Blake like to put her in!?

But she didn't even know him! What made him
think she'd just do whatever he wanted!? Just because he was
incredibly rich and, well, incredibly good looking!?

But she could sleep with him, and
that was sure as heck not a frightening prospect! And maybe he'd
casually give her some kind of job afterward. The idea made her
uncomfortable in a way. But it wouldn't really be like she was
sleeping with a guy to get a job. She'd be sleeping with a guy
because he was super hot!

Zoey stared at the phone, then began to pace
back and forth. She should call him back and say no. This was
ridiculous! He seriously couldn't be thinking she was going to just
spread her legs for him because he was rich and good looking! What
kind of a girl did he think she was!? What would her friends
say?!

Of course, nobody needed to know she was
having dinner with this guy. Even if something happened, well, so
she had a little fling with a hot, rich guy, so what?

Even if he was way older than her.

But God, he'd be so much more sophisticated
than her! She'd feel like a pathetic, ignorant child around him!
And what was she going to wear? She surely had nothing suitable for
dinner with a rich guy at a fancy restaurant! He sure wasn't going
to take her to Burger King!

This is nuts. I'm nuts! I'm going to have
dinner with a guy who probably expects me to strip naked and kneel
at his feet just because he's so rich and hot!

Of course, the fact she would really and
truly and seriously consider sleeping with him because he was rich
and hot made her feel guilty, but it didn't stop her thinking about
it.

I should call and say no, sorry, I'm busy
tonight.

Except, of course, she had absolutely
nothing to do but sit home and watch TV while she reheated her
ravioli and ate it.

Or she could call around and one of the guys
would probably take her out somewhere. But if they paid they'd
expect something. Wasn't that prostitution, in a way? Wasn't that
as bad as sleeping with this guy and maybe getting some job from
him? Only it was for way less of a reward! Not to mention she
didn't know any guy nearly as sexy as this guy.

She had one dress which should do. It was
black, had a collar, and dropped to just below her knees. It was
cute, but not tight. The skirt was loose, as were the short sleeves
which went almost to her elbows. It did have a slit up the side,
but that was nothing near as bad as the one she'd worn today. This
one only went to mid thigh.

She could wear a cute little leather choker
with it, and her strappy high heels. She'd act amused and tolerant,
and flirty. And maybe, if she still found him sexy, she'd let
him... prove how he was worthy of a little feminine attention.

The way he'd looked at her today made her
feel slightly breathless, and confident in her looks, in her body,
in her attractiveness. They all wanted to fuck her! Ha! Too bad,
suckers! I get to decide how touches me!
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She felt odd when the limousine showed up.
This was hardly the sort of area that such cars were usually seen,
after all. People would wonder what was going on. The thought it
was coming for her was very weird! And when the guy in uniform got
out and went around to open the back door she felt her heart
pounding.

Then she flushed. What if he knew...!? No,
of course he had no idea. Cameron had no reason to talk to him and
tell him who he was picking up other than a girl.

“Miss Foster?” he asked as she stepped out
of the building.

“Uhm, yes,” she said.

He nodded and she licked her lips, took a
deep breath, then walked forward and got into the car. It was only
after he'd closed the door behind her that she suddenly realized
she had no real idea where they were going. And if she disappeared
nobody would have any idea what happened to her!

That definitely ramped up her anxiety as the
driver got in the front, but she was afraid to ask him where they
were going. After all, shouldn't she know that? So she settled in
nervously, and looked around.

The back of the limo was bigger than the
back of any car she'd ever been in. The leather seats were
glossier, bigger, and luxuriously soft. There was a TV the back of
the seat in front of her, or maybe it was a computer monitor. She
wasn't sure, since it wasn't turned on.

There was a bunch of controls on fold down
leather arm rest next to her, but she was too intimidated to play
with them. She looked out the window and tried to figure out where
they were going – towards Miami apparently.

And it was getting there way faster than the
bus!

She sat in the back seat and dry washed her
hands in her lap, her stress level rising as they zoomed down the
highway. It would have been neat to ride in a limo except for her
anxiety. She would have liked to bask in the jealousy of other
drivers, too, but the windows were tinted so she doubted anyone
could actually see her.

They drove right through the city along the
Dolphin Expressway, with no signs of slowing down. But of course, a
rich guy would probably live right on the ocean, she thought. And
so it turned out. They continued on to cross a bridge across the
channel onto one of the big outer islands, then turned north along
a row of glittering towers before pulling into a driveway of one of
them.

The building was very... curvy, if not
round. It had a number of balconies, and they were all quite
rounded, and layered, so that rather than one solid building it
looked like layers of curvy plates stacked up, each one a little
bit more narrow than the ones below.

There was a huge mass of greenery around the
front, and a fountain on the other side of the driveway. A man in a
dark suit came out of the big doors and then opened the limo door
for her. She gulped and stepped out, looking around nervously.

At least it wasn't some isolated place where
he could whisk her off to his slave dungeon, she thought a bit
wildly.

The driver came around as well.

“Mister Blake's guest,” he told the other
guy.

The man in the suit nodded graciously,
smiling as he ushered her through the door – which another man
opened for her.

The inside was all glittering marble, with
high ceilings, and more greenery and fountains. The man in the suit
led her to a row of elevators, ushered her inside, and followed
her, then pushed the button marked P1.

Penthouse, Zoey gulped.

He smiled blandly but said nothing as they
rode up. It was a quick ride, thankfully, and then he led her to a
large double door and pressed the doorbell.

Another man in a suit answered it, this one
enormous, like an NFL linebacker.

“Mister Cameron's guest,” the first man
said.

“Thank you,” the second replied in a deep
voice.

He stood back and she took a deep, if shaky
breath, and walked inside.

It was a very modern, even sleekly
ultra-modern looking place, with very white floors offset by sharp
contrasting colors here and there, like the black staircase she saw
to one side. The large man led her past it and through an
eye-poppingly large living room with enormous glass walls, then
through an opening in the wall – she hesitated ti call it a doorway
– and onto a long balcony which seemed to ring the entire
building.

The view of the blue Atlantic Ocean was, of
course, incredible, but she was mostly looking around her at the
incredible luxury she saw. And then they walked out onto what was
simply too huge to be called a balcony.

It was easily fifty or sixty feet wide, and
even longer. Most of it was filled with a swimming pool. On either
side, near the corners, were large white roofed cabanas. One had
what looked like a giant four poster bed with white lace curtains,
and the other had a table and many chairs.

Thankfully, the man led her to the second,
where Blake Cameron sat. He stood as she arrived, and she flushed
hotly.

“Thank you, Michael,” he said.

The man nodded and departed.

“Good evening, Miss Foster,” he said.

He was wearing a pair of gray linen trousers
and a white, open collared shirt.

“Welcome to my little home,” he said. “Well,
at least, my Miami home.”

“It's... very nice,” she gulped, hoping her
voice wouldn't squeak.

“Sit,” he said.

He sat down and she sat across from him, too
fixated and anxious to even pay attention to the view of the ocean
behind him.

“I hope you don't mind but I had you checked
out, which is where I got your phone number. I also got your resume
from the agency that hired you.”

She stared at him, astonished.

He smiled lightly. “You have to remember
that for me that simply means making a phone call. Then someone
takes care of these things and sends the information to me.”

“Uhm...”

“What do you think of my little
apartment?”

“It's amazing!” she blurted.

“How'd you like to live here?”

She stared at him, feeling another rush of
shock and confusion.

“Uhm...”

“Of course, I have a number of houses. My
personal assistant would be expected to accompany me as I move from
one to another, for I do travel a lot on business.”

“P-Personal assistant?” she gulped, her
heart beating faster.

“Would you care for a drink?”

She didn't dare drink anything!

He indicated a jug of ice water, and then
poured some into a glass for her.

If he wants to do something to me I
couldn't stop him anyway, she told herself. And I doubt I
would want to!

She took the glass and sipped from it,
eyeing him anxiously.

“Well we could hardly call you a slave
girl,” he said with a smile. “People would be slightly
indignant.”

She felt a jolt.

“Uhm.... uh... no,” she said, her lips
quivering into a smile as she fought against the image of herself
naked and in chains kneeling at his feet!

Oh my!

“Now, you might wonder what qualifies you to
be my personal assistant.”

She nodded mutely, eyes wide.

“Let's be realistic,” he said, leaning
forward. “You're an incredibly lovely young girl with no particular
job skills, little education, and not much hope of getting it. On
the other hand, this job doesn't require an awful lot of experience
or skill. You'd basically be my bitch.”

He grinned to take the sting out of the
words.

“If I want to send you out to get my dry
cleaning, or to make a reservation for me, or to grab me a drink
from the kitchen or whatever the hell I want, then that's what you
do. Do you understand the concept?”

“Uhm, I uh... I guess so,” she said.

“As to why you? Let's face facts. I find you
extremely attractive.”

She flushed.

“You see this place? It's all a feast for
the eyes as far as the eyes can see. My other residences are
similar, filled with beauty and great art, and comfort and luxury.
Why would I not choose an assistant who would likewise please my
interest in beauty?”

Zoey had no answer to that which wouldn't
seem to be either immodest or false modesty.

“Plus you are a reflection on me. I'm hardly
likely to choose some dumpy, out of shape, ugly person to accompany
me as I journey around the world. It would give the wrong
impression of success. Oh, the job comes with a wardrobe. You'll
have to dress nicely. Though I must admit that cute little sweater
dress you had on today pleased my eyes.”

Zoey blushed.

“Let me ask you this, Zoey. If you had a
great fortune, wouldn't you like to indulge your fantasies?”

“Well... uhm, I guess,” she said.

“Perhaps you'd have your servants all be
hunky young fellows who would wear tight trousers, have bare
chests, and bow ties around their necks,” he said with a smile.

“I don't think so!”

“Well, you're young. The young haven't
refined fantasy nearly as well as we jaded older people. And of
course, men tend to be more, ahm, visual in their fantasies. After
all, when you're a woman, particularly one that looks like you,
it's very little effort to get whatever attractive man you desire
to remove his clothing, never mind yours. We men are sadly lacking
such ability.”

“I doubt you've faced many challenges,” she
said dryly.

He grinned. “But the challenges I like to
engage in are played out on a much broader stage. Simply persuading
some young thing to bare her body is tiresome, and I have little
time for it. Why not simply hire one and play, er, dressup?”

“Dressup?” she asked, feeling her face
flushing again. “Uhm, what does that mean?” she asked warily.

“Let us just say that your... uniforms...
will be... uhm, all that a heterosexual man could want. You're not
shy, are you?”

“S-Shy?” she asked in alarm.

“You have an incredible body, after all.
Certainly nothing that you ought to be bashful over.”

She stared at him, her mind as frozen at it
had been when she'd first seen him.

“Of course, the compensation rate would be
well worth indulging my boyish fantasies,” he said with a disarming
smile. “We can start at one hundred and fifty thousand per year,
plus room and board.”

Zoey gaped at him. “That's ridiculous!” she
blurted.

“That's chump change to me, my dear. So why
wouldn't I be willing to pay it to get my way?”

“And all I have to do is uhm, make
reservations and – ?”

“Obey me,” he said, his face suddenly quite
stern. “Those who work for me in any capacity do what they're told.
I'm certain you can understand that and would not expect anything
else. You will do whatever I tell you, whenever I tell you, in
whatever way I instruct you, without back-talk.”

His voice and face remained firm.

“Remember when your parents would tell you
to do something, like wash the dishes or do the laundry, and you'd
say something like oh, I'll get it later, or perhaps protest that
it wasn't your turn, or something like that? I don't accept that
sort of response from those who work for me. I certainly won't
expect it from you.”

Zoey's mind was still churning wildly, with
wariness, suspicion, musky clouds of wild possibilities, of
attraction and the thought of living in a place like this and maybe
traveling to all those other amazing places!

“It would, in effect, be like, well, being
my slave girl,” he said. “And that means doing everything I tell
you to do. And yes, it might mean wearing very little. And yes, it
means being obedient and submissive like a slave girl. And yes, it
might even mean some punishment when you're a bad girl,” he said
with a rakish grin.

He leaned back on his chair, and fixed his
dark eyes on her bright blue ones.

“But on the other hand, I will enjoy
instilling some discipline in you, young slave girl.

“I'm not a slave girl!” she protested,
blushing hotly as her mind continued to swirl and churn with what
he said and what he might be saying!

Slave girl!? Submissive!? Was he
kidding?!

He shrugged carelessly. “What is an employee
but one who does as they are told by their bosses. The only
difference, really, is they get room and board but no salary.”

“And they can quit if they don't like
it!”

He laughed softly. “Oh, I promise you that
you'll always be able to quit and leave.”

His face turned stern again. “But while
you're my employee I am the king, so to speak, and you the peasant
girl. I say hop, you hop. Clear?”

“Well... yes, of course. I mean, you're the
boss.”

A hundred and fifty thousand dollars a
year!? Flying around the world!? Living in palaces like this!? The
idea was almost too astonishing for her to wrap her mind around!
But there was no way this didn't have serious sexual strings
attached! Not with that kind of money!

The large man returned, pushing a silver
cart filled with an impressive array of food.

“I wasn't sure what you liked so I had both
fish and fowl, meat and salad prepared,” he said blithely.

Zoey gaped as plate after plate was placed
on the large table, much of it steaming hot. Ribs, steak, fish, and
two large bowls of different kinds of salad.

“We eat very nicely here, as you might
imagine,” he said.

Zoey suddenly realized she was quite hungry,
having eaten almost nothing all day and barely picked at her
ravioli. A part of her was screaming to jump up, yell something
insulting at him, and then storm off! But she remained frozen with
a strange, breathless sense of indecision and uncertainty.

She gazed at the food, and the aroma swept
around her. She could eat something... light, delicate. But what
could she eat … delicately? She settled on the chicken, or what
looked like chicken at least, while Cameron tucked into a huge
steak.

“Tell me about yourself,” he said as the
large man left.

“Uhm... uh... like what?” she gulped.

He popped a piece of steak into his mouth
and looked at her.

“Everything.”

“There isn't much to tell. I'm just a girl,”
she said desperately.

He waved dismissively. “What was your
favorite class in high school?”

“Uhm... geography, I guess.”

“What part about it did you like best?”

He led her through one topic after another,
wanting to know about her thoughts, hopes, dreams, fantasies, and
history. He got her to tell him about her mother and father, about
her friends, about where she used to live, and even about her
sexual history, though she blushed as he led her into that, and
tried to refuse.

He didn't accept her refusal. His eyes got
cool and his face got firm and his voice deepened, and she felt her
will to refuse melting away!

“So you lost your virginity in the back of a
car while drunk to a drunken boyfriend. How cliche'd,” he said.
“I'm presuming it wasn't the highlight of your sexual life.”

“Uhm, not especially,” she said,
blushing.

“Remember much about it?”

She shrugged helplessly. “It was fast and
kind of messy and kind of hurt.”

“Yes, that too is a cliché', you know.”

She shrugged again.

“Continue to eat. I want a swim.

He got up and then reached down and peeled
his shirt up and off.

“One of the benefits of being me,” he said
with a grin, “Is you can do just about anything you want to do,
just about any time you want to do it, and don't have to care about
what anyone else wants or thinks.”

Zoey gulped, her eyes widening, tension
suddenly rocketing up within her. He grinned at her, then walked
around the table to the pool. He reached down and pushed his
trousers down his legs and stepped out of them.

He was naked underneath, and she felt her
face heat as she stared at him from behind, her fingers gripping
the arms of her chair as he walked further away then dove into the
pool.

She stood up, looking around anxiously, then
walked alongside the pool to the end nearest the door, as if
readying for flight. He swam calmly from side to side, though,
swimming smoothly and strongly. He moved to the far end of the
pool, near the end of the deck, and put an arm across the
plexiglass.

“Come on in,” he said.

She felt her heart pounding.

“Uhm, that's okay,” she said nervously.

He grinned at her. “What do you fear
happening?”

She blushed, her mind squirming. What did
she fear!? He was naked! He was a big, naked man she'd barely met!
What if he – ?

Yes, what if he did! Her lower belly
thrummed with the possibilities!

He pushed off from the Plexiglas and swam
towards the shallow end of the pool. The pool didn't have an abrupt
end on this side, as it had on the others. Instead it sloped up
gradually, like a beach, to the point where the final few feet had
only inches of water.

He stopped swimming and stood up, and she
felt her pulse racing as his well-proportioned body moved slowly
forward, as he walked through the water. The water slid slowly down
from mid stomach to his hips, and she felt the tension growing
intense, her heart beating like a drum!

Then the water slid below his groin and she
blushed hotly again, even as she felt a twisting dark sense of
excitement in the back of her head. He was very nicely trimmed
below the waist, and his cock didn't look small, even though he
wasn't hard.

She remembered the first time she had seen a
guy naked and soft. It had looked silly, funny. The tiny wrinkled
little cock and balls seemed ugly and pathetic. His didn't. His
cock hung below him, soft but surprisingly thick and long for all
that, and there was nothing at all laughable about it!

The water receded below his knees, then
below his ankles, then he was standing in front of her, forcing her
to draw her head back.

“I don't think you would have come here if
you weren't interested in sex,” he said. “I don't think you would
have come here if you didn't find the idea of sex with me an
interesting possibility. Quite aside from money or my … other
interests.”

“Th-that doesn't mean – !”

He reached for her and she raised her hands
instinctively. He took her wrists in his hands, big, strong hands,
far stronger than her. He didn't try to pin them or push them away,
though. Instead he drew them forward and put her hands on his
chest, his warm, wet, slick chest, and let them rub softly up and
down against his soft flesh, let her feel the hard muscles
underneath.

Her heart was pounding but she made no move
to get away, though she was poised on the edge of wanting to. He
slid her hands up and down his chest, though, and she felt her
breath catching in her throat, felt a sudden rush of emotions which
had little to do with fear and everything to do with a carnal need
and hunger.

He was so big and powerfully built and...
and powerful! What would sex with him be like!? He was beautiful!
He had a gorgeous body! And he seemed incredibly sophisticated and
self-confident! And if she ran off she'd hate herself all her life
wondering what it would have been like!

He let one of her hands coast down over his
stomach, just as smooth as his chest, with the same feel of muscles
underneath the soft flesh, and she felt a rising heat within
herself, a rising sense of raw animal desire even as she refused to
look downward, to see him below the waist.

Her eyes were caught by his, and she felt
dreadfully helpless as he pulled her left wrist up, so that her
hand slid up along his shoulder, then drew her left hand up as
well. He released her wrists abruptly, then his arms went around
her, his hands on the small of her back, drawing her in against
him!

He kissed her very gently, and very
patiently, and very... skillfully, as she stood there frozen in
place, and as her arousal deepened he kissed harder, drawing her
body in against his own wet, naked flesh so that she felt her knees
getting rubbery as a trembling sense of wild excitement filled her
body!

His tongue dipped lightly into her mouth,
then slid along her lips. His own lips were constantly in motion,
and his hands gently stroked her back, then slid down to cup her
buttocks through her dress.

Then he abruptly picked her up, and she
gasped, her hands tightening on his shoulders, her legs sliding
around him.

And he turned and walked into the water!

She moaned and pulled her lips off him.
“Wait!” she gasped, staring around her. “Oh! Wait!”

“Seize the moment is the motto on my family
crest,” he said, walking in deeper and deeper.

He carried her in until the water was over
her waist, and then lowered her to stand shakily in the warmth of
what was clearly a heated pool, her skirt floating around her
thighs.

His fingers nimbly undid the buttons down
the front, slapping away her hands almost casually, when she sought
to interfere, then he pushed the open dress back over her shoulders
and down around her arms as she tried anxiously to clutch it in
place.

He tugged it down, his strength, and his
determination, far greater than hers, then spun her around, undoing
her bra strap.

“M-Mister Cameron!” she exclaimed.

“I'm not a little boy,” he said. “Shyness is
not in me.”

He tugged her bra off, ignoring her
instinctive attempts at resistance, then shoved her dress and
panties down her legs, lifting her up easily to drop her belly down
across his shoulder – naked!

Zoey squealed helplessly, but felt a wild
rush of sensation at the same time! Her bare breasts slid down
along his naked, muscular back as his hand slapped sharply against
her bottom! She felt the clothes pulled free of her ankles, then he
walked further into the water with her, until he could fling her up
and forward.

She splashed into the water, and he swam
forward as she rose to the surface, gasping, treading water. As he
came closer she backed away, and he was clearly in no hurry. She
kept backing until she yelped as her back pressed against the
Plexiglas at the end of the pool.

She turned around to stare down at the beach
fifteen floors below, and out at the ocean! Then he was right up
against her, his warm body pressing into her from behind as she
felt his soft lips on her neck!

She clung to the Plexiglas, pulse racing, as
he gently rained kisses along the nape of her neck, and his hands
slid around her to cup her breasts. She felt his cock against her
buttocks, felt it hardening as he ground himself against her, and
she shuddered as one of his hands slid down her belly and abdomen
and found her sex, rubbing her clitoris!

The burst of raw sensation was almost
violent, and she cried out weakly, grinding her buttocks back
against his rising erection. His heavy body pinned her to the glass
as his fingers stroked skillfully. His other hand cupped and
kneaded her breast, and his mouth began to suck and chew at the
flesh of her shoulder and throat as she gulped in air and
trembled.

Her body was flaring with heat, already so
aroused she was trembling with the intensity of the sexual pressure
within herself. She gripped the top of the Plexiglas tightly and
now began to grind herself against his fingers, her hips rolling
and jerking as rolling waves of sensation made her muscles twitch
and spasm.

The surge of sensation grew shockingly
intense, and she cried out as the orgasm took her, hips grinding
uncontrollably as his fingers danced across her clitoris and his
teeth closed even more strongly against the nape of her neck.

She sagged as the wild turmoil of sensation
began to fade, gulping in air, and his hands left her, though they
gripped her wrists instead, pulling her hands off the Plexiglas
wall. He surged backward, taking her with him, then released her
hands and gripped her hair instead.

“Just relax and float,” he ordered in a low
but commanding voice. “Keep your arms at your sides.”

Confused, she obeyed still gasping, moaning,
as he continued to move away from the end of the pool, pulling her
along by the hair so that she floated just along the surface of the
water. The water washed over her breasts and sometimes her face as
he pulled her back through it, back until she felt the bottom of
the pool against her buttocks.

“Roll over.”

He released her hair and Zoey rolled onto
her stomach.

“Come forward, on your hands and knees,” he
ordered, his voice now a low, husky growl that made her want to
shudder.

He backed up, and Zoey, the water up to her
elbows now, crawled slowly forward along the shallow, sloping edge
of the pool as the water got lower and lower, until he stopped her
by kneeling in front of her.

His cock was definitely not soft any
more.

She stared at it, face to... head! It seemed
enormous! And her jaw dropped as she stared at it. Then he moved
forward, gripping her hair once more.

“Open your mouth, slave girl.”

She shuddered, feeling an incredible rush of
emotion at the words, both anxiety and raw heat. She opened her
lips wide and he slid his cock into her mouth.

She moaned around it, sucking and licking at
once as he pushed deeper, and then still deeper. She felt the
tautness and ache in her scalp as he drew her in by the hair,
gasping as he reached under to knead one of her breasts.

Then both his hands were on her head as he
pushed himself deep into her mouth, her jaw straining to
accommodate him as she sucked eagerly if inexpertly. She had never
had a cock quite this big in her mouth before!

He tightened his grip, holding her steadily
as he drew back, then pushed forward, again, and then again, using
only the front third or so of his cock, fucking her mouth
slowly.

“Do you know how to deep throat, slave
girl?”

She moaned helplessly. “Y-Y... yes!” she
gasped.

He pulled back out of her mouth.

“Say yes master,” he said sternly.

She shuddered. “Y-Yes, Master!” she said,
her voice squeaking as a wave of dark animal heat swept through
her.

He pushed into her mouth again, pumping in
and out, pushed about a third of the way in, and then pushed,
firmly, smoothly, relentlessly.

Zoey gagged a bit, for he was very big. But
her arousal had surged hot and high in just the minute or two since
she'd climaxed, and she felt a shock-wave of crackling sexual
electricity as his cock slid deep into her throat and kept
coming.

It's so big, she thought wildly.

Inch after inch pushed through her straining
lips, and she felt the head passing down her throat, down into her
very chest, until finally her lips were wrapped around the very
base of him, and he held her tightly as she trembled and gurgled
and moaned, eyes enormous.

He drew back a little, a few inches, then
pushed in all the way again, drew back a few inches, then pushed in
once more. Zoey gurgled and gagged a little, as his cock stretched
her throat, making it ache, and moving in and out, in and out.

She was becoming light-headed as she forgot
to breath, as she was unable to breath, and her eyes fluttered
rapidly as she tried to draw back and failed.

He drew himself back instead, pulling out
just as smoothly, so she stared, cross-eyed, at inch after
glistening inch of his thick phallus appearing before her until she
could finally gulp in deep, ragged breaths of air.

He gripped her arm and jerked up, twisting
her body around so she fell, first onto her side, then onto her
back, then he pulled her further up the pool before letting her
down. Her head was just within the pool now, and barely an inch of
water was under it. The water was a few inches deeper at her
hips.

“Don't move, he ordered.

He stepped out of the pool, going to a
nearby cabinet, then returned with something dangling from his
fingers.

It was some kind of thin leather lace,
like... like a boot lace, she thought as he knelt beside her.

He gripped her arm and rolled her over onto
her belly in the water, and she gasped as he took her wrists and
pulled them gently up and back behind her, crossing her wrists
above her buttocks.

She felt the leather cord going around first
one wrist, then the other, then sliding around both, criss-crossing
and winding up and down and around them until layer after layer of
it bound her wrists very firmly together!

He was tying her hands together!

He rolled her onto her back again, then
spread her legs and knelt between them. He bent over her as a
wild-eyed Zoey stared, bent and began to kiss his way up her body,
up between her breasts, up to her lips. His big, heavy male body
slid down atop her, pinning her to the bottom of the pool, his
stiff cock trapped between them.

He spent long minutes kissing her and doing
little else but letting his hands glide over her naked flesh. Then
he slowly worked his way back down, pausing to mouth the center of
each breast, to suck and lick, to... to chew on the
surrounding flesh in such a way she gasped in pain even as a wild,
thrumming heat and pleasure gripped her.

He moved downward, licking and kissing her
abdomen, then spreading her legs wider, his tongue sauntering down
to curve around her clitoris, his thumbs easing apart the lips of
her sex. His tongue dove into her, and she moaned, her body feeling
a rush of heat as his tongue plunged deep, twisting and turning
within her, then rising to circle her clitoris.

His fingers pushed into her, slowly, dipping
in, rather than thrusting, dipping in, then easing back, then
dipping in again, but always deeper, as he lapped at her clitoris.
He seemed inordinately patient, and his tongue kept moving in
different directions, but every few seconds returning to a theme,
short, rapid, hard licks upward.

Zoey moaned as she lay there in the water,
staring up at the sky, feeling the thrum of sexual energy building
within her. This all seemed so shocking and outrageous, but the
heat was making her mind simmer, covering the world before her eyes
with a haze as her hips spasmed and her insides pulsed with
energy.

His fingers were deep inside her now, as he
licked harder, and Zoey cried out, writhing and twisting in the
water below him as he made that pulse stronger and stronger.

Another orgasm rocked her world, and she
cried out repeatedly, back arching, head thrashing in the water as
her hips jerked up convulsively against his hard licking tongue and
now-thrusting fingers! The sexual energy crackled along her skin
like sheet lightning, and she felt every muscle in her body spasm
as her nervous system overloaded!
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He had her kneel, then, with her hair
clutched in his fist, led her – awkwardly knee-walking beside him,
up the wooden deck and over to a comfortable chair. He sat down and
drew her head forward between his legs.

“Let me feel your face and lips and tongue
along my thighs,” he said.

Panting, moaning, her scalp stinging, she
obeyed, though she felt a little panicky, a little out of her
element. Why did he want this? She could suck him again of
course...

But there was no arguing. She had no
argument in her just then. She was still panting for breath after
the second incredibly powerful orgasm, so she licked at his thighs,
and rubbed her cheeks and face against them as he gathered in her
hair.

“Now my balls,” he ordered.

She gulped and licked at them, then sucked
them into her mouth.

“Slower,” he ordered.

She slowed and went easier on them, mouthing
them, massaging them within her mouth, playing her tongue along
them as she rolled her eyes up at him anxiously. She was very much
aware of her wrists still tightly bound behind her. She'd never
done this before without her hands, she realized. How could she
control things without them!?

She couldn't, of course, she realized. She
was completely at his mercy.

The words slave girl, came to mind
again, along with the wild, dawning suspicion he meant the term as
something more than a synonym for employee!

She sucked and licked at his balls, then
licked her way up and down his shaft as he held it pressed against
his abdomen. She mouthed it from the side, sucking along the shaft,
then finally licked at the head before he lifted it down and
forward, and pushed it into her mouth.

She sucked and bobbed up and down, slowing
at his order.

“Suck harder as you draw backward, then ease
up as your lips slide forward,” he said.

She obeyed, bobbing slowly up and down, then
taking him into her throat again. It wasn't as easy in this
position, and she gurgled wetly, almost choking. He was very big,
after all! But her own thrumming arousal helped her out, as she
took him to the balls and moaned heatedly around him.

He held her in place, and she was again
intensely aware of her bound wrists as her heart pounded and her
chest burned. He drew her back up by the hair, and again she stared
at his thick shaft as it pulled free of her mouth.

He let her breath, then brought her back
down on him again, pumping her head up and down, her throat sliding
up and down him as she tried to suck. Finally, he exploded inside
her, and she shuddered and moaned as he got rougher in pumping into
her mouth and throat.

He pulled out, softening, and she sank back
onto her knees, gasping for breath.

“Knees apart,” he ordered. “Knees always
well spread, slave girl.”

She obeyed, not really caring, focusing on
breathing as she sought to steady herself.

He watched her, and she felt intensely aware
of his attention. He got up and fetched a towel, toweling off his
head and torso before tossing it aside. He picked up a second towel
and came to her, then dropped it over her head. He toweled it dry,
then squatted and swept it around her body, his own arms following,
surrounding her in a tight, warm embrace as he gently rubbed her
dry!

He went over to the cabinet once more and
came back with a black leather box, like a jewel box, but when he
flipped the lid what he brought out was not a necklace but a
collar! It was metal, stainless steel on the outside, but black on
the inside. The outside was etched in gold leaves, and there was a
square of gold in the center with a large gold ring dangling from
it.

He stood behind her and then placed the
collar around her neck as Zoey felt her tension and anxiety rising
rapidly. She hadn't agreed to be his slave girl for real! What was
he intending to do!? She still had to go home tonight, after
all!

The collar clicked closed, and then he
picked up what seemed like a smaller version, one which he fit
around her left ankle. A third went around her right, and then he
untied her wrists, and encased them in the same metallic
bracelets.

He locked the ones around her wrists
together, leaving her helpless once more, then took something else
out of the box. It looked like mushroom, though it too was metal,
stainless steel and gold. It was narrow and rounded near the top,
widened with each inch until it was thicker than his erection had
been, then abruptly narrowed at its bottom, which sat on a tiny
stem attached to a coin-shaped base.

He gripped her wet hair and drew her in and
forward, and Zoey gasped as he put her belly down on the deck, then
pulled her hips up high.

Crack!

“Ow!”

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

She obeyed, gulping in air, and then felt
the... the thing pressing against her wrinkled back passage!

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

“Preparing you for the future,” he said.

“But... I don't do stuff like that!' she
gasped.

“Slave girls do whatever their masters
please.”

He cupped her sex, and his fingers slid
across her clitoris, even as he pushed the thing into her, turning
and twisting it. It seemed quite slippery, as if he'd put something
on it, slick and warm, and she gasped as it spread her wider and
wider.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply
against her upraised buttocks.

“Ow!”

“Are you a bad girl, Zoey?” he asked.

“I-I'm not a –!”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” she gasped.

“Let me hear you say you're a bad girl.”

“But – !”

“Crack!

“Ow! I'm a bad girl!” she cried.

The thing was pushing deeper, spreading her
achingly wide! Then, it began to narrow, and then she felt it
sucked into her body, letting her sphincter close – or almost
close. She felt the thin coin-shaped base pressed against the
outside.

The rest, she could feel inside her, giving
her a very full sensation, pleasantly aching, in a weird sort of
way, especially given how helplessly aroused she was by all this
nasty naked perverted stuff! Not to mention this kinky position
with her ass raised up so invitingly towards his eyes!

She gasped as his big hand slid between her
thighs, lightly caressing her sex. She felt his thumb rubbing
against the bottom of the thing he'd put in her ass while his
fingers stroked along her sex and over her clitoris.

“Tell me you're a bad girl again,” he
said.

“I-I'm a bad girl!” she gulped, her heart
pounding.

She felt his hand in her hair then gasped in
pain as she felt him pulling – gently but firmly, and she scrambled
back up off her face so that she was kneeling beside him.

“Legs spread, slave girl,” he said in a low
voice.

She shifted her knees apart, pulse racing,
the wild thrum of dark excitement making her breathless as he
caressed her clitoris again.

He stood up and went back to the cabinet.
When he returned he had something else in his hand. It looked like
a stainless steel rocket ship! It was narrow at the front, widened
appreciably down the long, thick shaft, then narrowed abruptly
until it seemed to sit on a much more narrow base.

He squatted in front of her and gripped her
hair again, and Zoey gasped forced upward on her knees as he placed
the stainless steel thing under her.

“Now down,” he said.

Moaning, she sank down slowly, a hot surge
of excitement churning her belly and mind as she felt it pressing
against her, felt it slowly pushing up inside her. She moaned
again, then gasped, at how wide it was, how stretched she felt as
she slowly and anxiously slid lower.

She grunted as it pushed deep inside her,
wanting to hold back, to go down more slowly, but he was now
pulling on her hair, and while this forced her head slowly up and
back she eventually had to sink down further and further.

“It's... too big!” she moaned.

“Nonsense. It's a mere ten inches. A sex
slave can take much bigger.”

She groaned as it pushed higher, her
breathing getting ragged, especially as he started to stroke his
big thumb across her clitoris!

Then, like the thing in her bottom, the
rocket ship abruptly narrowed, though not nearly as much. He
released her hair and she looked down between her legs to see the
little base protruding just underneath her, resting on the deck as
her buttocks sat on her heels.

“Slave girls love to have their pussies
filled up,” he said softly, his fingers stroking her clitoris,
rubbing in a circular motion, then up and down.

Zoey just moaned helplessly.

He got up and then sat down in front of her,
looking at her. Zoey dropped her eyes, flushing.

“Keep your back straight, your chest out and
shoulders back,” he said. “And your legs should be spread –
always.”

She stiffened, and obeyed, her breathing
shaky.

“Say yes master,” he said.

She flinched “Yes, master,” she gulped.

This was such a wild, wicked game! She'd
never slept with an older man before, and wondered if they all
liked kinky stuff like this!

“Of course, you might not be permitted to
talk, at times,” he said.

He got up again and went to the cabinet,
returning with what looked like a stainless steel ball, attached to
a silver mesh band. He leaned over her, gripping her hair behind
her neck again, tugging it sharply to force her head up and back.
Then he pushed the ball against her open mouth.

Zoey stared, wide eyes, moaning as she
widened her teeth so the thing would (barely) slide between and
into her mouth. It filled her mouth, pressing down on her tongue,
and was so large she couldn't close her mouth again, as her teeth
rested on the outer edge of the thing.

He pulled the strap around her head, combing
her hair out from underneath, then fastened it somehow, behind her.
Then he dangled a silver band, like a necklace, from his hand. It
had two loops, one at either end. He placed one against the center
of her right breast, around her very, very stiff nipple, and then
tugged on the chain as he held the ring in place.

The ring was a loop and closed around the
base of her nipple, closed firmly, tightly, making her gasp, at
first, then yelp as her nipple burned! He ignored her moan of
complaint, and placed the second loop against her other breast,
tugging on it, in turn, making both her nipples burn hotly!

He sat back on the chair again, staring at
her admiringly.

Zoey stared down at the chain dangling from
her nipples, feeling a sense of being overwhelmed by all this wild
kinky stuff, by things she had barely even imagined!

And yet it was also strangely, darkly, and
wildly thrilling!

“You'll make a lovely addition to the
place,” he said. “I will enjoy having you around every morning. You
have an incredible body. We'll make sure you keep it. I'll show you
the exercise room and have my personal trainer design an exercise
regime for you to keep you toned.”

He stood up and then got dressed, leaving
Zoey on her knees, panting weakly around the ball in her mouth. He
came over to her and snapped something into the ring in the front
of the collar, then pulled, and she gasped, rising to her feet,
feeling another jolt of heat as she realized it was a leash!

“Come. I'll show you the place you'll be
living now,” he said.

She gasped, eyes widening. She hadn't agreed
to live here! Though, of course, if she was his personal assistant
she supposed that would be normal. The thought of living in an
incredible place like this instead of her grubby apartment wasn't
terribly daunting.

He led her across the desk to the edge of
the glass railing and they looked out at the beach below and the
ocean which stretched to the horizon.

“Magnificent, isn't it? There's something
about the raw beauty and power of the ocean,” he sighed. “You
should see it in a bad storm. It's even more impressive.”

He turned, walking over to one of the little
cabanas and the big bed there.

“I'm sure you'll enjoy relaxing here,” he
said, “When I let you relax.”

She yelped as he slapped her bottom sharply,
then gasped as he tugged her further along the deck, showing her a
hot tub, then a garden.

There was nothing for Zoey to say, no
comment to make, and of course, she could only go where he led her
– by the leash! The things inside her made her feel achingly full,
and the one in her pussy in particular made her thrum with sexual
energy as it stretched out the lips of her sex.

Then there were the chains biting into her
nipples, which moved as she moved, idly swinging, tugging at her
nipples, making them burn hotter as her breasts pulsed hotly.

He led her back into the apartment, and she
gasped, thinking of the man who had shown her in for the first
time, trying to pull back. That, of course, was useless, as he was
easily twice her weight, and simply tugged on the leash to pull her
inside.

Then he slapped her bottom stingingly.

“No resistance, slave girl,” he said. “A
slave girl does as she's told and goes where she's sent or
taken.”

“This is the great room,” he said, showing
her the room she'd already come through, with its high ceilings,
floor to ceiling glass wall and big fireplace. He led her through
it to the dining room, which was also very white, and again, the
furniture was black and gray, and very sleek and modern
looking.

Not many people had a dining room table for
twelve, she thought anxiously. Did he hold a lot of parties?

Then he led her into an enormous kitchen.
She barely noticed it, though, for her attention was entirely on
the large man walking across it towards them! Her face burned hotly
and she dropped her eyes and tried to turn away, moaning.

She gasped as Cameron gripped her hair
behind the neck again, jerking her head up.

“What do you think of this lovely slave
girl, Michael?” he asked.

“She's very attractive,” the man said in a
soft voice.

“Slave girls take a certain degree of
oversight, of course, so I hope you'll keep an eye on her when I'm
not around.”

“I can manage, Mister Cameron,” the man said
with a grin.

“Best to ensure she's locked away when the
cleaning company shows up. Put her in the play room cage then.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“Have you got the food bowls?”

The man turned away and Cameron let go of
her hair and tugged on the leash, leading her across an enormous
floor. There was an island that was at least ten feet long and half
that wide in the middle of the room, and a huge wall of cabinets
and gleaming stainless steel appliances on the other side.

The big man, Michael, took out a pair of
stainless steel... dog bowls, they looked like, and put them down
in a corner of the room.

“This is where you'll take your meals when
I'm not here, slave girl,” Cameron said.

Even as overwhelmed as she was with
embarrassment Zoey gaped at him. Surely he was kidding!? Those were
like, for dogs!

“Put some water in one of the bowls to
demonstrate, Michael,” Cameron said.

The man took away one of the bowls, filled
with with water, and put it back, and Cameron pushed her down to
her knees, then bent her over.

“Chest to the floor,” he said.

She shuddered as her breasts pillowed out
against the cool tiles, and the bowl was right in front of her
eyes!

“Now, this is how you drink,” he said. “You
put your lips into the water – never use your hands – and drink
from it. Make sure your legs are always spread wide,” he added.

Crack! He slapped her bottom and she
yelped.

“Knees wide!” he said.

Trembling, she shifted her knees wide on the
tiles, mortified as she realized the big man must be standing
behind staring at her like this!

“It's not hard,” he said. “And Michael will
notify me of any failure. You'll get demerits for disobedience and
those will be punished when I get home.”

He pulled her back upright, then back to her
feet before leading her by the leash out of the room. Zoey was
reeling, her face still burning with embarrassment as he showed her
the library, a den, and then a very well-equipped exercise
room.

Finally came a bedroom. It had the same
sleek, simple lines as the rest of the house. But here the floor
was wood, a soft sand that was so well-laid it was hard to even
find the seams. The bed was large and sat on a low, light brown
platform.

The ceiling was lower here, giving the room
a more intimate feel, but two walls both were floor to ceiling
glass, looking out on the ocean. There was a large white pillar in
the corner, running up to the ceiling, and out front was a balcony,
with a floor of the same sandy wood, which could be reached through
sliding one of the windows apart.

No, in fact, she realized, the entire wall
would slide open, for it did so now, at a touch from him. That
opened the whole room up to the scent of the ocean, and the soft
breeze coming ashore. God, what a room, she thought! It was almost
enough to distract her from the humiliation she still felt at being
presented to Michael like this!

He led her from that room, a little further
up the hall, to a room on the other side. He opened it and flicked
on the lights, and she blanched, for this was an entirely different
sort of bedroom!

There was an old fashioned four poster bed
in the center, with six or seven foot tall squared wooden posts on
each corner, and then cross-pieces going across between them
overhead. The sheets and pillowcases were black and looked like
silk or satin.

The thick, rich carpet covering the floor
was blood red, and there were a number of odd looking things
scattered about the room, some of which looked quite menacing and
scary!

He led her over before a large floor to
ceiling mirror, and she stared at herself, wide-eyed. She could
hardly believe she looked so... so shockingly sexual and erotic
and... and kinky! Her face flamed, but she also felt her pulse rate
pick up as she moaned low in her throat.

This was all so unbelievable!

He led her over to a strange looking post.
It, like the rest, was of glossy, rich dark wood. It was about
seven feet high, going straight up, then it had a horizontal beam
which came out about three or four feet from the top. There was
another branch, lower down, which came out of the side of the post
about waist height, angled downward, and Cameron had her put her
legs on either side of this and then led her close in.

The closer in she got to the main post the
higher the narrow branch got, until it pressed against her sex. He
unclipped whatever was holding the wrist bands together before she
knew what he was doing, and then pulled her right wrist up and
forward to attach to a chain on the main beam.

By the time Zoey thought to try to resist
she was already locked in place. He grabbed her other hand and her
resistance then was futile, as he forced it up and forward, again
jamming her sex against the narrow lower branch so that she had to
lean forward and push her bottom out.

“Think of this as an introduction,” he
said.

She moaned and tried to speak, but of
course, the ball thing in her mouth made that impossible!

And then the thing inside her started to
buzz, startling her and making her gasp in alarm.

“A sex slave is a creature who brings
pleasure to others with her beautiful body and skillful sexual
abilities,” he said in a low voice, his hand gliding slowly up and
down her spine, then over her rounded buttocks. “A sex slave is a
near mythical creature of heat and eroticism, of passion and
lust.”

Zoey moaned anxiously, her arms stretched up
and forward, her bottom pushed back, and her sex now pressed firmly
against the narrow top of the … the branch that extended out and
down from the base of the post. It had a rubber-like top, which
didn't necessarily feel bad against her sex, but it was pushing
into her in a particularly uncomfortable place, right at the top of
her sex, against her clitoris, and also against the base of the …
thing he'd put into her.

Pressing up against her soft flesh also had
the effect of pushing her flesh back up and in against the metal
tube inside her, which served to amplify the strange buzzing
sensation – right where her clitoris was!

Cameron removed the little chain things from
her nipples, which made her moan in relief. The burning and
throbbing gave way to a strange and then incredibly arousing sort
of pins and needles sensation which he made even more intense by
gently kneading her breasts and rolling her nipples between his
thumbs and forefingers!

The sex heat was rising higher and higher
within Zoey, and her hips were involuntarily grinding against the
thing under her, rubbing her clitoris against it, her flesh, wedged
between it and the thing inside her, thrummed with sensation!

Then Cameron took a thin pair of elasticised
cords which hung from the post before her and drew them out towards
her breasts. The cords had clips on the ends, and he opened the
jaws, framed her swollen nipples between them, and then let them
close. Firmly.

Zoey cried out at this sudden sharp
pressure, twisting and jerking sharply for a moment – which was all
it took for her to realize that this just made them hurt more!

“Don't worry. The pain lasts only a minute,
while the pleasure will last much longer,” he said in a soothing
voice.

His hands caressed her breasts and buttocks
as she trembled and moaned, and the burning in her nipples slowly
faded. It did not, however, fade completely, only down to a dull
ache.

Cameron moved back and stripped off his
shirt, then his pants, and she felt another rush of heat sweeping
across her body.

“Hot, sexy, gorgeous sex slave,” he said
softly, his lips sliding along the back of her neck.

Zoey moaned weakly as his hands caressed her
everywhere, and her hips ground helplessly along the lower branch
thing. The pull on her breasts had bent her forward more, which
increased the pressure against her sex and also forced her up onto
the balls of her feet.

“Such a bad girl,” Cameron said in a near
whisper, his breath warm against her ear.

He moved away from her and Zoey stared up at
her shackled wrists in something like awe, then at the elastic
cords attached to her nipples, then down at the thing between her
legs. A dark tide of heat was rising, gripping her with a sense of
wicked animal hunger and desire that was more intense than she
could ever remember feeling before!

Cameron returned, and had in his hand a
long, slim length of something black, flexible and … scary! It was
a riding crop, she knew! She'd seen enough on TV and the internet
to recognize it! She felt a wild burst of fear and alarm, and shook
her head frantically.

“There is a thin line between pleasure and
pain, slave girl,” he said. “Between what burns with pleasure and
what burns with pain.”

He took the clips off her nipples, and she
shuddered in relief, gulping in air as he again gently kneaded her
breasts. Then he stepped back, crop in hand and laid it across her
buttocks.

She moaned and shook her head again but he
ignored it.

“An introduction to what happens to bad
little slave girls – or personal assistants,” he said in
amusement.
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Cameron let the crop slide back and forth
against the skin of her bottom, the smooth leather caressing her,
gliding back and forth, then up and down. He pulled it free, and
let the thin slapper at the tip slap lightly against the round
coin-like base of the plug thing he'd pushed into her bottom. That
didn't hurt, exactly, but it felt... weird! As if the entire thing
inside her was resonating with the impact!

“Don't worry, little slave girl. I will
never harm this lovely, perfect body,” he said. “Your skin is soft
and smooth and perfect. It's an exquisite work of art, and looks
best without bruises or welts.”

He drew the thin crop back and then swept it
in and down to cut across her upraised bottom. The impact felt very
light, but an instant later Zoey cried out at the sudden sting of
pain which erupted.

Yet it had the affect of calming her, since
it wasn't really that bad. It did sting, but the sting, while
sharp, faded almost immediately into a slight sense of heat. Maybe
he wasn't crazy, after all! Maybe this was just... more of the
perverted games he'd played outside!

“Bad girl,” he said softly, the crop
caressing her bottom.

He drew the thing back, and then snapped it
down again. This time Zoey heard the soft hiss as it cut through
the air, then the slightly deeper sound as it struck her bottom!
Again, the impact was light, but the sting followed and she gasped
helplessly, her sex grinding against the leather thing she was
straddling.

This was so darkly kinky, she thought
wildly.

He brought the crop in under her breasts
next, which, since she was bent forward somewhat at the waist, were
dangling slightly, full and heavy feeling, the nipples hot and
throbbing. He caressed the bottom of her breasts with the shaft,
sliding it in and out, then pressed up firmly, lifting her
breasts.

“Bad girl,” he said once again in that soft,
hypnotic voice.

He drew the crop back and then let the tip
press against her left nipple. The tip was like a flat firm flap of
leather an inch or so wide and perhaps two inches long. He rubbed
it against her nipple, which was hot and throbbing and now tingling
with pins and needles again.

He brought the flap down a little, pressing
it against the underside of her breast and then... slapped it,
once, twice, three times, as she gasped and yelped at the sudden
sharp little stings. He moved it over to her other breast, slapping
the underside several times, then did the same to the first
again.

The stings were not terribly painful, but
the very notion of what he was doing was so outrageous that it
would have made her jaws gape even if they weren't forced open by
the ball thing. She yelped and moaned as he slapped them both
several more times, then yelped even more loudly as he slapped the
thing down against her nipples!

“Ah, so cruel, to treat such a lovely young
slave girl so,” he said in that soft, hypnotic voice.

Zoey shuddered, grinding her hips quicker
against the thing she was straddling. She felt the sexual heat
turning to a bubbling, churning pit of lava within herself, and
though she could actually feel the wetness of her own pussy leaking
around the thing he'd pushed into her and coating the smooth
leather underneath!

He drew the crop back and swung it down
across her bottom again, and she cried out dazedly, grinding
harder, grinding faster!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows were slow, measured, sharp,
stinging, but did nothing to restrain the wild fever of sexual
hunger now gripping the helpless girl's mind. She shuddered and
cried out, grinding harder, pulling her head up and back as the
pleasure rose to a furnace-like heat and baked her mind.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He swung harder, the blows stinging more,
but Zoey didn't care, for the orgasm rolled over her in waves, and
she cried out, cried out again and again, her voice rising as she
felt her inhibitions giving way, as the pleasure drowned her mind.
She was practically screaming now, the breath sobbing out of her as
he brought the crop down faster and harder and the pressure of the
sexual release flayed her with uncontrollable hunger and
pleasure!

She shuddered as her grinding hips slowed
along the leather topped branch, moaning around the ball, and
realized, dazedly, that she was drooling. She didn't care, though.
She grunted as Cameron pulled the clips from her nipples, then
reached up to undo the restraints from whatever held them. He drew
her wrists down behind her back and locked them together once more,
then pushed her to her knees and took the ball gag from her
mouth.

He was hard again, and thrust himself into
her mouth, gripping her hair roughly.

Zoey gurgled weakly, eyes fluttering, then
gagged briefly as he pushed forward as he drew her in against him
by the hair, forcing himself down her throat. She rolled her eyes
up as he pushed himself deeper, jamming every last inch down her
throat so that her lips were wrapped tautly around the base of his
shaft.

Then he drew slowly up and back, and began
to pump, using his grip on her hair to draw her in and back with
every steady stroke. He was fucking her throat, and while Zoey
prided herself on her ability to deep throat this was a bit much
even for her. She gurgled wetly as his thick cock moved in and out,
the pressure building up in her head as her chest burned from lack
of oxygen.

When he pulled out all she could do was gasp
for breath as he drew her to her feet by the hair and half dragged
her to the bed. He lifted her up and threw her on it, then gripped
her arm and hair and dragged her head over the edge, thrusting deep
into her throat once more, pumping harder and using longer strokes
as she gurgled and gagged weakly.

He was panting himself now with his own
hunger, as Zoey wriggled helplessly on the bed, laying on her bound
arms, and again unable to breath. She was becoming light-headed as
he thrust in and out, and then gasped explosively as he pulled out
again.

He roughly lifted and threw her further onto
the bed, then gripped her by the ankles to yank her bodily back.
This time it was her buttocks resting on the edge, his warm,
powerful hands gripping her thighs, spreading them wide apart as he
knelt beside the bed and began to lick.

The thing inside her was still buzzing, and
the outside of her sex felt raw and sore and slightly bruised from
how hard she had been grinding it against the branch of the post.
Now his soft, slick, hot tongue lapped excitedly against her and
the sensations were incredible!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Oh God!” she
sobbed.

Her hips began to jerk, to spasm against
him, and another massive orgasm swept her into its embrace as her
cries turned to screams and breathless sobs of pleasure! Yet he
continued licking, now gripping the rocket thing, slowly pulling it
out, then pushing it back in, pumping faster as her excitement rose
again, and very hard as she came yet again.

Only then did he rise, pull it out entirely,
and thrust his own erection deep inside her.

It felt so... so warm and wonderful and
natural compared to the harsh steel! Zoey trembled as he lifted her
knees up and back, leaning into her, thrusting harder, his hips now
slapping against her buttocks as he drove himself into her with
hard, steady thrusts that sent sweeping, rolling waves of pleasure
to tumble her mind.

It was so... so... good! So incredibly
good!

He thrust down into her, harder, then harder
still, his heavy, powerful hips striking her bottom with power
enough to jar her entire body and the mattress beneath her. His
hard, thick cock speared into her with a relentless, pounding
hunger that soon had her crying out with every thrust, then her
mind collapsing into the wild, kaleidoscopic flashing lights of
another massive orgasm!

He forced her legs back even harder, her
ankles up over her head now, her body straining, her buttocks
lifting up as his hips slammed down. She sobbed dazedly as his cock
was driven into her with relentless force, a wild, savage thrusting
that had her crying out at every hammer blow from his hips!

Again she came, her mind flayed by the
intensity of the explosive release of sexual energy as he crushed
her in two, his big, powerful male body covering her, overwhelming
her, inside her, filling her, making her burn!

*

At least he didn't intend for her to walk
around naked all the time, she saw, as he showed her to 'her'
bedroom.

This was smaller than the first, but more...
feminine, somehow. Its floor was also wood grain, but a blonder
kind of wood. The bed was covered in a white bedspread, and the
headboard looked like a very light colored dimpled leather or
suede. A restful striped wallpaper covered the wall behind it,
alternating beige and brown colors.

There were two ivory night tables with lamps
framing the bed, and a leather bench at its foot. The windows were
again floor to ceiling and wall to wall, but there were curtains on
either side which could be drawn across it.

In the walk-in closet were a few scant …
costumes, she thought. No clothes, for of course, he hadn't known
for sure if she would accept, and hadn't known her size. The
'costume' he had her put on, however, was somewhat familiar as it
was a variation of the slave girl outfit from the movie Star Wars,
the one Leia had worn.

There were no panties, however, not even a
thong. Instead a half moon golden plate hung across her groin by
gold chains which slipped up over her hips. The chiffon skirt which
hung from it was even more narrow, leaving most of the front of her
thighs bare, to say nothing of the backs. It covered perhaps half
her buttocks – but only if she stood still, for it flowed in the
breeze of her walking.

As for the bra, it too was golden, made of
what might be called the frame of a bra without the cups. It
slipped under and around the base of her breasts, lifting them up,
squeezing them gently, presenting them for attention, but leaving
them largely naked, the nipples clearly visible.

Only compared to complete nudity was the
slave girl outfit any kind of actual covering.

“We should get your nipples pierced,” he
said. “Have you ever considered it?”

“Ahm... uhm... no. I mean, well, not
really,” she gulped breathlessly.

“Master,” he said reprovingly.

“N-No, master!”

Was she going to have to always call him
that?!

“I think your nipples will look adorable
with rings. Also, you need to have the attention of an esthetician
for your legs and pubic hair. You shave nicely but nothing is as
smooth and soft as laser hair removal. We'll get that seen to.”

“Do I have to wear this?” she asked
anxiously, flicking her hand at the golden leash which hung from
the collar.

“At all times. You may not remove anything
without permission. You are a slave girl, remember,' he said with a
smile. “A sex slave.”

She gulped as he reached out and fingered
her nipples.

“I thought I was a personal assistant!”

“Same thing,” he said with a grin.

“But – !”

“Remember, as your master I can do anything
to you I want, any way I want, any time I want.”

He grinned as he said this, as if to
reassure her he realized it was just a silly game.

She gasped, though, as he pinched her
nipples, and her hands darted up to push his hands back.

“No,” he said sternly. “Put your hands at
your sides.”

“But – !”

“Now!”

He frowned at her.

“Shoulders back, chest out.”

She obeyed, and he continued to roll and
lightly twist her nipples.

“Remember, I am your master. You are a sex
slave. I can do anything I want. You may not resist and if you try
then I will have to punish you.”

He pinched her nipples and she gasped, hands
starting to rise, then falling back to her sides.

“It's only heat. Think of it as heat.”

“I-It hurts!” she whined.

“Only a little,” he said, still pinching
them and stretching them up and out.

Zoey rose onto the balls of her feet as he
tugged at her burning nipples, fingers trembling at her sides.

“What is the primary requirement of a slave
girl?” he asked.

“I-I don't know!” Zoey gasped.

“Obedience. You must learn obedience. You
must learn to submit to your master's will without trying to change
or alter or resist it.”

He released her nipples at last, and Zoey
gasped, dropping back onto her heels, her nipples flaming hot.

“Put your fingers behind your neck, slave.
Interlace your fingers.”

Heart beating faster, Zoey obeyed as he
moved away from her.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he said over his
shoulder.

She nervously shifted her feet apart as he
picked up the crop and came back to her.

“What is the primary requirement of a
slave?”

“Obedience,” she exclaimed.

He let the thin slapper at the end of the
crop slide back and forth over her breasts and across her
nipples.

“And what else?”

“I... sex?” she guessed nervously.

“Respect,” he said.

She gasped as he slapped the thing down
against her right nipple.

“Respect for your master and mistress,” he
said, slapping it down again.

“Among other things, that means that when
you speak you are to use their title.”

Again he slapped her nipple, then slapped
the thing down repeatedly in fast little arcs that made Zoey moan
and tremble as the little thing stung the center of her breast and
her flesh got hotter.

“What is the second most important aspect of
a slave?” he asked.

“I... respect?”

He slapped the thing down more sharply and
she cried out, but kept her fingers interlaced behind her neck.

“Respect master,” he said sternly. “Say it,
slave.”

“Respect, master!” she exclaimed.

“What is the primary requirement of a slave
girl?” he asked, shifting to her other nipple, slapping it down
lightly and repeatedly against her nipple.

“Obedience, Master!”

“And what is the secondary?”

“Respect, Master!”

He let the slapper slide back and forth
along the underside of her breast, then down her body before
finding her clitoris and rubbing against it.

“What are you?”

“I... I'm a slave girl, Master!” she
gulped.

Saying the words made her somewhat
dazed!

He slapped at her lightly and she
winced.

“You're a sex slave. Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave, master!” she moaned.

The little blows stung but... despite that
Zoey found she was still thrumming with sexual tension and
excitement.

“You may get dressed and go to your
apartment. Michael will drive. You will get only what you need. You
will tell people you know, friends and family, that you are moving
in here as my personal assistant. You won't actually be wearing
much in the way of clothing, but it would look odd if you didn't
bring some.”

“But... what will I be doing for you, uhm
Master?” she asked a little breathlessly.

“A personal assistant makes and receives
phone calls and takes messages. She arranges appointments, makes
reservations, and does little chores like bringing laundry to the
dry cleaner or taking the family pet to get groomed. If her
employer needs some little chore doing, the PA does it. Perhaps she
might be sent out to make small purchases, to get groceries or
coffee. Do you grasp the type of work?”

“Y-yes, sir.”

He slapped the crop, not just the slapper,
down diagonally across her buttocks and she yelped.

“Master, not sir,” he corrected. “Except
when we're in public.”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

He nodded. “Michael will be taking you for a
medical appointment, first. You will be given a physical and given
shots, immunization needed for some of the places we will visit. He
will also take you to get a passport photo taken. I'm guessing you
do not have a passport.”

She shook her head, and then yelped as the
crop cut across her bottom sharply.

“No, sir! Master!”

“Michael will arrange one. He is, in a
sense, my actual personal assistant, though he is more than that,
since his range of skills quite exceeds the norm. You will obey him
in all things, just as if he were me.”

Zoey's eyes widened, and she inhaled
sharply.

“Yes?” he asked, raising his eyebrow.

“Wh-what if he wants uhm, me to do stuff...
master?”

He snorted. “Then you do 'stuff'. Michael
knows what I want and what I don't want. If he makes a mistake in
his appreciation of my will then I will deal with him. It is not
for a slave to interpret what order she is given. A slave obeys all
orders from everyone.”

He brought the slapper in under her chin,
forcing it up, forcing her to raise her head.

“As my slave, You belong to me. People don't
use my property without my permission. And if I decide to give them
permission, the property itself has no say in the matter.
Clear?”

He said the last sharply.

“Yes, Master!” she gulped.

What does that mean, she thought with a
sudden sharp rise in her anxiety. Did that mean he could order her
to have sex with other people? Or give other people permission to
have sex with her? People like Michael!?

“But – .”

His eyes narrowed.

“Does that mean... that … uhm, you might...
order me to h-have sex with someone else... master?” she
gulped.

“Certainly. With men or women. Perhaps I
would enjoy watching.”

She felt her pulse racing. What a shocking
idea! What an appalling thought! Surely he was just saying that!
And yet, what an outrageously kinky, wildly nasty thought! Her
pussy tingled as she stared at him helplessly. This was all so
crazy! Why was she putting up with it!? Why wasn't she running
screaming from the apartment!?

Because something about it filled her with
breathless, astonished excitement!

“Now you may change into your outside
clothing, and go and find Michael,” he said, effectively dismissing
her.

“Uhm... but these...”

She put her fingers against the collar.

“Michael has the keys.”

She flushed and nodded.

“Go,” he said, slapping her bottom sharply
so that she yelped and leapt forward.

She cringed as she thought about going
anywhere near Michael! She didn't want to ever see him again! But
there didn't seem to be any way of avoiding it.

She went back outside and looked for her
clothes, remembering, then, that they would be in the pool and
soaking wet! She stood at the edge, staring into the pool, but
didn't find them.

“Looking for something, slave girl?”

She yelped and turned around, flushing
hotly, and covering her breasts as Michael walked up to her.

“Ahm, uhm, my clothes,” she said.

“I removed them from the pool, put them
through the wash, and then the dryer,” he said.

He went over to a table just next to the
door and picked up her dress, neatly folded, with her bra and
panties on top. Her shoes were on top of them. He handed them to
her and she again felt herself squirming with embarrassment.

“Th-thank you... sir,” she said.

He nodded, and she scurried past and into
the house, then back to 'her' bedroom. Once there she stared around
her, shaking her head, looking out the window with a sense of
wonderment. Imagine living here, she thought, marveling at the
view.

And all I have to do is have incredible hot
and kinky sex with Blake Cameron!

And the money, a hundred and fifty thousand
dollars!? She had to ask him about that!

In the meantime, she stripped off the slave
girl outfit, then put on her bra, panties, and dress, and stepped
into her sandals. Then she braced herself, went to the window, then
turned and went back through the room and down the hall to find
Michael.

She blushed anew as he turned and looked at
her

“Uhm, Mister Cameron said you knew how to
take these off,” she said, waving her fingers at her collar.

“Yes, that's correct,” he said calmly

She bit her lower lip nervously.

“I'm supposed to go out and uhm, you're
supposed to drive me.”

He nodded.

“Well uhm, I'm ready to go.”

“And would you like me to remove your collar
and restraints, slave?”

She blushed again. “Yes, please,” she said
in embarrassment.

“Yes, please sir,” he said.

“Yes, please, sir,” she gulped.

He nodded, then took a key chain from his
pocket, and moved behind her. He unlocked the collar and removed
it.

“Hold your hands out, slave.”

Zoey's mind squirmed at his words, but she
obeyed, and he unlocked each of the wrist restraints and removed
them.

Was she going to wind up having to have sex
with this huge guy!?

“Put your foot on the edge of the table,
slave,” he said.

Why did he keep calling her that!? It was
freaky!

She raised her leg straight and put her foot
on the table edge and he unlocked the restraint and removed it. She
did the same with her other foot, and she was free of them all now,
and felt oddly like she was … back to normal. She felt a sudden
urge to run for the door, but repressed it when she looked around
at how gorgeous the apartment was.

He went to the front door, nodding his head
at her, and she followed, still embarrassed. They went down the
elevator in silence, and out front where the limousine waited. The
same man was driving it as before, and she wondered where he'd been
the last couple of hours.

Michael sat calmly beside her, and gave the
man an address she didn't recognize.

“Uhm, where is that?” she asked.

“Sir,” he said.

She flushed. “Where is that, sir?”

“Doctor Morgan.”

The limo drove them into town, which wasn't
that far away, and then stopped beside a five story stucco
building. She and Michael got out and he led her up to the top
floor, and into a softly lit waiting room with no other patients
and a peroxide blonde receptionist.

“Appointment for Miss Foster,” Michael
said.

“Yes, sir,” the girl replied, picking up her
phone and making a call.

A nurse came out within seconds to escort
her back, while Michael took a seat on an upholstered leather
chair. Zoey was shown into an examination room, and a moment later
a doctor arrived and asked her a series of questions about her
family health and her life as the nurse checked things off on a
clipboard.

Then came the physical, followed by taking
blood tests, and giving her several shots. It was all a little
confusing to Zoey since she hadn't really had a full physical in a
while. The doctor also gave her an implant, a thin device he
slipped under her skin on her upper arm which he promised which
provide reliable birth control for up to three years.

Zoey gaped a bit at that, but the thought of
not having to buy and take pills continually seemed awfully
attractive.

After the physical they drove to her place
to pack up some things. Zoey grabbed at little personal items
first, like her stuffed panda, and her pictures, and souvenirs from
school. Then she stuffed a lot of clothes into a big green garbage
bag (She had no luggage since she never had vacations), and Michael
carried them downstairs to the car.

Michael drove her to get her passport
application and photo, then filled out the application for her in
the back of the limo. It had a fold-down desk, after all, and a
computer with a printer.

With that done they went somewhere else, a
place called Laser Esthetics.

“What's this place?” she asked a bit
nervously.

She'd started to get used to Michael by
then. He was very calm and always spoke very softly, and didn't
leer or make suggestive comments of any sort.

“Mister Cameron wanted you to have the first
appointment today since they had an opening,” he said. “It has to
do primarily with hair removal, I believe.”

She flushed again, but didn't speak. She did
feel a bit panicky, but then told herself that if Cameron was
willing to pay for her to never have to shave her legs again why
should she protest? Not to mention shaving... other places, though
that was going to be embarrassing to have done!

Still, short term pain for long term gain,
she told herself, as she followed him into the clinic.

As with the doctor, he sat to wait, and she
went in with the woman in the blue gown.

“Remove all of your clothing please, Miss,”
the woman said, giving her one of those paper examine gowns like
she'd had at the doctor.

Sighing, she stripped as ordered, put on the
flimsy blue gown and then took her place in the chair, which, she
noted in embarrassment, had stirrups.

The woman explained what she was doing, and
how long it would take and how many repeat visits Zoey would have
to make, and then set about her job while Zoey looked up at at TV
screen set above her head, and listened to the sound through
headphones.

It was distinctly weird, but not as bad as
she had feared, and it didn't hurt... much.

As the woman was working, however, another
woman came into the room pushing a tray. Zoey looked at her
nervously.

“Pull down the front of your gown please,
miss,” the woman said politely.

Zoey blushed a bit, but obeyed, wondering
what hair she was intending to remove from her chest. As far as she
knew she had none.

The woman didn't have the same sort of
material as the one doing her legs had, though. That woman turned
off the laser.

“I'll be back shortly, Miss,” she said,
leaving the room.

The second woman took out a pair of thongs
and then rubbed a cotton ball with something damp across the center
of her left breast. It smelled like alcohol... disinfectant, and
Zoey felt a sudden wild thought. Surely this wasn't... even though
Cameron had said... but what should she do if...!?

The woman had a little machine, like the one
that pierces ears, she saw, and had no doubts any more, as she saw
the rings sitting in a little plastic bag. She braced herself,
heart thumping.

“This will sting for a moment, then you'll
just feel a dull throbbing,” the woman said soothingly.

It did sting, but only for a moment, then
another moment as the woman pushed the ring through her newly
pierced nipple, then for another few moments as she did the same to
her other nipple. It hurt, but no more, really than when she'd
gotten her navel pierced years earlier.

Zoey stared down at them wonderingly as the
woman pushed her cart out of the room and left her alone. She
wanted to touch them but the woman had warned her not to without
washing her hands. They ached a little, but she'd given her an
Advil and instructions for caring for her new piercings.

Then the other woman came back and resumed
working on her legs.
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All in all, it had been a shocking day. Zoey
felt more than a little drained by the time she was back in 'her'
room and had put everything away. But she also felt a sense of
excitement. This was all so wild and crazy and insane! She was
going to be living in a multi-million dollar penthouse condo by the
ocean! As a slave girl!

When she got back to 'her room' she felt a
fresh wave of awe at the incredible size and luxury of the room,
along with the view of the ocean! She put her things away and
played with the TV controls for a few minutes, then looked
doubtfully at the things she found on her bed.

They'd been laid out there when she
returned. A pair of white stockings, a pair of long, white gloves,
a pair of white stiletto shoes with five inch stiletto heels, a
white studded leather collar, and a white thong. Was this what
Cameron intended to have her wear the next time they played their
little – games?!

She again marveled at how easily, how
smoothly she had let him pull her into his perverted game! Yet, he
was so hot! She certainly had no issue with having had sex with him
so quickly after meeting him! It was by far the best sex she'd ever
had! The orgasms had been incredible!

In fact, she'd never had such an incredibly
thrilling sexual experience, nor even come close! Even remembering
it was shocking and deliciously arousing! So what if he wanted to
do a kinky bondage thing at the same time! It just meant she had
less work to do! Well, in a way.

She recognized he had vastly more sexual
experience than she did, and was a lot more skilled at it. So she
actually felt considerable relief at the thought of letting him
lead. She was less comfortable with where he'd led them, though she
certainly couldn't complain about the results!

She stripped and examined her breasts in the
ensuite bathroom, cupping her breasts, flushed and remembering all
the wicked things he'd done, and staring in fascination at the
rings dangling from her nipples.

They didn't seem to be the kind of rings
other girls wore. They were larger, for one thing, the size of
silver dollars. Nor were they closed by the usual little ball. In
fact, they seemed to be one solid ring, without any opening or
closing. She ran her fingers along them searching for how they came
off and found nothing!

Her nipples still ached, and she washed them
gently, feeling a little indignant he had actually ordered her
nipples pierced without her even saying it was okay! After all,
this slave girl stuff was just a kind of kinky bedroom game. She
was actually his personal assistant!

Of course, she could have said no when the
girl started, but... that would have caused a scene. And besides,
she hadn't been sure whether she wanted them or not. They looked
pretty sexy, though, especially in light of his 'slave girl'
games.

She walked out onto the balcony, feeling a
little naughty since she was wearing only her thong, and gazed down
at the beach and out at the ocean. This was sure a far cry from her
dingy little bachelor apartment!

On the other hand, she had food at her
apartment, and she felt her stomach grumble.

She put her clothes back on and went looking
for Cameron, but didn't find him. She finally found Michael.

“Do you know where Mister Cameron is, uh,
Sir?”

He raised his eyebrows. “You should give him
his proper title, slave,” he said.

She flushed.

“I have a name, you know.”

“A name personalizes someone. I prefer your
title, and you may use mine,” he said blandly. “Also, you are
improperly dressed. Go back to your room and put on the outfit your
master has selected for you.”

Zoey flushed and bit her lower lip
anxiously.

“But he's not here,” she protested.

“That hardly matters. You have two demerits
for being improperly dressed, and two more for forgetting my
title.”

She opened her mouth to protest, then
snapped it closed and went back to her room, her mind squirming at
the thought of being practically naked around him!

She went back to her room and stripped
again, then looked at the white gloves and stockings a long moment
before putting them on. She pulled on the thong, which was very
tiny, little more than a triangle of fabric which was barely higher
than the line of her sex, with two slim spaghetti strings angling
up across her hips.

She looked at the collar, her heart beating
louder, then went to the mirror and fit it around her neck, before
pressing the metal tongues on one side into the recessed openings
on the other. It closed with an audible pair of clicks, and she
searched in vain for a way of opening it again!

She stared at herself in astonishment,
breathless as she turned and posed and posed again, then went and
got the shoes and posed again, marveling.

“Slave girl,” she whispered excitedly.

No, no, that was just a game. She was his
personal assistant, and a very well-paid one.

And a very hungry one. She tried to avoid
going back out of her room, but she knew that eventually he would
see her topless. He'd already seen her naked, after all, so she was
being silly.

Still, it was difficult, and her face was
hot as she finally left her room, walking slowly in the high
stiletto heels, and resisting the urge to put her arms across her
breasts to hide them from his eyes.

She felt a breathless sensation, and a
fluttering in the pit of her belly being virtually naked like this
around this big, broad shouldered man! He could do anything he
wanted to her!

Of course, he could do that no matter what
she was wearing...

“Do you know where... Master is, sir?” she
asked, embarrassed, as she entered the kitchen again.

He looked at her casually, not particularly
staring at her but not avoiding looking at her either.

“He's gone out.”

“Oh. Uhm, I'm kind of hungry.”

“Sir.”

“I'm kind of hungry, sir,” she said.

“I will make you something.”

“Could I have – .”

“No,” he said shortly. “Your master has
designed your diet. You do not have any say in it. You're a slave
girl, remember.”

She nodded, embarrassed again.

“I will call you when dinner is ready.”

“Yes... sir,” she said, a bit peeved.

She left, her mind swirling uneasily at her
nudity, yet at the same time feeling a hot, tremulous sense of
arousal at being dressed – or undressed – as she was around the
man. She was also, though she didn't like to admit it, a bit
annoyed at how casually he'd behaved. Any guy she'd known would
have been in wide-eyed, salivating excitement seeing her like
this!

She wandered out onto the deck, and shook
her head, marveling. She went over to the big outdoor bed and
climbed in, laying back, head propped up, staring out to sea.

Imagine doing this every day, she thought in
wonderment.

She slid off and wandered further along the
deck, considered taking a dip in the pool, then wandered inside and
looked at the exercise room and then a theater, wondering how it
worked and whether she was allowed to use it.

When Michael called her in for dinner she
made her way back to the kitchen, where she blanched to see he'd
put it into the metal bowl and set it on the floor.

“I really have to eat like... like a dog?”
she asked.

“Sir.”

She made a face.

“I believe one of the principal tasks in
training slave girls is dealing with pride,” he said. “Slave girls
are required to do things which a lot of women might consider to be
quite demeaning. So it's necessary to, shall we say, erode their
pride and dignity so they don't think quite so much of themselves
and will obey orders.”

“I'm not really a slave girl!” she
exclaimed! “I mean... I'm really a personal assistant!”

“Which means that you do whatever you're
told, which is not dissimilar to a slave girl,” he replied. “And if
it amuses him to pretend you are a slave girl then I would suggest
it behooves you to go along with it.”

She looked at the bowls on the floor.

“But... my nipples were just pierced and
they'd be rubbing on the floor,” she said.

“That is a consideration,” he said
thoughtfully.

His solution was to provide her with a very
low table, more of a stool, really. It was for the food dishes, not
her. She had to kneel on all fours and eat with her mouth alone,
leaning in to lick the food out of the bowl and lap the milk out of
the other bowl. Her bare breasts hung below her but never made
contact with the floor.

It was indeed demeaning, and, she thought,
stupid, and horribly embarrassing knowing he was behind her,
probably watching! Of course, he didn't seem to be paying a lot of
attention, but what man could fail to notice a virtually naked girl
kneeling on her knees and elbows and eating like a dog!

For the first couple of minutes she kept
turning her head, trying to catch him staring, but he always seemed
to be doing something else, which was a relief, and also annoying.
Did he think she wasn't beautiful enough for him or something?!

She thought about the thin strip of cloth
over her pussy as she bent over and ate, and about him being right
behind her. Did he want to tear it off and fuck her as she knelt
there!? She bet he did!

This was so weird!

On the other hand, as demeaning as it was,
she couldn't help noticing a distinct sense of dark excitement in
kneeling on all fours like … like a dog, practically naked, with
Michael in the room. He might not be terribly hot, like Cameron,
but he was still a big, powerful man!

A man who Cameron might order her to have
sex with at some point!

She wasn't sure how she'd react to that!

After dinner she got to go out onto the rear
deck, which faced away from the beach, to watch the sunset, which
was gorgeous, then she wandered through the house again, playing
around with the TV controls in the 'great room' then trying again
to figure out how the theater controls worked.

Where the hell had Cameron gone anyway, she
wondered.

She gasped and turned as Michael came into
the room.

“There you are. Come, Slave,” he said,
turning and walking away.

She glowered at him. She wished he wouldn't
use that like it was her name!

She followed him back to the kitchen, then
the formal dining room, where a place had been set with dinnerware.
There was a cart next to it with plates and cups and wine, but
there seemed not to be any food. She flushed as he turned to look
at her, restraining herself from trying to cover her breasts.

“I am to instruct you in serving for
dinner,” he said. “Your master might wish you to do this on
occasion, at least when he is alone.”

He sat down.

“The key to proper formal services is to be
unobtrusive,” he said. “You do not speak. You move smoothly and
precisely, and silently. Now, pick up a plate to serve me.”

She hesitated, then obediently picked up one
of the empty plates.

“Stop. Never let your fingers touch the top
or rim of the plate. You slide your hand under and lift it in the
palm of your hands, then slide it gracefully in against the table
before the guest. Try again.”

She picked up the plate and turned to slide
it on the table.

“Stop. Food is served and plates removed
from the left side only. Try again.”

She moved over and slid the plate onto the
table before him.

“Learn to do it with one hand. When there
are multiple courses, you will remove the empty plate and slide the
fresh one into place. Your fingers may touch the rim of the empty
plate, but not the fresh one. Stand further aside.”

She obeyed, but of course, that meant
leaning in more, which left her bare breasts more noticeably
hanging over.

“Further aside. Do not have your breasts
dangling in the guest's face,” he said.

“Well, it's not my fault I'm topless,” she
protested.

“No talking. And you forgot to say sir
again. Two more demerit points.”

She opened her mouth to protest, then closed
it again.

“The guest is always served first, normally.
But in this case your master will be served first.”

The very idea there might be a guest while
she was dressed like this was enough to take her breath away! She
was going to have to discuss things with Cameron and make a few
rules!

Even doing this with Michael made her squirm
with self-conscious embarrassment – and no small amount of
breathless, suppressed arousal. This was so nasty and kinky, after
all!

They spent some time on the rules for
serving dinner, lunch and breakfast, and then he moved to the great
room and sat in one of the large, high backed upholstered chairs by
the fireplace.

“Serving your master in a less formal
setting, such as when he is relaxing here, should be done with the
modesty and submission that are the hallmarks of slaves,” he
said.

God, was he crazy, taking this perverted
game seriously like this, she wondered.

“Take a tray. Place a glass on it. Now walk
to me. Never look me in the eyes, slave. You look over my shoulder.
Now, kneel beside the chair, raising the tray up and bowing your
head.

“Are you kidding!?”

“No, and that is another demerit point for
forgetting to use my title.”

She bit her lip on a hasty and rude reply,
then knelt awkwardly.

“Try again.”

She stood up and then knelt.

“Try again. You must learn to move fluidly,
gracefully.”

She knelt beside him again.

“Hold the tray precisely, and don't jiggle
the contents. Try again.”

Zoey knelt a dozen times before she got it
right to his satisfaction, raising her arms up to present the tray
like an offering to the gods as she bowed low! This was beyond
bizarre, she thought! She should just refuse!

And go back to my crummy apartment,
she thought? No way!

But at least she was getting used to being
practically naked around him.

When he was satisfied he got up and turned
on the music, searching for a particular type of music, then took a
seat in a straight backed chair.

“Have you ever given a lap dance,
slave?”

She stared at him, suddenly breathless.

“Have you or have you not?” he demanded,
frowning.

“Uhm, uhm, well, uh, yeah, I guess,” she
gulped.

“Another demerit for forgetting my title.
Now, give me a lap dance.”

She gaped at him.

“I have been instructed to see to your
training in elementary things when your master is not here,” he
said.

He snapped his fingers. “Come.”

She felt her face reddening as she got up
and walked over to him, nervousness starting to make her tremble
slightly.

“You do dance?” he asked with a frown.

“Of course I dance!”

“Another demerit point.”

She bit her lip in annoyance.

“Dance.”

She blushed but then started to sway in
place. The flush spread slowly down her chest as she turned and let
her hips roll, then the rest of her body began to slowly move in
time to the music. She felt embarrassed and awkward dancing like
this in only a thong with him there watching, but despite this she
felt heat wafting through her.

“Straddle me, Slave,” he ordered.

The words jolted her and her face felt even
more flushed, but she obeyed, straddling him as he sat there, then
slowly bringing her hips in and down. She had to put her hands on
his shoulders to brace herself, and marveled at how big they were
as she moved her body forward.

Was he really told to do this, she wondered,
or was it his idea!?

“Do you know when … master is coming back?”
she gulped.

“Stop. Stand.”

He got up and left the room, leaving her
staring after him wonderingly. Now what? Oh, she'd forgotten to say
sir again! She wondered if he was going to get a strap or something
to use on her! What would she do if he did!?

He returned, calm, and carrying a thin black
strap which had a white ball in the middle. She stared at it in
puzzlement for a few seconds, then she realized it was like the
steel ball Cameron had put into her mouth!

“This will keep you quiet until you learn
some discipline,” he said sternly.

She gulped as he pressed the white ball
against her lips, reluctantly opening her mouth and letting it be
pushed inside. It was big enough to prevent her from closing her
jaw afterward, and he pulled the straps behind her head and
fastened them together behind her, then sat down again.

“Continue.”

She lurched into action, blushing anew, and
feeling a much deeper sense of sexuality and heat as she straddled
him and began to grind herself against him!

This was insanely slutty, she thought
wildly.

“Roll your head more. Arch your back to
present your breasts.”

She flushed anew, but obeyed, grinding her
pussy against him, and feeling her pulse quicken as she felt what
had to be an erection inside his trousers!

“Turn and straddle me again.”

She flinched, and obeyed, grinding her
buttocks back against him.

“No. Like this,” he said.

She felt his big hands grip her hips, and he
pulled her back, then pushed her forward, pulled her back, then
pushed her forward, grinding her buttocks against his erection!

“Now from side to side,” he said, shifting
the direction of his hands.

Breathless, she ground herself against him
as he wished, standing, turning and straddling him again, rubbing
her bare breasts against his chest, then arching up and back so
that with her hands above her head she wound up clutching his
knees, arching her chest again and again in time to the music.

Michael wasn't showing any sign of arousal,
but she could feel his erection under her, and was now excited
enough herself that she wanted to make him come! That would show
him! He seemed to have a lot of staying power, though, which was
frustrating!

The phone rang, and he stopped her, which
was a relief since she was fairly weary from continually dancing
and grinding against him by then. He went to it and picked up the
receiver.

“The Cameron residence,” he said, then
paused. “Yes, sir,” he said.

He looked at her, and she gulped, knowing it
must be Cameron.

“Twelve demerits, sir,” he said.

She flushed again, feeling her chest
tighten.

“Yes, sir.”

There was another pause. “Yes, sir. She'll
be prepared for you.”

He hung up.

“Come, Slave.”

He walked out of the room and she scowled at
him, but hurried to follow. What did he mean about preparing her
for him?! She couldn't ask, that was certain!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


They walked up the hall and into an empty
room with a fine, hardwood floor. The big windows looked out on the
ocean as he led her over to an odd looking sort of object. It was a
three foot long padded frame finished in leather. It had three
sides, like a triangle, with its top a smoothly rounded peak.

On either side stood stainless steel posts
about four feet high, with a variety of rings set into the
sides..

Michael went to a cabinet, and then took out
a long coiled rope, which made her heart immediately beat much
faster!

Returning to her, as calm as ever, he let
the rope unspool, then took her right hand and drew it out towards
him, tying a loop of the rope around her wrist as she stood
nervously in place. Then he pulled her arm in and back behind her,
raising it up high beneath her shoulder blades.

“Give me your other arm, Slave.”

She obeyed, heart thumping, her chest very
tight, and she felt the rope being looped a number of times around
that wrist, then the two were crossed together, and lifted higher,
between her shoulder blades, where more loops went around them
before being tied off.

The rope was marvelously soft, she thought,
not harsh against her skin. And he'd used enough loops that it
didn't feel like it was digging into her soft flesh.

She felt him tying it around her right arm,
next, just above the elbow. A moment later it went around her left
arm above the elbow, circling it too. Then the rope tightened, and
she gasped as it slowly pulled her elbows in closer together. She
moaned into the gag, her back arching, as her shoulders began to
ache.

He looped it around her arms several more
times above the elbows, then drew a loop around her ribs and across
her chest, pressing firmly up against the underside of her left
breast!

Zoey felt a shudder of heat roll through her
at the pressure, and even more as his fingers idly and almost
casually touched her breast as he circled it with the rope, then
tied it off at the side and pulled the loop tighter together! She
felt the pressure against her breast right next to her ribs, felt
it squeezing in against the soft flesh, and felt her breast become
harder and pulse as it was squeezed out!

He fed the loop back across the top of her
breast, then circled her right breast just as he had her left,
tying it in a knot and closing it slowly until her right breast
swelled and pulsed as well! Then he brought the rope down under her
breasts, and around her ribs to tie around her arms in back of
her!

Her breasts were throbbing with every beat
of her heart! Zoey felt a wild sense of breathless anticipation and
heat as her nipples tingled hotly!

He tied off the ropes, then pulled her over
next to the padded frame and reached down. She gasped, her face
flaming anew as he casually tugged her thong down, baring her
entirely, and letting the small slip of fabric pool at her
ankles!

Then, holding her left arm, he gripped her
right thigh and lifted her up so that the panties slipped off her
ankles. He swung her leg across the top of the angled frame,
gripped her waist and lifted her, setting her down so that she
straddled the narrow peaked frame!

Sophie was utterly astonished and confounded
about what he was doing, but her new nakedness down there made her
skin burn! Even though he'd seen her naked before! She had sort of
gotten used to him seeing her bare breasts, but this new nakedness
before his eyes still took her breath away!

He had more rope, she saw, and watched him
wrap several loops around her right ankle, then draw it aside. She
gasped as her leg was lifted up and out more to the side, then saw
him tie it off against a metal pole in the floor. She turned her
head and saw there was another pole to her other side, and sure
enough, he soon had her other ankle pulled out sharply to the side
too!

Now her legs were spread achingly wide! In
fact, the tendons in her thighs and groin felt stretched!

He returned to her and gathered her hair,
pulling it slowly back, and then tying it into a tight pony tail
behind her head. Then he slipped a leather blindfold over her eyes,
and... as far as she knew, left!

She moaned into the ball, her head turning,
staring blindly around, her heart pounding and pulse racing. What
was going to happen!?

For the longest time it seemed the answer
was nothing. There was no sign Michael was still there. She sat her
uneasy perch, heart thumping inside her, waiting in an agony of
anticipation. Yet nothing happened.

Her thighs began to ache more, because of
how stretched her legs were, and she began to feel a steady and
growing ache between her legs, for most of her weight was now born
on the most tender of her flesh atop the narrow triangular
frame.

It was padded, somewhat, which helped, but
not enough to be even remotely comfortable! Zoey was astonished to
find herself placed in such a position, and couldn't imagine the
reason! Nothing she'd ever heard about said this was a thing people
did! Even perverted people!

But it certainly felt kinky and wicked and
perverted to be perched like this naked, with her breasts throbbing
constantly and her nipples hard and tingling! And the longer she
was perched there the more her thighs burned, her pussy ached, and
her breasts throbbed!

Was this punishment? Was she being
tortured!? The idea was only slightly scary since she didn't
consider her present predicament to be particularly daunting. It
was darkly enthralling, though! She had never really considered
herself to be much of a masochist, but had delighted in the wicked
things handsome men had done to beautiful maidens in all those
medieval romance novels she'd once read.

As time went on, however, and the ache
between her legs deepened, she began to realize just how much of a
punishment this could end up being, if she were left here long
enough. Her body kept wriggling, kept shifting, as she tried to
ease the growing ache between her legs.

She could lean back a bit, which took much
of the weight off the aching flesh of her sex, but then it would go
on her tailbone, which had very little flesh above it, and that was
a sharper ache! She could lean forward to take the sharp ache off
her tailbone, but that just made her ache in the soft, tender flesh
of her sex!

And every movement made the tendons in her
thighs ache, reminding her of how strained they were! Her breasts
kept throbbing, though, and her nipples felt so incredibly hard
that she found herself craving even the slightest touch there! She
even found that if she leaned forward, the rings piercing her
nipples would swing a bit, which gave her soft, heady pulses of
dark pleasure!

This was starting to really hurt, though!
How long was she to be kept like this!?

And then there was a sound. It was only a
small sound, but she gasped, jerking her sightless eyes around,
trying to identify it. Was someone there!? Was Michael back? Or was
it Cameron?

And there was a small, but growing sound
like... like a buzzing...

And then she cried out as something touched
her!

The way she was perched, her feet, still
wearing the white high heels, were about at the same height as her
waist, but her knees were actually higher than that, for her legs
were not perfectly straight out to the sides. The … whatever it
was, was pressing softly against the very top of her aching sex,
buzzing, vibrating!

Sophie had never felt a vibrator, but she
was fairly sure that was what was touching her! It was hard, like
plastic or metal, and it was gently rubbing against the top of her
sex, across her swollen clitoris!

The thought that it might be Michael made
her face burn! But the thought it was Cameron made other parts of
her flare with a growing heat! The time she had spent perched on
her narrow frame, leaning forward, leaning back, leaning forward,
and leaning back, had made her entire groin ache, and had also made
it very sensitive to the touch.

Now the vibrator was gently rubbing against
her in a way which was producing a growing crackle of sexual
electricity. She could feel that electricity rippling up her spine
and through her belly, could feel her nipples pulsing as if they
were receiving sharp little shocks!

And then she cried out as her hair was
yanked abruptly up and back, forcing her head back, making her back
arch, and rolling her back onto her tailbone. That exposed more of
her sex, as the vibrator rubbed up and down in soft, gentle up and
down movements.

She panted dazedly, the muscles in her
aching thighs spasming violently as her body tried desperately to
grind itself harder against the gently buzzing vibrator!

And then the vibrator pressed in hard, very
hard, and she exploded into such an intense orgasm she screamed
into the gag, screamed out in maddened pleasure and passion as her
nervous system overloaded at the intensity of the sensations
tearing through it!

The breath sobbed in and out of her as her
body continued to frantically grind itself against that buzzing
thing pressed against her. And then she felt a mouth over the
center of her right breast, felt teeth digging into the taut flesh
with almost painful force, lips closing against the skin
surrounding her nipple!

She felt whoever it was sucking
rhythmically, their tongue sweeping across her tingling nipple as
she moaned and shuddered and the violent storm of sexual passion
continued to roll through her.

“Oh! Ahh! Please! Oh God! Oh god! Oh
please!” she cried, her words unintelligible through the ball
gag.

Her mind was melting under the raging fires
of explosive sexual pleasure as she thrashed and shook, convulsions
wracking her body! Someone was biting at her breasts! Her flesh
ached as their teeth dug into the soft flesh, as they sucked and
licked hungrily! It felt as though she were being devoured by a
hungry beast!

Yet she couldn't find herself caring!
Instead she reveled in the wild rush of sensation that was drowning
her mind! Another orgasm swept through her and she cried out in
dazed wonder, trembling and shaking as her muscles spasmed and her
insides flamed wildly!

Breathless, light-headed, she moaned as the
orgasm faded, eyes slitted behind the blindfold, gulping in air
around the ball gag. She felt the vibrator pulled away and her hair
released, and wobbled dazedly in place, steadied by an unknown
hand, which then proceeded to untie the ropes binding her ankles
out to the sides.

She cried out in pain, then relief, as her
aching tendons were finally able to relax their tautness, as her
legs were permitted to close. Then she was lifted off the thing
she'd been perched upon and set on her feet, then gently lowered to
her knees. Finally, a hand on her pony tail, she was lowered
further, bent forward so that her cheek was pressed to the
floor.

She felt her swollen breasts aching as her
body pressed them beneath her, the ropes still squeezing them out
tautly. Her hips were raised up high and her knees spread, and then
she felt something pressing against her aching sex, something which
pushed easily into her body.

It was... thick, but she was sopping, and
she moaned as it turned and twisted, pushing ever deeper. Then she
felt a slick finger pressing against her back opening, dipping in,
turning and twisting, to pull out again. Another hard object pushed
into her back there, and she could only groan weakly as it forced
its way deeper and deeper.

Neither was the real thing, she was certain.
They weren't real cocks, but something else. They still filled her
up, though, and made her ache as they pushed ever deeper. With that
done, whoever it was tied rope around her waist, one, two, five,
six loops, perhaps more, circling her waist, pulling tight.

She felt pressure on the ropes around her
breasts, then large hands turned her over onto her back. She was
lifted up into the air, and then the rope around her waists
tightened further, making her gasp as it began to bear much of her
weight.

Her eyes fluttered behind the blindfold.
What was he doing now!?

Then more hands gripped her. There were too
many for one man! It must be Cameron, she thought dazedly, and
Michael helping him! What are they doing to me!?

She was being suspended horizontally, from
the rope around her waist. Now she felt her left ankle lifted up
and back beneath her, then tied in place. A moment later her right
ankle was lifted up and back as well. She could feel that they were
not only tied out to the sides, but tied also to the ropes around
her arms! At least that would keep them from being spread too
painfully!

Her head was hanging upside down, and then
she felt something attached to her pony tail! She gasped as her
head was forced back a bit more, and then she felt the pressure
against the base of the two objects someone had pushed into her
body as her scalp stung and loose hair was pulled out!

Some of her weight was now being born by.. a
strap, which went up above her somewhere, then passed across her
sex and under her body to attach to her pony tail! That strap was
pressing hard against the base of whatever had been pushed into
her, making her ache deep inside!

She was totally confused and gripped by a
sense of disbelief and wonderment, lost and blind and having no
idea what was happening! It was as if she were kneeling, with her
body arched so far back her head was upside down staring behind
her. Only she was doing so in mid-air!

And then something between her legs began to
buzz.

Were they trying to drive her out of her
mind, she thought desperately.

She felt fingers at the ball-gag strap,
then, and felt the ball pulling free of her mouth. She couldn't
close her jaw, however, because of the sharp pull on her pony tail.
And only moments after the ball came free something that was most
definitely a real live male organ slid through her open lips and
into her mouth!

She gurgled dazedly around it, then gagged
as it pushed straight on through and into her throat. It slid deep,
so deep she could feel his testicles against her skin as he held
himself still. Her heart fluttered and her pulse raced, and her
mind, already pounding from her head's upside down position, began
to pound even more from lack of oxygen!

The big, thick cock slid back, then pushed
in again, grinding whoever it was against her face. It drew slowly
back, inch by inch, then pushed deep once more, all the way. By
then she was light-headed from lack of oxygen, but could do nothing
about it.

The thing finally slid slowly back out and
she gulped in ragged, desperate breaths of air. But she still
couldn't close her jaw, and the man's cock – was it Cameron or
Michael – slid into her mouth once more, and plunged straight down
her throat to the hilt before beginning to pump.

It pumped slowly and steadily, using short
strokes, for perhaps thirty seconds, before pulling out and again
allowing her to gulp in desperate breaths of air! It buried itself
in her throat again, and this time the pumping was faster, using
longer strokes that slapped his balls against her eyes through the
blindfold.

Again he pulled out, allowing her to gasp
for breath, before once again pushing deep and thrusting hard and
fast. Hands caressed her taut breasts, which swelled up above her,
and then the thick cock plunged into her throat once more, pumping
freely as she gurgled and gagged.

She was too dazed to know when he finished.
She realized the gag was in her mouth again, and she was alone, or
seemed to be, but her mind was too frazzled to care or understand.
She could, however, breath more easily now, and that allowed her
body to focus on the deep inner ache of whatever had been shoved
into her pussy.

And the buzzing against her clitoris which
began to send tremors through her body.

Orgasm after orgasm rolled through her.
Disoriented by her position, her blindness, and the lack of oxygen,
by the exhausting orgasms and overpowering sensations, Zoey began
to tremble and shake, grunting and moaning and whimpering as the
sexual pressure built up to to the point of a powerful release, her
body thrashing and shaking as it hung in place.

Again and again she felt the orgasms sweep
through her, as she hung upside down, panting, drooling around the
ball gag, eyes glassy behind the blindfold, crackling sexual
electricity rippling through her body and mind.

*

Zoey wakened. Her eyes blinked rapidly, and
her mind was roiled by confusion. Where was she? How had she gotten
here? What was going on?

And then she knew, and gasped as she sat up
in bed, staring around her anxiously.

She was in her bedroom, in the Miami condo.
Alone. She could see again, and no gag filled her mouth. Nor was
she tied in any way. The stockings, gloves and shoes had been
removed, but she still had the collar around her neck. She had red
marks around her waist, well, pink, and also around her wrists and
ankles!

And then her eyes were caught by the flat
screen on the wall, and widened as her jaw dropped! It was a video
of... of her! She gaped at it, ignoring everything else as it
showed her perched on the odd frame, her legs spread obscenely to
the sides, her breasts bulging!

It was likely no one would recognize her, of
course, given the gag and the blindfold, but she knew it was her,
of course! It was in brilliant, crystal clear living color, after
all! And then she saw a body come into the picture behind her, a
man in a suit.

She couldn't see who it was, but the
shoulders weren't broad enough to be Michael. She watched as her
head was drawn back by the hair, arching her back. She stared at
the long, rounded metal object in his other hand as he began to rub
it against her clitoris.

Her face flamed as she watched, as she saw
her body beginning to buck and shake and thrash. There was no
sound, but she was certain what the sound would be; her muffled
screams of pleasure!

Then the picture changed and she gaped anew.
So that was how they had hung her up! What perverts they were! It
was as if she were kneeling, and then bent way back so that the top
of her head was on the floor. Only she was suspended in mid-air!
She winced as she saw the strap passing over the … whatever they
were, vibrators or dildos stuffed into her. She still ached inside
from the pressure!

Her breasts stuck up obscenely! And then,
just as in the other video, a man, visible only from the waist
down, moved before her. Hands undid the gag, and a large penis
pushed into her open mouth. That was a penis she was fairly sure
she recognized, too! At least it was some relieve it had been
Cameron, but she was still flabbergasted at what she was
watching!

And... and more. She felt a rush of dark
energy in her lower belly, felt her aching sex beginning to burn,
and her fingers unconsciously began to lightly stroke her
clitoris.

She shook her head as she stared at her
image, aghast and yet memorized! She had never in her wildest,
darkest fantasy imagined being tied up in such a way! And yet as
she watched that beautiful cock glistening with her saliva, as it
pumped in and out of her open mouth, her fingers rubbed harder
against her clitoris!

It ached, but she was still hyper-sensitive
down there, and she sobbed weakly as her body flared with heat, and
the orgasm took her, forcing her back onto her shoulders, her back
arching as she thrust her fingers while stroking frantically across
her clitoris.

She went limp, gasping for breath, her
muscles aching inside and out! Her mind was clearer now, though.
She winced at the ache in her inner thighs, which had stretched so
much by Cameron's perverted bondage. Her breasts throbbed, and
there were thin pink lines circling them. Her nipples still ached
from the piercing, of course. And she ached inside too, not to
mention on the outside of her sex!

Yet the intensity of the sexual high she had
experienced had been so violent, and the orgasms so incredible,
that she felt herself marveling. She took a deep breath, shuddering
again, and sat up.

She was going to have to talk to Cameron. It
was one thing to be a personal assistant who, okay, maybe might
sleep with the boss, but this... this wasn't what she'd agreed to!
This was way more of that 'sex slave' stuff than she had ever
imagined!

Although the concept of being a sex slave,
which had formally been something kind of kinky, was now filled
with a dark, smoky sense of passionate lust and incredible
pleasure...

Still, she wasn't a whore! Well, not really.
She'd been hired as a personal assistant!

At $150,000 a year, she conceded.

So maybe she was kind of a whore, to sell
her body like that. The personal assistant job was only a fig leaf
of respectability. No one paid a personal assistant so much when
she had so little experience or skill at the position. No it was
other positions Cameron had in mind! And she'd just experienced a
couple of them!

She grunted as she threw back the covers and
swung her legs out of bed. Her toes found the floor and she stood
up, a bit shaky at first. Then her eyes were captured by the blue
fabric draped across the chair next to the bed.

She gazed at it doubtfully, then picked it
up and examined it. It was a dress. It was very short, very tight,
and had a lot of cleavage, but at least it was a lot more than how
she'd been wandering around earlier. She pulled it on and the top
strained across her breasts.

At least it did partially cover them, if
only less than half, or so. And the hem, while very short, did
actually descend below her buttocks, if barely. This was progress,
of a sort.

There were shoes next to the chair, five
inch stiletto heels, of course, in black this time. She slid her
feet into them and then headed for the bathroom to examine herself,
brushing out her hair and flushing a bit at the sight of
herself.

She never would have bought such a dress,
let alone worn one, but again, compared to wandering around with
her tits bare, this was considerable progress. Her standards, she
thought ruefully, had definitely changed recently.

She made her way warily up the corridor to
the kitchen, but it was empty. So was the great room. She frowned.
It wasn't that late. She went further up the corridor and around
the corner, and found Cameron in his luxurious den, sitting behind
the desk tapping away at the keyboard.

His eyes turned as he saw her and he
smiled.

“Welcome back, slave girl,” he said.

She flushed at the sight of him, and at his
eyes examining the generous cleavage of the dress.

“Uhm, hi,” she said. “I uhm, wanted to talk
to you.”

“Come in.”

He swung around and got out of his chair,
starting around the desk towards her, then halted.

“Oh yeah,” he said.

He paused and reached over the desk for
something, picked it up, and tossed it to her as she came forward.
Zoey caught it instinctively. It was a set of keys in a keychain
with a BMW logo on it. She stared at it, then him as he came
closer.

“Your car,” he said. “Can't have you running
around doing errands for me in taxis.”

“Uhm, a BMW?”

“I don't think I want to trust a nineteen
year old with anything fancy yet,” he said with a grin. “Show me
how good a driver you are and I'll get you something nicer.”

Zoey stared at him. Didn't he think a BMW
was fancy?!

“It's a convertible. Red, of course. I
figured you'd like it.”

“Ahm...”

“In fact, maybe I can have you driving me
around now and then,” he said.

“Uhm, sure, but... uhm, I wanted to.”

“Complain?”

She stared at him and he grinned.

“Yes, I apologize. I really told myself to
have patience and not get too wild too early. I intended, you see,
to seduce you gradually into sex, then into kinkier things, but to
be absolutely honest with you, that body of yours is so marvelous,
your breasts so gorgeous, and your face so deliciously sweet that I
lost control.”

He sighed, then grinned again. “On the other
hand, you did seem to be... enjoying things.”

She flushed.

“Well, uhm, I mean, I've never done... stuff
like that before! I mean, it was kind of... a shock!”

“Yes, I'm sure it was. Most people don't
have my weird imagination,” he said with a grin. “But come on, let
me show you your car.”
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Cameron took her hand in his – his big,
warm, powerful hand, and walked past her, tugging her after him.
Zoey gulped and hurried after as he let her to the front door, and
then gasped and tried to stop.

“I can't go out like this!”

He stopped and looked at her in surprise,
then laughed.

“You look fine! Besides, it's a private
elevator to my private garage, slave girl.”

She flushed and let him take her outside to
the little hall, then into the elevator. It felt a bit... strange
being out of the apartment in the tiny, thin, super low cut dress,
but as he said, it was a private elevator and garage.

And at least she was decently covered –
decently enough she wouldn't be arrested for indecent exposure if
someone saw her!

His hand came in behind her and idly
squeezed her buttocks on the ride down, and Zoey felt a little
swirl of emotion and uncertainty as his fingers easily moved under
her brief skirt and kneaded her bare flesh. A part of her felt she
ought to protest, but on the other hand, he was awfully hot, and
rich, and powerful, and sexy, and … and a new BMW?!

The doors opened on an underground garage.
It wasn't like most underground garages in her experience. It was
much smaller, for one thing, holding only about a half dozen cars.
One, near a large garage door, was a red convertible. It was
gorgeous and sexy, and interior was all black leather!

“Get in,” he said.

She got in a little hesitantly. Was she
really going to be able to drive this around?! He got in the
passenger side.

“Start it up,” he said.

She did, and the engine growled to life. He
then pointed out various parts of the controls, and pressed a
button on the visor which opened the garage door – which led into
another, larger garage.

“Take it out for a spin,” he said.

She looked down at her gaping cleavage
anxiously, but she was starting to get excited by the car, and
after all, they would be in a car! She put it in gear and pulled
gently out of the parking space, then through the door into the
larger garage.

This garage, again unlike many she'd seen,
was very brightly lit and exceptionally clean. She drove slowly
down the wide lane and then up the ramp to the door to the street.
Another push on a button next to the visor opened that, and she was
pulling out into the street.

“Better put on your seat belt,” he said,
doing up his.

Zoey reached back and pulled the seat belt
forward, then flinched, as she looked down. The dress was so short
when standing that while sitting she could see her naked sex if she
shifted her legs apart even a little. And the shoulder belt went
between her breasts, pressing in against the fabric of the dress
and making for even more cleavage!

Still, they were in a car...

He guided her in where to turn, and when
they got onto a highway, encouraged her to step on the gas. The car
leapt forward, pushing her back into the heavily padded seat back.
It was exhilarating! The car was so smooth and powerful!

They turned off the highway where he
directed. Zoey had no idea where they were, so let him guide her.
When he told her to turn in, she turned, and he had her park
it.

“Let's go inside.”

“What? But... where? I can't go anywhere in
this!” she gasped.

He grinned at her. “It's a Miami nightclub.
Most of the girls inside will be dressed the same,” he said.

He was already getting out of the car, and
Zoey was helpless to do anything else but get out as well and
accompany him inside, nervous and self-conscious about the huge
cleavage and short hem!

Fortunately, he was, if not completely
right, not completely wrong. Most of the women inside were wearing
more conservative dresses, but a lot were wearing ones which
rivaled her own for the amount of flesh they bared. So she felt
self-conscious but not really that out of place. She wasn't used to
showing off her body like this, though!

She found that, like being virtually naked
around Michael, she fairly quickly got used to wearing the tiny,
sexy dress, and of the many eyes, both male and female, which
examined her well-displayed breasts as they moved through the
crowd, found a table, and then began to dance.

Of course, the wine she drank – very quickly
– might have had something to do with that! It certainly did help
her relax!

Dancing in the dress was a bit awkward, but
the makers of the dress apparently had engineered it well. Her
breasts moved somewhat, but the fabric moved with them, and while
she was afraid they might fall out at times, they never did.

Cameron was actually a very good dancer,
though she found her blood pressure racing up on occasions when his
hands slid up beneath her little skirt to knead and squeeze her
bare buttocks. That was particularly so when he casually pulled the
dress up in back!

Fortunately, it was kind of dark and crowded
so no one else saw. Or maybe wouldn't have cared anyway. She saw
lots of people making out, and lots of kissing and touching on the
dance floor and around the booths and tables. Like Cameron said, it
was a nightclub in Miami. Morals were pretty loose here.

She enthusiastically kissed back when they
were at the table, in between dances, feeling wild and hot and much
more uninhibited than she usually did when out at clubs.

Then again, she wasn't out with a guy here,
but with a man! And none of her friends were around to frown at her
showing off or doing anything else they might think inappropriate.
So when she started to feel the heat of his lips and his hands she
did little to restrain herself, never mind him.

The final time they came back to the table
he sat down and pulled her down across his lap, and they kissed for
long minutes as his hands roamed her body and she got more and more
aroused and excited. She moaned into his mouth as his hand pushed
between her legs, spreading them for him as his fingers began to
stroke her.

Her breathing grew more ragged as she
squirmed against him, and she felt her nipples tingling and her
body thrumming with energy. That they were seated in a public place
with people all around made her feel even wilder and more excited,
as if she was doing something daring and wicked and forbidden!

She thought she was actually going to come,
but he stopped before she could, and they left, though he drove the
BMW since he'd had much less to drink than she had.

This, she thought, elated, was almost like a
date, a real date, with a really hot, handsome, sexy man! She slid
across the seat as he drove, her hand sliding between his thighs as
she giggled and rubbed his crotch.

“I'm a bad girl, aren't I?” she cooed.

“Very bad,” he said.

“Are you gonna... punish me?” she asked,
leaning across to him and rubbing her head against his
shoulder.

“Definitely.”

Her fingers unzipped his fly, and then, her
eyes alight, she leaned further over, pulling him out, and sliding
her lips over his semi-hard cock. As she did she felt his fingers
unzipping the back of the dress, and her breasts spilled out
immediately as she moaned in rising excitement.

She felt his hand grip the hem of the dress,
then, and slide it up to bare her bottom, then slide higher, up
over her waist, and finally, it was bunched up under her arms! She
gasped, pulling her lips off him, her mind suddenly more than
slightly uncertain as he yanked it up over her head! She dropped
back down again, however, her hands going around his cock as she
began to bob up and down.

Naked! In a convertible!

She shuddered, sexual electricity crackling
along her skin and through her lower belly as she bobbed up and
down on him.

The idea of being completely naked in the
car excited her mind and she reached down to undo her shoes, then
kick them off! This, she thought, was wild and crazy!

She undid the top of his pants to expose
more of him, leaning further forward, bobbing up and down and
sucking, taking him deep into her throat as she felt her swollen
breasts pillowing out against his thigh and being squeezed beneath
her chest!

The car stopped, and she moaned as she rose,
panting, to look around. She had no idea where they were, except in
an empty parking lot.

He grinned at her and pulled his pants
close, zipping them up, not without difficulty.

“Whe-- where?”

He got out of the car, and she reached for
her dress, but then he was at the passenger side, opening the door,
and pulling her out. Naked!

“Wait!” she gasped.

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

He reached in and opened the glove
compartment, and took something out that looked like two short,
slender straps. Then he held her wrist out and wrapped one around
it, buckling it tight. It was a restraint, like he'd used in the
apartment!

Zoey gulped, heart pounding, as she stared
around them, while Cameron put one around each wrist, then turned
her and locked them together behind her back. He leaned into the
car and took out a collar, fitting it around her throat, then
lifted her wrists up high and attached them to the back of the
collar by a short chain!

He then bent and lifted her up across his
shoulder! She squealed as she fell belly-down, across his shoulder,
turning and twisting her head to try to see where they were and if
there was anyone around!

It was very dark, though, and then they
passed from the parking lot to some dirt, and then more dirt, and
she realized they were at a beach. She cursed her drunken mind for
not noticing the sound of the water or the smell of the ocean as he
walked through the sand.

He stopped and set her down on her feet, and
Zoey stared around anxiously, but there was no one else here in the
dark. And then her eyes were caught by Cameron stripping off his
shirt, and then undoing his pants and pushing them down.

She felt her heat rising again as he
stripped, and then he embraced her and she felt her bare breasts
pressing into his bare skin, groaning as he kissed her and ran his
hands over her body.

She didn't know why he'd felt the need to
tie her up, since she had no intention of resisting him, but on the
other hand, the restraints did add another layer of dark sizzle to
the growing sense of wildfire excitement gripping her mind and
body.

“On your knees, slave,” he growled, pushing
her back.

Breathless, she dropped to her knees in the
soft sand next to the ocean, eyes bright and hungry as she stared
up at him. Naked, he looked incredible! And his cock was thick and
hard and pointed right at her face!

He reached out and gripped her hair, then
guided himself into her mouth, and Zoey began to suck and lick at
once, moaning around the thick head as she bobbed up and down,
sliding her lips further and further down with every stroke until
she had taken him deep into her throat and her lips were wrapped
firmly around the base of his shaft.

“Hey,” a strange male voice said, jolting
her. “Sorry to interrupt. Just passing by.”

“No problem,” Cameron replied.

Zoey jerked her lips back off him, gasping
for breath, jerked her head up, and saw a couple there in bathing
suits. They were both Hispanic, and about in their mid twenties.
And both were looking at her in fascination!

She felt her face burning red at once, and
jerked her head away, mortified!

“She's very good,” the guy said. “I wish
mine could deep throat like that.”

“I keep gagging,” the girl said.

“Well, slave girls are well-trained to be
expert at all aspects of sex, you know,” Cameron said dryly.

The man laughed softly.

“She's really your sex slave?” the woman
asked in fascination.

Some of that fascination, Zoey decided, was
for the handsome, naked Cameron standing there naked with his cock
only slightly softened from their attention!

“All women are sex slaves at heart,” Cameron
said in amusement.

“Ha, not me!” she said.

“You too, with the right persuasion,”
Cameron said.

Zoey gasped as she felt her hair gripped and
her head was jerked up and back.

“You're a happy little slave girl, aren't
you, Zoey?” he asked in amusement.

Zoey had no idea what to say to such a
question in front of strangers! But if she said no that would be...
well, they might think that she was his prisoner or something and
call the police!

“Y-Yes!” she gulped, face hot.

“Say yes master,” he chided.

She felt a rush of embarrassment, but mixed
strangely with a wild sort of heat.

“Yes, master!” she gulped.

He guided her lips onto his cock again and
she gladly opened her mouth, wanting to hide her face from the two
fascinated passersby. She moaned around it as she slid her lips
down halfway, then, feeling a weird kind of thrill, all the way,
showing off her skills as the two looked on.

“You see. She's an expert,” Cameron said
proudly.

“She's pretty good to get all that down her
throat,” Zoey heard the woman said. “You're big!”

“She's a natural sex slave,” Cameron
said.

Zoey felt another hot jolt at his words,
both embarrassed and aroused by him speaking to strangers like that
about her, especially given her being naked and bound!

“That is really a turn-on!” the guy
said.

“I'm sure your lady can turn you on fine,”
Cameron said. “But if you'd like to feel what a throat feels
like...”

“Really!?”

“Certainly.”

Cameron gasped as her head was pulled back
by the hair again, and then to her shock the stranger was standing
there, jerking his swimsuit down. His cock sprang up hot and hard,
and Cameron held her head steadily as he pushed himself eagerly
into her open mouth!

She was stunned, at first, but then a raw
wave of heat swept through her as she closed her lips around him.
He was a good size, though not as thick and long as Cameron. She
sucked him easily, then slid her lips down his cock, showing off in
front of the other girl who had said she couldn't deep throat.

She was feeling incredibly aroused,
incredibly high, incredibly wild! She moaned and took him in to the
hilt as Cameron let go of her hair. The stranger took her hair in
his hand instead, starting to pump his cock in her mouth and
throat, eager and clearly thrilled by the opportunity!

Then she noted the other girl on her knees
beside her, licking at Cameron's cock, sucking his balls. She
didn't like that at all, in one way. But in another way it made the
other girl a part of this raw, carnal scene, and relieved Zoey of
some of her sense of embarrassment.

Then the guy she was sucking knelt in front
of her, still holding her hair. Zoey moaned, bobbing up and down,
bending over. She felt Cameron's hands on her thighs then, and then
a sharp slap to her bare bottom.

“Spread your legs, sex slave!” he
growled.

Shuddering as heat rolled over her in dark
waves, Zoey obeyed, gasping as she felt his thick, slick cock
pushing into her! He drove himself deep, his hands on her hips, as
the other guy pumped in her mouth and into her throat!

Then the girl was beside her, and Zoey felt
her hand kneading one of her breasts, and then the other hand
snaking under her hip, her fingers finding her clitoris and rubbing
it as Cameron thrust into her harder and faster!

This was so perverted and insane and slutty
and wild! She felt like a breathing sex doll, throwing all
inhibitions to the wind as his hips began to slap against her
buttocks, and her breasts throbbed and pulsed!

She was getting light-headed from the guy
who was fucking her throat, and dazed from the intensity of the
sexual pressure building within her body and mind! And when the
climax arrived it felt as though it were going to make her head
explode! It shattered her mind, and she screamed around the cock of
the guy in her throat, her hips bucking violently back against
Cameron's thrusting cock!

“Nasty slut,” she heard the Spanish girl
say. “You love all that cock, don't you!? Dirty slave girl!”

She was squeezing her breast almost
painfully, but her fingers on her clitoris were pouring fuel onto
the churning fires which threatened to consume Zoey, who could only
sob and tremble and buck back against Cameron!

She felt hands slapping her bottom, and knew
it was Cameron, slapping her as he rode her, and then another hand
roughly gripped her other breast. That would be the guy who was
fucking her mouth and throat she knew!

Her mind was swept away on the flood tide of
pleasure and heat as the three of them made her climax build even
higher, and she gurgled mindlessly, shattered by the power of the
orgasm, eyes slitted and body operating under instinct as the
raging fires burned on.

She was exhausted and barely conscious by
the time Cameron finished. She didn't remember the guy finishing,
but his cock was limp by the time Cameron lifted her off her belly,
where she'd fallen, gasping dizzily, eyes rolling in her head.

She was moved aside, and the Spanish girl
sat on a log, spreading her legs. She'd removed her swimsuit, Zoey
noted dazedly, and gripped her hair, pulling her face in against
her groin. She instinctively tried to pull back but the girl was
insistent, grinding her face against her sex.

“Lick me, slave girl!” she growled.

Zoey moaned, then cried out as Cameron
slapped her bottom sharply.

“Lick her, sex slave,” he ordered.

She felt fingers between her legs, rubbing
her clitoris, then pushing into her oozing, overheated sex, and
cried out again as her hair was pulled, as her lips were rubbed
against the girl's pussy. Then she began to lick, helpless, her
mind half-fried, moaning, eyes glassy as she licked.

The fingers inside her twisted and turned,
pushing deeper, and she groaned, heat suffusing her mind as she
licked at the girl's clitoris, as the girl kneaded her breast and
twisted her hair, and someone rubbed her clitoris.

She gasped as the fingers inside her pumped
in and out. They were thick and hard, and stretched the mouth of
her sex! And she didn't even know whose they were!

“This bitch isn't very good,” the Spanish
girl sniffed.

“She's new at girl to girl stuff,” Cameron's
voice said behind her. “I haven't had time to train her yet.”

“I'll show this bitch how it's done,” the
Spanish girl said.

Zoey cried out as her hair was yanked up and
back, and she fell back onto her back on the sand as the girl slid
forward. Her knees were forced wide, and then the girl started
licking. Her tongue was swift and expert, and as the men knelt on
either side of her fondling her breasts the girl licked her
clitoris and pushed her long, slim fingers deep into her pussy!

It was all so crazy, so impossible, she
thought wonderingly! How had so many astonishingly kinky things
happened to her in just one day!?

And how could she possibly have another
orgasm given she'd had more so far than she had in the last
year!

She did, though.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Zoey woke up naked and confused. She
groaned, her head aching. She'd definitely had too much to drink
the other night, she thought woozily. Then the events of the other
night – and the other day, filled her head, and she opened her
eyes, staring at the chandelier, then out the window at the
ocean!

It was all real! It had all happened! Her
face colored at some of the memories. She blanched, remembering how
she and Cameron had been caught with her naked on her knees giving
him a blow job! And then she'd had to lick that horrible girl! And
the girl had licked her!

But mostly she remembered sucking the guy
while Cameron did her from behind. Just that memory filled her body
with a churning sense of hunger and raw heat!

What a slut she'd been, she thought, though
with more awe than shame.

Thank God no one who knew her was around or
would find out! There was a real sense of freedom in that. No one
would ever know she'd done something so wild and slutty!

She grunted as she realized her wrists were
still locked together behind her back. At least the chain which had
held them up high had been removed. But she still had the collar
and restraints on. She made a face and sat up, then wriggled out of
bed.

Hopefully Cameron was nearby and Michael
wouldn't see her like this but... well, he'd seen her naked before,
she thought.

And she was shocked that after just one
wild, outrageous day, she already felt less self- conscious about
her nudity than she would have before meeting Cameron! Every time
she thought of some of the things she'd done – especially that
insanity on the beach – she marveled that she'd actually done
it!

She padded anxiously up the hall, warily
looking around.

“Looking for something, Slave?”

Zoey yelped and twisted around, gaping up at
Michael, who had come out of a side room. Her face colored and she
felt a breathlessness as he looked down at her – naked!

“Uhm, uh, I uh, was... I mean, Mister
Cameron forgot to uhm, undo these,” she gulped, pulling her wrists
out to the side to show him the restraints.

“If your master left you in restraints then
your master wishes you to be in restraints,” he said in a
disapproving voice. “And you have two more demerits for referring
to him by name and for not using my title.”

“But... uhm, is he home?”

“Your master is out at the moment.”

“But... well, uhm, I mean, I can't walk
around like this for hours!” she exclaimed, red-faced.

“Why?”

She bit her lower lip. “I mean, I have to
uhm, eat and have a shower and wash my hair and... stuff!”

“I have taken care of your master's pets on
previous occasion. Taking care of you is not a dissimilar task.
Come.”

He turned and walked down the hall and,
still blushing and feeling emotions swirling and churning, Zoey
followed.

Naked!

He went into the kitchen, and turned his
head.

“Kneel there, slave,” he ordered,
pointing.

Zoey frowned, but obeyed. A moment later he
turned and frowned.

“That is not the correct position for a
slave to kneel,” he said. “Another demerit point.”

“But... uhm, well... how am I supposed to
kneel!?”

“Another demerit point for failing to use my
title.”

He moved over beside her and Zoey gasped as
he jerked back on her hair.

“Head back, shoulders back, knees well
apart,” he barked.

Zoey complied, feeling her heart race at his
nearness and his hand in her hair. But then he straightened and
moved back to the counter, leaving her as she was.

She felt a sense of indignation come over
her. Michael was taking this slave game stuff even more seriously
than Cameron! She was going to have to talk to Cameron about him,
and get him to have the man back off!

But in the meantime, she was kneeling naked
with her legs spread wide and her shoulders back, and felt a
growing sense of dark sensual heat at doing so with the big man
standing before her. This was so bizarre, after all! Yet it was
also desperately kinky and... and squirmy hot!

He didn't set her breakfast on a stool this
time, but instead walked over, pulling a chair out from a side
table and sitting down before her. Then, to her surprise, he tore
free a piece of a pastry and held it out before her.

Zoey blinked up at him, her mouth dropping
open, and he popped the pastry in. Zoey chewed and swallowed since
she had little other alternative! She hadn't even finished when he
had a small piece of ham in his fingers. She wanted to protest, and
actually opened her mouth to do so when he popped that into it as
well!

She felt a strange sense of almost
disorientation after that, with him continuing to put food into her
mouth, or simply holding it before her so that, after her first
hesitation, she leaned in and licked it out of his palm.

It was a light breakfast, of a bagel, some
toast with jam, some ham, and orange juice, which she drank from a
cup he held to her lips, all of it fed directly to her as she knelt
there feeling very... very... strange, and very, very sexual.

When she was done he had her rise, and
follow him back up the hall, and then into the main bathroom, where
she looked around uncertainly.

He opened a drawer and took out a fresh
toothbrush, tore it free of its wrapper, then put some toothpaste
on it and moved behind her.

“Open your mouth, Slave,” he said.

“But – !”

He slid the toothbrush in before she could
say anything, and to her surprise, began to brush her teeth! He did
so quickly and efficiently, his heavy body behind her, and his hand
before her as she stared at them in the mirror.

When he judged he'd brushed enough he had
her bent forward over the sink and spit, which of course, pressed
her bare bottom against him. He then filled a cup with water, had
her drink and spit again, then had her drink mouthwash, swirl it
around, and spit that out.

Then, without a further word, he bent her
completely over the counter.

“Spread your legs, Slave,” he ordered.

Gasping, her pulse suddenly racing, Zoey
hesitantly complied, but rather than sex he was searching in the
drawers. He came out with a bag with a long hose attached, and held
the bag under the faucet as she slowly turned her face towards it
to see.

It looked like... a hot water bottle, she
thought, puzzled, and then she understood and her eyes and jaw both
widened!

“I don't need one of those!” she gasped,
quickly straightening up.

“You do not make decisions as to what you
need, Slave,” he replied sternly.

His big hand gripped the back of her neck
and bent her over quickly and firmly, so that her bare breasts
pillowed out against the counter. Then she felt the nozzle of the
thing pressing against her back passage and twisting, turning and
sliding into her! He raised the water bottle and water gushed down
into her bottom as Zoey stared, at the wall before her nose,
horribly embarrassed and confused!

“A slave has no body consciousness,” he
said. “A slave has no privacy of any sort. A slave is not a person
but a possession.”

“I'm not a slave!” she exclaimed as he left
the bottle in place above her and then left the room.

Zoey considered straightening and … and
what!? She couldn't even take this thing out of her with the way
her wrists were locked in place! And then he returned and she
gasped as he gathered her hair and pulled back, forcing her mouth
open, then popped the ball-gag through her lips, settling it firmly
in place before buckling the strap behind her.

Then came the inevitable, and even more
embarrassing requirement to void her bowels on the toilet. She
tried to resist but the aching in her abdomen from the water left
her no real choice. It was mortifying, but he showed not the
slightest emotion. In fact, he made her do it again!

Then, when he'd bent her over the counter
again and she was panting and moaning, he pushed something else
into her bottom, something thicker, like a plug, which was wide,
but abruptly narrowed to almost nothing, save for a small flat
round base on the outside of her wrinkled back opening.

“This is so your master can make use of your
bottom any time he desires without causing you injury or pain,” he
told her.

He made her sit on the bidet, next, and
washed her sex, just as casually as he'd done everything else,
ignoring her beet red face!

Once that was done had her kneel in the
enormous soaker tub, then, and used the hand shower to soak her. He
shampooed her hair, then rinsed it off before soaping up her body.
He was utterly blasé about the whole thing, too, as his big, rough
hands moved over her breasts and belly and shoulders! Then he had
her rise on her knees as his hands slid down between her legs,
soaping her up there, and then over her buttocks and down her legs
too!

With that done he had her stand and toweled
her dry, then brushed and dried her hair with a blow dryer before
taking her back up the hall and out onto the enormous pool deck. He
led her over to the bed and had her lay on it, then went back
inside.

Zoey sat propped up on the bed, staring out
at the ocean, still a little numb by what had happened! The most
amazing thing, perhaps, was that he treated washing her, and giving
her an enema with about as much casualness as if he were... washing
a cat and cleaning its litter box!

What was she going to do about this!? Well,
clearly she would be able to get Cameron to point out that Michael
was being far too intrusive and that she didn't need him to help
her bathe! He had other things to do, after all, as Cameron had
said the other night!

It was so weird, though, to have a man,
especially a big, powerfully built one like Michael touching her
naked body, washing her, looking at her, all without any apparent
sexual interest! Was he gay!?

She was only laying there for about half an
hour, her mind still spinning through endless considerations, when
he came out for her, frowning.

“Your Master says your trainer will arrive
shortly to begin your first session,” he told her. “You need to be
clothed at that time.”

He led her back inside and back to 'her
room' where he looked in the dresser for something, then pulled out
some gray and yellow fabric and tossed it on the bed. He removed
the restraints from her wrists, and the collar from her throat,
then gestured.

“Put those on.”

She glowered at him and tried to take out
the gag, but he slapped her hand away.

“I'll worry about removing your gag. You
need to learn not to complain so much, Slave, and to use the proper
honorifics when you address people.”

She scowled but put on the very tight,
stretchy gray yoga pants, then the gray and yellow sports bra. The
latter was tight enough to do the job, but her nipples,
particularly with the rings, were clearly outlined. The yoga pants
were like a second skin, and hid little.

Still, compared to what she'd been wearing
they were amazingly conservative.

He brought her to the exercise room, which
was a large area with a number of machines, a great view of the
ocean through floor to ceiling windows, and what was indisputably a
pair of long, metal poles which she'd had her thoughts on when
Cameron had first shown her the room.

They looked like stripper poles!

“You can start stretching. Do you know how
to stretch?”

She glowered at him.

“Another demerit for insolence,” he
said.

She wanted to protest, but that was hard
with a big ball in her mouth.

“Now get to work stretching.”

Glaring at him in the mirror, she thought
she might as well. There was nothing else to do. She started
stretching and doing some basic yoga exercises, wondering when he
would come and remove the stupid gag.

When he returned to remove it, though, he
immediately placed another one in her mouth! Before she could even
protest! The difference was this one was orange, and it had holes
in it, like a swiss cheese! It still kept her jaw wide, and still
pressed down on her tongue, making any intelligible words
impossible.

“You'll be able to breath more easily
through your mouth with this as you exercise hard,” he said.

He left, and she stared after him, then
glared at the mirror and reached behind her head, trying to figure
out how to remove it. She was still at that when he returned about
five minutes later, and he wasn't alone.

She gulped and twisted away from the mirror,
her face flushing again as a tall, blonde woman looked at her in
amusement. She was in her late twenties, handsome, rather than
pretty, with blue eyes, and her hair set in a pony tail. Like Zoey,
she was wearing yoga pants and a tank top, though hers weren't as
tight.

“This is she,” Michael said.

“Okay,” the woman said.

Michael left and the woman continued to
examine her as Zoey blushed furiously.

“Michael said you needed to learn not to
complain so much,” she said in amusement.

Since there was no way for her to speak,
Zoey said nothing.

“I don't need you to talk, anyway, just
listen and do,” she said. “My name is Dana. I'm a professional
trainer. I've been hired to make sure you do a regular exercise
routine which keeps your body well-toned. We'll start with basic
stretching exercises.”

What followed was embarrassing, at first,
then exhausting, as the woman started her on yoga stretches, then
running on the treadmill, then lifting weights, or at least, using
the machine to work the weight machines, especially those which
worked her chest muscles.

“Don't want these to start drooping, now do
we,” she said, poking her finger into Zoey's left breast.

The machine also let her work her legs,
particularly her thigh muscles, but it left her aching, sweaty, and
sore all over!

“Ultimately, I'm going to teach you how to
pole dance,” she said.

And then she demonstrated, doing an amazing
leap, twist and swing around one of the poles! Zoey stared as she
swept around and around it, upside down, then sideways, then
climbed to the top, and slid around it like a snake, circling and
turning, turning as she slid back down, upside down!

“For that, you need to get your arm and
chest and core muscles into shape,” she said. “You're not exactly
flabby, but you're not ready for that yet.”

Zoey certainly wasn't. The woman wasn't even
breathing hard, and she'd done everything Zoey had, yet Zoey was
trembling and sweating and gasping for breath.

Dana left, and Zoey rested, laying on the
mat, breathing deep. Then Michael returned and she stood up
hurriedly.

“Come, Slave,” he said.

He brought her back to the bathroom,
stripped her naked, and washed her again, including her hair.

“Your master should have told me about the
training before I washed you the first time,” he said,
grumbling.

Zoey felt a dark thrill of heat as his soapy
hands moved over her breasts. This wasn't the first time, after
all, so she was less shocked and less embarrassed. As his hands
slid down between her legs and swept up and down across her sex she
felt her muscles wanting to grind her hips against him! She
restrained herself, but only just!

He dried her, dried her hair, then to her
dismay, put the restraints and collar back on and replaced the ball
gag with the first one.

“Come, Slave,” he ordered.

He led her back up the hall, and then her
pulse began to race as he brought her into the same room where he'd
placed her on that frame thing the other day! This time he stood
her in the middle of the floor. He brought over thick leather
restraints, and then, to her surprise, dropped to his knees and
fastened them around her ankles!

Zoey stared at the things in confusion as he
moved over to the wall, and touched a control box there. She heard
a machine sound from overhead, and looked up to see a sort of hook
on a track sliding across the ceiling, then stopping above her! The
machine sound changed, and the hook slid downward until it was at
chest height to her.

“Sit, slave,” he ordered, pushing down on
her shoulder.

She sat down on the bare floor, and he
produced a long pole, perhaps three or four feet long, and hooked
the rings in the thick ankle restraints to either end of the pole!
Then he stood, lifting the pole, raising it up high enough to slide
the ring in the middle of the pole over the hook!

He then went back to the wall and the hook
rose higher, raising her ankles, which dragged her along the floor
until her legs, then her buttocks, then her shoulders and finally
all over her were hanging upside down with the top of her head a
foot or so off the floor.

And then he went away!

Zoey stared at the world upside down, the
blood rushing to her head! Her wrists were still locked together
behind her back, and now her ankles were high in the air, and
spread wide apart as he hung in place! As she had yesterday, she
found herself astonished and also feeling a strange dark, seething
sense of eroticism and heat!

It was, after all, an extremely exposed
position! She certainly could hide nothing like this! What was he
going to do to her!? Or what was Cameron going to do to her!?

She had some time to wait, and no one to
complain to about it! It was a bizarre sensation, hanging upside
down. At first, her head pounded as all the blood rushed to it, but
then it seemed to somewhat fade. She had little to do, then, but
imagine what was going to be done with her, and every thought which
came to her mind made her both nervous and aroused!

And then Cameron finally returned, walking
into the room, a grin on his face as he saw her.

“I see you've been a bad little slave girl
again,” he said.

She moaned into the gag, trying to talk, or
at least, show him she wanted to talk, but he ignored her mouth,
his hand instead kneading her buttocks, then sliding between her
legs to finger her clitoris.

“Very nice view of you from up here,” he
said.

She moaned helplessly as he pulled at the
plug thing, which slowly pushed into view, then let it go so it
could be sucked back firmly into her bottom. He slapped her bottom
sharply, so that she yelped, then laughed and went to a shelf and
returned with... a vibrator, she thought, or a dildo!

She moaned again as it started to buzz, as
he ran it up and down the line of her sex. It was thick, and
curved, and he fed it slowly down into her pussy, pumping it in and
out slowly. It buzzed inside her, and had a little branch at the
bottom which angled up across the top of her sex to press directly
against her clitoris when he had pushed it deep enough!

He left the thing inside her like that and
went to get something else from the shelf. He brought a straight
backed chair over and sat it before her, then went back for
something else, returning to drop it on the seat before reaching up
to the bar between her legs.

He lifted it – and her – up with one hand,
raising it off the hook above, and then letting her down gently so
that first her head, then her shoulders, then her back and finally
her bottom and legs were laying on the floor. He removed the bar
between her ankles, and took off the heavy restraints as she lay
moaning, feeling light headed as the blood rushed out of it.

“It's important, slave girl, that you learn
to be respectful and obedient,” he said sternly.

He gripped her arm and lifted her up, which
only made her more dizzy. He was a strong man, however, and he
turned her onto her belly and lifted her onto all fours, then
lifted her up and sat on the chair with her draped across his
lap.

Now her head was hanging down again, with
the blood rushing to it! Zoey was definitely getting dizzy as she
felt his hands gliding over her bare skin.

“A slave girl must be properly disciplined,”
he said, his fingers kneading her buttocks.

She moaned as he gripped the base of the
vibrator thing, pumping it slowly in and out. Every time he thrust
it deep enough to have that little angled branch catch against the
top of her sex he let it grind from side to side against her
clitoris!

Soon, moaning, panting, flushed, Zoey felt
her body thrumming with sexual tension, and gasped each time he
thrust the thing into her overheated pussy.

Then, burying it to the little angled
clitoris thing, he paused, and a moment later, she sensed quicker
movement above and behind her, and then something struck her bare
bottom! It wasn't heavy, and wasn't large. It was, as she quickly
saw, twisting her head up and back as she yelped in pain, a foot
long strap.

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

Zoey moaned, and he brought the strap down
across her bottom again. It struck solidly, and then an instant
later came a sharp sting as she yelped and her head jerked in
alarm.

“Slave girls get spanked rather a lot if
they don't learn their lessons,” he warned.

The strap came down again – and again – and
again, and Zoey gasped and yelped and moaned as her bottom began to
warm, then turn quite hot! The individual blows were only stinging
a bit, but the more of them which landed the hotter her skin
became, and the more sensitive!

But every ten or twelve blows he stopped,
his hand caressing her bottom, and then sliding down to pump and
twist the vibrator inside her body. She was soon sopping wet, and
throbbing with heat as she shuddered and moaned in helpless
arousal, spreading her legs and gurgling around the ball gag,
drooling around it, in fact, as he ground the thing against her
clitoris.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he chided her,
resuming the strapping. “You have to remember to call him Sir and
me Master, and to be much more obedient and respectful in your
behavior.”

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

The little belt snapped down across her
bottom until her skin burned! Then he halted and began to pump the
vibrator in her, grinding the branch across her clitoris as she
whimpered and moaned, and her legs shifted further and further
apart again!

She cried out as he gripped a fistful of her
hair, then, and yanked her head and shoulders up and back.

“Say you're a bad girl,” he ordered
sternly.

She moaned dazedly and he shook her by the
hair.

“Say it,” he ordered.

“I'm a bad girl!” she said, or at least,
tried to.

Her words weren't very intelligible around
the ball gag filling her mouth.

“Again.”

“I'm a bad girl!” she tried to say.

He let her head drop, and then picked up the
belt again.

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

Light-headed and twisting in pain, her
bottom on fire, Zoey whimpered and moaned and sobbed dazedly as the
strap cut down against her tender bottom. Then she shuddered as he
resumed pumping the vibrator and grinding it against her
clitoris!

Again he yanked her head and shoulders up
and back by gripping her hair.

“Say you're a bad girl,” he said.

“I'm a bad girl!” she cried.

“Again.”

“I'm a bad girl!”

Her head dropped low and the world seemed to
wobble around her.

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

He lifted the sobbing girl off his lap and
put her on the floor on her belly, then raised her bottom up high.
She felt his big hands around her waist, then, as he knelt behind
her, jerking her upper torso in closer and tighter against her
thighs as he spread her legs wide.

She moaned, disoriented, her body swept by
heat and pain, her breasts grinding against the floor beneath her
as he pulled the vibrator out of her dripping opening. She felt
something infinitely softer rubbing up and down against the line of
her sex, then, and cried out as it rubbed smoothly and slickly
across her clitoris!

Blinking through the unshed tears in her
eyes, Zoey shuddered as she felt his cock sinking into her! It
felt... glorious! It was so big, so warm, so soft, and yet so hard!
It caressed her flesh in a way which nearly made her swoon as it
pushed deeper and deeper, filling her up so wonderfully!

Then it began to move!

It wasn't just the feel of it, but the
knowledge that it was him, that it was Cameron, and her minds eye
memory of his gorgeous big cock, inside her, pumping, using her,
his strong hands on her hips! It made her burn with a feverish heat
that took her breath away even as she felt his belly against her
buttocks.

And the orgasm crashed over her like a
tsunami!

She cried out again and again, bucking back
desperately against him, and he started to move, thrusting into her
with a quick, steady pace that made her cry out at every stroke!
The orgasm sent her mind spinning, the head swirling and churning
around her as her body flared with heat and pleasure!

God, she thought! It was so good! Soooo
goood!

She sobbed and cried out as he began to
thrust harder, and then harder. His powerful hips began to slap
against her upraised buttocks, the force of the impact resonating
through her body! Her breasts were pillowed out beneath her against
the floor, the nipples aching as her body jerked in and back by his
powerful hands and hard thrusts!

The orgasm, or so it seemed, went on and on
as he rode her, as she gulped in air and her glassy eyes rolled and
slitted, as her body crackled with sexual energy and that wonderful
thick cock thrust into her with relentless, unstoppable strength
and need!

And then, the incredible sexual fever she
had thought was an orgasm turned into the real thing, a more
intense and all-encompassing orgasm than she'd ever felt before as
he thrust harder and she screamed into the gag, screamed her breath
away to the point she felt her mind spinning, growing faint!

And still he thrust into her, hard and
fast.
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Zoey was drained and weary by the time
Cameron had finished. When he released his grip on her hips and
moved back, her body slowly unfolded until she was laying on her
belly, groaning, eyes closed, aching inside. After a minute she
rolled onto her back, but he was gone.

She groaned and shook her head, marveling at
the insane situation she had gotten herself into. Yet it was also
an incredibly erotic and thrilling situation, and surpassed how
she'd been living before in almost every possible way. And if he
and Michael were … weird, and kinky, well... well it was worth
it!

She still twitched and trembled with the
echo of that massive, monster orgasm which had shaken her like a
rag doll! God, she didn't even know orgasms could be that
powerful!

After she'd recovered sufficiently, she
stood up and then walked through the apartment, searching for him.
She found him in his den behind the computer.

He looked up when he saw her, gave her a
brief smile, then point at the floor next to his chair.

Zoey gulped and walked over, then, after a
brief hesitation, she knelt – the way Michael had shown her. She
was rewarded when Cameron looked at her in approval.

“What a gorgeous slave girl,” he said.

She flushed slightly. She wanted to say she
was a personal assistant but – .

“You're probably wondering,” he said,
turning his eyes back to his monitor, “when you're going to be
doing more than being the exquisitely beautiful victim of my sexual
perversity.”

Zoey nodded gratefully, though she wasn't
sure victim was the proper term.

“I'm just getting you into the right...
mood,” he said, not looking at her as he typed.

Zoey frowned. What on earth did that
mean?

“I've ordered you some more clothing,
clothing which can be worn outside the condo, which can be worn in
what you might call proper or official company, using the
measurements Dana took of you today.”

She blinked in surprise, then frowned again
uncertainly.

“Of course, they're what I like to see on a
pretty girl, not necessarily what you like, but since I'm paying
for it, and paying you, well, I get to make such decisions,” he
said.

“Your nipple piercings will heal much faster
without anything covering them anyway,” he said with a grin,
looking at her, his eyes skimming down to her full, firm breasts
before turning back to his monitor.

Zoey, of course, said nothing, not with the
ball gag filling her mouth. There were a lot of things she wanted
to say, however, including asking that she be able to wash herself,
rather than have Michael do it, and to have Michael call her by her
name instead of 'slave'.

Then Michael appeared, for no reason she
could discern.

“About half an hour, Michael,” Cameron said
to him.

“Yes, sir,” Cameron replied.

Zoey gasped as his big hand gripped her
upper arm and he pulled her to her feet, then marched her out of
the room and back up the hall, then into that same room as
before!

She moaned, her heart starting to thump
wildly again.

He brought her over to the same frame thing
he'd put her on the other day! Once again, he removed the
restraints and carefully wrapped rope around her wrists, lifting
them up high between her shoulder blades, then tying her elbows
back together and wrapping the rope around her ribs.

The rope circled her breasts until they
throbbed and were squeezed out tautly. Then he lifted her up and
sat her on the narrow padded frame!

This time, however, instead of spreading her
legs out to the sides, he pulled her ankles up and together behind
her, tied them firmly in place, then tied them to her wrists, which
forced her shoulders back even more sharply, and made her seat
straddling the peaked frame very insecure!

And then, to her shock, he tied a rope to
the center of the ropes circling her breasts, and pulled it up to
tie to a bar overhead! She had a very awkward perch on the narrow
padded frame, and this, at least, served to steady her. But of
course, she was, in effect, tied in place by the breasts! And that
was another outrageous shock!

Then there was the growing throbbing and
ache between her legs as the minutes passed, not to mention that
every time she moved even a little she felt the ropes tugging
against her breasts! She tried to keep still, but of course, that
was impossible. As she'd learned the other day, the constant and
growing ache made her body keep shifting and moving, trying to ease
that ache.

By the time he returned half an hour or so
later she was aching fiercely, and moaned in relief as he untied
her ankles, removed the rope from the ones around her breasts, and
then lifted her over one of his enormous shoulders!

Then she was carried, flung across his
shoulder like a sack of potatoes, down the hall and into Cameron's
room. Michael threw her on the bed and, with a sort of distracted
expression, tied ropes around her legs just behind the knees, then
passed the rope under the bed to spread them achingly wide – before
leaving again.

This, at least, was a more comfortable
position! But she was still bound tightly, her breasts taut, her
arms beneath her. And now the tendons in her thighs were aching due
to how wide they were spread.

Another hour passed, as she lay there in a
strange sense of simmering sexual heat mixed with bewildered
uncertainty and indignation. Then Cameron entered the room, smiling
when he saw her. He peeled his shirt up and off and climbed onto
the bed and then let his hands glide over her body.

“You have marvelous skin, slave girl, do you
know that?” he asked.

His fingers plucked lightly at her nipple
rings, and pinched her breasts a little before he sank downward and
began to lick at her still aching pussy.

Zoe moaned helplessly, the sexual tension
rising quickly as his tongue lapped at her hot, sensitive, aching
flesh. It was all too bizarre for her to wrap her mind around it,
to understand what it was she was supposed to be doing here, or how
much of what Cameron said was true or a game!

But the feel of his tongue against her sent
her body into convulsions, her hips grinding and bucking against
him as her hot, fluttering rushes of indescribably sensual and
seductive heat spread up through her lower belly!

Even the increased aching as his fingers
began to spread the lips of her sex and push into her body were
simply oil on the fires that he was building within her body and
mind!

And there was nothing for Zoey to do or say,
nothing to think about or worry about, which left her mind entirely
free simply to wallow in the experience, in the flood of sensations
that he was creating.

Another orgasm rolled over her, then
another, then more, as she sobbed and twisted and writhed in the
grip of the howling, churning storm of pure sensation and turned
her into a panting sexual animal which cared about nothing but its
own heat!

When his tongue grew tired he used several
different sex toys, vibrators and dildos, to rouse her further,
until the repeated orgasms made her belly ache from overused,
spasming muscles! And only when she was completely exhausted did he
finally thrust himself into her and ride her roughly, almost
violently, until his own climax.

*

Michael carried her back to her room
afterward, then removed all the rope, as well as the collar. In its
place he put a gaudy looking gold collar around her neck, along
with gold bracelets thick enough to be shackles around her wrists,
and slightly narrower ones around her ankles.

“Wear your slave girl costume,” he said,
turning and leaving her.

Zoey sank down onto the edge of the bed and
groaned weakly, then let herself flop back onto her back and stare
up at the ceiling. What was she going to do about this? Cameron was
a sex maniac! On the other hand, the insane amount of pleasure and
orgasms he was gifting her with was like nothing she'd ever
imagined.

But she didn't want to be a slave girl! And
she was getting tired of this stupid ball gag in her mouth! She
couldn't say a word or complain or anything with it there! And if
she wasn't careful she drooled!

She didn't want to stop it all, of course.
This was too thrilling a game for her to even consider going back
to her boring old apartment and no job! But she needed to redo
their agreement. She was sure he would agree to some conditions,
given she was practically letting him do anything he wanted to
her!

She examined her bottom in the mirror. There
was no sign of the strapping he'd given her, and it felt normal.
She was still a bit sore between the legs, though, and her thighs
ached from being stretched so wide. She was also kind of physically
worn down after all that had happened today, including that
exhausting exercise session with Dana.

She sighed and put on the silly slave girl
costume. The light gold metal plate, or, really, more like half
moon, which hung from the gold chain around her hips and dangled
just over her crotch, the chiffon skirt – or more like loincloth,
she thought, and then the gold – bra – that wasn't really a
bra.

Was the metal really gold, she wondered as
she fit her breasts into the 'cups', and adjusted the straps behind
her.

She looked at herself in the mirror and
shuddered, then shook her head, feeling exasperated and yet darkly
aroused. Again! This was so kinky! She wandered barefoot up
the hall, for at least Michael had not left out those high stiletto
heels for her to wear.

She was going to see if she could persuade
Cameron to take the ball gag out, at least.

Maybe it was the freedom from those awkward
high stilettos which caused her to walk faster than normal, and
that her fear of being seen by Michael had largely disappeared
given how often he'd seen her naked so far that day. But by the
time she walked into the great room and realized Cameron wasn't
alone it was too late to stop herself!

He was in a suit, and the two men with him
were likewise. Both were older men, and they were standing next to
a painting on the near wall admiring it as Cameron spoke. They all
stopped and turned to look at her as she halted just inside the
room, and she gaped at them helplessly.

“Ahh, slave girl, just in time,” Cameron
said smoothly. “Go and get us some wine, would you. Michael is
preparing it in the kitchen.”

Zoey, who had forgotten to breath, nodded
jerkily and spun about, heading quickly towards the kitchen, her
mind filled with embarrassment as her face burned. Moving quickly
made the chiffon skirt swirl and hide even less of her, which made
her cringe even more, but she had to get out away as quickly as
possible!

Michael turned as she barged through the
door and snorted, then turned back to what he was doing, which was
setting out a bottle of wine and several glasses on a silver
tray.

Zoey stared at him desperately, not knowing
what to do! She knew what she wanted to do, of course! She wanted
to run and hide! But Cameron had told her to bring the wine! And
she couldn't even tell that to Michael since she couldn't
speak!

She stared down at her bare breasts, held up
and out so invitingly in the gold frames, and her gold rings
dangling freely from her nipples and felt another squirming rush of
embarrassment!

“What are you looking for?” Michael asked
over his shoulder. “It's not time for dinner quite yet.”

She stared at him, not answer, of course. He
looked up and frowned, and she gulped and moved forward, then
pointed at the wine and at herself.

He looked at her doubtfully, then frowned
again. “You had better do it properly,” he said in a warning voice.
“You know what I showed you. I expect you to present the wine as I
showed you and then pour for the gentlemen. Remember that since
you're pouring wine you don't kneel. Set the tray on the side
table, place a glass in front of each man and then pour.”

Zoey braced herself, her pulse quickening,
her face still hot, and then took the tray and turned to carry it
back out into the great room.

So they saw her practically naked, so what!?
Others had seen worse in the last couple of days, after all!

She carried the tray back to the great room,
where the men were now sitting at one of the conversation
nooks.

“... learning the trade, so to speak,”
Cameron was saying.

He went silent and the three looked at her
as she carried the tray closer. The older men looked at her with
considerable interest and amusement.

“Wish I could get one of those for my wife,”
one of them said.

“I don't think your wife would look quite as
presentable,” said the other.

The first man laughed. “I don't mean the
costume, I mean the gag.”

Then all three laughed.

She set the tray down carefully, heart
pounding, then carefully picked up the fine crystal glasses and set
them down in front of all three men. The two older men were staring
at her breasts, mostly, and she did her best to keep her eyes off
them as she straightened and picked up the wine.

She turned and bent, pouring for Cameron,
then turned, silently, of course, and poured for first one man.

“What happens if she spills it?” he asked in
amusement.

“Then she'd probably get a sound spanking or
strapping,” Cameron said.

The man smiled. “I wouldn't mind doing that
to my wife a time or two either,” he said.

“Your wife is bigger than you are,” the
other man said. “She'd spank you.”

“Up yours, Donovan.”

Zoey poured for both men and then set the
bottle back on the tray.

“Kneel in the corner, slave,” Cameron said
casually, pointing.

Flushing, Zoey moved to the near corner and
knelt – as Michael had taught her. Fortunately, though her knees
were spread wide the chiffon was gathered before her, as was the
plate. Her breasts, of course, were still naked.

She wasn't sure what to do with her hands
since they'd been bound before, so clasped them behind her
back.

“I envy your ability to get away with stuff
like this, Blake,” one of the men said.

“What's to get away with? I'm not doing
anything illegal or even immoral, really, though I'm sure most
churches would disagree.”

“Yes, as am I.”

“I pay her well. She's not here against her
will. If I choose to have an er, assistant playing the role of a
slave girl, who is to object?”

“Certainly not I,” said the second man.

“Going to bring her on the road with
you?”

“Certainly, though of course, that is not an
outfit she would wear outside.”

“Would tend to attract some attention.”

“That girl would attract attention if she
was in a burlap sack,” said the other.

Zoey felt a little rush of pleasure at the
compliment.

“That's her uhm, inside costume,” Cameron
said. “I'll find something less controversial for her to wear when
we go traveling.”

“As long as she still takes it off on
command, you mean?” one of the men said in amusement.

“Well, that goes without saying.”

All three chuckled, and Zoey flushed a
little.

“You'll make every man jealous.”

“Well, having her accompany can't help but
add to my... reputation, as you know.”

“No, I suppose not. You should have a blonde
slave girl too. The Indians and Asians are crazy for blondes.”

Cameron shrugged. “She's very fair-skinned.
I can have her hair dyed.”

“At least there's no hair between her legs
to give the lie to the color on her head,” one of them said.

The three laughed at that and she flushed
anew. Clearly the chiffon hadn't altogether hidden what was between
her legs from their staring eyes!

“In fact, now that you bring it up, Jeremy,”
Cameron said, “It strikes me she might have an interesting effect
on Naidu if she were dressed like this and serving our wine.”

“Naidu? He's an incredible hypocrite,” the
one named Jeremy said. “Such a dedicated Hindu in public, but in
private he's a venal, corrupt lech.”

“You think my slave girl might cause him to
be distracted?” Cameron asked with a grin.

“To say the least!”

“I think all the blood would be going to his
other head,” the other man said.

“And he's not that smart to begin with,”
added Jeremy.

“What do you say, Slave girl? Want to go to
India?” Cameron said.

Zoey stared at him, not sure what she ought
to do. Should she nod her head!?

“The good thing about having a slave girl is
you don't have to ask her,” Jeremy said.

Again the three chuckled.

“And she can't talk with that in her mouth
anyway. God, the perfect woman!”

One of the men left, leaving the other,
Jeremy, and he licked his lips as he looked at her.

“She's a lovely little slave,” Cameron
said.

“Oh yes. I imagine her skin is as soft as
can be.”

Cameron snapped his fingers at her, then
pointed at the man, and she felt a lurch inside, but she stood up
and walked over to stand beside his chair, feeling her chest
tightening.

“Knees,” Cameraon said.

Zoey knelt, heart beating faster.

“Feel how soft her breasts are,” Cameron
invited.

The man gulped, then leaned forward and
reached out with his hand. At first, his fingers stroked her skin
tentatively, but when she made no objection his hand began to
caress her breasts more freely.

“Wonderful!” he said.

“She's very exciting,” Cameron said. “Slave
girl, you've excited the gentleman. I want you to relieve him of
that tension.”

Zoey felt another jolt inside, her chest
tight. This was outrageous! It was outrageous he was even making
her show off her virtually naked body to this man let alone let him
touch her! Let alone – !

But there was something darkly thrilling
about this whole sexual game, and she felt herself thrumming
hungrily between the legs. Her nipples were very hard, and her
breasts felt hot and swollen as the man ran his hands over
them!

And given what she'd done last night, well,
it wasn't that outrageous, she supposed.

She leaned forward, reaching for Jeremy's
zipper, then undid it as he gasped and looked down at her. She
undid his belt, opened his trousers, then reached in and pulled his
erection out of his underwear, leaning and starting to lick
them.

The thing which really got to her was now
incredibly aroused he was. He was almost shaking with his
excitement. That did something thrilling to her ego, to that
thought of herself as a hot, desirable sexual nymphet. She began to
feel not only aroused herself, but cocky and proud as she began to
mouth him.

She bobbed up and down, sucking him as he
groaned low in his throat, and then, filled with anticipation at
how he'd react, slid her lips all the way down to swallow him
whole! He gasped loudly, of course, then cursed, his hands coming
down on the top of her head! Then within seconds he started to buck
up into her mouth, thrusting frantically as he came!

And then she went and knelt in the corner
like a good slave girl.

But inside her mind was spinning and she was
feeling a breathless sense of heat even while fighting against a
sense of indignation that Cameron had simply offered her like that,
shame at her sluttiness, and uneasiness about where this was
leading.

The arousal, though, was more powerful than
the others. She felt cocky and arrogant, almost like she should
swagger if she were to walk, at how hot men thought her, at how
wild she could drive them. She was still only nineteen and
relatively inexperienced sexually – apart from what Cameron had
done to her.

What were the coming days and weeks going to
teach her, she wondered!? And how much of her time was going to be
as a personal assistant and how much as Cameron's hot little sex
slave!?

She knew one thing, either way it was going
to be a lot more exciting, not to mention rewarding a life than
living in her crummy apartment and taking odd jobs.
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		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



