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You know how they say if a deal is too good
to be true it probably is? Well, this deal was too good to be true.
But stupid me, instead of considering why it was so good, simply
congratulated myself on my good luck and jumped at it.

I didn't have any suspicions at all. I was
that naive.

Which is a bit odd because I didn't consider
myself to be naive, to be an inexperienced princess like most of
the girls here.

Princeton is an ivy league collage, after
all. You don't get in without having a lot of money, and usually
family connections, too. I had neither. But I was smart, and I had
great marks, and so I was able to get a partial scholarship. The
scholarship paid for my tuition and books. The rest was up to
me.

That meant I had to pay for my room, board
and transportation – and everything else. The dean of students made
that very clear. She was a very direct woman; one of those very
precise, straight-backed Asians who did everything in a steady,
machine-like way. She was very businesslike, and not inclined
towards chattiness or feigning friendliness.

“How do you intend to earn your keep?” she
asked.

“Uhm, well, I guess I'll get a job of some
kind,” I replied.

She frowned with disapproval.

“Ms. Cooper,” she said firmly. “You should be
aware that you are hardly alone in looking for part-time work while
studying at Princeton. Such jobs are in very high demand and very
low supply. Particularly those paying above minimum wage and most
particularly for those with a resume which, from reading your
history, will be quite spartan.”

“I'm sure I'll find something,” I said,
trying to exude more confidence.

And I was fairly confident I would. I mean,
it's not like I hadn't been working part-time for years while in
high school. And, to be honest, I guess I kind of took for granted
that I would be given a certain... preference in hiring. I don't
want to sound vain, but I'm an attractive blonde.

Does that sound narcissistic? I don't mean
to, but it's not like I don't see myself in mirrors and it's not
like people haven't been telling me how cute I was since I was four
– and how sexy I was since fourteen. What am I supposed to say?
That I'm ugly?

Yes, I know that being attractive opens doors
in a lot of places. Even at school, when I showed up anywhere
everyone was happy to see me – except some of the ugly girls. I'm
five feet ten and have a body which is the product of my current
part-time job teaching physical fitness.

Yes, I'm very toned and trim, and most of the
fat on me is in my breasts, which look amazing in a leotard,
believe me.

“Housing costs are quite high, especially
close to the university,” she continued in that firm, clipped
voice. “And you have left things too late to even apply for student
housing.”

“Uhm, sorry,” I said.

I hadn't intended coming here this week. In
fact, the letter of acceptance had gotten lost somewhere under my
roommate's recipes and I hadn't even opened it until it was almost
too late to accept.

“How many hours per week do you believe you
would be able to work and still undertake your studies
properly?”

“I... hadn't thought about it,” I said.

“Think about it,” she ordered.

“Well, I've had part-time jobs before, during
school. I mean, I could certainly work on weekends and Friday
evenings.”

“So twenty hours per week,
approximately.”

“Something like that I guess.”

“I have a proposal,” she said.

I looked at her in surprise.

She interlaced her fingers as she gave me a
direct look.

“I have a large house just outside the
university borders. I live there with my husband, son and daughter.
They are students here, and busy. My husband is an attorney, and
also very busy. I, am very busy.

“It is a large house with large grounds, and
several spare rooms. I would be willing to provide you with room
and board in exchange for you doing household chores; mainly
cleaning, laundry and the like. Not cooking. I enjoy cooking.”

“Uhm, gee, that sounds... generous!” I said
in undisguised enthusiasm.

She did not share my enthusiasm.

“I recognize that you will need to go to your
courses, and to study and do assignments. However, I will expect
the quality of the work you do for me to be high. A desultory wipe
of the floor is not up to my expectations. I want a floor you could
eat off of. Do you understand?”

“Sure!” I said.

Little did I suspect!

She gave me the address.

“Do you have a vehicle?”

“Uhm, no.”

She pursed her lips. There is no public
transportation in that area of town,” she said. “However, it is not
a large town, and you appear to be a healthy young woman. You
should have no difficulty walking. There is also a free bus which
loops around town during commuting hours.”

It all sounded so perfect! What luck I'd had!
And for once, I had no suspicion it was because of my looks. Ms.
Lee was twice my age, had kids my age, and was such a, well, stern
and unsmiling woman I certainly wouldn't think she'd offer a job to
me because I was a tall and good looking blonde.

Again. Naive.

*

Princeton is a town, not a city, in New
Jersey. But it's within easy commuting distance of the city of
Trenton. It has narrow, winding roads which are heavily treed. In
fact, sometimes its hard to see much of the houses because many are
set back on large lots behind those big trees and bushes.

Away from campus, it's quiet and peaceful,
and most of the houses are tidy, large, and old, made of stone or
brickwork. It was so unlike the place I grew up, an apartment in
Pittsburgh, that it was practically another world.

My apartment, the one I grew up in, was a
condo, so it wasn't exactly a bad neighborhood, but the amount of
greenery anywhere nearby was pretty small and patchy. The one I
moved into with my friend Bethany was worse, and it made me a bit
nervous every time I got into an elevator and guys would look at me
like they wanted to attack me and tear my clothes off.

These were streets where you could relax and
just stroll, not worry about a group of men grabbing you or
harassing you.

And believe me, I've had a lot of harassment
in my life. A slender body and a thirty-eight D chest will do that
for you. Blonde just goes on top of that. I've been ogled and
leered at and had obscene suggestions and whistles tossed my way
since I was fifteen. And it really doesn't matter what I wear
either.

Boys and men have been trying to seduce me,
pouring out every possible line to convince me to part with my
clothing and let them do what they want for as long as I can
remember. It gets a bit … tiring. Trying to sort out who might be
honestly interested in me as opposed to my breasts and body is
never easy, even with experience.

Men gained experience with age too, after
all.

The advantage of being welcome wherever I go,
and being hired ahead of others was nice, but didn't entirely
offset the harassment. I had been wearily expecting to get some
sort of waitress or bar hostess job, because if I smiled and wore
something a little low cut – with a short skit – I got really nice
tips.

The thought of working in a nice family
atmosphere was something of a relief.

This was a nice neighborhood of two and three
car garages, with big houses that boasted half a dozen bedrooms.
Few were very modern looking. The principle building material was
stone, and a lot of them looked like they'd been built a century or
more ago. I was going to enjoy living here, and even enjoy the walk
– except maybe in winter.

I wondered if I could ski in to class. There
was such a lot of grass on either side of every road it ought to be
possible. But where would I put the skis once I got there?

I reached the address she gave me, walked up
the long driveway to the path that led to the big double doors,
then rang the bell, trying to quell a certain level of anxiety
about what the job might involve and my reception.

I mean, Ms. Lee had not struck me as a
particularly warm and friendly woman. Still, I didn't have to be
friends with my boss.

It was a man who opened the door, though, and
what a hot looking man! He was tall, for an Asian man, about my
height, maybe a bit more, with full dark hair, very piercing eyes,
and full lips. He looked whoa-hot, but also had that inscrutable
Asian look, that looked like he was suspicious of you.

“Uhm, hi,” I said. “My name is – .”

“Come in,” he said, backing up.

I pursed my lips and stepped inside a wide
lobby with a staircase which went up the right wall and a long,
wide, and meticulously clean tile floor heading along it towards
the kitchen behind. There was a living room to the left, with big
french doors, and the hall continued to the right to a bathroom,
then went around the stairs.

“Come with me,” he said abruptly.

I shrugged. Not very friendly, but still hot,
and somewhat intimidating. He was wearing a dark suit, a very
expensive dark suit, and it fit him really, really well. He had
broad shoulders and moved very athletically.

We turned right, went past the bathroom, and
past a closed door to where a doorway gave onto a kind of library,
well, a study with bookshelves. It had a desk, which faced a pair
of French doors giving out onto a garden, and he sat down at it,
then spun his chair to look at me.

He had not invited me to sit down, and there
were no chairs close to where he sat.

“Have you ever cleaned before?” he asked.

“Uhm, well, of course,” I said.

“Have you ever cleaned a house for others
before? For pay?”

“No.”

“The standards when your job is to clean are
higher, you know, than if you're simply cleaning your own
apartment.”

“Cleaning is cleaning,” I said.

He snorted in disagreement. “My wife is a
demanding woman. We have a cleaning woman who comes in several
times a week but she is dissatisfied. Yet she lacks the time to do
her own cleaning. She calls the woman up several times a week to
point out some deficiency in her cleaning. You can expect to have
your deficiencies pointed out to you in person.”

“Uhm....”

“However, the ultimate judge of your work
will be me. Let us not mince words. In an Asian house, the man is
ultimately in charge. I realize this goes against western concepts
but it is no less true. My wife is a strong-willed woman but she is
still a product of that culture, as am I. If you are unhappy with
my wife's decision you may appeal to me. If you feel her discipline
is unfair, you may appeal to me.”

He noticed my widening eyes and snorted.

“Oh yes. Asian culture is quite disciplined.
You will, no doubt, become much more closely cognizant of this fact
as you observe how my children behave. Their homework, projects and
studying habits must satisfy me and my wife before their
teachers.

“Their behavior, dress and language also must
live up to our requirements. You are not Asian and not one of my
wife's children but you are of an age and she will feel a
responsibility in the absence of your parents to ensure you do both
your work and your schoolwork up to a high standard.”

That made me uncertain. I didn't need some
Asian woman nagging me and demanding to see my homework!

“I'm sure it will be... annoying at times.
However, you may appeal to me, and the end result will be that you
will get better marks. Be sure of it. Come.”

He rose and walked around his desk to the
French door and I followed as he opened them and walked out into
the garden.

It was... quite a garden! And past it was a
long, wide yard with tall hedges on three sides. In the middle of
that was an enormous pool with interlock stones on all four sides,
a diving board at the far end, and white roman columns eight feet
high set at intervals alongside.

“You will have access to the pool most of the
time,” he said. “Unless I or my wife are holding a party of some
kind. I believe strongly in physical fitness. As does my wife. I
understand you have worked in physical fitness.”

“Yes,” I said as he opened another French
door further along the wall.

This led to a beautiful dining room with a
big wooden table that would seat ten. To the right was a huge
kitchen with miles of counter and cabinets, and a big island in the
middle.

“This is my wife's domain,” he said. “You can
be assured she will do the cooking, rinse off the dishes, pots and
utensils, and put them into the dishwasher, as well as wiping down
the counters. Your job will be cleaning the floor, and then doing a
more thoroughly cleaning of the counters later.”

That certainly sounded easy enough.

He led me through the family room, with a
soft blue carpet, big wall-screen, and comfortable leather sofa and
chairs, then the front room, which was more ascetic, with
wood-grain floors and less comfortable looking, very square chairs
and sofa.

“The floors must be scrubbed once a week, but
wetted down every day,” he said. “You need only use hot water and a
sponge mop.

I frowned at that. Every day? Well, if it was
just wetting down it wouldn't take more than a couple of minutes
per room, probably. He led me upstairs and showed me the bedrooms,
telling me what I'd need to do in each. Mostly that consisted of
vacuuming the carpets and doing the floors.

Of course, I'd have to completely clean the
master bathroom and the family bathroom once a week. And I'd have
to do a 'wipe down' every day. Again, I was a bit wary. But it
shouldn't take a lot of time to wipe down a couple of
bathrooms.

The bedrooms were large and comfortable. The
master bedroom in particular was huge! As was the attached bathroom
and walk-in closet. There were two other occupied bedrooms. One for
their son and daughter. Another was empty, and it would be mine. It
was the largest bedroom on the floor aside from the master, had a
really beautiful view into the back yard, and a small attached
bathroom!

Score!

The four poster bed was nice, and the
furniture a bit old fashioned, but it had a table I could use as a
desk for my homework, and a closet and dresser which would easily
accommodate whatever clothes I brought.

“This will be your room, but do not expect my
wife to fail to inspect it for cleanliness and tidiness,” he
warned. “She is not a western mother who will ignore your clothes
being throw on the floor or onto furniture. If they are clean they
must be hung up or put away. If dirty they must be in the
hamper.”

I nodded, looking around admiringly and I
missed him turning to look at me. When I turned my head back I saw
those piercing eyes again, and felt this strange little breathiness
at the look. It wasn't... lust or anything like that. I mean, I'd
been seeing those looks for years. It was just a very intent
look like his eyes were boring into my soul.

It was.. intimidating, frankly. He was an
intimidating man, big and with a thick chest, moving quickly,
speaking firmly, in that suit of his. He wasn't a guy you said no
to very easily!

Which was, to be honest, kind of a turn-on. I
mean, he was a very attractive man with the kind of commanding
personality that made things pulse down low on a girl, even if he
was twice my age.

“Have you ever considered the martial
arts?”

I looked at him in surprise. “Uhm, no.”

“Why? They help tone your body, add grace,
and confidence, and can be useful if someone threatens you. I am a
black belt in Kung Fu myself, and practice regularly. My wife, son
and daughter are also black belts, though of a lesser dan.”

He took my wrist suddenly, startling me, and
raised my arm up, bending it.

“Make a fist,” he ordered.

Such was his... presence... I guess you'd
say, that I didn't consider saying no.

“You have good muscular development,” he said
approvingly, running his other hand over my bicep and squeezing
it.

His hand was soft and warm against my skin
and I felt that flutter again.

Then his hand dropped my arm and abruptly,
pressed flat against my belly.

“Tighten your stomach muscles,” he
ordered.

I felt that flutter again, as his fingers
pushed lightly into my stomach and then lower, into my abdomen. He
was well away from dangerous territory, but I was wearing only a
t-shirt, and my jeans were low on my hips. My t-shirt was not
tucked in, and the bottom was almost level with my belt. So his
hand pushed up and rubbed, half of it, and then all of it was on my
bare skin!

“Good,” he said. “Very good for a girl who is
not involved in training. What exercise do you do?”

“Uhm...”

He took his hand back, which let me focus
again, and I tried to explain what my exercise routine was at the
gym in Pittsburgh.

“You do not need machines to exercise your
muscles,” he said, breaking into my explanation.”

He jerked his head abruptly and led me
further up the hall, then up a flight of stairs to the attic.

The attic had been renovated some time
recently. It had high, angled walls which were clearly the roof of
the house as they met together above. They had been painted white.
The windows at either end had been greatly enlarged, and there were
skylights along the walls/roof so that the single room was very
brightly lit.

The floor was highly polished oak, with
several mats placed along it. Weights and other objects were neatly
racked. A punching bag hung from a chain which went up to a
crossbeam. Further along were a pair of rings hanging on cords. I'd
seen male gymnasts use them on TV. There was also a chin-up bar,
and then several more bars at different heights, some above my
head, some at waist height.

“You may exercise here,” he said. “I exercise
every Saturday morning. My wife and children also regularly
exercise here. They will be happy to demonstrate exercises.”

He looked at me with those smoldering eyes
again, then, for the first, time, looked down at my chest. I'd seen
men's eyes go to my chest for many years, but usually either
furtively, or smirkingly. He simply looked down quite calmly, as if
studying them briefly, before raising his eyes to mine again.

“You should particularly do chest exercises
to help support your bust,” he said, matter of factly. “My daughter
should show you the ones she does. She is not as large as you but I
have taught her to anticipate the future. Being youthful does not
last, nor does the firmness of youthful bodies. Exercise can
greatly help there.”

It was embarrassing to have a strange man
talking like this, but not horribly so. I mean, he was so clearly
and casually talking about exercise, and I knew he was completely
right, that it was hard to take offense. But at the same time that
this really hot, strongly built and commanding man was talking
about my breasts – even indirectly – made me feel that flutter down
low again.

“I uhm, I have been doing them,” I gulped,
blushing a bit.

He gave the same sort of short, quick nod I'd
seen his wife do.

“Good. Society values beauty. And beauty
lasts longer if it is nourished and protected.”

Whoa, I thought. He showed no actual sexual
interest in me but I couldn't exactly say I had none in him. And
that was really rare for me with a guy so old. But then I imagined
what his wife would do to me and felt a twinge of regret. Not that
I would do anything with a married man, of course, but I like to
fantasize as much as the next girl.

Maybe more.

I moved in a few days later, not long before
school started. It was at that time I met their kids, who had been
away at math camp and computer camp. Does that sound cliched or
what? The daughter was named Ming. She was small and delicate
looking, smaller even than her mother. She too had long dark hair
parted in the middle, and a slender, trim body.

She had the same sort of attitude as her
mother, though. Very straight backed, with a very unemotional look
to her dark eyes. She didn't look either friendly or unfriendly.
She looked at my breasts fairly obviously and disapprovingly but
said nothing.

The son's name was Jian. He was as dreamy
looking as his father. He wasn't quite as tall, but his face was
less... rugged, I guess you'd say, and showed more the rounded
cuteness of Mrs. Lee. He had the same full lips as his father,
though, and thicker hair. His look was less direct and more hungry,
the kind I'd seen in guys my age so often.

Mrs. Lee then walked me around the house,
very firmly explaining what she wanted done and that she had high
standards and valued discipline. She didn't say it but she gave the
pretty strong impression she didn't think I'd be very disciplined,
that non-Chinese kids lacked discipline and respect in the way they
were brought up.

Which, let's face it, was kind of hard to
argue. I mean, compared to Asian kids I'd known in high school,
most White kids weren't all that devoted to work and studies. I
didn't think that was a bad thing, though. I thought Asian kids got
pushed too hard and didn't have much time to have fun.

And life is more about enjoying yourself than
anything else. Otherwise what's the point?

So no sooner had I moved in when I was set to
work. Mr. Lee retreated mostly to his den to do whatever it was
lawyers did, and it didn't surprise me that the Lee kids went to
their rooms to study. Mrs. Lee set herself the job of being
taskmistress to me. Which was a bit annoying, a bit frustrating,
and too stressful.

I mean, a quick swipe with the mop was not
acceptable. You had to scrub. Even if there was no soap and you
were just wiping it down. And she had a little brush which I had to
use first, getting down on my hands and knees to run it along the
baseboards to make sure any little grit or dirt there got pulled
out first.

I kept reminding myself this was a job and it
wasn't supposed to be fun or easy. This was not my house. It was my
place of employment. And my time was hers to do with as she chose.
Besides, if you clean a place well then you can kind of coast – or
so I thought.

I was sweating, though, by the time I
finished, and well in need of a shower before bedtime. The bathroom
attached to my bedroom didn't have a tub, but it did have a glass
shower, which was fine with me. I let the water pour over me and
reached up to pull back my hair, sighing in relief at the steamy
heat washing over me.

I had brought my own soap, shampoo and the
like, and debated whether to wash my hair before deciding to go
ahead. I like my hair straight, but with a little wave in it in
front, which mostly means I have to do it in the morning anyway.
But I felt like I had to get clean before bed.

I lathered up my hair and then stepped under
the shower-head to let the water wash it off, and it was only after
I stepped back and ran my hands over my face that I opened my eyes
and noticed I wasn't alone in the bathroom.

I squealed in shock, instinctively clamping
my thighs together and trying to cover myself with my hands before
I realized it was Ming. That made it... well, better, but still
embarrassing.

“What... how did you get in!?” I
exclaimed.

She just gave me that flat, level look. She
didn't seem either embarrassed or amused at my nudity and
reaction.

“Mother says to remind you that privately
owned houses pay for the water they use, and that you should
conserve water,” she replied.

I stared at her, open mouthed.

She sniffed and turned to go, but halted and
turned back.

“You have enormous breasts,” she said.

I stared at her.

“Don't they make it hard to walk?”

“No!” I snapped.

She turned and left.

“And they're not enormous either!”

I glared at the door, which she had left
open! There was nothing for it but to turn off the water, and then
slide the shower door open, step out, and close the door again,
locking it.

Of course, the lock hadn't kept Ming out! So
what if her brother decided to come and look at my 'enormous
breasts'!?

I stepped back into the shower and had a much
quicker, less relaxing shower than I had planned, with my eye
always on the door.
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My breasts are not enormous! Yes, I'm a 38-D,
but I'm also five feet ten, so while they're... noticeable, they're
not greatly disproportional to my body.

They are, though, both a source of constant
irritation and pride. I'm proud of how I look naked. I'm sorry if
that sounds vain, but that's just the way it is. How could I not
be? All of our culture congratulates girls on looking hot and sexy.
Am I supposed to not notice what I look like in comparison to all
the models and porn stars and stuff?

My breasts are large, very well-defined, very
round, and very firm. In fact, my first interest in physical
fitness came because of my breasts, because as they grew larger I
was wary of them bouncing and getting saggy. I was determined to
put that off as long as possible. Society, our culture, said girls
with saggy breasts weren't sexy. I wanted to be sexy. Every girl
wants to be sexy!

My biggest problem in working in the world of
physical fitness, though, was once again my breasts. They're
noticeable in anything I wear but, as you can imagine, even more
noticeable in a skintight leotard, and no matter what I wear they
tend to move as I move, so I have to be careful of what exercises I
do – at least in front of others.

Now that I was going to college, to Princeton
no less, I wanted to be seen as an intelligent, studious girl, and
not some sexy blonde. I had several expensive (to me) bras
specifically designed to minimize the apparent size of my chest.
They were called 'minimizer' bras, and they reduced the look by a
full cup.

That didn't make me look flat, by any means,
but at least I was less … noticeable.

I wore a relatively loose blouse, and then a
long vest over that, with jeans. I thought I looked cute, with my
hair dangling past my shoulders. I considered wearing some sort of
plain glass glasses to give me a more intelligent look, but decided
that would be too much effort.

I wore flat heeled shoes, of course, or would
once I got to the campus. I put them in my bag, and wore tennis
shoes for the walk.

Mrs. Lee, however, halted me before I could
get away.

“Breakfast,” she said sternly.

“I don't eat break – .”

“You eat breakfast. It is necessary for
performing well at school.”

Her tone did not allow argument, so I
reluctantly sat down at the table to eat a boiled egg, a bit of
ham, and a bun with milk while she harassed me to eat more, her son
grinned at me and tried to flirt, and her daughter was silent,
focused on eating.

Jian then grabbed his bike and took off. That
was an idea, I thought to myself. Eventually the snow would make it
impossible, but that wouldn't likely be before late December.
Unfortunately, it meant I had to walk to campus with Ming, and I
was still a bit uncomfortable about her seeing me naked.

Which was stupid, I know. I mean, she was a
girl and all. My main worry was I would have to slow down since she
was like nine inches shorter than me, but her small legs moved very
briskly and at first she was quiet, which I felt was awkward. And
when she finally spoke it was even more awkward.

“Have you had sex with many boys?”

I gaped at her again.

“No!”

She shrugged.

“I hear that blondes have sex a lot.”

“Well they don't,” I said in annoyance. “I
mean, some do, I suppose. So do some brunettes and redheads.”

“Don't girls dye their hair so they can have
more fun?”

“Some do. Mine is natural,” I said.

“And you have enormous breasts. Girls with
blonde hair and enormous breasts are said to be highly sexual.”

“Where are you getting this shit?!”

I was torn between wondering if she was
trying to be insulting and wondering if she was just ignorant since
she'd spent most of her life in her room studying instead of going
out anywhere.

“Do you not go on dates?”

She looked at me coolly. “Chinese girls study
hard to get good marks.”

“Yeah, but you still must date.”

“Only when it does not interfere with studies
or work.”

“So you're like, a virgin?”

I was getting a little invasive but hell, she
had started it.

“Of course. Chinese girls do not sleep
around.”

“I bet some do. Anyway, I don't sleep around
either.”

“But you are not a virgin,” she said.

She said it with certainty, which was
annoying again, even if, let's face facts here, it was true.

“Most girls my age are not virgins,” I
said.

She nodded. “Chinese girls are more modest in
their behavior and appearance.”

Which was undeniable. I rarely saw any Asian
girls with their tits hanging out if you know what I mean – those
that had tits.

“Chinese men expect their wives to be virgins
when they marry.”

I made a face. “And are Chinese men supposed
to be virgins when they marry?”

“Supposed to be, but often are not.”

I snorted in disdain.

“It is not considered as important.”

“I wonder who makes those rules. Men, I
bet.”

She was silent as we continued our brisk walk
along quiet, heavily treed streets.

“Do you... take a man's penis into your
mouth?”

I was still unsure if she was mocking me, but
I was leaning towards her simply being... ignorant and isolated.
Jeez, was this what it was like to be Chinese?

“Oral sex is considered by many to not really
be sex,” I said. “I mean, not as sexual as uh, actual sex. Almost
everybody does it.”

“It seems very unhygienic.”

I laughed. I couldn't help it.

“Can you actually allow a man's penis into
your throat without choking?”

“Jeeze, Ming, do you not even look at the
internet?!” I demanded, blushing a little.

“The internet is an important source of
information.”

“And including about sex.”

“Our parents have filters on our internet and
watch carefully to see what we look at.”

Which did not surprise me in the
slightest.

“It's called deep throating. Some girls can
manage it. It's ah uhm, mental trick, mostly.”

“And as a blonde do you do it better than
other girls?”

I frowned at her suspiciously.

“Your hair color doesn't have any affect on
how well you perform oral sex.”

“But you do it well, yes?”

“Well... I... am... okay, I guess,” I said
reluctantly.

I am, in fact, fucking great at it, even if I
do say so myself. But I was a bit worried she'd ask me to show her.
And I barely knew the girl! On the other hand, I didn't know any
other girls in the entire state. So maybe it wouldn't be a bad idea
to befriend one, especially if she was living in the same house as
me.

She was full of stupid questions, though.
Like, did I think blondes had a higher sexual appetite than others,
and did I think blondes felt more physical pleasure than other
girls. How would I even know the answer to either of those
questions?!

Do I masturbate!? What a question to ask.

“Do you!?” I demanded.

“Sometimes. But I do not penetrate myself,”
she replied calmly and without embarrassment.

I rolled my eyes.

“I suppose since you are not a virgin you can
penetrate yourself. Do you have a dildo?”

“Ming, this is kind of personal talk, you
know? I mean, I just met you.”

It was a relief to part ways as she went to
the Computer Engineering building and I continued on to where I
would take Environmental Studies courses. Once there I found a
class which was about seventy percent female, and very earnest and
interested in the subject matter. It was really great!

And since my course calendar wasn't the same
as Ming I didn't have to walk home with her! That was great
too!

Unfortunately, once I got home I still had to
work. I had cleaned just yesterday, but Mrs. Lee was a freak about
cleanliness. I changed, got on all fours, used the brush, then did
a quicker mopping than I had the other day. Much quicker.

I cleaned the counters in the kitchen, as
well as the kitchen table, then did the bathrooms, though they all
looked incredibly clean to me. Without Mrs. Lee leaning over my
shoulders it all went way faster and I had much of it done before
she came home.

“You are not wearing your uniform,” she
said.

I blanked on that.

“What uniform?”

She tasked in irritation. “Did my husband not
give it to you?”

She went off in a huff and then returned
with, I swear, a black and white maid uniform.

“Wear this. We bought it for other girl but
it should fit you well enough.”

“Uh, this looks too small for me,” I said
uncertainly.

“You are not in fashion show,” she said in
annoyance.

“But why do I have to wear a maid
uniform?

“Because that is what maids do and you are a
maid,” she said with a scowl.

“Well... uhm.”

I guess I hadn't really thought of myself as
a maid, though I suppose that wasn't far off.

“You like to get your own clothes sweaty and
dirty?” she demanded.

“Well, no... but I really don't think this
will fit.”

“Try it,” she ordered.

I made a face, went to my room and shook out
the dress. A few other objects tumbled to the floor. That included
a pair of white stockings, a sort of black collar with white bow
tie across the front, and white and black cuffs for my wrists. It
was ridiculous!

The dress was mainly black, but had a lot of
lace. It was a square collared dress, with white lace all around
the trim. The short sleeves were puffy, again with light lace at
the ends. There was what was meant to look like thick white ties
criss-crossed down the front, but they weren't real, just
decorative, with more lace trim bordering that, and then very thick
lace along the pleated hem.

As soon as I pulled it on I knew that I was
both taller and bustier than whoever had worn it before. The hem
was most of the way up my thighs, as short as club dresses I'd wear
to dance. And my breasts pushed out against the front, which left
noticeable cleavage. It wasn't slutty cleavage, and I'd worn lots
more revealing tops to clubs, but it was certainly noticeable!

I shrugged, pulled on the white stockings,
found a pair of shoes I could wear with them, which were heels,
unfortunately, and then put on the fabric collar thing with the bow
tie and the silly black and white lace cuffs.

I looked at my mirror doubtfully. I looked
more like a girl in a sexy maid costume on Halloween than an actual
maid. I wouldn't have minded wearing it to a party, but it seemed
silly to wear it just to scrub the floors around the house. I
wasn't going to argue with Mrs. Lee, though.

I went downstairs and she inspected it
closely, frowning.

“I'm taller than the girl who had it before,”
I said.

She sniffed, reaching out and tugging a bit
on the hem, which refused to go lower. Her fingers then went up to
the collar and slid into it to see if she could tug that up a bit
more. That failed too, and I felt a little twinge as her fingers
slipped inside and touched my breasts. Okay, it was just the back
of her fingers, but still.

Personal space, lady!

I had heard that the Asians weren't much on
personal space, though. Small wonder if a billion of them lived
over there.

“This will do. I do not wish to pay money for
a new uniform.”

So there was nothing for it but to continue
in the goofy maid uniform. The problem with that was obvious given
whenever I bent over I flashed both whoever was behind me and
whoever was in front of me.

Fortunately, that was mostly no one. Jian
looked at me with wide eyes when he came home, then grinned in
delight while I fought not to blush too much. Ming just looked at
me. Mr. Lee looked at me in the same way as always, though I felt a
flush at his eyes. He was awfully hot, after all.

Then I was mostly in empty rooms, at least
until Jian caught me in the main bathroom, bending over the sink to
clean the mirror and grabbed my ass.

I squeaked and twisted away as he grinned
boyishly.

“I couldn't resist,” he said. “You have a
great ass.”

“And it's mine! So don't touch it again
without permission!” I exclaimed.

He winked. “Will you give me permission?
Pretty please? Some day?”

“I.. doubt it,” I said, sniffing, and turning
back to the mirror.

“Maybe if I'm really nice?” he asked, giving
me puppy dog eyes.

“And polite,” I said. “And probably not then
either.”

“Oh come on, beautiful Kristin! Take pity on
me!”

“For what?”

“For having the most gorgeous girl in the
world under my roof and having to pretend that I don't notice how
beautiful and sexy she is!”

I snorted, though I can't say I was
displeased.

“You can look but don't touch.”

“You can look at me whenever you want!” he
said. “I have a studly body, don't I?”

He flexed and I snorted in amusement.

“I've seen worse,” I said.

“You should see me exercise!”

“Maybe sometime.”

“So mom is making you wear that goofy maid
uniform, huh?”

“I'm afraid so.”

“You look hot in it, though.”

“I'm glad you think so.”

“I think you'd look hot in anything – or
nothing. You'd especially look hot in nothing.”

“Keep dreaming,” I said.

Mrs. Lee showed up then, with a burst of
rapid-fire Chinese directed at her son. He nodded and turned to go
and she smacked him on the ass to send him on faster, which was a
bit surprising to me. I mean, my parents hadn't been much into
slapping us even when we were younger. They certainly hadn't done
it since we'd become teenagers.

But then she slapped my ass too! And it
stung!

“Back to work you! There is much to do! No
time for chatting or gossip!”

She turned and left and I glared at her. What
an annoying woman!

I finished up the bathroom, then was done, or
so I thought. She had me do some laundry too. I grumbled silently,
starting to wonder how much time this was going to take. It was
supposed to be about twenty hours a week and I was keeping
track!

I carried the laundry downstairs. The laundry
room was here, as was a room with a pool table and table tennis,
and a big screen TV with video games attached. I was surprised to
find Ming there playing a video game since I'd assumed she was in
her room studying. I nodded and passed her by, going down the hall
to the laundry room.

I rolled my eyes a little as she came in
after me, but started doing the laundry. I was starting to think
she was going to be a pest. Though at least once I satisfied her
curiosity maybe she'd move onto something else besides sex.

“Do you kiss a lot of boys?”

“Not a lot,” I said, sorting the laundry.

“But you have kissed boys many times.”

“What's many?”

“Hundreds of times.”

“Well.. uh...”

I tried to think of how often I had kissed
someone since I'd started kissing.

“Do you mean hundreds of boys or hundreds of
times. Because I haven't kissed hundreds of boys.”

“But you have much experience with
kissing.”

“I have the same experience most girls my age
have,” I said.

Which she apparently did not. She acted like
someone years younger than me, though I knew we were the same age.
That she was nine inches shorter didn't help. It was hard to take
her seriously.

“What is the difference between a good kiss
and a bad kiss?”

I laughed. “I don't know. There's lots of
different ways it can be bad, like when a boy shoves his tongue as
deep into your mouth as he can, or if he's too wet and sloppy, or
too rough.”

“But how do YOU kiss well?”

“It's the same. Just don't do those
things.”

“So boys and girls kiss exactly the
same?”

“Pretty much.”

“Have you kissed girls before?”

“Uhm...”

“Or how would you know the difference?”

“It's the same. Trust me.”

“Show me.”

“Uh uh,” I said with a laugh.

“It will only take you a minute.”

“I have laundry to do!”

“It will only take you a minute and then I
will leave you alone.”

“Are you telling me you've never kissed
anyone?” I demanded.

“I have... occasionally... kissed boys but
not... beyond light kisses, and not... frequently.”

I snorted.

And then, I swear, she stepped into me, put
her arms around me and kissed me!

I pushed her back at first, jerking my head
away in annoyance.

“Ming! Get back!”

“Just show me!” she pleaded.

I have to admit that I felt a bit sorry for
her, in her virginal innocence, and wanted her to get lost too.
Exasperated, I let her kiss me. She wasn't very good, and I almost
laughed.

“No,” I said. “Don't be so eager.”

And then I had to kiss her to show her how
she should kiss me, and then I had to show her what to do with her
hands. That is, not to clutch me like she was afraid of falling,
but to caress my back.

And who should show up but her father!

He announced himself by clearing his throat,
and Ming leaped back with a gasp.

He looked at her with a scowl, then jerked
his head sharply. She dropped her eyes and hurried past him, then
up the stairs. I gulped and flushed as he turned those eyes on
me.

“She was just asking me to demonstrate how to
kiss!” I said hurriedly. “I mean, there was nothing sexual in it!
I'm not into girls!”

He stepped closer.

“Ming does not need to know how to kiss,” he
said coolly.

I disagreed with that but didn't say so.

“We raise our children to worry about other
things than their social lives, and to focus their energies on
their studies and not on... such things as kissing and... other
aspects of physical relationships they do not yet need to know
of.”

“She's not exactly a child,” I said.

His eyes hardened.

“Uhm, I mean she is an adult.”

“If you wish to show someone how to kiss, Ms.
Cooper, it is my preference you do so with my son.”

“I wasn't wanting to show her! She asked! And
she kissed me!”

He stepped uncomfortably close then.

“You are an experienced young woman, Ms.
Cooper,” he said. “You were raised with different standards than my
daughter. You were taught to... embrace your sexuality.”

His eyes flicked downward to my cleavage,
than back up.

“You are a lovely young woman and very
sexually desirable.”

I flushed at that.

“I'm sure any young man would be eager to
experience your... abilities.” he smiled briefly. “Any man of any
age also. But your duties at the moment, are only to clean the
house.”

His eyes hardened.

“Is that understood?”

“Yes but...”

He held his fingers up, very fast, and
pressed them against my lips!

“Understood?”

“Yes!”

He nodded and left, and I scowled after him
feeling resentful. Although, let's face it, a Chinese guy who sees
his daughter kissing another girl probably isn't going to be all
that happy. I got how it must have looked. But it wasn't my
fault!
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Although walking was good exercise, it wasn't
enough, of course. And if you get out of the habit your body will
quickly begin to lose muscle mass. I thought I would take advantage
of it being later in the evening the next day, figuring Jian and
Ming would still be studying and Mr. Lee was still in his
study.

I put on my black sports bra, and then my
gray cross-back yoga crop top and gray yoga pants over it. The door
to the attic and the exercise room was right next to mine, so I
simply walked out of my bedroom and went up the stairs.

It was very brightly lit, and very clean. I
was a little surprised I hadn't been assigned to clean it, in fact.
Not that it would require much. I looked at the punching bag
without interest, and then gave the rings a little try, pulling
myself up a bit and letting myself down.

But mostly I would use a pair of dumbbells to
do a variety of exercises, from pullovers to pull-downs to planks.
I started first on the push-ups, then used the dumbbells, laying
flat with my hands flat above my head and slowly lifting them – and
the dumbbells they held up above me, then lowering them again.

And then I was interrupted by voices on the
stairs! I gasped, sitting up, and then standing, feeling guilty for
some reason, even though Mr. Lee had given me permission to use the
gym.

It was him and his son, and he nodded at me
while Jian grinned and then looked me up and down
appreciatively.

“I uhm, was just doing some exercises,” I
said awkwardly.

He nodded. “Continue. We do not require the
entire room.”

They stood on the large mat nearest the
stairs, and clearly were getting ready for some martial arts
exercises. I hesitated, then decided to continue. I was kind of
curious anyway. So I started in on the exercises as they faced each
other, bowed like in a martial arts movie, and then started to kind
of circle each other, with their hands out.

What was startling was they started to yell –
like in those martial arts movies – and then to kick and swing at
each other really hard and fast! I gulped and moved back a little
as they jumped and rolled and lashed out at each other. I really
wasn't used to seeing such violence – even controlled practice
violence – up close!

It was awfully impressive, though!

And to be honest, they both looked very...
macho, you know, very masculine, with that careful violence giving
them both a sort of menacing air which wasn't scary but was kind
of, well... impressive.

And then Ming came up the stairs. Like the
two of them she was dressed in a martial arts outfit, and like them
she had a black belt. She watched and then her father said
something to her in Chinese that caused her to look at me, then
come over.

I sure hoped he hadn't told her to practice
with me!

“My father usually takes turns between my
brother and I,” she said as she reached me. “But he says use the
time to teach you.”

“Oh that's okay!” I said hastily. “ I mean, I
don't know anything about that stuff!”

She cocked her head a little to one side. “It
is not necessary to know in order to learn,” she said. “It is
necessary to learn in order to know.”

Which sounded impressively philosophical!

“I will show you very basic beginner
movements.”

I said okay and she had me stand in a
particular pose, then took the opposite pose, and then gripped my
wrist on one hand, and my upper arm on the other.

“The first thing you must learn when
beginning the martial arts,” she said. “Is how to fall properly.
See how I hold you? Now, hold me in the same manner.”

I shifted my hands to grip her upper arm and
wrist.

“Now pull sharply forward with your right
hand, and then down with your left. I will exaggerate what this
causes.”

I did as she told me and then she did a kind
of ballet flip that landed her flat on her back on the mat.

“See how I fall?” she said. “Prepared for the
fall, keeping my head forward, taking the weight on my buttocks and
shoulders.”

She rose and threw herself down again, and
then again, several times while I watched nonplussed. Then she had
me throw myself on the mat.

A word from Mr. Lee had her walking away from
me and joining him on the bigger mat, but then Jian came over and
winked at me.

“I have been listening,” he said.

He threw himself on the mat, then had me
throw myself on the mat again. So far this was pretty easy if hard
on my butt!

“I'm sure if someone attacks me I'll be able
to throw myself on the floor easily,” I said, joking.

“Eventually, you will throw him on the floor,
or her. Here, I will demonstrate a lessor movement.”

This time he threw me on the mat, though
slowly. And he held me as I fell so I fell even more slowly. That
had my breasts squeezed in kind of hard against his muscular chest,
which made me feel a bit squirmy, mostly because he had a really
strong chest!

He threw me over his hip, then, and Ming came
over and took over, like a tag team. He went back to his father and
Ming demonstrated the same move again. That was kind of impressive
since she was a foot shorter than him and weighed a lot less, but
she was still able to toss me easily.

And my breasts still pillowed out very firmly
against her much softer chest and smaller breasts. Also, she
followed up the move by dropping to one knee, and then, still
holding my left wrist, tugged it sharply back, which made my back
arch as I lay on my side. At the same instant she grabbed my right
ankle and jerked that up so that I was awkwardly pinned, bowed back
sharply.

“See how easy it is for a smaller person to
control a larger one?” she asked, holding me firmly in position.
“So even a larger man who attacks you can be pinned in this way
without harming him and without allowing harm to yourself.”

She released me, as I gulped in air, and had
me kneel, then moved behind me and knelt.

“It is safer while kneeling than standing as
you know nothing yet,” she said.

She slid her arms past my ribs on either
side, and inside my arms, then jerked them up sharply, bringing her
hands together behind my neck. That forced my arms up sharply and
back. And since she was much shorter than me made my back arch
sharply again.

“Now you see how I control this bigger
person,” she said.

Jian suddenly took a blow in front of me and
fell and his father yelled at him in Chinese.

Ming leaned in and whispered in my ear.

“He was distracted by looking at your
enormous breasts,” she said.

I flushed and squirmed both mentally and
physically as Jian got up and started to work with his father
again.

Then Ming fell back. The weight yanked me
back atop her, which I wouldn't have thought would be a position of
weakness, but this left her legs free, and they quickly snaked up
around me, her heels, jamming in against my thighs, and then as she
pulled back, forcing them wide, and forcing my back to arch
again.

Jian got smacked in the ribs and dropped
heavily and his father yelled at him again as I heard Ming snicker
a little beneath me.

“Stop it!” I whispered anxiously.

“Jian gets distracted easily,” she said.

She released me and I stood up, blushing
hotly as she did. But then before I could make an excuse to end it
she was replaced by Jian. That made me blush even more as he
grinned hungrily at me and continued my 'education'.

“Ming showed you what a smaller person can
do. I can show you what a bigger person can do,” he said with a
grin.

“Uh, that's okay,” I said. “Maybe I should
just – .”

He moved so fast I was already upside down
before I was aware of what he was going to do! And he was holding
me upside down with my butt practically in his face!

“Now I would fall forward atop you normally,”
he said, which would stun you.”

Instead he knelt slowly, while I gasped and
put my hands on the floor below. Then he leaned forward, lowering
me rather than throwing me onto the mat. Even so my knees and then
my hips hit the mat fairly hard, and then he came down atop me, his
weight pinning me completely!

He shifted very fast, though, and soon was
straddling my back and gripping my legs, pulling them up and back
so that only my chest was on the mat and the rest was being held in
the air by him!

“You see how helpless you are?” he asked.

He lowered me to the mat and then got up,
before pulling me to my feet and demonstrating several other
movements which, frankly, kept me kind of flustered. Having this
very macho guy's muscular body rubbing and pressing and squeezing
against me as he manhandled me was giving me an unexpected sense of
excitement!

Then Ming took over, and he went back to his
father.

“Shall we distract Jian again?” she
asked.

I almost giggled, but frowned instead.

“That wouldn't be nice,” I said.

“He's my brother. I'm not supposed to be
nice,” she replied.

She abruptly swung me sideways and then down
on my back and was atop me before I'd even realized I was flat on
my back. And as she pinned me it wasn't exactly a martial arts
movement from the mysterious orient. It was more like a wrestling
move from the WWE. Because she was straddling my upper chest with
her knees on my arms and her hands on my wrists.

And her crotch very, very close to my
mouth!

I gulped and flushed and my legs kicked, my
hips twisting as I tried to throw her off. She wasn't that heavy,
and this was certainly not a martial arts pin, so I was able to do
so, but almost immediately she shifted, moving incredibly fast.

Next thing you know my face and chest were
pinned to the mat as she practically sat on my head, and she had
gathered in my legs, with her arms around them so my butt was
lifted high in the air – pointed towards Jian and his father, of
course!

And I couldn't get out of that one!

Now I was flushed and flustered for multiple
reasons!

She let me go after her father clapped once,
though, and then they decided the lessons were over. I was glad to
escape, believe me! I hurried back to my room, closed the door, and
tried to figure out what that girl was up to!

Talk about inscrutable orientals!

I stripped off my top and bra, then skinned
off my yoga pants. It was almost time for bed, but I was showering
before bed since I'd come here, not liking to go to bed sweaty.
Tonight, of course, I was sweaty first from cleaning, and then from
exercising and then those kind of weird martial arts lessons.

I stripped off my thong, stepped into the
shower and turned the water on, then shampooed my hair before
soaping up.

This time I noticed the bathroom door
opening, and I gasped, but had nothing to cover myself with as Ming
came in. At least it was Ming and not her father or Jian. That was
a relief! Sort of.

The idea of Jian coming in to see me was
not... necessarily that horrific, if you get my meaning.

She was still wearing her martial arts thing,
but as I watched she closed the door very casually, then undid the
belt and threw the top off over her shoulders. I gaped,
open-mouthed, as she dropped the bottoms, then stepped out of her
underwear!

“Wh-What are you doing!?” I exclaimed.

“My father is using the bathroom in the
master bedroom,” she said casually. “My pushy brother is using the
shower in the main bathroom. This is usually the one I use when
that happens.”

“But I'm in here!” I squeaked.

She slid the door open and gave me one of
those quizzical looks.

“There is room for two. And it will be much
faster and more efficient.”

She stepped inside, naked. She was, as I
said, about a head shorter than me. She had a slender body, petite
even, but very athletic. Her breasts were small but perfectly
round. And she was completely shaved, which I felt a momentary
surprise at, given how conservative and prudish they all
seemed.

“Ming!” I hissed. “If your father finds you
in here – !”

“My father does not really care what I might
or might not do with girls,” Ming said. “As long as I remain a
virgin with boys.

And then she was pressed up against me! I was
all soapy, and her firm breasts rubbed up against the arm I had
across my breasts. I could feel her stiff nipples against my
skin!

“And besides, he is in the shower,” she
said.

“Ming I don't – !”

“You are a blonde girl. I know of your lusts
and passions.”

“What!? I'm not some kind of – .”

She kissed me, hard, and the only way I could
push her back was to take my arms out from in front of me so I
could use my hands to grab her. Of course, as soon as I did so her
entire torso was pressed firmly against me, her small, hard breasts
rubbing against my own!

I started to push against her shoulders to
get her back, mostly worried as hell about what her father or
mother would say if she was found here!

I mean, I've played around with girls before,
though never as far as this, and the idea of sex with her wasn't
exactly... repulsive or anything. Having actual outright sex with
girls, as opposed to mostly drunken kissing and groping, was one of
the things I wanted to experiment with while in college, after
all.

But if we were caught I would get fired!

I pushed at her shoulders, but she simply
brought her hands up very swiftly, knocking my hands to the sides,
so she could press her body against mine again, and then she
gripped both my wrists in some clever little move that kind of
twisted them down and to the sides.

“Ow!” I gasped.

She grinned, and then kind of rubbed her
now-slick body against mine.

“If your parents find me here they'll fire
me!” I hissed.

“Then you had better not make a lot of
noise,” she replied.

And kissed me again.

I have to say I was kind of impressed. I
mean, that was the thing that came to mind. First, she was holding
me so easily, and second, she was not kissing like a girl who had
never kissed before! I mean, she was kissing pretty darn good!

And my determination to push her off was
rapidly fading. Yes, I'd get fired if her parents found out, but
that didn't seem likely, and anyway, this was starting to really
turn me on! Feeling another girl's body, another girl's breasts,
rubbing against me, all soapy, was producing this incredible flood
of incredibly erotic tactile sensations that started to take my
breath away!

I moaned into her mouth and stopped
resisting, and she maneuvered me to one side, and then the stone
bench pressed against my lower legs and I sat down heavily – with
her climbing atop me, straddling me!

This was making my heart pound like a drum,
and the blood raced through my body as she kept kissing me! She had
let go of my wrists now, but one of her small hands gathered in my
wet hair and jerked back sharply enough I let out a little yelp of
pain!

That tilted my head back, though as she
kissed me even harder, her tongue dipping and darting and sweeping
between my lips as I moaned in dazed confusion and heat. I didn't
know what to do! I mean, I was supposed to be the sexually
experienced one but I'd never done more than light stuff with
girls, and always fully dressed! And usually while drunk and with
boys watching!

The feel of her breasts rubbing against my
soapy breasts was incredible!

And then somehow she managed to shift
herself, getting a knee between my thighs to force them apart. She
twisted me to one side as I slid down the wall to slump low on the
bench, and she tilted my hip up as she slid her right leg between
mine.

And that brought her sex right in against
mine!

I felt a wild jolt of emotion and heat as she
began to grind herself against me, her left hand still pulling my
head back sharply by the hair as her right slid up and began to
caress my breast! I shuddered and twisted and then felt the orgasm
rising like a sea monster coming from the deep! It rose and rose
and rose, spreading out to grip my entire body!

And then it erupted in a sudden explosion of
liquid heat that almost made me scream at the top of my lungs! In
fact, I began to make louder and louder noises so she had to
abandon my breast and clamp her hand over my mouth as she ground
her sex even harder and faster against mine!

The orgasm was like a freight train, rolling
over me, car after car, and one of those big long ones you find
yourself amazed by, wondering how it could be that long and whether
it would ever end!

And somewhere near the end of it I saw,
through glazed eyes, her back arch and a look of pleasure come over
her face. Her eyes closed and her mouth opened wide, and her hips
worked even faster as she gurgled and moaned low in her throat.

She recovered faster than I did, and slid off
me, turning on the water and letting it spray the soap off her as I
tried to pull myself up out of a slumping position where I was half
laying on my back. I groaned, the soap on my hands and body making
it hard to even sit up, and she turned off the water and moved
forward, helping me sit, then pulling me to my feet.

“Such a dirty girl,” she said, her hands
moving over my body. “You need a lot of scrubbing.”

Her hands slid over my breasts, and down my
belly, then one pushed between trembling thighs and palmed my sex!
I squeaked, gripping her wrist with both hands and her eyes
narrowed.

“Put your hands behind your neck!” she
hissed.

I was startled by the force of her order, by
the tone of it, and with my mind befuddled, I hesitantly did as she
wanted.

“Legs apart,” she ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, still gulping in air and
trying to pull my shattered mind back together as her fingers began
to stroke my sex.

“Wh-what... what are...”

“Shh,” she said.

Her fingers were very skillfully stroking my
clitoris, which was always sensitive but now hypersensitive.

The other hand was moving over my breasts,
kneading and squeezing them.

“Your breasts are soft. It is surprising they
do not sag,” she said, fingers rolling and tweaking my nipples.

“Are your nipples very sensitive?”

“Y-Yes!” I gulped.

“I have heard that nipples are more sensitive
with smaller breasts.”

How would I know!?

She turned on the water and pulled me forward
to let it rinse me off, her hands still moving over my soft, slick
flesh. Then she turned off the water and slid behind me, pulling me
backwards and sitting down on the bench. That jerked me down as
well so I was sort of sitting on her lap, only she had spread her
legs wide.

That dropped me onto the bench itself, and
she used her legs to pull my legs apart, as she'd done on the mat
upstairs. I gasped as she jerked back on my hair, and then felt her
lips on the nape of my neck. I felt very... helpless, in all senses
of the word. I don't mean just physically. In fact, I don't mean
mainly physically. I mean emotionally!

She was clearly more knowledgeable about this
stuff than me! She was also very purposeful, very certain and
confident, while I was... confused, breathless, uncertain and
hesitant.

At the same time I was feeling a dark sexual
electricity crackling through my body. My nipples were rock hard
and kind of tingling as her fingers stroked them, and I felt a
powerful sense of pulsing arousal between my thighs!

There was a shelf up on the wall next to the
bench, and she reached up for a squeeze bottle. I didn't even know
what the bottle was! It wasn't one of mine! She must have brought
it in with her!

She squeezed it and this thin orangy kind of
jell dropped onto my chest.

“It is body lotion. It will make your skin
soft,” she whispered.

Her fingers massaged it into my breast, and I
moaned helplessly again as her small hand kneaded and stroked both
breasts, making them both throb hotly! They felt swollen and hot.
And then she dropped her slippery hand down between my thighs,
rubbing her two fingers up and down across my clitoris and between
the lips of my sex.

I groaned as they curled under, prodding,
dipping, then sliding into me. The feel of penetration sent a flood
of heat through my body and mind and I shuddered as her fingers
pushed into me to the knuckles.

“You will be my slut,” she whispered, chewing
on the nape of my neck again.

I could only moan, the heat rising higher,
burning hotter, as her fingers started to pump in and out.

“You will be my blonde sex slave,” she said
in a low voice, her lips moving up under my earlobe, her teeth
chewing on it as she sucked gently.

I let out a low cry as her fingers pulled
out, then three of them thrust into me!

“You are blonde, so you should enjoy
fulfilling your purpose in this way,” she said.

Her fingers pumped in and out, making speech
from me almost impossible! And then her thumb began to work on my
clitoris, and I fell into a kind of sexual fever, intoxicated on
the waves of pleasure sweeping through me to the point where
nothing else mattered! Nothing!

Her fingers thrust and twisted as they
thrust, then twisted as they drew back,, her thumb stroking rapidly
from side to side across my clitoris as the air sobbed out of my
lungs, as I writhed and my hips started to buck helplessly.

“Slut,” she whispered.

She released my hair and clamped her hand
over my mouth as another orgasm tore through me and I tried to open
my mouth wide to scream!

“Do you enjoy orgasms, slut?” she whispered.
“I know you do because you are a blonde. Blondes enjoy orgasms.
They are slutty girls who crave nothing but sex.”

I barely heard her as my hips bucked
uncontrollably, jamming myself onto her fingers as they thrust and
twisted inside me, as her thumb stroked rapidly and heavily across
my clitoris. I was staring up at the ceiling as the hand over my
mouth forced my head back even more. Then the other somehow forced
a fourth finger into the quivering, burning depths of my
sex! It ached, but the rush of heat and dark thrilled excitement
made me scream again.

She leaned in and closed her mouth around the
center of my right breast. I felt her teeth digging into the soft
flesh, deeply, painfully, even as she sucked rhythmically and her
tongue began to lap and stroke across my swollen nipple. I
continued to buck and jerk spastically as the orgasm finally ran
its course, leaving me utterly drained and with her mouth locked to
the center of my right breast like a leach.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Ming used her black belt to control me. I
don't mean physically, as in she used some kind of exotic martial
arts move or anything. No, instead she pulled the black belt from
her uhm, judo outfit, or whatever it was called, and tied my hands
together behind my back!

I was still so flustered from that incredible
orgasm that I didn't resist at all. I mean, she'd turned off the
water, then led me from the shower by pulling on my hair! She'd
snatched up a towel and wrapped it around herself while I was
shaking my head to clear it and still gulping in air.

Then she spun me around and suddenly I could
feel the fabric of the belt circling my wrists and jerking tight! I
didn't do anything, because I was still too fuzzy.

“Kneel blonde,” she ordered.

I gasped as she compelled me to by jerking on
my hair, and made me turn. And then I was facing her crotch.

“Now you will demonstrate what blondes do
best,” Ming said, “which is to provide sexual pleasure to
others.”

I was starting to come out of the state of
dazed confusion, but to be honest, realizing my hands were tied as
I knelt before her sent a kind of, well.. an emotional rush of
excitement through me. I don't mean heat or arousal. I mean that
this, performing oral sex on a girl (and the reverse) was something
I'd often wondered about, and now I was going to do it.

I hadn't anticipated doing it with my hands
tied, but that just lent a kinky kind of weirdness to what was
happening, and actually did send a little flutter of arousal
through me. That was kind of shocking to me given the two intense
orgasms I'd just had – just about the most intense of my life!

I mean, to think I could still get horny
right after that was kind of amazing! Why was it called a climax if
it didn't end the story? Mind you, it's always men that name
things.

“Now you will preform on your mistress, sex
slave,” Ming said in a stern voice.

That sounded too silly to be taken serious,
but it added to the sense of kinky thrill anyway, as she jerked
forward on my hair and pressed my mouth against her sex.

I was... hesitant, at first. I mean, I was
far from an expert at performing oral sex on girls!

On the other hand, I knew what I liked, sooo
how hard could it be? I mean, I bet a guy could give a blow job if
he were so inclined, since he'd pretty much know what he liked.

Of course, he'd probably have had more
experience on the receiving end. Few of the guys I've gotten that
far with have been terribly focused on eating me as opposed to
getting it over fast so they could justify moving on to fucking
me.

So I licked. I licked her clit, and up and
down her tight little slit, and I felt my mind swirling and
churning as I did. I mean, I was tied up! And what the hell had she
said to me while in the shower? That I was a blonde slut and stuff?
And now that I was created to be some kind of sex toy for other
people? That was … fucking outrageous!

But I chalked it up to being part of her
kinky game, the same one that had her saying she was my 'mistress'
and tying my wrists together. And in the face of the breathless
thrill I was feeling, and the wild afterglow of those intense
orgasms, I was more than willing to go along with her!

I was aware as I licked that the center of my
right breast kind of ached, that my nipples were both throbbing,
and that I was kind of sore down low inside. But the excitement of
what was happening was pushing all that aside as I focused on
licking her clitoris.

She jerked back on my hair and I gasped at
the sudden jolt of pain from my scalp.

“You clearly are not trying hard enough,
blonde girl,” Ming said. “You need more inspiration.”

She reached behind her and grabbed something
from the counter. It turned out to be that same bottle of … slick
gel, maybe lube, that she had brought into the shower. She dropped
to her knees before me while still holding my hair up and back, and
I gasped as I felt the nose of the bottle pressing against my
sex!

The bottle was made of plastic, with a narrow
neck, but after about an inch or so it got rapidly thicker, like,
maybe not as thick as a can of soda, but way thicker than any cock
I had ever had inside me! Or even my dildo!

“Oh! Oh! Wait!” I gasped as I felt the
pressure against my opening.

She jerked down on my hair, and also shoved
my knees wider, and my own weight began to push me down harder and
harder!

“You know you want something big and hard
inside you, blonde whore,” Ming said in a soft voice, rubbing my
clitoris.

I was still kind of slick and slippery
inside, both from my own juices and from that jell stuff she had
rubbed into me. I could feel the lips of my sex spreading wider and
wider, aching and straining as she pushed at my knees again and
jerked down harder on my hair.

And then it pushed them wide enough that it
began to slide into my body!

“Down, sex slave,” she ordered, pulling
remorselessly.

I gasped and moaned, trying to keep from
making too much noise in case her parents heard! I ached, but...
but I was feeling a newly surging sense of heat and excitement too.
It was like, a very dark, almost masochistic kind of thrill! I
mean, I was tied up and naked and helpless!

I squeaked and shuddered as I slid down
further and further, the plastic bottle pushing up deep into my
belly even as she rubbed my clitoris!

She rose, jerking my head upright, pulling my
face in against her sex again.

“Lick your mistress, whore,” she growled.

I shuddered and started to lick, the dark
heat swirling and churning inside me again! My mind was starting to
fill with that sense of feverish hunger and excitement I'd felt
before the last orgasm, and I was shocked that I could get so
aroused so fast!

Her feet kept pushing at my knees, shoving at
them, forcing them wider as I sank lower on the bottle. It was
already so high inside me I was aching!

“Lower your hungry whore body onto that hard
cock, blonde girl,” she ordered. “You know you want to be full
inside.”

She twisted her fingers in my hair and I
gasped and moaned as I licked her. My wrists pulled feebly against
the belt and I felt a strange sense of disbelief at what I was
doing, at what was happening. How had it happened so quickly!? How
had I even allowed it to happen?!

But like every other concern, the dark,
roiling heat was pushing that aside as I licked at her, and as I
did, as I concentrated on that, or tried to, gravity slowly forced
me down further and further on that plastic bottle, impaling
me!

Still, I felt a sense of victory as she began
to grind her hips against my mouth, whispering and moaning in
Chinese as she jerked on my hair and head. And then she gasped and
jammed me in hard, her hips working furiously as she climaxed
herself!

And I had made her come!

That was my sense of … well, victory.

She shuddered as she stepped back, and she
released my tangled wet hair. Then, stunning me a little, she
casually slapped my face! It wasn't a really hard slap or anything.
I mean, it wasn't likely to leave any marks, but it did sting!

“You have a sex toy in your room, yes? Where
is it?”

I gaped at her, still stunned by the slap and
–

Crack!

She slapped my face again!

“Ow! Don't!” I gasped.

She gripped my hair sharply, glaring at
me.

“Where is your dildo, slut?”

“I.. I'm... you're... it's... in the closet!”
I gulped.

“Where, sex slave?”

“I-In the box with my shoes, in one of the
boots!” I blurted.

She bent lower and kissed me delicately on
the lips, then released my hair and pointed her finger at me.

“Stay!”

She turned and left, and I gaped at the open
door, then down at my naked body. I was still wet, in more senses
than one. But my eyes focused on the distended lips of my sex and I
stared with a sense of disbelief! Holy shit! They were so wide! I
could hardly believe they could even stretch that wide! I mean,
okay, I know babies come out of there but... that was kind of...
theoretical, you know!

Then I noticed the bite marks around the
center of my right breast, a perfect double row of teeth marks on
either side of it! God! The little... bitch!

Then she returned, and I flushed even more as
I saw her holding my dildo.

“Not very big, given what a big slut you
are,” she said calmly. “Not even a vibrator. I guess a blonde
doesn't need a vibrator. You certainly come very powerfully.”

I blushed at that.

She knelt beside me and gripped my hair
again, jerking it back.

“Oh! Don't!” I gasped, even as I felt her
rubbing the rounded nose of the dildo against the top of my sex –
against my clitoris.

“You will address me as mistress, slave,” she
said haughtily. “Do you understand?”

“Ow!” I gasped as she jerked on my hair
sharply.

“Do you understand?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” I gasped.

Again she jerked sharply on my hair and I
gasped in pain.

“Yes mistress,” she growled.

“Yes, Mistress!” I blurted.

I was starting to wonder. I mean, was this a
game she was playing, or was she actually crazy!?

But that jell stuff, the lube stuff, slicked
up the front of the dildo as she rubbed and rolled it against the
top of my sex. I hoped she was about to replace the bottle with the
dildo, because I knew the feel of the dildo and, well, it didn't
make me ache like this damn bottle!

Instead she brought the dildo around and
jerked my hair forward, which bent me forward so my face was
pressed against the bathroom cabinet! And then I felt the nose of
the dildo pressing against my ass!

“Oh! Don't! Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

She slapped my bottom stingingly!

“When you beg, slave, you say please
mistress,” she said as she twisted and turned and pushed the dildo
into me.

“Please, Mistress!” I squeaked.

“Please what, slave? You know that blondes
like to have big cocks inside every orifice.”

I gasped as the dildo pushed rapidly deeper.
I wasn't really into anal sex, and had certainly never used the
dildo there!

She jerked back on my hair again and I cried
out as she forced my head back over her shoulder.

“Sex slave,” she said, chewing on the nape of
my neck.

She forced the dildo deep into my ass, then
abandoned it and curled her arm across my hip so her fingers could
reach my clitoris. Then as she jerked down on my hair she rubbed my
clitoris hard and fast!

The third orgasm was as stunning as the first
two! And I sobbed helplessly into her hand as she clamped it over
my mouth, my hips jerking and bucking, my entire body wracked by
convulsions as the power of the incredible release of sexual energy
tore through my body and mind!

After that she sniffed, untied my hands,
pulled her martial arts outfit on and left.

I sagged weakly, groaning, leaning against
the cabinet, still impaled on the bottle and with the dildo
practically buried in my ass. It took me a minute to recover
sufficiently to force myself slowly upward off the bottle, gasping
and moaning the whole time.

I felt utterly vacant as it came free, but
managed to pull myself to my feet. Then I reached back and pulled
the dildo out of my ass and stared at myself in the mirror.

I mean holy shit! Had that just
happened!?

*

I was still sore inside the next morning, and
there were still teeth marks visible around my nipple! I was much
more clear-headed now, and gripped by a sense of wonder and no
small regret about what had happened. I was kind of pissed off,
too, at how she'd treated me. I mean, I had expected my first real
lesbian experience to be one of tender, loving embraces and
caresses, not... that!

Mind you, I had expected my first
heterosexual experience to be one of tender, loving embraces and
caresses and that certainly hadn't happened either. More like
drunken panting, gasping and humping – and pain and messiness.

Unlike that, this had given me three massive
orgasms, though. All that had given me was the sense of regret and
a feeling like I'd been kind of gypped.

Thinking about the shocking things I'd done
with Ming – or really, that Ming had done to me, left me confused,
more than anything. While I ought to feel a sense of outrage and
resentment at the stuff she'd said to me, not to mention slapping
my face and pulling my hair, my memories of the previous night were
laden with the dark, thrilling sense of hunger and pleasure which
had seemed to fill me for much of the experience.

Those orgasms had been amazing!

I had, frankly, never had orgasms so powerful
before in my life! And she'd made me have three of them inside of
like, fifteen or twenty minutes! I mean, whoa!

I had a hard time not blushing hotly at the
breakfast table. Ming was there, looking completely composed,
unflappable, and unemotional as usual, and taking no special notice
of me. I felt awfully self-conscious in front of her, though. I
mean, she had so thoroughly, well, controlled me the other night! I
didn't think 'domination', but yeah, that was what she'd done to
me.

And she was like, a head shorter than me,
lighter weight, and my age. I mean, it was one thing if some big,
hunky guy was able to treat me like that, like say, her dad, but
Ming!? Ugh, what a spineless weakling I was!

Then I thought of those orgasms and that heat
and my mind got confused again.

And then I had to walk to campus – with Ming!
What was I supposed to say!? I had nothing! Thank you for slapping
me around and tying me up and using me like a whore? No, we walked
in silence for a couple of minutes, until, right out of the blue
she said.

“Your body is very responsive, sex
slave.”

I flushed and looked around nervously.

“Are you afraid others will realize you are a
sex slave?” she asked.

“I'm not a sex slave! Stop saying that!”

“But you want to be a sex slave. It is your
nature. You are like a sexual animal.”

Crack!

I yelped and jerked at the slap to my
bottom.

“And you must call me Mistress Ming when you
address me, slave girl.”

“Ow! That hurt!”

Crack!

Her hand moved too fast to avoid!

“Ow! Ming!”

“Do you want me to take you into the bushes,
pull down your pants and give you a spanking?” she asked.

I stared at her indignantly, and with no
little sense of anxiety. She wouldn't dare! But the fact I knew she
could if she wanted to, because of that kung fu shit, made me
uncertain.

She was looking at me through those
unemotional brown eyes, her gaze very level, and I wasn't sure!

“That... sex slave stuff is kind of kinky
and... maybe... maybe even kind of hot,” I said. “But if you talk
about it in front of people – .”

“Do you see anyone here, sex slave?”

I flinched at the words and looked around
again.

Crack!

“Ow! That stings!” I yelped, jerking away
from her.

“Then you must say Mistress Ming when you
talk to me so that I do not need to slap your bottom.”

The thing was it actually was a kinky and hot
game. And there wasn't anyone around and... then the memory of the
previous evening swept over me, along with a kind of echo of the
heat and pleasure, and I felt... not quite aroused but... well,
almost.

“Mistress Ming,” I said warily.

“Much better.”

“You pretended you didn't know how to kiss,”
I said accusingly.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say Mistress.”

I rubbed my bottom and glared at her. “You
pretended not to know how to kiss, Mistress Ming.”

“Yes. But I have never tasted a blonde before
and I wished to sample you.”

“It's not like blondes are any different than
any other girl!” I protested. “Mistress!” I hurriedly added.

“Of course they are. They are like carnal
beasts always eager to indulge their animal hungers.”

I didn't know if she was joking, acting, or
what! She was acting very much like an inscrutable oriental!

“Are you actually a virgin? Mistress?”

“With men, yes. And that is all that
counts.”

I snorted, and then yelped as she slapped my
ass again.

“What was that for?!”

“For being disrespectful.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“And that was for failing to address me as
mistress.”

I rubbed my bottom again, glowering at her. I
was fairly sure this was just some kind of kinky game to her, but
it was still making me kind of indignant. Except that the heat that
was accompanying it was kind of balancing that off.

I would have liked to slap her ass in
turn! But I knew I'd lose in any kind of physical
confrontation.

“Tonight I will teach you more about serving
your mistress,” Ming said.

She said that as we parted ways for different
buildings, and her words left me with a swirly sense of anxiety –
and anticipation.

Most of the anxiety, though, was about what
would happen if her parents found out! Ming didn't scare me. Still,
I had to assume she wanted her parents finding out even less than I
did, and would make sure they didn't.

It was hard for me to focus on my studies at
first, but eventually, they took over my thinking, and I pushed
thoughts of Ming to the back of my mind.

Not that they really moved very far back!
Every time there wasn't something going on I thought about what had
happened. It had been quite shocking, after all.

And what would happen tonight??!

It occurred to me that the sexual experience
I'd had with Ming had been the most degrading in my life, and yet,
I didn't really feel degraded. Not like I had at other times with
boys. And at least I didn't have to worry about her talking about
it and telling others. That was surprisingly reassuring.

I had an early day, and headed home early. I
knew Ming would be at her studies for longer, which was a bit of a
relief. I would go home and start in on the work, get it done
early, and then... well, who knew what would happen later?

I was surprised when I got home to find Mr.
Lee there. He was alone, and out back, by the pool. I hadn't
noticed him when I got in, because I had gone straight upstairs,
changed into the stupid maid outfit, and then got the cleaning
supplies out of the closet.

But I was going to start in the kitchen, and
the kitchen was next to the dining room, which had a big double
door giving onto the pool – where he was swimming. I slid the door
aside and walked out to the pool to say hello and he swam to the
edge of the pool before me and rose, gripping the edge of the
pool.

“You are home early, Ms. Cooper,” he
said.

“You can call me Kristen, you know, Mr. Lee,”
I said with a smile.

He pulled himself up out of the water, and I
stepped back as he rose before me, dripping wet and very, very...
male. I gulped, trying very hard to not be seen as looking. I mean,
he was even more muscular than I had thought! I don't mean ugly
like those horrible body builders who had muscles on muscles, but
just really, really ripped!

And the way the water trickled down his
muscular chest and off those broad shoulders made me gulp and step
back – to keep myself from stepping forward!

“Get me a towel, will you... maid girl,” he
said with a bit of a smile to let me know he was joking.

Not about wanting the towel, of course. I got
that and he quickly pulled it over his head and gave it a brisk
rubbing – which let my eyes run down his bare torso to his ahem,
inside the swimsuit, and then lower to his muscled legs and back up
again quickly.

He pulled the towel off his head and wrapped
it around his body, toweling off the water.

“Get me a drink of Black beer, please, maid.
It is in the refrigerator.”

“Sure,” I said.

I hurriedly went inside, shaking my head at
how hot he was, before I even thought to wonder what the hell black
beer was.

Fortunately, there were green beer bottles
with Asian writing on them but also said Black Beer in red. I
grabbed one and hurried out to him.

He was just sitting down, and accepted the
beer, then raised his eyebrows.

“No bottle opener?”

“Oh!” I said.

I had thought it would have a screw top like
most beer.

“No matter,” he said.

He slapped the top and then twisted it off
with his bare hand. Which was like, very impressive! I'd never seen
anyone twist one of those caps off like it was a screw top before!
That was why they made bottle openers, after all.

“Have you ever tasted black beer, maid
girl?”

“Uhm, no. I never even heard of it,” I
admitted.

“Here.”

I hesitated, but then took the bottle and
took a gulp.

It had a nice malty flavor, but to be honest,
I thought it tasted a bit watery.

“Very uhm, nice,” I said, handing the bottle
back.

He snorted and took a drink, then put it on
the table next to his chair.

“They are an acquired taste, perhaps.”

And then he handed me a plastic bottle and
turned his back to me.

I stared in surprise, then down at the
bottle. It was suntan lotion, and I felt the breath catch in my
throat. He wanted me to put suntan lotion on his back! Uhm! Uhm!
Uhm! Oh geeze! I could feel my face flushing even as things down
low started to thrum with interest.

“Uhm, you uhm, want me to uhm, put this on
your back?” I gulped, fighting to not have my voice squeak.

“You are the servant girl, after all,” he
said in amusement.

I didn't really think of myself as a servant
girl but... I suppose it wasn't all that incorrect to say so.

I took a deep if shaky breath, then squirted
the cream onto my hand, hesitated again, then laid it on his right
shoulder, spreading it delicately across it, and then across to his
other shoulder as my second hand joined my first.

Oh my!

My fingers stroked across those broad
shoulders and I struggled to make sure their movements were as
clinical, as uhm, as casual as possible! Because I didn't feel
either!

I slid my hands down his bare back. That was
safer! Backs weren't an erotic zone! Well, technically shoulders
weren't either but... boy I had sure felt differently with my hands
stroking across his!

I bent forward, sliding my hands down his
back to where the waistband of his suit sat, then straightened,
more than a little regretfully, to be honest.

“Th-there you are,” I said.

He stood up and turned around.

“Continue please,” he said.

His look was as flat as Ming's had been the
other evening, and his voice as calm and casual. I gulped, staring
at that chest, my fingers almost literally twitching at the thought
of sliding across it. And I had to, right!? I mean, he was my boss!
So... so it wasn't like I was uhm, doing anything wrong!

I squirted more of that stuff onto my hand
and spread it over the front of his shoulder, then his other
shoulder and then... my hands moved down over his chest. Oooo. My
hands stroked across his delicious looking pectoral muscles, then
along his ribs, as I kind of forgot to breath. My hands slid
forward over his belly, then, as my heart beat faster and
faster.

And then he shoved his suit down! I gaped at
the sight of the rest of his body! Naked!
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Mr. Lee's hips were so delicious looking, and
his abdomen so flat and... his cock was thick, even soft, hanging
there between his thighs in a way which looked so much more
incredibly beautiful than most men!

I mean, frankly, most guys look goofy naked,
with their tiny little flaccid cock bouncing in front of their tiny
white balls. His looked longer and thicker flaccid than most men
looked hard!

“Continue,” he said calmly.

I couldn't move! I was frozen!

He reached out and gripped my hands, then
drew them forward until they were pressed firmly against his cock
and balls! He rubbed them against his body there as I gaped. And
then I could actually feel his cock hardening under the palms of my
hands!

I felt my face flushing hotly even as my
lower belly began to literally pulse with energy! A part of me was
squirming with embarrassment and discomfort and other parts of me
were squirming with... well, something else! Something that took my
breath away, tightened my chest, and made my nipples tingle and
harden in my bra!

His cock got harder and harder beneath my
hands, thickening and lengthening as he rubbed my slick hands
slowly back and forth around it, cupping him with my palms!
But he grew too big for that, and Mr. Lee pulled my right hand up
and closed my hand around the shaft as he placed my left hand up
against his balls and rubbed them!

He worked my hand up and down his shaft, his
closed around mine, and my mind was so blown that I was frozen,
unable to do anything! I was staring at his cock, at my hand around
it, and I was overwhelmed by the sight and feel of it!

Look, I've had cocks in my hands before,
okay. Even cocks that were slick with something – usually my own
saliva. I'd never held a cock this thick. Besides that every other
time it had been... well, the cock of a boy. I mean, someone I
considered to be a boy, even if they were eighteen or nineteen or
twenty.

They were boys! Immature, usually lacking
much self-control, eager, panting, often half drunk. And it was
usually kind of dark! This was completely different! This was a
man! And what a man he was! Big and powerful and intelligent and
sophisticated and muscular and... and so in-control of himself!

Though he wasn't any taller than me I felt
small and helpless and almost like a virgin! At the same time, I
could feel the sexual energy thrumming within me to the point that
I was almost trembling with the pressure that was building up!

The feel of his big cock against my hand as I
moved it up and down – well, as he moved my hand up and down – was
incredible! It was like the most erotic thing I'd ever felt! Well,
until yesterday...

He pumped my hand up and down and I was
hypnotized by the sight of my fingers moving along his shaft, not
to mention the delicious feel of his thick, throbbing cock inside
my small fist!

He pulled one of my hands up off his cock and
had the other one sliding up, pressing him back against his
abdomen, rubbing up and down... the other hand slid up over his
chest and my eyes finally rose, my head pounding as I finally drew
in a shaky breath of air.

His eyes were as calm as they had been before
as they locked on mine, and I dropped mine, staring at his chest
and my hand on it, then back again to my other hand rubbing up and
down against his cock.

Holy God!

He released my hands, and I didn't even
realize it for an instant. Then... then I just... just kept moving
them the way he'd had me move them. Again, I didn't know what to
do! I loved the feel and the look but I knew I shouldn't... but
he'd told me to... but I knew I shouldn't... but I wanted to... but
I knew I shouldn't!

His right hand slid up and combed through my
hair, then slid around to the back of my neck. I felt his hand
undoing the clip at the back of my neck, and felt another powerful
emotional jolt as the top of the maid uniform began to loosen! He
slid the zipper down and then as I continued to slowly move my
hands on his body he pulled the dress forward over my shoulders and
down my arms.

I felt another jolt then, I looked up at him,
stricken.

“I-I... I shouldn't...”

“Servants merely obey their employer's
orders,” he said calmly.

He pulled the dress down past my hips and
then turned me around. I felt my bra strap undone, and squeaked and
clamped my arms across my breasts! Then I felt him slide my panties
down over my hips. I started to jerk away instinctively but his
hands caught me and pulled me back against him.

I felt his slick, warm, muscled body skin to
skin against mine! And I felt his erection pressing up between my
naked buttocks! He put his arms around me and I felt his lips on
the nape of my neck. His right hand slid right down between my legs
and I let out a helpless cry of shock, my legs wobbling, as his
slick fingers found my clitoris!

I abandoned my bra, grasping at his thick
wrist, if only to keep from falling, and he pulled my bra off so
that I was naked except for my dress and panties around my ankles!
Then his cock pushed in between my thighs! It was long enough to do
it and come out in front.

I stared down at the sight of it as the hand
which had been stroking my clitoris gripped the head and brought it
up along the line of my sex, then up higher, rubbing it against my
clitoris as I moaned low in my throat.

The feel of it was producing an incredible
wave of pleasure, heat and dark excitement, and I was on the edge
of an orgasm before I even realized it! My legs wobbled and then I
started to drop. He lowered me to my knees and then pushed me
forward so I fell onto my hands.

Crack!

I gasped at the stinging blow to my buttocks,
then again as he yanked my panties and the dress off my ankles,
gripped my thighs and roughly jerked them apart.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped as he slapped my bottom a
second time!

But I didn't care because then I felt the
head pushing much more firmly against the slick lips of my sex,
pushing forward, forcing its way through, forcing my soft, puffy,
warm, sensitive flesh in and back, stretching and straining it
until the head was through.

Then the shaft followed, inch after
incredible inch, sliding through the quivering, pulsing depths of
my body! I was breathing in loud, ragged gasps that were getting
faster and faster as the heat took me, and then my hips jerked
back, bucking more and more frantically, and an orgasm washed over
me.

I felt his hands on my hips as he started to
pump, felt the thick shaft moving inside me as I rutted back, and
cried out dazedly, my eyes glazed, my body crackling with sexual
pressure and power as the orgasm sent my mind spinning and sent a
frenzy of energy through my body!

I forced myself back harder and further, even
though it hurt. I didn't care! I wanted it all inside me! I wanted
it deeper! I forced myself back, crying out in pain, but the
pleasure was far more powerful, the passion far more intense!

I felt his hips against my buttocks and knew
a glorious sense of delight! Yes, it hurt, so deep inside me! But
the knowledge I had the whole thing inside me was intoxicating! I
was in a fever heat as he started to pump faster and faster, and
the orgasm dropped, then surged even higher!

I cried out, falling low, my breasts
pillowing out beneath me against the ground. Then I pushed myself
back up onto all fours, seized by the need, forcing myself back
against his plunging cock, drunk on heat and dark sensual
pleasure!

His hips began to slap against my buttocks as
his big cock moved rapidly inside me, and I felt my mind battered
and swept by a second orgasm only thirty seconds or so after the
first!

I felt him seize my hair, jerking my head
back sharply. Another hand grabbed and roughly mauled my right
breast, big fingers digging into the soft flesh, squeezing and
mashing it up against my ribs as he thrust faster, using longer
strokes.

I was lost to the sexual heat, grunting and
gasping and whimpering in mindless, wanton need and hunger as he
rode me, as he used me, as his hips began to pound against my
buttocks with bruising force, hurling me forward with every
thrust.

But then the hand in my hair would yank me
back to meet the next, and the stinging was... irrelevant, just as
the pain deep inside me where it felt like the head of his cock was
punching against my cervix was so unimportant.

Because the fever had me, and I just didn't
care about anything on this world but the sexual electricity
crackling through my body and mind.

He released my hair, both hands now gripping
my breasts, and pulled me up and back against his chest. My body
felt like it was liquid, or maybe made of jelly. I just sagged
against him, moaning low in my throat, chest heaving as he ground
himself against my buttocks.

I felt his teeth digging into the nape of my
neck, felt him sucking hungrily as he ground himself into me. His
fingers were still kneading and squeezing my breasts, working them
together, then apart, then gripping the nipples and tugging and
twisting and rolling them.

He shoved me down roughly and I cried out
dazedly, catching myself on my arms as my breasts pillowed out
against the ground again. An instant later he had wrapped my hair
in his fist and yanked it up and back, pulling me back onto all
fours once more as he started thrusting again.

I had never felt so dominated during sex!
Well, except maybe with Ming, but this was much more intense
because he was a guy and older, much older! His hips slapped
against me and his cock pounded in and out of me and I felt my
muscles turning to mush as my upper body sagged downward until I
caught myself on my elbows.

But he kept riding me until with a final
flurry he buried himself inside me, cursing in Chinese, grinding
his hips against my upraised buttocks. He pulled back then, and I
felt him gripping my wrists, jerking them up and back behind
me.

Remember those black and white cloth cuffs
that went with the maid dress? Well, somehow, he made them clip
together. Then he was pulling on my hair and forcing me up and back
onto my knees.

The next instant he was standing before me,
his powerful legs apart, as he pulled me in against his crotch. My
mouth was pressed against his balls as he held his cock up in his
hand.

“Take them into your mouth,” he ordered.

Panting, moaning, breathless, I obeyed,
closing my lips around his balls, sucking and licking them, then
rolling my eyes up the length of his hard body to his eyes, which
were looking back just as calmly as before, and made me
shudder.

I was aware, then, of my wrists locked
together behind me. It... startled me, but my mind was so fuzzy and
shell-shocked from the incredible orgasms and this wild heat and
passion that I couldn't think straight. What did remember being
tied up, sort of, was my body. It remembered the orgasms I'd had
yesterday evening with Ming when my wrists had been bound.

My body thrummed with energy.

He pulled my head back by the hair, then
raised it a bit.

“Lick,” he ordered.

I licked at his shaft, which was considerably
softer now, but he was holding it pressed against his abdomen. I
licked my way up and down, still gasping, then took the head into
my mouth and the whole of the rest of it, sucking and massaging it
within my oral cavity.

And already he was starting to harden!

He pulled out, though and pulled on my
hair.

I cried out, forced up onto my wobbly legs,
and he bent and lifted me up across his shoulders. He carried me
into the house, and then upstairs and into his bedroom! We went
straight into the attached bathroom, and then into the shower.

He dropped me onto my feet, then turned me
around and undid the clothe cuffs, removing them and tossing them
out of the shower. The water poured down around us for long
seconds, soaking us both, and I marveled at being in another shower
with another of the Lees, just one day after Ming!

He turned off the water with the touch of a
button, and then took my hand and pressed a bar of soap into
it.

“Maids clean. Clean my body,” he said
calmly.

I stared at him and at my hand, until he took
my wrist and jerked the hand with the bar of soap up against his
chest. Gulping, I started to soap up his chest, using my other hand
too. Soon I was lathering soap over his shoulders and then down his
belly and then – then down around his cock, which was semi-hard
now!

He turned and I soaped up his back and and
then his ass, which was as gorgeous to look at as his chest! Then
he turned again and sat down.

“Kneel.”

I blinked uncertainly and knelt before him.
He raised his right foot, placing it just under my breasts.

“Use your breasts to clean me.”

I gaped at him, but the dark thrilled heat
seized me and I soaped up his foot and ankle and then, well, I
began to rub my breasts against it! I slid his foot up between
them, using them like soft, squishy sponges, soaping up along his
ankles too.

He brought his foot down and I soaped up his
other leg, his other foot, pulling it in against my breasts,
realizing as I did that I suppose this was sort of degrading in a
way but not a way I cared about.

He gripped my hair, pulling me forward,
having me rub my now very soapy breasts up along his thighs, then
leaning forward so his cock could slide between them. I mashed my
breasts around it as it hardened still more.

He stood up and pulled me up by the hair,
then began to briskly soap up my body, his now-soapy hands moving
between my legs and up and down against my buttocks.

The water poured down around us, rinsing us
off, and he turned it off slid the door open, stepping out. Much as
Ming had done, he toweled himself off as he looked at me, then
toweled me off as well.

He took my hand and led me out of the
bathroom and into the big bedroom, my body still thrumming with
energy!

We stopped beside the bed, and he turned and
opened one of the big dressers, then took out a pair of studded
leather... restraints! I mean, I'd never seen such things in person
before but I'd seen them on the internet!

I stared in breathless fascination as he slid
them around my wrists, then tightened them and buckled them. He
turned me around and I felt them locked together, feeling a wave of
anxiety combined with dark heat. Then he lifted me up and dropped
me onto the bed on my back.

I felt my pulse race as he climbed onto the
bed and gripped my legs, again, roughly jerking them apart. He
dropped to all fours, then leaned in and I gasped as I saw him
staring at my sex from up close.

He leaned in and his thumbs stroked the lips
of my sex before pressing in and spreading them slightly apart. His
tongue pushed into me and I squeaked as it twisted and turned,
flicking in and out. It moved upward and began to work on my
clitoris, and... it was like... oh wow! Oh wow! Oh God!

I lay on my bound arms, hurting my neck as I
tried to pull my head forward to watch, then dropping my head to
stare at the ceiling, shuddering as his tongue and lips worked on
me, as he sucked rhythmically, and my hips began to grind and then
jerk spastically beneath him.

He lifted my legs up and pressed them back
against me, then back further. He ran his big hands downward to my
ankles, pressing them back over my shoulders, then in and back
further still. I gasped as the pressure raised my buttocks upward,
but he was able to actually get my ankles back behind my head!

He stared down at me with those flat brown
eyes and I felt his cock pressing against me. I jerked my eyes
down, staring at it, watching as it pushed into me, as it slid into
me, inch by inch, as I felt it inside me going deeper and
deeper!

I felt the sexual pressure intensify, and
cried out weakly as he started to thrust. His body was over me,
above me, almost crushing me into the bed as he drove himself into
me to the hilt! His heavy hips pressed down against my raised
buttocks and then rose and fell, rose and fell, hitting me harder
and harder, faster and faster!

I couldn't do anything but shudder and gurgle
and cry out at each deep thrust as the heat rose and baked my mind.
And then another orgasm tore through me, even more intense than the
others! I spasmed and jerked, convulsions wracking my body! But I
could hardly move as he hammered down from above, his hips striking
my buttocks, his cock spearing me, his powerful hands pinning my
feet to the mattress behind my head!

He just... just... totally pounded me!
It was almost violent! Savage! I was being crushed beneath him as
his big body rammed into me again and again, and all I could do was
cry out as orgasm after orgasm tore apart my mind!

I had thought multiple orgasms was like...
well, you have one, and then... then some time later you have
another if you were really lucky. But that wasn't what was
happening to me. I was having one orgasm after another, with barely
any time to catch a few gulps of air!

I was a mindless, drooling, quivering wreck
by the time he was finished, and barely conscious!

I felt so battered, so utterly drained, as I
lay there on my arms, legs sprawled wide, chest heaving, eyes
glassy.

I barely noticed him leaving. I barely
noticed Mrs. Lee arriving.

Mrs. Lee?

Mrs. Lee!?

I gasped and sat up, the jolt of sudden
emotion almost but not quite clearing my head! She was standing in
the doorway glowering at me! Then she let off a string of angry
Chinese, accompanied by various gestures, none of which I
understood!

She stalked into the room, still glaring at
me, and as my head cleared more I began to feel a cringing sense of
humiliation! And what could I say? It isn't what you think!? It was
exactly what she thought! I had just been fucking her
husband! Although, to be more precise, he had been fucking me. I
didn't think she'd care though.

She was wearing a business suit, a long blue
jacket, ankle length pleated blue skirt, white blouse, brown belt.
She unbuckled the belt and slid it off, then doubled it in her hand
as she looked menacingly at me, and I gulped and swung my legs out
of bed, somehow or other instinctively, well, trying to get
away!

But my wrists were still cuffed behind me!
And I was still naked!

She grabbed me, spun me around and shoved
hard and I fell sprawling across the bed, or at least, my upper
body did. My lower body was still on the floor, which meant – .

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Slut.”

Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

Crack!

“Oh!'

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The thing is, I couldn't even blame her! I
had fucked her husband! I was an adulteress! She wasn't even acting
unreasonably! Not really! I couldn't feel like I was being unfairly
treated or punished or anything!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was starting to really burn,
though! I squirmed and moaned and whimpered as she swung the belt
down, talking half in Chinese and half in English.

“Did I say you could have sex with my
husband?”

Crack! Crack!

“Did I, slut?”

Crack! Crack!

“Was that on the list of tasks I gave
you?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Answer me, slut!”

Crack!

“Have you done the jobs you were supposed to
do today?”

Crack!

“Have you?”

Crack!

“Answer me, slut!”

“N-No!” I cried.

Crack!

“No! Because you were having sex with my
husband instead!”

Crack!

“Where is your uniform, slut!?”

Crack!

“If you have damaged it you will pay!”

Crack!

“Please!” I half sobbed, my bottom throbbing
with heat!

Crack!

“Please what, slut? Please let you have sex
with my husband?”

Crack!

“Oh! Please! Please!”

Crack!

“Of course, it is not all your fault,” she
said. “I knew you were a slut when I hired you.”

Crack!

“Get into bed!”

Trembling, moaning, I climbed frantically
into bed, and then rolled over on my back to protect my burning
bottom from the belt. Of course, that exposed the rest of me but...
somehow I didn't think she would use the belt on my front.

Crack!

I squealed as the belt struck me between the
legs!

I jerked my thighs closed at the sharp,
stinging blow. The next struck my right breast, and I howled and
quickly rolled onto my belly!

“You have much to learn, blonde girl,” she
growled.

“And I will teach you.”

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


She put the belt down, which made me feel a
wave of relief!

“Kneel at the edge of the bed, slut!”

I whimpered, but under that fierce gaze, I
hesitantly, fearfully, raised my bottom up, kneeling at the edge of
the bed, positioning myself in the perfect position to have my
throbbing bottom further strapped!

It didn't really even occur to me to get
angry at her, or demand she stop and let me go. I mean, I knew down
to my core that I'd done something terrible. And instinctively, I
was still a girl, and she was the woman, like a teacher, coach or
something.

I was being punished, and I deserved to be
punished, as much as I might not like it. That was my instinctive
feeling, even if I wished I could somehow run away!

“Is your bottom sore now, slut?”

I moaned and she picked up the belt.

“answer when you are spoken to, slut!”

“Yes!” I cried.

Crack!

“Ohw!”

“Yes, Mrs. Lee!”

“Yes, Mrs. Lee!”

“What does 'mrs.' mean, slut?”

I flushed hotly.

Crack!

“Answer when spoken to!”

“It means you're married!”

Crack!

“Mrs. Lee!”

“It means you're married, Mrs. Lee!” I
cried.

“Yes. And who am I married to?”

“T-To Mr. Lee, Mrs. Lee!” I whimpered.

“Very good. Even a blonde girl can figure
that out.”

I felt her hand on my hot bottom, felt it
moving over the taut, overheated flesh. She wasn't squeezing or
kneading but simply gliding her hand over it.

“And does this not suggest that other women
should avoid having sex with Mr. Lee?”

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Lee!” I gulped.

“And yet, you did not.”

“I-I'm sorry!”

Crack!

“Owh!”

“Mrs Lee!” she growled.

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Lee!”

“Are you sorry for having sex with my husband
or sorry that you have been caught having sex with my husband?”

I hesitated an instant, because I knew which
I was sorry for.

“I thought so,” she growled.

Crack!

“Of course, I can not entirely blame you,”
she continued.

That sent another jolt of emotional relief
through me for some reason.

“He is, after all, an extremely handsome man.
Is this not so?”

“Y-Yes, Mrs. Lee!” I gulped.

Her hand slid downward and I gasped as I felt
it stroking my sex.

“And you, after all, are a blonde slut. Is
that not so?”

I hesitated.

“Spread your legs, slut!” she barked.

I jerked my knees apart at the command,
starting to feel a wild spinning emotional confusion again as her
fingers stroked the line of my sex, then found my clitoris.

“A slut like you can hardly resist any man,
much less a man like my husband,” she said.

Her fingers squirmed through the lips of my
sex, plunging inside me! I moaned anxiously, embarrassed, wildly
confused and uncertain.

“This,” she said, “This always needs to have
something inside it, doesn't it.”

I moaned as her fingers twisted and turned
inside me. I was uhm, well, very wet, as you can imagine. I mean, I
had been utterly, utterly dripping wet as her husband had pounded
me, and that had only been minutes ago.

“I can feel its hunger,” she said as her
fingers twisted and turned.

I moaned as I felt the mouth of my sex
stretching wide, as I felt her thumb stroking my clitoris. This was
so... incredible! I was shocked! Stunned! I was gripped by
disbelief and my mind was churning! On the other hand, well, this
was way better than her using the belt on my still burning ass!

“And I must take some blame. As I said, I
knew you were a slut when I brought you into my house.”

I felt I ought to be indignant at that, but
having been caught fucking her husband – and God help me if she
found out what I'd done with her daughter – I couldn't really bring
myself to disagree.

I squeaked as I felt myself stretching even
more. I thought she must have four fingers inside me!

Her fingers turned and twisted, her hand,
like a bunched up spear as it pumped inside me.

“Raise your hips higher, slut,” she
ordered.

My eyes were glassy, but somehow I shifted my
knees forward a little, raising my bottom a bit higher.

“Good,” she said. “It is good that you have
some discipline, that you can show some obedience.”

I moaned as the pad of her thumb rubbed
against my swollen clitoris with a strange kind of flicking
gesture. It was creating really strange sensations that were a mix
of stinging and swirly pleasure!

“Can you learn to obey, slut?” she
demanded.

I squeaked as she reached forward with her
other hand and gripped my hair, jerking it back sharply.

“Answer when spoken to!”

“Yes, Mrs. Lee!” I cried.

“Will you obey, slut?”

“Yes, Mrs. Lee!” I cried.

She dropped my hair and my face hit the
mattress as I gasped helplessly. Then I felt myself being stretched
even wider. I moaned as the aching deepened, and I felt what had to
be her knuckles sliding through the lips of my sex!

And then I felt this total rush of wonder,
shock, amazement, anxiety, and a dark thrill that made my mind kind
of quiver as I realized that her thumb was inside me, that her
whole hand was now inside me!

I could feel it pushing forward through the
straining flesh of my belly, stretching me apart even as the lips
of my sex eased in around her slender wrist. The emotional shock of
that was enormous, and I could hardly think as all my focus was on
the feel of her hand inside my body!

It turned slowly, then turned the other way,
then pushed deeper! She was a petite woman, and her hand was small
compared to mine, but it was still a whole hand! And now her wrist
was pushing through the taut lips of my sex!

Was she trying to force her whole arm inside
me!?

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I whimpered dazedly.

She jerked on my hair again.

“Mrs. Lee!” she snapped.

“Please, Mrs. Lee!” I cried.

“You need to be instructed, slut. I am going
to instruct you. I am going to teach you some things you clearly
are not yet knowledgeable of.”

Then I heard voices behind me, and I jerked
my head around and gasped, more embarrassment flooding me as I saw
Ming coming into the room!

Oh! My! God!

I tried to rise but got a sharp slap to my
bottom and then a hand shoving down between my shoulder blades!

“Hold still!” Mrs. Lee barked. “Have you no
discipline!?”

Ming turned to the dresser and opened several
drawers, then pulled out what looked like a dildo. The two were
still talking as she came back, but I had no idea what they were
saying. Then I heard a buzzing sound, and a moment later the
'dildo' was pressed against the top of my sex.

It was a vibrator!

Ming came and sat down on the side of the bed
next to me, then reached forward and combed my damp, tangled hair
back.

“How did your hair get wet? I like to see it
dry because it is so soft and golden,” she said.

I was too stunned to answer, and she made a
tsking sound, then jerked sharply on my hair so that I cried out as
my head was forced back.

“Answer me when I speak,” she said.

“I-I... in the sh-shower!” I cried.

She reached a hand under me, as she pulled on
my hair, and I felt her fingers push in, finding my left nipple.
Then she pinched it sharply.

“Is that how you are to address me, slave
girl?” she demanded.

I felt another incredible jolt! She was
saying this in front of her mother!

I gasped as I felt Mrs. Lee's hand shifting
inside me. One of her fingers slowly pulled in, pressing heavily
against the elastic wall of my sex as she drew it in and back. Then
she did the same to a second finger, and then a third.

My nipple burned as Ming pinched it
again.

“You will address me as Mistress Ming,” she
said, tugging and twisting.

“Oh! Oh! Please!”

“Mistress Ming.”

“Please, Mistress Ming!” I yelped.

The two women talked in Chinese, then laughed
together, and I felt a sense of bewilderment, but also a kind of
relief. Her mother wasn't mad? Did she already know?!

I felt the other fingers of Mrs. Lee's hand
curl in until her hand had formed a fist within me. And then I felt
it turning from side to side, twisting inside me! Meanwhile the
vibrator was grinding against my clitoris as my mind was swept by
confusion and dazed astonishment.

I felt the fist moving deeper, now, and
shuddered, crying out as it was forced up higher inside my body!
Then Ming undid her skirt, dropping it to the floor and slipped off
her panties. She climbed onto the bed and sat down in front of me,
legs spread wide as she gathered in my hair.

“Now service your mistress, slave girl,” she
ordered.

I felt another wild jolt of shock, anxiety,
uncertainty and confusion. Then I cried out as she jerked and
twisted at my hair, pulling my mouth against her sex.

I cried out as the fist thrust hard.

“Do it, slut!” Mrs. Lee ordered.

“Do it, slave girl,” Ming ordered, jerking on
my hair.

Shuddering, I began to lick her, and Mrs.
Lee's fist drew back, then drew back further before pushing forward
again. The vibrator ground against my clitoris and I gulped in
ragged breaths of air, trembling and filled with a sense of
unreality.

But with astonishing swiftness, the anxiety
and embarrassment began to fade and be replaced by a sense of wild
carnal heat, as the wicked kinkiness of what was happening made my
body burn! I didn't have to fear being discovered any more either
since apparently Mr. and Mrs. Lee didn't care!

I licked at Ming, moaning, as she twisted her
fingers in my hair, gasping and crying out weakly as Mrs. Lee
forced her fist even deeper! God! I was spread so wide now! Not
only was her wrist inside me but part of her forearm as well!

And she was starting to move it in and out as
my nerve endings crackled like live electrical wires and my mind
tripped over into a dark, thrill ride of heat and feverish
excitement. I came, shuddering and trembling and then crying out,
my hips jerking back convulsively onto her fist as the sexual
pressure exploded into a massive release of energy!

I found myself once again in that wild,
glittering place of shocking sexual pleasure and passion, where
nothing else mattered. Intoxicated by the way my body flared with a
pleasure so intense you could only really describe it as ecstasy, I
shook and sobbed and jerked in wondrous release even as they
sneered at me and called me a blonde whore.

“You see what a whore she is,” Mrs. Lee
said.

“I knew this already,” Ming replied. “She is
very responsive.”

“She is an animal,” Mrs. Lee said. “I think
all blonde girls are like this.”

“A slut. She will make a good sex slave,”
Ming replied.

“As long as she learns discipline and
obedience,” Mrs. Lee said.

“I will teach her to obey me.”

“Remember she will not be your property
alone.”

“I know.”

I hardly paid attention to them, trembling
through the orgasm, and then when I slumped was given very little
time until slaps to the side of my breast, and sharp yanks on my
hair provided the incentive and energy to get me licking at her
again.

Mrs. Lee was using just her fingers to stroke
my clitoris now, as I licked and sucked at Ming's clitoris. But her
fist was still twisting from side to side and pumping slowly inside
me. After a minute it pushed deeper again, making me gurgle and
gasp, and then the vibrator came on once more.

My nerve endings started to crackle, and heat
churned in my lower body, spreading upward with shocking speed.

Ming jerked back on my hair suddenly, and I
cried out in pain.

“Are you my sex slave, little bitch?” she
asked in a purr.

“Oh! Please!”

She jerked harder.

“Mistress,” she growled.

“Please, Mistress Ming!” I moaned.

“Are you my sex slave, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress Ming!” I moaned.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I'm your sex slave, Mistress Ming!” I
gasped weakly.

She jerked my mouth down against her sex
again.

“Service your mistress, slut.”

I licked again, dazed, mind-blasted, and then
began to jerk back on Mrs. Lee's fist as another orgasm tore my
mind apart, crying out in rapturous pleasure as the heat threatened
to consume me!

This was just all so incredibly wild and
intense and shocking and desperately hot!

I was slapped into action again, licking Ming
to an orgasm, and then she climbed off the bed and moved around
behind me as I lay there panting. I heard them talking again, in
Chinese, and I felt Mrs. Lee's hand slowly pulling back.

It slipped out of me and I groaned in relief,
but it didn't last. It pushed forward again, twisting and turning
as it forced its way inside. Then Mrs. Lee climbed onto the bed,
spreading her legs, and guiding my mouth to her sex, and I knew it
was Ming behind me!

I began to lick, not needing instruction, as
Ming's hand slid deeper, formed a fist, and then began to pump in
and out. The vibrator came on, and I felt my mind going as Mrs. Lee
jerked on my hair and called me a blonde whore and ordered me to
lick harder.

I came again, almost losing consciousness, my
exhausted mind almost blown out like a candle by the force of the
massive orgasm that ripped through me. My insides ached from
spasming muscles, and I could hardly think straight, drunk on a
sexual high.

The two women didn't let me rest. They
slapped and pulled on my hair to get me into the center of the bed
and pushed me onto my back. They stripped naked, and Ming knelt
over my face, settling her sex down onto my mouth. I felt my hips
half turning to the side, one of my legs lifted up, and then I felt
Mrs. Lee's body slide in, scissoring our legs so our pussies pushed
together.

I shuddered as she ground herself against me,
forcing my left leg back almost past where Ming sat astride my
face, grinding in against me as one of her hands kneaded my right
breast.

“Lick me, sex slave,” Ming ordered, grinding
her pussy against my face.

I licked.

And then when they had finished with me, Mrs.
Lee dropped the maid outfit on the bed and ordered me to put it on
and get to work. I had cleaning to do.
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I was... well, confused doesn't begin
to describe what I was.

I wasn't given a lot of time to think about
things, though, as Mrs. Lee ran me ragged cleaning floors and
counters, and then windows. And she wouldn't let me wear any
panties either! Despite how short the maid outfit was. And, maybe
it my imagination, maybe because I wasn't wearing anything, but it
sure did seem shorter!

You might think modesty at this point was
kind of dumb, but it was a habit. Besides, Jian was around, too.
And then the Lee's had visitors, another Chinese couple. That made
me feel even more awkward! I was very afraid someone sitting down
could see up under my skirt and realize I had no panties!

Nor could I busy myself elsewhere. Mrs. Lee
said I was the maid, so I would act like one and serve drinks and
stuff. So I did that, though nobody spoke any English except when
she gave me an order.

So I got very little time to think about
things until I was in bed, finally, and by then I was mentally and
physically exhausted. Thinking about what had happened was like...
like trying to wrap my head around something unbelievable! What I'd
done... what I'd let happen, was so incredibly slutty! I couldn't
believe I had done it!

I felt ashamed of myself! And yet, as with my
kinky little sexual interlude with Ming the other day, my memories,
as embarrassing as they were, were also dripping in dark sexual
excitement and the memory of those incredibly powerful orgasms.

I was surprised I fell asleep so quickly.
Well, next morning when I woke I was anyway. Then it all came back
to me, and I cringed at some of the things I'd said and done! I lay
there shaking my head, trying to work out what I was going to do
now.

Only that was interrupted by my door opening
and Ming slipping inside. I flushed immediately as she came in,
then as she opened her robe and revealed she had nothing on
underneath. I felt a jolt and gulped anxiously as she came forward,
lithe and athletic, and jerked the covers back.

“Why are you wearing clothes?” she demanded.
“From now on you must sleep naked so your body is available to
me.”

“I-I... I have to get ready for school!” I
said, surprised at the squeak in my voice.

“You have to service your mistress, slave
girl,” She said.

She was already straddling me and undoing the
buttons down the front of my nightshirt.

I gulped, heart hammering, not knowing what
to say. Your parents might find out didn't seem likely to make much
sense.

Then she was pulling it open and I flushed as
she ran her hands up my body.

“Your breasts are perfect,” she said,
sounding envious as her small fingers kneaded and squeezed
them.

She slid down until she was laying atop me,
breasts to breasts, and then kissed me. I moaned weakly, then began
to kiss back. The dark heat and wild pleasure of the previous night
began to rise as echoes in my memory, exciting me quickly as her
body ground against mine.

She slid downward, and then she was between
my legs, and I just gasped and moaned as she showed me just how
good she was at oral sex with women. I couldn't resist! My hips
began to grind up and my body began to flare with sexual
energy!

She paused, looking up my body.

“You see what I am doing, slut?” she
asked.

I moaned in reply.

She reached up and pinched one of my
nipples.

“Ow!” I gasped.

“You see what I am doing?”

“Y-Yes! Uhm, yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

“Then remember it. You must improve your oral
skills rapidly.”

She resumed licking at me, resumed sucking,
and I felt my body thrumming with heat and hunger again. Then she
was climbing up my body and turning around. She sat herself down
over my face, but this time facing down the length of my body. And
as I felt her mouth start to lick me I returned the favor, trying
to do just as she did.

We both came fairly quickly. She then led me
into the bathroom and we showered together, with more kissing and
grinding together. This time it was soapy bodies rubbing
together!

I usually did my hair with a bit of a wave up
front, but Ming ordered me not to today.

“Leave it straight,” she ordered.

“But I always – .”

“Obey your mistress, sex slave,” she
ordered.

I blushed hotly at breakfast, but no one said
anything out of the ordinary. There wasn't any sign of what had
happened last night between Mrs. Lee and me, or Mr. Lee and me
either. Jian talked about soccer, for some reason, and seemed
oblivious, and took off early.

“I must take the car in to work today,” Mr.
Lee said. “So it will be available for an appointment later in the
day.”

He turned to me and Ming. “I can drive you
both in.”

“I got up early to study,” Ming replied. “I
don't have a class until ten.”

He nodded and looked at me. “I will drive you
in,” he said.

I wanted to say no thanks but just blushed
hotly.

We went out to the car and I got in the
passenger side as it backed up, then headed down the road. It
wasn't a long drive, and we were both silent until he turned into a
driveway of a vacant house. Then my pulse began to race as he
parked and turned to me.

“Come, servant girl,” he said. “Serve your
master.”

I felt another of those emotional jolts at
the words even as he unzipped and pulled his cock out. His other
hand reached out and slid behind my head, then pulled me forward
across the center console until my face was in his lap.

“Service your master, slave girl,” he
said.

I moaned as I took his cock into my mouth. He
was half-hard, but thickened almost immediately, and I began to bob
up and down on it as he stroked his fingers through my hair.

“You are a beautiful girl,” he said. “Like a
sexual nymph, a creature of legend.”

I gurgled as he pushed down and my lips slid
further down the shaft, the head pushing into my throat. I felt him
peeling up my sweater, then reaching under to pull my bra up and
release my breasts. He eased up on my head and I slid my lips back
up as his other hand kneaded my breasts.

“You were made to give pleasure with your
body, little sex slave,” said.

There were two things about what was
happening which kind of dazed me. The first was his assumption he
could simply have me give him a blow job. The second was my
acceptance of it without much question or any protest at all.

My nipples were hard and tingling as his
fingers stroked and rolled them, and I felt a rising sense of
excitement as I bobbed up and down, taking him deep into my throat
on every other plunge. But this was not a long-drawn out thing like
yesterday. He came quickly in my mouth, then had me sit back and
put my clothes back in place as he zipped up, backed up, and headed
for school.

*

Needless to say I had a bit of trouble
concentrating at school.

A part of me thought that the Lee family were
crazy and I should go home, pack my things, and get the hell out.
Of course, that raised the problem of where to go. I had little
money, and if I left I'd have no job. And I'd left it more than a
little late to try and find one now.

Still, I was fairly sure all this 'sex slave'
stuff was just a kinky game, and as much as it made me wince at how
slutty I was being, well, I had never had such incredible orgasms
or such wild, amazing sexual experiences! And I was away from home
so nobody could find out! That gave me a new degree of latitude in
indulging my sexual curiosity.

I skipped my last class to get home early. I
thought, naively perhaps, that I could put the stupid maid thing
on, get my cleaning done before Mrs. Lee showed up, and then put
regular clothes on and study – or... or something.

I cleaned pretty fast! But not fast enough,
as it turned out. For Mr. Lee came home early.

“I had an appointment, remember,” he said
mildly.

I gulped as he looked me up and down, then
gestured me closer. I felt breathless, but moved closer, and he
slipped a finger into the cleavage of the maid dress and pulled me
up against him so he could kiss me.

I moaned weakly, and then his hands slid
around me and onto my ass, squeezing and kneading it as we
kissed.

He drew back after a long minute, leaving me
gulping weakly. He looked at me sternly.

“You are wearing panties under your skirt,
maid girl,” he said. “Mrs. Lee specifically ordered you to not wear
panties.”

I gaped at him and then flushed further.

“Remove them.”

I reached under the short hem and peeled my
panties down, stepping out of them, blushing even further as he
held out his hand and I had to give them to him.

“You have been a bad girl,” he said. “You
must learn to obey.”

He sat down on the sofa, and beckoned me
closer, and I shifted forward uncertainly. He reached up and
gripped my wrist, then yanked so that I stumbled forward and fell
sprawling across his lap!

I mentioned how short the uniform was, right?
Not that it mattered since he instantly lifted it up to bare me
below the hips.

“Bad girls must be punished,” he said. “So
they learn discipline.”

His hand kneaded my buttocks as I felt my
heart beating faster and faster.

“Your skin seems unblemished,” he said as his
fingers skated over my skin. “My wife, I understand, strapped your
bottom yesterday. Is that correct?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” I squeaked.

“Good. You must become disciplined,” he said.
“But I see she did no lasting harm.”

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His big hand slapped down repeatedly on my
bottom as I squirmed and moaned helplessly. Then he paused, his
fingers slipping between my thighs, caressing the line of my
sex.

“Such a sweet, tight, neat little love hole,”
he said, rubbing my clitoris.

I shuddered, my thighs shifting apart as heat
spread through me.

This was so kinky and wild!

“Will you obey, slave girl?” he demanded
sternly.

Crack!

“Yes!” I squealed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Yes, Master,” he said.

I shuddered. “Yes, Master!”

So kinky and wild!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Will you do as you are instructed at all
times, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and moaned and squirmed helplessly
as he spanked my bare bottom. I could feel myself getting hotter
and hotter back there, my skin turning red.

“Your job is to serve and obey,” he said as
he fingered my clitoris.

Crack!

“What is your job?”

“T-To serve and obey, Master!” I gasped.

His fingers stroked along my sex and I
shuddered as one pushed inside. I was still sore down there from
yesterday, but I was already wet and pulsing with heat and need.
His finger pumped in and out as he stroked my clitoris and I felt a
spiraling sense of sexual passion that was starting to make my body
glow with heat!

And then the door opened and Jian walked
in.

I squealed and tried to jerk away, but Mr.
Lee had a firm hold of my hair, and jammed my face down into the
leather sofa as he held his other hand firmly on my ass. I heard
them speak in Chinese, and then heard Jian laugh.

I cringed in humiliation!

Jian left the room and Mr. Lee caressed my
buttocks, then slid his hand between my thighs again. He still held
firmly to my hair, though, and I didn't... I couldn't bring myself
to say anything! I felt wild and shocked and anxious but at the
same time I was gripped by a dark sense of kinky heat!

And then Jian came back, speaking in
rapid-fire Chinese. I stared at the sofa under my nose, not wanting
to meet his eyes. Then I felt something pressing against my back
opening and squeaked, trying to jerk my head up and around.

“This is to open up your back passage so that
you are ready to service men when you are wanted,” Mr. Lee
said.

I felt something pushing into me, spreading
wider and wider – and wider, and then suddenly it disappeared
inside me... or so I thought for a couple of seconds. I quickly
realized that something was left on the outside, like a small
coin.

A moment later I felt something else pressing
against the entrance to my sex. I moaned as it spread me open and
slid into me, stretching me wide as it was pumped in and out.

“This will put you in the right frame of
mind,” Mr. Lee said. “Blonde girls always respond well to being
penetrated.”

I groaned as it pushed very deep, and then
felt a kind of... overhang, right at the entrance to my sex – which
started to buzz! I was filled with something very like a cock, and
now had a vibrator against my clitoris!

Mr. Lee caressed my buttocks as he spoke – in
Chinese mostly, to Jian I supposed.

Then Mr. Lee pulled the maid uniform upward,
forcing it up under my arm and then, as I blushed hotly, pulled it
over my head and off. He undid my bra and removed it, and then drew
my wrists back together behind my back.

I hadn't worn the clothe cuffs that came with
the maid uniform, but it didn't matter as I felt the leather
restraints from the previous evening placed around my wrists. Then
I heard a burst of Chinese from Mr. Lee, and the first one on was
unbuckled again.

“I tell him to make sure these are not too
tight,” Mr. Lee said to me.

That was when I realized it was Jian putting
them on me!

A moment later I felt something like a belt
slide around my neck, pulling in around my throat! I gasped in
confusion, then felt it being buckled behind my neck and realized
it was a collar.

Mr. Lee lifted me up and off him and I
blushed hotly as I briefly met Jian's eager, excited eyes. Then Mr.
Lee stood up and Jian took his place on the sofa. Mr. Lee was
talking as he did, and pushed me forward so I fell across Jian's
lap!

“I am teaching him how to properly spank a
girl,” Mr. Lee said.

I felt a sense of shock! A sense of outrage!
And then a sense of incredible dark heat!

I felt Jian's hands kneading my buttocks and
sliding down between my legs. I shuddered as the vibrator thing
buzzed and my pussy spasmed around the long length of it.

Crack!

“Bad girl,” Jian said.

He gripped the base of the vibrator thing,
kind of twisting it from side to side so the vibrator ground
against my clitoris.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I winced and moaned.

“You must obey all orders,” he said
sternly.

He drew the thing slowly back out then pushed
it deep again, grinding the vibrator thing against me.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You must always show discipline and
respect.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I thought I was surely going crazy as Mr. Lee
stood there, talking to him, I guess telling him what to do, and
Jian spanked me and pumped the vibrator thing in and out.

Crack!

“Will you obey?” Jian demanded.

“Oh! Please! Yes!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Yes what? How do you address me, Sex
slave?”

I shuddered.

“Yes, Master Jian!”

This was so perverted! And my ass was
starting to burn and throb wildly! Jian was spanking faster and
with sharper blows than his father had, and I moaned and wriggled,
my wrists pulling against the restraints as he alternated between
spanking me and fingering me.

Mr. Lee moved around to the side, then
reached down and grasped my hair, lifting my head up and turning it
towards him. I gasped as I saw his erection there before me, and he
pushed it forward, sliding it deep into my mouth and then straight
down my throat!

I gurgled, my eyes going wide, but just then
Jian slapped my bottom fast and hard, which distracted my already
bewildered brain!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand shifted, then, and I felt the
vibrator thing twisting and turning deep inside me as the part at
my entrance ground against my clitoris.

“Bad little sex slave,” Jian said.

Mr Lee had gathered my hair up in a thick
mass above my head as he drove himself into me until my lips were
pressed firmly against his body, every inch of his big shaft buried
inside me!

“Blondes have very deep throats,” Mr. Lee
said.

Crack! Crack!

“And very soft bottoms,” Jian said.

Mr. Lee pulled back and I gasped dazedly,
coughing, saliva spilling over my lip until he jerked me around and
Jian gripped my legs and hips to kind of lift me, to raise me into
a kneeling position, then position me so I was straddling him
facing forward.

I moaned as I felt the … vibrator/dildo thing
pulled out of me. Then I felt Jian's cock pressing against my
entrance as he maneuvered me down. I shuddered as I slid down,
gasping wildly as Mr. Lee pulled on my hair again, forcing me to
bend forward and take his cock into my mouth.

“Ride my cock, blonde girl,” Jian ordered,
slapping my bottom.

I gurgled around Mr. Lee's cock, flushed and
dazed, riding up and down as one of Jian's hands came around my rib
to fondle my left breast while the other slid over my hip to finger
my clitoris. Mr Lee reached down with the hand which wasn't holding
my hair and fondled my right breast.

I felt as if I was going to faint from the
whipsawing sensations, the wild crackling sexual electricity, and
the sheer raw disbelief of what I was doing! But sliding up and
down on Jian's stiff cock quickly blew me away, especially once he
started rubbing my clitoris, and a monster orgasm took me!

I screamed, or well, the intent was there.
With Mr. Lee's cock pumping in my mouth and throat not much came
out as I rode Jian more frantically and he rubbed my clitoris fast
and hard! My breasts throbbed in their hands and my body spasmed
and shook as convulsions tore through me.

I was so stupefied after that I couldn't ride
anything, and they dumped me forward onto the floor on my knees.
Jian thrust into me from behind while Mr. Lee kept hold of my hair
so I was bent over at a ninety degree angle, using that to hold me
in place where my arms – still locked behind me – couldn't.

He pumped steadily in and out of my mouth and
throat as Jian thrust harder and harder into me from behind. They
spoke as they did, but in Chinese. I had no idea what they were
saying. Often, though, Mr. Lee would say something, and then a
moment later Jian would do something, like reach around my hip to
rub my clitoris, or fondle one of my breasts, or slap my
bottom.

This was so insane! Even after they both came
and let me alone – briefly – I was filled with a dark, thrilled
sense of forbidden sexuality and hunger and passion. I knew this
was the sort of thing good girls didn't do, but it was like...
those rules didn't matter here since no one knew me or my friends
or family.

I felt someone grip my wrists, and then the
two restraints holding them came apart. I don't mean they were
taken off me, just that they were no longer locked together. I
groaned, drawing my hands forward as I kind of lay on the floor
trying to recover my shattered mind.

“Up, slave girl,” Jian said.

As he said it I felt a jerk against my throat
from the studded collar they'd put around it, and gurgled, forcing
myself up onto my hands and knees. I turned my head and felt
another emotional shock as I realized that Jian was holding a chain
with a handle, and that it ran to behind my neck – the collar! Like
a leash!

“Now, crawl,” Jian ordered.
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Jian started forward and I gurgled again as
the collar jerked against my neck, lurching forward finally, kind
of stunned and confused. What the hell!?

I crawled several steps and then kind of
balked, halting and rising, reaching up for the chain.

Crack!

I yelped at the blow to my bottom.

“Down, slave girl,” Mr. Lee barked.

I gasped, forced back down onto all fours,
twisting my head up and back to see him holding a thin black...
stick or switch or something.

“Crawl,” Jian ordered, jerking on the
leash.

Gasping, I crawled forward, feeling very
strange, very excited, very outraged, very confused as Jian led me
across the room, then into the hall.

“Up the stairs, slave girl,” Jian
ordered.

I crawled up the stairs after him, with Mr.
Lee slapping the switch thing lightly against my bottom as he
followed.

I crawled along the second floor hall, then
to the door leading up, and then crawled up those stairs too, into
the attic – the exercise room.

Mr. Lee cleared the mats out of the way, and
then spoke to Jian. Jian in turn, spoke to me.

“Lower the front of your body to the floor,
slave girl, and raise your bottom high into the air and spread your
knees wide.”

Gulping, I obeyed, feeling a rising heat at
the frankly slutty position.

Put your hands straight out before you,” Jian
ordered.

I obeyed and Mr. Lee gripped my hips, jerking
them back to raise my buttocks even higher.

“This is your using position ,” Jian said.
“If I tell you to prepare to be used you will assume this position
exactly.”

That was so kinky and nasty and outrageous!
My body flushed with heat.

Mr. Lee was across the room, but came back
with something. I moaned as I felt his fingers sliding along my
sex, then felt something like the vibrator he'd used on me
downstairs penetrate me. It was a bit thicker than that, though,
stretching me wide as he twisted and turned it and slid it deep.
Then he slid it deeper still, until I ached!

A moment later I felt his finger pulling on
the butt-plug, and flushed anew as he slowly pulled it free of my
ass. I felt vacant for a moment, then he slid a replacement into
me. Only this one was more of a dildo, sliding deep into my belly
until I began to feel cramps!

This was so sick!

I felt heat running through my veins as Mr.
Lee stroked my clitoris. But then he drew back, saying something in
Chinese.

“Now, you will display yourself,” Jian said.
“Sit back on your heels, put your hands behind your neck, fingers
interlaced, and arch your back.”

Seriously!?

I gulped and pushed myself up and back onto
my knees, rising.

“Knees wide!” Jian said.

I spread my knees wide, then tentatively
brought my fingers up behind my neck.

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped as the little stick hit my
back.

“Arch your back, blonde slave girl,” Jian
ordered.

I obeyed, and then Mr. Lee crouched next to
me. He gripped my right foot and twisted it up and back, so that
instead of my sitting on the back of my heels with my feet on the
floor but bent sharply, I was now sitting on the bottom of my heels
with the backs of my feet flat on the floor.

Of course, this put my sex closer to the
floor, close enough the base of the two dildos Mr. Lee had shoved
up inside me made contact with it, producing a steady pressure deep
inside me!

“Let me hear you say you are a blonde sex
slave,” Jian said, removing the leash from the collar.

Sick! Wild! Shocking and darkly
thrilling!

“I-I'm a … blonde sex slave!” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried as the switch cut across my
back.

“Master,” Jian said.

I flushed. How far were they going to take
this kinky game anyway, I wondered.

Mr. Lee said something, and went away, then
returned and handed another little stick to Jian. I gulped as Jian
twisted it around in his hands, examining it. It was about two feet
long, a slim black rod with a six inch, leather-wrapped handle. The
tip was a flat, inch wide, two inch long flap of doubled
leather.

“This is a riding crop, for punishing bad
slave girls,” Jian said.

He let the loop of leather caress my right
breast, and I gulped nervously, staring down at it.

Mr. Lee said something, and Jian drew the
thing back, then slapped it down against my nipple!

I yelped. It stung... only a little, but it
stung in a very sensitive place!

“You must keep your head up and back, slave
girl,” Jian said.

I pulled my head up and back, moaning weakly,
feeling the heads of the two dildos grinding against my
insides.

Jian rubbed the leather thing against my
breasts again, then brought it down a little less sharply, but
repeatedly, on my other nipple. I winced and gulped as the little
flap slapped fast at my swollen pink nipple, making it hotter and
hotter.

“Now, try again,” He said. “Tell me you're a
blonde sex slave.”

“I'm a blonde sex slave, Master Jian!” I said
breathlessly.

He thrust the thing down low, letting the
thin leather rub against my clitoris, and I gasped at the rush of
sensation.

“Who is your master?”

I hesitated.

He lifted the little crop and I winced as it
struck my nipple hard and fast several times, making it burn.

“Any man who wants to use your body is your
master. Say this,” he ordered.

“Any man who wants to use my body is my
master, Master Jian!” I moaned.

“Your body was made to bring pleasure to
others. Say this, slave girl.”

“My body was made to bring pleasure to
others, Master Jian!”

Mr. Lee said something.

“Position yourself to be used,” Jian
ordered.

This was so fucking wild!

I slid forward onto my hands and knees, then
let my hands slide forward on the smooth, polished floor until my
breasts were pillowed out against the cool wide and my bottom was
raised. I gasped as Mr. Lee smacked me with his stick, hurriedly
spreading my knees.

Crack!

“Raise your bottom higher, slave girl,” Jian
ordered.

I winced and pulled my stomach in tighter to
my thighs, raising my bottom higher.

“Good, slave.”

I felt Mr. Lee's stick – another crop, I
realized now, rubbing my clitoris. This one had a bit of hard flat
leather, rather than the soft loop of leather on Jian's crop. But
it still made my clitoris thrum and pulse as it caressed me
there!

“Present yourself, sex slave,” Jian said.

I wasn't sure what – .

Crack!

“Oh!”

I jerked myself up and back onto my knees,
arching my back and spreading my knees as I brought my fingers
together behind my neck.

“What are you?” Jian demanded.

I stared up at him, my mind so flustered it
was hard to think straight.

“I'm a blonde sex slave, Master Jian!” I
gasped.

Too late. He was already slapping his little
loop against my hot nipple!

“You must react faster when given an order,
slave girl,” Jian said.

He stood back and snapped his fingers.

“Crawl to me, slave.”

I dropped forward onto all fours, crawling
about six feet to where he stood. It felt really weird crawling
with those two dildos inside me! They weren't all the way inside
me, of course. A few inches protruded, which meant they were kind
of squeezed between my thighs and buttocks as I crawled!

He held his fingers out to me and I looked at
them uncertainly.

“Lick,” he ordered.

Why would I – ?

Crack!

I gasped as Mr. Lee brought his crop down
across my bottom, and hurriedly licked at Jian's fingers.

Jian moved back six feet and snapped his
fingers.

This was so fucking outrageous and degrading!
But it was also outrageously kinky and hot!

I crawled forward and licked his fingers.

“Good slave. Present yourself.”

I hesitated, got a sharp blow across the
bottom, and hurriedly dropped back onto my heels, drawing my hands
up and back behind me and arching my back.

Jian rubbed the loop of leather over my
nipples.

“What are you?”

“I'm a blonde sex slave, Master Jian!” I
gulped.

“Position yourself for use.”

I dropped onto all fours, slid my hands
forward, and spread my legs as my bottom was pushed up high.

“Who may use your body, sex slave?”

“Anyone who wants to, Master Jian!” I
moaned.

He moved back and snapped his fingers at me,
and I hurriedly rose to all fours, crawled over, and licked his
fingers.

“Turn.”

I turned around and flushed as I saw Mr. Lee
standing there. He snapped his fingers and I felt my chest tighten,
but crawled quickly forward to him and licked his fingers.

Why was this baking my brain!? It was so
fucking degrading! And yet I felt the strangest sense of wild,
animal heat!

“Stand and present yourself, slave girl,” Mr.
Lee ordered.

What? Well, I knew what they meant
separately, so I did them together. I stood up, spread my feet and
brought my hands together behind my neck as I arched my back.

“Good sex slave,” Mr. Lee said, letting the
tip of his crop rub my nipples.

Jian went over to the punching bag and lifted
it off the chain it was dangling from, moving it over by the
wall.

“Present yourself for use,” Mr. Lee
ordered.

I dropped immediately to my knees and started
to slide forward.

“No!” he barked.

I halted with a gasp.

“You present yourself for the use of he who
gave you the order,” he growled.

I hesitated, then quickly turned around so my
bottom was to him and assumed the position.

“Good.”

Jian snapped his fingers and I rose onto all
fours and crawled over to him. He reached down and grabbed my hair,
pulling and I yelped, instinctively grabbing his wrist even as he
pulled me to my feet.

Mr. Jian said something in rapid-fire Chinese
and came over behind me.

“Good sex slaves do not resist their
masters,” Jian said.

“When your hair is being pulled, you allow it
to be pulled,” Mr. Lee said. “Kneel.”

I gulped and knelt, and I felt his hand in my
hair, then he pulled and I gasped, quickly rising to my feet. My
hands moved up from my sides, but not high. But I had to try again,
and again, as they took turns pulling on my hair and I learned to
rise and come with it and keep my hands at my sides.

Then they raised my hands up above my head,
linked the restraints together, and lifted me to the point they
could attach the linked restraints to the hook. That pretty much
put me on the balls of my feet, and they stood there and looked at
me, talking in Chinese, as my chest fluttered and dark heat swirled
and churned inside me.

I had never been involved in any kind of sex
game before in my life! I mean, there had been groping and oral sex
and sex, and that was it. I'd never even imagined this sort of
sexual... role playing or acting out or whatever it was called!

I winced as Mr. Lee brought his crop snapping
in against my buttocks.

“What are you?”

“I'm a blonde sex slave, Master!” I
gasped.

Jian leaned forward and took the center of my
right breast into his mouth, sucking and licking and chewing as his
other hand moved lower and his fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“Who can use your body?” Mr. Lee
demanded.

“Anyone who wants to, Master Lee!” I
moaned.

“What is your duty?”

I blinked my eyes in confusion.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Ungh!” I squealed as the crop cut
across my bottom.

“Your duty is to serve and obey, sex slave,”
Mr. Lee said.

I felt him gripping the dildo there and felt
it sliding slowly out, then twisting and pushing back in.
Meanwhile, Jian shifted his mouth onto my other breast, licking and
sucking on that breast as he continued to finger my clitoris!

The dildo behind me pumped in and out as I
swayed dazedly on the balls of my feet, and then it pulled out
completely. It pushed back in again, only... I realized quickly it
wasn't the dildo! I twisted my head around, trying to see Mr. Lee,
but from his position I knew it was him!

His cock pushed deep into my ass, and I
moaned helplessly as he began to pump in and out while Jian sucked
and chewed on my breasts!

Oh my God!

I cried out as he yanked back on my hair,
forcing my head back against his shoulder.

“Your body is mine to use as I wish, slave,”
he said, chewing on the nape of my neck, then up under my ear.

Jian lifted his head from my breasts, and I
felt him gripping the dildo and sliding it out of me. Then he
gripped my thighs, lifting my feet completely off the floor! He
positioned his own erection at my entrance, and pushed it inside me
as he and Mr. Lee held my thighs apart, and then thrust deep!

I had two cocks inside me! Both of them were
big, and both of them were moving in and out rapidly, churning the
bubbling lava pit of my stomach into a fiery, intoxicating stew
that exploded within less than a minute! I came, crying out in a
shrill, dazed, animal voice as the two of them crushed me between
their muscular bodies and their hips thrust into me again and
again!
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I moaned weakly. I had been in the attic
for... well, I had lost track of time. It was dark out, and the
lights had been turned off in the attic except for one little track
light which was focused down on my head. I was still standing in
place on the balls of my feet, my wrists high above me. They had
put the dildos back inside, strapped my thighs together, and then
Mr. Lee had pushed a ball-gag into my mouth and buckled the strap
behind me!

My feet had started to wobble and ache after
a short time, and gradually more and more of my weight hand been
transferred to my wrists so that I was mostly hanging from them by
now.

I was feeling anxious and exhausted, and
starting to feel the wary uncertainty about whether this was
actually a realistic sex game, or whether the Lee's were crazy
enough to actually think I was a sex slave for real!

And yet, despite this, despite the aching in
my wrists and arms and shoulders, as well as my feet, as well as
inside me, where the two dildos were jammed up high – a steamy
sense of dark, liquid heat filled my body, and hovered around me
like a dark fog.

This was sooooo hot and kinky and wickedly
exciting!

But I sure wished they would show up and let
me down!

The light snapped on, and I groaned, raising
my chin off my chest, trying to get my aching feet to take some of
my weight as someone came up the stairs. Then I saw Ming, and
gulped. She looked me up and down with calm interest.

“So, the blonde whore is being punished,” she
said.

I flushed – more than I already was.

“As is only appropriate,” she said.

She went to the wall and saw now that the
chain which was bound to my wrists went through a ring in the
ceiling and then down to a kind of box there. She pressed a button
and there was a machine sound. The chain lowered me to my feet, and
I shuddered with relief as my weight came off my wrists.

I was able to stand flat, and even relax now
as she adjusted the chain. But when she came forward it was not to
release me, but to kneel before me with a second pair of studded
leather restraints. She slipped them around my ankles as I watched,
then spread my feet wide on the floor and chained them in
place.

“Nasty slave girl,” she said. “You are
clearly a sexual animal as mother says.”

She knelt before me and started to lick and
suck on my clitoris, and I moaned and laid my head back as
sensation swept through me. I was already reveling in the comfort
of having the pressure taken away from my wrists, arms and
shoulders, and now her tongue and lips were making my swollen
clitoris explode with pleasure.

She pumped the dildo slowly in and out as she
sucked me, driving me to the edge of orgasm.

Then Mrs. Lee arrived. She spoke to Ming in
Chinese, and Ming stopped, turning to look at her. She nodded and
then stood up as Mrs. Lee came forward, scowling at me.

Mrs. Lee was dressed all in very tight
leather. Her pants seemed to be made of PVC, and they had a big
cock protruding from the front. I mean, it was black leather like
her pants, but shaped very much like a thick cock, complete with
head, and it was tilted upward.

It should have looked silly, but it didn't.
She wore a tight leather halter above, which showed some creamy
cleavage, and her eyes were as flat and cool is usual.

She gripped my hair and jerked my head back
as I gasped in pain.

“I tell her it is not right for her to ever
kneel before a blonde whore,” Mrs. Lee said. “It is the blonde
whore who shall kneel before her.”

She released my hair, then brought her hand
down along my cheek until her fingers were against my lips where
they were gripping the ball. Ming went away to do something while
Mrs. Lee rolled and tweaked and plucked at my nipples.

She moved behind me, then, and I felt her
fingers at the dildo which had been shoved up into my ass. It slid
out, and almost immediately another, slightly thicker, pushed up in
its place. I groaned around the ball, feeling a seething, rippling
wave of dark excitement, knowing it was the thing attached to her
own hips.

Why that should matter, I don't know. I
hadn't been thinking right for the last few days, but the feel of
it sliding upward into my body made me want to twist and writhe and
arch like I did in the mornings after a good sleep.

Ming returned to stand before me, holding one
of the crops – the one with the flat leather tip. She also had some
kind of... thing strapped to her right hand. It was like a
fingerless glove, except it had a thick, wedge-shaped thing
attached to the back of the glove.

I moaned as the dildo shoved deeper.

“Blonde whore,” I heard Mrs. Lee say in a
soft voice in my ear.

Because of how Ming had hung me, lower, with
my legs spread, she and Mrs. Lee were about as high as I was, and
Mrs. Lee had little difficulty jamming the dildo up inside me all
the way to the base, until her leather groin was pressing into my
buttocks.

Ming started slapping the tip of the crop
against my right nipple with short, rapid little slaps that stung.
None stung very much, but there were a lot of them, and my nipple
and the flesh around it grew rapidly hotter and more sensitive!

Mrs. Lee moved her hips slowly in and out,
always grinding against me each time she buried the thing in my
body.

“Blonde whore,” she said repeatedly into my
ear in a soft, whispery growl.

She said something in Chinese and Ming
stopped, then did something to the glove thing, which made it start
to buzz. She reached down with that hand and her fingers began to
stroke my clitoris and her fingers... vibrated! I mean, I could
feel the vibrations through her fingers even as they rubbed me! The
sensation was hard to describe but it was sending tremendous
sparkling rushes of pleasure up through my body!

I was on the edge of orgasm in almost no
time, and then Ming started slapping my other nipple with the crop.
It didn't matter. I came anyway, twisting and bucking and writhing
and crying out into the gag as I rammed myself back onto Mrs. Lee's
black cock while Ming rubbed my clitoris with her buzzing
fingers!

Mrs. Lee pulled out, then entered me again,
pulled out, then entered me, as Ming alternately rubbed my
clitoris, and slapped at both my breasts. I pulled and strained
against the restraints, dazed and exhausted, but the dark heat and
hunger continued to squeeze my mind in a feverish grip.

Mrs. Lee lowered me to the floor and removed
the shackles, but then she made me do as her husband had, which was
crawl on the floor, and position myself in the same positions. She
also made me crawl to Ming to suck her fingers whenever she snapped
them, then turn and crawl to her to lick and suck her fingers when
she snapped them.

But then she made me lay on my back and draw
my knees back as far as I could before spreading them as wide as I
could.

“Take the dildo and pump it in and out,
Blonde whore,” she ordered.

Gasping, panting, I obeyed.

“Rub your clitoris. Masturbate while we
observe your sluttishness.”

I moaned at the words. They were outrageous
and wicked and should have been humiliating. In fact, the thought
of doing as she ordered WAS humiliating. But it was also helplessly
enthralling! And so I did, gripped by my own dark heat as I
masturbated while they stood and observed. God! Was I doing this!?
I was!

“Stop!” Mrs. Lee snapped.

I was close to orgasm! I didn't want to stop!
But I did, panting, chest heaving.

Mrs. Lee snapped her fingers.

I moaned and awkwardly got to my hands and
knees, crawled over, and sucked her fingers into my mouth.

“Blonde whore,” she said.

I moaned and sucked.

“Present, whore.”

I turned around, shaky, and then dropped my
chest, and my aching nipples onto the floor, raising my hips
high.

“Beg to be used, blonde whore.”

What? I felt almost drunk, groggy,
bleary.

Crack!

The crop snapped across my raised bottom with
a sharp sting.

“Beg to be used.”

“Please... please use me, Mistress!” I
gasped.

Mrs. Lee knelt behind me, fit the dildo to my
ass, and slid it into me. It wasn't as easy as it had been because
my ass had been empty for some minutes. But there was lubrication
on the dildo, and she... distracted me I guess you could say,
distracted my muscles' instinct to clamp down, by yanking my hair
and slapping the side of my right breast with the crop!

She got the dildo deep inside me, and thrust
in and out as she yanked on my hair.

“Blonde whore,” she said, repeatedly.

She used me for maybe thirty seconds, then
pulled out and stood as Ming snapped her fingers.

Gasping, I managed to get to all fours and
crawled unevenly over to lick her fingers, noticing now that she
was wearing a strap-on dildo.

“Present, sex slave,” she said.

I turned, and presented, raising my bottom.
She knelt and pulled the dildo out of me, then slid the strap-on
inside, gripped my hair and used me hard and fast for about thirty
seconds.

Then she pulled out and Mrs. Lee snapped her
fingers.

It was... disorienting! I didn't know what to
do or what to think, except of course, that if I hesitated to do
what I was ordered I'd get a sharp, stinging blow from one of the
crops.

And my body was still filled with sexual
energy!

Mrs. Lee snapped her fingers again, and I
crawled over to her, dildos in both my lower orifices once again
now. I licked and sucked her fingers, but this time, she changed
the pattern which they had established.

“Do you see these boots, blonde whore?” she
demanded.

I dropped my weary gaze to her shiny leather
boots with the high heels.

“Lick them clean. Show your mistress how
obedient and respectful you are.”

I stared at them, my bleary mind having
trouble again with anything new.

Crack!

Ming snapped her crop across my bottom and I
gasped and dropped low.

Crack!

“Now, Sex slave,” Ming ordered.

“Obey at once, Blonde whore,” Mrs. Lee
demanded.

I licked her boot, but not fast enough so I
got several more blows until I showed more enthusiasm, licking hard
and frantically up and down along her boot.

“Good Sex slave,” Ming said.

She was behind me, using her buzzing fingers
on my clitoris as she pumped the dildo in my sex.

“Lick, Blonde whore,” Mrs. Lee ordered.

“Lick, Sex slave,” Ming said.

I moaned and whimpered, licking up and down
first one foot, then the other, while Ming pumped the dildo and
used her vibrating fingers to make my body grind and jerk and spasm
until another orgasm tore through me!

God! How many had I had today so far? It
seemed incredible but I couldn't even remember!

Afterward, she peeled off the pants and I
licked her to orgasm as Ming fucked me from behind, driving my
trembling body into yet another climax. Mrs. Lee left, and Ming,
after locking my wrist restraints behind me and attaching the leash
to the collar, led me back downstairs.

She brought me into the main bathroom, which
had a big soaker tub, and filled it with soapy hot water while I
knelt on the floor. She stripped and stood over me, then gripped my
hair and pulled my mouth in against her sex.

“Service your mistress, Sex slave,” she
ordered.

I did my best, emotionally drained almost to
the point of numbness, yet, even so, my nipples felt hot and
swollen – sore, but filled with dark pleasure at the slightest
touch. The dildos were still inside me too, and my muscles squeezed
around them.

She came, and then pulled the dildos out of
me before we stepped into the tub and lay down. There was room for
both of us side by side, though with a lot of overlap. She kind of
half lay atop me, facing me, and kissing me gently as her hands
moved slowly and gently over my body.

It was... nice. I mean, it was relaxing but
also pleasant, for she was undemanding and my mind relaxed into it,
especially with the hot, soapy water around us.

After that she rinsed and dried us both, then
did first her hair, then mine. She never undid the restraints
around my wrists. She dressed, but left me naked, put a butt-plug
in me, and then attached the chain to the collar and led me
downstairs.

The relaxation time had let my mind kind of
return to a semblance of normality, which was why I felt a renewed
sense of anxiety, embarrassment and self-consciousness at this. I
could smell dinner, and given the physical energy I had been
expending I felt my mouth water.

There were only four places at the table,
though, and after removing the chain, Ming ordered me to kneel,
unlinked my wrist restraints, and then told me to 'present' as they
called it. I flushed but did it, as she went into the kitchen to
help her mother bring the food out.

Mr. Lee was already at the table, and eyed me
coolly as I felt my pulse rate shoot up.

“What is your duty, slave?” he demanded.

“To serve and obey, Master!” I gulped,
embarrassed at saying it.

I mean, it was like... this was the dining
room and... things should be different here. Like the kinky sex
game should have been left up stairs in the bedroom or maybe in the
attic. But then again I was still naked and collared. Not to
mention kneeling on the floor with my legs spread and my back
arched!

Then Jian came into the room. I flushed anew.
He smirked at me, stopped to grope one of my breasts, then sat
down, talking to his father in Chinese. A minute later Ming started
to bring over the food, followed by her mother. They all sat down
and started to eat, speaking in Chinese, and ignored me.

I felt my stomach rumble. I wasn't sure what
they were eating – something Chinese, I guess, but it smelled
awfully good.

They ate for about five minutes while I knelt
like that, then Ming turned and looked at me, and snapped her
fingers.

I hesitated, but then, as all four looked at
me, dropped forward onto my hands and knees, crawled to her, and
sucked on her fingers. She then cut a piece of some kind of meat
and held it in her fingers, and I slipped my lips over them and
took it into my mouth.

And that was how I ate most of my dinner, by
crawling from one to the other, licking their fingers, then taking
food from them.

By the end of the meal, though, Jian had
changed the plan. He simply through a small piece of meat onto the
floor.

“Lick it up, Sex slave,” he said with a
smirk.

I flushed hotly, but they all gave me those
flat stares, waiting for me to obey, and, feeling another surge of
dark outrage and crackling heat, I crawled over. I started to reach
for it, hesitated, then bent low, licking it off the floor.

They nodded in satisfaction, and continued to
eat and talk to each other in Chinese. Mrs. Lee tossed a piece of
food on the floor near me next, and I crawled over to lick it off.
Then Mr. Lee did, then Ming, and it continued like that,
intermittently. For water, a bowl was placed on the floor for me to
drink from.

After dinner, Ming and Jian returned to their
rooms to study, while Mr. Lee went to his study. Mrs. Lee had me
stand to clear the table and help wash the dishes, dry them, then
clean the counters, always ready with a slap to my bottom if I was
slow to obey.

Then it was time to clean the floors. Only
Mrs. Lee insisted I do it by hand now, on all fours, crawling back
and forth over the kitchen floor to scrub and clean.

“Is this clean?” she demanded afterward, as I
knelt in the 'present' position.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gulped anxiously.

“You sound confident. Lick the floor to
demonstrate that confidence.”

I dropped onto all fours, feeling another of
those rushes of heat, then lowered myself to my elbows and licked
at the floor. She had me crawl to several locations and lick the
floor to demonstrate it was clean, then lick her shoes before
leading me to the bathroom.

“Clean everything in here. Make sure they are
very clean, Blonde whore.”

It's hard to describe how I was feeling. I
mean, kind of mind-blasted in a way, shell-shocked, but also with a
dark, heady, breathless sense of experiencing something
astonishing, wicked, and forbidden. It was like the rules of
behavior were all different here than everywhere in my life.

I was having a hard time reconciling them
with what I used to think was acceptable behavior. The only way I
could do so was to consider that the Lee's had different moral
standards, and that his was a kinky and wildly exciting game.

I shouldn't have participated, but I'd been
sort of dragged into it a little at a time, and the heat was so
suffocating that I balked at trying to tear myself free. Plus there
was that naturally tendency to obey my elders, especially since
they were sort of my bosses too.

On top of that was a strange sensation of
release, of freedom. You might find that a bit odd given how I was
being bound and badly treated. But since before adolescence I had
been taught and almost conditioned into thinking sexuality could
only be experienced in a certain way, and that it was tied around
with tons and tons of rules of behavior.

The way the Lees were acting kind of removed
all my own rules and substituted theirs, but also this kinky slave
game made them the judge of what I should be doing. That meant that
I didn't even have to make any decisions about whether I dared do
something, or whether someone might 'respect me' if I did, or even
whether they might talk about me to others I knew – since they knew
no one.

On top of that were the sharp little blows
whenever I hesitated, which encouraged me to obey immediately and
not think about it first. Add in the thrill of the forbidden, and
the dark, hedonistic sense of wild sexuality at almost flaunting my
naked body in front of other people, and I was just too confused to
do anything but what I was told.

Cleaning a bathroom was an obnoxious chore,
even one as clean as this already was, and you wouldn't think I
could possibly find it in any way arousing or exciting, not even
slightly. But I did, simply because of this dark thrill I felt at
the game they were playing, at my doing it naked, collared, with a
butt-plug inside me.

And I cleaned hard, believe me! I had a
suspicion Mrs. Lee was going to demand I lick stuff to prove it was
clean! And so it proved. Not only did she make me lick the floor,
but also the toilet! I had to lick along the bottom and then the
outside, and then the rim and seat of the toilet!

“Good,” she said. “As a reward, turn and
prepare to be used.”

I moaned and obeyed, raising my bottom high,
spreading my knees wide, my breasts pillowed out against the cool
tiles. She knelt behind me and fingered me. Then I felt her fingers
get slippery as they pushed into me. One, two, three, then four
slid in and out of me as I moaned and gasped. Her thumb started to
stroke my clitoris and she gripped my hair behind the neck, jerking
it up and back, but keeping my chest pressed firmly into the
floor.

“Say please fuck me mistress, Blonde whore,”
she ordered.

“P-Please fuck me, Mistress!” I moaned.

Her fingers twisted and turned, and her thumb
stroked.

“Say please fuck this blonde whore mistress,”
she ordered.

“Please fuck this blonde whore, Mistress!” I
gasped.

Her fingers formed into a wedge, and then
slowly, twisting and turning, she pushed her small hand inside me
again. I shuddered and trembled, and then began to buck back as she
pumped it in and out, as she twisted her fingers into a fist,
jerking back on my hair and thrusting her fist in and out.

I came, screaming.

At the end of the evening, she and her
husband took me into bed together. He fucked my throat hard while
she used a dildo on me. Then I licked her while he fucked me. When
they were done, they ordered me to crawl to Jian's room and service
him.

Jian fucked me hard, of course, but at least
didn't take a lot of time. Then I crawled to Ming's and licked her
to orgasm before crawling back to my room and climbing into
bed.

Tired as I was, I still masturbated to a
quick orgasm before falling into a deep, deep sleep.
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The next morning, Ming helped me dress. She
insisted I wear her clothes, including a skirt which was way too
short and tight on me, and a top which was even tighter. Nor would
she let me wear my minimizer bras, or any panties.

That made it even more impossible to forget
what had happened, to forget the steamy cloud of sexuality which
had hung over me, to focus on on my studies. Now, in the clarity of
day, I kept trying to get my mind to figure out what I should
do.

My self-consciousness at the tightness of the
top and the shortness of the skirt made it kind of hard. I was, as
you can imagine, eye candy for every guy who saw me, professors
included, and treated with disdain by the women.

But when I boiled it all down to a decision
of stay with the Lees or take off, there were some fairly obvious
pros and cons involved. The cons were many. If I left I would have
to find a very, very cheap place to stay, and try to find a job
fast. Good luck with that unless I wanted to be a stripper, which
was hardly much of an improvement.

On top of that it would mean... being alone.
I hadn't had time to make friends yet, after all. It would mean
spending all the time not at school in a tiny room by myself, maybe
trying to watch TV on my phone.

And... to be absolutely honest, it would mean
no more of the dark, scalding sexual games I had been playing with
the Lees. This was probably the only such experience I would ever
have, I thought. How often would I get an opportunity to really
experience the thrill of kinky multiple sex without risking
everyone I knew learning about it and calling me a whore?

Here, far from home, with no friends nearby
to hear about it, I was free of the peer group and family pressure
which had hemmed in my sexual experiences and experimentation all
my life. I would probably never get another such chance.

Still, the thought of staying made me anxious
and nervous. Who knew what the Lees would get up to, or order me to
do next! And what kind of reputation was I going to get here at
Princeton if they made me dress like this all the time!?

I would talk to Mrs. Lee about that and maybe
we could work something out. I was nervous and really hyper about
what was happening, and wanted to get some things clear.

When I got home I immediately began to clean.
But I couldn't bring myself to just give the floors a quick wipe
with a wet mop. I might be required to lick them later! That meant
I had to scrub them well with soap and water, and that took more
time and care.

And before Mr. and Mrs. Lee could get home
Jian returned. Just him entering the house made me breathless, and
I whirled at the sound, feeling a flush come over my face as he
grinned at me.

“Hello, slave girl,” he said. “Are you
working hard?”

“Y-Yes!” I said in a kind of a squeak.

He came over close to me and shook his head,
giving me a mournful look. “You forgot to say yes master, slave
girl,” he said.

At least I can say that his attitude made it
clear that he thought this was just a kind of silly, kinky sex
game. That was, oddly, reassuring.

“And you're wearing clothes? Sex slaves don't
get to wear clothes,” he said, chiding me.

“But... this is the uniform your mother –
.”

“That was before,” he said. “Remove it.”

I hesitated, but then, feeling a flush run
down from my face to my chest, I undid the buttons and zipper and
pulled the maid uniform down, stepping out of it.

“Remove everything,” he ordered.

My heart beat faster as I removed my bra and
even my socks.

“Get down on your hands and knees, slave,” he
said in an imperious voice.

I took a deep, shuddering breath, and then
obeyed.

“Good slave. Now follow me.”

He walked across the room and, feeling
disbelief at myself for doing it, I crawled after him. Mind you, I
was also incredibly hot. That made me feel a sense of exasperation.
Why was I so aroused!? Did I like being treated like some kind of
animal!?

Slave girl!

I followed as he went up the stairs, crawling
after him, then down the hall and then to the attic stairs. I felt
my anxiety growing, but also my heat, as I crawled up those stairs
after him to the attic. He went over to a cabinet, the same one
which held the studded leather restraints and stuff, and returned
with them.

“Kneel and present.”

I obeyed, flushing, as he slipped the collar
around my neck, then placed the studded leather restraints around
my wrists and ankles. He drew my wrists down behind my back and
locked them together. He peeled his shirt up and off, then, and
slipped off his pants and underwear.

I felt my breath catch in my throat as he
stood there proudly naked. He had a heck of a body! And believe me
I noticed the way his muscles moved as he moved to stand before
me.

“Service me, slave,” he said, folding his
arms across his powerful chest.

Arrogant as hell! But that was in keeping
with the game, and made my lower belly thrum hungrily as leaned
forward to take his cock into my mouth. He was already semi-hard,
but he rapidly hardened as I sucked and bobbed and licked at
him.

His fingers played with my blonde hair as I
sucked, and then gathered it up in a mass in his fist. I was
anxious, expecting him to shove himself deeper, and he did. The
head of his cock slid suddenly much deeper into my mouth, and into
my throat.

I gurgled and gagged, but he jerked sharply
and painfully on my hair, which distracted my gag reflex, I guess,
as he pulled me forward and thrust at the same time, burying every
last inch inside me and then holding me tightly against him.

“Ahh, I love the feel of my cock buried in
the mouth and throat of a blonde sex slave,” he sighed.

I trembled and gurgled helplessly, my head
pounding, my heart thumping, unable to breath as he held me there.
He slid back, slowly, letting inch after inch pull out between my
lips, then pull out entirely as I gasped and coughed and gulped in
air.

“You will grow more expert at this soon, sex
slave,” he said.

He slid himself back into my mouth, then
straight down my throat, again holding me in place as my heart
pounded like a drum. He did this several times, and I have to
admit, it did get kind of easier, or maybe my throat muscles just
got numbed.

Then he threw me down onto my belly, jerked
my hips high, and thrust into me from behind. He rode me hard and
fast, slapping at my bottom, roughly groping my breasts, and
yanking at my hair. It was a savage, carnal, lust-driven rutting of
the kind I had never really experienced before coming here, and my
body burned with the heat which grew within it.

Every hard blow of his hips against my
buttocks, every slap, every rough squeeze, every yank reminded me I
was just a helpless slave girl being ridden by her master, and that
made me come with a helpless sob of surrender, then cry out again
and again, ramming myself back on his thick cock, exulting in the
feel of every deep thrust!

I felt his finger thrusting into my ass, then
driving deep. A second one pumped in and out, and then he was
pulling out of my pussy and thrusting himself down into my ass! I
cried out, dazed, moaning, trembling, gasping for breath, and he
chuckled in amusement.

I felt his left foot, bare, thankfully, press
down on the side of my head, pressing it against the floor as he
drove his thick cock even deeper into my ass.

“Sex slave,” he said with a sound of
exultation. “You belong to me, sex slave! I can do anything I want
with you!”

I gasped and moaned and whimpered as he drove
himself deep, making me feel an achy, cramping feeling, but even
so, my helpless position filled me with a dark, hopeless lust that
rode me even more violently than he had been doing.

A sex slave! So wicked an idea! So
outrageous! So utterly shocking and forbidden and it made me
feverish with heat to imagine I was one!

I came again, though it was only a minor
orgasm compared to the first one, as he continued to slam his cock
into my ass. He finished soon after, cursing and gasping, burying
himself deep to pour his creamy heat into my body.

He left me in that position, dazed, almost
drooling, as he picked himself up, chuckling in satisfaction and
amusement.

“A well-fucked slave girl is a satisfied
slave girl,” he said. “But we want you to be dressed
appropriately.”

He pulled me to my shaky feet, mostly by
pulling on my hair, then picked up what looked like an array of
straps. The black leather had metal studs running along its length,
and was joined together by a series of metal O-rings.

Jian slipped it over my shoulders, then
brought the top down around my breasts. The straps squeezed in
around my breasts to make them puff out more firmly, then went down
my abdomen in a kind of diamond pattern to a thicker strap which
went between my legs. That strap had a pair of round, metal ringed
openings for some reason.

“Bend over, and hold your ankles, slave,” he
ordered.

Still panting, I moaned but obeyed, and he
soon slid a pair of dildos into me, front and back. He pulled me
upright, then drew the strap between my legs. The metal rings
slipped around the two dildos, letting them protrude a couple of
inches from my body, but holding them firmly in place.

VERY firmly! The strap dug into my pussy hard
as he pulled it up between my buttocks to attach to the back of the
harness! Finally, he locked the wrist restraints together behind my
back, then pulled a pair of small round rings from the cabinet. He
placed the first around my puffy right nipple, and carefully closed
the ring.

I squealed, trying to pull back, but unable
to as he tugged it closed.

“Oh! Ow! Ow! It's too tight!” I cried.

“You'll get used to it. And it'll stop
hurting in a minute,” he said.

Then he put the second on my other nipple!
The rings had little balls dangling from them which were not heavy,
but did tug noticeably on my nipples as I moved!

“Now it's time for you to get to work, sex
slave. “You can start with the floor here. Every inch must be
scrubbed by hand.”

He undid my wrist restraints so my hands
could work, but then locked them together again in front of me. I
had to get a bucket, fill it with soap and water as well as a
cleaning sponge, and carry it up to the attic. Then I had to get
down on all fours to start scrubbing the floor.

I didn't even protest. I was feeling to
wildly sexual from this... this... outfit! My breasts throbbed as
the straps squeezed in around them. And while my nipples stopped
burning they never stopped throbbing as the rings dug into them, or
pulsing as the little balls swung and tugged while I scrubbed.

Meanwhile, the dildos inside me were jammed
high, and the straps were squeezing against my sex. And I was, of
course, otherwise completely naked! That was darkly thrilling even
alone, but got even worse when Jian returned with Ming – and Mr.
and Mrs. Lee!

I gulped, heart thumping again as they looked
at me.

“Present,” Ming ordered.

I obeyed, quickly kneeling with my knees
spread and wrists behind my neck.

They talked about me – in Chinese. At least,
I assumed they were talking about me as they were looking at me as
they spoke.

My mind squirmed.

Ming turned and hurried downstairs while Mrs.
Lee walked forward. She snapped her fingers at me and, after a
moment of startlement, I dropped onto all fours and tried to crawl
forward to her. I succeeded, though it was an awkward crawl with my
wrists bound. I licked and sucked her fingers as she continued to
speak.

Then she leaned over and unlinked the wrist
restraints to let me crawl more easily.

Mr. Lee snapped his fingers and I crawled
over to suck his fingers. Then Jian did and I turned to crawl over
to suck his fingers. Yes, I know. How fucking degrading! But I was
feeling that dark sexual fever coming over me again. And isn't that
wild! No one had touched me! Yet my inner heat was burning hotter
and hotter!

Then Ming returned, holding a pair of boots.
Really, really long boots. She snapped her fingers at me and I
crawled over to her, to lick and suck her fingers.

“These are boots for you to wear, sex slave,”
she said.

I couldn't sit with those dildos protruding
from me, but I awkwardly propped myself on my side , on my hip, as
I slid first one, then the other up my legs. They went all the way
up to nearly my crotch! They zipped tight, and I was suddenly
wearing thigh high boots with five inch stiletto heels!

“Stand and present,” she ordered.

I stood... awkwardly, swaying a bit, then
spread my feet apart and brought my hands behind my neck as she
examined me. She was even shorter now from my lofty height!

Mrs. Lee came over to examine me, as well,
and they discussed me in Chinese. Then Ming smiled and picked up a
small black box. It looked like a very simple remote control. She
flicked the switch, and I gasped as I felt the dildo inside me
buzzing.

“You are a blonde whore,” Mrs. Lee said.

“A sex slave,” Ming added.

“Our sex slave,” Mr. Lee said from behind
me.

“And you must learn to obey,” Mrs. Lee said
sternly.

“You must learn discipline,” Mr. Lee
said.

They spoke together some more, and then they
all left, except Ming.

“On your knees, slut,” she ordered.

I obeyed at once, feeling a sense of relief
at how much easier on my knees it was to kneel in the long
boots.

She lifted her skirt and guided my tongue to
her sex, and I licked eagerly, even as my own hips wanted to thrust
and pump in and out! The vibrations were making my insides squirm
and pulse with need!

When she had come she ordered me to present
myself for use, and then to beg her to use me. I did, of course,
dripping wet and flushed with heat. She undid the lower strap, then
pulled the dildo out of me and thrust her fingers in.

I shuddered, on the verge of coming just from
what I knew she intended. She and her mother were both petite, and
had small hands. That allowed them to use them in a way which hurt
– but hurt so very, very deliciously!

Sure enough, she worked her fingers into me
quickly, then, with some straining, got the thumb inside my burning
sex. She put her foot on my cheek just as Jian had, and fucked me
into repeated orgasms that practically left me unconscious and left
my pussy and throat both aching!

Then she put the dildo back in – with the
vibrator part turned off – and told me to finish cleaning the
floor.

I did, and when Mrs. Lee arrived to inspect
it she glared at me.

“When you are finished a task, Blonde whore,
you should kneel in the present position, and wait for someone to
come to see you and give you more orders,” she said. “Now on your
belly with your bottom high and knees together.

I obeyed, and she strapped me a dozen times,
the strap snapping painfully down on my upraised buttocks.

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave girl?”
she demanded, snapping another blow down.

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

“Show me how sorry you are, Blonde
whore!”

My eyes fluttered dizzily as I tried to
figure out what she meant. But she moved around in front of me and
prodded my mouth with the toe of her leather shoe. I moaned and
began licking.

Crack! The strap cut down on my
back.

“Show more enthusiasm for your apology,
slut!” she barked.

I licked more frantically at her shoe, then
at the other one as she stood above me. Then she had me crawl
around the floor, licking it in several locations, then lick her
pussy to an orgasm.

With that done, she locked my wrists together
behind me and led me downstairs. I knelt on the floor of the
kitchen as she and Ming finished preparing dinner, then knelt by
the table as they ate, and spoke together in Chinese.

As they had the other day, they let me lean
in and take food from their fingers, then threw it on the floor so
I had to awkwardly crawl forward on my knees – my wrists still
locked behind me, then bend low to lick it off the floor.

Afterward, of course, I cleaned the kitchen
floor and counters.

Okay, I know. It was time to talk, to
negotiate, to discuss things. But after that they locked me on this
sort of... thing. I mean, it was like sitting on a very small log,
or a half log, with a leather covering. They locked my ankles to
it, and chained my wrists down behind me, and then the dildo
protruding from the thing started to move, while the round lump my
sex was pressed against started to vibrate.

Blindfolded, gagged, I came again and again.
I came so intensely and so many times my insides ached fiercely
from all the muscle spasms, and I would have collapsed off of it if
it weren't for being shackled in place. When they finally did untie
me I did collapse, boneless, limp, mind-blasted, shell-shocked.

No, I had not the slightest interest in
negotiating. I had little thought in my head at all. It took me a
while to recover, and then it was time to service Mrs. Lee as Mr.
fucked me. Then it was Jian and then Ming, and then it was
bedtime.

Maybe tomorrow I would negotiate. I collapsed
into a deep sleep filled with dreams of delicious erotic servitude
and slavery.

*

The next day was like that day. Ming selected
my clothes, which were, in the main, her clothes. I went to school
dressed as a slut, tried to focus my mind, often failing, and
returned home to sexual slavery and servitude. And a dark,
bubbling, simmering, intoxicating heat.

I cleaned.... cleaned well, expecting to have
to demonstrate how well, serviced Jian, then serviced Mr. Lee when
he got home. Ming taunted me with the vibrator thing, making me
tremble and moan, but stopping it often, not letting me climax.

And then, as I knelt in the front room,
wearing nothing but those straps, with the dildos inside me,
wearing the collar and with my wrists locked behind me, gagged with
the ball gag, and being driven mad by Ming with her remote control,
there the doorbell rang.

“Do not move, slut!” Mrs. Lee snapped.

I gasped, but obeyed. It was amazing how
quickly just the little stinging slaps and straps had caused me to
instantly follow her orders!

Mr. Lee answered the door, and returned with
another Chinese man! I felt my face flush hotly, mortified as the
two men looked at me, and animatedly discussed me in Chinese. I...
twitched again and again, trying to cover myself with my hands –
which were locked behind me, wanting to close my thighs, but afraid
of Mrs. Lee's disapproval.

The man sat down, and Mrs. Lee got him a
drink, and they sat there chatting for about twenty minutes while I
knelt in place, my mind squirming. Ming kept turning the vibrator
on and off at irregular intervals, and as my shocked humiliation at
being seen like this by a strange man began to fade, the dark heat
rose higher again.

By the time the man got up, snapped a leash
to my collar, and jerked me to my feet, I was ready to do anything
with anyone! I meekly followed him up the stairs to the spare
bedroom. He placed me on my knees and belly with my bottom in the
air, undid the straps, pulled out the dildo, and then fucked me
hard.

And I came. I came, screaming into the ball
gag. I came twice, sobbing, dazed, drooling around the ball gag as
he hammered his hips into my upraised buttocks. And I came again
when Mr. Lee joined him and took over.

I was going out of my mind. That was the only
reasonable explanation.

They left me like that, and a couple of
minutes later Mrs. Lee arrived, thrust the dildo back into my
sodden depths, fastened the strap, then undid my wrist restraints
and told me to vacuum the rugs.

Since I was still gagged it hardly seemed to
be the time for negotiation.

Nor was it the right time later in the
evening when I was straddling Mr. Lee, riding his cock, while Mrs.
Lee sodomized me with a dildo. I was still gagged, after all, and
screaming in mindless pleasure.

There was no point trying to negotiate with
Jian as I deep throated him, nor with Ming as I licked her to
orgasm. And then it was time for bed.

The days passed in this way, with me sparing
less and less thought to negotiating or discussing or doing
anything to restrain the Lees and what they wanted to do to me. I
serviced them as they required, serviced their friends, including
one time when Jian brought over four Chinese friends of his to gang
bang me, and lived in the dark thrilled heat of sexual submission
and domination.

I wasn't making great marks, for my mind was
uhm, otherwise occupied, but I wasn't flunking, either. I was
learning a lot about myself and my body at the Lees, and that
seemed more important than what I was learning at school.

One thing for sure, Princeton was going to
change me forever.

 


End

 


*
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