
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Wrong Side of the Tracks

 


 


 


By JJ Argus

 


Copyright 2017

 


Smashwords edition

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.

 


This story is a work of fiction. All
characters are over eighteen.

 


 





Chapter One

 


 


 


 


Pain was heat. There really wasn't a lot of
difference when you came right down to it. Or so Zoe thought. Zoe
had never really felt a lot of pain, of course. She'd never had a
broken bone, or anything similar. The pain she felt was from cuts,
like the ones she was idly making along her arm as she sat slumped
in the corner of her darkened room.

Yes, there was a sharp sting, at first, but
then nothing but... heat.

And heat was everywhere in Nevada, in
Vegas.

Of course, she didn't live in the Vegas the
tourists loved to visit. She lived in the Vegas of grungy trailer
homes on the edge of town. The tourists never came anywhere near
her, and she never went downtown. Why would she? Everything there
was way too expensive for a girl without money.

She had started getting her own welfare
checks when she turned eighteen, and her mother claimed to have
thrown her out on her own. That was a lie, of course. But if she
gave her mom half her miserable welfare she got to stay in her own
bedroom and be left alone.

It was hot in the trailer home, because the
air conditioning wasn't very good, but that was still better than
the heat outside during the day, especially in summer. And there
was precious little shade in east Las Vegas, and precious little to
do for a girl without money.

Unless, of course, she wanted to use other
coin. She'd used that other coin on many occasions, but hated it.
She didn't like people, especially men. She didn't even like
herself. So having some slobbering guy pawing and groping and
licking at her like an animal, all hot and sweaty and smelly, was
very far from her idea of a good time.

She always made it a condition that they
never tried to kiss her on the mouth. That was just too gross to
contemplate.

That night, it was steaming hot out. She was
broke and she'd stayed inside all day. Now as darkness lay across
the roads, and the cicadas sang in the night, she felt she was
going a little stir crazy, so decided to go out for a bit.

She wore almost nothing when she pushed her
way through the screen door and out into the dusty yard. It was too
hot to bother. She had on a pair of very short, very low slung
denim cutoffs and a midriff baring black tank top without a bra.
She was not flat chested, but she was nineteen, so her breasts
needed little support.

She wandered down to the parkway which led to
the airport, which was still busy with traffic, strolling along and
smoking a cigarette, her last, since she was out of money. She had
a lot of bad habits, but didn't care. She doubted she'd live long
enough for them to be a bother anyway. She was a cynical jaded
pessimist.

There was a motel along a side street about
eight blocks up. She'd been there before. It wasn't much of a
place, but the rates were cheap, and it had a pool which the health
department required they keep clean even if almost nobody used
it.

It was a U-shaped motel, with cars parked in
front of the small square windows and heavy steel doors. Half the
inhabitants were long-term guests who worked as janitors or
security guards, or parking lot attendants. They were either
working at this time of night or in bed. The other half were whores
with their tricks. Both had better things to do than go
swimming.

The lighting in the U-shaped courtyard was
minimal, of course, since management put very little into
maintenance. She pushed her way through the overgrown bushes at the
entrance, and cut across the darkened drive.

The pool had a chain link fence around it,
and the gate was locked, but it was only a chain link fence, and
she was young and reasonably athletic. She had little difficulty
climbing it and dropping down onto the cracked pavement on the
other side.

There were some lights showing in the
surrounding windows, but no one inside would be able to see into
the darkness here anyway so she slipped off her shorts and peeled
off her tank top, leaving them at the side of the pool, then padded
to the edge and sat down, letting her lower legs slide into the
cool water.

She slid off the edge into the waist deep
water, feeling a small rush of pleasure as the cool liquid rose
along her overheated body. Then she ducked beneath and launched
herself forward, turning and twisting in the water before coming up
for air with a low gasp of breath, water streaming down her
face.

She couldn't swim, so stayed in the shallow
end, where the water never rose above her shoulders. But it was
still enjoyable, both cooling off, and the almost sensual feel of
the water caressing her naked skin as she pushed herself through
it.

She was alert to any sounds of approaching
cars of footsteps, of course, but heard nothing. She dove under
water again, pushing off the far wall, arching down, then up, then
down, then up again. She came up for water with a gasp, then ducked
under and kicked her feet to push her along through the water,
coming up back where she'd started.

Except there were now male legs in the water,
going all the way up to the knees curving around the edge of the
pool. She gasped in alarm, eyes widening, and started to jerk back,
but a huge hand came out of the darkness and closed around her
throat!

She instinctively grabbed it with both hands,
and it pulled her up, right up out of the water as if she weighed
nothing! Her legs scrambled for purchase, and her knees found it on
the concrete on the edge of the pool, but that just left her right
in front of him, literally atop him, straddling his long tanned
legs as he pulled her further forward until her naked flesh was
sliding along his thighs.

“Put your hands down,” he ordered in a low,
menacing growl.

She could still breath. The hand around her
throat hadn't squeezed tightly, but now it did so, and she
surrendered, dropping her arms to her sides, gulping in air as he
loosened his grip and looked her up and down.

She wasn't particularly embarrassed. She had
been seen naked by a lot of guys, after all, not always willingly,
and she knew that she had little to be ashamed of as far as her
body and looks went anyway.

“Nice,” he said in approval.

He was naked, as well, though he was harder
to see in the darkness.

“What's your name?”

“What does it matter?” she panted.

He snorted in amusement, and his right hand
rose to cup and fondle her breast, then roll the nipple between
thumb and forefinger.

“It matters because I asked.”

He pinched her nipple sharply, and she
winced, feeling the sting, then... the heat.

“Zoe!” she gasped.

He eased his fingers back, returning to
stroking her throbbing nipple.

“A lovely name,” he said. “Why are you here,
Zoe?”

“Because it's hot,” she said.

He tightened his hand around her throat
warningly.

“Don't be a smart-ass,” he growled.

“I-It's hot!” she protested. “My air
conditioner isn't working very well.”

“So buy a new one.”

She snorted disdainfully and he tightened his
hand again, so that her eyes bulged.

“You will show respect, girl,” he said in a
low growl.

“G-Got no money!” she gasped.

He eased his grip. “Money?” he snorted.
“You're sitting on your fortune.”

His right hand kneaded her breast then slid
down her body, between her legs, and found her clitoris, stroking
it almost idly as his index finger traced the line of her sex.

Then the other hand pushed her back, and her
slender body slid down his thickly muscled legs until she fell over
the edge into the pool again. He let her go, then reached back
behind him to a pair of black pants and took out a wallet. He took
a bill from it and placed it on the pavement next to his hip,
looking at her.

Zoe licked her lips anxiously. He was a large
man, very large, and the pool was completely fenced in. If she
tried to get out of the pool at some other point and maybe climb
out, well, it wasn't likely she'd succeed if he said otherwise. And
even if he let her go, what then? Was she supposed to run down the
street naked?

She glared at him, then at the bill. She came
forward again, trying to see it in the darkness. He held it up
obligingly and she frowned. She could see some bearded guy, but she
didn't recognize him. She moved close enough that she could see the
number on the corner in the light of the moon. It said 50.

She licked her lips as he set it down and
then came forward to the edge. The pool was about waist high, so,
rolling her eyes warily up at him, she bent over, reaching for his
cock. It was soft in her hands, but felt like a heavy mass.

And it began to pulse, to thicken in her
hands. She felt a wave of distaste as her fingers massaged it, but
when it hardened she felt better somehow. The softness of the flesh
stretched across his shaft felt cleaner, smoother.

She took a deep breath, then bent over,
squeezing the thick shaft between her hands as she licked at the
underside of the head. She opened her mouth and took it inside,
then started bobbing up and down, licking as she did.

“Put your hands down at your sides,” he
ordered.

Zoe rolled her eyes up at him in annoyance.
She'd done this a lot of times, after all. She didn't need any
instructions. She was used to holding the cock in place as she
bobbed up and down. Still, the man was big and mean looking, from
what she could see.

She released it, her hands on his thighs as
she bobbed up and down. Then, as she'd feared, his big hand
gathered in her wet hair and pushed down. She immediately put her
hands around the shaft again to keep herself from being pushed down
too far.

“I said to put your hands at your sides,
bitch,” he growled.

She hesitated, then reluctantly pulled her
hands back. She had much more of him inside her mouth than she
usually preferred. After all, it was the head that mattered. But
guys always wanted more of it inside her mouth than she wanted to
take.

He pushed down on her head and she felt his
cock pushing deeper into her mouth, almost making her gag. She
tried to pull back, and when that didn't instantly succeed, reached
quickly forward and wrapped her hands around his cock again.

He made an impatient sound and then made her
cry out as he used his grip on her hair to pull her up out of the
pool, up across his lap rather than straddling it.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply
against her bare bottom.

“When I tell you to do something, bitch, you
do it,” he said.

Crack!

The hand slapped down a second time, then he
grabbed her wrists, jerking them up and back behind her. She heard
a tearing sound, then some kind of cloth was being wrapped around
her wrists and tied in place.

“Hey!”

Crack!

The hand slapped stingingly down across her
bottom again and she gasped in pain.

“Learn to do what you're told, bitch,” he
said.

He pulled her back and her lower body slid
back into the water, but now her wrists were bound together behind
her back! He pulled her mouth down onto his cock, holding the shaft
himself as her open mouth enveloped the head and slid down.

“Suck me, bitch,” he ordered.

She did her best, licking energetically along
the underside of the head as he used his grip on her hair to pull
her up and down again and again.

“That isn't the way a real man wants his cock
sucked, baby,” he said.

He pulled down, his hand big, heavy, and
irresistible, and Zoe's eyes bulged as the head pushed into her
throat! She tried to throw herself backward, but he had her in a
tight grip, and all her lower body could do was thrash around in
the water as he forced her lips down, down, down to the base of his
shaft!

“That's how you do it, baby bitch,” he
growled, holding her mouth jammed in place as her head pounded.

Her stomach roiled and her chest burned as
her head pounded harder, and Zoe twisted and writhed in place,
unable to do anything to pull herself back even as dots danced
before her eyes. Not until he drew her back by the hair. His cock
came out of her throat and she gasped, gulping in ragged breaths of
air as he fondled her breast.

“You gotta learn, you lazy bitch,” he said
almost in amusement.

He forced his cock back into her mouth and
then shoved her down as she gurgled helplessly, the long, slick
shaft pushing deep into her aching throat! Zoe thrashed and twisted
again, but to no avail as her lips were pressed firmly around the
base of his shaft.

“How do you think you're gonna make anything
of yourself if you don't try for self-improvement?” he asked.

He pulled her back and again she gasped for
breath, dazed, head pounding and more than a little dizzy.

“You got the equipment, bitch, but you have
to learn how to use it,” he said.

He stood up, and his hand in her hair dragged
her up out of the water, lifting her as she cried out in pain,
until her knees scraped up over the side of the pool and found
purchase on the cool pavement.

He stood before her like a shadowy tower of
male flesh, his cock like a club, a weapon pointed at her face. She
tried to close her mouth but a sharp slap to the face made her
gasp, made her cry out, and open her mouth so he could shove
himself in again.

He pulled her up the length of his shaft to
the base again, then both big hands held her head in place as his
hips began to move, pumping his cock in and out, up and down inside
her throat.

Zoe twisted and writhed in helpless, dazed
discomfort, but he was remorseless, and her body began to go limp
from lack of air as he pulled out again to let her breath.

He snorted in amusement, then reached down
for her arm, pulling her to her feet. He bent over and heaved her
over his shoulder, dropping her belly down across his left shoulder
like a sack of potatoes as he turned and padded back to the
gate.

She'd thought it locked. It was always
locked, but not tonight. He went through it as she was still
gasping for breath, still drawing in ragged, desperate gulps of
air.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“I'm gonna teach you a few things, baby
bitch,” he said as he walked effortlessly along.

He walked between a pair of cars, carrying
her nearly limp body easily, then unlocked a door and stepped
inside. He closed it behind him and snapped on the light, but all
Zoe could see was his bare back, and his buttocks down below – at
least until he heaved her up and forward and she fell heavily onto
a big double bed.

“You look even better in the light, bitch,”
he said, looking her up and down as her chest heaved.

He reached for her hair again, using it as a
handle, dragging her upper body over onto its side and raising her
head up and back. He flipped her onto her belly with her shoulders
on the edge of the bed and her head forced down and back by the
hair, then pushed himself into her mouth once more.

It was a stomach churning and nightmarish, at
first, for Zoe. He stood before her and fucked her throat, his
long, thick shaft sliding smoothly up and down through her lips,
across her tongue, and down her throat.

At first she gagged repeatedly, coughing and
choking and fighting to keep her stomach from overturning. But
gradually, it got easier, as if her gag reflex was worn down, as if
her body and mind grew numbed, to the point she simply lay there,
drooling and occasionally gasping as his cock pumped long strokes
in and out of her mouth.

He drew back, his cock still hard.

“Good. You're learning,” he said. “Someone
who can't learn has no business even existing. Even a dog can learn
if you beat it enough.”

He put a knee into bed, then the other,
twisting her around by the hair as he moved in to sit with his back
against the headboard, dragging her around and forward, then up. He
grabbed an arm and slid her up across him so she straddled his long
legs and his cock lay pressed against her belly.

It was startlingly large and thick in the
light!

Zoe's wrists pulled against the cloth binding
them as she gulped in air, ignoring his hands moving over her body,
at first. They slid up her sides and pulled her further in, so that
he could mouth her breasts. His mouth opened wide, taking in the
center of her breast, and she gasped as his teeth closed together
in a painful bite.

He sucked on her nipple as he filled his
mouth with her flesh, and his tongue swept over it again and again
as his hands slid up and down her back and squeezed her
buttocks.

His hands slid up into her wet hair again,
combing it back from her face and pulling back to force her back to
arch.

“Fine material here,” he murmured.

He shoved her back abruptly, almost
violently, so that she fell back sprawling onto her back, legs
spread, then he seized her thighs as he rose and moved forward onto
his knees, quick like a panther. He leered up the length of her as
she raised her head to stare, wide-eyed, then brought his mouth
down between her legs and licked – again, like a cat would, his
tongue long and wide as it rolled up along her sex.

“Very tasty,” he said.

The tendons in her thighs ached as he forced
them so far apart, but his big hands could still stretch out his
thumbs to spread the lips of her sex. His tongue plunged between,
squirming up and down in the narrow cleft, then pushing down
through the mouth of her sex.

It twisted and turned, pushing shockingly
deep into her tight tunnel as his nose ground against her clitoris.
He pulled it back up and swept it across her clitoris again and
again, and a long, thick finger pushed down inside her.

Zoe lay her head back, panting, chest
heaving. At least she could breath, so whatever he wanted to do to
her was fine, as long as that continued. She still felt dazed, and
more than a little numb, uncaring.

His tongue licked harder, and his finger
plunged deeper. She moaned low in her throat, staring up, more than
slightly incredulous, at the mirror on the roof above, gaping at
herself, at him between her legs.

His finger turned and twisted within her,
then another pushed through the taut lips of her sex and slid deep.
He was pumping them slowly, pressing up against the inside of her
abdomen as he licked her, and despite herself Zoe began to feel a
low thrumming pressure down low in her belly.

The pressure grew into something almost as
unfamiliar as having a man spend real time with his head between
her legs. She found her breathing, which had steadied, start to
quicken once more as her pulse raced. She looked up at the mirror,
then down between her breasts at the big man.

He was way older than her, maybe thirty or
more, with broad shoulders and short, close cut hair, and his
tongue was... uncanny, the way it thrust and squirmed inside her,
then slithered and stroked across her now-swollen clitoris.

She lay her head back, eyes closing, her head
rolling slowly in place as the pressure grew deeper and turned into
a heat. The heat grew, but it wasn't the heat of pain.

He straightened and flipped her onto her
stomach with amazing strength.

Crack!

“On your knees, bitch,” he said.

She moaned and started to raise herself, but
his hands gripped her hips, yanking her up.

Crack! He slapped her again, sharply,
the sting making her cry out, and leaving heat behind.

“High, baby bitch. I'm a tall man. I want
that ass up high for me.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Spread those legs for me.”

His hands gripped her around the ribs and
jerked them back, pulling her belly in tight against her upright
thighs.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

She felt his cock rubbing up and down the
line of her sex, rubbing across her clitoris. It felt darkly
thrilling, and she moaned again, low in her throat.

“Hot little bitch,” he said.

Crack!

“This ass is mine.” he said.

Crack!

Zoe gasped, but the stinging was brief, and
all that remained was heat.

“Sexy little slut.”

Crack!

She felt the head pushing against her,
forcing the lips of her sex in and back, then struggling to
penetrate. She felt the pressure grow worse, felt it starting to
ache as her entrance was slowly forced wider and wider. She closed
her eyes, gasping and moaning, but knew nothing would stop him so
didn't try to ask.

And then she was forced wide enough for his
thick cock to push into her. There was a sudden pain, but then
relief, and then... a strange dark sense of thrilling penetration
as his slick cock pushed deeper and deeper into the tight, elastic
tunnel which led into her belly.

Crack!

She gasped at the blow, and he started to
move in and out.

Crack!

“Bitch.” he said, but not angrily.

Crack!

“My bitch now.”

She moaned at the sting – and the heat.

He pushed deeper, pumping steadily,
patiently, forcing himself deeper with every other stroke as Zoe
felt herself being impaled on the big cock. His hands held her hips
tightly in place as he thrust into her, removing one or the other
frequently to slap her bottom.

“Hot bitch,” he said.

Crack!

Her bottom began to feel hot, throbbing as he
rode her, and then with a cry, she felt his belly pressing against
her, and knew that whole long cock was jammed inside her! She felt
a sense of wonderment, and a dark, sizzling heat at that. He had
shoved that whole big thing into her like... like a spear!

She moaned as he pumped, as he used her. She
felt no sense of outrage, for she didn't feel she deserved any
better, and he was hardly the first man who had used her roughly.
It was just the first time she had felt any pleasure in it.

He began to pump harder, and one of his hands
slid up her body and gripped a tangled mass of wet brown hair, then
pulled her head up and back, making her gasp and moan in pain.

Crack!

“Hot slutty little bitch.”

His hips were striking her harder now,
slapping against her buttocks and rocking her in the bed as his big
shaft punched deep into her belly. Her scalp burned as he held her
head up and back, and she felt a sudden sense of utter...
helplessness. It wasn't the same kind of helplessness she was used
to, and it felt almost... erotic.

He wasn't just using her like she was a
whore, he was using her like he owned her. In fact, he even said
so, calling her his bitch.

And in a way, she was, at least now. There
was not a thought in her head of anything remotely resembling
refusal or rebellion. She knelt in place in obedience, and there
was nothing in her mind which said she had a choice about that.

His hips slapped against her with growing
force, and she gasped and moaned at every deep stroke, every
powerful thrust that send his thick cock spearing up deep into her
belly! Usually guys finished long before this, but he showed no
sign of tiring.

He rode her like a bull, pounding her again
and again, as Zoe felt that dark pressure growing, felt the heat
turning into something dark and nihilistic, a dazed sense of
rightness. She deserved this. She deserved to be used like a whore.
She was a whore. She was nothing of value. She was stupid and
useless and had no education.

Why shouldn't he use her like one? Why should
she expect better? A cheap, stupid little whore like her was the
property of any man who wanted her. There was something oddly
relaxing about that, for Zoe had never really felt that she had a
place anywhere.

She knew how she stood here in this room with
this man, knew she was his bitch to do with as he chose. As she
deserved. She felt a strange, churning sense of emotional
satisfaction, as if she were punishing someone who deserved it. But
it was her being punished – as she deserved to be.

She gasped and moaned at the thick round
spear of flesh drove into her again and again, punching deep into
her body. It ached, but it ached in a strange, darkly thrilling
way, and again, she deserved it, deserved the pain.

She took an almost sadistic pleasure in her
own punishment, in her being treated like a nothing.

Because she deserved!

But there was something thrilling about it,
too, in this big, powerful man, not a kind man by any means, not a
handsome man either, nor gentle nor sophisticated, using her so
roughly and powerfully and cruelly.

If she had been standing next to the bed
watching she would have urged him on, a look of excitement on her
face.

“Fuck her! Fuck that whore!” she would have
shouted. “Harder! Ram it into her! Make her scream!”

Some dark side of her reveled in the harsh,
almost violent pounding of his hips against her buttocks, the deep,
aching thrust of his cock deep into her quivering, overheating
belly. She felt that unfamiliar heat growing darker as she became
more breathless, as her chest tightened and her lower body thrummed
with energy.

She cried out as he yanked back on her hair,
then again, as he growled down at her and thrust a hand under to
roughly grope one of her firm, full breasts. His fingers were large
and strong, and not gentle as they dug into the soft, swollen
flesh, and again she felt a sense of dark thrilling satisfaction at
how he was treating her.

The heat became something feverish, and she
lost herself to the strange churning wall of excitement which
spread up her body and into her mind, whimpering and moaning and
crying out in dazed pleasure as the stranger continued to ride
her.

She'd never had an orgasm before. She'd never
tried to have one. Zoe's view of life was filled with cynicism,
pessimism, and nihilism, though she had no idea who Nietzsche was.
Life sucked and then you died, and that was all there was to it, as
far as she was concerned. And who cared, anyway?

Sex was something you bartered for something
you needed. Men liked it. Women, not so much. She never had. Sex
for her had always been, at first embarrassing and painful, then
just demeaning and dirty, something you had to get through so the
guy would leave you alone and then give you what you wanted.

Only now, the unfamiliar ripple of sexual
heat had spread through her body, with a building pressure which
crackled through her belly and made her lungs spasm. She moaned and
twisted, the skin of her face drawn back tightly by the grip on her
hair as her body rocked to the powerful blows of the big man behind
her.

Surrender came easy. She'd surrendered to
life long ago, after all. Surrendering to the inevitable was in her
nature, and she gave herself to whatever the big man wanted,
grunting and gasping and moaning as he hammered her, as he pounded
her, as he used her with ruthless force and energy, not caring if
he hurt her.

But then, Zoe didn't care either. And a part
of her wanted him to hurt her. Like she deserved.

Her eyes began to glaze over as a kind of
dark fever gripped her mind, and she felt a strange fixation on the
sensation coming from within her, the particular sensation of his
thick shaft thrusting into her like a long, thick spear, thrust,
thrust thrust, thrust, and every time it plunged deep she felt like
she wanted to cry out in dark heat and hunger.

Which she did, though unaware of it.

And then orgasm hit, a sudden shocking storm
of sensation that swept through her nervous system and made her cry
out even louder, her nerve endings crackling, her body thrashing
and twisting, her muscles spasming, all centered around the
churning, burning center of her lower belly where he continued to
ram himself into her again and again.

Her lips were drawn back to cry out, but she
had no breath in her lungs. She trembled like a plucked guitar
string, eyes slitted as the hurricane of pleasure sent her mind
tumbling over and over again.
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Zoe lay on her side on the bed, alone, eyes
blinking in the darkness. Her wrists and ankles were drawn up and
back together behind her so that her body was bowed sharply. The
torn remnants of her tank top which he had used to bind her wrists
at first, had been knotted and shoved into her mouth, then tied
around her head.

Her wrists were now bound in rope, pulling
them down sharply and pulling her ankles up and back. She was still
nude, and he had told her he would be back for her, but had
something to do. She'd seen him take a gun from a bag and slide it
into his pocket before going, and wondered if he was going to rob
an all-night liquor store or something.

He had been gone for almost two hours. Her
body was aching by the time he returned, her limbs stiff and her
straining back sore and... hot.

At least it was air-conditioned, though.

The only light in the room came from the
window. She was facing it, and facing the bills he'd put on the
mattress in front of her face. There were four of them, all
fifties, and she would have licked her lips in appreciation had she
not been gagged.

She'd never been actually paid for sex
before. A part of her wanted to reject that. Didn't it make her a
prostitute? But then, the things she had traded her body for, the
times she could remember, were all for things much less costly than
the four fifties.

Her throat still ached, but she felt a sense
of accomplishment, too. She'd learned to deep throat a guy, after
all. That was something pretty cool. Maybe if she could do that to
guys in future they'd be more likely to be content with that and
not want sex.

Of course, she'd never had sex like she'd
just had. She was still aching inside from the pounding he'd given
her! She'd never had sex for so long either. Usually it was a
slam-bam-thank-you-ma'am kind of thing which was over and done in a
minute or two.

And that... that violent surge of...
pleasure... where had THAT come from? It wasn't like he was the
first guy who had fucked her. But nothing she'd ever felt had even
begun to come close to that! It was better than any of the drugs
she'd had – and she didn't have to pay for it! Instead he was going
to pay her!

Assuming he did. Assuming he came back and
let her take the money. Assuming he didn't just strangle her and
leave her. It wasn't like anyone would even miss her. Her mother
was a heavy alcoholic who rarely even knew what day it was, never
mind where Zoe was or what she was up to. Her father was dead these
ten years.

And then the door opened, spilling pale light
into the room. She gasped, looking up, but saw just a large shadowy
figure until he closed the door and turned on the light. Once she
saw him, she felt relief, and he grinned at her, though it was a
grim sort of smile.

He was not a handsome man. He had a square
jawed face, but it was a big head on very little neck, and had a
scar on one cheek and another above his right eyebrow. His eyes
were too narrow and his mouth too wide. His nose had been broken
many times.

No, it was not a handsome face. It was the
face of a dangerous man, a man you kept clear of if you knew what
was good for you. It was the face of a man other men walked quietly
around, not wanting to attract attention, on a body well over six
feet tall, maybe six and a half, with broad shoulders.

He peeled off his shirt and pants and stood
there naked, causing the breath to catch in Zoe's throat. She'd
never had a guy with that kind of powerful body! He was huge! His
chest was enormously thick, his belly flat and smooth and hard,
right down to his short, wiry pubic hair and the long, soft cock
dangling there.

“Miss me, little bitch?”

She moaned softly and he grinned and knelt on
the edge of the bed, then gripped her thighs and flipped her onto
her back, then pulled her downward on the bed as he settled on his
belly. She moaned as his big, powerful forearms pressed her legs
out to the sides, but then his tongue began to stroke up and down
against her and she shuddered.

No guy had ever spent much effort giving her
pleasure. Few had performed oral sex on her, and those few had been
tentative, little more than a few licks for forms sake. She'd
always been bored by it. Not now. Now she stared at him, stared
between her rounded breasts, as his big mouth enveloped her naked
sex.

He licked her heavily, his big, powerful
hands sliding over her body, kneading her breasts. His tongue
plunged into her, and now Zoe paid attention, gripped by a sense of
barely restrained eagerness, filled with anticipation, hoping to
get that... that feeling again.

She slid his heavy body up over hers,
crushing her thighs to the sides as he brought his now-erect cock
down against her slick opening. She moaned as she felt the pressure
again, but the memory of that pressure now made her mind swirl and
her insides churn with the echo of that previous time.

He pushed into her, impaling her, and she
gurgled and moaned around the gag as he began to work his hips up
and down. He was again not gentle, nor anything near it. He used
her hard and fast, spearing himself into her, his big hips slamming
down against her bound legs with painful force.

He gripped her hair and jerked her head up
and back, then leaned his mouth in to chew and suck along the
exposed nape of her neck.

Laying on her bound wrists and ankles, there
was absolutely nothing Zoe could do, which helped with that sense
of dazed acceptance, that sense of... submission, as he used her as
he chose, as hard as he wanted, as he did anything he wanted to do
to her body.

Her mind... floated, though it was on
violently churning waves of emotion and sensation. She was wet and
hot and burning inside, and even though it hurt as he drove himself
into her she still felt the now familiar pulse of heat and
pleasure, of dark, thrilling excitement gripping her and growing
more and more intense.

In, in, in, in, in, in! Every thrust
of his big shaft made her want to scream as it filled her with dark
energy and power! It was like his big shaft forced a shock-wave of
pleasure in ahead of itself, to send it rippling up through her
body with every stroke!

She whimpered and moaned in breathless heat
and excitement, sexual hunger and passion rippled through her body
like electricity, raising the hairs on her skin as it crackled
along her skin.

Again, she imagined herself standing and
watching as she looked up at the mirror.

“Do her! Do the bitch! Fuck her brains out!”
she would snarl in sadistic delight.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she
gasped around the thick knotted cotton jammed into her mouth.

She felt utterly overwhelmed by it all, by
the sensations and the pressure and the heat, and his heavy body
crushing her beneath it, his hips pounding against her helpless
thighs as the ropes dug into her wrists and ankles.

And then it swept up through her as it had
the first time, the searing dark pleasure of an orgasm that rocked
her mind and made her cry out again and again as fiery heat flayed
her mind!

He ground himself into her hard and fast,
interrupting every thrust now to do it, grinding and thrusting,
thrusting and grinding, as she sobbed in dazed wonder, the pleasure
swamping her mind.

*

He untied her, and pulled the torn tank top
out of her mouth. But when she started to speak he put a large
finger against her lips and shook his head, and she subsided.

He brought her into the bathroom, turned on
the water, and had a shower, taking her into the tub with him. His
big hands soaped up her body with surprising gentleness, soaped it
up all over. The feel of them sliding slickly over her flesh was a
sensual pleasure for Zoe, especially as he lavished her breasts
with soap, and slid his hands over her buttocks and between her
legs with long, careful movements.

No man had ever touched her like this, with
soap or anything else, no one else's hands had ever move so slickly
over her body or felt so delicious.

Then he handed her the soap. She stared at it
in confusion. She was already heavily soaped up. Then she flushed
and almost drew back. She didn't want to touch him! Or at least,
she never wanted to touch a guy but... but this time... well...

She licked her lips doubtfully, then began to
soap him up. She started, of course, with somewhere safe, his
chest. Her fingers slid up and down over it, noting the muscles,
the well-defined pectorals, and feeling an uncharacteristic sense
of admiration at the strength and power there.

Her hands moved almost shyly up across his
shoulders, and she had to stretch to do it, bringing her own soapy
breasts in against his chest. His big arms slid around her, his
hands kneading and squeezing her buttocks, and in doing so, soaping
themselves up.

Zoe's hands slid hesitantly around him, first
rubbing the sides of his ribs, then stroking down along his hips,
then around his back, as far as she could reach, anyway. He turned,
and she soaped up his back, admiring the play of muscles under the
skin, sliding her hands up across his shoulders again,
appreciating, for the first time in her life, a male body.

His arms were so thick and muscled! And then
he turned, pushing down on her shoulders, and she stared at his
groin. Normally she found male bodies unattractive, especially this
particular area, thick with hair, with goofy little balls dangling
from it, and a wrinkled little penis.

This body was hard all over. And even though
his cock wasn't, it still hung like something impressive, not
something curled up and hiding. His hair was almost shaved, a thin
sprinkling of dark around his shaft and balls. His cock almost
looked... menacing, like the rest of him, a thing of barely
restrained violence, ready to harden and stab her.

Her hands were soft as she massaged them, as
she ran them down his thick legs, and down further, around his
ankles.

He lifted his foot and put it on her thighs
as she sat back on her heels, and she obediently soaped it up, then
the other one.

He reached down and pulled her to her feet,
and then let the water rinse them both off as he stared at her with
an odd expression.

“You need to be somewhere?” he asked.

She hesitated, then shook her head.

“You have a man? A job?”

She shook her head again.

He turned off the water and dried himself,
then tossed it to her. She hesitated again, then used it to at
least mop up most of the water dripping from her hair and body.

Back in the other room, he tied her wrists
together behind her back again, then drew her ankles up and
together, to hog tie her as she'd been before he'd returned. She
didn't resist, but felt a sense of disappointment, oddly, that he
was leaving.

But then he emptied the clothes from a large
duffel-bag and lifted her, pushing and prodding until she was
inside. He zipped it closed, and she felt herself lifted and
carried. The sound of being outside air struck her and then she was
put down onto a hard surface. She heard other things being put in
around her, then a trunk slammed over her head.

She was in a car, and it rocked as he got
into it. Then the engine started and he drove off. She had no idea
where. They drove for about twenty minutes, starting and stopping,
then stopped, the engine turning off.

The trunk opened, and things were offloaded,
then she was picked up, carried, and dropped onto another hard
surface. Another trunk closed, and another engine started. This
time the drive was longer, but it was air conditioned, and there
were very few starts and stops after a few minutes.

They were on a highway, but going where!?

The engine growled as they moved smoothly
along, at a high speed, she thought. She began to doze off after a
while. When she woke it was because the car had stopped. The weight
shifted as he got out, and then the trunk opened. She was lifted
out, and set on the ground, then the duffel bag was unzipped.

She stared up at him anxiously.

“Good,” he said.

She was inside a garage, not a big one but a
personal garage, in between two shiny black cars. He rolled her
onto her belly and untied her, then tried to pull her to her feet.
Her legs were too stiff, though, and collapsed, so he lifted her up
over his shoulder and carried her into a .. house.

A large house, with a high ceiling. He
carried her down a tiled corridor and into a comfortably furnished
bedroom, then dropped her on the bed and opened a cupboard. He took
several leather straps from it and dumped them on the bed, then
rolled her onto her belly and drew her wrists back behind her.

Zoe didn't resist as he fastened the leather
straps around her wrists, then bound them together. He slipped
another leather strap around her throat, buckling it behind her
neck, then drew her wrists up and back and somehow or other
fastened them to the back of the strap... a collar, she realized,
startled.

Then he left her there.

Zoe rolled onto her side, then onto her back,
staring around the room. It had a high, cathedral ceiling, with a
light hanging from a chain which was like a rounded glass pot. The
furniture was large and heavy, dark brown and glossy, very
masculine furniture.

There was a picture window looking out into a
walled yard with a large pool, and she sat up, staring. She worked
her legs slowly, and after long minutes, stood up, wobbled and sat
down heavily on the bed again, then forced herself to stand once
more.

She looked around the room and out onto the
back yard, then padded through the open door and down the hall. She
found him in the living room. It's ceiling was sharply angled up
and to one side, at least fifteen feet. There was a large fireplace
at one end, and the windows were floor to ceiling, all looking out
on a yard of furniture, a hot tub, a pool, and a number of palm
trees.

“Hungry? Thirsty?”

She hesitated, then nodded uncertainly.

He was wearing khaki pants and an untucked
short sleeved shirt. He rose and went into the kitchen without a
further word, and she followed, very much aware of her own nudity,
not to mention the way her wrists were locked together behind her
back.

“Kneel there,” he ordered, pointing at the
floor beside a table.

She hesitated again, then obeyed as he got
things out of cupboards.

He turned and came over to her.

“Sit on your heels and spread your knees
wide,” he said, squatting before her.

She felt her chest tighten as she obeyed. Not
satisfied, he put a big hand against her knee, forcing it wider, so
that the tendons in her groin ached and stretched. His hand slid
between her legs, fingers stroking idly against her clitoris, and
she gulped as he ran his hand up her body and cupped a firm
breast.

Then he rose, tugging her hair.

“Head back, shoulders back, chest out,” he
said.

She obeyed. She had little choice, and he
went back to the counter behind the big island. She looked around,
shaking her head. She must be insane. Why hadn't she run off the
instant she had the chance?

Run off to what, a cynical part of her
asked.

She looked back at him, wondering who he was,
what his name was, what he did. And this place... it was... nice.
It was nicer than any place she'd ever been in. Why was he staying
at a crummy little motel if he could afford a place like this?

And where had he gone with that gun?

“What's your name?” she asked.

He turned his head to look at her briefly,
then turned back. For a moment, she thought he was going to ignore
her.

“You don't need to know,” he said. “You can
call me... master.”

She blinked in surprise, but then realized
she probably shouldn't have. Given the way he had tied her up,
given these leather... restraints... and the collar. But that sort
of kinkiness was beyond the simple sexual hungers of the men she
had run into to date, confined to weird talk and jokes about things
on the internet. But that didn't mean she hadn't heard of it.

He left the room and she looked after him,
her mind spinning through what-ifs and what-abouts, and
what-should-I-dos. When he returned he had a pair of sex toys in
hand, and she gulped, her heart rate picking up as he casually
squatted before her and gripped her collar.

She gasped as he pulled, bending her forward,
gripping her arm to complete the act, so that she was on her
shoulders and chest on the floor.

“Keep your bottom high and your legs wide,”
he said.

Zoe gulped as she felt something pressing
against her ass. It was lightly lubed, slippery, and he twisted and
turned as he prodded at her, slowly forcing it up into her body. It
got wider and wider, then abruptly narrowed and she felt her body
sucking it inside, until nothing remained but... something...
something flat pressed against the outside of her wrinkled little
opening.

A moment later she felt something against her
sex, felt it pushing in, twisting and turning, pushing and easing
back. It was... thick, though not as thick as him. It stretched
her, though, and she gasped and moaned weakly as he reached under
to stroke his fingers across her clitoris.

She felt a surge of dark heat and excitement
despite herself, despite her confusion, felt her mind swimming in
dazed incomprehension about all this … kinky stuff! But she also
felt the dildo pushing deeper and deeper, until she ached.

He gripped her by arm and hair and lifted her
back up onto her knees.

“Sit.”

She moaned as she sank down, as the base of
the dildo pressed against the floor.

“Legs wide, shoulders back, chest out,” he
said.

He adjusted her as he wished, and her own
body's weight slowly forced her down further on the dildo until he
rose and went back to the counter.

She stared down between her legs, blinking,
gulping in air as she saw the taut lips of her sex squeezing
tightly around the base of the sex toy. Yet she was still holding
herself up a bit, due to the aching pressure inside her. She had
never seen one up close, never had one. Why would she pay so much
money for some stupid fake cock. She could get the real one any
time she wanted.

And she didn't want one.

He continued to work at whatever he was
making, as delicious smells began to fill the air.

Zoe tried to adjust herself, shifting her
weight from side to side, but gradually, she was forced down
further on the dildo, as if her body somehow had found additional
space for it to push into. It ached, but... it was bearable.

He had made steak, a big one. He brought it
over to the table and sat, then reached out for her, gripping her
by the hair. She gasped, forced up off her heels, forced to stand,
then he pulled her around and sat her down across his lap. The flat
thing in her ass pressed against his left thigh, while the dildo,
which still pushed out a few inches from between the lips of her
sex, was between his thighs.

He had his left arm behind her, and was able
to easily reach around her to the table. He cut a piece steak, then
used a fork to pop it into his mouth. He looked at her as he
chewed, and she blinked back, her eyes wide and anxious.

He cut another piece and held the fork to her
lips. She hesitated, then slipped her lips around it, drew it into
her mouth and began to chew, as well.

He cut another piece and popped it into his
mouth, then another. He cut another and held it out to her, and she
ate it, silent, not knowing what to ask a man who wouldn't even
give her his name.

“Where are we?” she asked.

He frowned at her, then reached in and
pinched her nipple sharply enough to sting.

“Master,” he said. “Say it.”

She flushed. “Master,” she gulped.

“Good bitch.”

He cut another piece and popped it into his
mouth and she hesitated further, then asked again.

“Where are we, Master?”

“One of my houses.”

“But... but where?”

“You don't need to know exactly where. It's
across the border in California.”

Zoe's eyes widened. California? She'd never
gone anywhere!

He cut another piece, but this time he picked
it up in his fingers and held it before her lips. She blinked, then
licked the piece of steak off.

“Why... why did you bring me here?”

He pinched her nipple again and she gasped in
pain.

“Master,” he said.

“Why did you bring me here, master?”

He held out another piece of steak, and she
took it from his fingers.

“If you saw a beautiful, high performance
sports car sitting in an abandoned garage, not being used, not
owned by anyone, would you just leave it there, or would you take
it for a spin?”

She stared at him in confusion.

He held out another piece of steak, but this
time in his open hand. She licked it out of his palm and stared at
him as she chewed.

“A sports car like that should be cared for,
should be polished, have its engine maintained properly, be housed
in a nice garage where it's delicate skin would be protected from
the elements, and above all, be used frequently, be raced, be
run.”

“You talk... funny,” she said in
confusion.

“No, I talk perfectly normally.”

He held another piece of steak in his fingers
and she bent her head for it but he drew his hand back.

“Open your mouth wide.”

She blinked and obeyed.

“Stick your tongue out as far as you
can.”

Again she obeyed and he placed the steak on
her tongue. She drew it back into her mouth and chewed it as she
shook his head. He waited for her to finish, then jerked her head
back sharply by the hair so that she gasped in pain. Then he
pinched her nipple sharply again, giving it a twist that made it
burn!

“Ow!” she cried.

“What did I tell you?” he asked. “I told you
to stick your tongue out. Didn't I?”

“Y-Yes, master!” she gasped.

“Did I tell you to pull it back into your
mouth?”

“N-No, master!” she moaned as he twisted her
other nipple.

“Learn to do as you are told and ONLY as you
are told.”

He released her hair and she gasped, pulse
racing.

He held another piece out.

“Tongue out.”

She pushed her tongue out and he set the
piece of steak on it, then left it there as he looked at her.

Zoe kept her tongue out, the steak on it.

He licked his fingers, sucking on them, then
his hand dropped down below her and she felt his fingers rubbing
against her clitoris. She moaned weakly as she kept her tongue
outstretched, aching now as the piece of steak quivered on it, and
his slick fingers rubbed her clitoris, which was, she was surprised
to feel, already kind of swollen.

“You're going to be my little fuck toy,” he
said. “That will save me the time and danger of finding one
everywhere I go, and be good for you, too. You get to stay in nice
places with air conditioning and swimming pool, and get to ride my
cock.”

He pressed his fingers against the base of
the dildo, which was now almost completely flush with the entrance
to her sex.

“You can eat now.”

She drew her tongue back in and chewed on the
steak, staring at him anxiously.

He raised his fingers when she had swallowed
and ran them around her lips, then pushed them into her mouth and
along her tongue.

She stared at him still, closing her lips
hesitantly around them, then sucking.

“This tongue... it belongs to me now,” he
said, stroking his fingers along her tongue.

He pulled his fingers back, stroking them
along her lips.

“These lips are mine, too.”

He dropped his hand to cup one of her full
young breasts and stroke her nipple with his thumb.

“These fine tits of yours belong to me,” he
said. “I can do anything I want with them.”

He jerked her head up and back by the hair
again, then slapped her breast sharply.

Zoe cried out at the blow, and the heat that
followed.

“Anything I want,” he said with a growl.

He slapped her breast again, then bent his
head, sucking and chewing at the center, his tongue rolling over
and across her burning nipple as he sucked.

Then he straightened her and fed her another
piece of steak before dropping his fingers to stroke her clitoris
again.

No one had ever spent a lot of time on her
clitoris, either licking it or touching it, and Zoe was finding the
experience more than slightly discomforting. The sensations made
her squirm, both mentally and physically, and made her pulse race
and her nerve endings tingle and throb.

But then he would stop and feed her another
piece of steak, his hand gliding up and down her body. The fact her
arms were immobilized was brought home to her again and again and
again, as she instinctively sought to reach for something and found
herself denied. It was a … strange experience.

Every time she was reminded that her wrists
were bound behind her it brought a small flush of concern, of
awareness of how helpless she was, how much at his mercy, and yet
it also brought her a squirming little sense of dark heat which
confused and aroused her at the same time.

When the steak was finished he made her drink
a glass of milk. She'd have rather had pop or at least water, but
he wasn't taking arguments, and pinched her nipples when she tried
to start one. Then he held the glass to her lips for her to drink,
all while stroking her clitoris with his slick fingers.

After eating he took her to the main
bathroom, took the plastic off a toothbrush, and to her shock,
brushed her teeth for her! Then he put her to bed.

Or at least, he lay her on her back on the
bed. Then he knelt between her legs and began to apply his big
tongue to her clitoris. Zoe couldn't stop squirming as the
sensations grew, down there, and as he began to pump the dildo in
and out the sexual heat began to roll through her in waves.

She moaned softly, gasping for breath as her
heart pounded, alternately drawing her head up to stare down at
him, or laying it back to roll helplessly as she arched her back.
He stopped to crawl up her body, then lifted her legs up and
back.

She groaned as the backs of her thighs were
pressed back by his powerful chest, groaned even more as his big
hands slid down along them to her ankles and then pushed them back
over her shoulders. That elevated her lower body, of course, and as
he drew the dildo out and pushed himself into her she groaned in a
strange mixture of pain and pleasure, of dark, thrilled heat and
passion.

His big shaft sank deeper and deeper inside
her, and he began to raise his hips up and down, not touching her
except with his hands on her ankles – and his thick cock pushing
into her. He drove himself deeper with every stroke, and the ache
grew worse, but so too did the heat, until his hips began to strike
her bottom.

Then she cried out at every stroke, for he
hammered her bottom down and speared her with his long, thick cock,
and the wild sexual pressure inside her grew to the point it
exploded into orgasm, making her cry out with more and more
passion!

He continued to pound her, harder, if
anything, jamming her heels down even harder, so that the backs of
her toes were pressed against the bed above her head and her bottom
sprang up to meet every fierce downward stroke!

She ached from the fullness, and it felt
again as if the head of his cock was punching her deep inside, but
her body burned with a growing sexual fever, and as he continued to
jam himself into her another orgasm tore through her, then another,
before he finally finished, and left her there to sleep.

Since it was just after dawn, and she'd been
up all night by then, she didn't mind, though it was very strange
to try to sleep with her wrists still locked together behind her
back.

She wondered if her mother would even notice
she was gone today. Probably not, she thought. She got up and went
to the window, staring out at the pool, then went to the door,
turning her back on it to try to turn the handle, but found it
locked.

She went back to the bed and got in a bit
awkwardly, then lay on her side until she fell asleep.
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“What do you think, slave girl?”

She felt a little sense of breathlessness at
the words 'slave girl' since the concept was so... bizarre and
kinky, but she definitely did like the looks of the back yard.

“It's very nice... master,” she said.

She couldn't see around them much since the
wall was fairly high, but she could see the tops of dirt covered
hills in the distance, and knew they were not exactly in the heart
of a city. It was utterly silent outside, and the pool was wide and
blue and beckoning.

It was late afternoon. She thought it likely
he had slept for a while, too, especially since he'd shaved since
she'd last seen him. He'd made her drink milk when she'd risen, and
spoon fed her cereal, then brushed her teeth for her. He'd also –
embarrassingly – insisted she go to the bathroom while he looked
on.

Pervert!

Her wrists were still locked behind her, as
they'd been since she'd gotten here, since she'd met him really. He
led her over to a very comfortable plush chair next to a table and
then sat, drawing her up across his lap. He wore a bathing suit,
while she, of course, remained naked.

“Don't want to get this soft white skin all
burned up,” he said, squeezing some suntan lotion onto her
chest.

His hand spread the slick lotion over her
breasts with long, smooth strokes, but also stopped to knead and
caress her breasts and hardening nipples. He spread the cream over
her shoulders, too, though, and up and down her back, and even
along her bound arms and over her face.

And of course, his big hand spread it down
her belly and in between her legs.

The sexual heat began to burn its way through
her belly and spread up through her chest to her brain, as she
squirmed and wriggled atop him. He spread the oil down her thighs
and legs, then back up again, stroking her clitoris before rolling
her onto her belly and spreading the oil over her buttocks and in
between.

It was so slick! It felt so... delicious as
his finger stroked up and down along the line of her sex. Her
clitoris felt swollen and hot, and was becoming more and more
sensitive as his slippery fingers caressed it.

He pulled her upright again, then had her sit
on his lap facing forward. He leaned her forward and then she felt
him drawing the butt-plug slowly out of her bottom. He slid his
hand up behind her neck, seizing her hair, and then simply pulled
it up, forcing her into an awkward sort of squat above him.

She felt the head pushing against her ass,
and knew there was no point in even suggesting she didn't want him
there. She sank down slowly, gasping, moaning, as he stretched her
wider and wider and the head pushed up inside her.

She'd been sodomized many times. She often
couldn't afford birth control, after all. And this was a cheaper
alternative. But no one had ever felt so slick, and she'd never
felt a sense of twisted anticipation as she did now.

It ached, but not as much as she would have
expected, as she slid slowly down the long, thick length of him.
Still, she winced and gasped and hesitated repeatedly, and he
seemed content to let her, as long as progress was made.

As he pushed especially deep she began to
feel a cramping ache inside, but he reached over her hip and his
fingers began to stroke her slick, slippery clitoris once more, and
the sensations there echoed through her belly and made it easier to
slide even lower.

Soon she was riding him, leaning in and
forward, then sliding herself down and back, gasping for breath,
moaning in rising heat as the sexual passion took hold of her body
and mind once again. The orgasm was slightly different this time,
but still phenomenally powerful, as she arched and twisted and rode
him with frantic need and hunger.

It felt wildly hot, incredibly, wickedly
exciting to take this big cock all the way inside her ass! She felt
a supercharged sexual heat clinging to her body as she sobbed her
way through the orgasm and her hips bucked and jerked, spasms
rolling through her!

She came a second time before he exploded
inside her, and then slumped back against his chest, gasping, chest
heaving, eyes slitted.

“Tight assed little bitch,” he said, his
fingers stroking through her hair.

He pulled back on it, firmly but not sharply,
and she groaned as her head pulled back over his shoulder, back
arching.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Y-Yes, master,” she panted.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, master,” she moaned.

He chuckled low in his throat, then picked
her up, put the plug back into her bottom, and had her kneel next
to his chair – in the correct position, with knees wide and back
arched. He drank and looked out over the pool, listening to the
radio for a bit.

“You know how to swim, slave girl?”

She flushed a little. “No, master.”

“You should learn how to swim.”

He lifted her up and then, for the first time
since he'd put the restraints on her, he unclipped them from the
chain holding her arms up behind her back. He kept the restraints
and collar on, but now her arms, at least, were free as he led her
to the pool.

The next hour was … interesting. He taught
her how to swim, and supported her body with his big arms as she
uncertainly stroked her way back and forth through the cool waters
of the pool.

Afterward, he had her put suntan oil on him,
then told her to put oil on herself by sliding her body over his as
he lay back on the lounger. It amused him to have her sliding and
rolling across him, first on her belly, then on her back, and of
course, he helped spread the oil with his fingers, especially over
her breasts and between her legs.

Then he sent her into the kitchen for grapes,
which he said were in a drawer in the fridge. She returned with
them and, grinning, he had her sit straddling him as he lay back,
and then feed him grapes. Bemused, she did so, feeling a sense of
shy excitement as his hand stroked and caressed her, and she dared
to do the same, at least to his chest.

Every little while he'd grip her nipples
between his thumbs and forefingers and ask.

“Are you my bitch?”

And she'd say “Yes, master. I'm your bitch,
master,” and he'd roll and caress her nipples, then drop his
hands.

The problem with that was that Zoe didn't see
herself as being an obsequious person, as being a girl who did as
she was told, or said whatever someone wanted her to say just to
please their ego. She did it because she knew he would pinch her
nipples otherwise, but then again, wasn't pain just heat
anyway?

Afterward, he led her inside, and they had
another shower together, again, with his hand caressing her, slick,
soapy fingers stroking across her clitoris to leave her breathless
and filled with sexual pressure and need.

That he didn't do anything to bring her
release frustrated her, though, and when he was drying her hair
afterward and reached for the brush to brush it out she tried to
grab it instead. He pulled it back

“Are you my bitch?” he asked again.

She felt... mulish. And besides, what was
pain but a little heat.

“No. I'm not your bitch. Maybe you should be
my bitch,” she said.

His response was quick. He seized the tangled
hair behind her neck and shoved her down hard across the counter,
then reversed the hairbrush and brought the flat part down sharply
across her bottom with a sharp 'crack' of noise.

“Ow!” she gasped.

Crack! He struck her again
sharply.

“Slave girls need to learn not to be
impertinent,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The blows brought her a series of sharp,
stinging jolts, and began to heat her bottom, but though they hurt
Zoe still felt mulish, and more than slightly excited, especially
when he locked her wrists together behind her back again to stop
her trying to reach back to protect her bottom with her hands.

He gripped her hair again and jerked it up
sharply, forcing her chest off the counter, making her arch up and
back.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Y-Yes, master!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, master!”

He released her hair and then began to brush
at her hair as she looked at him in the mirror and felt mulish
again.

“Are you a hairdresser, master?” she
asked.

He frowned at her in the mirror.

“Do I look like a hairdresser?”

“No, and you suck at it.”

He shoved her over the counter again and
brought the hairbrush down across her bottom a dozen times, quick,
sharp stinging pain resonating through her lower belly.

“When I want your opinion, bitch, I'll ask,”
he said.

“Yes, master!” she gasped.

He pulled her upright again and resumed
brushing her hair, then used the hair dryer to dryer it as he
brushed.

Zoe frowned at herself in the mirror.

“I don't like bangs,” she protested.

“Nobody gives a shit what you like. You're a
fucking slave girl.”

She rolled her eyes and he shoved her over
the counter again, giving her another dozen sharp blows that made
her bottom throb and burn.

“You're pretty smart mouthed today, for a
fuck-toy,” he said, jerking her upright again and resuming drying
her hair as she gulped and panted, red-faced.

Her bottom burned, by then, but then, that
was just heat, and a part of her was enjoying taunting him – as
she'd always enjoyed taunting men.

“You don't learn to do what you're told I
won't give you no more of that cock you love so much,” he said.

“Who says I like your cock? Maybe I'd rather
have some other cock,” she said.

“Oh yeah? Well maybe I'll find you some other
cock,” he said.

He put down the brush and hair dryer, then
gripped her hair behind the neck and yanked her away from the
counter. She gasped as he shoved her ahead of him out the door,
then marched her up the hall and into the kitchen.

He shoved her face first into one side of the
stainless steel fridge, then opened the other door. A moment later
it slammed shut and he yanked her backward until pulling out a
chair and sitting down. He pulled her down roughly across his lap,
and then his open hand began to slap at her bottom with sharp,
stinging blows that soon had her yelping and squirming wildly!

Then she felt something pressing against her
sex, jammed against it, something hard, something cold.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she gasped as it twisted and
pushed at her.

“I'll give you another cock, baby,” he
said.

She gasped as the slippery cold object pushed
even harder, and she felt the lips of her sex straining wider and
wider apart. Then something pushed into her, something slick and
cold and very hard! It twisted and turned as it pushed deeper
inside her, then halted so he could slap her bottom again several
times before pushing forward again.

It was... enormously thick! It ached! And the
sharp stinging blows to her now burning buttocks hurt too, but
despite that Zoe was feeling a wild, seething storm of excitement
and dark heat swirling through her, and it was growing by the
second!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You want a different cock, bitch? I'll give
you a nice green cock,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oww! Don't! Stop!” she gasped,
squirming and twisting.

He pushed at it, and she felt the thing,
whatever it was, sinking slowly deeper into her already aching,
overstuffed belly! It felt as though it was stretching out her
tight tunnel to the breaking point, a hard, thick lump of cold
hardness deep inside and getting deeper!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He cursed and pushed her off him so that she
tumbled to her knees on the floor, his fist still gripping her
hair, then he pulled her mouth in against his semi-hard cock.

“Show me what your smart mouth can do on this
cock, bitch,” he growled.

She gurgled as he slid up into her mouth,
licking and sucking, her breasts pressing heavily against the chair
as her arms remained locked behind her back. Then he pulled up and
back, spreading his legs wider.

“Suck my balls, slave girl,” he growled,
drawing her pert lips in against them.

Zoe moaned and sucked, drawing them into her
mouth, dazed with excitement and pain, sucking and licking them as
he twisted his fingers in her hair and roughly groped and fondled
her breasts.

He pushed her back after several minutes,
then kicked her knees apart.

“Sit on your heels, bitch. Do it!” he
growled.

Zoe obeyed, but as she lowered her buttocks
onto her heels she gasped to feel the base of whatever was inside
her press against the floor. She couldn't even see it because his
grip on her hair wouldn't allow her to lower her head as he stood
up.

“Wider, sex slave!” he barked.

His feet kicked her knees further apart, and
he jerked back on her hair.

“Down, bitch.”

She moaned as she felt the whatever-it-was
slowly sliding through her straining sex lips and the head of it
pushing achingly deep into her belly!

Then he was guiding her lips onto his balls
again, making her suck them into her mouth and lick and suck them
as he held her hair firmly. He spread his legs to lower himself,
then pushed down on her shoulder, forcing her down harder.

She was already sitting on her heels, but
that soon began to cause her problems. The balls of her feet were
bent back sharply under her, and they were starting to ache
fiercely. The pain grew to an intensity she simply couldn't ignore.
And since she couldn't go up she had to go lower.

That meant she had to shift her heels wider
so that her buttocks sank down between them, which impaled her even
harder on the thing he'd shoved inside her!

Still, she felt a deep sense of relief as she
succeeded in pulling her heels out from under her, then
straightening her feet. Of course, that left the backs of her feet
flat against the floor, and her heels much lower. She felt the
thing inside her pushing still deeper as she sank down onto her
heels now, to the point where the ache was causing real
distress.

He pulled back, and released her hair, and
Zoe dropped her chin, staring between her legs at how she gaped
wide around a cucumber! It was enormously thick! She could hardly
believe it was inside her!

“Now you got a big green cock, bitch,” he
said.

He squatted next to her, gripping her hair
and pulling it straight down along her spine.

Zoe cried out, for while that forced her head
up and her chest out it also forced her body down harder! She heard
him chuckling as his fingers started to stroke rapidly across her
clitoris.

“You like this cock, bitch? You like your big
green cock instead of my little white one?”

“No!” she cried.

He slapped her breast stingingly.

“That's master, bitch.”

“No, master!” she cried.

“Maybe you'd like my cock instead.”

“Yes, master!” she gasped. “Please fuck me
with your cock!”

“You said you didn't want my cock. You like
my cock now?”

He pulled on her hair and she cried out as
she was jammed down harder on the thick cucumber.

“Yes, master! I love your cock, master!” she
blurted.

“You do, huh?”

“Please fuck me with your beautiful cock,
master!” she cried.

He stood up, instead, gripping her hair and
yanking her mouth onto his cock, pushing it deep and then shoving
it down her throat. He buried every inch inside her as she gurgled
and gasped and squirmed in helpless pain and darkly thrilled
hunger.

He pulled out, slapping her face with his
hard cock, and made her beg again, and then again, and each time he
thrust it deep into her throat until her eyes began to glaze, only
to draw himself back and make her beg again.

Finally, he threw her back onto the
floor.

“Get on your knees, bitch. Ass high in the
air, belly in tight against your thighs, and beg for my cock.”

Panting, gasping, dazed, Zoe obeyed, moaning
as her breasts pillowed out against the floor, as she raised her
bottom high and spread her knees, the hard green cucumber a deep,
dull ache inside her.

“Please fuck me with your wonderful cock,
master!” she moaned.

He knelt behind her and slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Again, bitch.”

“Please fuck me with your beautiful cock,
master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, master! I'm your bitch, master!” she
cried.

She felt the cucumber pulling slowly back and
she groaned as relief washed over her. It pulled out entirely, and
a moment later his hard cock thrust into her instead. He was long
and thick, but not as long or as thick as the cucumber, and even
though he was hard, his soft flesh was nothing like as hard as the
vegetable had been.

And he was far, far warmer.

She groaned as he began to use her, to thrust
into her. He slapped her bottom repeatedly and called her his bitch
as he rammed himself into her, and Zoe shuddered and trembled as
heat swept over her. When he wound her hair around his fist and
yanked it back in time to his thrusts, she came, powerfully, crying
out, sobbing in wildfire pleasure as the orgasm shattered her mind
and made her body buck and squirm violently.

*

They watched a basketball game that evening.
He wore sweats. She remained naked, but her wrists free. When he
wanted something, beer, chips, or a sandwich, he sent her into the
kitchen for it, and Zoe went willingly enough.

He locked her wrist restraints behind her
back, though, and chained her collar to the headboard of the bed
before locking her in the room to sleep late that night – after
fucking her good and hard first, of course.

The next morning she made him breakfast,
though he again locked her wrists behind her and sat her on his lap
while he fed her. This time, though, he had her sit fully atop his
cock, with it buried in her pussy while she ate – and squirmed, and
he stroked her clitoris from time to time and fondled her
breasts.

She came twice during breakfast, but he
managed to stay hard most of the time, not making any attempt to
actually move inside her. When breakfast was done, however, he bent
her over the table and fucked her hard and fast before taking her
into the shower with him.

They went out to the pool and he gave her
another swimming lesson, sometimes letting her swim back and forth
by herself as he browsed through messages on his phone. They went
inside and watched a football game, then had lunch, much as they'd
had breakfast, except this time she knelt on the floor while he fed
her.
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That evening he tied her tightly,
spreadeagled to the bed. Zoe felt hot as soon as she was tied,
stretched out, the firm ropes tied to the leather bands around her
wrists and ankles. He had more sex toys, and thrust the dildo deep
into her body again, with a second going high in her ass.

The third, though, the third was something
cool and plastic, and it buzzed when he pressed a button. Zoe had
never tried a vibrator. And now, as he let it slide up and down the
line of her sex she felt a powerful sense of … sensation.

It was not comfortable.

“Oh! Please!” she gasped. “Please,
Master!”

“Shut up, slut, or I'll gag you.”

She moaned as he continued to rub the thing
up and down against her clitoris, then began to slowly pump the
dildo in and out of her.

Her body began to get used to the sensation.
It felt less uncomfortable, and then... and then it began to shift,
to morph into something else, something which had her nerve endings
crackling like live wires and her chest tightening to the point the
pressure made it hard to breath.

She lay still, trying to analyze the
sensations, for she'd never felt anything quite like them before.
But they soon began to make the muscles of her body spasm and her
hips jerked convulsively. The dark heat rose over her and she felt
a sense of tremendous and growing pressure.

Zoe moaned and pulled against the restraints,
her back arching as she writhed in helpless pleasure.

“Hot little slut,” he growled.

He jammed the dildo painfully deep and leaned
forward, then slapped one of her breasts.

“Are you my whore?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” Zoe moaned.

He slapped her breast again.

“Master, you slut.”

“Yes, Master!”

“Filthy little whore.”

He slapped her breast a third time. It stung
and burned.

But that was just heat.

“Are you my filthy little whore?”

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

Again he slapped her breast.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your filthy little whore, Master!” she
cried, her hips grinding helplessly against the vibrator.

Her body was erupting in sensation, powerful,
shocking sensations that were more intense than anything she'd ever
felt before in her life! Zoe cried out, and again, her hips bucking
violently, her body writhing and thrashing as he ground the
vibrator against her, leering down at her.

Her back arched and she gurgled in helpless,
breathless, dazed pleasure, then cried out again, and again, her
hips jerking and spasming violently as he chuckled in delight. She
cried out again as he thrust the dildo into her hard and deep,
punching it against the back wall of her sex, then did it again and
again, hard and fast, cruelly stabbing the thick sex toy deep
inside her as the wild pleasure threatened to consume her mind.

Gasping, breathless, her insides aching from
muscle spasms, she begged him to stop, but he ignored her, sending
her into more orgasms, her body helpless to resist the storm of
sensation, driving her to the brink of screaming insanity before
finally stopping, climbing atop her, and fucking her violently to
bring it to an end.

He gagged her, bound the leather restraints
around her wrists to the ones around her ankles, and carried her to
the garage, then dumped her into the trunk of a car. He drove for
several hours while Zoe lay bound in the trunk, drooling a little
around the ball gag, her shoulders and back aching more and more as
time passed.

By the time he stopped she was drained and
exhausted. He opened the trunk, then pulled her into a duffel bag
before lifting that out out of the trunk, then placing it into
another car. He drove off, for another half hour, then stopped and
lifted the duffel bag out of the car and carried it indoors,
tossing her onto a bed.

It was a motel room, she saw, as he finally
let her out. It wasn't the same one as she'd been in before, but it
was the same type – cheap. He sighed and unpacked his things, then
removed the clip binding her wrists and ankles together, letting
her body unfold at last.

She groaned as he massaged her back and
shoulders, then her legs.

“Have a nice ride?” he asked in
amusement.

She looked balefully up at him.

“Welcome to Los Angeles.”

She blinked in surprise. L.A.! They were in
L.A.!? She instinctively turned to look at the curtained windows
but just he laughed. “Maybe you'll see the beach later, when I'm
done.”

Done what, she wondered.

He had her spend almost an hour giving him a
blow job, taking her time, having her kiss and lick her way over
his thighs and along his belly, and mouthing and sucking his balls
and the side of his shaft, kissing and sucking it into her mouth,
then bobbing her lips up and down its long length.

All with her wrists bound behind her, of
course.

Then she climbed atop him as he lay on the
bed, sank down onto him, and rode him up and down, gasping and
moaning, and gurgling dazedly as he clamped his hand around her
throat to stifle her cries of pleasure.

He left her chained to the bed, though
gagged, this time, and she noticed he took another gun with him
when he left.

She fell asleep after a while. When he
returned he fucked her hard, then put her back into the duffel bag
and packed her back into the car. Once again he drove her
somewhere, shifted the duffel bag and himself into another car,
then continued to drive, though this time not for hours.

It was about an hour, in fact, before he
hauled her out of the trunk again and into a house, then opened the
bag and let her out.

This house was even bigger and more luxurious
than the last one! And it overlooked the beach and its waves
washing ashore! Zoe was entranced!

“Is this Los Angeles?” she gasped.

The answer was a sharp slap to her bottom
that made her gasp and jerk forward.

“Is this Los Angeles, Master?” she asked.

“Not exactly. We're a little bit north of
there, along the coast.”

“Wow! I've never seen the ocean! I mean, in
person!”

The big glass walls looked out onto a large
stone patio which included a swimming pool. It was on a small hill
a few dozen feet above the beach where waves washed ashore. He took
her wrist, firmly but not roughly, and led her down a long marble
floored corridor and into a bedroom.

Next to the door was a low dresser, and he
turned her back to him and removed her leather collar, then
replaced it with one which was made of metal. He replaced the
leather restraints with metal, as well. She looked down, bemused,
as he put similar restraints around her ankles.

They were a little heavier, but almost as
wide, silver, with gold trim along the edges, and all had a strong
metal ring on one side, and a clip on the other. The collar, she
assumed, was similar, and she could feel the thicker ring dangling
from its front.

He drew her wrists up together behind her
back and between her shoulder blades, locked them together, then
added a chain which attached them to a ring in the back of the
collar.

Then he led her back to the big front room
with its fireplace and glass walls, slid a door open and led her
out onto the pool deck. There were people below on the beach, which
made her nervous of being seen, but he didn't seem to care.

There were also other houses along the edge
of the little hill, but the ones closest couldn't be seen well from
the pool deck because of palm trees and bushes.

“Could I go down on the beach, master?”

“Not today. Maybe later.”

He had her kneel beside a padded chaise
lounge while he went inside. When he came out he had a bottle of
beer in hand, as well as a plastic squeeze bottle of suntan lotion.
He stripped off his bathing suit, then lay down naked on the chaise
lounge with a sigh He took a drink from the beer before putting the
suntan lotion on the table beside him.

“Come here, slave girl,” he ordered.

Zoe stood and then straddled him as she sank
down onto his thighs.

“See that lotion?” he said.

She nodded and his eyes narrowed.

“Yes, master!”

“Read it.”

She blinked, then leaned to the side and
forward.

“Uh... it's all natural and made of coconut
extract,” she said.

“It's edible.”

She turned to look at him uncertainly.

“That means you can actually drink it.”

She blinked doubtfully.

“Don't worry. I don't expect you to drink
it.”

Zoe felt a sense of relief at that!

“What you are going to do is to spread it on
my body. Wouldn't want me to get a sunburn, would you?”

“No, master,” she said dutifully.

“So go ahead.”

She frowned and looked at the bottle.

“It's not a heavy bottle, slave girl. What
you need to do is pick it up with your mouth, then turn your head
back so that some of it fills your mouth. Then you put it back down
without losing what's in your mouth, and let it dribble onto my
chest,” he said.

She stared at him in disbelief.

“Now, slave girl,” he growled.

Zoe looked uncomfortably at the suntan
lotion. You didn't put suntan lotion in your mouth! Everyone knew
that! On the other hand, if it was all natural and made of coconut
oil...

He reached up and gripped her nipples, then
pinched and twisted them.

“Ow! Oh! Please! Please, master!”

“Are you disobeying your master?”

“No, master!” she exclaimed, her nipples
burning.

He released her nipples and she reluctantly
twisted to the side, then bent over and took the narrow neck of the
bottle into her mouth. She reluctantly closed her teeth on it to
lift it, then drew her head up and back so that the thick liquid
gurgled slowly into her mouth. It was like syrup, she thought,
though it didn't taste like syrup.

She filled her mouth, then put her tongue
over the opening to the bottle and, keeping her lips closed
tightly, put the bottle back on the table. She lost some of the
lotion as she pulled her mouth free, but held most inside, then
turned and bent low over his chest. She opened her mouth a bit,
letting the lotion ooze out over his chest, shifting her head from
side to side to spread it out.

She looked at him, making a face. She wasn't
sure she liked the coconut taste.

“Now spread it over my chest.”

She frowned again.

“Use your face and your body. After all, you
need suntan lotion on you, too.”

Zoe gulped, then leaned well over, letting
her breasts pillow out against his chest. With her wrists bound up
behind her she was awkward, but moving her body around, she was
able to use her breasts to spread the lotion over his chest and up
across his face as he lay back.

Of course, she had to get more, and did so,
this time trickling it over his belly and... lower. Gulping, she
slid herself backwards and bent, rubbing her breasts against him,
and then her face against his chest to get the oil on her forehead
and cheeks.

She slid her breasts from side to side across
his belly and abdomen, then lower, rubbing them across his groin,
over his hips and cock, and along his thighs. She spread the oil
down his legs to his feet, and he rolled onto his belly, so that
she could spread it back up him.

She used her breasts and chest to spread the
oil up his back, which meant she was straddling his buttocks, which
she'd already oiled, and getting oil all over her own groin and
thighs and feet.

When he rolled over onto his back he told her
not to forget her back. She pondered that, then his large chest and
body, and slid forward onto it again, before rolling slowly onto
her side, then onto her back, rubbing and wriggling atop him to
spread the oil to her body and over her shoulders.

He seemed to find her efforts amusing, making
no effort at helping her, at first. When he did decide to 'help' it
was really only to fondle her breasts, and then to slide two
fingers in between her legs, first to rub her clitoris, then to
penetrate her.

He had her sit up, facing him, and slid three
fingers up inside her.

“Do you like my fingers inside you,
bitch?”

“Y-Yes, Master,” Zoe gulped.

“Ride them.”

Zoe began to slide up and down on them,
feeling her chest tightening. He had large fingers, after all!

He drank from his beer as she watched her,
grinning lazily, and smiled in amusement. Then he added his thumb
to the mix, not pushing it into her but letting it press against
her clitoris so that as she rode up and down it stroked back and
forth across her swollen little button.

That got her hot in more ways than one, and
she found herself panting for breath and moaning as she rode up and
down, felt the quivering energy building up into a thrumming
pressure that made her moan and whimper with more and more
intensity.

He stopped her, though, and got up to go
inside to get another beer. When he returned he had a pair of
dildos, which he slid into her already quivering body, filling her
up and making her moan with pleasure at the delicious ache
inside.

Then he attached a kind of leash to the front
of the collar and lay down again.

“Blow me, slave girl,” he ordered.

Zoe straddled his lower legs, leaning forward
to lick at his cock. It was semi hard by then. She licked and
sucked at his oiled up balls, then licked up the length of his cock
again and again as it hardened and rose like a flag pole from his
groin.

“Well isn't this lovely,” said a female
voice.

Zoe squealed in shock and alarm, jerking
upright, eyes going wide as she saw a tall, slender Black woman in
a black dress standing with arms folded across her chest not six
feet behind her. Her face turned bright red and she tried to fling
herself off to the side, but he jerked on the leash to pull her
forward, sprawling across his body.

“Hey, baby,” he said. “You're early.”

“I guess,” the woman sniffed.

“This is my new fuck toy,” he said with a
grin.

“She sure looks like one,” the woman said
sarcastically.

Zoe was mortified! She was face down along
his body, naked, of course, her bottom raised up somewhat, with the
dildos, the base of them, at least, quite clearly visible to the
woman's eyes!

“Nobody told you to stop,” he said
sternly.

Zoe stared at him in disbelief, even as he
pushed her back down his body and jammed her face against his
cock!

“Get to work or I'll tan that ass of yours a
lot more than the sun will,” he barked.

Zoe moaned, heart drumming, face burning, as
he jammed her in against his cock and balls, but then he gripped
her hair and yanked it sharply and she cried out in pain.

“Do you need a whipping, girl?!” he
demanded.

Zoe gasped and began to lick at his cock and
he released her hair, though keeping the leash in hand as she
obeyed.

“Got her well trained I see.”

“Not yet, but she's coming along,” he
said.

“Where you find this slut?”

“She's trailer trash from Vegas,” he said.
“No one knows she's with me, and no one's gonna miss her.”

Zoe flushed at the words, however true they
might be. But she did as he ordered, licking at his cock, then
taking his balls into her mouth and sucking on them as the woman
looked on.

“You need to beat her more,” the woman
said.

“No rush,” he replied.

“White bitches ain't no good in bed till they
been schooled,” she said.

“She's getting there too,” he said.

Still horribly embarrassed, Zoe licked her
way up his shaft, then took the head into her mouth and began to
bob up and down, lengthening her strokes until she gurgled as the
head pushed into her throat.

That will show her, she thought with forlorn
pride, sliding her aching throat down his shaft.

“Job went well?” the woman asked.

“Smooth as silk,” he said.

“No problems? No witnesses?”

“Nothing.”

Zoe gurgled as she forced her lips the last
inch, pressing them tightly against his groin, with the long, thick
shaft deep in her throat.

“I might have another one for you before you
leave the L.A. area.”

“Pay the same?”

“Yeah.”

“Same group?”

“No, something unrelated. These are
Colombians.”

“Good. I don't like working for Mexicans. You
can't trust them. The Colombians are more stable.”

“It's in – .”

“Don't talk in front of the slave girl,” he
said.

“Well send the bitch away,” the woman
growled.

“We in a hurry? Because I am not in a hurry.
I am laying here enjoying the fruits of my labor.”

“It's next week. You got a meeting at
Two.”

“Then don't rush me. Put something on and
come join us. Get a beer.”

The woman muttered to herself, but left them
alone as Zoe drew her lips slowly up the length of his cock, then
gasped for breath as she pulled free, raised her eyes, and stared
at him.

“Who is that woman!”

“Her? Why, she's none of your fucking
business, that's who,” he said with a smirk.

He jerked on the leash. “Get back to
work.”

Zoe licked and sucked at his balls again,
then rubbed her face up and down against his erection, pressing it
back against his belly, before letting it spring up so she could
slide her lips over the head once more.

Sound behind made her pull her head up and
around, and before he jerked on the leash to bring her face forward
again she saw the woman, now naked except for what she first
thought was a black bikini bottom. Then she realized that it had a
big black cock sticking out of it!

She gaped then gasped as he jerked her leash
and she fell forward against his groin.

“Back to work, slave girl,” he ordered.

Her mind squirming with anxiety and
humiliation, Zoe slid her lips over his cock again and began to
suck, even as she felt the other woman crawling onto the foot of
the chaise lounge.

She moaned as she felt a finger at her sex,
then felt it pulling at the dildo he had shoved up her ass. It was
pulled free, and the woman moved closer, then pushed something else
– the dildo she was wearing, Zoe thought frantically, against
her.

It was thicker, and she gurgled as he shoved
down on her head so her lips slid all the way down his shaft to the
base.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!” the woman
ordered.

Crack! Crack!

“Do it, white bitch!”

Moaning, she obeyed, as she felt the long
black dildo pushing deeper into her belly.

She felt the woman's hands kneading her
buttocks, then sliding up her hips and under to roughly knead and
fondle her breasts. Meanwhile the dildo pumped in and out of her
ass, pushing deeper with every stroke, until it ached deep inside
her!

At first she was appalled, but after a
minute, she felt herself sinking into a kind of acceptance, an
almost relieved acceptance, in fact. If the woman was now
'involved' in their kinky little sex, then it wasn't the same as
her standing back fully clothed and watching with disapproval.

It was still, of course, horribly
embarrassing and made her mind squirm with discomfort as the
woman's hands caressed and fondled her, but she had no say in it,
nor any real way of complaining, so there didn't seem to be any
point but to just keep on doing what she was doing.

And when the woman reached around her hip and
started to finger her clitoris she couldn't stop feeling a hot
surge of bubbling sexual heat and pleasure rolling up through her
belly and into her chest!

“Let the whore ride your cock while I fuck
her ass!” the woman growled.

He chuckled low in his throat, then tugged on
her leash as he allowed her to slide her lips slowly up off his
shaft. Zoe panted for breath, head throbbing and more than a little
light-headed, as usual, from the lack of breath, as he half dragged
her forward.

“Ride my cock, bitch,” he said.

She rose up, whimpering and moaning,
straddling him as he rubbed the spit-wet head up back and forth
across her clitoris. Then he or the woman pulled the dildo out of
her and the head of his cock pushed into the mouth of her sex.

She groaned, then cried out, as he was forced
in by her own weight, and she slid down too fast, too far.

“Yeah, take that big cock, slut!” the woman
growled, slapping her bottom.

Then she thrust her hips forward to drive the
dildo deep into Zoe's ass, and make her cry out a second time!

“Ride me, slut,” he ordered, tugging on the
leash.

Whimpering and moaning, Zoe slid up and
forward, then back down onto his cock, even as the woman behind
rammed the dildo into her ass harder and faster! She cried out
again as the woman seized her thick brown hair, jerking her head up
and back, using it as her own leash to jerk back on Zoe every time
she thrust forward.

The man below her jerked forward on the leash
in perfect time to the black woman, and reached down to finger her
clitoris, rubbing and stroking it as she rode him.

“Dirty little white whore,” the woman
growled, slapping at her breast from the side. “You love cock,
don't you, bitch?”

Zoe could only gasp and moan and whimper as
the two used her roughly, at least at first. But she had been
powerfully aroused before the woman had come out onto the back pool
deck, and as her body got used to the big dildo moving in her ass
she started to feel a strange dark sense of acceptance, then
heat.

She was jerked back and forth between them,
slapped and cuffed, big cocks thrusting into her with savage force
and speed, a dark vortex of kinky sexual heat and passion and lust
starting to swirl around her and pull her mind into a strange state
of submission and heat.

“Fuck that cock, slave girl,” he ordered,
rubbing her clitoris and yanking on the leash.

“Ride that cock, white bitch!” the woman
ordered, slapping her bottom and breast, ramming the big dildo into
her ass, and yanking on her hair.

Zoe's eyes glazed over and she rode dazedly,
moaning and trembling, her body flaring wildly with aches and
pains, with pleasure and a wild dark turmoil of thrilled excitement
that made her nerve endings crackle and snap!

This was so... filthy and nasty and kinky and
wild!

Her inhibitions collapsed and she gave
herself to the dark pleasure, sobbing and trembling, then crying
out as the first orgasm tore through her body and mind.

“Look at the white slut come!” the woman
growled, slapping her breast, then groping it roughly.

Zoe didn't care. She heard the words, but
they didn't matter. Only the wild, burning thrill enveloping her
mind mattered, as pleasure tore through her nervous system and
overloaded it! She trembled and shook, crying out again and again
as the two big cocks inside her churned her belly into steaming
lava!

Another orgasm tore through her, and another,
as the two laughed at her and rammed into her, and mauled her
helpless body. Her belly ached from spasming muscles, to say
nothing of the two big cocks ramming deep inside her, and raw heat
battered at her mind.

Only when he came inside her, grunting and
gasping as her spasming sex sucked the hot liquid out of his hard
shaft, did they slow, as he released her leash and lay back in
relaxation. The black woman halted, then, as well, slapping Zoe's
ass a final time before pulling back.

Zoe groaned and slumped over his chest,
ignoring the feel as a dildo, the previous one, was shoved up her
ass, and another up her pussy. But then the woman took her hair and
jerked her head up and to the side.

“Now you get to learn from me, white bitch,”
the woman growled, pulling her off the lounger and onto the
deck.

She had pulled off the strap-on dildo and now
lay on another chaise lounge on the other side of the low table
from him, pulling Zoe in as well until she was kneeling between the
woman's spread legs.

“Now start licking, bitch,” she ordered.
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He laughed as he turned his head lazily. “I
don't think she ever licked a pussy before.”

“Well, she's gonna fucking learn,” the woman
said.

The woman was older than Zoe, probably by ten
years, but had a strong, if slim body, with small, firm breasts and
long, muscled legs, legs now spread wide as she pulled Zoe in by
the leash and hair and rubbed her face against her naked, shaven
sex.

“I-I – .”

The woman slapped her face and jammed it into
her sex.

“Get to work, slave,” she growled.

Gasping, Zoe licked out frantically, then
again as her hair was twisted. Her tongue licked up and down the
woman's dark slit and over her clitoris as the woman held tight to
her hair, and then focused on her clitoris as the woman reached out
to fill her hand with Zoe's right breast.

“Yeah, bitch,” she gasped. “Like that. A
little harder. Faster. That's it. Keep doing that, slave bitch.
Keep licking me, you white slut!”

Moaning, Zoe obeyed as the woman roughly
kneaded her breast as the man she knew only as “Master” looked on
appreciatively.

“Stick that tongue out, bitch!” the woman
barked, slapping Zoe's breast.

Zoe yelped, licking faster, and the woman
chuckled and kneaded her breast instead.

“Big tits on this white slut,” she said.

“Nice firm titties,” Master said with a smug
smile.

“Mine are perkier.”

“And smaller.”

“Fuck you.”

He laughed softly.

“How old is this slave bitch of yours?”

“Old enough,” he said smugly.

“We'll see how perky she is when she's
thirty.”

“Maybe I'll get her fake titties then.”

The woman slapped Zoe's breast again, and Zoe
gasped in pain.

“Use your lower lip, slut. Bring it up under
your tongue so you can lick harder.”

Zoe obeyed, glad, since her tongue had
started to ache from overuse.

“Make her call you mistress,” Master said
with a grin.

Zoe gasped at the woman jerked her head up
and back by the hair.

“You hear him, slut?”

“Y-Yes, mistress!” she gasped.

“I like that,” the woman said with a smirk.
“Lick my pussy, slut.”

“Yes, mistress!” Zoe moaned.

Zoe dropped her mouth to the woman's sex
again and started licking once more, and the woman spread her legs
wider, sighing in pleasure as she basked in the sensations.

Beside them, Master was squeezing his cock as
he watched, and it was hardening. Zoe was only slightly aware of
it, her eyes filled with the Black woman's groin as she licked, as
she gasped and winced whenever her hair was pulled or her breast
slapped, as she frantically obeyed each new instruction she'd been
given.

Then Master got up, and crossed to the other
lounger, kneeling behind her as he pulled the dildo out and thrust
his cock into her pussy.

“Fuck her harder!” the woman groaned, rolling
her head from side to side as Zoe licked her.

Zoe grunted and groaned, gasped and moaned as
the man thrust into her belly, his hands jerking on her hips,
slapping her bottom, and reaching forward to squeeze her
breast.

“Such a bad girl,” the woman groaned. “She
needs to be... puuunisshed!”

The hard, thick shaft punched into Zoe again
and again, his hips now slapping against her upraised buttocks as
he rode her. Then someone's fingers found her clitoris and began to
rub harshly, sending jolts of raw sensation burning through her
mind.

It was all so insane, so unbelievable! She
licked dazedly, gasping and moaning as the two used her, as her
body shook and trembled, her insides aching with a pulsing heat
that spread through her body. Then the woman arched up and back,
her hips bucking up against Zoe's face, cursing and moaning in
pleasure as Zoe's licking tongue brought her over the edge.

The man redoubled his efforts, and Zoe came
soon after, crying out in helpless, dazed wonder as the storm of
pleasure consumed her mind. Still, the man thrust, and thrust, and
thrust, as the woman laughed down at her, slapped her face, and
ordered her to start licking again...

*

Zoe swam awkwardly in the pool as the two
talked in low voices. She swam to the far side of the pool, which,
to her astonishment, was made of some kind of glass or plastic
which she could see through. The water came right up to the top,
and spilled over into a low gutter that ran around the pool.

She halted in the deep water, clinging to the
plastic, looking out at the beach and the people there, feeling a
strange flushed heat at the realization anyone looking up could see
her naked body through the see-through wall. No one was close to
her, though, so from where they stood, a casual observer would only
see a girl, and not be at all sure that she was naked.

She turned and swam back, though, doing the
dog paddle in the deeper water, until she reached water not over
her head, then risking a breast stroke. When she reached the other
end of the pool she stopped, her feet on the ground, and splashed
water out of her face.

“Hey, bitch.”

She looked up at the woman's voice and saw
her holding a dildo. The woman flung it over Zoe's head, and into
the water at the far end of the pool.

“Fetch, bitch.”

Zoe stared at her in confusion, then flushed
as she understood her meaning. She started to turn.

“With your mouth, slave girl,” Master
ordered.

She gulped, and swam back to the other end of
the pool. The dildo was made of silicone, and it floated poorly. It
didn't sink to the bottom of the pool, but it did float a good foot
or so underneath. That meant that she had to dog paddle over to it,
duck her head, clamp it in her teeth, then rise, gasping, and swim
the short distance to the other end of the pool.

There she braced herself, drew in several
deep breaths, then turned and dog paddled back with the dildo in
her mouth like a dog with a bone. She reached the far end and stood
up, dildo in her mouth, and the black woman snapped her fingers at
her.

Zoe felt a surge of indignation and dislike,
but then knew the woman was trying to degrade her, and also that
she'd get slapped or worse if she disobeyed. She crawled up over
the side of the pool and started to rise.

“No, on all fours, bitch,” the woman said,
making her words sound like a drawl.

Zoe flushed but obeyed, crawling the few feet
across to her and then letting the dildo drop into her hand.

The woman took it in her hand, smirking, then
used her other hand to pet Zoe like she was a dog.

“Good bitch,” she said, as Master
laughed.

She flushed and knelt there, dripping, until
the woman gripped her hair and jerked her head up and back.

“Ow!” she gasped, her hands jerking up
instinctively to grasp her wrist.

“Hands down!” Master barked.

She dropped her hands, panting.

“Who am I, white bitch?”

“I... you... Mistress!” she gulped.

“Right. Say it again.”

“Mistress!” Zoe gasped.

“And you're going to do what you're told to
do, isn't that right, bitch?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” Zoe moaned.

The woman nodded and flung the dildo into the
pool again.

“Fetch, bitch.”

Zoe turned and crawled back to the pool, dove
in, and swum awkwardly across it as she heard laughter behind her.
Part of her fumed angrily at the way the woman was treating her,
and the way Master was going along with it. It was humiliating!

Yet, at the same time, it was also darkly
kinky and perverted and pretty much the way she would expect people
to treat a 'slave girl'. The very notion of that, of pretending to
be a slave girl, was strangely thrilling, in a weird, perverted
way.

She grabbed the dildo in her mouth and
paddled back to them, this time crawling out of the pool without
being told, and dropping it into the woman's hand.

“Turn around, bitch.”

Zoe turned obediently, and gasped as the
dildo was slid up and down her sex, then pushed into her. It was
thick, but she found she was still more than slightly moist inside
as the woman pumped the dildo and pushed it deeper.

“Put your face and chest on the ground and
spread your arms out to the sides,” Master ordered.

Zoe obeyed, face hot, as the dildo was pumped
in and out of her.

“Draw your belly in tighter to your thighs,
and spread your knees wider,” he ordered.

Zoe obeyed again, gasping and groaning as the
woman jammed the dildo achingly deep. Then there was a sound, a
buzzing sound, and she felt something hard rubbing against her
clitoris. It felt odd... with a strange texture, like the silicone
dildos, but it... it vibrated powerfully.

The vibrator! She moaned helplessly, both
anxious and feeling a wild sense of tense anticipation gripping her
body. She knew how she had responded the other day, and a part of
her was thrilled at the thought of feeling such intense pleasure
again!

But another part didn't want to humiliate
herself in front of this nasty woman, and she also remembered how
her abdominal muscles had ached from so much spasming! She could do
nothing, though. She was kneeling in what, despite her lack of
experience, she recognized as a vulnerable and submissive position,
as the woman ground the dildo back and forth across her
clitoris.

“Are you my bitch?” Master demanded.

“Y-Yes, master!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!”

It was kinky to say that to him, but
humiliating to say it with the Black woman there.

The vibrator ground against her, first up and
down, then in quicker, sharper motions, from side to side. Zoe
shuddered, the sensations powerful, and starting to make her entire
body tremble and shake in time to the vibrations!

She moaned helplessly, her bottom raised
high, gulping in air as her breasts were ground against the hard
concrete below, the dildo jammed achingly deep, and now pushing in
and out again as she closed her eyes and felt a wave of pleasure
sweep through her.

“Do you want to come, slut?” the woman
demanded.

Crack! She slapped Zoe's bottom
sharply.

“Answer me, bitch!”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” Zoe moaned.

“Beg me to make you come.”

“Please make me come, Mistress!” she moaned,
her pride and inhibitions vanishing as the sensations made her body
tremble and shake. “Please make me come, Mistress!”

And then she did, crying out in wanton
pleasure, thrusting her hips back frantically as the woman drove
the dildo into her, her voice rising and falling again and again as
waves of pleasure swept through her body and lust and passion
gripped her mind!

She moaned dazedly as they laughed at her, as
the orgasm faded and the vibrator clicked off. She stayed in
position, eyes slitted, panting weakly, the dildo buried in her
aching pit.

“We got to leave now if we're going to get
there in time for the meet,” she heard the woman say.

“Yeah. I'll take a fast shower.”

“Me too,” she cooed.

They rose, and Zoe gasped at a slap to her
bottom, then the leash was snapped onto her collar and pulled and
she was pulled up onto her hands and knees. Master led her,
crawling, back into the house, and then down a side corridor.

In an otherwise empty room was – her eyes
went wide – a cage! It was a very large cage, but still a cage! It
was about four feet high and four feet long, with a narrow door at
the bottom.

“Crawl into your cage, little bitch,” Master
ordered, as he snapped the leash off her collar.

Zoe crawled uncertainly inside, and he closed
the door, then locked it with a padlock.

“Have a nap. I'll be back in a few
hours.”

He left, closing the door behind him, and Zoe
stared through the bars, then felt them. They were... strong, each
about as thick as a pencil. The bottom of the cage had a plastic
covered padded pillow or mattress of some kind, and she settled
down awkwardly on it in the tightly enclosed space.

The cage was too small to stand in, and too
small to lay in, unless she curled up. She finally decided to
kneel, sitting on her heels, with the backs of her feet flat
against the padded cushion, and stare around her.

The room was small, with a window that was
too high to see through given her height. She couldn't rise higher,
for her head was already brushing the top of the cage. There was
nothing else in the room except for a flat screen TV on the wall,
but it was turned off.

I'm in a cage, she thought with a sense of
wonderment, like an animal, like... a slave girl!

There was even a bottle of water on the
outside, like you saw in hamster or bird cages, with a narrow
plastic tube angled down and in so she could suck water from it. As
she had before, she felt both outraged and... strangely, darkly
fascinated at the sheer outrageousness of it!

She dropped forward, raising her bottom high,
and brought her lips to the bottom of the tube, then took a
mouthful of water and swallowed. She drew back with a brief, amazed
laugh, then shifted herself, pulling the dildo out of her aching
sex, and then sitting down with her knees up and back, propped
against the bars.

“Wow,” she said softly.

This was simply too weird! But on the other
hand, if she was home now she'd be doing nothing much but watching
TV in her room and baking in the heat. At least it was cool here,
and... she was at the ocean, in a big house, like a mansion! And
she was having shocking, wicked, wild experiences the likes of
which she'd barely even ever dreamed about in her boring trailer
home!

But who was Master? She had no name for
either of them. And it was starting to seem pretty clear that
Master was involved in something crooked, something that involved
guns. Well, she didn't have any moral issues with breaking the law.
The law was there to protect rich people, so far as she could see.
It had certainly never protected her.

God, sex with Master was incredible! Was that
the way sex was supposed to be? Because she'd never enjoyed it
anything like that before! She had actually thought all those
stories and porn videos of women having these orgasms was so much
bullshit! Now she realized she could have been having them all
along!

Except the guys she had fucked were selfish
assholes or didn't know what to do, she thought darkly.

She wished he hadn't left her in the cage.
The house was even richer than the one he'd shown her before, and
right on the ocean! She would have loved to have been allowed to
wander around and explore it, and maybe go out onto the beach and
swim … well, walk around in the ocean.

Her swimming skills were not very good, she
admitted. But now that she was in LA she could learn! It wasn't
like they charged money to go in the ocean, after all! Plus they
had a pool right here! No need to sneak in at night and paddle
quietly around.

She was confused about the Black woman. She
seemed to be Master's friend. And unless she was mistaken they had
taken a shower together. She worried about that. What if Master
preferred fucking the Black woman and dumped her?

But she was confident she was prettier than
the Black woman, and younger, and had a nicer body. Master would
prefer her. Especially if she did whatever he wanted. She wished
she knew his name, though...

She looked at the dildo and then licked her
lips. Master wanted her to be really good at sucking his cock. She
could deep throat now, but maybe she should practice.

She slid the dildo into her mouth and felt a
dark little thrill as she did. She bobbed up and down, sucking and
licking it, thinking deliciously about how perverted she was being.
Then she pushed it into the back of her mouth, into her throat. She
gagged a bit, at first, so changed her positions.

She knelt on all fours so her head was up and
back a bit and she had a nearly straight line through her open lips
and down her throat. That made it easier, and she pumped the dildo
in and out of her mouth and throat, grunting and gurgling as she
did so.

It hurt her already aching throat a little,
but she knew it was necessary. If she didn't please Master he might
dump her. Then what would she do? The idea of going back to her
shitty trailer home and sitting around bored and sweating
definitely did not appeal to her.

After a while she stopped, then rubbed the
slick dildo up and down against her sex, grunting whenever it slid
across her clitoris. Sex, sex, sex, she thought. She'd had more sex
in the last few days than in months and months and months. Yet she
wasn't sick of it. Instead she had discovered a strange fascination
with it, a longing and hunger and anticipation, a desire for more
of that wild thrill and passion and pleasure.

Her skin was still slick. They hadn't
bothered to give her a shower, which made stroking her clitoris
with her fingers all the more delicious. Even sliding her hands
over her breasts and caressing the stiff nipples produced a dark
flood of sensory delight.

She had done, like, lesbian stuff! That was
icky but also thrilling. God, she was turning into such a
whore!

Maybe the woman would lick her too. Getting
oral sex from Master had been a revelation! Would Mistress be
better? If she was a lesbian she ought to have more experience than
Master.

She pumped the dildo lazily, groaning, legs
spread and head back, her other hand stroking over her breasts. She
held the dildo base in the palm of her hand so that as she gripped
it with her thumb, her thumb would stroke across her clitoris when
she stroked.

Slut, she thought, groaning in heat. You're
such a nympho slut!
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She was bored by the time the door opened.
She'd been laying in the cage for hours, playing with her body now
and then, but longing to see the outside and do something fun.

Only when the door opened it was the woman,
and not Master.

She gulped and rose on her knees to watch her
as the woman came in. Then a man came in after her, a stranger! He
was black, like the woman, and his eyes lit up as he saw her.

Zoe's face blushed hotly and she dropped her
eyes as he came forward.

“Nice tits!” he exclaimed.

“Moneybags,” the woman said.

She unlocked the cage and looked at Zoe.

“Out, slut.”

Gulping anxiously, and horribly embarrassed,
Zoe crawled out of the cage.

“Go get a beer or something while I wash her
off,” the woman said.

The man chuckled and the woman – Mistress,
snapped her fingers at Zoe.

“Come here.”

Zoe started to rise and the woman stopped
her.

“Crawl, white bitch.”

Zoe flushed but obeyed, crawling to the door,
then up the corridor to the bathroom.

It had been weird being washed by Master. It
was weirder, more... embarrassing, more chastening, to be washed by
the matter-of-fact Black woman. Then, just as Master had done, the
Black woman insisted on brushing out and drying her hair.

“Who does your hair anyway? Your mommy?' she
sneered. “You need to go see a stylist, girl.”

“Ain't got no money,” Zoe said sullenly.

“Yeah, well I'm gonna show you how to get
money.”

Crack!

“Ow!” Zoe yelped, jumping as the woman
slapped her bottom.

“And that's Mistress. Say it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she gulped.

With her hair done Mistress led her to a
bedroom and then upended a brown paper bag on the bed. Out tumbled
women's clothing, including a short, thin green dress, a bra and
panties, and high heels.

“Put this shit on.”

Zoe did so gladly. She hadn't worn a stitch
of clothing since encountering Master!

The panties were thong style, and the bra was
too small. The dress pulled on over her head and slid down only
with effort. It was very tight, hugging her like a second skin, and
didn't go down much past her buttocks. The high heels were a bit
tight, too.

“I don't give a shit if it fits,” Mistress
said, slapping her bottom again.

Mistress led her out front and Zoe admired
the big, beautiful room again, and the great view of the pool deck
and beach and ocean beyond. But she was mostly focused nervously on
the Black man sitting there on one of the sofas watching TV.

“I liked her better before,” he said.

“Yeah? Then you can pay to see it again,”
Mistress replied.

She picked up a big remote control and then
played with it. A moment later loud music began to play from hidden
speakers.

“Dance, slut,” she ordered.

Zoe stared at her in confusion.

“Dance, you dumb white bitch!”

Zoe blushed hotly, then began to swing her
hips awkwardly, embarrassed as the two looked on.

“She dances like a cow,” Mistress said, as
the man laughed.

Zoe flushed, and tried to dance more
gracefully.

Then Mistress moved forward and began to
dance in front of her.

“Do what I do, sex slave.”

Zoe did her best to imitate the woman, though
it felt odd to be dancing with a black woman who wasn't even her
friend. But then, she wasn't really dancing with her so much as
mirroring her. The music was fast, at first, but then Mistress
changed the channel and found a slow, seductive song.

“Now go dance in front of him,” Mistress
ordered.

Gulping, Zoe danced over in front of where
the Black man sat, rolling her hips and swaying provocatively.

“Now straddle him, slowly, slut child,
seductively,” Mistress said.

Zoe licked her lips, feeling more stress and
anxiety. She slid forward as the Black man leered at her, then put
a knee on the sofa beside him, leaning in.

“Keep dancing, slut,” Mistress growled.

Zoe rolled her hips and tried to move in time
to the music.

The man reached up and fondled her
breasts.

“Put your hands down, asshole. No touching
the dancers,” Mistress snapped.

The man laughed but pulled his hands
back.

“Now sit on him, straddling him. That's it.
Don't let your tits touch his face, bitch. Now grind yourself
against him. No, grab his shoulders, that's it, now grind your ass
into him.

Mistress let her grind herself on him for a
bit, then pulled her back before demonstrating herself. Then Zoe
had to do it again, first facing him, then facing away. While
facing away she began to feel his hard-on under her, and blushed a
little more.

“Stand up. Bend slowly over, sticking your
ass in his face. That's it,” Mistress ordered.

Zoe gulped and did so.

“Now straighten up, turn around. Keep
dancing, bitch. Now slowly peel your dress up and off.”

It was clear by now that Mistress was
teaching her how to give a lap dance. Zoe had given lap dances
before to guys, but Mistress wanted it done properly, or at least,
what she thought of as the proper way.

Zoe wasn't in a position to argue.

She nervously straddled the Black man,
wearing the bra and thong, grinding herself against him as he
grinned at her. Then she removed her bra – a dozen times – having
to put it on and take it off again and again until Mistress decided
she'd done it the way she wanted it done.

After that she got to take her panties off,
two dozen times, before straddling the black man wearing nothing
but the high heels and grinding herself against him. That didn't
involve just sitting on him, either. She had to stand up next to
the chair and put her foot over one of his shoulders, then slide
forward so that her pussy was right in his face!

Then she had to get off and bend over to grip
her ankles, with him sitting right behind her!

Finally, Mistress had her kneel and give him
a blow job, deep throating him while she looked on critically.

“That's a nice looking piece of white ass,
the man said as he was leaving.

“He's right,” Mistress said as she closed the
door. “You're one fine looking piece of ass.”

She came back to stand in front of the
nervous girl.

“Kneel!” she barked.

Gulping, Zoe obeyed.

“The man you call Master gets tired of
bitches soon enough, though,” Mistress said. “What are you gonna do
when he gets bored of you and picks up some slutty little
blonde?”

Zoe didn't want to think about that!

“You need to do a little learning, so you can
make your own way afterward. Trailer trash, huh? You got high
school?”

Zoe jerked her head from side to side.

“Ignorant white trailer trash,” Mistress
said. “You ever been a stripper?”

Zoe stared at her.

“Didn't think so, the way you dance.”

“I ain't no stripper,” Zoe said sulkily.

The woman slapped her head and Zoe gasped in
pain.

“You think you're better than a stripper,
slut? You fuck people for nothing. Strippers just take their
clothes off and they can make a thousand, maybe two thousand bucks
a shift.”

Zoe stared at her, open mouthed.

“If you're at the right kind of club,”
Mistress said. “And you got the body and face – and ass and tits
for it. Put your clothes back on.”

Zoe put on the lingerie and dress again, and
Mistress took off the collar and metal bracelets. She led her to a
garage where a Black SUV with tinted windows was parked, then
opened the back door.

“Get in and then lay down. I catch you with
your head up I'll beat you bloody.”

Zoe gulped and obeyed. The Black woman got in
the front and the garage door opened, then the car started and they
pulled out. They drove for about twenty minutes before the Black
woman told her she could sit up.

Zoe looked out eagerly, but the streets and
buildings looked pretty mundane. She had no idea where she even
was, except in Los Angeles, she guessed.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“I'll tell you what you need to know.”

First they went to a hairstylist, and Zoe sat
in the chair while the Black woman gave directions to the stylist
about exactly what she wanted done.

That included dying her hair blonde, and then
styling it with heavy bangs cutting across her forehead.

“I don't like bangs,” Zoe complained.

“No one asked you,” Mistress replied.

Zoe pursed her lips but sat there obediently
as her hair was dried and styled. She wasn't displeased with the
result, except for the bangs. She'd tried dying her hair before,
but it didn't look nearly so nice with the stuff you buy at the
pharmacy, and it had to be redone often, which made it too
expensive.

Her hair had never shone like it did now, had
never hung so perfectly, so smoothly, full but soft as silk. She
had to admit that was a huge improvement.

The woman had even died her eyebrows!

From there they went to some kind of salon. A
woman there gave her a manicure and a pedicure, but then she was
put in a kind of doctor's chair with stirrups, and to her
humiliation, another woman then used a laser device to zap all the
hair away from her groin.

“But I shave good!” she protested to
Mistress.

“This is better. It will be real smooth. And
you won't have to keep shaving it.”

Zoe saw the sense in that, and once she got
over the initial embarrassment it wasn't so very bad.

From there they went to another place, a
tattoo parlor, and Zoe looked around curiously. She'd often thought
about getting a tattoo, maybe a nice big pair of wings across the
small of her back. Mistress didn't think much of that, though.

“You don't need no tramp stamp to advertise
what you are.”

Instead they went into a small room and she
sat in a sort of barber chair. Then Mistress had her pull her dress
off and take off her bra.

That was embarrassing again, because the
mustachioed man who leered at her looked old enough to be her
grandfather!

He had on plastic gloves, though, and rubbed
a cotton ball that smelled of alcohol over her nipples. It was
cold, and made her nipples chilly and hard.

She soon understood what was happening, and
was gripped by indecision. This would hurt, but it would be cool!
But it would hurt! But it would be so neat to have pierced nipples!
But it would hurt!

But really, she didn't have a lot of
choice.

She walked out with studs in her aching
pierced nipples.

But pain was only heat, after all.

Mistress took her shopping, then. They bought
shoes that fit her – high heels, with stiletto heels, then several
slutty dresses, and then a blue jacket, a frilly white blouse, and
a tiny blue tartan miniskirt. They bought more slutty lingerie, and
a pair of bikinis, and then she got back in the back of the car and
Mistress drove them back to the beach.

After a while Mistress made her lay down
again, and she didn't get up until the garage door was closed
behind them. Then she carried the stuff into the house.

Master still wasn't back. Mistress had her
put on some of the outfits, then dance for her, then straddle her
and do a lap-dance atop her. That, of course, ended with Zoe naked
and on her knees, licking Mistress' pussy.

Mistress then returned the favor.

Zoe thought things were going really well!
Until Master came back, and he was in a bad mood.

“I fucking hate Colombians!” he growled.

“What happened?” Mistress asked.

“Colombians are all scumbags. I should have
killed them then and there.”

“That wouldn't have made you or me no
money.”

“They kept trying to beat down my price, and
attach conditions that would let them lower the amount, like if
there were any witnesses or – .”

He glared at Zoe.

“You should have popped her eardrums when you
were having her worked on,” he said.

“Then you couldn't tell her what to do no
more,” Mistress replied.

“Get them clothes off, bitch!” he
snarled.

Zoe quickly stripped, and he grabbed her
roughly by the arm and yanked her across the room, half dragging
her as she scurried to keep up. He tossed her into the cage,
slammed it shut, and left again while Zoe looked anxiously after
him.

She wondered what was going on. Who were
these Colombians? What was the job? What if he was hit man or
something!? Wouldn't he want to get rid of her as a witness when he
was done with her!?

Then she realized the cage wasn't locked. She
opened the door hesitantly, then closed it. He'd be mad if she came
out, she thought. But she still didn't even know his freaking name!
She sat there anxiously studying the door for a while, then finally
opened the cage door and crawled out.

She hurried over to the door to the room and
put her ear to it but heard nothing.

She slowly turned the knob and opened the
door a crack, and then jumped back so quickly she fell down with a
cry of alarm as Master came in.

“What the fuck are you doing out of your
cage, you little animal?!” he demanded.

“I-I-I was... I was... “

He reached down and filled his fist with her
thick blonde hair and yanked, and Zoe squealed in pain as he turned
and half dragged her back to the door! She couldn't stand up the
way he was holding her hair, but managed to get to her hands and
knees, or at least, her knees, scrambling after him as he went out
into the hall!

She reached up instinctively to grab at his
wrists to ease the pull on her hair, and he just moved faster,
dragging her further up the hall and then into a room she hadn't
seen before. It had no windows, and he pulled her to her feet and
jerked her hands out in front of her, then took thicker leather
bracelets than he'd used before, and slid her wrists into them,
tugging them tightly.

Zoe looked around her wildly. The room was
largely empty of furniture. It had a strange X-shaped frame against
one wall, a kind of metal sawhorse in the corner, a chair in
another, and racks of... nasty looking things – on the wall! It
looked like whips!

She squeaked, eyes wide, as Master jerked her
hands together above her head. When he drew back she was standing
on the balls of her feet, gulping in air, her wrists locked
together above her! She twisted her head around to stare wildly at
him but he had already turned his back to her.

He went over to one of the racks, then pulled
a belt down and came back to her. It was about three feet long,
twice as wide as a man's belt usually was, but it was folded flat
in two, as if it had never been used as a belt before.

“You have to learn to obey, slave bitch,” he
growled.

“I-I will, Master!” she squeaked.

“Oh you will all right.”

He laid the belt across her bottom, then
paused. He pulled it back and went over to a small cupboard, then
took two things from it, putting the belt down. He did something
with them, then returned, and she saw they were dildos! Big
ones!

“Push your ass back out, slut.”

Gulping, heart thumping, Zoe obeyed, and she
gasped as she felt his finger rubbing against her small back
passage. It pushed in, thick and long, and she moaned as it slid
deep, twisting and turning around inside her. It pulled back,
pumped a few times, then he thrust a second finger up with it, then
a third.

He withdrew them and she felt one of the fat
dildos pressed against her. She felt the pressure building, and
then her sphincter gave way and the dildo slid slowly into her
ass.

Crack!

She gasped as he slapped her bottom, then
slapped it again, then again, each time thrusting the dildo, using
the slaps to startle her muscles and let him drive it deeper, so
deep it gave her cramps!

“Such a nice, round little bottom,” he said,
slapping it again.

She felt the other one sliding slickly up and
down along her sex. She grunted as it pushed up, penetrating her,
making her ache. He pushed it in, pulled back, and pushed it in
harder, ignoring her gasp and wince. It was not only long but very
thick, thicker even than him!

He pushed it in achingly deep, stretching out
the walls of her sex tautly, to the point they could barely stretch
any further! And he kept twisting and pushing, trying to work it
deeper, until her wincing became gasps and those became yelps and
cries of pain.

He eased it back a little, then flipped a
small plastic tongue up and over to press firmly against the top of
her sex. He did something to it and then the thing started to buzz
against her, to vibrate! Not only did it start to immediately make
her lower body tremble and buzz, but the memory of those wild
orgasms she'd had with it the other day began to fill her mind with
anticipation.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
growled, slapping her bottom.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Say it, slut!” He yanked back on her hair
and slapped her bottom again.

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Master!” she
cried.

“Who's slut are you?” he demanded, slapping
her bottom sharply again.

“I'm your slut, Master!” she moaned.

He went back and got the belt again, and she
moaned helplessly as he returned, sliding his hand up and down her
back along her spine and down over her buttocks.

“Dirty little slut.” He yanked at her hair
again. “Say you're my dirty little slut.”

This time he swung the belt and it cracked
stingingly across her bottom.

“I'm your dirty little slut, Master!” she
cried.

He swung the belt against her bottom again,
and she cried out at the stinging jolt of pain.

“Again, bitch!”

“I'm your dirty little slut, Master!” she
yelped.

Crack!

“Again.”

“I'm your dirty little slut, Master!”

He jerked back even further on her hair, and
his other hand came around her ribs, cupping and fondling her
breasts, even pinching her sore nipples.

“Dirty slut. You're a hot little bitch,
though.”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I-I'm a hot little bitch, Master!” she
cried.

“And what is a hot little bitch good for?” he
demanded.

He slid his free hand down between her legs,
gripping the base of the vibrator, grinding it against her as Zoe
shuddered and moaned.

“She's good for fucking,” he said.

He jerked her hair back and twisted her head
to one side, then kissed her roughly as he ground the vibrator into
her.

Zoe moaned into his mouth, feeling the dark
pleasure rising within her, a kind of sexual electricity crackling
through her quivering flesh, and a pulsing heat racing along the
surface of her skin. The vibrator was making her hips pulse and
spasm as he chewed his way roughly down along the nape of her neck
and over her shoulder.

He pulled back, releasing her hair, and swung
the belt, and Zoe cried out as it cracked against the underside of
her buttocks.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
ordered.

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, Master!”

Crack!

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm your whore, Master!” Zoe cried.

Crack!

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

Crack!

The blows now were harder, cutting into the
soft, round bottom with a sharp, heavy jolt of pain that made her
cry out, made her body jerk forward, dancing on the balls of her
feet.

“Are you going to obey your master,
slut?”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The belt snapped down again and again, and
Zoe's bottom was now on fire! She sobbed dazedly as the heat
throbbed and pulsed, her mind flittering like a small bird in a
cage.

“You're going to show me how obedient you can
be, aren't you, slut?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

“You better do a good job of it,” he
growled.

Zoe was moaning and gasping and sniffling as
he pulled the dildo out of her bottom. She felt a surge of relief
when she felt his cock rubbing up and down between her buttocks.
That meant he was done with strapping her!

It made her buttocks flare hotter, of course,
as he pressed his hips to them while he ground his cock up and down
between them. But that was better than the belt falling on them
again.

Then he fit the helmet head to her opening
and pushed into her, and Zoe groaned, feeling not only a sense of
relief, but a kind of sensual delight as his cock slid deep into
her slick bottom. It was thick, but not as thick as dildo, and
long, but not as long.

It felt, in other words, much, much nicer
inside her.

Even when he jammed it into her to the balls
and ground himself against her hot, red buttocks.

Especially with the other dildo jammed high
in her belly and the vibrator thing buzzing against her
clitoris.

He started to thrust in and out using short,
sharp thrusts that had his hips slapping repeatedly against her
aching buttocks. But that sensation was almost unnoticeable
compared to the feel of his slick, warm cock moving inside her, and
the resonance of his hips striking her buttocks made her lower
belly thrum even more powerfully.

He jerked back on her hips so that she was
balanced precariously on her toes, and the restraints above pulled
sharply against her wrists. But still, her mind remained locked on
the pounding of his hips against her buttocks, the deep, sensual
penetration of his cock, and the buzzing power of the vibrator.

Her eyes dried, and she gasped and moaned in
hapless pleasure, the sexual heat and pressure becoming more and
more intense so that her cries rose.

Her jerked roughly back on her hair and she
cried out in pain.

“Hot little slut animal!” he growled, biting
into the side of her throat.

She felt like it! She was! Zoe felt herself
wallowing in the idea!

The orgasm hit her and she cried out all the
air in her lungs, sucked in more and cried it all out again as her
body shuddered to the powerful blows of his hips and the deep
thrusting of his cock.
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Mistress brought Zoe to a strip club. Zoe
didn't know it until they went in the rear of a building, and then
emerged in the bar. Fortunately, it was morning and the club wasn't
open yet. There were a couple of men there, including the manager,
and a couple of the strippers who had just showed up, one of them
clearly hung over.

“Hey, Cherry,” Mistress said to the other
one.

The other one was a hard-faced, older
bleached blonde with extremely large breasts Zoe was sure were
fake.

“This the bitch?” the woman asked, looking at
Zoe.

Zoe flushed.

“Yeah, think you can show her anything?”

Cherry sniffed derisively.

“Leave her with me. I'll teach her. Just so
you promise she ain't gonna be working here.”

“Nope. She's meant for private performances,”
Mistress said with a smirk.

She turned to Zoe and glared. “You do what
you're told – or else,” she growled, thrusting her finger in Zoe's
face.

Cherry sneered at her and Zoe gulped
anxiously as Mistress moved away.

“You ever dance, bitch?” Cherry demanded.

“Uhm... uh... I mean... Mistress was showing
me some – .”

The woman turned away and turned on some
music, then returned.

“Dance, bitch.”

Zoe was even more uncomfortable now! They
were in a bar, with the other woman sitting in the back corner
reading something. A man was behind the bar stocking the shelves.
The rest of the bar was empty. She licked her lips nervously, then
began to move in time to the music.

“Not here, up there.”

The woman pointed at the stage and Zoe
blanched.

“Come on.”

Cherry climbed onto the stage, and Zoe didn't
have a lot of choice but to do the same. It wasn't a really wide
stage, and the middle of it had a pole which was giving Zoe a
sinking feeling.

“Do what I do.”

Sure enough, the woman started to dance, but
also to strip. Zoe felt her face getting hotter and hotter and her
anxiety rising, knowing she was going to have to do the same, and
finally, when the woman's expression became impatient, she peeled
her dress up and over her head, blushing hotly.

She danced the way the woman did, and when
Cherry swung herself around the pole Zoe did the same afterward. As
she followed the woman's moves she began to kind of regain her
confidence a little. She felt another gut churning moment when she
had to remove her bra, but nobody in the bar was paying any
attention, and she started to get used to that too.

In fact, it felt kind of... kinky and
exciting after a few minutes. Pretending she was a stripper, with a
real stripper pole on a bar was... hot! She ground herself against
the pole as Cherry did, arched and rolled her hips, bent and
twisted and posed in time to the music as if she were a real
stripper.

Then came another jolt, one that tightened
her chest so hard she could barely breath but... also gave her a
dark rush, a wild, kinky, daring thrill! She slipped off her thong,
and pranced around completely naked!

Again, she was horribly self-conscious, at
first, but the heat started to rise after that. Swinging naked
around the pole, her thighs wrapped around it, was a forbidden
thrill that excited her imagination. Though when she realized a
second man was in the bar she blushed hotly, at least for a couple
of minutes.

He was at the bar talking to the other man,
though, and not really staring at her. He was turning his head from
time to time and watching, though!

She gulped and kept dancing as Cherry showed
her more moves. For long minutes she turned and twisted and then
did even sluttier poses. Cherry had her do one where she crawled on
all fours to the pole, rolling and wagging her bottom at the empty
room.

Then she turned and pressed her sex against
the pole and slid it up and down as she lowered her breasts to the
floor! After that, she sat facing the pole, her legs on either side
of it and her sex pressed against it. She brought her legs up so
her ankles were wrapped around the pole higher up, then pushed with
her arms to slide her body up the pole upside down.

When she was on her shoulders, with her spine
running up along the pole, Cherry had her spread her legs out to
the sides, further and further, until the tendons in her inner
thighs stretched and ached. It was such a breathtakingly slutty and
obscene position that Zoe blushed again. But she also felt a wild
flare of heat!

After that Cherry had her put on the
schoolgirl outfit Mistress had brought, and then had her prance
around on the stage and strip it off.

“Take your time. Don't give them everything
at once,” she said, slowing her down.

She stripped off everything except the white
socks, then twisted and swung and writhed around the pole once
more.

Though this was even more embarrassing
because now there were three women in the audience, not counting
Mistress, and a third man had joined the two at the bar!

It got worse.

Cherry called one of the men over and he sat
at a table while Zoe gave him a lap dance! She blushed furiously,
at first, but her stomach slowly began to settle as she did what
Mistress had taught her, and what Cherry showed her to do now.

She began to fear Mistress would make her
actually strip at the club, in front of hundreds of men! But
instead she had her put her dress on and then get back into the
car.

“That's what you call a career option,”
Mistress said as they drove away. “But for now it's something your
master wants you to be good at.”

They didn't go home, but instead went to a
massage parlor. Again, she had a swirly, churning, embarrassed
feeling as she had to strip naked and then give strangers massages!
This time it was a woman named Angela who showed her how to oil a
man up and how to massage his back and shoulders, his buttocks, his
thighs, and of course, most especially, his cock and balls.

It wasn't just her hands she used, though.
She had to straddle the man, naked and oiled up, and use her hands,
her breasts, and her thighs and pussy, especially when he lay on
his back.

She started with rubbing her oiled face up
and down against his cock, which was soft. It hardened quickly.
Then she slid upward, taking it between her breasts, massaging it
with her slick, oiled breasts until it was rock hard. Then she slid
forward, straddling him, and rode her pussy back and forth along
his cock, stopping to take it between her hands sometimes, pulling
it up along her abdomen and massaging and stroking it.

Until it came, spraying come onto her
belly.

Then she had to do the same to another man,
and then another, until Mistress thought she had become good at
it.

“You can do the same with soap,” she said
casually, as they drove away. Just make sure it's the kind of soap
that won't bother you none if he pushed up inside you. Cause if
it's your master he probably will.”

“Yes... Mistress,” she gulped.

“You know what we're doing, bitch?”

Zoe stared at her uncertainly.

“We're turning you into a sex machine, into a
sexual animal, into a fucktoy any man would love to own.”

Zoe nodded her head. That made sense.

It didn't offend her in the least to be
referred to as a fuck toy. She had no false ideas of her value or
worth. She was just a dumb girl, a slut, without friends, family,
skills or education. The idea of dancing naked in a strip club was
scary, but a lot less scary than it had been a few days ago.

It wasn't like she'd never considered it,
either. But now... now she thought she could do it if she had to.
It would be better than going back to that shitty trailer park.

They returned to the big house, with Zoe once
again having to lay down before they got there. Once inside, she
stripped and Mistress had her put on a pair of black silk gloves
which went well past her elbows, black stockings and black stiletto
heels, then put on the metal collar and wrist and ankle bands.

“Now go out on the balcony and ask him how
you may serve him. Got it? Say that. Say how may I serve you,
master.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It didn't even feel funny to call her
mistress and him master any more. It was odd how quickly she was
getting used to that, Zoe thought. She'd never really had a job,
but she figured this was a sort of job. Sometimes you had to wear
uniforms, and you had to call people sir and madam, and smile and
be nice even if you didn't want to.

She walked out onto the deck, then halted,
flushing, before moving forward again.

Master wasn't alone.

There were three hard faced men with him;
Hispanics, she thought. The four men were sitting at a round table.
And they all turned and looked at her hungrily as she approached.
She flushed and felt self-conscious again, and intimidated by their
hard looks.

“May I serve you, Master?” she asked.

It came out a bit squeaky, but she got it
out.

“Very nice,” one of the Hispanic men
said.

“I just got her,” Master said. “I've barely
started training her.”

“I can see no marks on her.”

“If you have a fine sports car, Manuel, do
you want it dented and marred by damaging the shiny paint job?”

The other two men laughed softly, but the man
named Manuel sniffed. “This is not a car. A car's body does not
heal its dents and marks.”

He turned his dark eyes on Zoe, who gulped
anxiously.

“And it is not such fun to give them these
marks.”

“I do not find my fun in temporarily marking
their bodies but in permanently marking their minds,” Master
replied. “Come here, slut.”

Zoe, face flushed, moved over beside his
chair, and he slid his hand between her legs. She gasped as he
cupped her sex, his thumb rubbing at the top of it, at her
clitoris. She flushed hotly as the other three men watched, leered,
smirked.

“Are you a hot, sexy little slut?” he
asked.

“Y-yes, Master,” she gulped.

“Say it.”

Zoe cringed inside, but she had little
choice.

“I'm a hot, sexy little slut, Master,” she
said, as the other men snickered.

“Are you my fuck toy?”

“Ye-Yes.”

His index finger squirmed up inside her, and
Zoe felt a sense of breathless heat starting to build within her.
Despite how horribly embarrassing this was it was also shockingly
wicked and darkly exciting.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your fuck toy, Master,” she said, not
looking at the other men.

“You see that man there?” he asked. “The one
in the red shirt. Go and give him a lap dance.”

Zoe felt another hot little pulse of sharp
embarrassment and anxiety, but reluctantly moved away from him as
he drew his hand back, and the man in question smirked at her.
Master picked up a remote control, and music began to play. He
moved through stations until he found the kind of music she could
dance to, and she hesitantly began to do so.

It wasn't really any different than what
she'd done at the strip club, she told herself. Except these men
were right up close and staring at her, of course! And it was much
brighter out here than it had been in the strip club.

She spread her legs and moved to straddle the
man, then sank down onto his lap, grinding her hips, rolling her
head the way Cherry had shown her, arching her back and twisting
her hips.

“Very nice,” he said, his hands coming down
on her hips.

Zoe continued to grind herself against him,
trying to look sexy the way Cherry had shown her, but unlike the
man in the club this man let his hands move over her body. And
since Master wasn't saying anything Zoe didn't dare say anything
either!

His hands caressed her buttocks as she leaned
in to slide her nipples up past his face. Then he leaned forward,
licking at her nipples as they went past, laughing as his fingers
dug into her buttocks, then pulling his hands back and pushing them
up front to cup and knead her breasts.

Zoe felt the dark heat starting to rise. This
was so wild and wicked and outrageous! She rose upwards, and his
hands grabbed her bottom and jerked her hips forward as he licked
hungrily at her sex!

She gasped, but didn't know what to do! She
couldn't jerk back! She turned her eyes on Master, but he was just
grinning as he watched. Only when the man pulled back his head with
a laugh did she pull back. But even then it was only to turn, as
Cherry had shown, and then straddle him again, sitting down,
bringing her buttocks down on his lap.

Now his hands moved around her and cupped and
fondled her breasts, and she was even more aware of the other men
watching her as she ground her buttocks against him. One of his
hands slid downward and found her clitoris, rubbing it insistently
as she tried to remember what else Cherry had said.

She knew that letting men touch her was a big
no-no, but this wasn't a strip club and the only bouncer was
Master, and he didn't seem to mind!

She kept 'dancing', grinding her bottom on
his erection, turning her head, arching her back and moving her
hips in time to the music, but she was a lot more distracted than
she'd been giving lap dances at the club!

She stood up, trying to carry on, and again,
doing as Cherry had shown her, bent over, putting her hands on the
man's legs. She let her hair spill down and slid her hands up his
legs, her long blonde hair brushing against his crotch.

Only this time, unlike in the club, a big
hand came down on the back of her neck and pulled her face lower,
grinding it against his crotch as he and the other men laughed.

He held her there and unzipped his pants,
then pulled his erection out into the light. Zoe stared at it
anxiously, not sure what she was supposed to do, but again, Master
was saying nothing. So as the man pushed down her lips slid over
the cock and she began to suck and lick.

She gurgled as she felt a hand, one of the
other men, she thought, sliding in between her thighs from behind
and squeezing her pussy. Another hand, this time the man she was
sucking, reached up and roughly fondled one of her breasts.

He pushed down harder, and her lips slid
lower, much lower, all the way down to the zipper as he held her in
place.

The hand behind was rubbing her clitoris, and
pushing fingers into her sex as she gurgled around the man's cock.
He let her up and she gasped for breath, straightening, staggering.
A hand caught her arm, though, and turned her. One of the other
men.

They maneuvered her back and down and she
moaned as she felt the man's cock against her bottom. She turned
her head quickly to look at Master but he wasn't even there!

Moaning, she felt herself penetrated,
groaning as the thick cock, slick with her own saliva, pushed
slowly up into her ass! The man in front of her gathered up her
hair and wrapped it around his fist, then unzipped his own
trousers, bringing his cock out and pushing it against her
mouth.

“Suck, puta,” he growled.

What could Zoe do but obey!?

She reached up to his thighs, but her wrists
were grasped from behind and pulled back and around, and then the
leather restraints were locked together. Strong hands gripped her
thighs, pulling them further apart, then the man beneath her began
to pull her down faster.

She moaned as his cock drove deeper into her
belly. The man in front, meanwhile, wasted little time in shoving
himself deep into her throat.

“Filthy cunt whore,” he growled.

“Disgusting slut!” the other man, Manuel
growled.

Zoe cringed under their words. She felt
forlorn, wondering why some men wanted her to do things, then
cursed her for doing them. But she was also helpless and alone, a
cork floating on a violent sea, and completely at its mercy for
where it went.

She grunted as her buttocks finally pressed
against the thighs of the man under her. His cock was deep inside,
the head making her ache. The other man had her hair in a rough
grip and was fucking her mouth and throat as the one beneath lifted
her up and down on his stiff cock.

It was outrageous and nasty and... and for
some reason darkly thrilling. It should have been shameful, yet she
felt no sense of shame. She was a sex toy, after all, a slave girl,
and had no choice in anything that happened. No choice meant no
shame.

And in another way, their frenzied hunger,
which after all, was inspired by her, gave her a strange little
sense of satisfaction. They wouldn't be so aroused if it weren't
for her being so hot.

She'd never had two men at the same time, she
realized. That was a really wild and slutty thing to do, especially
while a third man looked on. Not many girls ever did that, only the
wildest and sluttiest!

That gave her another sense of satisfaction,
of accomplishment, even as the two big cocks moved in and out of
her and she gasped and moaned in helpless heat and anxiety.

The cock inside her didn't ache quite so much
now, and not at all except when she sank deep. Now she felt it
sliding in and out in a series of sensual strokes which were
exciting both physically and emotionally.

So slutty, she thought with rising
excitement.

She moaned as she rose up and gasped in dark
delight as she sank down, down, down, until she groaned as it
pushed to the very depths of her belly. Then she repeated it again
even as she tried to gulp in air around the thick cock of the man
fucking her mouth and throat.

A helpless slave girl!

Getting fucked by two men! Like she deserved!
Yes! She definitely deserved this! She was a whore, after all! The
men even said so!

She rode the man's cock faster and faster,
gasping and yelping each time it drove into her, dazed and moaning
around the cock in her mouth and throat, feeling hands racing over
her body. One hand slipped over her thigh and fingers began to rub
at her clitoris as she rode the cock. That sent another flood tide
of churning sensations through her body.

So wild, so kinky, so thrilling, so slutty,
so daring!

“Whore! Slut! Puta!”

The men slapped at her and pinched her,
pulled her hair and roughly kneaded her breasts.

Like she deserved!

Again she felt almost as if she were standing
aside, watching herself with narrow, scowling eyes, righteous
satisfaction on her face at the whore getting what she
deserved!

And yet, at the same time, she felt a sense
of thrilled delight at her own treatment. It wasn't just a kind of
sadistic satisfaction, but a masochistic glee which swirled through
her dazed mind.

“Swallow my cock, whore!”

She gurgled, her bottom sliding up and down
the stiff cock beneath her, fingers rubbing her clitoris, and felt
the dark tide rising, felt her body thrumming with sexual tension
and pressure, becoming light headed with it as her mind was swamped
by dark hunger and passion.

She felt drunk on it, her eyes glassy as she
rode that cock, until, at last, his hips slapped up against her
harder as his hands jerked more sharply on her hips, and he cursed
as he came, pouring his cream up into her body.

The other man laughed, coming in her throat,
holding her in place until she almost fainted as her throat muscled
milked him dry.
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Master came back. If she wasn't quite so
dazed, Zoe might have wondered at the timing, but she didn't.

“I didn't give you permission to have sex
with these men, slave girl,” he growled.

“Clearly she needs better training,” Manuel
said.

“Clearly,” Master said, sitting down.

He snapped his fingers and a breathless Zoe
climbed off the man who had been sodomizing her and moved towards
him. He gripped her hair and jerked back sharply, and her back
arched, her hands automatically jerking up and back to grab at his
wrist.

His other hand slid down between her thighs
and rubbed her clitoris.

“Are you my slave?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, Master! I'm your slave girl!” she
gasped.

The man named Manuel made a disgusted sound.
“Look how she resists you by putting her hands up and back behind
her head when you pull her hair. That sort of resistance should be
beaten out of her.”

Zoe dropped her arms, moaning and gasping for
breath.

Master released her hair and slapped her
bottom.

“Yes, she's got a long way to go,” he
said.

He lifted her and dropped her, belly down,
across his lap, and then slapped her bottom.

“Don't you, slut.”

“Y-Yes, Master!” Zoe moaned.

She felt something pushing against her
well-used bottom, something hard and cool, something which got
wider and wider the more it pushed forward until her sphincter was
stretching achingly wide and she was moaning helplessly.

Suddenly, whatever it was pushed entirely
into her, sucked into her body – almost all. She felt something
pressing against the outside of her wrinkled little opening too. So
it was some sort of butt-plug, she thought.

Not that she was thinking clearly, especially
since Master started to spank her – hard.

It was embarrassing getting spanked in front
of strangers, not to mention painful. But the pain soon outweighed
the embarrassment by a considerable margin as her bottom got hotter
and hotter.

“Oh! Ow! Ow! Oh! Please! Please! Please,
Master!” she squealed as his big hand continued to slap down
sharply against her rapidly heating bottom.

“Bad girls have to be punished,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

It didn't hurt as badly as the strap had the
other day, but it still hurt a lot! Zoe twisted and writhed and her
legs kicked feebly as his hand continued to snap down against her
burning flesh

“Are you sorry for being a bad little
bitch?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she cried.

“Say it, bitch.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad little bitch,
Master!” she cried.

He dumped her onto the deck, where she lay,
panting and sniffling, her bottom on fire.

“Make it up to me, slave. Show me how you
obey my orders,” he said.

She looked up at him anxiously.

“On your knees.”

She struggled up onto her knees with her
wrists still locked together behind her.

Master pushed his foot out.

“Lick,” he ordered.

Zoe felt a moment of bewilderment, looking
down at his sandaled foot, then felt another emotional jolt as she
understood what he wanted. The other men were chuckling, for they
obviously understood.

She moaned and dropped low, wriggling in and
forward. She had to let her breasts press against the deck to get
her lips in against his foot, but did it, licking at his toes and
then up along the side and top of his foot.

“Go and ask Mistress for the number four crop
and bring it here,” he ordered.

“Y-Yes, Master!” she squeaked, scurrying away
as the other men laughed.

She found Mistress in the kitchen and
anxiously told her what Master wanted.

“I didn't mean to show resistance, Mistress!”
she exclaimed anxiously.

Mistress shrugged. “It's instinct. You'll
lose that instinct if you remain a slave girl. It will be beaten
out of you.”

She brought back a slim riding crop and Zoe
reached for it.

“No,” Mistress said.

She placed it sideways between her teeth,
then turned her around and unlinked her wrist restraints.

“Now crawl out to them.”

Zoe blanched, but disobeying was not really
an option. She crawled to the doorway and then, face heating up,
crawled out onto the deck naked with the crop between her teeth.
She felt a sense of deep embarrassment as the three strangers
looked at her, but crawled forward regardless.

Four pair of eyes watched her as she crawled
across the deck to Master, and knelt before him. He snorted and
took the crop from her mouth.

“Stand up!” he barked.

Zoe gulped and obeyed, getting up on her
feet.

“Hands behind your neck, fingers interlaced,
feet apart. Arch your back, slut!” he barked as he snapped the crop
down across her buttocks.

Zoe gasped and obeyed, feeling her anxiety
and fear growing, soon outweighing her embarrassment.

“Whore!” Master growled, sliding the crop
between her thighs and then angling the shaft up so it pushed
between the lips of her sex.

“That's what you are, isn't it.”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

He was still sitting as he let the shaft
slide up and down between the lips of her sex.

“Turn around and grasp your ankles,
slut.”

Zoe obeyed and felt the crop slide between
her thighs again, then it drew back and snapped stingingly down
across her buttocks.

“Get on your hands and knees, whore!”

She hurriedly obeyed.

Crack! The crop cut across her already
red bottom again.

“Head up, spread your legs! What do you think
you're here for anyway?”

She felt the tip of the crop slide along her
spine, then over the round base of the butt plug. She felt him
gripping it and pulling it out.

“Filthy whore,” he said. “Face on the floor,
keep your bottom high and spread your legs.”

Zoe obeyed again, but got another sharp,
stinging blow from the crop across her bottom.

“This is the only part of you of value,” he
said, slapping the soft, flexible tip of the crop against her back
opening, then sliding it up and down along her sex.

“Her mouth is useful too,” one of the other
men said in amusement.

“Only for pleasing a man, and she does not
please them by speaking,” Master said.

He tapped the soft tip of the crop against
her back opening again.

“Reach back with your hands, slut, and pull
your buttocks wider.”

Zoe flinched at the obscene demand, but
obeyed, cringing at displaying herself so crudely.

She gasped as the crop began to slap at her
back opening, in short, sharp, repeated little blows with the soft,
flat tip.

“On your back, slut!”

Zoe rolled over quickly, staring up at him
and the others with wide, anxious eyes.

“Pull your knees back against your chest.
More, slut! Raise your ass into the air!”

He threw a dildo at her. It bounced off her
arm.

“Pick it up, slut. Now suck it.”

Anxious, fearful, embarrassed and uncertain,
Zoe obeyed, pulling the big dildo up and sliding her lips around
it. She pumped it in and out as the four men watched, gasping and
flinching as

Master snapped the crop across her upturned buttocks and
thighs.

“Deeper, little bitch.”

She pushed the thick dildo into her throat,
gurgling as they watched, tilting her head back and pumping the
dildo in and out.

“Now fuck your ass with it.”

Zoe was starting to become immune to the
emotional shocks, but only starting. She pulled the dildo out of
her mouth and, face hot, rubbed it against her back opening, then
slowly worked it into her body.

“Pull your legs back further, little slave. I
want your feet pressed against the floor above your head.”

That was hard. But Master kept using the crop
on her buttocks and thighs until Zoe finally managed to pull her
legs in beneath her arms to hold them in place. Then she pushed the
dildo deeper into her ass, which was right before her eyes in this
bizarre and obscene position.

Master demanded she shove it deeper and
deeper, always deeper, and Zoe gasped and moaned in pain as she
jammed it as deep as she could get it! Then came the other dildo.
She worked that deep, too, as the men drank and watched and
laughed.

“On your knees before me, little bitch,”
Master demanded.

Grunting, gasping, Zoe rolled onto her side,
and got to her hands and knees, the two dildos still inside her,
kneeling before him as he rose.

“Are you grateful to me for allowing you to
masturbate for us, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gasped.

“Demonstrate it.”

Zoe looked at him fearfully, not knowing what
he meant.

“Bow low, slut!”

Zoe bowed her head almost to the deck.

“Now lick my feet again. Let me see you use
your filthy tongue to clean something.”

Zoe obeyed quickly, licking at his shoe and
foot, not caring about how humiliating it was just so he stopped
hitting her with the stinging crop! She licked both feet until they
were wet all across their top and sides, then licked the underside
as he raised one up.

“We will discuss price, you and I, yes?”
Manuel said, smiling.

“Perhaps we can arrange something,” Master
replied casually.

“In the meantime, might I borrow her for a
few minutes?” the other man asked.

The others laughed.

“Certainly.”

Manuel got up, and Zoe cringed in fear. He
snapped his fingers at her, and she crawled over beside him. Then
he snapped his fingers again and turned to walk into the house. Zoe
looked at Master with wide, anxious eyes, then turned and crawled
after him.

They went to a spare bedroom, and he quickly
locked her restraints together behind her back.

“Once I buy you, I will make them permanent,”
he said, his fingers sliding through her hair, then twisting it
roughly. “Colla and shackles will be welded together so they can
never be removed. A girl that looks and acts like you was meant to
be a sex slave for life.”

He made her kneel on the edge of the bed,
face on the mattress, bottom up, knees spread, and took her from
behind. Roughly, violently.

Luckily, she was surprisingly wet, her body
still thrumming with sexual heat. But he had no interest in
pleasuring her, only himself. He gripped her hair and yanked on it
roughly as his hips slapped against her bottom, taking pleasure in
twisting and pulling on it so that she cried out in pain.

Laughing, he then closed his hands around her
throat, and squeezed. The collar prevented him from blocking her
breathing – much, but her head began to throb and pound as Zoe felt
her eyes starting to glaze over.

And all the while his hips slapped against
her buttocks and his cock speared deep into her belly.

She felt herself sinking, as if her mind were
melting, and she were becoming nothing but flesh, a body, a
mindless sex toy. Her glassy eyes saw little, her mind turned
inward, feeling the steady blows of his hips and the thick cock
driving into her.

And then, out of nowhere, the orgasm hit. It
wasn't as intense as it had been with Master, but it made her
gurgle and gasp and shudder as her body spasmed and bucked to the
release of sexual energy.

Cursing, the man jammed her face into the
mattress and thrust harder and harder, his hips hitting her with
bruising force. Then he finished, cursing her, and left.

*

There was a wide, low roof across the back of
the house, for shade. It was supported by foot-wide, squared wooden
posts. One of the posts had a table set against it. It was a very
small, square table, about a foot square, just big enough for the
lamp on it.

Master took off the lamp and had her sit on
the table, and put her arms up along the sides of the post pressed
into her back. Then he strapped them in place. A moment later,
another strap went around her neck, cinching it tight to the post
behind her.

He lifted her ankles up and back sharply, and
strapped them to either side of the post behind her, then pushed
the dildo back into her back passage. The other dildo was replaced
with the vibrator with the clip that he'd put into her to strap her
bottom the other day.

Then came the blindfold. He had already put a
ball gag into her mouth. Zoe felt the table pulled free, and she
gasped, but didn't move much, dangling from her wrists and arms –
and the strap which now pressed up into the underside of her
jaw.

Zoe had little idea of what happened after
that. She could hear the men talking, but half of the conversation
was in Spanish. No one touched her and no one came near.

She could not see them – which was, oddly, a
bit of a relief. It was as if, to some part of her mind, if she
couldn't see them, they couldn't see her. Though she knew, of
course, that was nonsense.

They were still there, and she was still
hanging in this undignified, obscene, helpless position. But the
only sensation, aside from the tightness of the restraints around
her wrists and ankles, was the vibrator, and the fullness inside
her belly.

It would be wrong to say that what Zoe had
gone through that day had robbed her of the ability to feel
ashamed, at least, of her body and sexuality. But it had numbed
her, and melted many of her inhibitions.

And there was that vibrator.

That she was tied up like this, in front of
people, was outrageous! That should have been humiliating, but she
had gotten used to being seen naked by the four men, even the three
strangers. Outrage required novelty, and this was no longer new.
Her outrage and humiliation had faded into anxious awareness of her
grossly inferior status and power.

Them sort of putting her on a shelf like
this, or perhaps hanging her from the wall, was a sign of how she
was just a thing, not a person like they were. That was all they
thought of her; as a sex toy, which was, she supposed, fair in its
way. That's all she was.

But she was a hot and sexy sex toy, who could
deep throat, and had luscious blonde hair, a great body (everyone
said so), and now had pierced nipples and knew how to give really
good massages, as well as strip and dance.

That gave her a value she'd never really seen
in herself, but it still made her, in essence, a sex toy, and one
men like Master could take for granted and treat however he liked.
Which struck her as unfair. Then again, life had never been
particular fair to her anyway.

And maybe he'd trust her enough to let her
walk around and enjoy this lovely apartment, and even go down to
the beach. He couldn't keep her tied up all the time forever, after
all. He must have a lot of money to live in a place like this, so
she certainly wanted to keep him happy.

And if it made him happy to treat her as his
slave girl, then it was well worth it. Even if she had to show her
body to other men and maybe have sex with them.

The vibrator buzzed, and her mind floated.
Her nerve endings twitched, stronger and stronger with every
passing minute, and then her muscles began to spasm and her hips
began to buck as an orgasm shook her. It was much stronger than the
one she'd felt with Manuel.

And it was far from alone. A parade of
orgasms began to tear through her, similar to the ones Master had
given her when he'd first introduced her to a vibrator. Her body
was soaked in sweat, her muscles aching, and she was drooling
around the ball gag as she sobbed in dazed sexual fever.

Again and again the orgasms shattered her
mind and set her body to bouncing and jerking in place, until,
finally, someone turned off the vibrator and removed it.

*

“Do you know why I let other men have sex
with you, slave girl?” Master asked.

“No, Master,” Zoe replied, eyes down as she
knelt before him.

“To show you that your body belongs to me. I
own you, therefore, I own your body. I decide what color your hair
is, or what you wear, or what you do or what you eat. Me, and only
me. Do you understand, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master,” she said softly.

“You are a stupid, weak-minded and lazy girl
of no substance or value. Only your body has value to anyone. As
long as you obey, you do not need to worry about anything else. You
will live with me and service me. I will take care of feeding and
sheltering you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” she said, feeling a sense of
anxious hope.

She raised her eyes timidly. “Does that mean
you're not going to sell me to Manuel, Master?”

He snorted in amusement. “I'm not selling you
as long as you amuse me. Manuel can go fuck himself as far as I'm
concerned. That little spic doesn't deserve to have a pretty blonde
slave girl anyway.”

Zoe flushed in pleasure.

“Just remember,” he growled. “You are my
property.”

“Yes, Master,” she gulped.
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This time she got to ride up front! That was
a relief from laying on the back seat or in being hog-tied in the
trunk. Maybe Master trusted her more now, Zoe thought.

They were traveling through the desert,
headed back to Las Vegas. She was disappointed in that. As far as
she was concerned, Las Vegas was a shit-hole except for the bright
lights and noise of the strip. But if you didn't have money it was
just a shitty town in the desert.

Because she was riding up front she was
wearing clothes, though not many. She had a very tiny, very short
pleated miniskirt and a very small, very thin, very tight halter –
little more than a bra, really, and one which made it very clear
that she was wearing nipple rings.

The outfit embarrassed her a little, not
around Master, of course, but when they stopped at a diner along
the way, for example. Only a whore would wear an outfit like that,
as far as she was concerned, and the looks she got from men, though
flattering, reminded her of that.

She knew she was a whore, of course, and had
always known it. But she liked to keep that a secret from most
people. Now it was as if she were wearing a uniform.

She even had a studded leather collar around
her neck. It wasn't as big as the ones Master put on her in the
house, but it was thick enough to suggest what she was. It even had
a ring in the front.

They had stopped at a winery earlier for
Master to pick up some wine, and everyone there had stared at her,
too. The women had sneered, and the men had tried not to show how
much they wanted to grab her, tear her few bits of clothes off, and
fuck her like... like dogs!

Master had put the nipple rings in to replace
the studs. He had also told her she would be wearing a butt-plug
permanently, so that if he wanted to fuck her ass he didn't have to
slow down.

She wore no panties under the little skirt,
which meant she had to be careful whenever they walked around
outside, and it and the thin top which showed a lot of cleavage,
made her feel on the edge of being naked wherever she went.

This time, for whatever reason, Master didn't
stay in a shitty little motel, but in a hotel on the strip. And
once they checked in, Master decided to go and wander around – and
took her with him. A part of her was delighted at not being cooped
up, but given what she was wearing, she was self-conscious, at
least at first.

Everywhere they went, the men stared at her,
wanted her. At first that was embarrassing, but she got used to it,
and then, in a way, it was flattering. No one ever dared say
anything complimentary to her with Master there. All those men
looking at her so appreciatively, though, was a compliment.
They thought she was pretty and hot, she told herself. If she was
ugly they wouldn't look at her twice.

It was really quite amazing, in fact, she
thought. Everywhere they went, men turned to look at her and lick
their lips. Men nudged other men so both could admire her. The
looks in their faces were hungry. They wanted her.

These weren't like the men and boys she had
known in her life. These men had money, real money. They could buy
her things, could perhaps, pay her for indulging their
fantasies...

But no, that would make her a … well, she was
already a whore, actually. She'd done things in the past week she'd
never have believed possible, and would certainly have described as
slutty. She still felt they were slutty, which meant she was a
slut.

And this Vegas, this Vegas of music and
bright lights and shining buildings and wealth was the kind of
place she could get used to, wanted to get used to. It wasn't at
all like the dusty, dirty, hot, ugly street and neighborhood she'd
spent most of her life.

And then they returned to Master's hotel
room, and suddenly there were six men all around them, wearing
badges.

“James Foster,” one of them said to Master.
“You're under arrest.”

Zoe gaped at those around her, but no one
seemed to be paying much attention to her. She was pulled away, and
watched as Master was pushed against the wall and searched. One of
the men took a gun from under his jacket, and then he was
handcuffed.

And then they started to lead him away! Zoe
moved to follow but one of the men stopped her.

“Master?” she called.

A couple of the men looked at her and
laughed, and then they left.

Zoe stared after them, bewildered and more
than a little lost. She went into the hotel room and sat on the
bed, confused. What was she supposed to do now? The only thing she
could think of was to wait for Master to return. She told herself
it was probably a mistake, but a part of herself doubted that.
She'd suspected he was involved in something criminal almost from
the start.

Of course, underlying that was the fear of
what would happen to her if he didn't.

James Foster? Was that his name? In the week
they'd been together he hadn't told her.

Had it really only been a week!? So much had
happened! And she felt so... different!

The next day the hotel called up and asked
why Mr. Billings hadn't checked out yet since he'd only booked the
room for two days. Zoe said she didn't know and the man on the
phone said they would have to vacate by noon since they had booked
the room for someone else.

Zoe didn't have anything to pack. The only
clothes she had were what she was wearing. She didn't bring the
restraints Master had brought along, though did bring a couple of
the sex toys. She went to the only place she could think of going,
which was back to the trailer park.

And since she had no money at all she had to
walk the whole way. The only shoes she had were stilettos so she
wound up taking them off and walking in her bare feet. Fortunately,
Las Vegas was not a very big city.

She was still hot, sweaty and exhausted by
the time she got home to her dirty, dilapidated trailer. Her mother
was drunk and snoring in her room. Zoe didn't care. She took a
shower, drank a lot of water, and then sat naked in her room trying
to think of what to do.

She was still sitting there hours later when
Mistress opened the unlocked screen door, came into the trailer,
and then showed up at her tiny room's door.

Zoe gaped at her as the woman stood in the
doorway.

Mistress raised an eyebrow, then pointed at
the floor in front of her.

“On your knees, slave girl,” she ordered.

Zoe felt a wave of relief as she scrambled
out of bed and knelt in front of the woman, knees properly spread
and hands behind her neck with her back arched.

“Well, well, your training is starting to
set,” the woman said with a slight smile.

“The hotel wanted their room back and I –
!”

Zoe halted as the woman held up a hand.

“Start by assuming I know everything.”

She looked around in distaste. “Is there
anything here you need?”

Zoe stared at her, then looked around. “No,
Mistress. Except a few clothes I guess.”

Mistress sniffed. “Find your shortest,
tightest shorts, and your thinnest, tightest, sluttiest top and put
them on now.”

Zoe gulped and got to her feet, found the
clothes, and put them on.

“Shoes?”

Zoe pointed at a pair of cheap sneakers and
the woman nodded.

“Come.”

Mistress left and Zoe scrambled after her,
out of her room, out of the trailer and down to the street, where a
Black Audi waited.

“Uhm, should I sit in the back,
Mistress?”

Mistress shook her head and pointed at the
passenger side as she walked around and got in behind the wheel.
Zoe got inside, and the engine started with a growl, then the air
conditioning came on. She felt another sense of relief. She didn't
have to worry about what to do now! Mistress would make the
decisions!

“You are going to make me a lot of money,
slave girl,” Mistress said. “And I, in turn, will take care of you.
Does that sound like a good deal?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Mistress drove back downtown, then to a small
building with neon lights a little off the strip. It was a strip
club, though a much higher end one than the one where Zoe had
practiced with Cherry. She followed Mistress nervously inside and
into a back room where Mistress met with a fat, balding man behind
a desk.

“What do you think, Lyle?”

“Woah,” the man said, staring at Zoe. “Nice
looking. Very pretty. Innocent looking face, nice eyes.”

“Nice tits too,” Mistress said.

“So you say. I can't seem to see them.”

Mistress turned to Zoe. “Strip.”

Zoe blushed, but wasn't as embarrassed as she
would have once been. She stripped off her short shorts and tank
top and stood naked in front of the man, who eyed her
appreciatively, but with a sort of detached air.

“Turn around and bend over,” Mistress
said.

Zoe felt another rush of heat to her face but
obeyed.

“Yeah, she's got the goods,” he said. “Can
she dance?”

“Yup. She's never danced professionally, but
she's a natural. And she'll be very popular.”

“If she can move at all, yeah,” the man said.
“Okay, we'll set up a schedule.”

Mistress led her from the club and then drove
her to another address, where she stripped for a tall black
man.

“Very nice,” he said, licking his lips. “Very
young face. Great body. Perfect ass.”

“That ass has gotten spanked a lot lately.
Strapped too.”

The man grinned.

“I bet your special clients would love
her.”

“I bet they would too.”

“The high end ones, Barry. I don't want her
getting dirty.”

“Well now, she's got the looks but has she
got the skills?”

Mistress snapped her fingers.

“On your knees, slave girl,” she ordered.

Blushing, Zoe obeyed, kneeling, spreading her
legs and arching her back.

“Getting you hard, Barry? She can take care
of that. Zoe, give this man a blow job.”

Zoe gulped, but obeyed, straightening on her
knees, then leaning in. She slid her hands up and down the man's
thighs, then rubbed her face against his crotch, feeling it harden
as her cheeks and lips slid up and down. She rubbed him with her
hand, then unzipped him and pulled his cock out.

It didn't take long, and he cursed in delight
the moment she deep throated him. “Oh yeah! She'll do!”

They drove from there to a condo, where
Mistress had her strip and put on restraints, then give her a
tongue bath. Zoe didn't mind, especially since Mistress returned
the favor, then put on a strap-on and rode her hard and fast,
driving her into multiple orgasms.

In truth, every time she bent over and raised
her bottom and spread her legs now she felt a thrill of excitement
and anticipation. No matter who was behind her.

And that night, with Mistress in the
audience, she anxiously climbed onto a stage in her schoolgirl
outfit, with scores of men watching, and did the strip tease they'd
practiced, then spun around the pole and posed her body for the
admiring crowd. It was terrifying at first, then wildly thrilling
to be prancing around naked in front of so many men!

The requests for lap dances didn't seem to
have an ending, and she got very tired, her legs aching, from all
the grinding and dancing movements on men's laps. A number of them
came in their pants, which was embarrassing at first, but something
she began to get used to.

Especially since she was given money by them,
and it began to pile up in incredible amounts, money like she'd
never seen before in her life! It was over two thousand dollars
after her four hour shift was up, and Zoe was in heaven!

She was also extremely horny, though. Her
embarrassment had worn off after the first hour or so, and since
then she had reveled in how hot and horny every guy was who looked
at her. It made her want to open their zippers and ride up and down
on their erections, even though she knew that was against the
rules.

Mistress drove her away after. It was one in
the morning, but Zoe wasn't really tired, which was a good thing
since they weren't going back to the condo. Instead they went to a
fancy hotel. Mistress had her wear her schoolgirl outfit, but had
her put a knee-length coat over it.

“Go to room twenty seven nineteen, do your
hair in pigtails, then knock and and ask for Mister Ross,” Mistress
told her. “Do whatever he tells you. He'll probably spank you for
being a bad girl. But then, you are a bad girl, aren't you?”

“Uhm... y-yes, Mistress,” Zoe gulped.

“Then you certainly ought to be punished,”
Mistress said.

Zoe did as she was told. Heart pounding, she
took off the jacket and pulled her blonde hair into pig tails, then
knocked on the door.

The man who answered was older than master,
and not nearly so big or scary looking. In fact, he looked like an
English teacher she'd had once.

“Uhm, Mister Ross?”

“Yes,” he said, eyeing her hungrily. “Come
in.”

She entered his hotel room and he closed the
door behind.

“What's your name?”

“Zoe,” she said.

“That's a very short skirt you're wearing
Zoe. You know it's well below the length specified in the dress
code.”

Zoe looked at him blankly.

“I'm afraid you're being a very naughty girl,
Zoe. You'll have to be spanked.”

Zoe gulped and nodded anxiously. The man sat
down on the edge of the bed and she bent over across his lap. He
pulled up her short skirt and then tugged down the white panties.
She could already feel his erection against her belly as his
fingers began to knead her buttocks.

“Are you sorry for being a naughty girl?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mister Ross!” she gulped.

His fingers slid up and down the line of her
sex, and Zoe began to feel a thrumming sense of pleasure and heat
gripping her. She moaned as his fingers slowly pushed into her.

“I bet you're not even a virgin,” he said in
disapproval. “I'll have to check.”

His fingers wriggled into her, pumping in and
out, and Zoe felt her breasts throbbing against the mattress.

“I thought so,” he said. “You've been
fornicating.”

Zoe had no idea what that was, but didn't
care.

Crack! His hand slapped down against
her buttocks, and she yelped as the stinging sensation echoed
through her belly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Dirty girl,” he growled. “Naughty girl!
Nasty girl!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Wearing a sluttish skirt like that and
showing off your lovely legs! What a tramp you are!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Zoe squirmed and moaned as her bottom began
to heat up. But the rest of her was starting to heat up, as well,
especially with his fingers pumping in and out of her moistening
sex. Besides, she'd been feeling aroused for hours there in the
strip club!

“Oh! Please!” she gasped as her buttocks
burned.

“But you know you've been bad,” he said.
“Perhaps you'd like to make it up in some other way?”

“Y-Yes!”

He snorted and had her stand up – with her
panties around her ankles.

“You shouldn't be wearing such slutty
clothes. Take them off,” he ordered.

Zoe quickly complied, heart thumping as his
eager eyes ravished her body. He turned her around and brought her
wrists back behind her, crossing them, and then tied them like
that. Moments later she was on her knees, licking at his cock, then
bobbing her lips up and down as he kneaded her breasts and called
her a bad girl.

Then she had to bend over, as she had for
Mistress, while he thrust into her from behind. He was much less
rough than Master, and smaller, but Zoe almost came, and would have
if he hadn't come so quickly, disappointing her.

Then he handed her two thousand dollars in
hundred dollar bills.

“You were lovely, my dear,” he said. “Perhaps
we'll see you again soon.”

Mistress was waiting in the car, and Zoe
handed her the bills.

“Good girl,” Mistress said with a smile. “You
and I are going to have good times together, slave girl.”

Zoe beamed.

 


End
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