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Sex is power, at least, it's the only power
I've ever had. Sex is the power you get when you have no other
kind, but it can be strong and controlling in its own way. I've
always had it, as long as I can remember, even before I knew what
sex was. Except then it was the power of a pretty girl to get what
she wanted, to have people smile at her and want to make her happy.
Sex is the same thing, really; getting people to want to make you
happy.

I had some pretty wild teen years. I partied,
and I played around. I avoided romantic entanglements, and I
experimented with sex, drugs and booze. For the most part, though,
it was all fairly vanilla. You know? I mean, yeah I got drunk a
lot. But that's nothing special. Yes, I did some drugs, but none of
the nastier, more dangerous ones. And yes, I had sex, a lot, but it
wasn't kinky. Teenage girls aren't much into kink since just your
basic sex is thrilling enough for most of us, new as it is.

I have to say I was something of a
narcissist, but then, aren't most attractive young girls? All of
society seemed to be telling me how hot I was, and how much
everyone wanted me. God knows all the guys did. Even my male
teachers looked at me in that carefully controlled way older men
did when they thought you were really hot but couldn't afford to
have anyone know it.

I don't meant to say I was arrogant about it,
just that I acknowledged and accepted it as something that was
there, that existed, my hotness, my desirability, if you will. The
only real problem it presented was lust-sick, love-sick guys
wanting me when I didn't particularly want them. I was willing to
engage in a few mercy-fucks, but no, I'm not going to be some guy's
girlfriend just because he's got a big case of puppy love for
me.

Besides, cynic that I was, even then, I knew
that it wasn't any innate feature of my sparkling personality which
caused guys I barely knew to stare at me across the class with
dreamy eyes. They thought I was really hot, not hot nasty, like,
hot and sophisticated, not like hot and dangerous, but hot in that
girl-next-door way which seemed to make them think I was more real,
more obtainable.

I think that's the eyes. I have simply
enormous gray green eyes, and my face is slender, elfin, with a
small nose and mouth but full, sensual lips and somewhat high
cheekbones. I'm slender all over, in fact, with narrow hips and
shoulders. But I'm not skinny. I do have a noticeable waist, and my
breasts are a nice size, not huge, but they look bigger than they
are on my slim chest.

Because I exercised, because my parents were
fitness nuts, my body is toned and firm, my belly flat, my butt
nice and tight as well as being beautifully rounded. I look
incredible in a bikini, and going to the beach is an exercise in
being lusted after by half the men I pass. And yes, I do get off on
it. In fact, the more they want me the hotter I get. When I go to
Europe, and sunbath in just a thong, topless, the lust is palpable,
and I always feel a squirming sense of heat which fills my pussy
and sends hot flushes up through my body the entire time I am
there.

I'm five-ten, tall for a girl, and on the
soccer and swim teams at Boston college, where I'm a third year
journalism student. I don't like to cover little stories, though,
little one-offs of bake sales or car accidents. I like to write
in-depth about things people should or would want to know about but
don't. I like to find things which few others have done. I did a
long piece on a homeless woman, following her around so people knew
what her life was like. I did another piece on a chemical plant,
and all the safety corners they cut.

And this summer, what I wanted, was to do
something outrageous. My parents were giving me a present of a
summer in Europe, which I was supposed to spend on the southeast
coast of Italy. But my first week I ran into a smooth-talking,
cocky Arab guy named Faris. He was so cocky that I decided to match
my skills – in bed – with him, and we had a torrid one night stand
that went on for hours.

Yeah, he was good in bed, he knew all the
moves, but I still blew his fucking socks off and left him gasping
and groaning. The power of sex is even greater when you're really
good at it. And I had, over the years, learned and perfected
everything about it, especially my oral sex skills.

Faris, by the way, was your proverbial tall,
dark and handsome. At about twenty three, he had a somewhat
square-jawed face for an Arab, clean cut, with broad shoulders and
a gym-toned chest and belly. He had a nice ass, too. And his
English was British-accented because he'd been educated at Oxford.
Anyway, we hung together for a couple of nights, dancing and
fucking, and he talked a little about his home.

It seemed his uncle was some kind of big
shot, a prince – mind you, there are, he said, about eighteen
thousand princes in Saudi Arabia so we're not talking very blue
blood here. Anyway, with oil money, every prince still had at least
one palace, and some had several. His Uncle had a big palace, and
after one of our trysts he mentioned his harem girls, and how hot
they were, and that I was even hotter. That intrigued me, of
course. I wanted to know all about them.

They were all there willingly, he said, his
uncle being a wealthy man, they lived lives of ease and wealth and
privilege.

“You don't need to kidnap white girls and
drag them across the ocean, Keaton,” he said with a smirk, “not
when you can simply pay one an obscene amount of money to do
anything you want.”

Most of the women in the harem, he said, were
Europeans, and most were there having accepted an offer to come for
a week, a month, or a year, after which they would be paid a sum of
money and sent away.

“So they're hookers,” I said.

He shook his head. “Not of the type which
usually sell themselves. None of them were prostitutes. My uncle
would not dally with such. No, what he does is find a respectable
western girl and offer her an outrageous sum of money, more than
she could earn in ten years of work, say, to live in his harem for
a few months or a year. Then they go back to their old lives, with
a large bank account.”

“So what kind of women accept these offers?”
I asked.

He shrugged. “Mostly the poorer ones, though
I have seen rich girls do it for the kick, the thrill, of being a
harem girl for a few weeks. But mostly they are shop girls,
waitresses and secretaries and the like, teenagers or in their
early twenties, able to get away for a while without anyone taking
note. And all are beautiful, of course.”

“Like me?” I teased, sliding my fingers over
his bare chest.

“Yes, like you. Adventurous, like you.
Sexually precocious, like you.”

“Sexually precocious?!” I laughed. “I haven't
heard that in years.

“Unrestrained, then,” he said. “Being a harem
girl is not one for those who have a shy nature, Keaton.”

“Because they have to have sex with your
uncle.”

“Because they have sex with anyone who wants
them. That is the nature of a harem girl.”

“Suppose they're not in the mood?”

He snorted. “You might have noticed that my
country is not the most advanced when it comes to womens rights. We
have a long history of corporal punishment which continues to this
day for anyone who annoys the government, and in their palaces, the
princes ARE the government.”

“So they would, like, whip you or something
if you refused?”

“Once you accept being a harem girl you're
required to obey the rules, and that, of course, is the first rule,
that you are, in essence, a sexual servant to anyone who desires
you. For the term of the contract, you must abide by the rules
imposed on such a servant.”

“Suppose you say no and want to go home?”

He shook his head. “When your term is up. Not
until. This is carefully explained to them before they agree to
come, you see. It is like your military. If you join and decide you
do not like it, you cannot simply quit. You must do as you are told
or be punished. Ultimately, if you refuse, they will imprison you
and make you break rocks or something. You cannot quit there, and
you cannot quit the harem, until your term is up.”

“Sex soldiers,” I mused. “I bet that would
make an incredible story.”

“Not one, I think, that my uncle would wish
told.”

“I could make it anonymous, I mean, from the
point of view of where the harem was. I could tell it like it could
be any harem in any Arab country which had them. I wouldn't have to
give names,” I said, starting to get excited by the idea.

“Yes, but there is a problem with that. My
homeland does not like journalists, and in any event, women do not
have any rights beyond that of their families and husbands. You
could not travel alone in my country, nor stay in a hotel alone,
nor travel with a male not your husband or relative.”

“There must be a way.” I scowled
unhappily.

A slow smile flitted across his face. “Well,
you could join the harem.”

I snorted in dismissal, but a moment later
the idea came to me of myself in a harem girl outfit, living among
them, talking to them, getting their stories. What were the
drawbacks? I'd have to have sex. Well, I liked sex, I loved sex. So
what was wrong with that? Of course, I wouldn't get to pick who I'd
have sex with, but you know, when I'd been drinking enough I often
didn't know who was doing me anyway.

He could see me thinking about it and
laughed. “I do not think you would enjoy the harem, Keaton.”

“Why not?”

“Because you are strong-willed and used to
getting your own way. Such are not the demeanor looked upon
favorably in my country. “

“I could fake it.”

“Can you be an obedient servant, Keaton?” he
demanded.

“Sure!”

“Really?” he said in a tone of disbelief.

“Try me!”

Since we were both naked in the big hotel bed
and had just made love for an hour it wasn't like I feared whatever
orders he'd give me. He laughed and then reached a hand down
between my legs, idly stroking my hairless pussy.

“Do you see my slipper over there?” he said,
pointing at the leather slipper sitting across the room.

“Yeah?” I said doubtfully.

“I wish you to crawl over there on all fours,
pick it up in your mouth, and bring it back to me.”

“Now you're just teasing me.”

“You said you could obey, yes? A harem girl
obeys without question.”

“I don't want to be a harem girl. I just want
to go there and interview them.”

“If you wish to go there you will have to
stay there. If you stay there you will be bound by the same rules
as they are. That means obedience, happy, unquestioning obedience.
Now... fetch.”

I glowered at him. I didn't like to lose, and
he was going to beat me hands down. Then again, I suddenly felt a
hot little glow of sexual excitement at the mental image of myself
crawling across the floor with his slipper in my mouth. Combined
with my desire to win the argument I slid out of bed, and, blushing
a bit, crawled over to his slipper, gathered it in my teeth,
turned, and began to crawl back.

“Stop,” he ordered.

I halted, blinking.

“Sit back on your heels, knees apart,” he
said.

I obeyed, glowering at him a bit, the slipper
still caught between my teeth.

“Now rise on your knees, straighten your
back, and put your hands out thusly.”

I glowered even more, my face reddening as I
bent my arms, holding them tightly against my sides, and let my
hands go down limply, looking like a dog begging.

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed
and onto the floor, and snapped his fingers at me, and I dropped
forward onto all fours again, crawling over to him and depositing
his slipper at his feet. I felt his hand in my thick, silky,
tangled brown hair, not caressing it as he had before, but ruffling
it, like I was a dog.

“Good bitch,” he said tauntingly.

I flushed indignantly.

“Now turn around and bend over.

My inner heat rose, and that kept me
obedient, along with my desire to win the argument. I turned and
bent over.

“Lower your chest to the floor and spread
your knees wide,” he ordered.

I hesitated, and he slapped my bottom so that
I yelped.

“Obey, harem girl,” he growled.

A hot rush of sexual excitement flooded my
belly and chest, and I did so, my breasts pillowing out beneath me
as I pressed my chest to the floor.

“Now thrust both your arms back between your
legs, reach up with your fingers, and spread your sex open for me
to see.”

I felt momentarily outraged, and almost
straightened, turned and cursed at him, but then another, hotter
rush of sexual hunger flooded me, leaving me momentarily
speechless. God, this was so kinky!

And more, it struck some dark, depraved side
of me I hardly knew I had. You see, I had never had to beg for
anything, never had to ask for anything, from any of my lovers.
They were all so damned happy to have me that I often controlled
what happened. And... now that I thought on it, the very few times
that men just... just took me, you know, in a rough, macho kind of
way, I had really gotten off on it.

Did that mean I had a submissive side, that I
longed to be told what to do, made to do nasty things, topped, as
it were, in sex?

It would certainly be different!

I thrust my arms between my legs, then
hesitated. That was just so... so dirty!

I felt him grasp my wrists and press them
together, holding them in one hand.

“You have not obeyed my command,” he said.
“And thus must be punished.”

With that he slapped my upraised bottom
sharply and I yelped as it stung.

And yet the heat got hotter, a sort of
squirmy, liquid heat that spread out through my muscles and nerves
and made them throb with excitement. A crackling sexual electricity
seemed to envelope me, contracted closely about my body, and when
he slapped me again, and then again, and then again, I felt my
pussy throb and pulse and burn with an excitement so intense that
my mind kind of went numb.

I sometimes, though not often, get into this
sexual place, this total sexual mindset where nothing matters but
the pleasure and excitement, and I was there now. And so quickly!
He hadn't even done anything! I was actually shocked enough to make
the sexual haze part slightly.

Then he slapped me again and again, and I
struggled weakly, but his grip on my wrists was firm. Another slap,
and another, and I was gasping and writhing and moaning as my
bottom heated up.

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Ungh!” I gasped.

I felt him lifting my wrists, gripping my
fingers, pressing them against my pussy, which was wet and swollen.
I felt my own fingers pushed into myself.

“Spread yourself open,” he ordered.

Panting, gasping, I did so, feeling... I
don't know, obscene, embarrassed, feeling... low, dirty in a way,
but hot, white hot, fiery hot to the point I moaned at the touch of
my own fingers, even though all I was doing was spreading my sex
lips open.

Then I felt his finger slide into me. I
shuddered and my hips pushed back as his long, thin finger slid
into me and twisted from side to side. It pumped slowly in and
out.

“Will you obey me, slut?” he demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes!” I gasped breathlessly.

He pulled his finger free, and I felt his
hands on mine again. He rearranged one of my hands, pressing it up
to spread my pussy lips apart with my fingers. Then he pressed my
other fingers up against my clit.

“Masturbate while I watch,” he said.

Another thunderbolt hit me and I gasped at
the very idea, rejecting it at once. But then that shock-wave of
sexual excitement followed right behind it and I moaned at the
thought of how nasty, how dirty, how wicked and … and exciting it
would be to do something like that. And why not, I suddenly
thought? It wasn't like he knew any of my friends or family, not
like he could gossip to anyone I knew, not like I'd ever hear back
about it.

My clit pulsed and throbbed and the sexual
electricity crackled. I slipped my fingers up across my clit and
rubbed lightly, shuddering, hips bucking at once. Ohmygod this was
hot! This was awful! This was sick! I rubbed faster, moaning and
panting and groaning as the sexual vortex grew in power. My hips
began to rock and buck and jerk as my fingers stroked wildly across
my clit, and then with a helpless cry of pleasure I came, came
while he sat back and watched me. It was humiliating, in a way, but
oh wow was it hot!

“Slut,” he said, mockingly.

I flushed, but it was hard to argue the
point. Anyway, I'd been called a slut many times in my life,
sometimes using it myself as a badge of pride.

“Turn around,” he said.

I groaned, panting, then yelped as he slapped
my butt.

“Turn, slut.”

I turned slowly, starting to rise, but he
gripped my hair and forced my face back down.

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

I obeyed, and he rubbed his bare toe across
my cheek.

“Show your master how devoted you are to him,
dog,” he said, sliding his toes across my lips.

Oh! Give! Me! A! Break! He must be kidding, I
thought. Surely he was kidding!

And yet, just as before, the sense of outrage
and knee-jerk “No I will not!' was followed by a frothing hot wave
of bubbling sexual hunger at the thought of doing something so...
so degrading, so submissive! I moaned and then licked at his foot,
somewhere safe at first, like up along the top, well back from the
toes.

“That's it, slut. Kiss my foot, then lick
it,” he said.

Bastard, I thought, partly horrified at
myself, partly thrilled at doing something so kinky and perverse. I
licked at his foot, and only reluctantly slid my lips closer and
closer to the toes. But the more I licked the hotter I got at the
whole situation, and when he raised his foot and ordered me to suck
his toe into my mouth, I obeyed, mentally squirming in heat and
discomfort as my lips sucked and bobbed on his big toe.
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