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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The difference between the rich and the wealthy is that the wealthy can basically buy the merely rich. The wealthy are the people the rich suck up to. You learn that fairly quickly on the French Riviera, where I like to hang out. The culture is so deliciously free of things like modesty and inhibitions and restraint. It's very hedonistic and free.
 
   Of course, nothing else on the Riviera is free. The food certainly isn't free, nor is the housing. As for the clothes, it amazing what the rich will spend on clothes, never mind the wealthy.
 
   Alas, I am neither rich nor wealthy. I'm just a poor American peasant (all Americans are peasants in the eyes of the French, of course). And I wasn't on the Riviera as part of the beautiful people but because I worked as a waitress in a restaurant there. It was a gorgeous restaurant full of gorgeous food and gorgeous people. And so, it liked to hire gorgeous servers.
 
   I'm not being immodest. You can't not know, in this society, whether you measure up to the standards of beauty currently in vogue or not. No one will let you escape that fact, be it good or bad. I've been told how pretty/cute/beautiful/hot/sexy/gorgeous I am since I was five. Only the adjectives have changed as I grew older.
 
   I've been recruited, and tried modeling, but I just don't have the mindset which lets me sit around for literally hours at a time, day after day, while people mess with my hair and makeup. Nor am I good at sucking up to the elitist twerps who make up the fashion industry, male (mostly gay) or female  (mostly bitches).
 
   But I'm also not all that ambitious. I mean, here's the thing, I've never really had to put a lot of thought into my life, into what I wanted to do, or go, or become. I've never had to have much in the way of drive. You see, when I was younger, my parents controlled everything about my life. They were both control freaks, and barely a minute of my day wasn't scheduled. All my time was directed into some sort of 'learning experience' meant to enhance and educate me as a person, and make me a little robot like they were.
 
   Then I became a teenager, and discovered sex. More to the point, I discovered that lots of people wanted to have me around, mostly, I think, because I was beautiful. So my life became one of deciding which of the numerous offers currently being made to me sounded the most interesting, the most fun, the most diverting from my otherwise boring, parent-controlled existence. I never had to think “Gee, I wonder what I can do today”, or anything like that.
 
   It took my until my second year in pre-law before I rebelled against my parents and my studious existence. I was nearly twenty at the time, and instead of returning to school in the fall – after a summer of working as an intern in my father's company – I instead flew to Australia and took up surfing, working in a beach-side souvenir shop. My parents went insane when they found out, but there wasn't a lot they could do about it.
 
   I took up beach volleyball a year later, and that was what led me to Europe, with a team which went to France. I never returned, staying around to get a job as at a cafe, and enjoy the hedonistic, laid back lifestyle. The French are arrogant bastards, but on the Riviera, so is everyone else. But that's all water off a duck's back to me. When you look like I do people assume you're dumb and talk over your head. 
 
   My hair is very blonde in its natural state, and I have very fair skin. I've tried a number of other colors, though, and at the moment it's a deep blood red, hanging straight, and well past my shoulders. I'm tall, lithe, and athletic enough to keep up with the crazed members of my beach volleyball team, but not enough to be a star. I just don't put the effort into it they do, and I won't exercise and train like they do.
 
   Hey, I have breasts and curves, and I like them. I'm not interested in exercising myself into a rigid, wiry boy-like piece of human gristle. They say I don't have the drive, and I'm okay with that. I don't mind not being a star. I'm content to ride along in a supporting role. All I want is to have some fun. That's why I left home, after all, because I was deprived of it my entire life.
 
   And to have fun on the Riviera, you mostly have to either be rich, or be beautiful. Since I wasn't rich, my beauty was my currency. It got me invited onto yachts and to parties where the fashionable set relaxed and enjoyed themselves. 
 
   And that was where I met Gerard. 
 
   The party was at a fabulous villa on a hill overlooking the ocean. It was a pool party, and I had no illusions about why I was invited. I was there as background filler. Because, you know, not all the beautiful people are really all that beautiful. Most of them are plump or graying, or sagging, or jowly, or balding, or whatever. They like to have pretty girls around at their parties. Pretty girls are like a fashion accessory. Every rich guy wants to have some around him to make himself look sexy, even if he's not.
 
   Does that sound cynical? Jaded? I've been working at the Riviera for three years. You better believe I'm cynical and jaded. Heck, I was even considering going home, trying to patch things up with my parents, reaching some kind of accommodation which would send me back to school on my terms.
 
   The villa was three centuries old. The pool was considerably newer and took up a considerable portion of the yard – though 'yard' doesn't do it justice. A waist high stone wall ran around the edge of a sheer cliff which plunged thirty meters to a roadway below. On the left side, the land rose up steeply, the mountain rising. A kind of rough stone stairway had been chopped into the stone at that point, long ago, which went down to the roadway. 
 
   I was bored, buzzed, and wandering along the wall, considering my options and enjoying the view out over the town and ocean below. It was dimly lit away from the pool, and as I reached the point where the wall disappeared into a sort of shadowed doorway, I hesitated. I looked at the old, rough, stone doorway doubtfully, then eased into it to find a ten foot space which then led to the stairs down.
 
   I eased deeper into it, enjoying the darkness, though of course, I could see out over the wall to the lights of the city, and there were a few dim bulbs strung along a cord up high along the ceiling. I examined the stairs, but had no particular desire to go down, for that would mean then climbing back up. Why do that? 
 
   I sipped from my drink and looked out at the city, and wondered if I wanted to forsake all this for the dreary books of some university back home. Not particularly, in truth. 
 
   And then Gerard happened in. He was also holding a drink and, like myself, I supposed, just wandering, just wanting away from the beautiful people for a bit.
 
   He was not dressed properly for a pool party. He was wearing a dark suit. His concession to the party was that his shirt was open and tie off. He was tall, and had nice shoulders,  and as he passed one of the dim bulbs my dark adjusted eyes saw a face quite unlike most I encountered there. His face looked... rugged. I mean that though very handsome, he was far from pretty. That face had never been shaped by a knife, had never known skin sensitizers or exfoliates. It was the face of guy who ought to be carrying a sword and shield. Or maybe an ax.
 
   His short, but thick brown hair was unkempt and swept aside. He had a close cropped beard and mustache, and his eyes were dark and penetrating.  He had full lips, though, very full lips.
 
   “Bored of the party?”
 
   His voice matched his face, deep, rugged, confident, in a careless sort of way. It was also accented. That is, he spoke French, quite well too, but it was obviously not his native tongue. He was mid-thirties, and his voice was that of a man who'd had lots of beautiful girls and so, while appreciating them, wasn't terribly impressed.
 
   And in my little black thong bikini, believe me, I was impressive, at least, in full light. Even in the dim light there the contrast with my lightly tanned skin would have been notable. And the bikini was showing a decent amount of cleavage which his eyes took in but didn't fixate on.
 
   “I wanted a little quiet,” I said, in English, judging his accent correctly. “The music was getting on my nerves.”
 
   “Yeah, Jacques has lousy taste in music,” he said, reverting to London accented English.
 
   “French centric,” I said lightly.
 
   “And there are so many bloody good French groups,” he replied dryly.
 
   I smiled lightly and we touched glasses to our mutual anglo arrogance.
 
   “He does have a hell of a view, though,” he said, turning and gazing out over the edge.
 
   “Yes, well, the French can't take credit for that. They didn't invent it,” I replied, easing back a little, leaning, if you will, against the stone wall behind him.
 
   He turned, his eyes on me again.
 
   “Do you think people should only take credit for what they're personally responsible for?”
 
   I thought a moment, and nodded. “Yes.”
 
   He moved closer, and his face was shadowed.
 
   “Do you take credit for being as beautiful as you are?” he asked.
 
   It was a compliment but said in a way which conveyed no compliment. It was quite clever the way he did it. It was a sort of come-on, but not, accepting that my beauty wasn't really deniable, and simply referring to it naturally.
 
   “I chose the hair coloring,” I said, matching his dry voice with mine.
 
   He gave a short bark of laughter.
 
   “Everything else is natural,” I said, as I started to feel a building sense of sexual tension.
 
   And why not? I was bored, and he was an interesting appearing man, handsome, well-built, and seemed to have a measure of style. I was bored of Frenchmen anyway. Maybe I would move to London and see what life there was like.
 
   “What I see is what I get?” he asked with a faint smile.
 
   “What you see is what I got,” I corrected. “I decide what anyone gets.”
 
   “And what factors affect your decisions?” he asked, his hand reaching out and casually brushing the hair back from my left eye.
 
   “The mood I'm in, what style a man has, where I am.”
 
   He nodded, but his fingers had slid from my forehead, down along the side of my cheek, down along my neck, and across my shoulder. They were strong fingers, and left a warmth behind where they touched. I was suddenly feeling a little breathless, sensing an impending … something.
 
   “You know, in the old days, it was men who decided everything,” he said. “Women were assigned to men by their families based on what was good for them.”
 
   “In the old days,” I said with a shrug.
 
   “Maybe better days in some way.”
 
   “If you're a cave man, I suppose.”
 
   He leaned in and kissed me. I was startled, and slightly irritated at his arrogance, but, well, it was an awfully good kiss.
 
   “I wouldn't drag you around by the hair,” he said, drawing back. 
 
   Then he took the glass gently from my hand, and tossed it behind him, over the edge. My mouth was open in a protest as he kissed me again, this time much more passionately. I heard the faint crash of the glass below as my hands rose up to press against his chest in instinctive defense, but I found I didn't really want to push him away as his tongue slipped into my mouth.
 
   One of his hands was behind my head. The other slipped down onto my ass, which, for all intents and purposes, was naked save for the thin strip of cloth running between my buttocks. His body was hard and powerful beneath the soft silk-like fabric of his jacket, and I felt instantly overwhelmed, as the heat surged up between my legs and tightened my chest and nipples.
 
   He drew back slightly, and then rubbed his face against my hair.
 
   “Your hair looks like fire but feels like silk,” he breathed.
 
   Then he – attacked me! Well, kind of. His lips crushed mine and his body pressed me back against the cold stone and I felt utterly overwhelmed. I pushed against him, and he grabbed my wrists and shoved them up and back against the wall, then kind of looked at me, panting a little. I was breathing heavily myself, gasping, wide eyed as his shadowed face looked at me.
 
   Then he leaned in and kissed me again, just as passionately, and pinned my wrists together above my head with one hand as he brought the other down to cup my breast and yank aside the cup of my bikini. I moaned dazedly into his mouth, pulse pounding in my throat as excitement and heat swept over me. I was no stranger to sex, but this was wild, animalistic and I felt some part of myself responding in a visceral fashion.
 
   He pinched my nipple, and I let out a cry, muffled by his lips. Then his hands dove behind me, and I felt my bra loosening, then falling off as my breasts came free. My arms instinctively tried to cover myself but found the iron grip of his hand around my wrists, pinning them tightly, forcefully.
 
   His other hand mauled my breasts, kneading the soft, throbbing flesh, rolling and stroking and pinching my nipples until they burned. Then his hand plunged down into the front of my little thong and I felt a wild shock as his fingers met my smooth, hairless sex. My clit exploded with sensation at his touch, his fingers warm and both rough and soft. Then as his fingers slid over my opening and became covered with the sudden rush of liquid heat they became slippery, and the feel of them riding over my clit overwhelmed my senses.
 
   His mouth drew back, and I gulped in air, gasping and moaning as his fingers rubbed at me.
 
   “Responsive little bitch, aren't you,” he growled.
 
   I felt insulted, angered, but was too aroused to really care, especially when his lips crushed mine again as he crushed me back against the wall.
 
   I twisted my head away with an effort.
 
   “I-I'm not a... a bitch, bastard!” I gasped.
 
   “All women are bitches,” he growled.
 
   He trapped my mouth again, his tongue thrusting through my lips, and I didn't want to pull free. My hips were grinding helplessly against him, and then a wild cascading overload of sensation swept over me, the orgasm setting my hips bucking feverishly as I cried out in pleasure.
 
   It was all so wild, so fast, so rough and wild! I was caught up in a whirlwind of sensation, pleasure and excitement, swept along by it, helpless to pause or think!
 
   I collapsed, gasping, and he eased back, then took something from his jacket pocket, and reached up to my hands. I felt silk sliding around my wrists, and, dazed from the orgasm, hardly cared. By the time I could actually raise my head up and back I saw he had tied … a tie, around my wrists, no doubt the one which came with his suit. There was a length of pipe running along the wall above my head and he slipped the tie around it and tied it.
 
   I gaped, and then he released my wrists, for they were tied in place. He jerked my suit bottom down and yanked it out from under my feet. My wrists ached as they momentarily supported much of my weight, and I cried out in surprise and some small fear.
 
   Not a lot, though. I mean, not under the circumstances.
 
   And then he was on me again, his fingers in my hair, grasping it behind my head, jerking my head up and back, controlling me as his mouth found mine again and his tongue thrust into it. I felt his other hand at my breast, squeezing and kneading it, then sliding up and down my belly and around my ribs.
 
   I twisted weakly in his arms, still overwhelmed, shell-shocked, in a sense, and still trying to fathom that he'd tied my wrists together above my head. 
 
   But kinkiness wasn't all that disturbing to me. In fact, under the circumstances, with a man like him, it was hot, wild, a dark thrill that, despite the echo of orgasm still within me, began to set my heart pounding once again.
 
   He dropped to his knees, and I had a strange thought, which was that his expensive suit pants weren't meant to be kneeling on dirty stone. Then his big hands forced my thighs apart and his mouth was in between my legs. I squealed as it opened wide to envelope my sex, and I could feel the vibration as he practically growled, like an animal with its prey caught between its jaws.
 
   Then I felt the heat and smooth, velvety softness of his tongue as it started to stroke against my clit, and my hips started to jerk and spasm at the harsh sensation. It was just after my orgasm, after all, and my clit was horribly sensitive. I couldn't stop him, and the sensations were overpowering, uncomfortable in their intensity. 
 
   They shifted rapidly, though, and I moaned and whimpered, head back, feeling the tightness of the silk around my wrists, the cool of the rough stone against my buttocks as his lips caught at my clit and sucked.
 
   “Fuck!” I whimpered. “Oh! Oh God! Please! Oh!”
 
   His strong hands seized my ass, jerking it forward, lifting my thighs up and apart, practically holding me in his hands as he fed at my sex. The fabric tightened further around my wrists, and my hands began to throb as he spread my legs wide.
 
   Then he dropped my legs and stood up. He jerked back on my hair and I cried out weakly.
 
   “Hot little bitch!” he growled.
 
   I don't know why I cared or what inspired me to respond.
 
   “N-Not a bitch!” I gasped breathlessly.
 
   His lips curled in a kind of ferocious smile.
 
   “Are,” he growled.
 
   He caught my nipples between thumbs and forefingers, and pinched them, then pulled them up and out so that I squealed and gasped at the sudden stinging heat.
 
   “Say it,” he breathed.
 
   “N-No!” I gasped, flush with heat and excitement.
 
   He spun me around suddenly, and I yelped as his hand cracked against my bare bottom.
 
   “Say it, bitch.”
 
   His other hand thrust between my abdomen and the wall, then down, slid between my legs, forcing my hips back and out. 
 
   Crack!
 
   His hand slapped against my bottom in a sharp, stinging blow that jolted my mind into overdrive!
 
   “Say it, bitch,” he said, his voice quiet, even amused.
 
   “Oww!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Say it.”
 
   His finger was rubbing between my legs, setting my insides afire, and my hips were grinding helplessly against him even as his hand cracked down on my bottom again. 
 
   It stung! But I was feeling a hot, bubbling thrill at his outrageous behavior, and didn't want it to stop! I had halfway forgotten what he wanted me to say. Waves of heat and pleasure and raw, animal excitement were sweeping across my mind, and each of them set my consciousness tumbling and turning as I rode his fingers and his other hand cracked against my buttocks.
 
   My bottom hurt, but it hurt as though it were aflame, and the heat of it melted into my groin, which had its own heat, somehow increasing the sensations as his fingers rubbed me and I ground against them, breathless, dazed, whimpering and gasping and moaning like – like a bitch in heat.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Say it!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “I-I – ”
 
   Crack!
 
   “I am!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “I-I'm … I'm your bitch!” I half sobbed.
 
   I'm not sure what possessed me to say it, a half forgotten memory of something, perhaps. I didn't say I was 'a' bitch, but that I was 'his' bitch. I don't know why.
 
   I cried out as he yanked my head up and back by the hair, twisting it around so he could mash his lips bruisingly against mine.
 
   In the background, the pounding beat of the music and the hubbub of voices was counterpoint to our overheated breaths as he moved behind me and kneed my legs apart. I felt his cock sliding between my thighs, up high, along the inside, where the skin was so soft and sensitive. I felt how hard he was, and how soft, as the mushroom head pushed up against the sodden entrance to my sex. The tie ached against my wrists but I didn't try to ease the tautness against me. I wanted my bottom pushed out, my legs spread.
 
   And when his cock slowly forced the elastic ring of my sex in and back, spreading it wider and tauter and making it stretch and ache, I felt a hot, churning flood of something like elation, like joy, as his cock pushed up into my throbbing, overheated body.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Oh God!” I gasped.
 
   His hands were on my thighs, jerking my bottom out as his cock pushed deeper. I felt achingly full, and he was still going deeper. The ache deepened into something close to pain and he leaned in and bit into the nape of my neck.
 
   I saw something shadowy, and rolled my eyes. Off to the side, at the opening into our shadowy alcove, a couple stood, glasses in hand. I felt a flashing hot wave of embarrassment, but it was almost instantly overcome by a wild, crazy heat. They couldn't, I knew, make out a lot from there, not faces, perhaps only shapes and silhouettes in the shadow.
 
   But the fact they were looking on was – intense. It should have paralyzed me with embarrassment, but instead as his cock drove up, punching even deeper, I cried out in raw, ragged pleasure and thrust myself back at him in uncontrolled passion.
 
   I didn't care that it hurt! He started to thrust. In – out – in – out – in. Every deep stroke sent the head of his cock punching into what felt like the back wall of my pussy. It ached, it hurt, but it still felt glorious. And somehow it then felt as if my sheath expanded, and then his hips were slapping against my buttocks as he rode me. The ache diminished, and then turned into something deeply, intensely pleasurable.
 
   My eyes narrowed to slits, unseeing, my body going almost boneless as his cock drove up into me again and again. I jerked in and out as his big hands pulled on my thighs, but my ability to control my body had faded away as all my focus turned inward, to that incredible pleasure coursing through my body. I was gasping and grunting continuously, my nipples hard, pinpoints of fire amid taut, swollen, overheated breasts.
 
   A kind of sex heat enveloped my body, and my mind fled to some other place, where nothing but the pleasure mattered. It luxuriated in the delicious power of that pleasure, writhing and twisting as my physical body jerked and shuddered to the powerful blows of his body against it.
 
   I cried out again, dazed, eyes glazed, as he jerked back on my hair, his mouth in against the nape of my neck, biting, chewing, sucking, licking as his hips ground against my bruised buttocks.
 
   “Bitch,” he breathed, biting in and growling.
 
   His free hand plunged down my belly, forcing my hips out again, and when his fingers found my clit the orgasm screamed through my mind and body and shattered my mind. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I was – bemused – afterward. I wandered back to the party, shell-shocked, my body still ringing with the power of the orgasm, my pussy aching, remembering the thick girth of the cock I'd never seen driving up into it. The only thing I could think was “Wow!”.
 
   Oh wow!
I didn't see him again, didn't know his name, or anything about him. Talk about strangers in the night!
 
   Anything after that could only be, quite literally, anticlimactic, so I left, still a bit dazed. Rather than get a ride I decided to walk down the roadway, which was all downhill and which had a marvelous view. It was a warm summer night, and the stars were bright overhead. I didn't get far, though, perhaps a hundred yards, and then a huge black limousine slid to a stop just ahead of me. It wasn't just any limo. This was a stretch Mercedes. It was the sort of car which distinguished the wealthy from the merely well off.
 
   Now normally when a car slides to a halt as you're walking along a quiet, dark road, and its door opens, you'd back away. But not this car. I eased up to it and looked inside. It was him. He was sitting in the far corner, and made an imperious gesture for me to get in.
 
   I got in.
 
   The leather seats were like sitting on air, soft as butter. I looked forward, but there were only more seats facing me. The seats rose to within a few inches of the roof. The driver would be able to hear instructions but not see. The car started forward.
 
   “What shall I call you?” he said.
 
   Somehow, I realized it wasn't really a question. He wasn't asking me my name.
 
   “Isabel,” he said, running the name over his tongue. “No, doesn't suit you. An American girl. Katy? No, too plain. 
 
   “Riley,” I said, giving him my name.
 
   He considered it, then shook his head. “Too bloody Irish sounding.”
 
   He leaned closer and his hand reached out, fingers sliding through my hair.
 
   “Fire,” he said. “Yes, I like that. “I'll call you Fire.”
 
   I felt caught by his eyes, by the intensity of them.
 
   “You used to work as a waitress,” he said.
 
   “I do work as a – .”
 
   “I need an assistant. You'll be that assistant.”
 
   I stared at him for a long moment.
 
   “How do you know I can do that... sort of thing?” I asked almost incuriously.
 
   “You'll do what I tell you,” he said confidently.
 
   That should have made me snort with disdain. I'm not sure why I didn't.
 
   “Wh-what is your name?” I asked.
 
   “You can call me sir.”
 
   Breathtakingly arrogant!
 
   I inhaled deeply. “And what uhm, will I be doing?”
 
   “Many things,” he said softly.
 
   I wanted to frown, wanted to say I wasn't a whore, even though I'd just acted like one.
 
   He moved closer, and I held my hands up. He grasped them in a strong but gentle grip, then pulled them out to him, examining my wrists. He kissed the bruise forming on one, then his tongue eased out, sliding over the flesh. He turned my hand and his lips brushed across the knuckles before he looked up at me.
 
   “Take off your dress,” he said softly.
 
   It wasn't a request.
 
   I felt a surge of heat, a wild, kinky kind of heat, a thrill running up my spine, as though I were in unfamiliar but exciting territory. I glanced at the leather seats across from us as the car reached the bottom of the hill and headed into the brightly lit streets of the town. The windows were tinted, though, and the car felt so heavy, so luxurious, that it was as though I were cocooned inside.
 
   I undid the string behind my neck and let the front of my dress down, then slipped it down, raising my buttocks and pulling it out from under, then down my legs and off. Beneath, I wore my bikini. He reached behind me, undoing my bikini top, and, flushing, I pulled it off. Then, chest tightening, glancing at the little opening ahead, wondering what the driver was thinking, I pulled my thong off.
 
   I was naked.
 
   “On your knees,” he said.
 
   I stared at him, again overwhelmed by his arrogance, and not even sure if he was serious or pretending. But the thought of it made my pussy throb, and so I obeyed, sliding onto the floor. The carpeting was as luxurious as the leather seats, as he opened his legs and invited me in. I reached for his zipper, pulling it down, then undid his trousers and pulled free the belt. He took it from me and leaned forward, pulling my arms together behind my back. 
 
   He held them with one hand around my elbows, my arms in an X behind me as he wrapped the belt around them and yanked it tight. Somehow he locked it there, and then leaned back, filling his fist with my hair, pulling me firmly forward.
 
   Dazed, I stared at his cock as he pulled it free, and then he pulled my mouth down on it.
 
   His other hand reached under to knead my breast, then slid down onto my bottom and slapped it. I moaned around his cock, remembering the slaps earlier, wondering what manner of a relationship I was entering into, but a wild, dark thrill filling my mind and body as I began to suck. My lips rode up and down the front half of his cock as I licked at the underside, and he pulled at my hair in short, sharp little movements that reminded me how much in control he was.
 
   He slouched back, arrogant, calm, watching me as I sucked. I rolled my eyes up at him a time or two but felt overwhelmed by his gaze, and dropped my eyes back to his thick cock as it entered my mouth.
 
   I pulled off, and licked along the base of his cock, licked up and down, but he jerked up on my hair and 'forced' me back down onto it. I moaned excitedly, sucking, bobbing, and then pushed myself lower, the excitement allowing me to take him into my throat. I gagged weakly, for he was very thick, but the heat was churning within me, and I was able to force myself lower, to slide my throat down along the thick shaft until my face was pressed in against his groin.
 
   He held me in place for long seconds as my heart pounded, then I felt the pressure on my head ease, felt the pull on my hair, and slid slowly up. Again I gagged a little, cough as he came free of my throat. He pulled my head back and rubbed his spit wet cock back and forth over my face as I caught my breath. Then he pulled me down over his cock again, and I took him deep again. As my throat became numb to the pressure against it I was able to slowly slide up and down on him, bobbing my lips even as half his cock lay within my throat.
 
   I couldn't always do that, but heat filled me, and I wanted to, I don't know, impress him somehow.
 
   He stopped me and unfastened his trousers further, spreading them, pulling them down so he could pull my mouth against his balls. I sucked on them, first one, then the other, my nose nuzzling at his cock as he held it up. Then I kissed my way back up the shaft and took it into my mouth and throat once again.
 
   I could tell from the pressure of his hand on my head, on my hair, that he wanted me to go faster. That wasn't easy, but I did it, sucking and licking, bobbing up and down as he pushed and pulled at my head and hair. Then he jammed me fully down on his cock and held me there, both hands against me as he gasped and grunted. I knew he was coming, coming deep in my throat, and sucked hungrily until the pressure against my head eased.
 
   I pulled my mouth off him, pleased, and he released my hair. Panting, I sat back on my heels, my skin hot with excitement as I knelt there on that deliciously soft carpet. Naked.
 
   He stared at me, running his eyes up and down my body, then put himself back into his shorts and did up his pants. He sat up, leaned forward and reached for me, his hand sliding behind my neck and pulling me forward. His fingers shifted to my hair, and his other hand gripped my arm. He pulled me forward as I gasped, turned me, and sat me across his lap, my back to the window.
 
   “Spread your legs,” he said.
 
   I flinched, and obeyed as his hand slid between.
 
   “You'll be taking notes,” he said, the tips of his fingers casually stroking me. “You'll make phone calls on my behalf.”
 
   His hand moved up, cupping my breast, rolling the hard nipple between his fingertips.
 
   “You'll see that my coffee is made. You'll arrange for my meals when I need them delivered. You'll arrange for my laundry to be done and ensure quality is maintained in everything I get.”
 
   His hand slid between my legs again, fingers spreading the lips of my sex, then two fingers pushing into me.
 
   “You'll type up letters. You'll make reservations and travel arrangements. You'll hire servants. You'll deal with minor bureaucrats and functionaries on my behalf.”
 
   He eased his fingers out of me and slipped them into my mouth. I blinked, startled, but then closed my lips and began to suck as another dark thrill swept through me.
 
   “You'll be my bitch,” he said, watching me suck. “In every way.”
 
   He reached for something, something black. It was – like a vibrator, but covered in some sort of dull black material, like leather or rubber, with little studs. It buzzed, and he slid it between my legs, pressing it against my clit.
 
   The sensations were instantly overpowering, and I cried out, arching back, thighs clamping closed.
 
   “Legs open!” he barked.
 
   I jerked them open, trembling, moaning, the sensations continuous, like a live wire, only... only without that same sort of sharp aching pain. Instead my pussy was throbbing powerfully, shaking, quaking. I felt him grip my hair behind my neck and jerk my head up and back, arching my back. Then I felt his mouth on my breast, teeth digging in, tongue whipping across my stiff nipple as he began to suck.
 
   The sensations were intense! I was horribly aware of the chauffeur in front but couldn't keep quiet, couldn't keep still!
 
   It wasn't jut the vibrations, which were powerful. He was rubbing it against me, and the tactile sensation of that – whatever it was – material against my soft, slick clit was too wild, too intense!
 
   My insides were spasming violently!
 
   “Oh! Oh! Please! Please!” I cried, writhing, twisting, head pulled back as he sucked on my nipple and ground that awful, wonderful, terrible thing against my burning sex.
 
   The buzzing stopped, and I felt the thing pressing into me, penetrating me, sliding into me almost all the way, until only the tips of his fingers clutching the base remained outside. He continued to lick and suck on my breasts, on my nipples, though, and my head was still held, hair pulling me up and back.
 
   Then the thing began to buzz again, rubbing directly over my clit, and I cried out again and again, hips bucking frenziedly.
 
   “Oh! Please! Oh! Oh Oh! Please! Oh! Sir! Please sir! Please sir!” I cried, voice rising as the sensations screamed through my system.
 
   I writhed and twisted in helpless pleasure, then arched back even more as the orgasm tore through me and set my hips grinding and bucking violently against the vibrator.
 
   I could feel my nipples burning as he bit at them, his teeth grinding, pinching, his lips sucking, but the sensations were lost amid the hurricane of power the vibrator was rousing between my legs.
 
   I collapsed, gulping in air, chest heaving, and he pulled the vibrator away from my burning pussy. He slid out from under me, releasing my hair and dropping me onto the soft surface of the leather beneath. Groaning, I felt him lift my right leg up and press it back against the seat back, up high, so that I was slumped down. He wrapped a seat belt around it, then, grinning, lifted my other ankle up and apart, over to the edge of the door on my left. He pulled his tie out of his pocket, wrapped it around my ankle, and bound it there to a kind of strap overhead.
 
   This left me in the corner, legs spread obscenely wide, ankles up and out, and kind of slumped so that I rested on the small of my back. My arms, still bound behind me by his belt, were trapped and helpless as he examined the dildo. He pressed a lever in the base and a kind of tongue slid out from the side, a half inch wide clip of sorts.
 
   He slid the vibrator into my dripping pussy, pushing it deep, until that clip caught on the top edge of my sex, then he let it close. It squeezed down firmly across the top of my sex, right down on my clit. And then he turned the vibrator on again.
 
   “Oh! Oh God! Please!” I gasped, jerking against the bonds he had placed on me.
 
   Because, of course, I had just climaxed, and my clit was, as before, terribly oversensitive at that moment. The powerful vibrations buzzing into it were painfully overwhelming, and I squirmed and twisted in extreme discomfort as I sought to somehow expel the thing. But the clip was pressed down almost painfully tight against me, and the thickness of the thing made it difficult to expel.
 
   “Please!” I gasped breathlessly.
 
   The limousine pulled over, and I heard the driver's door open. That distracted me momentarily, as I felt the weight of his climbing out shift the car a little. Then he closed his door and walked around to the passenger door. He opened it and... the man.. whose name I still didn't know, got out. The door was closed behind them, leaving me alone, cocooned.
 
   And the vibrator buzzing at my clit.
 
   What the fuck – !?
 
   My ankles were still trapped, up and back, my legs obscenely open, and I stared at the vibrator as the discomfort began to twist, began to shift, to turn into a hot, burning pleasure that had me grinding and twisting and then crying out in pleasure as another orgasm tore through me.
 
   Now perhaps I should explain that I had, of course, tried vibrators in the past. I don't know if it was like beer – that is, you had to get used to it, but I had not enjoyed my limited exposure to them. The sensations were uncomfortably intense, and not at all pleasurable, and I had not attempted to endure through that discomfort to something more pleasurable which might come in its wake.
 
   Now that choice was taken from me. And as I sank from the heights of orgasmic pleasure, and the vibrator continued to buzz against my swollen, aching clit, the intensity overwhelmed me and I twisted and cried out again, and again, and again, unable to remain still, my entire body, from head to toes, writhing and twisting and pulling as the sensations screamed into me.
 
   And yet, as before, the sensations shifted, twisted, turned, and my clit was now burning with sexual energy, my entire body trembling with it so that, as before, I couldn't remain still. My body writhed and twisted and I arched and jerked and sobbed at the wild, churning waves of sensory pleasure washing over me. Again I came, screaming now, my insides aching from the repeated muscle spasms.
 
   Cocooned, in the heavy, smothering comfort and security of the limousine, I sobbed and cried out and twisted and thrashed through orgasm after orgasm, nearly losing my mind from the sensations, hips bucking frenziedly, eyes wide and wild as I gulped in air and cried out in broken sobs.
 
   Oh! My! God! It was insane! I was very nearly insane! Every muscle in my body ached!
 
   My introduction to Jeremy, His driver and bodyguard, came when he opened the door next to me, and casually reached in to turn off the vibrator. He undid my legs, lifted me as though weightless, and carried me in his arms through the door of a building I was too dazed to notice, then down a long corridor, up a flight of stairs, and down a much wider corridor with a black and white marble tiled floor.
 
   Covered in sweat, chest heaving, groaning, breathless, light-headed, I didn't care. I was just grateful that the buzzing was gone. Although weirdly, I missed it too. As my head cleared a little I began to feel my face burn at my nudity, at this strange man carrying me in his arms. My own arms were still strapped behind me, making it impossible to do anything to cover myself. But he hardly seemed to notice me as he carried me into a bedroom which was about twice the size of the apartment I shared with four other girls.
 
   There was an enormous canopied bed covered in bed pillows and lace ahead of us, antique dressers to the left, antique chairs to the right. He carried me past them and into a bathroom which had polished brown and gold tiles on the floor and wall. To one side was a raised tub which could have seated a half dozen people. There were two stairs of gold and brown below it, and the tub itself was slate black. 
 
   And filled. With bubbles.
 
   He bent and sat me on the top step, then unfastened the belt, freeing my arms. He gave me an expressionless nod, turned and left, closing the door behind him.
 
   I stared at it, speechless.
 
   Then I reached down, groaning, cupping my sex. It felt as though I'd had a live wire passed through it for hours and hours on end, as if my nerve endings had become so overwhelmed they'd frayed like the tip of my hair. My sex felt swollen and horribly sensitive.
 
   There was a long counter along the far wall, with two sinks and two large, gold framed mirrors. The lights were recessed under the cupboard doors beneath. To my left was a shower enclosure with thick gold tinted glass, again, easily large enough to hold a half dozen people, maybe a dozen if they were crammed together.
 
   There was a bidet and a toilet, of course,  heated towel holder covered in big, fluffy black towels, and a slowly turning fan overhead on the ceiling. There was a makeup table, with a chair before it, and a padded bench next to the shower. There was a window behind the tub, looking out onto a large green yard bordered by twenty foot tall hedges. Potted flowers and plants were scattered about, especially along the stairs and ledges of the tub.
 
   With nothing better coming to mind, I turned and, groaning, climbed into the tub, sinking slowly into the hot, bubbly water.
 
   And there wondered what the hell I had gotten myself into.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   But the tub was luxurious, as was everything else. And it was peaceful, and relaxing. And so I lay back, trying to catch my mental breath and think. I was to be his 'assistant'. That, of course, presumed I went along with this insanity. But why wouldn't I? It almost had to be a better job than waitress, and would certainly pay better. It would look far better on my resume, as well, and allow me, eventually to move on to jobs which contained more responsibility.
 
   As for his kinky sex, well, that was daunting, but only because the thought of it filled me with uncertainty about what he would do next. Certainly what he'd done thus far had been shocking but thrilling. Could I honestly wish it hadn't happened? That wild time up on the edge of the stairs? That shocking, kinky sex in his limousine? No!
 
   He seemed astoundingly arrogant, too arrogant to be real. So he was putting on an act, playing a game. I could accept that. I liked to play games too. And he was rich, handsome, and very good with his hands!
 
   I blushed hotly every time I thought of the chauffeur untying me, pulling the vibrator from my burning sex, and carrying me naked up the stairs! Public nudity was not as shocking to me as it was before my time in the south of France, where nude and semi-nude bathing was so commonplace, but this was considerably more blatantly sexual! And when I thought of what he had listened to from the front of the car, well, my face felt horribly hot! What a slut he must think I was!
 
   I got over my tiredness quickly in the face of so many thoughts whirling through my head. I got out of the tub, dried off with the fluffy towels, and blow-dried my hair before walking back into the large bedroom with a towel wrapped around me.
 
   There was no sign of the dress I had worn. I checked the drawers of the dressers, but all were empty. There was a large walk-in closet, also empty. I pursed my lips and considered wrapping a sheet around myself, but whether wrapped in sheet or towel I would be reluctant to leave this room and wander about looking for him. It was very late, though, and so I cast aside the towel and climbed into bed. I found a remote control in the beside table and after some experimenting managed to bring the television rising from a flat chest across from the bed.
 
   I flicked channels, waiting for him to come, to talk, to explain further, and lay naked in the bed, reliving the astonishing events of the evening and feeling more than a little sexual and aroused. My nipples were stiff with anticipation, and my pussy felt warm and tender to the touch. But he didn't come, and I wound up falling asleep.
 
   ***
 
   I wakened hungry, with the smell of coffee in my nose. I sat up in bed, confused, at first, as I looked around, then remembered as my eyes saw the wheeled tray sitting by a low table across from the bed. The tray held coffee, tea, milk, orange juice, and a number of covered dishes. Bemused and yet wary, I threw back the sheets and climbed out of bed. I glanced uncertainly at the door, then wrapped a sheet around myself as I padded to the table.
 
   My stomach throbbed, and I sat down, then lifted the metal covers to find bacon and eggs, ham, pancakes, and toast. Someone, I thought, considered what the most likely breakfasts and breakfast drinks were for an American woman and then simply made them all. Normally, I didn't eat much for breakfast, but my late night had been energetic and draining, and, well, it was all just there. I didn't have to make it.
 
   No way I could eat it all, of course, and didn't try. I had some pancakes, some bacon, and some toast, with a bit of a bagel. I drank the juice and some coffee. Then, I went back into the bathroom, and had some fun experimenting with the shower, learning how to activate and direct the multiple shower heads. I'd never had a shower with more than one. The main difference seemed to be I had hot water pouring onto me from all directions, so didn't have to constantly turn and turn under one stream.
 
   When I emerged from the bathroom I had still not heard from anyone. I resigned myself to donning the sheet and going downstairs in it, when, as I passed the walk-in closet, my eyes took note of something different. Something hung on a hangar, and it certainly wasn't there when I had gone to sleep. I thought, of course, that someone had cleaned my dress and brought it to me, but was mistaken.
 
   On the hangar was a black pinstriped blazer over a white silk shirt which buttoned down the middle. Clipped to it was a very short pinstriped black skirt. I checked the size on the labels, shaking my head in amazement. I took the hangar down and then looked around. There was a single pair of shoes on the shoe rack; black, stiletto heels. I scooped them up, then looked around again. No underwear.
 
   I went back into the bedroom and tossed the things on the bed, then checked the drawers of the antique dressers. In one, I found a lacy black bra and thong clipped together, clearly new. There was also a pair of lovely silk stockings; black, partly sheer, with lines of roses going up the sides.
 
   How, I wondered, had he gotten these things in my size in such a brief period of time in the middle of the night?! I would have to ask him. For now, I gratefully put on the underwear, then slipped on the blouse. It was quite tight across the chest, which didn't surprise me. I pulled the skirt up and zipped it, then stepped into the shoes with their four inch heels. Lastly, I slipped on the blazer and went to the large mirror in the walk-in closet.
 
   I looked, well, I don't know. It was true that in some of the European countries girls dressed considerably more provocatively at the office than would ever be considered acceptable in the United States. But I thought this was pushing it, even for France. Still, it was better than walking around in a towel. I opened the door and stepped out into the hall, feeling a little sense of breathy excitement at the opulence of the place.
 
   I walked along uncertainly, calling out, now and then, but receiving no reply. I discovered a broad, curving staircase and went down into a large central hall which had an enormous chandelier high overhead, then continued along through a series of rooms which reminded me of the travel videos I'd seen of Buckingham Palace. Don't ask me of the styles for it was all quite beyond me. 
 
   “Miss Fire?”
 
   I gasped and whirled, then blushed hotly to see the man who had carried me inside. He was taller and broader shouldered than Sir. He looked to be about forty, with an oval face, dark, receding hair and long sideburns. 
 
   “Come this way, please,” he said, turning his back on me.
 
   I bit my lip, then obeyed. He was certainly a large man, with broad shoulders, a veritable giant. No wonder he'd had no trouble carrying me. Should I thank him, I wondered, embarrassed. No, I just couldn't bring myself to refer to that in any way! God!
 
   I followed him out back and onto an enormous stone balcony which overlooked a long, rectangular pool. The man who referred to himself as 'sir' sat at a metal table, with a newspaper open in front of him and a china mug of coffee steaming in the morning air. He glanced at me idly, pointed at the chair across from him, and returned to his paper.
 
   I bit my lip, frowning, then sat.
 
   “Would you like coffee, tea?” the other man asked.
 
   I couldn't look at him! 
 
   “Coffee, please,” I said, blushing. “Two sugar and one milk.”
 
   He turned and walked away, and I sighed in relief.
 
   “Jeremy is an amazing Jack of all trades,” the man said. “You should learn to emulate him.”
 
   I made a note to myself to look up what 'emulate' meant.
 
   “That phone is for you,” he said, pointing at a smart phone sitting on the table
 
   I picked it up curiously.
 
   In the contact list, you'll find a list of names which will help you enormously in many aspects of your job. Remember that your job is be my assistant, to arrange to have things done. That doesn't mean you do it yourself. You'll spend your time near me, ready to take care of something when I need it taken care of.”
 
   I checked the contact list. It was lengthy. Each contact had a name, and beside it, some sort of duty, be it legal affairs, accounting, meals, laundry, staffing, gardening, news and magazines, mens clothing, hotels and restaurants, limousine services, air travel, etc. They were all in separate folders by country. There were a number of other names next to what I assumed were companies of some sort.
 
   “Uhm, excuse me, sir, but, we haven't discussed, well, hours or pay or – .”
 
   “Your pay is one hundred thousand dollars a year. Your hours are whatever I say they are on any given day. You'll work until I tell you that you can go home. However, wherever you are, at any time, you're to consider yourself on-call. Don't ever be far from that phone. When I want you, I'll call, and you'll abandon whatever you're doing and get here.”
 
   I was still trying to cope with the pay. A hundred thousand dollars was a ridiculous amount, from my point of view! I'd never made more than a fifth of that!
 
   “Get yourself a note book to jot down notes. You can also take oral notes on that phone.
 
   He pushed his chair back from the table. “Speaking of oral,” he said.
 
   He snapped his fingers at his groin and motioned to me, and I was momentarily speechless at this incredible arrogance!
 
   But there was also something like amusement and a challenge in his eyes, and I wondered if he was deliberately baiting me, trying to outrage me, trying to inspire me to say something insulting.
 
   “I expect instant obedience to my orders, Fire,” he said, eyes narrowing.
 
   Fire!? What a stupid name! But with that big number still floating behind my eyes I slid off my chair and then dropped to my knees in front of him. My face flushed, and I was horribly aware of all the empty windows of the large house above, and the possibility that 'Jeremy' might return at any moment with my coffee.
 
   But a hot, throbbing sense of dark arousal swept through me, as well. And so I reached for his zipper and pulled it down. I slid my hand delicately inside, found the opening in his boxer shorts, and eased his mostly soft cock out, pulling it through the opening as I leaned in and licked at the underside of the head.
 
   It was a shockingly wicked thing to do, for me. I was kneeling on the balcony with a man whose name I still didn't know, my fingers wrapped around his cock! I was amazed at myself, but then, I had done amazing things the other night, too. And I felt wicked, but deliciously wicked as I closed my lips around his rapidly hardening cock and began to suck. He lengthened, and pushed up and out into my mouth as I began to slide my lips up and down.
 
   I heard the sound of approaching footsteps from behind but his hand came down on my head, pushing me further, and I gagged weakly as his cock slipped into my throat. 
 
   “Leave it there, Jeremy. She'll get it when she's finished,” he said casually.
 
   “Of course, sir,” I heard the man murmur behind me.
 
   My face blazed with heat, and I felt shocked, numbed by embarrassment. Yet it passed quickly as the man retreated, for concern for breathing was uppermost in my head as my skull began to pound with pressure. His hand eased up and I slid back up the long length of his cock, gasping as it emerged into my mouth, sucking weakly then gasping for breath.
 
   “You need to wear a nice red lipstick,” he said. “I think those lovely lips of yours will look even more delicious wrapped around my cock with a dark red lipstick. Always wear it.”
 
   His fingers were in my hair, and he tugged my head up and back, my mouth coming off his slick, glistening cock.
 
   “Say yes sir,” he said.
 
   “Yes, sir!” I gasped.
 
   He guided my mouth back onto his cock and I sucked and bobbed as his fingers combed lightly through my hair.
 
   “I've ordered more clothing for you,” he said. “Things I found on the internet. You'll be my little Barbie doll, and I get to dress you – and undress you.”
 
   I heard him laugh lightly as he pushed down on my head and his cock pushed up into my throat again.
 
   A hundred thousand dollars was a ridiculous amount, I thought. I would do just about anything for that kind of money!
 
   And besides, despite the embarrassment, I was still feeling deliciously exotic and sexual from submitting to his orders to engage in such raw, wickedly slutty behavior. My lips bobbed up and down as I sucked, and the birds twittered in nearby trees as the sun shone brightly down from above. The stone was hot and hard against my knees, but I paid it little heed. I was becoming light headed as he repeatedly pushed me down all the way on his cock, for I wasn't exactly expert at deep throating.
 
   And then he pulled me up completely, getting to his feet. He bent me over the table and lifted my short skirt up.
 
   “You won't need these,” he said, tugging down my panties. “Jeremy included them by mistake. You'll wear nothing against your pussy unless I tell you to.”
 
   He pulled them down my legs and I lifted each foot as he pulled them off and tossed them away.  Then his hand slapped down sharply against my bottom.
 
   Crack!
 
   I yelped and my head jerked up and about to protest, but was pushed back down again.
 
   “Legs straight, and apart,” he said calmly, “bottom raised up.”
 
   Another sharp slap made me yelp, but the dark heat was rising, and my pussy throbbed with anticipation and excitement. God, this was nasty!
 
   “Memorize that position,” he said, hand sliding along the lips of my sex. 
 
   He inserted a finger into my moist heat, then added a second, pumping them, twisting them. When they withdrew, I groaned in pleasure as his cock pushed into me in their stead. I closed my eyes as I felt his cock thrusting deep into my belly, then felt the soft fabric of his trousers against my buttocks.
 
   He ground himself against me slowly, then I felt him gathering up my hair and pulling it back as he began to thrust. I felt myself get breathless, my head forced back, but his fist holding it tight against my back to keep me bent. I felt the warmth of the sunlit table against my breasts through the thin fabric of my blouse as I stared off at the trees in the distance. My thighs began to ache as his thrusting hips knocked them into the edge of the table harder and harder.
 
   He started to jerk back on my hair each time he thrust into me, and when I twisted to instinctively ease the pain he slapped my bottom again.
 
   “Hold still,” he ordered.
 
   The table shook as my body jerked atop it, and his cock rode me as his fingers twisted and pulled at my hair. I was pinned tightly in place, my breasts pillowed out against the hard table as his fists gripped my hair and at the same time pushed down against my back just below the neck. My thighs ground against the side of the table, and my hard nipples were crushed and rubbed back and forth in time to his thrusts.
 
   I felt his thumb rubbing against my small back passage, then pushing against it.
 
   “Wear a butt-pug from now on,” he said, “in case I want to make use of your lovely little ass. I”ll find something for your buttery pussy, too. I wouldn't want you to get bored when you were doing merely office type work for me.”
 
   His hips thrust harder and faster for some seconds, then he eased back, keeping just the head inside as I gasped weakly. Another sting of pain ripped into the swirling, churning heat as he slapped my bottom once again.
 
   “Keep those legs straight and apart,” he ordered. “Bottom high and well-presented.”
 
   Another slap and I gasped and twisted against his hold on my hair.
 
   “No rebellious attitudes, young lady, or there'll be disciplinary measures taken.”
 
   I moaned as he sank himself into me again and fought my shaky knees to keep my legs straight and locked. His cock felt incredible as it drove into me, my insides burning and thrumming with sensation as the whole outrageous nature of what I was doing, of what he was doing, turned my insides to hot steam.
 
   And then he stopped, just like that, ground himself against me, and pulled free.
 
   He had come, and he released my hair, did up his zipper and sat down again as calmly as can be, while I slowly, gasping, feeling a sense of disbelief, straightened up.
 
   “Don't worry,” he said, picking up the paper. “Our organization strongly believes in job training and mentoring. You'll be instructed in raising your skill level.”
 
   I was almost trembling with the wild charge of sexual excitement inside me, but as I straightened and my skirt slid back down there didn't seem to be anything to do but to sit down before my rubbery legs dropped me on my ass.
 
   “I tend to go in late and work late” he said, hardly looking at me. “That means in the morning, you can do other tasks and help upgrade your skills. 
 
   I just looked at him, somewhat dazed, and still out of breath.
 
   “We'll be flying to Rome tomorrow. I have business there. After that we're off to Cairo. Jeremy has been looking after things. Go and see him and he'll instruct you in what you need to know.”
 
   * * *
 
   Making travel arrangements proved to be fairly simple. He traveled constantly, and stayed in the same hotels. Jeremy had a list, so it was just a matter of calling whichever hotel in whichever city it was he was going to. Likewise, he had a list of preferred restaurants, and meals, as well as the sorts of services “Sir” wanted whenever he traveled. The reservations were to always be in the name of Mr. Jones because Sir didn't want anyone to know where he was staying.
 
   Nor would Jeremy tell me his name. He just smirked when I asked, and I was too bashful and embarrassed at being forced to talk to him after my most recent humiliation to really press.
 
   A hundred thousand a year, I told myself. Plus I got to live in places like this!
 
   There was a huge indoor pool and, having no suit, I swam naked, then returned to my room. On the bed were three objects. One was an enema bag, one was a butt-plug, and the other turned out to be a sort of vibrator. There was a note which said I was to use the first every morning, then insert the second. 
 
   The third was to be worn at all times. It turned out to be a sort of clip vibrator. That is, consisted of two narrow arms, each little thicker than a thumb, attached at one end by a spring clip. One arm slid into my pussy, about three inches. The second pressed against my lower abdomen just above my pussy. The pressure of the clip held it in place.
 
   I mulled them over for some time, alternately indignant and angry, and darkly aroused. 
 
   The phone on the bedside rang, and I picked it up.
 
   “Hello?” I asked warily.
 
   It was Jeremy.
 
   “You have an appointment at Madam Soisson's salon,” he said. “I shall have the car waiting downstairs.”
 
   “But – .”
 
   He hung up, and I frowned unhappily, then quickly dressed and hurried downstairs.
 
   “Who is Madam Soisson's?” I asked when I found him out in the limousine.
 
   He nodded for me to get in the back and didn't reply.
 
   The drive was in silence, until I found the stereo, then the TV. I have to say, traveling like that, in the big stretch limo, well, I told myself I could get used to it. We drove down into the town and pulled up before what was clearly an expensive spa. I got out and looked at Jeremy.
 
   “Uhm, who is the appointment for? I mean, what name...”
 
   “Fire,” he said.
 
   I rolled my eyes, turned and went in.
 
   They did indeed have an appointment for me. It was to be the first session in laser hair removal. All hair from my hips to my ankles was to be removed permanently. Now I kept myself well shaved to begin with, so it wasn't that I particularly wanted hair. But I again felt a sense of breathlessness at how outrageously arrogant was the man who would make such an appointment without even asking me, without even telling me! He simply assumed I would do it!
 
   Of course, he was right. I loathed shaving my legs, and to get them permanently hair free, well, yes, it would be a little painful, but it would spare me a lifetime of shaving or waxing, so was well worth it. Especially since I wasn't paying for it! Getting my pussy done would be embarrassing, but I would cope.
 
   It, too, would be worth it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Rome was gorgeous. And we traveled there by private jet! No economy class train travel for Sir! The interior of the plain was luxurious, much like an extended version of the limousine.  And I joined the mile high club, giving him another blow job, and then riding his cock on the way down there.
 
   I was starting to get wary about all the sex. I mean, don't get me wrong. I loved sex, and he was good at it, but was this what I was being paid for? Because I had no intention of being someone's kept whore, even if it was for a high salary. I wasn't a prostitute, after all!
 
   Once we got there, though, Jeremy kept me busy, as I had to follow him and take notes on everything he was doing. It turned out to be a lot. Sir didn't want to be bothered with any of the routine stuff that the rest of us deal with in life. Everything that could be done for him, was to be done for him. Doors were to be held for him. Elevator buttons would be pressed. Phone calls made and taken. Lunches arranged to be served the moment he sat down. Drinks were to be ordered. Music was to be made ready; soft classic rock music (gag).
 
   I met Yvonne for the first time. She was a tall, forbidding looking black woman, and when I say black I mean very, very dark. She took notes at his business meetings, and instructed me to do likewise. Afterward, she pointed out how much I'd screwed up, and showed me what I should have been taking notes of, the kinds of things Sir wanted to be used to refresh his memory at a later time.
 
   But here's the thing. She probably wasn't sitting there with no panties, with a big butt-plug stuffed up her ass, and with that clip vibrator thing inside her – and outside her. It turned out it was remote operated, for Sir could start it at any time. When he did, the thing buzzed very distinctly against my clit. It was a low-level buzzing, a low level vibration, but it was right against my clit, and pressing it back against the one inside me which was kind of jammed up against my G-spot.
 
   It made me wet, and made it hard to concentrate. It also made me nervous, fearful someone else could hear it. So yes, I was squirming a bit, and finding it hard to focus my attention. But I didn't feel that was entirely my fault!
 
   The hotel room, by the way, was a penthouse suite. It was enormous, and included a pool and a balcony large enough to hold a party for a hundred people on. However, the dining room, while gorgeous, had no food in it, because it, turned out, that as well as ordering the food prepared for you, you have to arrange to have it delivered to your suite. I had presumed that went without saying, but it turned out Italians needed such things explained to them.
 
   Sir wasn't happy at not having his food ready, and glowered at me.
 
   It took about twenty minutes to have it delivered and set up by the hotel staff, so I didn't consider it much of a crisis, and besides, I was still learning.
 
   I did get to eat the same food, though, at that gorgeous table., while a waiter in a tuxedo brought and removed dishes and drinks. I let myself pretend I was rich, and living with Sir.
 
   After he'd removed everything, though, Sir turned to me and said. “Go and brush your teeth, Fire, and then come out to the balcony. Don't bring your clothes with you.”
 
   I gaped at him a bit, but he got up and left the room, and, feeling a hot little thrum of excitement, I ignored my indignation as I went to the room assigned me, brushed my teeth in the en-suite bathroom, then, a little pensive, stripped. I was a little breathless with anticipation as I walked naked through the suite. I still had the butt plug on, and the vibrator thing, and was anxious about what he intended.
 
   I'd never really been one for anal sex, but after having that plug in me all day I was starting to thing I wanted to try it.
 
   I found him out on the balcony by the pool. There was an elegant wrought iron table there, with a huge golden bowl of assorted fruits and vegetables on it. He sat beside it, on a padded iron chair, looking like a king on his throne. He was wearing a bathing suit, and I let myself admire his firm, athletic body as I self-consciously walked over to him.
 
   “Kneel,” he said quite casually.
 
   I bit my tongue and sank to my knees before him.
 
   “Turn around.”
 
   Again I obeyed, a bit wonderingly.
 
   “Cross your wrists behind your back.”
 
   I put my arms back warily, turning my head around to look and see him produce a black rope about two feet long. I gasped a bit but didn't pull away as he crossed my wrists, then wrapped the soft thin rope around them and bound them tightly behind my back.
 
   “Turn around. I'm going to instruct you in how I want my oral sex,” he said.
 
   I turned slowly, awkwardly, gingerly testing the rope around my wrists and finding it firm and tight.
 
   “You don't like my blow jobs?” I demanded.
 
   He frowned at me. “Oral sex,” he said. “Don't say blowjobs.”
 
   “I never had any complaints before,” I said indignantly.
 
   In fact, I had had my tongue pierced a year earlier because I'd heard it was especially pleasurable for men, and as I told him, no one had ever done less than compliment me on my skill and enthusiasm.
 
   “No doubt you had less experienced, less discerning recipients. You should thank me, girl. I'm going to make you very, very good at oral sex. No doubt your future boyfriends will be delighted.”
 
   He slipped off his shorts and I stared at his cock, realizing for the first time that he had no pubic hair. I guessed he'd been to a spa to have it removed, as well, and marveled a bit at that, since few men do it, and especially few men over thirty.
 
   “Why did you tie me up?” I asked
 
   “Because I like the image of a pretty girl tied up,” he said, “Besides, this is oral sex. You'll focus more on oral skills if you can't use your hands.”
 
   He produced a thin, Y-shaped golden chain and dangled it before me.
 
   “This will be instructive, as well,” he said with an amused grin.
 
   He leaned forward, cupping and fondling my breasts, and I felt my nipples throbbing in response. Being naked, my wrists tied up, well, it was hot outside, but I was much hotter inside. I watched him, watched his fingers, felt my chest tightening and he plucked and pinched and rubbed and rolled my nipples until they were swollen and aching. Then he took the end of the chain and there was a loop there. He slipped my nipple through the little loop, then tugged it tight.
 
   It hurt! I yelped and twisted back until he ordered me still, my nipple burning as the loop squeezed in harshly around the tender little button. But it began to ease, though never stopped throbbing. Then he slipped another loop over my other nipple. It ached too, but he now had a sort of leash attached to my nipples, and he used it, tugging me forward between his thighs.
 
   For the next hour he put on a clinic of sorts, instructing me in exactly how he liked his oral sex. He guided me in against his balls, so I could suck them gently, massage them inside my mouth, kiss and lick them, and then slide my tongue in under his scrotum to like the very underside of his cock. 
 
   The vibrator kept buzzing, and his hands often roamed my body, caressing and kneading my breasts and stroking along my ribs and back and shoulders. He used the chain not only to pull me forward and keep me there, but to reinforce his points. Every time I failed to apply just the right amount of suction or lick just as hard as he wanted he'd give the chain a sharp tug, which made my nipples burn, as he corrected me.
 
   With my wrists tied behind my back there was nothing I could do about it either. He also often pulled on my hair, especially when he was forcing my lips all the way down to the base of his shaft. My nipples were soon throbbing painfully, and every tug made me yelp, even if my mouth was full. But here's the thing, I was feeling so helpless, and being tied up was so kinky, that I was incredibly aroused throughout.
 
   And usually, giving oral sex is not that arousing to me. This time, though, I was really hot, and every time he made me stop so he could further instruct me I was reluctant. I wanted that cock deep in my throat! Or better yet, deep in my pussy! And all I got was the pressure of that slender thing up inside me, and the buzzing against my clit. They made me incredibly hot, especially given how wild and kinky this was, and frazzled my mind, but weren't quite enough to push me over the edge. That meant I was super hot and kept that way, gasping and moaning in heat even as my nipples jerked me forward or he pulled on my hair or shoved my head down.
 
   I was amazed he was able to keep his cock hard for so long, even with him constantly stopping me to explain things, and letting his cock relax while he did so. Of course, I'd been aroused most of the day, so by then, and with the kinky bondage and nudity and sex, well, I was incredibly turned on! His treating it like it was some sort of clinical exercise in training was actually making it even more of a dark thrill because of how outrageous that idea was.
 
   He was so unemotional about it, you see, as if he were showing me how to use a word processor or a Cuisinart!
 
   He stopped, at one point, pulling me back by the hair. He was wasn't emotional now, though. His face was flushed and his voice strained, and I knew he was fighting not to come even as he pulled my head up and back by the hair and made my body twist and writhe. He held me at arms length for long, breathless seconds, then yanked me forward so that I cried out in pain. He pulled me, not into his lap but up across it, then slapped my bottom sharply.
 
   His fingers pried at the butt plug, and I groaned as I felt the thickness of it pushing against my sphincter, then pushing out, spreading my wrinkled back opening apart as it slid through. He pushed it back inside, then pulled it back again, and I moaned as my hips ground helplessly back at him.
 
   He chuckled throatily, then.
 
   “Do you want to come, you horny little slut?” he growled.
 
   “Yes!” I gasped breathlessly. “Yes, sir!”
 
   “Beg for it, slut!”
 
   “Please make me come, sir!” I moaned.
 
   “You don't deserve to come yet, you nasty little slut.”
 
   He shoved the butt-plug back in then gripped the vibrator and pulled it completely free. I moaned as the vibrations finally ceased, for weak as they were, they'd been driving me to distraction for hours. But now I felt his fingers inside me, spreading me open, two, three fingers, pumping in and out.
 
   Crack! His hand slapped down against my buttocks with stinging force.
 
   “Nasty little slut,” he purred.
 
   Crack! His hand slapped me again as his fingers pulled free. Then something else pushed against me and I felt the lips of my sex forced inward, then spread open as a long, thick, cylindrical object was pushed into my belly. It was cool, at first, and sick with something. He pumped it in and out, then drove it even deeper. I had no idea what it was, some sort of dildo, I figured. A thick one. A long one!
 
   God! I was feeling so fucking hot! I rolled my hips like a wanton whore, gulping in air as he slapped my ass and then pulled whatever it was back and out. It pushed against me again, and this time it seemed thicker. I tried to turn my head around, to see what it was, but my upper chest was hanging over the edge of the chair he was seated in and I couldn't raise my head enough to see. He slapped my ass again, and I squealed, then gasped as the thing pushed into me.
 
   It was thick! It was way thicker than what he had first used! I felt myself stretching like never before, and moaned a complaint even as I writhed and twisted in helpless heat. My wrists tugged and pulled against the rope, and there was something wildly thrilling about how secure it was, at how helpless I was in his hands.
 
   I felt him shoving the thing deep, deep, achingly deep, gloriously deep inside me! It was so deep I felt the pressure against the back wall of my sex deep inside, and my pussy lips strained painfully, but wonderfully wide.
 
   Crack! He slapped my ass again.
 
   “Are you a bad girl?” he growled.
 
   “Y-Yes!” I gasped. “I'm a bad girl, sir!”
 
   Crack! 
 
   I moaned, and then shuddered as he pulled the butt-plug free, then pushed something else against me; something thicker, something thick and long. I moaned as it slid in and out slickly, gasped and cried out as he pushed it ever deeper, filling me to overflowing. I had never been so aroused for so long, and could hardly think straight, even as he yanked on my hair and lifted my upper body up and back again, sliding me off him and onto my knees before him once more.
 
   I jerked my eyes down in a the brief moment when my hair was free, and saw the thick, rounded green body of one of the cucumber sticking out of my pussy. I was stunned at the size of it, at the realization he'd forced that huge cucumber up deep into my pussy! And I knew that the thing in my ass was another cucumber. I was dazed, thunderstruck, and outraged.
 
   And I almost came. If I could have just squeezed my thighs together I would have exploded. But in that instant he yanked forward on the chain, hard. My nipples screamed. I screamed, and as I was jerked forward he grabbed my tangled red hair and forced my mouth down onto his hard, steely cock.
 
   I gurgled and gagged as he pushed me all the way down, swallowing every inch of his cock as he jammed my face into his groin. 
 
   I felt so... well, dominated, so mastered, so helpless, in a dazed, incredibly excited way that I didn't even begin to understand. The way he was manhandling me, using me, taking charge of me, made me feel like his bitch, like his slave, in an incredibly dark, erotic sort of way that made me want to cry out at the hot thrills twisting within my over-filled belly.
 
   “Ahhh,” he sighed. “Swallow that, you nasty little slut.”
 
   Of course, there was nothing to swallow as his cock was already deep in my throat, and his come was pouring directly down into my stomach. He lifted me up and back by the hair, and leaned forward, kind of holding me like that, his hands lifting my hair up at the top of my hair.
 
   “Are you my bitch?” he panted.
 
   I moaned dazedly and he slapped my face lightly.
 
   “Are you my bitch?”
 
   “Y-Yes!” I gasped.
 
   He slapped my face again, and again, still lightly, but stinging.
 
   “Are you my bitch?”
 
   “Yes! Yes, sir!” I cried weakly.
 
   He dragged me over his lap again, and then his hand cracked down against my bottom.
 
   “Then you need to be punished for not having my dinner ready,” he said.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   Each blow was sharp and the stinging, and I cried out weakly, writhing atop him, staring at the patio stones beneath as my bottom burned way up above. I cried out again as I felt him pressing against the cucumbers, pulling, then pushing harder.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   I felt his fingers at my clit, and opened my mouth in a soundless cry of wordless pleasure.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   Again he paused, pressing against the cucumber sticking out of my ass, then gripping the other, pulling it and twisting it slowly, slowly, pulling, pulling more – more – more – more – twisting – pulling, until it was just barley inside me.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   His hand slapped against my bottom again as he twisted and turned the cucumber, then he thrust it back into me with a long, slow, determined push against the aching tightness of my elastic pussy slave as his fingers rubbed harshly against my clit.
 
   I screamed as I came, caring nothing whatever for who heard or what they thought. My upper body, which hung over the edge of the chair, thrashed and twisted. My legs kicked and flailed, and my hips bucked frantically up against him as the orgasm consumed my world and tore my mind to pieces. The pleasure was so intense it was painful, but I thrilled to the pain as my nervous system tore itself apart, overloaded by the wild frenzy of sensations flooding through me.
 
   * * *
 
   Sir liked to play with ropes. 
 
   The soft, flexible rope he'd used to tie my wrists together behind my back was, afterward, used to tie my wrists together above my head, and on the other side of one of the two foot thick fluted column which went from floor to ceiling just inside the entrance hall.
 
   He had doubled up a long length of the rope and tied loops in it. Then, as I still hung over the edge of his chair, he guided those loops up around my breasts, and slowly worked them tighter right up against my ribs. The pressure made my breasts throb even more, and press out more tautly below. My nipples ached even more as he pulled me up and back, then lifted me in his arms and carried me inside.
 
   I could barely stand, still shell-shocked from the incredible intensity of the orgasm. I swayed weakly as he pushed me against the pillar, then leaned back, chest heaving. I did nothing as he drew my wrists, which he'd just untied, up and back behind the pillar, then tied them together again. There was something on the other side of the pillar, something which kept them from sliding down, but I didn't care and wasn't thinking about it.
 
   He  drew the doubled ropes which led to the loops around my breasts, back around behind the column and tied them tightly together, pressing my soft, warm back firmly against the cool stone. More rope pulled my ankles back to the sides of the column and bound them immovably in place. But the most intrusive, most noticeable of the ropes was the one which circled my hips. It too went behind the column to tie over what must be some sort of nail or screw or ring there, for it definitely had a strong, upward pull.
 
   The rope around my hips was attached to the doubled up rope which went down between my legs, circled the cucumber still inside me, circled the one sticking out of my bottom, and up between my buttocks in back, then went up and back behind the column again, tugging sharply on my hips, kind of lifting me up onto the balls of my feet. 
 
   He had removed the Y-shaped chain which had squeezed my nipples, and now they were swollen and ultra sensitive. He tied small cords around each nipple, which made them ache and burn again, then made me stick out my tongue as far as I could. He removed the stud I had in my tongue and replaced with with a ring, then tied the two cords to it!
 
   That meant, of course, that my tongue was pulled over my lower lip, and that if I jerked it up at all it pulled on my nipples! I moaned a dazed complaint, but then a silken scarf went around my head over my eyes and the world disappeared behind it.
 
   I moaned weakly, and relaxed into my bonds as much as I could. The orgasm had drained me, drained my energy, drained my mind, drained my soul. I wanted to curl up in a ball and lie still for an hour or two or ten.
 
   But that passed quickly. The situation was too wild, too hot, too shocking, too wicked, too outrageous, and my throbbing breasts and over-filled belly were having an effect.
 
   Sex. I'd had sex before, of course. I was far from a virgin. But I'd never had a man like him. Or rather, I'd never been taken by a man like him. I'd had some hot, passionate sex, but nothing like the way he just – used – me, the way he took me, threw me down and rode me like a bitch! Like a whore! He acted like he owned me, like he could do anything he wanted to me. He didn't ask anything. He just did it. That should have outraged me, and it did, in a way, but for some reason my sense of outrage had become linked to my sense of the erotic.
 
   Where before I became affronted by a man not treating me with respect, now I became aroused by it. It wasn't just him being rich and handsome, either. I'd had rich, handsome men before, after all. No, it was like... like he deserved to take me, to do what he wanted with me, in some weird sort of way. I didn't love him or anything, but I was in awe of him, and I didn't even know why. But everything about him made me quiver with heat. 
 
   He used me like a man. I know that sounds dated, and I rarely, in fact, had never before wanted a man to just use me, to just throw me down, tear off my clothes, and fuck my brains out like I was their bitch. But now I was thrilled to have it done by him. 
 
   My insides ached, in a hot, deliciously erotic way, throbbing around the thick cucumbers he'd stuffed up into me. And now I was realizing that every time I moved my head or tongue my aching nipples were tugged. And every time I moved my body, even a little, the ropes pulled against my sex, against the cucumbers, jamming them up harder, and against... I didn't know. It was... there was something hard, rough, right against my clit, right beneath it, like a knot, and every time I pulled up that knot ground against my clit.
 
   I was soon pulling and stretching and twisting in a slow, breathless way which had sensations pouring through my brain. I was tightly and helplessly bound to the column, and that was part of it. That was outrageous, even as I felt the heat of my buttocks pressed against the cool stone, even as my breasts throbbed and my nipples burned.
 
   And then I felt his tongue against my clit!
 
   At first, the sensation was really just a little flicker. But it grew rapidly, so that my body began to writhe and twist more energetically as I gasped and moaned and whined in overheated pleasure and passion. He stopped, and I moaned and tried to push my hips forward against where I imagined his tongue was. Then it pushed forward with long, slow licks across my quivering, burning clit that made me cry out.
 
   “Faster! Please! Please!” I whimpered, the words almost unrecognizable given the cord attached to my tongue.
 
   He ignored me, and the slow, agonizing licks continued, as the ropes held my hips back from bucking violently against him.
 
   “Please! Please, sir!” I cried.
 
   He stopped entirely, and I moaned desperately. Then he started licking again, and the pleasure burned through my mind as his tongue licked faster and harder, nearly driving me over the edge.
 
   “Yes! Yes! Please! Faster! Harder! Please!” I sobbed dazedly, tugging on my nipples as I slurred the words.
 
   I came again, grinding desperately against his tongue, or trying to, as the ropes held me tightly pressed to the column.
 
   I sagged in the ropes, and he left me be for some minutes. 
 
   Then his tongue started again, stroking lightly, caressing, teasing and taunting me until I was once again in a frenzy of overheated passion and lust, my hips jerking convulsively against the ropes locking them in place.
 
   “Please!” I moaned. It sounded like 'preeeze' as my tongue tugged against my nipples.
 
   “Make her come,” I heard him say.
 
   His voice sounded like he was at least ten feet away, maybe twice that.
 
   The tongue began to lick hard against me even as my frazzled mind picked up on the distance. Shock rippled through me, but then I felt ...someone … press their lips against my clit and begin to suck hard.
 
   Convulsions ripped through me as the orgasm howled down around me like a hurricane, and it was too late to care who was doing it as I cried out again and again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The sunlight in Cairo was unbelievably bright. Sir had gotten me a pair of very sleek, fashionable designer sunglasses, though, to wear with my short pinstriped skirt, blouse and blazer. We got off the jet and a pudgy Arab man in a light colored linen suit waited for us on the tarmac. He smiled ingratiatingly at Sir. His eyes flicked over me, seemed caught for a moment at my long legs, then jerked determinedly back to Sir.
 
   “Welcome to Egypt, Mr....”
 
   Damn it! He had such a thick accent that it was garbled. I thought it was mac something, though, as in a Scottish name. And then Sir spoke back in Arabic and I had no idea what either of them said. But the man led Sir to a dark limousine while I made sure our bags were properly offloaded and placed in the trunk. When that was done I got into the limo, which was mercifully air conditioned, and closed the door.
 
   The man sat beside Sir. I sat across from them, as Sir had told me to do, legs crossed and turned a little sideways. They carried on a conversation in Arabic while the man seemed to struggle to keep his eyes away from my legs – and failed often.
 
   I wasn't wearing stockings today. It was too hot. My legs were smooth and gleaming, having gotten a second session with the laser. And I was used to men looking at them, so didn't take offense.
 
   Sir had told me to get a self-teaching CD in Arabic, and I had started practicing it, but I recognized nothing. It would take a long time at the rate I was learning, before I could do more than ask for the bathroom or the nearest restaurant. I was barely up to that, in truth. I looked out at the streets as we drove through, feeling excited by being in such a mysterious foreign city. I wondered if I'd get a chance to go out and look around, to play tourist. Of course, I'd need something else to wear, as my short skirt wasn't likely to be accepted in a Muslim city, however cosmopolitan it might think itself.
 
   The limo arrived at a tall, very modern hotel in white stone, and while the doorman held the door on one side for Sir and his Egyptian host I slipped out the other side to make sure our bags were unloaded. I had made the reservations according to the list Jeremy had provided, and had gotten a penthouse suite for Sir, as listed. I'd requested fresh fruit and vegetables be on the tables – something which took new meaning for me after he'd used the cucumbers on me – and that his windows faced the Nile.
 
   The bellhops, or whatever they were called in Egypt, stared at me and stared at my legs, but unloaded the trunk as the doorman held it open for Sir and his host. I kept an eye on the bellhops to make sure none of our bags were missed – or taken – and followed behind more slowly. I got inside as Sir was leaving the counter headed for the elevator. I knew where he was going, though, and by now knew that all he'd done was pick up the key.
 
   I went to the counter, signed in, and then took another key and, followed by two bellhops with luggage carriers, took another elevator up. Again, they stared at me unabashedly while I fidgeted in the quiet, luxurious elevator, and wished Sir would provide me with something else to wear.
 
   Not to mention let me take the buzzing little vibrator clip out of my pussy.
 
   It was coloring everything I saw with sex.
 
   My mind flittered to an image of the elevator stopping, of the two bellboys tearing my clothes off and taking me right there up against the walls.
 
   The elevator stopped, and I led them up the very short hall, knowing their eyes were fixed on my ass and legs. The door was unlocked, and I went inside as they followed behind. Sir was out on the balcony, talking with the Egyptian guy, as I directed the bellboys to take our things into separate rooms. They might have been surprised at how little luggage I had compared to Sir, but didn't say anything.
 
   I tipped them both five dollars, as Jeremy's list had suggested, and they kind of bobbed their heads and left. 
 
   The suite was Arabic luxury, with old fashioned chairs and tables, heavy, colorful curtains, and antique iron chandeliers. The ceilings were very high, with ornate mounding, and the floors of gleaming marble covered with Persian carpets. 
 
   I went to the bar and checked to make sure his favorite brand of Scotch was present, then that his preferred juices and bottle water were in the fridge. I opened an orange juice bottle, poured it into a glass, then carried it out to him on the balcony. He took it without a word, said something to his Arab friend, and then, switching briefly to English, said. “Bottled water for the gentleman,” before switching back to Arab.
 
   I went back to the bar, got a bottled water, poured it into a glass, put in a couple of ice cubes, and walked back, handing it to the man, who thanked me.
 
   I left them and went back inside, checking to make sure the bowls of fruit and vegetables were in place. Then I went to his bedroom and sat on the bed, testing its firmness, tested the pillow, then began to unpack his things and put them away. There was nothing in my own suitcase which needed to be put away, that was for sure. I'd seen what was there.
 
   With that done I searched out the thermostat to make sure of the settings, turned it down just a notch, then walked back towards the balcony just as Sir and his friend came back inside. I closed the door behind them, and followed discretely as Sir saw him to the door, and out.
 
   “Tiresome old bore,” he sighed, as he walked back.
 
   He went to his bedroom and began to undress. I helped, took his jacket and hung it up, placed his tie into the tie rack, and placed his shirt on a chair to be laundered. When he was naked, he nodded to me.
 
   “Go shower and change into that lovely new outfit I got you, Fire,” he said.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said, a bit warily.
 
   He walked naked into the large en-suite bathroom, and then paused there, turning and gesturing me forward, a frown on his face.
 
   “Do you see the large bath towels in here, Fire?” he asked.
 
   I blushed and cursed myself. “I'm sorry, sir. I did ask, but I forgot to check,” I said.
 
   He stared at me and I licked my lips a bit nervously.
 
   “You know that's not acceptable,” he said.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I gulped warily.
 
   “How shall I punish you?”
 
   I felt my chest tightening, felt alternating waves of anxiety, anticipation, fear, excitement and annoyance sweep through me.
 
   He snapped his fingers at his belt, which I'd just hung up, and, my stomach clenching, I went and fetched it for him. He doubled it in his hands, then pointed at the huge, king sized bed. The foot of it had a foot thick rounded horizontal, ornately carved post between the two high corner posts. Heart beginning to beat faster, I turned to it and then bent over, reached back, and lifted my skirt up to bare my bottom.
 
   “Have you been a bad girl?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said a bit breathlessly. “I've been a bad girl, sir.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   The belt cracked against my bottom with stinging force, that whipped my head up and back and almost stood me up again.
 
   “Do you kneed to be tied down?” he asked in a pleasant tone.
 
   And suddenly, the thought of being tied down made the heat roil through my body, made my nipples burn.
 
   “Y-Yes, sir!” I gulped, face flushed.
 
   He went to the dresser where I'd placed his 'toys', and opened it. The rope was tightly coiled, and just as soft as I remembered it. He looped it a half dozen times around my right wrist as I lay bent over the foot-post, and drew my arm out and down, winding the rope just under the side of the bed, then around the leg before bringing it straight along the bottom to loop twice around my ankles then continue. He wrapped it around the other leg, drew it in and then up around the side of the bed to my other wrist, pulling it down and out to the side and tying it tightly.
 
   My heart was beating furiously and I felt my pussy throbbing around the thin clip inside it and buzzing against it. 
 
   Then the belt cracked against my bottom again – harder.
 
   I cried out again, head whipping up and back, my chest rising up off the mattress – but only briefly, before the pull of the ropes jerked me back.
 
   Crack!
 
   The belt snapped at my bottom again, and a hot, stinging pain tore through me.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   I cried out at each blow, my bottom aching more and more fiercely as my wrists and legs pulled instinctively against the ropes. The blows were slow and measured, but relentless.
 
   Crack Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   My eyes filled with tears, and I moaned and whimpered helplessly as my bottom flamed hotly.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   I sobbed weakly, my face pressed into the thick sheets and covers of the bed, and he finally stopped as I gulped in air and tried to control my tears.
 
   I felt him undo the rope from my right wrist, felt it loosening around my ankles. He pulled it back, but then kicked my ankles apart. That dropped my weight right down on the round post, which dug into my lower belly as he wrapped the rope around one ankle, then pulled the other wide and wrapped it around that one.
 
   I was very quickly re-tied, this time with my legs wide apart. I felt him pulling the butt-plug out of my ass, and then, for the first time, he slid his own cock in between my hot, red, aching buttocks, and drove it slowly down into my belly.
 
   I groaned weakly as his cock met resistance halfway in, cried out as he slapped my bottom, and gasped as he thrust deeper again.
 
   “You have an incredible ass,” he said.
 
   I gasped as he combed my hair back together and then seized it in his fist, jerking my head up and back sharply. The pull on my hair was enough to actually lift my chest off the mattress, but couldn't raise it higher because of the pull against my wrists. As he pulled back he thrust forward, and I felt a sense of shocked heat as his cock drove deep into my ass and his bare flesh pressed firmly against my overheated bottom.
 
   “Lovely,” he sighed.
 
   I moaned and gasped as he tugged repeatedly back on my hair, working his hips in and out, fucking me, fucking my ass! I felt a wild, spinning sense of out-of-control heat as he used me so, well, manfully, so powerfully, as he dominated and rode me!
 
   I whimpered and moaned and gasped again and again as he thrust his cock into my ass. As I said, it wasn't something I'd done much of, and had never liked it. But this time I was being driven by something beyond my control, something I didn't understand, something which set my blood boiling and my skin crackling with sexual electricity.
 
   He fucked me hard, deep and fast, and it hurt, and I came, crying out again and again as he pounded his cock into me and the whole big bed shook as his hips slammed against my buttocks.
 
   I was slack jawed as the come slowly drained out of me along with all my energy. My eyes were slitted as he continued to pound into me, continued to jerk back on my hair. Then, as he came inside me, he dropped my hair and my face and chest dropped to the bed. He ground his hips against my bottom, and then slowly pulled himself free as he softened.
 
   I felt his hand untying my wrist, then jerked at a slap to my bottom.
 
   “Get showered and get dressed,” he ordered, heading into the bathroom.
 
   Groaning, I slowly straightened. I used my free hand to pull my ankles free of the rope, then pulled my other arm up and untied it. Panting weakly, I looped the rope back the way it was supposed to be stored and put it back in the dresser, then I looked around the suite for bath towels, found none,and made an angry call downstairs.
 
   An apologetic floor maid quickly brought up an armful. I took them from her, sent her off, and went to his en-suite, placing three big bath-towels on the towel bars, glancing uncertainly at him through the clouded glass of the shower enclosure , then retreating. I went to my room and the en-suite there, examined my still sore, red bottom in the mirror, then stepped into the shower – keeping the temperature down as I soaped up.
 
   Every relationship had its upside and its downside. I wasn't sure yet about how I wanted to deal with the downside of this one. I was confused about my response, about how I ought to be responding to him and his sexual... well, discipline, I guess. I sure didn't like the pain, but on the other hand, the idea of being tied up and strapped, or spanked or... or whatever, made my insides churn with dark, thrilling heat.
 
   And the funny thing about pain and discomfort was, as I had come to realize, that when it arouses you, the pain and discomfort don't really matter that much. I didn't really understand, or, to be honest, didn't really try very hard to understand why I found being so thoroughly dominated by him to be arousing, to be a thrill, but it was. It was like I was an actress in a dark, sexual fantasy, only this was real!
 
   And so was the outfit he'd brought for me to wear – in private, not in public. It consisted of a dark green thong with thin black trimming, and a green and black bustier. The latter was mainly green, silk with lace trimming, it pulled in around my waist so tightly it was hard to breath. It was held together in front by black metal clips, so the tightness couldn't really be adjusted, and it had a kind of shelf which lifted and supported my breasts, and kind of curled up around the sides to squeeze them together. But it left them entirely bare.
 
   Aside from those, I also wore a thick green and black lace choker. The front of it had a black metal ring as big as a silver dollar dangling from it, and its resemblance to a collar was all too obvious. I wore black satin, lace-up wrist warmers with green silk laces. They looked nice, but served no purpose I could see except to perhaps resemble some sort of wrist restraints. I wore black self-supporting silk stockings which had an inch wide band of nude material on either side,  little black roses picked out on that material. And I wore very sexy black stilettos which had criss-cross laces going halfway up to my knee.
 
   Sir was right. He was dressing me as if I was his Barbie doll. Only Sir wasn't a nine year old girl. He was a thirty-something year old man –  and a pervert!
 
   Then again, did I need to add that last word? Aren't all men perverts? I doubted I'd find many men who would disapprove of the outfit I was wearing! The difference between he and they was he had the audacity and arrogance – and let's face it, the money – to hire someone who would actually wear it.
 
   It wasn't just the money, of course. But the money was at least something I could understand. I didn't really understand the rest of the things I was feeling. Looking at myself in the outfit made my pussy throb with excitement, and made me kind of, well, preen at how hot I looked – even as I blushed at how lewdly displayed my breasts were.
 
   I was nervous and fluttery as I finally forced myself out of the bedroom and up the hall. I walked slowly, for while I'd worn plenty of high heels I hadn't a lot of experience with stilettos this high. With my long legs I didn't need to make myself seem even taller, and fuck-me shoes weren't usually my style.
 
   I walked out to find him clad in a white silk shirt and linen trousers working on his laptop. He glanced at me, then looked back at his computer.
 
   “Go and do your hair, please. I'd like it half up, half down.”
 
   Well, okay. It was his time, right? I mean, could I really object? 
 
   I went back in and did my hair as he wanted, then returned. Again he looked up at me, then sat back, and circled his finger. I flushed a bit, then turned in place.
 
   “You have a great ass,” he said.
 
   I flushed a bit more, given he'd last told me that before sodomizing me.
 
   “You don't have your butt-plug in,” he said.
 
   “I can't wear that with a thong! I mean, not without wearing something else. It will look...”
 
   “Crude. You're correct.”
 
   He rose and gestured me to follow him into his bedroom. Both nervous and excited, I did so, and was not surprised when he went to his drawer of toys and examined them.
 
   “Bend over the bed.”
 
   Biting my tongue, I obeyed, and turned to see him with several metal balls whose purpose I hadn't really understood. They were linked together with a thin cord, and a little thicker than golf balls. Sir tugged my thong aside, and pressed a finger which was cool with something against my rosebud, then slipped it slowly inside, and pumped it in and out.
 
   Was this in my job description, I wondered a bit hysterically.
 
   The first ball pressed against me, and slowly forced my sphincter open and back before it slipped inside. The second followed, then the third, and a fourth. My pussy throbbed in response even as my rosebud closed behind the fourth ball. There was still something outside of it, something small and flat, like a penny pressed against me. Then he tugged the thong back into place and pulled me upright.
 
   I gasped as his fingers plunged down the front of the thong. 
 
   He was just so outrageous! Who did he think he was!?
 
   His finger slid along my naked sex.
 
   “Did I not tell you to wear the clip at all times?”
 
   “I... sorry, sir,” I gulped. “I-I didn't think... with wearing no dress and...”
 
   “We'll punish you for it later. For now, I have something new I'm sure you'll appreciate.”
 
   There hadn't been time to really examine all the 'toys' I'd dumped into the drawer. Now he pulled out another. It looked like a straightforward dildo, short, but quite thick, with an odd clip projecting up along its base. 
 
   He bent me over again, pulled aside the thong, and then slipped his fingers, again, coated in something slick, into my pussy, pumping them in and out as I felt my breathing coming faster. Then I groaned as he began to push the dildo into me. I felt my labia pushed in and then spread – and spread – and spread as the pressure became a sharp ache, and the ache grew worse.
 
   “I-It's too big!” I moaned.
 
   He made a disrespectful sound. “This particular opening was built to allow babies through. I think it can take a lot more than this.”
 
   And then it did, and I groaned as it slid into me, inch after inch, spreading open the narrow tube of my sex as it pushed up within me. The dildo disappeared completely inside me and I felt the lips of my sex close – mostly. The clip thing pushed up over the top of my sex on the outside much like the little vibrator clip had. But it consisted of two two inch long thin bars of latex which, rather than pressing down against my clit, bracketed it between them, pressing down on the flesh so as to sort of push my clit out a bit.
 
   At the top of the bar was a crossbar, and dangling from that was a tiny spiked ball which rested directly against my clit. 
 
   He pulled my thong back into place, and then straightened me again. I felt his hands sliding around my waist, then up to cup my breasts as his lips brushed the back of my neck.
 
   “You smell as gorgeous as you look,” he sighed, giving my nipples a little pinch.
 
   He eased back with a smile and I turned around uncertainly.
 
   “I've set up your laptop at the desk over there,” he said, pointing across the room at a small, antique desk. “I've sent you a series of instructions which you're more than capable of handling on your own. If you have any questions just ask.”
 
   He reached out and caught my stiff nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, pinching them a little, rubbing and rolling them between the pads of his fingertips.
 
   “I have every confidence in you, Fire,” he said.
 
   “Th-thanks you, sir!” I squeaked as he pinched a little harder, then sort of stretched my nipples up and out before releasing them.
 
   He grinned and sat down again.
 
   A bit dazed, I walked across the floor and sat down before the other laptop. It didn't take long to realize that almost any movement I made had the little spiked ball to grind against my clit, and the balls in my bottom move and roll against each other. That, and the thick dildo in my pussy quickly had me wet, but I tried to concentrate on his instructions regardless.
 
   The next two hours were oddly like being a secretary. I typed up instructions, printed things up and carried them over to him, looked over scores of emails sent to him and directed them into various folders for his attention, took several phone calls for him, and also got him coffee and juice.
 
   Of course, dressed as I was, and with those, uhm, things he'd added, even doing such mundane office type work had me squirming with desire and heat the entire time.
 
   “Print that up for me, would you, beautiful?” he said.
 
   I printed up a graph on the portable printer, rose and carried it over to him, feeling the heat within me as the spiked ball rubbed, and the silver balls shifted, and my bare nipples tingled.
 
   He looked up at me from the sofa.
 
   “I don't like to cock my head back, even to see something as gorgeous as you,” he said in a reasonable tone. “How about whenever you bring me something, you get down on your knees to present it to me.”
 
   My mouth opened and closed, but I couldn't think of a reason to say no, and to be honest, the idea made my pussy throb and squeeze down around the dildo for some reason.
 
   I sank to my knees beside where he was working, and held the papers up to him. He took them with a nod, and ran a hand over my bare breasts.
 
   “Green and black both look very good on you, Fire,” he said.
 
   “Th-thank you, sir,” I gulped as he caught at my nipples and rolled them between his fingers.
 
   “Have I mentioned how lovely these nipples are? Just the right length and width and shape. You're truly a marvel,” he said.
 
   “Thank you, sir,” I gasped.
 
   He released my nipples, and I got up shakily and returned to my seat.
 
   Every time I brought something over to him I had to kneel, and every time I knelt he played with my nipples or caressed my breasts! It didn't take very long before I was actually looking for reasons to get up and walk across to him. Not only did that make things shift around in a deliciously wicked, thrilling way, but it let me see his eyes on me, and let me feel the raw, carnal pleasure as I knelt before him and he idly pinched and tugged and caressed my nipples.
 
   My nipples began to tingle and throb as hotly as my pussy, perhaps more so. They stung and burned whenever he pinched and twisted them, but afterward it was as though they were glowing for long, long minutes, longing to be touched.
 
   I passed him a phone call, and he took it, then hung up.
 
   “A gentleman will be coming up. Let him in when the door rings,” he said casually.
 
   I turned to look at him, then got up. “I'll go and change,” I said.
 
   “Stop.”
 
   I stopped and turned to look at him.
 
   “I didn't tell you to change.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I felt heat and tension grip me.
 
   “But... I can't... answer the door dressed... like this!” I gasped.
 
   “Why not? You've sunbathed nude at the beach a number of times, you said. You're far more covered up now than you were then.”
 
   “That was at the beach!” I blurted.
 
   “What difference does that make? You weren't ashamed of men seeing your naked body. Why should you be ashamed now?”
 
   “But he'll be upset!”
 
   He laughed. “Oh I rather doubt that. If he is then he's gay.”
 
   “Arabs are really religious! They don't want their women even showing their faces!”
 
   “Yes, but you're not one of their women. You're mine. And Mr. El Habbib is quite desperate to get me to invest in a new resort. He won't object.”
 
   “But sir!”
 
   “I also think you'll prove something of a distraction. That could be quite helpful as we negotiate terms. 
 
   “But – .”
 
   “It doesn't matter who else approves of the way you look or dress or act, Fire. It only matters that I approve,” he said firmly.
 
   I don't think I would have agreed had my mind not been thoroughly soaked in lust and arousal for such a time. Being that hot, it's like being stoned or drunk. It affects your ability to reason.
 
   My stomach churned, and my chest was tight, and I felt breathless as I went to the door. I tried to reason with myself that really all I was doing was baring my breasts, and on the Riviera I'd done that numerous times without embarrassment. I'd even done it at a few wild club parties. But this was just... different.
 
   But at the same time it was like, I don't know, like the normal rules of etiquette and sexual behavior and restraint and modesty didn't apply to me any more. It was like I was in a different world, far from anyone I knew who might judge me except, well, him, and he was setting different rules. Also, I wasn't Riley any more, I was “Fire”, and Fire was a hot, sexy, slutty, wild sexual animal of a girl! 
 
   My face flushed red even before I opened the door. 
 
   A slim, balding, middle aged Arabic man stood there in a dark suit.
 
   “Good afternoon,” he started to say, then froze.
 
   I dropped my eyes and struggled to find something to say.
 
   “May I help you, sir?” I gulped, eyes down.
 
   “Ah, er, that is, I uhm, was to see Mr – .”
 
   “Ah, there you are, Achmed,” Sir said, coming up behind us. “I see you've met Fire. Lovely girl, is she not?”
 
   “Ahm, yes, er, yes, certainly!” the man gulped.
 
   Sir led him back to the front room.
 
   “Can she get you anything?”
 
   “Some ahm, Do you have some mango juice?”
 
   “Of course. Fire,” he said, as they sat down.
 
   Still blushing furiously, I walked across to the bar. I found the juice, poured it into a glass, and then, blushing again, returned to where they sat. I felt a rush of heat as he watched me, as I bent to hand him the drink, but with the squirming embarrassment came a strange flood of raw heat that had more to do with outrageous arousal than anything else.
 
   “Wait,” Sir said sternly. “Fire, I told you that men don't like to cock their heads up and back to look up at women. Give Mr. El Habbib his drink properly.”
 
   I felt breathless, even a bit light-headed, but I sank to my knees and held the drink out.
 
   El Habbib's hands shook a bit as he took it from me, his eyes wide and staring at my breasts, at my stiff nipples.
 
   “She's new to the position as my personal assistant, you see,” Sir said. “But she's a very bright girl. She's learning quickly.”
 
   “Th-that's er, uhm, good,” El Habbib said, taking out a handkerchief and dabbing his forehead.
 
   “Get your notebook, Fire, and take a seat,” he said, indicating the chair at right angles to them.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said in a faintly choked voice.
 
   I sat down with notebook in hand, as he and El Habbib began to discuss the amount of money Sir would invest in the resort, the conditions, and the return and time-line. If I could forget for a single moment that I was bare chested it might have been an interesting conversation to overhear. But every few seconds his eyes darted to my breasts, and reminded me.
 
   My embarrassment began to fade after a few minutes, though it never went away completely. But as it retreated I began to feel how wicked and naughty and nasty it was to be dressed like this in front of a complete stranger, and that roused my dark side so that my arousal increased.
 
   I did kind of a lousy job of taking notes, to be sure.
 
   Sir also found several reasons to ask me to go and get something, be it charts, or more refreshments. And each time I did I had to kneel and present whatever it was to them. Once he even reached out and stroked my breasts as he thanked me. El Habbib's eyes grew even more round at that.
 
   When they reached agreement he saw the man to the door, with me following along, squirming inside. Sir turned with a self-satisfied little smile.
 
   “You just saved me about a hundred times your annual salary, Fire,” he said.
 
   “I did?”
 
   “Probably more.”
 
   “Do I get a raise?”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “That doesn't seem fair.”
 
   “Who said life is fair? Most women look like they do, and you look... “ He held out his hands. “Like this.”
 
   He took the notebook from me and examined it, then shook his head.
 
   “Your note taking, on the other hand, leaves much to be desired.”
 
   “It was kind of hard to concentrate!” I protested.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Why?! Because... because I was half naked!”
 
   “So?”
 
   “Well...”
 
   “I'm sure that you were a little embarrassed, at first, but surely you got over that.”
 
   “I uhm, well, yes, sort of, but … but it was hard to focus!”
 
   “Why?”
 
   I stomped my foot in frustration.
 
   “Because of all this!” I said, gesturing at me. “Because I have a huge dildo inside me! And that thing that keeps grinding against my clit! And those balls you pushed into my ass! And – .”
 
   “You mean you're horny?”
 
   “Well... yes!”
 
   “Strange. I thought you would calm down after that orgasm I gave you earlier. You must be an unusually horny girl.”
 
   I glowered at him. As if!
 
   “Well, if your nasty little pussy is making it so hard to concentrate we shall have to punish it,” he said with a feigned apologetic shrug.
 
   I felt a new tension in my stomach at his words, but also a hot swirling heat.
 
   He gestured for me to follow him into his bedroom.
 
   “Strip,” he ordered.
 
   I anxiously obeyed, though I considered protesting – briefly. I groaned in relief as I got the corset thing off and was able to inhale properly, but my breasts throbbed as they began to move on my chest now with my movements, and my hands unconsciously rose to cup and squeeze them.
 
   He tied me spreadeagled on the bed, legs spread achingly wide. Then, humming pleasantly to himself, he produced those slim cords he'd used before to bind my nipples, and did so again, making me wince and gasp and moan in complaint.
 
   “Please, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Please sir, can I have some more?” he asked mockingly.
 
   I moaned as he tugged up on them, forcing me to arch my back a little. He lifted them up to the overhead canopy crossbar, and tied them there, then took out a huge vibrator. This was more of a club-like object, with a long handle and a rounded white head the size of a billiard ball. He tied a cord to that and hung that from above too, with it just resting against my pussy. 
 
   He brought something else over, sat down next to me and pulled my hair back a bit.
 
   “Open wide,” he ordered, pressing something round and red against my lips.
 
   I obeyed, and he slowly worked the ball gag into my mouth, then strapped it around behind my head.
 
   My arousal was deepening into an almost painful intensity now as I moaned and stared up at him.
 
   He found an extension cord, fed the electrical plug from the end of the vibrator into it, and then plugged it in.
 
   “Now we'll teach your hot little pussy not to distract you,” he said with a smug grin.
 
   He left, closing the door behind him.
 
   The vibrator was powerful, but it was hanging from a cord. It thus had no pressure behind it whatever, and as my pussy ground instinctively against it, all that did cause it to swing away. It was extraordinarily frustrating! It was barely touching my sex, but that touch made my flesh quiver, and I kept trying to push against it, even while angling my hips down so as to bring my clit into direct contact. With my back arched that was almost impossible, and every time I partially succeeded it swung the vibrator back to reduce any pressure against me.
 
   Maybe if I hadn't already been aroused by everything it mightn't have had that much effect. As it was, the thing was driving me crazy! I squirmed and writhed and arched and twisted and pulled at the bonds, gasping, breath ragged, skin flushed, and began to sweat. The sexual heat inside me was now a fever, but a fever which showed no sign of breaking.
 
   My hips were rolling and grinding up and down almost continuously, for my clit was exquisitely sensitive with that clip thing squeezing down on the surrounding flesh, and every contact I made with the madly buzzing vibrator also made the little spiked ball vibrate madly against me in a way which was almost indescribable. It sting deliciously, if that makes any sense.
 
   I was exhausting myself, sweating, panting for breath, writhing and twisting as the frustration mounted. The intensity of the sexual pressure was making me frantic. If only, if only I could hold that vibrator against myself for just thirty seconds! Just ten seconds!!
 
   My clitoris was swollen and aching, and my pussy squeezed continuously on the thick dildo as the round silver balls rolled within my clutching, spasming belly. Again and again it seemed I must be on the very razor edge to orgasm, but couldn't quite reach it. I quivered and trembled and throbbed and sobbed weakly, moaning into the gag, eyes red-rimmed as tears of frustration filled them.
 
   He strolled into view, and I cried out desperately, my voice muffled by the gag as I jerked up against the ropes, staring at him.
 
   “How is our little pussy doing? Does it feel hard-done-by?”
 
   I moaned and begged him to make me come. Of course, with the gag in my mouth, and being as dazed and overheated as I was my words meant nothing.
 
   He sat down on the edge of the bed, and his finger combed the damp hair away from my forehead and cheeks.
 
   “How is my little bitch doing?” he asked.
 
   I arched up and he tugged on the cords on my nipples, then chuckled.
 
   He reached down and unfastened the gag.
 
   “Please, sir!”I begged. “Please let me come! Please! Please!”
 
   “Hmm,” he said, fingers sliding lightly over my breasts.
 
   “Are you my bitch?”
 
   “Yes! Yes! I'm your bitch! I'm your bitch!” I gasped.
 
   He tugged sharply on the cord and my nipples burned.
 
   “Sir,” he said.
 
   “I'm your bitch, sir! I'm your bitch, sir! Please make me come, sir!” I begged desperately, my words tumbling over themselves in a babbling rush.
 
   “I don't think you've done anything to deserve having an orgasm,” he said.
 
   “Please!” I whimpered. “Please, sir!”
 
   He removed his trousers and climbed into bed, but above my head. I felt his hands on my head, tilting it back, and I rolled my eyes upward as my head tilted back, my mouth opening as he slid his cock into it. I sucked frantically, moaning around his cock, the heat rising still higher within me as he pumped it slowly in and out of my open mouth.
 
   I relaxed my throat, if no other part me, and his cock slid deep into my gullet, with his balls pressing against my cheeks just under my eyes as he buried the last inch with a groan of satisfaction.
 
   I felt him tugging on the cords, again and again, yanking on my nipples, and cried out at each pull as my nipples burned with pain and dark pleasure. He gripped my hair in one hand, tilting it even further back, and began to slowly pump in and out, using the full length of his cock to basically fuck my throat. I didn't even gag! I was so mind bogglingly overheated that I reveled in the raw, carnal nature of what he was doing, tilting my head back, and exulting in how well I took him.
 
   He pulled slowly out.
 
   “Are you my bitch?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” I gasped in a choked voice, gulping in air.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I'm your bitch, sir!”
 
   “Again,” he demanded, slapping his wet cock against my cheek.
 
   “I'm your bitch, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I'm your bitch, sir!”
 
   “Do you want to come, bitch?”
 
   “Yes, sir! Please make me come, sir!” I begged.
 
   “Work for it, bitch.”
 
   He fed his cock down my throat again, and I worked my throat muscles against it as he tugged on the cord and my nipples burned. He pumped slowly in and out, then less slowly, so that I began to gag and choked as his cock thrust in and out.
 
   He pulled out again, and I gasped dazedly.
 
   “Are you my bitch?”
 
   “I'm your bitch, sir!” I cried. “I'm your bitch, sir!” 
 
   Again he slid into my mouth, into my throat.
 
   Every time he pulled out I had to proclaim myself his bitch.
 
   He began plunging his cock in and out of my throat with sharp, deep thrusts that quite literally took my breath away. I was light-headed, dazed by lack of air as he reached across, gripped the handle of the vibrator, and pressed it firmly against my clit.
 
   The world exploded.
 
   My mind exploded.
 
   My body thrashed and bucked as I screamed and screamed – my throat blocked by his cock as the orgasm fried my brain. I'd never felt anything like it, and thrashed violently in place, as though I were having an epileptic fit or something, my eyes bulging, my muscles spasming, convulsions wracking my overheated body as he ground the head up and down against my clit and sent my nervous system into overload.
 
   I don't know how long it lasted. It seemed to go on forever, and I thought the top of my skull was going to blow off from the pressure of the release. Somewhere in the midst of it he came inside me, and pulled his softening cock free. That was all that stopped me from unconsciousness, I'm sure. And I was so dazed that I just lay there like a boneless mass of flesh as the orgasm finally subsided.
 
   He chuckled throatily, then fitted the ball-gag back in place and moved away.
 
   I ignored him. I ignored everything. I was floating, languorous, dazed, moaning, eyes slitted, totally fucked out, excuse the expression.
 
   He placed something heavy on the mattress between my thighs. I ignored it. I was staring at the canopy overhead, though not seeing it. I had no energy to lift my head up and see down there.
 
   Then I felt the vibrator. Now, it had been less than sixty seconds since that mind blowing orgasm. I really, really didn't want to feel a powerful vibrator against me down there just then. I felt raw and sensitive, especially with that damn spiked ball against my clit. The sensations pouring into me from the powerful vibrator were raw and powerful, very uncomfortably raw and powerful.
 
   I jerked my head up and saw that he'd taken the vibrator off it's hanging cord and placed the handle on the mattress, with the head pressing directly against my clit. Then he'd put a very large bag of  something... it looked like rice, though I couldn't read the Arabic lettering, on top of the handle.
 
   He then took a long piece of tape and taped it across the handle just below the round ball, taped it to my body. Grinning, he winked, and left the room even as I tried to fit my shattered mind together enough to protest.
 
   And the door closed behind him.
 
   The sensations were extremely uncomfortable, but I could do nothing about them, and still had virtually no energy.
 
   That changed. Just as in the car, the sensations began to shift and change inside me as my body began to absorb them, and then I was subjected to the raw intensity of a powerful vibrator pressing directly against my clit. It jerked and jounced a little as my body jerked and twisted, but it stayed tightly in place as it drove me into another massive climax.
 
   It is possible to scream your voice raw without even making much noise. If you're gagged, I mean.
 
   It was worse than the car, because the vibrator was far more powerful. It was a plug in, not a battery powered one, and the dildo inside me, the clip around my clitoris, the ball against it, made every orgasm a wild roller-coaster of searing pleasure over stinging, aching pain. Then the powerful discomfort would follow, until that slowly shifted and turned, and my body would begin to work its way up to another massive sensory meltdown.
 
   My belly ached. My chest ached. My throat ached. I was sweating like a pig, light-headed as I gasped for breath, dazed and shell-shocked. And still I rode the roller coast up to another massive orgasm, then plunged down to the deep discomfort of the vibrator buzzing against raw nerves.
 
   Then I did it again.
 
   And again.
 
   And again.
 
   It was worse than the car. The orgasms were more powerful, as was the discomfort, and it lasted much longer. I think I was literally going insane with the hurricane of sensations as my body writhed and thrashed and twisted and bucked and I sobbed and screamed and howled into the gag in the desperate agony of ecstasy.
 
   It was both wonderful and horrible.
 
   I began to hate the approaching orgasms, to fight desperately against them and cringe away from the impending muscular convulsions. But then as they arrived the pleasure rode my body and I screamed in helpless pleasure, twisting and bucking and arching in the throes of fiery release.
 
   Finally, he arrived and pulled the vibrator away. I couldn't speak. I was utterly drained as he untied me. He rolled me over onto my belly and spread my legs wide. He slowly pulled the big dildo out of me, which, thank God, removed the clip and spiked ball, too, then jammed the vibrator in under my pussy, right under my clit. He turned on the vibrator, and I moaned in helpless pleasure as my hips began to grind against it. 
 
   His cock slid into me, and began to pump, and I grunted and gasped and moaned as his hips slapped against my buttocks. When the orgasm came, I felt him gripping the thing pressed against my rosebud, the flat little penny, and felt him tugging on the cord linked to the silver balls.
 
   He pumped hard, and I ground against the vibrator, and one by one he pulled the silver balls out of my ass and blew the top of my head off with the intensity of the climax. Climax? Make that climaxes. Multiple orgasms. It was like an orgasm that never stopped. It just got weaker, then stronger, until I couldn't breath, couldn't think, couldn't stand it, and screamed in maddened pleasure into the gag.
 
   I felt him jerking my hair up and back as he leaned into me, felt his hot breath on me as he thrust into my aching pussy, felt his teeth on my throat as he bit and sucked, and my eyes rolled back in my head as I finally lost it and faded to black.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sir lived in a castle. Why didn't that surprise me? 
 
   We flew back to London on his jet, then took a helicopter to his estate southwest of the city. It wasn't a traditional castle. I mean, it didn't have high walls, or a moat or drawbridge or anything. It was really more of a huge manor house with crenelated towers. It was on four hundred acres, which, I supposed, certainly guaranteed a measure of privacy, and I was given a suite of rooms in one of the towers. 
 
   The view was incredible! And the rooms were large and luxuriously decorated. I certainly couldn't complain about the accommodation!  
 
   “You'll be my little slave girl locked in the tower,” he said, his warm hand on my back as he guided me around.
 
   I was wearing a variation of the business suit from earlier. Only this one was navy blue, and the skirt was, if anything, shorter. My wardrobe had grown since the start of the trip, but everything in it was meant to show off my body. 
 
   “Isn't slavery illegal?” I grumbled.
 
   He grinned. “Only if it's unwilling. But you're my willing slave girl, aren't you, Fire, so I won't have to lock you up in the dungeon.”
 
   “Do you have a dungeon?”
 
   “I had one built,” he said with a grin.
 
   I should have known!
 
   “Uhm, and do you torture people in it?”
 
   “When I'm in the mood,” he said with a grin.
 
   His hand slid between my legs, and he rubbed it lightly along my sex.
 
   “You're always in the mood,” I said in a tight voice.
 
   The damned buzzing thing against my clit kept me in a nearly permanent state of arousal. It wasn't debilitating, but it was coloring my behavior at times, especially around Sir. I often had to stop myself from touching my body around others, and I responded much faster to his touch.
 
   “Perhaps, if you're a bad girl, you might get to see my dungeon first hand,” he breathed, his finger sliding just over the clip which was placed over my clitoris.
 
   I felt a little nervous at that, wondering just how serious he was at this bondage and slavery stuff. Clearly he liked tying girls up, but then, that wasn't all that kinky. And he certainly liked disciplining girls. But he hadn't done anything particularly painful as of yet, and I was hoping he didn't start. I didn't think I was into pain, I mean, not real pain, you know? Spanking, even strapping, were things which kids might have undergone at the hands of their parents. So it's not like they were terribly perverted. I have to admit, though, that when he called me his little sex slave I felt a powerful little pulse of deeper arousal at the thought of being his naked slave girl, collared and chained beside his throne – assuming he had one, which, given his arrogance, I wouldn't have bet against.
 
   “After you unpack my things get changed into the new black dress I bought you. It's in the closet. Then go and find Jeremy and he'll further instruct you in what you need to be doing while I'm at home.”
 
   “Uh, are there servants here?”
 
   He raised his eyebrows and grinned. “The size of this place? God, girl, do you think I'd be vacuuming it myself?”
 
   “I mean...”
 
   “Will you be dressed in a respectable fashion?”
 
   He laughed and then turned away, leaving me glowering at his back.
 
   I went to the closet. The dress was the only thing hanging there. It was, to my surprise, very long. But on the other hand, it was slit up past the hip. In fact, it was slit to the waist on both sides! It also looked like it had some pretty deep cleavage.
 
   I sighed and threw it on the bed, then started back down the stairs. I went to his room, which was just down the hall from the tower on the top floor, and unpacked his things. Then I returned to my tower and climbed up to the bedroom, stripped, and examined the dress again. It had its own built-in bra, so there was nothing to be worn with it, other than that clip thing which I still had in my pussy, and the butt plug. I slipped it on and pulled it down, then adjusted my breasts in it. 
 
   The cleavage was indeed pretty visible. The built-in bra was push up, and designed to show my breasts in their best light. The wide, scoop neck was designed to let in that light!  The dress was held up with two narrow straps over my shoulder which fastened together at the base of my neck.  My shoulders were bare, as was most of my back to below my shoulder blades. The lower part of the dress, that is, below my chest, was not quite as wide as my body so that about two inches of tanned skin was visible on either side of it even when staring straight-on at the mirror. The only thing which held it together below the chest were half inch wide straps which curved over my hips front to back to keep the thing from flying wide as I moved.
 
   I had to admit that it actually looked fantastic on me. I mean, Sir had good taste. If I had to be dressed by a man, he had the money and style for it. It was a dress I could wear in public, though of course, it would draw an awful lot of eyes. I put my things away, put on the stiletto heels, and then made my careful way down the stairs to the main building, then took the elevator down to the first floor.
 
   It felt odd walking along that broad corridor. It really was like I was in Buckingham Palace, with all that antique furniture, the huge ancestral paintings, the expensive rugs, the wood paneling and the high ceilings with their elaborate moldings. Of course, that clip thing was still inside me, still pressed against my clit, still buzzing softly, distractingly. And I could feel the base of the butt plug pressed up deep between my buttocks, as well. 
 
   I found Sir in what he called the Great Room, which was a monstrous room with huge beams crossing the ceiling twenty five feet overhead. It had a huge chandelier, a fireplace he could walk into without bowing his head, and shields and spears and swords on the walls. He was in a high-backed chair before the fireplace talking on the phone, and gestured me over.
 
   Putting his hand over the mouthpiece he grinned at me. “You'll find Jeremy in the kitchen,” he said, pointing at another corridor.
 
   I nodded and started in that direction.
 
   “Wait a minute. Come around here. Let me look at you.”
 
   I flushed a bit but obeyed and he grinned as his eyes moved up and down me.
 
   “Gorgeous,” he said. “And they say money can't buy happiness.”
 
   He pointed towards the kitchen, then started talking into the phone again. I walked past and down another corridor, then, after checking a few doors, found the kitchen. It was immense, of course. It was an industrial kitchen which could cook for a banquet of a hundred people. Huge stoves and grilles lined one wall. There were a number of wide wooden counters in the middle of the room, with the metal doors of fridges and freezers all around their sides. Storage cabinets were on one side, more fridges and freezers on the other. 
 
   Jeremy, wearing a three piece suit, looking, now, like a butler, was speaking to a tall man of about thirty wearing white, whom I suspected was the chef. Both men turned to look at me as I came in, the chef seeming particularly admiring. I felt a tightness in my chest at that male admiration. I was already aroused, after all, and with my breasts half bare and that vibrator thing adding to the mix, I felt deliciously slutty and sexual as they looked down at me.
 
   “Mr. Cooper, this is Miss Fire. I mentioned her earlier,” Jeremy said.
 
   “My pleasure,” Cooper said. “Call me Tom.”
 
   His eyes lingered long at my cleavage, but given how much of it there was I couldn't really blame him. My nipples were barely covered, and since they were stiff, and poked through the thin fabric, even that covering wasn't very discreet.
 
   “Mr. Cooper knows exactly what meals and drinks your master likes, and how to best create them,” Jeremy said.
 
   “Master?” I said, blushing a bit.
 
   “A figure of speech. He is the Lord and Master of the estate, after all.”
 
   “I don't suppose you'd like to tell me his name?” I asked.
 
   Jeremy smiled. Cooper looked surprised, looked at Jeremy and then shrugged.
 
   “As his personal assistant,” Jeremy said. “Your task here is as it was before, to make his life easier and more pleasant. That might mean fetching him drinks or food, or it might mean making phone calls on his behalf, or taking them, though generally I will take any calls. Whatever errands he wishes run, you'll run. 
 
   “I'd like to see her running in that dress,” Cooper said with a grin.
 
   I grinned and stuck my tongue out at him and his own grin widened. I knew he was probably imagining me naked, probably imagining me bent across one of his counters this very second, and my stomach fluttered at the thought.
 
   “There are four maids who look after the cleaning of the house full-time,” Jeremy said. “Their instructions are to clean only what rooms are empty. Mr. S... that is, your master does not wish servants under-foot, or bustling about vacuuming and cleaning where he is. You'll keep track of where the maids are at any given time so that if our master wishes to go there, you can go ahead and clear them out.”
 
   “What do I tell them? That Sir is coming?”
 
   “You'll tell them they must clean elsewhere for now as the master is coming. Again, 'master' has a different, if somewhat old-fashioned connotation in an old English estate than one you Americans probably use in popular speech.”
 
   “I don't get why you won't just tell me his name,” I said, a trifle sulkily. “I'm bound to find out.”
 
   “That is his decision. I would not choose to counter it. He enjoys his little jokes and games as a distraction from his more important pursuits. Familiarize yourself with the layout of the house. The maids are currently in the south wing. They generally move from north to south, that is, clockwise around the length of the house, starting on the top floor, then counter clockwise on the way back, and so on.”
 
   “Will these uhm, maids know who I am?”
 
   “They'll know what you are,” Jeremy said.
 
   Cooper snigger and Jeremy eyed him coldly. “Mr. Cooper, I'm certain you have something to do.”
 
   “Uhm, right,” Cooper said, turning away.
 
   “You are not his first personal assistant, though he hasn't had one in a while. The maids are village women and have been with him for quite some time. They've been informed he has a new personal assistant.  And in any event, they'll be aware that when anyone tells them that the master is coming they are to vacate that area.”
 
   “He doesn't like maids?”
 
   “He likes his privacy. That's well for you, given I doubt you want the maids stumbling in while you are performing more personal services for him,” he said with raised eyebrows that made me blush.
 
   “Doesn't bother you,” I mumbled.
 
   He smiled. “I am his man,” he said. “Again, this has a different connotation to an English gentleman than you Americans would understand. He hides little or nothing from me, nor can he. It has even fallen to me to discipline some of his personal assistants in the past,” he added blandly.
 
   I opened my mouth, then shut it again at the thought of Jeremy bending me over and strapping me. My blush deepened and I shuffled uncomfortably as the vibrator buzzed and my stomach swirled. a
 
   “I'm sure that won't be necessary in your case, Miss Fire,” he said.
 
   “Uhm, no.”
 
   The idea was terribly embarrassing, yet, perhaps because of the low to medium level sexual arousal which I lived with now, there was a dark, sharp edge of heat and excitement to the thought, as well. The little vibrator thing buzzed against me and I swallowed nervously as I looked away.
 
   Maybe it was partly the anonymity of it. Even with “Sir” there was an anonymity to what we did, because he didn't use my name and I didn't even know his. At one time I wouldn't have thought anonymous sex would be all that arousing, but given how kinky this was a part of me welcomed it. I found it freeing, since I had no fear of gossip or of living up to expectations of proper conduct. It was a very freeing experience, since I could do some pretty weird and wild stuff without feeling like my reputation was ruined, or even what people would think of me.
 
   Like Sir had said before. The only person whose opinion of me mattered was him. It had been horribly embarrassing being half naked around that Arab guy, at first, but I'd never seen him again, and likely never would. And the embarrassment had faded, and turned into a sort of daring excitement at doing something so wicked. Was I an exhibitionist at heart? Well, in a way.
 
   I certainly liked the way Sir had looked at me in this dress, and it kind of pleased me the way Jeremy and Cooper had looked at me too, to be honest. It was like, all my life I had to be careful about being seen to be showing off, or dressing or acting too slutty. But now I didn't. Sort of. Of course, given what Jeremy had already seen of me it was a little hard to be embarrassed about showing him some cleavage and long legs!
 
   I was amazed, really, that I could even look at him without being horribly embarrassed. Remembering how he'd untied me in the back seat, where I'd been left naked, legs splayed, the vibrator inside me – ack! I blushed even to think of it! But, oddly, I was getting better. I mean, getting used to it, sort of. Or maybe I was just less modest than I had once been.
 
   I wandered along the corridors, admiring the furnishings and art, the lovely carvings and care taken on everything from bannisters to ceilings and window frames. It was hard to believe just one man lived there. Why wasn't Sir married or something? Surely a handsome, wealthy man like him had had many women pursuing him.
 
   Maybe women were put off by him having a dungeon in the basement. Well, assuming he wasn't kidding about that. I wondered what was in this dungeon. Were there torture devices, like those things you see in movies that stretch people out along tables?
 
   As I walked along I opened doors, where they would open, and began to wonder where I would find the door to the basement. I retraced my route, looking around more near the servant areas, and found a door opening on a set of stone stairs. Feeling a hot little thrum of excitement in my stomach, I flicked on the old fashioned light switch and descended, but was disappointed to find nothing more than  your average basement, dusty, filled with old furniture, tools, paint and boxes of holiday decorations.
 
   I climbed back up to the main floor, and was just coming out when Jeremy walked up the hall. He raised an eyebrow. 
 
   “Familiarizing yourself with the layout of the house doesn't necessarily include the basement store rooms, Miss Fire, though I admire your thoroughness,” he said dryly.
 
   I blushed a bit, and then, probably at least a little influenced by the warmth of the arousal which was almost always with me now, gave him a bit of a flirty look.
 
   “I was looking for Sir's dungeon,” I said.
 
   “Oh?”
 
   “Sir said he had one built.”
 
   “And you wish to inspect the dungeon?”
 
   “Is there one? I mean, you said you had, uhm, disciplined girls before, Jeremy,” I said in a half teasing way.
 
   “Indeed. Your master requires his staff to be well-disciplined.”
 
   “I bet he doesn't spank you,” I said.
 
   He pursed his lips in amusement. “I don't think he would enjoy the experience as much as he evidently does with you.”
 
   My face heated a bit again, though as I said, I was sort of getting used to his knowledge.
 
   “And do you enjoy disciplining young women, Jeremy?” I asked a bit breathlessly.
 
   “It can be... rewarding,” he said. “Especially when the young woman in question has a lovely body and is particularly responsive to the variety of stimulus Sir has available.”
 
   “Most girls respond to vibrators,” I said.
 
   “Some of the things your master has are considerably less pleasant, at least in the short term, and yet produce a gratifying result with patience.”
 
   I wondered what he meant by that.
 
   “Gratifying?”
 
   “In the way of teaching discipline. Gratifying to the young woman in question, as well, depending on her mindset.”
 
   “And would you like to show me this dungeon, Jeremy?” I asked, a bit surprised at my own daring as I let my fingers walk lightly up his chest.
 
   “I shall ask your master if he wishes you to see it.”
 
   I drew back, a bit alarmed. “That's okay,” I said.
 
   “Not at all. I'm sure he intends to make you familiar with it before too very long, I any event.”
 
   “Uhm...”
 
   “Come. Let us go and see him.”
 
   “Oh but I'm sure he's busy!” I protested, as he took my arm and guided me firmly back towards the great room.
 
   He ignored my protest, though, and I felt a swirl of emotions as we emerged into the Great room to find Sir reading some business papers. He looked up as we entered.
 
   “Miss Fire has been asking to see the dungeon, Sir,” he said.
 
   “Oh? You like dungeons, do you, Fire?” Sir asked.
 
   “I uhm, well, he uhm, told me to familiarize myself with the house,” I said.
 
   “Yes, she was in the basement.”
 
   Sir snorted. “Go ahead. Take her to the dungeon, Jeremy. I'll be along in a bit.”
 
   “Come then, Miss Fire,” Jeremy said, leading me by the arm.
 
   “But... but I uhm, I'm not... I mean...”
 
   “Come along. 
 
   There was another door near the kitchen, and it led down another set of curving stone stairs. I was feeling a rising sense of tension and anxiety as we descended, but my pussy was throbbing more and more powerfully, as well. We emerged in a large, lovely wine cellar, with beautiful rows of shelves, and subdued lighting.
 
   “Nice,” I said.
 
   He led me through it and out the other side. There was a wooden door there, and it opened to another stone stair, this one looking positively ancient.
 
   “I thought this was new,” I said a bit nervously.
 
   “The house itself is four hundred and eighty years old. It had numerous basements and sub-basements.”
 
   We had to go down single file. The walls were of old, rounded river stones mortared together. The way was lit by medieval looking iron lamps hanging from chains overhead. No doubt, designed for effect, I thought, as if to reassure myself.
 
   Round and round we went, with me starting to sweat a bit, until we came to the bottom, which was pitch black. I mean absolute pitch.
 
   He flicked a light switch, and similar iron lamps lit up along a stone corridor. The floor was made of square cut stones, and we walked along it to a huge, thick wooden door with heavy metal bolts on one side. He moved beside me and threw the two big bolts aside, then pulled the door back.
 
   “This place designed for Halloween?” I asked nervously.
 
   He only smiled lightly and led me in, flicking on another switch.
 
   Ahead of us were a row of three heavy wooden doors with foot wide windows... barred windows. The rest of the long, low room was filled with uhm, things. Scary looking things, frames and tables and … and things whose purpose looked awfully menacing. The X-shaped frame against the wall with the straps on the corners had a fairly obvious purpose. The padded wooden sawhorse with the straps on its legs also didn't take a lot of contemplation to deduce a purpose. 
 
   There was a cage, well, a half cage, hanging from a chain. I wasn't sure how that worked. And there was a thick, eight foot post with shackles near the top, which I thought I understood, but why did it have the horizontal bar through it? And then, in the corner, was a plush wing chair, on a dark black rug ten feet square.
 
   “Over here, Miss Fire,” he said.
 
   He directed me to a strange circle on the floor. The floor was stone, but the wooden circle was about three feet across, and had two small posts rising from its center, each about a foot high. 
 
   “Come. Stand here,” he said.
 
   “Why?” I asked nervously, not resisting as he moved me to stand in the center of the wooden circle.
 
   “Sir usually likes his personal assistants to start here,” he said. “You get an excellent view of the facility.”
 
   “But – .”
 
   He raised my right hand up and I dropped my head back to see that there was a padded leather restraint hanging from a chain overhead. It was quite high, but lowered easily enough, as if the chain were an elastic. 
 
   “Jeremy!” I protested.
 
   His grip was like iron, not harsh, but firm, as he held my hand in place and slipped the restraint over it. He tightened it around my wrist, then gripped my other hand.
 
   “But... I haven't done anything!” I protested.
 
   “As I described your position to you earlier, you are here to do whatever will make life easier or more pleasant for your master,” he said, as he tightened the other restraint.
 
   He moved aside to a metallic post nearby, and pressed a button. There was a kind of distant machine sound, and I felt my wrists pulled up and apart, raising me to the balls of my feet. He pressed it again, and the chains lowered again, so that my heels were firmly on the floor.
 
   He walked to a cupboard nearby. There was a chest of drawers there, and over it were a pair of doors. He opened one of the drawers and took something out, then removed some plastic, and returned to me. I tried to see what he held but he kept it at his side, away from me, then moved behind me and gathered in my hair.
 
   “Jere – .”
 
   He pulled my head back and I gasped, mouth wide. And in that instant his other hand came around, pushing the ball gag against my open mouth, then quickly, with a practiced motion, into my mouth. I felt a sudden wave of fear, but he seemed quite casual, even as he undid the strap at the back of my neck, undid the back of my dress, and the whole thing slid down around my hips, then down around my ankles.
 
   I blushed furiously as he knelt before me, undoing my shoes, and removing them, then pulling the  material of my dress away. He gathered in the material, folded it, and placed it on a table, then he turned to look at me in an unabashedly admiring way. 
 
   “Lovely,” he said.
 
   He went back to the chest, and returned with another pair of padded restraints, fitting these to my ankles. He then tugged me legs apart, to the edge of the circle, and fit the chains attached to the restraints into small clips there.
 
   He looked me up and down but didn't touch. 
 
   My eyes flitted about wildly. I was embarrassed, anxious, and yet felt a rising sense of sexual tension, a breathlessness, as he looked at me. My heart was pounding as he bent before me, but again, rather than touching me he pressed a switch at the side of the wooden circle. There was a humming sound, an one of the wooden posts or poles began to slide upward. I stared down at it in shock as it stopped just below my body.
 
   He returned to the chest and returned with a pair of dildos, or so they seemed. I stared, a little aghast, as he fit them over the wooden posts. They slipped on firmly but easily. He squeezed something, some clear liquid onto them from a little squeeze bottle. Then the humming returned as the higher post rose a bit more, then more, pushing up between my buttocks as I squealed and tried to twist away.
 
   Jeremy casually reached for the butt-plug, and tugged it slowly out. He held my thigh in place firmly, then the humming post pressed against my open back passage, and slid slowly up into it. I shuddered with heat and a squirming mental discomfort as Jeremy casually saw to the continuing upward movement of the dildo thing. Only when I squealed at the ache deep inside did the humming stop. The thing up my back passage eased down a bit.
 
   Then the other one began to rise. I moaned and shook my head, but I was now caught like a butterfly, literally impaled, and he had no difficulty guiding the other one deep into my throbbing, moist pussy, with the clip thing still inside me, and still pressing against my clitoris.
 
   He moved back, studying me, and I blushed furiously.
 
   “You have a very beautiful body, Miss Fire,” he said. “I'm sure it gives you much pleasure – as it will give your master.”
 
   He turned and walked back to the door, then adjusted the lights, turning them down, before closing the big door and bolting it. A half minute later I heard the other big door closed and bolted, and I was alone in the silence of the dungeon, naked and impaled, chained, helpless, eyes wide as I looked around me with a sense of disbelief, even astonishment.
 
   The dungeon was lit with the same kind of iron lamps, with the lights now turned low. The room had a sinister look to it now, and I moaned into the gag, pulling experimentally against the restraints, my breath ragged as I waited what was to come next with a sense of nervous excitement.
 
   God! He was crazy! Or at least, well, perverted! 
 
   Who built a place like this!?
 
   Of course, with his money I supposed he could simply amuse himself with almost anything he cared to. It wasn't like he had to do any of the work. He'd just think to himself that it would be fun to have a dungeon, and someone else would build one and tell him when it was done.
 
   Yet the room was very, very old, despite the modern lighting and the modern, uhm, devices. I wondered if it had ever been used as a prison before. Those doors were awfully thick. And awfully old looking. I looked at the row of doors. Were they cells? I imagined prisoners kept her centuries ago, perhaps to be tortured most cruelly with pincers and hot irons.
 
   That made me more nervous, though I doubted Sir would go from a gentle strapping to something like that. 
 
   I moved my hips a little, gasping, for the posts driven up inside me had no give to them. I was locked in place, and trying to move my body caused my insides to try to move around and against the wooden … uhm, cocks. That was a strange experience, and not altogether pleasant.
 
   I looked around the room anxiously, and waited what was to come.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I had no real idea how much time had passed. I thought it was probably passing much more slowly than I imagined. But I was becoming less nervous, for some reason, and more aroused. Well, I did have those big dildo things up inside me! That might have had something to do with it! Then again, the whole scene, this silly dungeon thing, was darkly thrilling. I was virtually certain Sir had no intention of causing me harm. But not completely certain. And that added a dark edge to things.
 
   I lowered my head, staring at the thing driven up into my pussy. The dildo part of it, hollow, had seemed like a full-sized penis. That is, it was the proper length and more than so in thickness for a man's cock. Looking at it, I saw that it had been driven completely up inside me so that my moist pussy lips were now closed around the wood just behind it.
 
   I swallowed as my saliva began to drip softly from the ball gag, down onto my chest, there to trickle slowly down my belly. I tried to look behind me, but couldn't see the one there. I wondered if that too was as high inside me. It seemed probable. So I was deeply impaled, helpless, chained, waiting – waiting my master's attention. Waiting to be tortured!
 
   My clit throbbed and I moaned, my hips bucking a bit, or trying to.
 
   My ankles were starting to ache, for I was drawn up on the balls of my feet. I had rested some of my weight on the chains above my wrists, but not very much.
 
   Then I heard the distant sound of the bars being shot. I jerked my head towards the door, my heart pounding, pulse picking up as I waited the sound of that one being opened. I heard it, and my chest tightened further.
 
   He walked through, and turned the lights up.
 
   I hadn't realized how dim it was, for my eyes squinted now against the bright light as he strolled in.
 
   “Well now, is this not a pretty picture?” he asked rhetorically.
 
   He stood before me, and I blushed heatedly as he looked me up and down.
 
   His hand dropped immediately to my sex, and he traced the line of the wooden post as it emerged from my taut pussy lips. He gripped the clip and tugged it slowly out, and I winced as it left my body. Then I gasped as his fingers rubbed lightly at my swollen clit.
 
   “And how is my little Fire enjoying her visit to the dungeon?” he asked.
 
   I moaned weakly into the gag, and he chuckled. His hands rose up my body, soft, firm hands, warm against my cool skin, sliding up under my breasts to cup and gently squeeze them. His fingers curled in and gripped my nipples, rolling and stroking, then pinching and tugging them as I winced and gasped and moaned into the gag.
 
   “Jeremy says you were flirting with him earlier,” he said. “I'm quite jealous. I shall have to punish you severely for that.”
 
   I wasn't! –  I wanted to shout. 
 
   Although, I suppose I was, at least a little.
 
   Why would he be jealous, though? I wondered at that. Did Sir feel something for me? That would be nice to know given that we were lovers – of a sort. Or was he just saying that as an excuse to uhm, well, discipline me.
 
   To be honest, though, now that he was there, and not seeming at all crazed, my nervousness was declining and my heat spreading and growing stronger.
 
   He walked across the room, and stepped behind a small portable screen. He had left his blazer upstairs. But from the occasional movements around the edges of the screen I decided he was getting undressed, and wondered why he was hiding to do it. Then he emerged, and I gulped as I saw that he hadn't simply undressed, but changed.
 
   He had removed his soft, slip-on shoes and replaced them with short boots. His wool trousers were gone, replaced with tight leather which laced up the front. He had no shirt, but a leather vest tight across his broad chest. His arms were bare, and well-muscled, and he grinned as he walked across to me, moved behind me, and gripped my hair.
 
   I gasped into the gag as he jerked my head back. I felt a hand slide around me, cupping my breast, as his lips traced the side of my neck.
 
   “My slave girl,” he whispered, chewing lightly along the nape of my neck.
 
   He chewed and sucked and kissed slowly along the side of my neck as his hand descended to rub artfully at my aching clit. I moaned helplessly, hips seeking to jerk and buck, but restrained by the wooden cocks inside me.
 
   “How shall I punish you, slave girl?” he whispered. “Shall I whip you?”
 
   I shook my head anxiously and he chuckled softly.
 
   “We shall see, slave girl.”
 
   “I'm not your slave girl!” I tried to say around the gag.
 
   He released my hair and moved around in front of me, his eyes flicking up and down. Then he sank slowly down to stare at my impaled sex. His fingers again traced the line of my entrance in front, then he leaned in and kissed my swollen clit. I flinched, then gasped as his lips spread apart, and he began to suck gently against my sensitive flesh.
 
   God! God! God! – I thought half dazed, staring down, then up and around, with another sense of disbelief.
 
   My hips began to grind helplessly against him as the heat and sexual tension rose, and it was like stirring my insides on those two immoveable posts as he started to alternately lick and suck at my clit. His hands stroked my hips, my belly, slid behind to squeeze my buttocks, then rose to fondle my breasts.
 
   I felt a strange insight. Most men, having a 'sex slave' at their disposal, would have simply had her doing all she could to give them pleasure. Sir spent a lot of time working me up to the heights of pleasure instead, and throwing me off. Rather than losing control he seemed to enjoy, to take pleasure in making me lose control.
 
   I let my head roll back, moaning, grinding against him as the pressure of the sexual heat within began to build up to explosive levels. The pressure against my wrists and ankles was ever-present, as was the impaling cocks deep inside me. Meanwhile, his tongue was lapping teasingly at my clit, his lips sucking lightly, caressing, massaging, tormenting me as I sought a heavier touch. But he was in no hurry at all.
 
   He paused as I was about to reach my climax, ignoring my moan of pleasure to walk across to the chest of drawers. He opened the cupboard doors above it, swinging them wide, and my own eyes widened in turn as I saw the array of whips and flogs there.
 
   He took one down and walked back to me, and I shook my head as he gave me a dark look.
 
   “You must be punished for your disloyalty, wench!” he said, moving behind me.
 
   He was playing a role, clearly, but I braced myself, anxiety rocketing up as he drew back his arm.
 
   I screamed into the gag as the flog lashed my back, but the scream was one of anticipation, rather than pain. The thin laces of the flog spread as he swung, and cracked across my back like the light sprinkling of a small rain of stings. Very light stings. In fact, they hardly qualified as pain at all.
 
   I moaned, turning my head again. He drew his powerful arm back and swung the flog, and I squealed as it flew towards me. I cried out as it landed, head thrown back, for my body jerked forward as it in instinctive effort at escape.
 
   But again, the pain was really almost nothing. It was less then when he pinched my nipples. 
 
   As my fear drained away, I felt the jarring impact of the reality of what he was doing, felt a wild sense of thrilled excitement as the flog landed a third time. 
 
   This was so kinky! It was so dark and wild and thrilling! 
 
   I moaned as he continued to flog me, as the laces of the flog cut across my shoulders and back, then dropped lower, slashing across my lower back and buttocks. I won't say there was no pain, but the pain was so light that the throbbing heat pouring through me made it seem almost negligible. My back did begin to warm, though, as blow followed blow, and my skin began to feel more sensitive, to ache more as the fresh blows arrived.
 
   Still, it was nothing compared to the thrill, the arousal, the wild excitement churning through my mind and body.
 
   The laces of the flog began to curl along my ribs now to snap at my breasts. They were more sensitive than my back, and so the ache was sharper there, but against the glowing heat enveloping me, it only roused me further. I felt myself really sinking into the hot, steamy game of being his slave girl, of being his prisoner, of being whipped! My skull was pounding, and my fingers trembled overhead. My ankles ached but I didn't care. I just let more weight down on my wrists, gasping and groaning and jerking as he lashed my body, as the feverish sexual heat turned me into nothing more than a near mindless sexual animal crazed by lust!
 
   I gasped as he jerked back on my hair, forcing my head back, my back to arch.
 
   “Are you my slave?” he purred.
 
   “Yes!” I moaned through the gag.
 
   “Yes, master,” he corrected.
 
   “Yes, master!” I moaned, thinking of how tight and taut my burning nipples were as he forced my back to arch.
 
   He chuckled throatily, then released my hair. I saw Jeremy strolling into the room, and flushed as he examined my glistening, sweating body.
 
   “The Fire seems nicely heated, sir,” he said.
 
   “Doesn't she,” Sir said. “I think we should take advantage of that fire while it lasts.”
 
   “Indeed, sir.”
 
   The wooden things began to slide back down, and I groaned, trembling, as they left me. The two men undid my restraints from the chains holding them, then half carried me over to the leather padded sawhorse and bent me over it. I groaned as they spread my arms and legs, one to either side, and chained them to the opposite legs of the sawhorse. Then slender loops went around my achingly erect nipples, tightening enough to make me cry out as the elastic cords were stretched up and back.
 
   My eyes widened and I cried out in pain as some kind of clip was squeezed tightly around my throbbing clitoris. That hurt! It hurt almost enough to yank me out of the storm of sexual heat and desire gripping me!
 
   But then I felt Sir's cock rubbing against my sex,  and it was a delicious sensation, an incredible tactile feel of slick, warm flesh against my own that left me shuddering and gasping as pain and pleasure poured into me. But the pain was fading, dulling, and the wonder of that thick, hard/soft cock stroking up and down against me was making my ankles pull against the restraints as my body sought to thrust itself back against him.
 
   Then I groaned aloud as he penetrated me, as the throbbing, overheated lips of my sex were pushed in and slowly spread wide by his intruding flesh. He pushed deeper, and then deeper still, and I groaned again in dark sexual exultation at being so deeply penetrated, at having his big cock in me to the hilt as he ground his hips against my taut, upturned buttocks.
 
   My head was virtually hanging down, so that I could see his legs behind me, between my own. I was gasping, panting, my hair dangling as the blood rushed to my head. My nipples still stung, as did my clit, but the wild thrill of sensations within was like an uncontrollable flood, and the tiny little stings were like flickering fireflies against a bonfire of heat.
 
   I was spread so wide, so open! I should have been humiliated to be positioned like that, bent over, legs so wide, held helpless. But I wasn't. The dark, kinky thrill of it all was making me tremble with excitement and arousal even aside from his cock. And with it inside me it was as if I was complete. He moved within me, his hands on my hips, at first, as he worked himself in and out using long, deep strokes.
 
   The difference between his hard cock and the dildo things which had been up inside me was so glorious I almost came, despite the pain in my clit. His cock was stiff, but soft, flexible, warm, delicious as it stroked in and out. I grunted and moaned, overcome by the tactile pleasure as Sir rode me, as his cock thrust into me again and again, jerking my body against the sawhorse.
 
   “Her pussy belongs to me, Jeremy, but I'm sure she wouldn't mind engaging you from the other direction,” he said above and behind me.
 
   I groaned as I felt him grip my hair. I felt the pressure against my scalp, then my upside down view was yanked away as my head was lifted up and forward. The ache in my scalp added to the overload of sensations, and the pull also served to lift my upper torso up and back a bit, and pull my nipples against my clit, and vice versa. Pain rose.
 
   But he was deep inside me, his hips flush against my buttocks, and the heat billowed up and enveloped me as fingers worked the straps loose, then pulled the gag from my mouth. I gasped helplessly, gulping in air, moaning as Jeremy stepped before me. I stared at his thick cock as Sir began to thrust again, and my mouth dropped open almost without thought.
 
   He slid into my mouth, and I found a focus. I sucked excitedly, grunting and moaning as Sir rode me from behind. A new surge of wild, dark thrilling heat swept through me, and I gave myself to the heat, relaxing my throat as Jeremy pushed forward, and his cock slid down my throat.
 
   Oh! My! God!
 
   Was it really possible this was happening? To me!? Was this me involved in this wild, kinky sexual scene!? For it was so much NOT like me! And yet I reveled in it! I gave myself to it as if I really were his sex slave! My mind bathed in the wild heat of that thought as the two men drove their cocks into me from either direction, as my nipples burned and jerked and pulled and tugged against my clit, and the sharp, stinging heat crackled through my body amid the tumult of sensation.
 
   The orgasm screamed through my system, and I thrashed wildly against the restraints holding me spreadeagled. My own scream of pleasure died in my muffled throat, with Jeremy's groin pressed against my lips and his stiff erection blocking my air. I gurgled dazedly around him, my eyes glazed over as I shuddered and trembled to spasm after spasm of wild, exultant release.
 
   The orgasm seemed to go on and on and on as they continued to thrust into me, as Sir continued to tug on my hair, as the clips continued to tug on my nipples and clit. It was a storm of sensation and pleasure that I wished to never end.
 
   * * * 
 
   And afterward. I don't remember much. I mean, it seems blurry now. I was so dazed by the intensity of that crescendo of sensation that I was barely conscious. I assume they both had their release inside me. I doubt they'd have stopped otherwise. The chains were removed from the restraints they had placed about my ankles and wrists, and I was moved, carried, mostly, back to that wooden circle.
 
   My wrists were lifted above my head, joined together now, and then I groaned as the pull of the chain raised them higher, raised me onto the balls of my feet as their hands fell away, then to my toes, and then – off them.
 
   They turned the lights down and left me, and I could hear the harsh metal crack of bolts driven home in the doors. I groaned weakly, waking from the shock of that orgasm to find myself, quite literally, hanging by my wrists, suspended with my toes just above the floor. My wrists throbbed and ached dully, and my arms began to follow suit as I looked down the length of my body.
 
   For I could feel, between my legs, something there, holding the mouth of my sex open, pressing against the inside of my thighs, and against my buttocks. It was not the wooden posts which could rise and lower from the floor, for they had been pushed down into it. I was hanging freely. But, I suppose before he had lifted me off the sawhorse, Sir had pushed a thick dildo into my pussy, thicker than his cock, thicker even than the wooden cock which had been impaling me earlier. 
 
   It was long, as well, for I felt it deep inside me, against my cervix. Its twin was clearly, I could feel, shoved into my backside, the base protruding perhaps an inch or so, jammed between my buttocks as I hung there swaying slightly with the force of my ragged breaths.
 
   My breasts were pulled taut against my chest, the nipples freed of the clips, throbbing hotly and very, very erect. My clit ached, down between my legs, but it too was free, and also swollen. I drew my head back against my arms, gasping weakly, then forcing it through to stare up at my bound wrists. I pushed it through again, looking down the length of my body to where my toes stretched as if trying to reach the floor.
 
   My arms ached, and I was low on energy. I groaned and let my head fall back against my arms, wondering how long I would be left like this. But I wasn't afraid or nervous. My mind was still filled with the echo of that incredible orgasm, and my body was still throbbing hotly. 
 
   My back didn't hurt, nor did my breasts. Or at least, not so I could notice amid the other sensations. My chest was flushed, though, and there were darker marks on my breasts from where fingers had dug in deep, and even faint lines from where the flog had struck me. I stared at them, stared around the room, and felt a sense of wonderment, of amazement. Things like this didn't happen to people like me!
 
   My feet twitched a little. The ankle restraints were tight around them and locked together so that  I couldn't open my legs, even should I wish to do so. It was one more feeling of restraint, of helplessness, as I hung there in mid-air, gulping in breaths and trying to regain some sense of equilibrium. I was not a sex slave, after all, even if the game was deliciously wicked. I was a... well, I was a waitress, really. Though now I was a sort of personal assistant – with benefits.
 
   An employee with benefits? Was that what you called a girl you hired who let you fuck her? I really didn't know. I wasn't really sure what I was, or, any longer, who I was. 
 
   It didn't bother me that Jeremy had taken part in that wild little sex session with Sir. In fact, I was somewhat relieved by it. It put him into the role of participant instead of mere observer, and for some reason I found that less embarrassing. And the impersonal nature of the sex with Sir, and the fact I was far from home and anyone I knew, made Jeremy's addition fairly easy to accept. Besides, what was better than being dominated sexually by a handsome, powerfully built man than being dominated sexually by two handsome, powerfully built men?
 
   There was a bizarre sense of freedom in my helplessness. You might find that odd, but it existed. It freed me of the guilt I should have felt, of the shame at being a whore, or at least, of acting the whore. I was in a role which allowed, in fact, which demanded such sexual behavior. That was the role Sir required of me, and the role, one I never would have considered before, thrilled some deep, dark, lustful part of me.
 
   I was not Riley, the waitress, who had to act and dress in a certain way to maintain respect. I was Fire, the sex slave, who had a rather different set of expectations on her. And I was finding an incredible sense of thrilling sexual satisfaction in living up to those expectations.
 
   Hanging by my wrists naked in an underground dungeon!? I don't know. I just kept mentally shaking my head in disbelief even as I stared around me in helpless delight. My arms and wrists were really starting to ache, and I was not really getting back a lot of energy. I found, for some reason, that hanging was not a relaxing experience either mentally or physically. It was, in fact, rather draining, and the longer I hung there, the tireder I got.
 
   I heard the distant thump of bolts with a sense of relief, then the closer sound of the nearer door being opened. I raised my head and, panting, stared as Sir entered and strolled across to me. He was still wearing leather pants and vest. I wondered if he'd gone upstairs, and scandalized the maids or something.
 
   “How is my sex slave doing?” he asked.
 
   “N-Not your sex slave,” I gasped stubbornly.
 
   He chuckled throatily, walked up close, and gripped my hair, jerking my head back. Even hanging, he was slightly taller than I, and as he tilted my head back his lips crushed mine, our tongues moving tentatively, then lustfully together as his moist lips moved against my own. I moaned as his hand cupped my breast and rolled and stroked the aching nipple.
 
   He released my hair and pulled back a step, then took something from his belt and showed it to me briefly. I had no idea what it was then, but now know it as a pinwheel. A pinwheel is exactly what it sounds like. It's a small wheel of pins, about as wide around as a dime, attached to a slim handle.
 
   He moved slowly around me, and I felt his lips on my shoulder, then the pinwheel pressed against the back of my neck. I felt the sharpness of the little pins, then gasped as it 'rolled' slowly down my spine. My back arched instinctively, and my body jerked, my legs pulling against the ankle restraints as the pinwheel rolled down my spine all the way to my tailbone.
 
   “Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said in a low voice.
 
   I didn't, as I twisted and gasped at the sensation of the pinwheel sliding over my hip, then along the inside of my thigh. My legs jerked and he chuckled again, moving away.
 
   He returned with two short chains, and squatted before me. He unhooked my ankle restraints from each other, then spread my legs apart and chained them that way. He ran the pinwheel along my foot, then up along the underside, over the heel and along the instep.
 
   I squealed, my foot jerking violently against the chain.
 
   “Admit you're my sex slave, or I shall torture you mercilessly,” he said.
 
   The pinwheel slid up along the top of my foot, then up my ankle. The sensation was indescribable. A continuous trail of sharp little pricks sliding up my calf, then up behind my knee, circling my leg, sliding up the inside of my thigh, and then, gently running along my taut, swollen outer labia as it clung to the dildo. The pinwheel circled the base of the dildo, making me gasp and twist and writhe and moan in complaint.
 
   Then it ran along my clit, back and forth, making me cry out, before sliding up my belly and across my breast.
 
   “Say it, slave girl,” he taunted.
 
   I didn't, and the pinwheel moved back and forth over the center of my breasts, across my nipples, making me twist and writhe and moan.
 
   Another small device appeared in his hand. This, too, had a short, slim handle. And at the end, were feathers. He stroked them delicately across my clit, back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, then let the pinwheel slide across after it.
 
   He ran the pinwheel up along my ribs, up into my armpits, then along the backs of my hands before trailing it down my spine once more. The feathers teased and tickled, while the pinwheel stung, and he seemed to have infinite patience as I writhed and twisted and moaned under his 'torture'.
 
   He rubbed the feathers back and forth across my clit, to the point my hips were grinding helplessly against it as my body sought a greater pressure against my swollen clit Then the pinwheel rolled back and forth across my clit and I cried out, twisting and writhing as the sensations assaulted me.
 
   He pressed the palm of his hand against the base of the dildo as he rolled the pinwheel around and around my labia, pressing up against the dildo in short, light little thrusts that made the nose jam against the back wall of my sex. More sensations poured into my overheated body.
 
   I was sweating now, from the heat and exertion, gasping, gulping in air as he tormented me. But my pussy throbbed hungrily, and I shuddered, my head rolling from side to side as his fingers stroked across my clit.
 
   “Nasty little girl,” he purred. “Nasty little sex slave.”
 
   I felt my head yanked back by the hair, and the pinwheel rolled along the side of my throat, followed by his lips and his tongue.
 
   “Say it, sex slave,” he whispered, his breath against my ear. “Say you want my cock.”
 
   “I-I want your cock!” I moaned.
 
   “Say you're my sex slave.”
 
   I moaned weakly, then writhed as the pinwheel rolled across my clit.
 
   “I'm your sex slave!” I gasped in a choked voice.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I'm your sex slave!” I moaned as his thumb stroked against my clit.
 
   “Again.”
 
   He bent to lick, to suck, to chew on my nipple, as the pinwheel slid down beneath my pussy, rolling across that tiny bit of flesh between my pussy and ass. He sucked hard on my nipple, chewing lightly on the surrounding flesh.
 
   “I'm your sex slave!” I gasped.
 
   “Sir,” he said, pinching my nipple.
 
   “I'm your sex slave, sir!” I moaned.
 
   The pinwheel slid across my nipples and I gasped and trembled.
 
   “And will you obey your master's commands?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” I cried weakly.
 
   He paused, and I felt him grip my hair, jerking my head up a bit.
 
   “Instantly?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Shall we see? Shall we put it to the test?”
 
   It was a rhetorical question.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   He eased me down to the floor, and a wave of physical relief swept over me as the unrelenting pressure against my wrists and shoulders finally eased. I felt, in fact, like dropping to my knees, so that when he ordered me to, well, obedience was quite simple. The stone was hard against my knees, but it was soooo good to be able to bend my knees, and my arms, and to ease the stiffness in my back, that I groaned in pleasure.
 
   “Sit on your heels, slave girl,” he said.
 
   I sank back, and he slid his foot between my thighs, nudging them apart.
 
   He left me, walking over to the chest of drawers, and returned with – a collar.
 
   There was no pretense in it. It was a thick black leather collar with a heavy ring in front and a smaller one in back. He fastened it around my throat, and a sharp wave of heat passed over me as I saw the leash dangling from his other hand.
 
   “On all fours.”
 
   I fell forward onto my hands and knees, still breathing heavily, and felt the chain snap to the back of the collar, then he started towards the corner, tugging on the leash.
 
   “Crawl, slave girl.”
 
   I... crawled. I crawled unevenly, gasping, my knees sore against the stone, and then gasped as he snapped something stinging across my bottom.
 
   “Keep that bottom up, slave girl, and those legs apart.”
 
   I felt another sense of relief when we reached the carpet. It was thick and soft, and there was something under it to make it even softer. I let out a breath of relief, then gasped as he snapped the thing across my bottom again. I turned my head around and saw him holding a short switch of some sort. It was thin, and flexible, and black, like a crop, and I belatedly realized that was what it was, a light one.
 
   He tugged up on the leash and I gurgled as the collar pulled me up and back so he could sit me on my heels again.
 
   “Knees well apart,” he ordered, slapping the tip of the crop lightly against my inner thighs until he was satisfied. 
 
   He moved behind me and traced the crop along my spine.
 
   “Back straight, shoulders back, chest out, hands on outer thighs.”
 
   He walked around in front of me and sat down and I trembled a bit, feeling the dark thrill of what we were doing, and the deep throb of my pussy around the big dildo up inside me.
 
   He had the leash in one hand, the crop in the other.
 
   “On all fours again,” he said.
 
   I fell forward onto hands and knees.
 
   “Now crawl to me.”
 
   Blushing, I obeyed.
 
   “Crawl away.”
 
   I turned and crawled away, then I crawled slowly back and forth in front of him as he watched me, feeling a whirling mix of emotions. He got up and the crop slid between my legs, then, angled up, slid across my clit in a way which made me cry out in pleasure, and roll my hips up sharply.
 
   “Nasty little sex slave,” he taunted.
 
   The crop slid across my buttocks, then along my spine.
 
   “Drop your chest to the floor but keep your bottom raised high.”
 
   I obeyed, crushing my breasts beneath me against the soft rug, flushed with heat as he inspected me, staring at the thick rug, feeling its softness against my chin.
 
   “Draw your knees forward a bit.”
 
   I couldn't see what he meant, but struggled to pull my knees forward along the rug while keeping my bottom high, feeling the strain in my back and thighs.
 
   “That's it. Now apart more.”
 
   He tapped the crop against my buttocks and I obeyed, prostrating myself, obscenely displaying myself to him as my heart thumped and my pulse raced and my pussy thrummed with hunger and need.
 
   The crop slid over my skin, over my pussy, my clit, making it buzz and throb. It tapped the base of the dildo protruding from my sex – barely protruding now, as it appeared to have sunk somewhat deeper into my belly.
 
   “Now roll over onto your back,” he said.
 
   He stepped back as I obeyed, chest heaving as I stared up at him.
 
   He sat back down.
 
   “Raise your legs straight into the air.
 
   He was facing my feet. I drew my knees up, then raised my legs.
 
   “Straight. And keep them together.”
 
   I raised my feet high, trying to keep them as straight as possible until they were pretty much pointed straight up.
 
   “Now open them – slowly,” he ordered.
 
   I let my ankles come apart, let my legs slowly fall open, flushing as he watched, feeling that swirling emotional storm within me: embarrassment, excitement, indignation, anxiety, heat, lust, anticipation. The wider my legs spread the more … I don't know, slutty, wicked nasty I felt. But without guilt, really, so that it just aroused me further.
 
   He was playing with his Barbie doll, I thought, posing her in interesting ways.
 
   The tendons in my thighs ached as I stretched them as wide as I could, and held them there as he looked at me.
 
   “All right. Now turn around, and on your belly.”
 
   Again, I obeyed, my breasts pillowing out beneath me against the soft material. My face was a foot or so from his feet.
 
   “Come closer,” he said.
 
   I wriggled forward on the rug, then closer still, until my face was almost touching his booted feet. He extended a foot.
 
   “Show how obedient you are, slave girl. Show your master how much you adore him,” he said.
 
   I didn't know what he meant, and confusion swirled within me. He nudged my lips with his foot, and I was still confused.
 
   “Kiss it,” he growled.
 
   Kiss his boot? Kiss his foot!? I rebelled indignantly for a moment, but then that heat billowed up around me. Why not? It's not like the shiny leather was dirty. And the thought suddenly became so hot that I leaned in and kissed his boot, and then, unbidden, my tongue flicked out, and I licked up and down along it. For some reason the wickedness of that, the degrading nature of it sent a wild flare of heat through my groin, and I licked longer, thrusting my tongue out, playing the slave girl as my pussy squeezed down hard on the dildo.
 
   “What do you think, Jeremy? Is my little slave girl learning the position?”
 
   I jerked my head up, startled, and then embarrassed as I realized Jeremy had come in while I was focused on licking at his boot.
 
   “Indeed, sir. Many positions,” Jeremy said quietly.
 
   The sudden embarrassment faded into a liquid heat as Sir handed Jeremy the leash. Jeremy tugged and I rose to all fours, then followed him to the side. He led me, leashed, walking back and forth in front of where Sir sat. He tugged tightly on the leash once, when I lagged behind.
 
   “Keep to heel, girl,” he ordered.
 
   Another stifling flare of heat swallowed my indignation as I crawled up faster to stay at his heel. I crawled back and forth several times on the ten foot rug as Sir watched us, my breasts swaying beneath me, my pussy sucking and squeezing down on the dildo, my embarrassment only serving to send a raging wall of dark, kinky excitement through my mind.
 
   “Face to the floor, bottom up,” Sir called.
 
   I obeyed, pressing my swollen breasts to the floor, bottom high, knees wide and forward, lewdly displaying myself, demeaning myself, degrading myself in a way which made me literally tremble with lust and excitement.
 
   I repositioned myself on my back, legs spread, then on my knees, but straight, hands behind my head, back arched, as the two men regarded me with unabashed lust and admiration. I bathed in that heat, and reflected it back at them.
 
   Back on all fours, Jeremy walked me again, slapping lightly on my bottom whenever I didn't keep it positioned correctly. Then, apparently satisfied, he walked me back to where Sir was sitting, legs apart. 
 
   “Up, girl,” he said.
 
   I crawled up, between Sir's legs, and he combed his fingers through my hair, then guided me down against his groin, rubbing my face lightly against his leather covered crotch.
 
   “Unzip me. Take it out, and begin,” he said.
 
   I opened his leather trousers, took his semi-hard cock out, and began to lick and suck as Jeremy stood over me, holding my leash. I licked up and down its length, sucked on his balls, and then massaged them within my mouth as my hands stroked and caressed his cock. Then I reversed myself, using my hands to massage his balls as I took his cock deep into my throat.
 
   “Enough,” he said.
 
   I eased up and Jeremy tugged on the leash, pulling me off the chair, and back onto all fours.
 
   “Face down again, bottom raised,” Sir ordered.
 
   I obeyed, chest heaving, my face and chest flushed with heat as I raised my bottom high. Jeremy dropped to his knees behind me, and I felt his fingers at the base of the dildo in my bottom. He gripped it and began to twist and turn it, pushing, then pulling, sliding it almost all the way out, then burying it. Finally, he pushed it out entirely, and I trembled and moaned as I felt how open I was.
 
   Then his cock slid into me, and I shuddered and felt a hot rush of heat as he drove deep into my belly. This was so wild, so insanely kinky and wicked and nasty and unbearably hot!
 
   Sir watched as Jeremy began to sodomize me, and I gasped and moaned as he thrust in and out, almost begging him to touch my pussy, to touch my clit, for I knew I would explode instantly. At the same time, though, this prolonged state of intense arousal was deliciously, gloriously exciting. And I didn't want it to end, not yet, not even with a massive orgasm.
 
   He thrust into me harder, then buried himself inside me and held still. He reached forward, grasping my wrists, drawing them up and back behind my back, then locking the wrist restraints together. That done, he resumed thrusting, drawing cries of pleasure and aching pain from my open mouth as his hips struck my upraised buttocks.
 
   Then Sir knelt before me, grasping my hair, winding it around his fist as he gently raised my head up off the rug, drew it back and then pushed his cock through my open lips and along my tongue. Jeremy grasped my locked wrists, pulling back, drawing my shoulders up and back to help support my upper body. And Sir slid deeper, pushing into my throat, sliding all the way down until my face was jammed against his groin.
 
   The two men used me, but patiently, taking their time, apparently wanting to extend this wickedly exciting sexual game. Sir slid his cock out along my tongue, letting me breath, then slowly drove himself in tight, so my face was jammed against his lower belly. Then Jeremy would thrust into me with slow, deep strokes so that my body jerked and shuddered.
 
   Breathless, I gasped and gulped in air as Sir withdrew. Sir sat, then lay back on the soft rug, drawing me forward by the hair so that I shuffled awkwardly on my knees. Straddling him, I felt Jeremy draw the dildo out of my pussy, then his own cock out of my ass while Sir held his cock up. I sank onto it, groaning as my body sank down fully. 
 
   He held me there, grasping my hair tighter, pulling my lips to his as I felt Jeremy pushing into my ass again. His lips were hot, moist and hungry as he kissed me, and then, as Jeremy thrust deep and ground my down against Sir, a shockwave of pleasure tore through me, then another, then another as a massive orgasm rippled along my nervous system.
 
   I thrashed and writhed between them while my body convulsed around their cocks. Sir continued to kiss me while Jeremy ran a hand down between my legs to stroke my clit. I felt hands on my breasts, and continued to shudder and writhe, crying out now as the passion and pleasure soared, out of control in a fever of sexual passion that drove me to the brink of blackness before leaving me limp atop them.
 
   But neither of them was limp, and resumed their careful use of me, their cocks thrusting into me, steadily, in an alternating rhythm which showed to my fuzzy, groaning mind, that Jeremy had enjoyed Sir's girls before.
 
   Their deep, slow strokes were somehow soothing to both body and mind, but slowly, that languor left me, and my mind wakened to find the fever rising again. I jerked my hands against the cuffs, longing to wrap them around Sir, but they remained helpless as their thrusts grew stronger, and my body jerked between them. The sensation of having two cocks in my slender lower belly, churning in and out, was like nothing I'd imagined, and I was soon filled with excitement once again, a renewed sense of passion and hunger churning within my body and mind as they used me harder, more roughly, my body pounded between them until first Sir, then Me, then Jeremy came again in a wild, writhing explosion of pleasure and bliss.
 
   * * *
 
   I knelt on the rug in the great room as Sir sat back on the sofa watching the news on television. I was not entirely nude. I wore a sort of loincloth which resembled a leather miniskirt split to the waist on both sides, the material not quite wide enough to cover me front or back. Aside from that, Sir had given me a pair of black metal wrist bands with silver rings, and a matching collar. 
 
   Jeremy had pierced my nipples, and a pair of black rings dangled from them, a match to the larger one piercing my labia. I had the usual butt-plug in, but didn't need a vibrator to keep me in a constant state of sexual heat. 
 
   There was a break in the news, and sir clicked his fingers to motion me forward. I dropped onto my hands and crawled the few feet to his chair, then up into his lap, where he ran his fingers through my hair, petting me, after a fashion, his other hand kneading my breasts and lightly stroking my nipple.
 
   “Go and get me a drink, slave girl,” he said.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I replied softly.
 
   I didn't have to crawl around the house. That would be silly. I rose to my feet, which were unshod, and padded down the hall and into the kitchen. By now Cooper was used to me being almost naked – or entirely so. He still stared hungrily. I knew he wanted me, but it would be up to Sir to let him have me. So far he only had once, because he wanted a third man to take me as he and Jeremy did me front and back. 
 
   Cooper had got to slide his cock down my throat, and I was the center of them all, on fire with the wild sexual heat as they had driven their cocks into my burning flesh.
 
   “Sir would like his drink freshened,” I said.
 
   He did so, at once, for delaying anything for sir was not the way to continued employment.
 
   Not that this was a 'job' to me any more. Oh, I knew that, after a fashion, I was being paid. But I had no need of money at the present time, for all I needed was paid for by Sir. And I had no need of a social life for I got all the partying I needed with Sir, and sometimes Jeremy.
 
   Cooper handed me the glass, and casually groped my breast before I turned away. I didn't mind. I went back to Sir, knelt before him, raised the glass, and presented it to him. He took it and caressed my hair before shooing me back to my previous position.
 
   I wasn't quite sure how I felt about Sir. He was more than an employer, of course. But I don't think I actually loved him. I was getting to know him a bit, to understand him. He was a very complex man, and had few real friends, as opposed to a variety of business acquaintances. I thought that in some way, Jeremy was actually his best friend. So what did that make me? More his lover than his employee, but a lover without demands to place on him.
 
   A slave girl who was free to leave at any time, but who had no desire to do so. Why would I? To go back to being a waitress? To go back to school? I was getting enough of an education in this strange job that wasn't a job, relationship that wasn't a relationship with Sir.
 
   Jeremy came, in answer to some unseen call, and motioned me to follow him. I obeyed, of course. Jeremy wouldn't tell me to do something Sir hadn't instructed him in. We went into the other room where he opened a box. Inside was a pair of boots, a huge pair of boots. Or rather, a very high pair of boots. They were black leather stilettos of course. And they fit me like a second skin, all the way up to my thighs.
 
   Jeremy removed the loin cloth as I adjusted the boots, then opened a much smaller, flatter box. This contained gloves, no, mitts, no... well, they were mitts without a thumb. What did that make them? They were black leather like the boots, and went up almost to my shoulders.
 
   “Bend, girl.”
 
   He bent me over a chair and I felt his fingers at the butt-plug. I spread my legs as I felt the butt-plug pressing against my sphincter, forcing it open as he withdrew it. Almost at once, a dildo slid into me, a thick one, but lubricated. It pushed deep, and Jeremy pumped it slowly in and out, turning and twisting it until he had it almost fully embedded.
 
   Another slid into my pussy.
 
   “Hands and knees, slave girl,” he said.
 
   I obeyed, discovering the palms of the 'mitts' were padded. So too were the knees of the leather boots. Jeremy snapped a leash to the ring of my collar.
 
   “Are you an obedient little slave girl, Fire?”
 
   “Yes,” I said softly.
 
   Obedient? The last time I'd been on all fours had been out back, on the grass. Sir had thrown a ball for me to chase, and I had, crawling rapidly after it each time he tossed it. The lawn was rich and soft and thick, and I'd felt a wild thrill at being treated as a virtual animal, as his pet. Perhaps that was our relationship? A pet could love and be loved, but placed far fewer demands on a man than a wife or girlfriend.
 
   I wasn't sure how Sir felt about me except that he seemed quite fond of me. I slept in his room now, sometimes in his huge bed, sometimes on a thick, soft sort of, well, pet bed, on the floor next to it. 
 
   Oh I know, I know. How degrading! But it was all so deliciously hedonistic!
 
   Yet he took me more often atop me, now, face to face, instead of riding me from behind. And his lips on mine were always filled with lust and heat. Sometimes my wrists were shackled together to the headboard, but often they were free so I could wrap my hands around him.
 
   Jeremy led me, crawling, back into the great room and handed the leash to Sir.
 
   “Thank you, Jeremy,” he said.
 
   He stood up and led me, crawling at his heels, up the corridor. I was getting better at crawling, and of course, it was much easier with the padding on my hands and knees. It was also gloriously degrading so that my pussy throbbed around the dildo.
 
   He led me into the north parlor, which they sometimes called the sun room. It had huge windows looking out at the back, plants and flowers all around, and even a pond with a waterfall spilling down fake rocks set into the wall. It was a lovely room, but on this day all my attention was on the occupant, a lovely, petite blonde about Sir's age, who turned, raised an eyebrow, and smiled down at me with a mixture of amusement and contempt.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I had thought I had reached a level of equilibrium with my strange relationship with Sir, where I no longer really had any modesty. I'd even had to go and send the maids away on several occasions whilst clad solely in the loincloth. But now, faced by this elegant looking woman, who was done up in regal fashion, her hair drawn back, my skin flamed as Sir led me crawling up to her.
 
   I half turned away, like a Dog pulling on a leash, and Sir tugged me back. Then I felt the bite of the crop against my bottom.
 
   “Position, girl,” he barked.
 
   Breathless, mortified, I sort of froze as the woman chuckled softly.
 
   “She's adorable,” she said, “And much more obedient than I ever was, I'm sure.”
 
   “Most definitely,” Sir said.
 
   “Sir,” he ordered me sternly.
 
   I … sat. That meant I sat back on my heels, kneeling, really, and my knees instinctively spread wide even as I dropped my eyes and let my hair form a curtain between us.
 
   “Head back,” Sir ordered.
 
   Wincing, I obeyed, looking over her shoulder.
 
   “Nice breasts on her,” the woman said.
 
   “Yes, and they're real, too,” Sir said with some pride.
 
   “Rather young for you, isn't she?”
 
   “Not at all. She's adorable, as you said, and wonderfully sexual.”
 
   “Clearly.”
 
   “Fire, this is my ex wife, Sandra,” he said.
 
   Sir had been married?!
 
   “Planning on breeding her?” Sandra asked in a strange, rather sarcastic tone.
 
   “No. Two is enough.”
 
   Sir had children!?
 
   Sir removed the leash, then sat down next to Sandra.
 
   “You always were a randy pervert, Allan.”
 
   Sir's name was Allan!?
 
   “Yes, that's why you love me.”
 
   “Love you but can't stand you.”
 
   “The same goes for me, of course,” he said, lifting her hand and kissing the back of her wrist.
 
   I was staring at them, intrigued by all this, and flushed again as Sandra smiled thinly at me.
 
   “You're confusing your little slave girl,” she said.
 
   “I expect so,” he said.
 
   “You see, little slave girl,” Sandra said,” Allan and I are soul mates of a sort. We are like twins in how we think, act, behave, in what we want, in what we find beautiful or ugly, in how we react to a variety of things. We love each other fiercely.”
 
   “We just can't stand to live together,” Sir said.
 
   “Yes, our sex is almost always like a fight.”
 
   “A fight for dominance,” Sir said.
 
   “And that spills into every facet of our relationship,” Sandra said.”
 
   “She loves a strong man,” Sir said. “But she insists on getting her way on everything.”
 
   “And he won't give it,” she snorted.
 
   “And if a man does give way to her, she thinks he's weak, and doesn't respect him,” Sir said.
 
   “Well, there is that,” she agreed.
 
   “Our relationship was, to put it mildly, stormy.”
 
   “Constant arguments,” she said. “Bad for the kids, you see.”
 
   And then she snapped her fingers towards the far corner of the room. I hadn't even noticed anything there, for there were a number of large plants, and even small trees in the room. But movement caught my eyes and then widened them as a lithe, muscular man with a face almost too pretty to be a man crawled out from the corner where he'd been sitting.
 
   He was dark haired, and slender, but as he sat back on his heels before us, I could see that his body was athletic, and well-muscled, with firmly outlined pecs and abdominal muscles. His cock hung between his thighs, thick and long even though soft, and he had no pubic hair to hide it.
 
   I stared helplessly, blushing again, breathless.
 
   “He's going to show you a thing or two, Slave girl,” Sir said. “I want you to pay careful attention, for he's quite the expert.”
 
   “I've seen to that,” Sandra said with a smirk.
 
   “Lay down, Slave girl,” Sir ordered.
 
   Heart pounding, pulse racing, I almost reluctantly lay back on the warm floor.
 
   “Knees out,” he said.
 
   I mentally winced, but obeyed, raising my knees, then spreading them wide. 
 
   Sandra snapped her fingers, and the other man, the uhm, I guess her slave boy, crawled over to me. I thought for a breathless moment he was going to fuck me. But Sir had never let Jeremy fuck me, only sodomize me. 
 
   The nameless slave boy, or slave man, for he was at least five years older than me, licked at my inner thighs, causing me to flinch, then slid downwards, his tongue pushing out so long that my eyes went wide! I'd never seen a human tongue go out that wide!
 
   He teased me with it, flicking it out around my sex, caressing my labia, stroking along my skin, kissing and mouthing my soft flesh as Sir and his ex wife looked on.
 
   Scalding heat began to sweep through me just at this incredible, absurdly hedonistic scene, and when his tongue began to work on my clit I began to quickly loose all control of myself, of my reactions, of my body. 
 
   At first, he left the dildo in place, simply pressing on it, rhythmically, again and again, as his tongue and lips focused on my clit. He drove me into screaming, writhing orgasm in only a few minutes, then pulled the dildo free and began to tongue the mouth of my sex. His tongue slid ridiculously deep inside me! His lips worked on my clit, and he brought me again and again, in a very short length of time.
 
   Writhing, twisting, crying out, arching and thrashing, my insides twisted and flared wildly as he drove the breath from my body in screams of pleasure.
 
   I saw, not really caring, that Sir and his ex were groping each other, kissing and caressing as they watched us. I was too infused with heat to take much notice of that other than to note they were still looking on, that my exhibitionist nature might still be satisfied, still contribute to the dark heat engulfing me as her nameless slave boy worked me over with his tongue.
 
   Then it was his turn, as he lay back, and Sir directed me to show him what I knew of oral sex.
 
   Breathless, panting, I licked up and down around his groin, still panting with heat, sucking on his balls, massaging them within my mouth, kissing and mouthing his cock as it thrust rock-hard into the air. I mouthed him, bobbing up and down as he lay back, eyes closed, then slid my lips lower and lower until he disappeared down my throat.
 
   “You won't be able to make him come, dear,” Sandra said. “He's very well disciplined.”
 
   “I bet you've disciplined him well,” Sir said dryly.
 
   “Indeed. And he knows better than to come before I let him. If I let him.”
 
   “You're more cruel than I,” Sir said. “I like seeing my little slave girl come.”
 
   “And she does it so well,” Sandra said.
 
   “What are you saving your slave boy for?”
 
   “How about if he mounts your bitch?”
 
   “Her pussy belongs to me alone, but – .”
 
   “Of course,” she said. “Matthew, take her ass.”
 
   So that was his name, I thought dazedly.
 
   He had hungry blue eyes, and he drew back and flipped me onto my belly as thought I were weightless. I felt his hands under my hips, jerking them up, and then as I shifted my knees apart he pulled the dildo from my ass. He picked up the other, jamming it back into my pussy, then pressed his cock against my partly open back passage. I cried out as he thrust into me, and he gripped my hair, jerking my head up and back, lifting me onto all fours as he began to ride me with passion and heat, his hips pounding against my buttocks as he yanked on my hair.
 
   It was a rougher ride than I was used to, but given the state I was in it was also irresistible as I cried out with pleasure and thrust my buttocks back to meet him.
 
   “Stop,” she said.
 
   Matthew stopped at once, buried inside me as I gasped for breath.
 
   “Bring her here.”
 
   He turned me and pushed me forward. Gasping, moaning, I crawled forward until she could lean over and grasp my leash, then jerked me up between her legs. She had drawn her skirt up and back and revealed that, like me, she was hairless. Now she drew me in between her thighs, rubbing my face against her pussy.
 
   Some part of me recoiled, but I was so aroused and so used to obedience by then that my tongue flicked out with barely a second of hesitation. I moaned as Matthew ground himself against my buttocks, and gasped in pain as Sandra tugged on my hair.
 
   “Remember what Matthew showed you, slave,” she said coolly.
 
   I was not a girl lover. I mean, of course I'd seen some of it, and had pawed and groped and kissed girls before, mostly as part of a teasing thing with the boys. But I wasn't a lesbian, nor bisexual. Still, given my state of mind, the dark hunger which had crept over me since meeting Sir, and the strange excitement I took in doing things which most would find horribly degrading, it did not gross me out. A part of me even found the challenge rather fascinating as I licked at her clit.
 
   I rolled my eyes to the side, and saw Sir looking down, and felt another pulse of heat between my legs as I tried my best to imitate what Matthew had done to me. Of course, I wasn't nearly as good, nor was my tongue anywhere near as practiced.
 
   Then Matthew, well, I guess you could say 'mounted' me, even making strange, animalistic noises as he climbed atop my back. I gasped as I felt his cock prodding at the swollen lips of my sex. But the fat dildo jammed inside prevented him from sliding into me. His cock stroked along my moist center, then rode upward, pressing against my back opening again.
 
   I felt the pressure as his lips bit into the nape of my neck, as the soft flesh of his chest pressed against my back, as his hands slid around me, cupping my breasts, kneading and squeezing them as he licked and sucked at my throat.
 
   His mistress pulled on my hair and pushed on my head, pushing my face into her sex as I licked dazedly, enveloped by a wildness, a feral sense of sexual fever. My body began to jerk in time to his thrusts as Sir sat back and watched. And my rolling eyes caught the hunger in his eyes as his 'slave girl' was used and ridden and made to perform for his ex wife.
 
   Her hands were small, but strong, and she pulled my hair with an imperious manner which left no doubt about her arrogance, and how she felt about me. Instead of being indignant or offended I felt a wild thrill at the thought, moaning as her slave boy thrust into me, gasping as he pinched at my nipples, shuddering as he bit into my flesh and ground himself against me.
 
   He rode me into yet another incredible, breathless climax as Sandra held tightly to my hair, forcing my face against her sex, forcing me to keep licking, however dazed I became. And when I faltered, her small hand slid below my chest, fingers pinching cruelly at my nipples to jar me from the fog of my orgasmic languor.
 
   * * *
 
   Sandra stayed for a week. It was an uncomfortable week, for, as I said, I'm really not into girls. But it was a week in which she treated me as a sex slave even more than Sir ever had. I had to call her 'mistress', for one thing, which seemed, at first, both silly and darkly exciting. Soon, though, it became routine. 
 
   It felt bizarre, the first time she walked me. I was crawling, like Matthew, on a leash, with the dildos within me. She had added a halter made of thin leather straps which tightly circled my ribs, and then squeezed my breasts on all sides, forcing them out tautly. She added small, weighted rings dangling from my nipples, tongue, and clit, as we were 'walked' outside in the garden.
 
   Sir was not present. And that was one of the main reasons it felt so strange. I barely knew this woman, or the man crawling alongside me, so what was I doing letting her demean me like this? And why did I find it exciting when I didn't even like women??
 
   But I did.
 
   I crawled, glad of the padding in the leather boots I wore, and the strange leather mitts, drooling  a little, because of how the weight pulled my tongue down and out over my lower lip, feeling deliciously like an animal of some sort without a clue why that aroused me.
 
   And when she sat on a stone bench, I and Matthew licked at her stiletto heels as if we were perfect little slaves, then took turns licking and sucking at her clit and pussy as she twisted her fingers in our hair and instructed me on how to properly please a woman.
 
   Then she made me do it by myself, while Matthew worked on me, pawing, stroking, caressing me, and then dropping to his back beneath me, grasping my buttocks, and pulling my pussy down against his mouth. Sandra had a small crop in hand, and used it often, snapping it down against the sides of my breasts whenever Matthew caused my attention to wander from her pussy.
 
   Was I becoming a total, scanky slut? I guess so. But for some reason I didn't think of it that way. It was like I was in another world with different moral rules.
 
   She put the weight back on my tongue, telling me I needed to stretch and exercise it, and we walked on, as she admired the garden, and spoke occasionally about this or that flower or plant which she had arranged to have placed there.
 
   After a bit, she took the weight off my tongue, then began to throw small balls along the grass for Matthew and I to chase. Again, I felt how bizarre it was, but that didn't stop me from crawling as fast as I could to get to the balls before Matthew. For each time we returned, the one who failed got a single sharp snap of the crop across their buttocks.
 
   We were not to talk at all. She made that quite plain from the beginning. But that was okay, for it fit with this new, kinky game of me as some sort of sexual pet or animal.
 
   Matthew was dressed much as I was, which is to say, he was naked, save for long boots which protected his knees, padded, fingerless gloves to protect his hands, and a harness around his chest. Oh, he also had a dildo up his backside, and a strange sort of squeezing leather thing around his cock below his balls. He also had a raging erection which she largely ignored, an erection which bobbed and jerked as he moved, and which, when we wrestled for the balls, pressed and slid and rubbed and squeezed against me.
 
   I longed to have that cock inside me, in my pussy, but Sir had said my pussy was for him alone. So failing that I would have loved to get my mouth around it to make him come. I thought it awfully cruel of Sandra not to let him climax, but to keep him hard and endlessly aroused.
 
   When we returned to the house Sandra led me down into the dungeon, and into one of the cells. There, she placed me on my heels, and removed the dildos before placing a new sort-of dildo on the floor beneath me. It hooked into a slot, and was inflatable. I slid my pussy down onto it without effort, and took it deep inside me.
 
   Then she strapped my ankles to my thighs, and pulled my arms behind my back, locking the restraints together. She tilted my head up and attached a chain to my tongue ring, pulling it up and out, then did the same to my nipple rings. To counter this, she pulled my hair into two pigtails, and tied them up and back.
 
   Then she inflated the dildo in my pussy to the point I could hardly stand the strain, before leaving me there.
 
   With a vibrator placed against my clit.
 
   This was not to be something short-term, like Sir had done. This went on and on. It took very little time to push me over the edge into a massive orgasm, and to keep me riding that roller coaster ride form anguished discomfort to mindless pleasure.
 
   The affect on my body and mind was notable in that the super tight, aching dildo inside me was no longer uncomfortable at all. In fact, in my sexual heat I tried to ride up and down, to take it even deeper. Doing so pulled on my nipples and tongue, but I didn't care. I was frantic to get it deeper, to impale myself on it, regardless of discomfort.
 
   The strange, anguished noises I made were almost beyond my recognition. I was a lust-crazed animal desperate for sexual pleasure, sweating, aching, gasping, moaning, sobbing, and then screaming in pleasure before starting it all again.
 
   Only when I was completely exhausted, when only the tight cords holding me up by hair, nipples and tongue kept me from falling over, that she returned. She eased me off the giant dildo, then pulled me across her lap. As Matthew thrust his ever-hard cock into my mouth, she worked her fingers, then her entire hand into my stretched out pussy, fisting me, fucking me, driving me to the edge of sanity as my body convulsed with a shattering, endless orgasm.
 
   By the time she left, only a week after arrival, I had become, well, almost, a slave in reality. I don't mean to say I was a prisoner, that Sir would have stopped me from leaving had I so desired. I mean that in my mind, I was a sex slave, and it didn't really occur to me to say no to anything, to refuse, to disobey, nor to leave. I knew, intellectually, that I was free to do or not do whatever I wanted, and to leave when I wanted. But emotionally, I was a sex slave, Sir's sex slave.
 
   We flew to Geneva the day after Mistress – I mean Sandra – left. I was dressed, as usual, in short business skirt, high heels, stockings, blouse and blazer, my hair done half up, half down in a businesslike fashion. Beneath this my body was striped from the whipping Sir and Sandra had given me the day she had left, thin red lines criss-crossing my breasts and groin.
 
   I checked out the hotel, made sure everything was properly in place, attended the meetings with him, took notes, made calls to clarify or confirm information, and made reservations for dinner, which we ate in a five star restaurant. I was clad in a long, lovely gown for that, and then was clad in nothing as, later, I was chained to his enormous bed and 'tortured' with ice, feathers, candle wax, vibrators, and his tongue and fingers to the point of screaming madness.
 
   Sir treated me as his assistant whenever anyone was about, as his pet or slave whenever we were alone. But his punishments were rare. In most respects, aside from his arrogance in ordering me about, say, he treated me like his friend, like his lover. And of course, occasionally, as his pet. Sometimes he let others use me, but my pussy was for him alone. Except where women were involved.
 
   I was grateful that didn't happen often, for though I had become quite good at performing for women, it was far from my preference. And I found it disturbing, to be honest, how easily they turned me into a quivering ball of wretched, sobbing, overheated flesh.  Grovelling for men was arousing, but for women was, well, embarrassing on several different levels. And I never got used to it.
 
   I soon learned his entire name, but it really didn't occur to me to use it, and in fact, I continued to think of him as simply – Sir. My life, my job, were serving Sir, and I was richly rewarded on any number of levels for my service.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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