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Alanna's cheeks were flushed, but it wasn't
with the cool breezes blowing across the field. She gave every
impression of being a proper Scottish lady of the castle,
granddaughter of Laird Ferguson of Castle Fergus, dealing
responsibly with masons she had hired to repair some stonework
along the east wall.

She was dressed in an almost ankle-length
skirt, with flat, suede boots beneath. Her blouse was beige and
modest, and she had a thick, hip-length black cardigan over it. Her
red hair was drawn loosely back in a long braid, and her language
was respectful, but clearly determined as she gave them
instructions on what she wanted.

She gave a parting nod and turned to walk
away – carefully, cursing Nathan Hunter under her breath for his
perversity and obstinacy, for his arrogance and plain old
bossiness! Who was he to dare to give her orders anyway!?

More irritatingly, why was she obeying
them?

The man was like an addiction! The more
terrible, wicked things he made her do the more exhilarated she
became to do more! Didn't drugs stimulate the pleasure centers of a
person's brain? And wasn't that precisely what Nathan Hunter was
doing!?

God knew she had never felt such intensity of
heat and arousal as she had with Nathan. The things the man did and
wanted her to do were shocking to her otherwise modest Scottish
sensibilities. They certainly would have been astonishing to the
locals who regarded her with somewhat possessive pride. They had
gotten used to her being the Laird's heir, after all. They liked
her and respected her.

That sort of thing might not be important in
the cities, but here in Northern Scotland they were still quite a
traditional lot.

Nathan regarded that as a strange, and
somewhat silly cultural quirk, and it amused him to flout it
wherever possible.

Thus today she wore his latest purchase (from
where she had no idea) which consisted of a set of leather straps
held together by stainless steel rings squeezing in tightly around
her slender body. It was an absurd thing. She'd laughed at it in
disbelief when he'd proudly shown it to her.

“Wear it, slave girl,” he'd ordered.

“I am not your slave girl,” she had replied
in a frosty tone, as she generally did.

“Wear it anyway. It will make the day more
lively.”

The thin black straps crossed her shoulders
to attach to rings at the top of her breasts. Four straps,
attached, again, by rings, were then drawn in firmly about the base
of both breasts, squeezing them somewhat. The pressure was enough
to keep it constantly at the back of her mind, no matter what she
was doing, and to prevent her breasts from moving about too
noticeably.

But it also had the effect of making her
breasts pulse as her heart beat, and kept her nipples in a state of
firm erection. And while the straps did keep her breasts from
moving too much that was not to say they didn't move at all. With
her blouse tucked in neatly this caused her erect nipples to rub
against her blouse.

The straps around her breasts were attached
to ones which went behind her back, pulling in firmly, and others
which went down her body, in a diamond pattern, leading to a strap
which was larger than the others that served to cover her between
the legs. That strap narrowed as it passed up between her buttocks,
then joined to the others again at her back.

The leather was tight everywhere, and that
included between the legs. The strap there squeezed up against her
sex in a way which should have been unpleasant, but in the context
of the arousal she was now dealing with, was something else again.
It didn't help that the inside of that leather strap had, attached,
a pair of dildos which pushed up into her body.

Further, the thicker strap which went over
her sex was joined to the narrower one which led to it by one of
the metal rings. This ring was cleverly placed to be directly over
her clitoris, the metal pressing into her body around it serving to
make her clitoris swell outward from under its hood.

To further enhance the effect, there as a
tiny spiked metal ball dangling from a half inch ring and resting
directly against her clitoris. It bounced and shifted, turned and
ground against her as she moved as a constant reminder, as Nathan
had said, that she was now his 'sex slave'.

Awful man!

He had finished off his 'creation' by taking
a pair of small black silk ribbons and tying tiny black bows around
her nipples!

All this she wore under her more normal, more
respectable outer clothing, and she felt, as she walked around,
like some sort of costumed character, pretending to be something on
the surface which was utterly at odds with what lay beneath.

Her commonsense personality thought it all
horribly silly, and yet even so she could not dismiss the bubbling,
simmering arousal she felt even as she went about her quite
ordinary tasks and chores. The things she had on under the surface
were continual physical reminders of the dark, thrilling sex she
and Nathan had had the previous night, and would have again
tonight!

She'd only known him little more than a week,
and yet when she was around him she felt a sense of breathlessness,
a tightness to her chest and a fluttering in her stomach, none of
which she truly understood. After all, she'd loved Niall, and been
engaged to marry him before he'd died. But he'd never made her feel
so breathless.

And she wasn't even sure how she felt about
Nathan, at least, emotionally. Sexually, well, that was an entirely
different story. The man was overpowering in more ways than one,
and had taken her to heights of pleasure she had not even been
aware existed!

She felt a tingling, burning ache of pleasure
between the legs as she moved, as she walked across the field and
the little spiked ball moved against her clitoris, as her nipples
rubbed delicately against her blouse and she felt the tightness of
the straps squeezing against her sex and breasts.

And she remembered his stern admonition
before he'd left.

“You are not permitted to have an orgasm,” he
had told her.

As if! She'd been open-mouthed with
indignation that he would dare to make such a statement! And yet at
the same time, it was the very outrageousness of the things he said
and did which helped inspire such heat within her mind.

Yes, it was outrageous! He was acting as if
she were his prisoner (her mind flashed to that first time shackled
in the dungeon, naked), as if she were his helpless sexual
plaything (her mind flashed to the sight of the floor of the hidden
passageway as he had carried her, bound and naked, slung across his
shoulder)!

It was all so darkly thrilling! She'd grown
up around the castle, spent time in the ancient dungeons
fantasizing what it must have been like so many centuries ago, even
picturing herself as a prisoner in those dungeons (no doubt to a
cruel but handsome lord who wanted to ravish her!).

Her girlish daydreams had grown into secret
fantasies that had only come out with Nathan in the dungeon. He had
tapped into them and spread them like the unfurling blossom of a
dark rose, and she had found herself living out a dark imitation of
those wild fantasies in ways she had never imagined.

Niall had been a good lover, and had known
what to do with her body, well, when he tried. But Nathan didn't
just caress her body, he caressed her mind. He had said so
explicitly, tapping his finger against her forehead and saying
there lay the most important erotic organ on a woman. Yet knowing
he was deliberately playing to her dark fantasies did little to
diminish the effect.

It had been two hours since she'd gone down
to breakfast with he and her grandfather, wearing his absurd
collection of straps and... and things under her clothes. She'd
felt wicked at the time, and still did, and her body had been
bubbling along on a low to medium heat that entire time.

Ordered her not to have an orgasm! Of all the
bloody cheek!

First of all was his presumption that simply
wearing this silly getup would get her so aroused she would have an
orgasm in the first place. Then, came the temerity to think he
could order her to not have one!

But, damn the man, while she wasn't close to
orgasm her body's cravings had grown to the extent she was having
difficulty resisting the temptation to find somewhere quiet to
relieve the ever-present sexual tension.

And no matter what she did, if he found out,
he'd be smug about it! If she had to masturbate in the middle of
the bloody day because of his straps and things that would make him
smug. If she held off and didn't, then he'd smugly think she'd
obeyed him!

Bloody American!

“You're my slut, remember,” he'd said.

He knew very well what effect that word had
on her! Alanna had spent much of her teen years being the 'good
girl'. She was much in the spotlight, so had little choice.
Anything she did which was improper would have been noted and
passed on.

Several years back she'd gone swimming in
southern Spain, and like many young European girls there she'd done
so in a thong – and topless. The tabloids had somehow gotten a
picture! How utterly humiliating that had been! Her family had
practically disowned her, and watched her even more closely after
that, forbidding any holidays to southern destinations.

Alanna Ferguson was most definitely the
furthest thing from a slut! But in the throes of passion he'd made
her say otherwise. And he'd taunted her about it ever since,
despite how she sometimes fumed.

Yet when once again in the throes of passion
he'd made her proclaim it, repeatedly!

Bastard! Arrogant … male!

Well, what he didn't know, he couldn't use
against her.

*

Nathan signed yet another approval form and
sat back in his chair to stretch. Things were getting on now that
he didn't have the active opposition of the Fergusons, or at least,
of Alanna. And the first survey results were quite promising. Now
he just had to get permission from her grandfather for exploratory
drilling.

Thinking of Alanna, as it often did, brought
back flashes of images of their times together, their secret times
together. Their rooms both linked to a secret passage behind the
walls, which in turn, led to other areas of the castle, including
the ancient dungeons below.

He was more than a little surprised at how
consistently enjoyable his time with her was. He hadn't known her
that long but already felt as comfortable with her as he did with
his favorite sister. She was amusing, and amused by him, had a
fiery temper, which, fortunately, he rarely provoked and usually
managed to disarm, and a keen, intelligent insight into him and
what he wanted and was saying at any given time.

Then there was that other, very unsisterly
attribute to her, namely, he found her incredibly hot. The odd part
of that was it wasn't even her undeniable beauty or firm, fit,
nicely rounded body which was the most exciting. With his looks and
his family's wealth and influence he'd had his pick of gorgeous
women since he was quite young, after all.

No, it wasn't doing what he did to a
beautiful girl which turned him on so much. It was doing it to
Alanna – who yes, happened to be beautiful. There was such
restraint and dignity in her, that causing her to abandon it, and
seeing the thrill and wonder in her eyes when she did, made him
burn as if in reflected heat.

She was as responsive as a repressed virgin,
in some ways, except she was neither. They were not yet close
enough for her to confide all her deepest, darkest sexual fantasies
to him, but it didn't take a genius to figure out that growing up
around a castle and dungeon had filled her mind with ones involving
herself as a prisoner of some depraved man or men or other.

More than one man? A group of them? Who knew.
She would tell him eventually. But the look in her eyes when he'd
made her spread her legs and raise her bottom as she performed oral
sex on him, when he'd told her to position herself as if another
man was using her at the same time, that look told a lot.

Of course, just because she had held
fantasies did not mean she would want to do them in real life, or
at least, that she would be able to erase a decade or more of
social conditioning which taught every young woman what was
acceptable and proper to do.

There was much more work to do before he
could get her to think seriously about introducing anyone else into
their sex life, assuming he wanted to (and he felt an unusual
degree of ambivalence to letting anyone else touch the red-haired
girl). He was still, after all, laying the groundwork for what he
only fancifully believed might one day be a longer term
relationship of some kind.

The thing was, Alanna was not the least bit
submissive! Well, except in sex. And that was due to her long held
fantasies, he was sure. And he liked that, at least, in real life.
He wasn't used to women who argued with him, or even who expressed
their opinions as strongly as she did. He respected her for it. On
the other hand, there was something very exciting about making her
excited. And her excitement seemed to lay with those dark
fantasies.

He had a lot of ideas in that regard.

In the meantime, though, there was work to be
done, money to be made. He couldn't hang around forever, not unless
he was showing results. And he found himself curiously not eager to
move on. He wanted to spend a lot more time on developing
Alanna.

*

Alanna felt a little giddy, but the pressure
was mostly gone after that very enthusiastic orgasm. God, she'd
hardly needed a minute to do it, too! But never mind, there was no
way Nathan would know, and she could focus a bit more on the column
of figures she needed to add up.

Not that the pressure stayed away for long.
It built up again, slowly, but steadily, until, as lunch
approached, she was actively considering how to seduce Nathan into
wanting to do something – indecent to her if he was to return to
the castle for lunch. She would certainly not ask him to do
anything. That would be too revealing and make him even more
smug.

But she could, perhaps, leave a button or two
undone on her blouse, make him think about what he, as a man,
wanted to do twenty-four hours a day anyway. She'd have to be
careful, though. The last time she'd done that she'd at least worn
something under her top. Now she was effectively naked under her
blouse! She'd have to make sure they were alone and unlikely to be
disturbed.

She could feel her sense of anticipation
growing as lunch approached. He had been coming back for lunch more
often of late. To see her, perhaps? Well, it wasn't like he was far
away since they'd given him permission to put his trailer office
down on the meadow. Further, her grandfather rarely came to lunch,
even when he was home.

But making sure Iain didn't see anything.
That would be difficult. Perhaps she could hide a certain type of
wine and then request it. That would keep him away for a bit. She
managed to sneak into the wine cellar and move a couple of bottles
of Chateau du Ronde, feeling quite content as she got out
unseen.

She would request that at lunch, she thought,
congratulating herself on her cunning.

Except, of course, that when Iain set the
food down there was no sign of Nathan. It wasn't his habit to
inform her beforehand if he was or was not coming to lunch, but she
found herself more irritated as time passed and it became obvious
he wasn't coming.

After lunch she went up to her room and got
rid of the entire silly affair of straps. Yes, and the bows, as
well! She masturbated quickly and after a quick orgasm, she donned,
instead of her old outfit, some long black stockings, lacy black
thong and bra,, high heels, a dress black skirt, a white silk
blouse, and some jewels, and had Douglas drive her into town.

She dealt with a number of council issues and
even accepted dinner at the local hotel with the mayor.

Eating alone would serve Mister Nathan Hunter
right!

When she did return to the castle, she acted
as brusquely and condescendingly as possible to him, that is, as
much as she could get away with given her grandfather was there.
Nathan gave her a flinty eyed look, which she decided meant he'd
found the set of straps and rings in his room's shower, where she'd
left them.

She gave him a sweet, smug smile, and breezed
out of the room.

Thought he could give her orders, did he!?
Thought he could take her for granted? Well, he was learning
better!

As the end of the evening approached she
started feeling mixed emotions. On the one hand, she was feeling
smug about ignoring him. On the other, she was anticipating how he
might exact revenge on her. And she felt considerable misgivings
about that. Would she enjoy the revenge? Would he spank her? He'd
given her bottom some sharp slapping a few times already!

She was uncertain about the excitement value
vs the pain of being spanked. His slaps to her bottom stung! But
there was no denying the heat they roused within her, and not just
on her buttocks.

Over all this lay a bigger fear. What if he
didn't come for her at all!? What if he decided to punish her that
way!? Well, surely he wouldn't! He enjoyed their nasty little
interludes as much she did! Or at least, almost as much!

She went looking for him to try to assess his
intent, but couldn't see him anywhere. She even tried the passage
to his room (it wouldn't do to be seen trying to enter through the
front door) but his room appeared to be empty. Where on earth had
he gone? Not into town, surely!

She went back to her room and was surprised
to find something on her bed which hadn't been there earlier. There
was a small black pile of fabric, atop which someone had placed one
red rose.

“What on earth...”

She felt a pulse of excitement as she crossed
to the bed. She picked up the rose and sniffed it briefly. It was
new, that was certain. Bought from the flower shop in town? And
what was this stuff underneath?

She picked up some silk and let it unfold,
discovering they were a pair of long black gloves. She tried one
on. Yes, it fit, though she'd never wear such a thing. It went up
past her elbow!

There were two more objects on the bed. They
were black silk scarves.

Her cell phone chirped. She picked it up and
felt a rush of pleasure and relief as she saw his name. He'd sent
her a text. It was incredibly arrogant, but still made her stomach
flutter.

The stockings, shoes and gloves. Nothing
else. Tie one of the scarves around your eyes. No peeking. You've
already been naughty and must be punished.

Of all the gall, she thought, shakily.

You will be kneeling on the floor, knees
apart, hands behind your head, fingers interlaced, back arched,
when I arrive at the passage door.

Arrogant man! As if she would do any such
thing!

That certainty lasted seconds. Her indecision
lasted a few minutes. Then she was naked, save for stockings, shoes
and gloves. Heart thumping, she carefully folded one of the silk
scarfs, then knelt before the passage entrance and drew it up
against her eyes, reaching back to tie it behind her head while
skimming her finger under to draw her hair out.

Then, feeling a shaky sensation, she drew her
hands up and back behind her neck, arching her back, and tried to
keep from trembling.

God, she was crazy! She should tell him to go
to hell!

But the dark heat was upon her and it
promised far more thrilling pleasure than she would get from
putting Nathan Hunter in his place.

She shifted uneasily in place, ears alert to
every sound. The door was locked, and she was almost certain Iain
didn't even know about the passages. Her grandfather probably knew,
but he was in bed, and he wouldn't use them anyway. God, what a
horrible notion! Him finding her like this!

That briefly diminished the heat within her,
but it also served to remind her of just how wicked and nasty this
was, and so made the heat flare still hotter.

And finally, she felt her pulse rocket up at
the sound. He was moving quietly, as she knew he could, but she had
been listening intently. She was sure it had been the sound of the
passage sliding open! Then there was a slight sound behind her, and
she turned her head, uselessly.

She gasped as a firm, strong hand gripped
each wrist. She offered no resistance as they were drawn back
forward, then down and back together behind her. She felt something
being tied around her wrists, and pulled in quite firmly.

The second scarf! She'd been wondering what
that was for! She'd thought it was to be a gag.

His silence was slightly unnerving, but he'd
done that before, or at least, put on a phony accent, even a mask.
This time there was only silence. And she did not want to break it
herself.

It could be anyone there! She could be
kneeling naked and helpless in front of... anyone!

She gasped aloud as someone gripped a thin
tendril of hair near the front of her head and tugged up and back,
forcing her head back farther and farther, her mouth opening
automatically. She felt something pushing against her open lips,
something soft... malleable.

The ball gag!

But no, not quite. She opened her mouth, and
it pushed inside. It was large, but not as hard as the ball-gag. It
still expanded within her mouth, but then she felt a flat strap
pressing against the outside of her mouth, as if attached to the
spongy mass inside. The strap went around her head and buckled
behind her, covering her mouth

She felt something brush her neck, then
pressing firmly against it, circling around it, and pulling in
tight. Her heart beat faster. It felt like the collar... no, it was
smaller. But it definitely felt like the collar he had put on her a
few days back.

That belief was reinforced when she heard the
soft clink as of metal against metal, then she felt a tug on the
collar and grunted, gasped, and finally forced herself up off her
heels, then to her feet as the pull drew her remorselessly
forward.

Into the passage!

Surely he didn't expect her to walk down all
those stairs to the dungeon! She'd break her neck! Perhaps he would
carry her across his shoulder. He'd done that before. He was
extremely strong, she thought excitedly.

Yet almost at once she realized they were
going in the wrong direction. She had to walk slowly in her high
heels, blindfolded, and her wrists kept tugging instinctively
against the silk scarf as she tried to put her hands out
protectively.

But she had to trust him, had to walk
forward, increasing her pace as he did, trust that he wasn't going
to walk her into anything.

Where was he going!?

They were surely past the furnished portion
of the castle now, going into the parts which had been left empty.
With only two of them, plus the servants, it made absolutely no
sense to even furnish most of the castle any more, much less keep
it heated and powered up.

Finally, there was a scraping sound, as of a
passageway door which was little used, and then she turned and was
helped through the opening. Once through, the pull on the collar
forced her to continue to walk, pulled along helplessly.

She almost tripped on something, but his hand
had her arm instantly. She stepped over it, no, onto it. It felt
like.. a rug, a very thick rug. Which was quite odd since there
were no rugs in this part of the castle, unless she'd completely
misplaced where they were.

She gasped into the gag as he gripped her
hair and forced her downward. Her knees again hit the thick rug,
then he pulled back, so that her back was arched, and a moment
later she fell back on her arms.

It felt very soft and … furry underneath her!
It felt as if her bare skin was laying on a luxuriously thick fur!
Where on earth had he gotten it?

She felt hands on her legs, pulling them
apart, spreading her knees to either side, and blushed as her heart
beat faster. She struggled to keep her breathing even, knowing he
would be able to see the rise and fall of her chest.

She gasped aloud as she felt his hand upon
her stomach. It was... gloved in soft leather, and it glided up her
body, caressing her breasts, then slid down her belly and between
her legs. It felt so strange there as it caressed the neat, tight
opening. It was a very soft, smooth kid leather, and she bit into
the malleable stuff filling her mouth as she felt them rubbing
against her clitoris.

This was so wicked, so perverse, so... so
wild!
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Alanna moaned as two fingers slowly sank
between the lips of her sex, as his thumb stroked gently against
her clitoris. She closed her eyes beneath the blindfold, wriggling
helplessly as she lay upon her own arms. Again, she reminded
herself it could be anyone there! Anyone! It was a wickedly
thrilling thought, though of course, had she not been quite certain
it was him she'd have panicked.

His fingers pushed deeper, and she lost her
battle to keep her breathing even, her chest fluttering as those
fingers began to pump slowly, pushing their way ever deeper.

She felt something else then, something very
thin and lightweight suddenly placed on her torso. It was long
enough to extend from her right hip to across her breast, but light
enough that it did not depress the flesh of her breast much at all,
perhaps not at all.

What was it!?

She felt it moving, and there was something
at the tip, a small flat leathery something that rubbed back and
forth across her stiff nipples.

She gasped helplessly as the fingers pushed
even deeper into her body, and could not repress an involuntary
muscle spasm which drove her hips upward.

The thing, the long thing, slid off her
breasts and she gasped as she felt it slap lightly against the
inside of her left thigh, then, almost immediately, against the
inside of her right thigh, then her left, then her right, and she
moaned into the gag, forcing her knees further apart.

Yes, that had been the message he'd been
sending. The thing moved back onto her breasts, rubbing and
circling, then, it drew off and – .

Slap!

She gasped at the sharp little stinging blow
to her nipple! The thing rubbed against her, then once again --
.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

She moaned, her hips rolling as the thing
slid over her breast, moved to her other breast, slid back and
forth across the throbbing nipple.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Each blow was light and quick, but stung, if
not terribly, adding a dark tinge to the rising excitement.

It moved up and down her body, just the soft,
flexible tip.

Slap!

It struck her belly.

Slap!

It struck her hip.

Slap!

It struck her breast at the side!

She cried out as she felt the fingers push
all the way into her, deep enough she could now feel the knuckles
of his other fingers against her. Then the fingers slid slowly out,
almost all the way before pushing back once more. They felt thicker
now, however, and she moaned, realizing he'd added a third
finger.

His leather clad thumb stroked against her
clitoris as the other three pushed into her.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

The blows landed here and there, with no set
pattern, light, quick blows, now striking her right breast, now the
inside of her thigh, now her belly, now her hip, now her left
nipple, leaving her moaning and wriggling and anxious.

She felt the soft thing sliding up along her
throat. It was not very wide, perhaps an inch or two, if that, and
not much longer. It slid up and down along the nape of her neck,
then lightly caressed her cheek. It brushed some of the hair back
from her forehead, then slid down once more.

Slap! It struck her right nipple, and then
almost immediately, her left, then her right and then her left,
very quickly, back and forth. Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!
Slap! Slap!

Alanna shuddered and moaned in complaint,
wriggling and writhing as his fingers pushed deeper into her sex
and his thumb rubbed harder against her clitoris!

It could be anyone!

That was a thought which kept resurrecting
itself in her mind! For it was so utterly outrageous and shocking
to think it might be a stranger doing this, looking at her,
touching her!

Of course, she knew it wasn't. She knew it.
She was... sure of it!

The fingers slid slowly out of her, and the
thumb removed itself from her swollen clitoris. Then the small
leathery thing slid down her lower abdomen and rubbed against her
there. She whimpered and shook her head as it traced the line of
her sex, up and down, up and down, then cried out as it slapped
down on her clitoris!

It was a light slap, even lighter than the
blows to her nipples, but her knees quickly jerked in together!

She felt the thing pushing between her
thighs, then his hands gripped her legs just above the knees,
slowly pressing them to either side, until the tendons in her
thighs ached for how wide her knees were. He let her go, then she
felt that touch again, the small flap of leather sliding up and
down against her.

Slap!

It struck her clitoris again, and her knees
jerked closed once more..

He pushed them back to either side and
released them, then slapped sharply against her thighs on both
sides.

She whimpered and gasped, staring blindly
up.

Slap!

She gasped and her knees started to jerk
closed, but she caught them and spread them apart again.

The thing rubbed up and down back and forth
over her clitoris, then – Slap!

She moaned helplessly, her knees flinching,
but she kept them apart.

Slap! Slap!

She shuddered, her hips rolling, her back
arching.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

She cried out weakly, sensation and emotion
swirling and churning inside her. The light blows … they... they
ached, but in a strange, dark, sensual way!

She felt the thing sliding up and down her
sex, then up along her body, following its contours, over and
around her breasts.

Slap! It struck her nipple. Slap! It
struck her other nipple! Slap! It struck her clitoris, then her
belly, then her breasts again, several blows each, then her
clitoris!

She wriggled and moaned and twisted beneath
him, gasping heavily into the gag.

And then suddenly she felt his fingers at her
sex once more. She shuddered, her hips rolling up helplessly as
three fingers sank deep into her as the thumb stroked lightly
across her clitoris. His fingers pumped in and out slowly, then
withdrew, and she felt something else there in their stead.

It was thick and round and... hard, but it
wasn't him, she determined after only a moment. It was the wrong
kind of hard, the wrong feel. It was another of his toys. She
moaned, feeling the round head pushing against her taut, swollen
lips, slowly forcing its way through, stretching her, then
stretching her wider!

It turned, it twisted, it pushed, it drew
back, it pushed forward again as she lay there, knees spread as
wide as she could hold them, chest heaving, a faint sheen of
perspiration rising across her skin. She moaned into the gag as it
pushed deeper and deeper, filling her up, overfilling her!

She ached! But it was a wild, dark, delicious
ache!

slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

The thing struck her left nipple with a quick
flurry of blows! Then it shifted to her right nipple!


slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

It slid down her body, rubbing against her
clitoris as the thick thing inside her pulled back, then pushed
slowly in, turning slowly, first clockwise, then counterclockwise,
back and forth.

Slap!

She gasped and her hips bucked.

And he halted, then gripped her legs and
flipped her onto her belly. She cried out as he seized her hair and
pulled, forcing her up onto her knees, then forward until she felt
something against her thighs, the same furriness, then against her
belly and breasts. It was some sort of stool, only the rug had been
cast atop it.

A rug or a coat? Whatever it was still felt
luxuriously soft against her bare flesh.

She felt his hands at her wrists, and felt
the scarf there undone. Her hands moved immediately to her eyes,
but her wrists were grasped and instead pulled forward. She felt
the soft fur against her hands through the thin lacy gloves,
reached down around her.

It was a stool or ottoman, she was sure, one
of the softer, leather padded ones, perhaps? Wasn't there one in
his room?! But it was covered in a fur throw, if that was what
she'd been laying upon. Now she felt it against her breasts with a
soft, sensual shudder.

She was belly down across the stool,
trembling slightly, and gasped as she felt him give a little push
to the thing inside her, a dildo, she supposed. Then she felt the
other thing sliding up and down her spine, down between her
buttocks, and back up again.

A moment later she felt the long, thin length
of it press lengthwise across her raised buttocks and gulped, pulse
racing.

Thwack!

She winced and flinched at the blow. It was
something like a cane! No, it was softer, thinner, lighter, with
that flap thing on its tip but – .

Thwack!

She winced again, for it stung! It stung a
good deal more than the little blows to her body from the tip.

Thwack!!

She cried out softly as it cut across her
buttocks!

Of course! He was punishing her! This was his
response to her removing that silly leather strap thing and leaving
it in his shower!

Slave girl!

She moaned into the gag at another blow, her
hips jerking forward against the fur covered side of the stool.

Thwack!

She jerked breathlessly. It was some kind
of... of switch or – !

Thwack!

She cried out at that blow, for it stung even
more! Her hands fumbled at the soft rug, her body half turning, but
the feel of her breasts rubbing against the fur sent another
sensual wave of excitement through her mind.

Thwack!

She winced and moaned helplessly, gulping in
air. Why was she letting him – !?

Thwack!

She cried out into the gag! That one hurt!
Anxiety began to rise inside her. She knew he would never really
hurt her, or at least, harm her but still – !

Thwack!

She moaned and shuddered, pressing her
blindfolded, gagged face into the fur covered top of the stool.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Her bottom was aching and burning! She should
– !

His fingers caressed her clitoris and pushed
against the dildo, and she shuddered as it seemed to force its way
just a little deeper inside her.

His hands were on her hips, then, pulling
them up a bit, out a bit. They slid down onto her thighs, spreading
them a bit. An instant later one of those leather hands gripped her
right wrist and drew her arm down along her side, along her hip,
and then, and then... under her hip.

She felt the dildo protruding from her sex,
by perhaps two or three inches. He pressed her hand against it,
closed her fingers around it. Surely he didn't mean for her to – !
He did!

He held her hand against the base of the
dildo and squeezed her fingers against it, then drew the thing
slowly back, inch after inch. She could feel how slick and wet she
was, as her heart pounded. Then he pushed back into her, back all
the way, until she moaned and her head jerked up at the ache. He
pulled back and pushed forward, slowly, holding her hand against
the base.

And then he let go of her hand.

She hesitated, gulping in air, then
continued, pumping the dildo slowly in and out.

Thwack!

She gasped and winced.

Thwack!

Alanna moaned, her bottom flaring with pain
and heat, but continued to pump the dildo, her mind awash with heat
and excitement, with the wild thrill of it, with the dark, erotic
hunger which came from the same part of her mind which held all
those fantasies of dungeons and strangers!

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

The blows came slowly, distinctly, a few
seconds, sometimes five seconds between each, but Alanna found
herself pumping the dildo faster and faster. She thought of him
standing there watching her do this, looking at her! It was so
wicked and kinky! And then that other thought came again, that it
might not even be him!

God! She would simply die!

And she knew it was him! It had to be!

He gripped her thigh and pulled sharply to
the side, shifting her on the stool or ottoman, turning her body a
little. And now she realized that she was on the corner, the edges
pressing into her inner thigh... and up against the top of her
sex.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

The blows came faster and faster, but
lighter, less stinging.


Thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack!

She gave a helpless sob, her bottom on fire,
the heat resonating through her flesh, through her insides and
making her into her lower body burn! She thrust the dildo
frantically, her hips now grinding almost instinctively against the
corner of the furry ottoman with sufficient force it should have
ached, and did, but sent a wild pulsing surge of raw pleasure
through her body and mind!

And then he stopped. An instant later his
hand gripped hers, stopping her from pumping the dildo, pushing her
hand back and away. She trembled weakly, gasping for breath, and
felt his finger against... she cringed... against her back
entrance!

She moaned in denial as his fingers pushed
into her. It didn't feel like leather now. But it felt... slick...
slippery. It slid in and out slowly, but quickly gained momentum. A
second finger was added, and a third as she knelt there panting,
overheated. Then the dildo was drawn slowly out of her and pushed
against her back opening.

She groaned in denial, shaking her head, but
that only got a sharp slap on the bottom. He pushed the thing into
her, twisting and turning, slowly working it in deeper and deeper
until she ached.

But then she felt him... HIM! It was his cock
and it was rubbing up and down against her sopping opening! She
moaned, her hips grinding against him helplessly as he taunted her
with the warm, soft hardness. Then it was pushing into her, deep!
She felt her eyes roll back in her head as she wriggled and rolled
her hips.

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair
and then slapped her bottom. He began to pump in and out, first in
long, slow motions, then faster and harder. She gloried in the
sensations as he rode her, as he used her, as he slapped her, as he
jerked back on her hair to roughly grope her breast, and even slap
it!

He bent over her, and she felt his hot,
panting breath against the back of her neck, then his lips, and
then... his teeth. She cried out helplessly into the gag as he
chewed on her flesh and sucked strongly, as if he was some kind of
vampire sucking her blood through her very skin!

He drew back and his hips slapped more and
more forcefully against her as he drove himself into her quivering,
trembling body, his pubic bone striking the base of the dildo he'd
forced into her bottom so that every stroke sent it grinding
against the deepest part of her belly!

The orgasm screamed through her body and mind
like a hurricane, battering away at her already scattered thoughts,
sending them fleeing, unwanted! Nothing was needed or wanted in her
mind but the pleasure, the dark, wild thrill-ride of pleasure! She
embraced it gleefully, reveling in it like a cat rolling in catnip!
It was... glorious!

She bucked and jerked and twisted in
gurgling, sobbing pleasure as his hips pounded against her again
and again, as he jerked back on her hair and used her like his
creature, like a sexual animal! Like a slut, she thought in
something like awed delight.

The orgasm went on and on, flailing at her
consciousness to the point she felt herself sink into the role of
sexual animal, caring about nothing but the pleasure, thinking
about nothing but the pleasure, wanting nothing but the pleasure
sweeping around her!

Ecstasy!

*

With her wrists bound behind her, he led her
back through the passage, moaning into the gag, led her back into
her room, untied her wrists, lay her back against the bed and
then... and then left.

After a minute she reached up for the
blindfold. When he did not stop her she removed it, and stared
around the room wonderingly. She moaned, sitting up, then reaching
behind her neck again. Her fingers could not quite manage the clasp
there until she removed the gloves. Then she unbuckled it and work
the gag out of her mouth.

It could have been any man!

The thought was a wild, dark, purring
creature in the back of her mind, even though she knew it
was him! She lay back, examining herself, wincing as she rolled
onto her belly and twisted around to feel her bottom.

And there beside her on the bed was the
instrument. She picked it up in some amazement. It was a thin,
flexible rod, perhaps eighteen inches in length, with a handle at
one end, and a thin leather flap at the tip. It was a … riding
crop, she thought, eyes wide. He had used a riding crop on her!

She went into the bathroom and examined
herself in the mirror. There was a multitude of thin red lines
criss-crossing the otherwise pale skin of her buttocks, but no
cuts, and, she doubted there would be any welts either. He hadn't
hit her that hard.

What a... a... bastard!

She held her hands to her cheeks at the wild
collage of memories, at what had happened that evening. It was so
wicked and shocking!

She looked down at her nipples, but though
the center of each breast was pinkish, and felt a bit warm, no
damage had been done there either. Her nipples were still quite
hard, despite feeling rather... warm.

*

When she woke up the next morning there were
dozens of red roses scattered across her bed! She sat up in
confusion, frowning at them and looking around her, open-mouthed.
Then she pursed her lips and gathered them up carefully. She
hesitated, for where would she say they'd come from if anyone
asked?

But no one was likely to. She cleaned her own
room. She'd long made that clear to Iain, so no one else should be
coming in here uninvited. She found a vase for them and placed them
on a table, then, pulled on a dressing gown and slippers and went
purposefully into the passage to his room to give him a piece of
her mind.

“You are a pervert!”

He raised his eyebrows.

“A wicked pervert!”

“And what, may I ask, brings this on?”

She snorted, glowering at him as he finished
adjusting his tie in the mirror.

“And you might knock before entering my
room,” he said.

“Your room?”

“I'm paying rent, after all.”

“That business last night – !”

“Oh yes,” he said, “Sorry. I do
apologize.”

“You... do?”

“Yes, I had a very tiring day so I couldn't
make it over to see you last night. Sor-ry.”

Her eyes narrowed. Not for a moment did she
believe him! He was simply trying to drive her crazy! Besides, his
voice was deliberately taunting.

“Do you think I'm dense?!”

“Hmm?” he asked, gazing at her in the mirror
with terrible insincerity.

“Do you think for an instant I believe that
was anyone but you!?”

“What was anyone but me? I have no idea what
you're talking about, my dear, but as long as you're here, would
you be good enough to, you know...”

He turned and looked down at his zipper.

“You are an unbelievably arrogant man!”

His lips quirked up into something between a
smirk and a grin and she simply had to hit him! She swung at him,
intending to punch his chest, which, given the amount of muscle was
a fairly safe region to vent her frustration.

He grabbed her instead and she yelped as he
swung her roughly around and pushed her up against the wall, then
grabbed her wrists, yanked them up and back, and pinned them
against the wall, quickly crossing them and holding them with one
hand.

His eyes bored into hers as she stared back
breathlessly, then he leaned in and kissed her. Hard!

She moaned into his mouth as he dropped his
grip on her arms and tore the front of her nightie open to bare her
body. She squealed into his mouth, but an instant later he was
undoing his zipper, and another instant later he was inside her,
their bodies grinding frantically at each other as their tongues
twisted together in a wild, passionate duel.

And two minutes later he was standing in
front of the mirror, straightening his tie while she lay back
looking like the violated maiden, chest heaving and hair laying
half across her face.

“I'll see you at breakfast, slave girl. Don't
be late or I'll have to punish you.”

He went to the door and paused. “Oh, and wear
that leather strap outfit from yesterday. I'll be checking
throughout the day.”

 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


She was not going to wear that silly
collection of straps and rings, and that was that! As if he could
tell her what to wear! And how did he intend to 'check' through the
day anyway, strip her?! Ha! Let him try! Maybe she'd let him, maybe
not!

As if to make up for the wickedness she'd
engaged in the previous night she was again dressed with
exceptional modesty. Then too, she had a hickey on the side of her
neck, which had inspired the turtleneck sweater. She had given some
thought to wearing trousers, but that might make his 'checking'
more complicated.

And what would he do when he found she wasn't
wearing any of his silly straps? Would he punish her?

She felt a tightness in her chest and a
thrumming in her lower belly at the thought! After all, hadn't last
night's punishment been wickedly thrilling!? ?Maybe she could
provoke him into punishing her some more!

God, she was acting like such a slut! She
should... she should... what?! Go back to knitting as something to
do? Surf the internet more? No, this was a wild, wicked game, and
she didn't intend for it to stop before its time. It was a
dangerous game, of course, if anyone found out, but that was part
of what made it so thrilling.

So forbidden!

She went about her day with a small knot of
excited tension in her belly, waiting to encounter him, waiting for
him to dare tell her he wanted to check to see if she was wearing
his silly leather outfit!

When she got the text she caught her breath
and quickly pulled the phone up to read it.

Survey results in office. Come see.

Well that sounded decidedly unexciting, she
thought in disappointment. Still, she did want to see what they
said. And his 'office' was a trailer he'd parked in the meadow, so
it wasn't far off. It was a lovely day, if a bit cool and breezy.
She decided to walk over rather than go to the trouble of saddling
Gunna. She was wearing sturdy boots, after all.

It was a fifteen minute walk down a faintly
trod path through the trees. She could scent the approaching autumn
on the wind with both anticipation and some disappointment. Time
did move on, she thought.

The meadow was, as it had been before, filled
with people doing a variety of things, none of which she cared to
understand. There were small tents and odd looking machines,
several vehicles and several trailers now. She frowned at that. He
hadn't mentioned more trailers. She was going to have to talk to
him about that. The place was looking far from peaceful these
days!

You never go near the meadow anyway, she told
herself waspishly.

That wasn't the point, though, she told
herself back.

One of the trailers was bigger than the other
two. She presumed he'd be there, and trudged through the tall
grass. By now, of course, a lot of the tall grass had been crushed
down, which irritated her anew. That it didn't matter only
irritated her more, for some reason. If a tree fell in the forest
it had still fallen, even if no one was about to be annoyed!

Still, it felt churlish to argue over grass
which, had they not shown up, would have lain pristine and
completely unseen by anyone anyway.

And there he was in one of his ridiculously
expensive, tailor made suits, standing next to the trailer talking
to some man in a checked shirt and hard-hat. Why did he wear those
suits here anyway? Not that he didn't look great in them, but he
seemed more than a little out of place.

Though very fashionable, she thought with a
slight smile.

He saw the man off as she approached and gave
her an extravagant bow.

“My lady Ferguson,” he said in a credible
Scots accent.

“Mister Hunter,” she replied. “The field
seems to have grown more... busy since last I checked.”

“Well, that's progress for you,” he said.

She snorted.

“Ah, but I forgot, Fergus Castle is the land
that progress forgot,” he said.

“Some progress is nice. Some is
unnecessary.”

“Come inside and let me show you what's
necessary.”

She nodded and climbed up the three steps and
went through the small door he held open. He followed as she
examined the full-size desk just inside. Past that was a large
table upon which were spread a bountiful array of papers, charts
and maps.

“Boots off, please, milady,” he said.

She looked startled, then bent to pull off
her boots.

“Aren't you taking off your shoes?” she asked
pointedly.

“Unlike you and many of these workmen I have
not been tramping through the grass and mud,” he said
pointedly.

He raised his foot to show how clean his shoe
was.

“The carpet is quite nice on bare toes,” he
said.

“I'm wearing socks.”

“How unsexy. Never mind. Come along.”

He led her to the latter.

“First, do you know the difference between
rich and wealthy?”

“I-I suppose,” she said uncertainly,
surprised by the apparent non-sequitor.

“I'm wealthy. You're rich.”

“I'm not rich,” she said with a snort.

“You live in a castle on a lot of land you
own and have God only knows how many expensive antiques in
there.”

“But none of it is salable!” she
protested.

“That's a preference. A poor person would
sell it all without a second thought. In any case, the amount of
shale oil on your property will, unfortunately, not raise you to
anything like the lofty heights of wealth my esteemed family
enjoys.”

“Well, I didn't expect it to make us rich as
robber barons,” she sniffed.

“We are robber serfs if you please. Robber
commoners, perhaps. In any event, there is oil there, and it is
rather tidily gathered so that it is commercially exploitable.”

“I don't like that word, exploit.”

“It can be developed without damage to the
water table or anything else, and your share will be a tidy
fourteen pounds.”

She frowned. “What?”

“Fourteen pounds not sufficient?

She glared at him.

“Fourteen thousand pounds then.”

“I think I want a lawyer.”

“Happily, I am a lawyer!” he said, beaming at
her.

“I think I want a more honest lawyer.”

“I'm perfectly honest, Alanna. What have I
ever told you that you thought untruthful?”

“How about that you weren't in my room last
night?”

“That was George. He didn't want to do it but
I paid him, er, twenty seven pounds.”

“You are so not amusing, Nathan Hunter!”

He grinned. “I amuse myself constantly.”

“I'm sure!

“How about a hundred and forty thousand?”

“What?”

“A hundred and forty thousand pounds? Would
that be enough to interest you in developing the oil?”

“I... well, that is a lot of money but... I
don't know,” she said.

“How about one point four million
pounds?”

“Nathan!”

He grinned at her and pulled a piece of paper
over in front of her on the table.

“This is the estimate of the value of the oil
beneath your land, the estimate of the cost of getting it out, and
then the profit involved.”

“You get what, 90%? That seems rather
lopsided.”

“Of course. We're Americans!”

She folded her arms across her chest.

“Realistically, we're taking all the risks,
doing all the development, plus we found it!”

“Yes, but we own it.”

“Well, yes and no.”

“What does that mean?”

“Mineral rights are an interesting topic of
legal discussion. According to the law, just because you own the
land, doesn't mean you own the mineral rights under it. In fact,
the law explicitly says otherwise.”

“Does it now?”

“So technically, we're being extremely
generous. You know, the government passed a law last year to make
accessing oil easier for oil exploration firms. In it we're
required to pay just twenty thousand pounds per well to the land
owner.”

“And how many wells do you intend to put
in?”

“Probably three or four. So you can see we're
being shockingly generous. I'm sure I'll be called to account over
it by the family when they find out. But don't worry. I'll make
something up. I'll say you're this wretched redhead who had to be
appeased.”

“But – .”

“In the meantime, let's celebrate.”

He took her arm and led her past the table to
a glossy wooden door, opened it and led her through into a small
eating area. Past that was a miniature, but well appointed kitchen.
The small table had a candle on it, which he lit before opening the
oven and taking from it several hamburgs.

“This is an American delicacy,” he said.
“You've probably never tasted it but it's quite good.”

“We have MacDonalds here, you know,” she said
with raised eyebrow.

“But these were flown all the way here from
Texas. It's Texas beef!”

“You are so full of crap, Nathan Hunter!”

“You distrust moi?” he asked.

“Thoroughly!”

“That's not the kind of attitude slave girls
ought to be taking to their masters,” he said.

“I am not your bloody slave girl!”

“You will be,” he said with a grin. “In the
meantime, let me help you off with your jacket.”

He plucked the jacket back over her shoulders
and off, then quickly gripped the turtleneck and tugged it up.

“Nathan!”

She was so startled he had it over her head
before she even knew what he had intended!

“You've been a bad girl, I see,” he said.
“Clearly some punishment is in order for you.”

Her lower belly pulsed at the words even as
she batted at his hands and tried to grab her sweater back.

“Someone might come in!”

“Nope. Door is locked. You didn't
notice.”

“But – .”

“Now off with your clothes, wench!”

“But... I thought we were eating!” she
gulped.

“Oh we'll be doing that too.”

He had already gotten her skirt undone and
now tugged it down, let it fall the rest of the way, and quickly
unfastened her bra.

“This is ridiculous!” she gulped.

But she didn't fight... much, and she felt a
rising level of heat despite being wildly distracted at the thought
of all that money. It might not be a huge amount by the standards
of his family but it would completely repair the castle, see to all
the taxes, and let her do some substantial renovations as well.
There would even be money left over to put a tidy sum away for
future needs!

He turned her body, pressing her belly
against the edge of the table.

“Hey, wait! What – !?”

He had pulled her wrists together behind her
back and she felt something... metallic slipping around her left
wrist. She squirmed and twisted, trying to look behind her, but
didn't seriously try to escape as he held her firmly and slipped
another metal thing around her other wrist.

He released her wrists and she jerked them
around in front of her to stare at them, wide-eyed, jaw
dropping.

They were like... bracelets., sort of. The
metal was as thin as a watch band, though twice as wide. It was
stainless steel except for a square of gold set on inside from
which dangled a gold ring.

“Shackles have come a long way since your
castle was built, slave girl,” he said.

She turned around to confront him only to
have his hands slide around her and grip her bottom, then heft her
up onto the edge of the table.

“Nathan!”

He bent and gripped her right leg, raising
her foot high enough that, with a squawk she fell back onto her
back on the small table. She saw he had a similar metal band for
her ankle, and stared, feeling a tumultuous rush of excitement and
anxiety as he locked it in place.

Locked it. She glanced at the bands around
her wrists, then let the fingers of her right hand slide over the
one over her left, searching for a way to remove it. There was a
small keyhole on the inside, and she realized it was locked in
place.

And she didn't have the key!

“Nathan! You are a bloody pervert!”

“You've said that before,” he said, dropping
one foot and lifting the other.

“You know you don't exactly have to tie me
up,” she said, her voice somewhat uneven.

“Yes, I know. But I think a nasty, naughty
girl like you should be shackled or tied up. There's no telling
what you'll get into otherwise. Plus, of course, you desperately
need to be punished.”

She forced herself up into a sitting
position, trying to wrest her foot free, but didn't succeed before
he had time to lock the metal shackle around it.

“I do not need to be punished!”

He gripped her hands and slid her off the
table, then turned her around. A moment later she caught a brief
glimpse of a wider and large metal band as it passed before her
eyes, then drew it around her neck. She gulped as he pulled it
together behind her and she heard and felt it lock. A moment later
he drew her wrists together behind her and clipped them together,
binding her wrists.

“Now we can eat,” he said.

He had chips – french fries – as well as the
burgers, and pulled them from the oven then set them on the table.
He slid an arm around Alanna's waist and as he sat, drew her down
to sitting across his lap.

“That door better be locked,” she said
nervously.

“Or all my men will come in and see you like
this?” he asked calmly. “Imagine how excited they would be at such
an incredibly erotic sight.”

“It's not funny,” she said crossly,
wriggling.

“I wasn't trying to be funny. You must surely
be aware of how attractive you are,” he said, casually using his
fingers to brush at the thick bangs across her forehead. “Any man
who sees you like this is going to find himself thinking wild
animal thoughts.”

She gasped as he slid his fingers up her back
and into her hair, then forced her head back so that her back
arched. His other hand moved casually up and glided across her
breasts.

“They might be surprised to discover what a
wild sexual hedonist that polite young Lady Alanna is, but I expect
it wouldn't stop them from getting enormous erections.”

“Nathan!”

“Well, they would,” he said, easing his grip
on her hair. “You know they would. Every one of them. They'd all
want this,” he said, squeezing her breast.

“Men are all perverts,” she gulped.

“Some more than others,” he said with a
smile.

He picked up a hamburger and took a bite,
then put it down and picked up a french fry and held it to her
mouth.

“Eat, slave girl.”

She snorted and glared at him, but on the
other hand, it was nearly lunch, and she did like chips. She
ate.

'No vinegar?”

“That's a weird English custom. Americans
prefer ketchup.”

“That''s a weird American custom, and don't
call me English.”

He took another bite of the burger, then fed
her another chip.

“Do you get all the meat and I only get the
potato?” she demanded.

“I'll be feeding you plenty of meat, little
girl,” he said with a smirk.

“You're disgusting.”

He tore off a small piece of the burger and
held it before her mouth.

“Put your tongue out.”

She rolled her eyes at him indignantly, but
she was feeling a strange swirling hunger and excitement for this
was certainly well beyond anything in her experience, and the metal
shackles around her wrists were exciting in themselves.

She put her tongue out and he placed the
piece of burger on it. She drew it into her mouth and began to chew
as he took another bite.

He fed her another chip, then another, then
another piece of burger. The change after that was seemingly small,
and yet it made her stomach churn even more. Instead of placing it
on her tongue he held it out and had her lick the next piece out of
his hand.

“Got you eating out of the palm of my hand
now,” he said.

“Bastard,” she said.

“Slut.”

She felt a flush come to her face and
squirmed, then gasped as he tugged sharply on her hair behind her
neck.

“Tell me you're my slut, Alanna.”

There was no denying she was acting like one,
and had acted like one... and would continue to do so! And there
was something indescribably exciting about the word for some reason
at least in this context. Her, a slut?! Her!? She was the furthest
thing from a wild, sexual woman!

“I-I'm your slut!” she gasped.

“Sir,” he said.

He rolled her nipple between his thumb and
forefinger and she gulped nervously, remembering him pinching it
before.

“I'm your slut, sir!” she said.

He held another piece of burger out to her
and she licked it out of his hand, squirming on the inside now,
more than the outside.

“Spread your legs wider, slut,” he said.

She gasped at the word, however much she knew
he was playacting. She felt a surge of indignation, but it was
quickly overshadowed by heat, and she shifted her legs wider as his
hand glided down her belly and his fingers lightly brushed across
her clitoris.

“Nasty girl,” he said.

His hand slid up her body and over her
breast. He took another bite of the burger, then tore off another
piece for her and let her take it from his fingers. He watched her
eat, then slid his fingers across her lips, then through them. She
blinked, startled, as his fingers slid across his tongue. But they
quickly pulled out, and then they were rubbing against her clitoris
as she sucked in a sharp breath of air.

“Dirty girl,” he said softly.

She gulped as his fingers rubbed gently but
insistently against her, and felt her chest tighten.

His fingers rose up her body and caressed her
breasts again, then he jerked back on her hair sharply and she
cried out as she found herself staring at the ceiling behind
her.

“Nathan!” she gasped.

“No, no, no,” he said, lightly pinching her
stiff nipple. “Say master.”

The idea was silly, ridiculous! Her hands
pulled feebly against the metal bracelets and she gasped as he
pinched her nipple harder.

“Say it.”

“Master!”

He released her hair and his hand slid down
between her legs again, rubbing against her clitoris.

“Master pervert,” she growled.

“Spread your legs wider, slut.”

She gasped, heat suffusing her, but obeyed,
and his his fingers stroked her harder as he leaned in and closed
his mouth on the center of her right breast, biting, sucking,
licking... chewing!

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh... Nathan!'

“Master, “ he said, removing his mouth.

She rolled her eyes and he caught her nipple
between his fingers again.

“Master! Master! I said Master!”

He sniffed and his fingers dropped down
between her legs again.

“Have you ever imagined yourself on a stage,
slave girl?”

“A stage?”

“Like this, naked, shackled, before an
audience while an auctioneer calls out the bids.”

She stared at him in astonishment, then
licked her lips as heat rose again at the image he called
forth.

“Then you'd end the day on a leash, attached
to your collar,” he said, his finger rising to curl in through the
ring and tug lightly on it, “Led behind a man who is your new
master, perhaps heading for the harem, or some rich estate.”

“You have a very active imagination, Master
Nathan,” she said.

He grinned. “You know it's happened many,
many times in the past. You know it happens now.”

He let her lick another chip from his hand
and then took another bite of burger, from the second burger, the
first having been consumed.

“Would you sell me at an auction?” she asked,
stomach swirling.

“More like buy you,” he said.

“And how much would you pay for me?”

“Oh, I think you'd be a bargain at almost any
price, slave girl,” he said. “of course, I'd want to get full use
of you, train you properly, impress my friends by letting them see
you perform, letting them touch you, having you perform on
them...”

“Y-You'd want to see other men having sex
with me?” she gulped, as he stroked her clitoris.

“And women. I think I'd like to see you tied
spreadeagled to a bed while several lesbians made you squirm and
twist and scream.”

“Th-that's sick!”

“Oh no, that's just a rich imagination,” he
said in amusement. “And there's a lot more where that came
from.”

 


 



Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


The trailer had a bathroom, where, after
lunch, he dragged her to show her how she looked in the collar.
Staring at herself naked and collared left Alanna speechless.
Nathan brushed his teeth while she looked at herself in the big
mirror, turning sideways to see her bound wrists, heart thumping as
a shimmer of sexual energy rolled through her.

But then he insisted on brushing her teeth
too! At least he used another toothbrush, a new one, which he
ostentatiously unwrapped for her. But it felt decidedly strange
having someone else brushing her teeth!

From there he led her further into the
trailer, to the back bedroom! He yanked her along by the hair, not
painfully, but roughly, and once he sat on the edge of the bed he
pulled her down and jerked her hair back roughly again so that she
cried out.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he growled.

Gasping, she complied, and while she couldn't
see what he was doing, she certainly felt his fingers against her,
felt them pushing through the swollen lips of her labia, sliding up
into her body! She moaned and wriggled helplessly as his fingers
pumped and turned within her, and his thumb began to stroke her
clitoris.

“I aim to turn you into a proper slave girl,”
he growled, “into a wild little nymphomaniac slut who'll beg for
sex from any man or woman she sees!”

His words were deliberately outrageous, and
worked as he no-doubt was hoping, exciting her beyond measure as
his fingers increased the heat within her lower belly to a furnace
which pumped excitement up through her body!

“Nasty, dirty girl,” he growled, his fingers
twisting and turning inside her tight, aching depths. “I think
tonight I'll string you up by your wrists and whip you!”

His fingers eased out of her and he jerked
her dazed head forward again, and before Alanna knew what he
intended his fingers were inside her mouth.

“Suck,” he growled, his eyes fierce.

Startled, she closed her lips, sucking on his
fingers as he brought his eyes in close to hers.

“What are you?” he demanded, pulling his
fingers back out, and rubbing her clitoris.

“I... your slut!' she gasped as he jerked her
hair back again.

“Master,” he said, startling her by slapping
her breast.

“Ow!”

“Say it, slut.”

“Master!”

“What are you, slut?”

“Your slave, master!”

He roughly flipped her over onto her belly
and slapped her bottom sharply.

“Ow!”

“Nasty little slut,” he said, his fingers
immediately sliding between her legs to stroke her. “Tell me you’re
a nasty little slut. Say it.”

“I'm a nasty little slut!” she moaned.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Master,” he said.

“I'm a nasty little slut, master!” she
gasped.

“Spread your legs wider.”

She complied, and gasped as she felt
something much thicker pressing against her opening! She moaned as
it forced the lips of her sex in and then began to stretch them
wide, but thought she recognized the smooth, metallic feel of
whatever it was.

It slid into her and she knew she was right.
It was one of those metal balls he'd put in her before! She groaned
as a second one followed, slowly pushing in through the taut lips
of her sex until they were able to close behind it. The balls were
thicker than golf balls, and had smaller, weighted balls inside
them to make them turn and click against each other.

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped at another slap to the
bottom.

He stood up, raising her to her feet, and she
saw he had an odd looking thing he'd pulled out from under the bed.
It was metallic, like a belt, a metal belt, but had a vertical
metal belt descending from it and... and the latter had a fat metal
butt plug attached!

She moaned as he drew the metal belt around
her waist and clipped it together. She spread her legs and he drew
the lower part in between her thighs, pressing up with the attached
plug until it slowly sank up into her bottom. Then he pulled the
metal up her abdomen to lock to the center of the part around her
waist.

“It's a sort of chastity belt,” he said.
“Modified, obviously. And you can't take it off.”

He pushed her to her knees and she moaned
breathlessly as he unzipped his trousers and pulled his already
very stiff cock out.

“Pleasure your master, slave girl,” he
growled, “Or I might whip you here and now!”

He gathered up her hair into a mass and
jerked her forward against him, and Alanna cried out even as his
cock pushed into her open mouth.

She sucked hungrily, moaning, her mind
wrapped in heat and her body pulsing with excitement as she bobbed
eagerly up and down the long, thick length of him. He didn't even
have to pressure her for her to take him into her throat, moaning
again as she took him down her throat and forced her lips all the
way to the base of his shaft.

*

Perhaps the most outrageous thing he had done
to her, Alanna thought on the walk back to the castle, was to not
satisfy her. He had set her mind alight, made her body burn with
hunger, and then sent her on her way after she had pleasured
him!

And this time she could do very little about
it! The metal belt, which seemed lined with leather or rubber, was
pressed tightly against her groin. It was several inches wide, and
made it impossible for her to get at herself! At the same time she
had that plug in her bottom, and those round metal balls in her
sex, moving only sluggishly as she did, but any movement there sent
hot pulses of heat through her body and mind.

What an evil bastard he was!

Even more outrageously, he had left the
shackles and collar on her! She wore them even now! Fortunately,
they were invisible under the sleeves and collar of her turtleneck
sweater, not to mention the jacket over top, and her boots.

But she knew they were there!

When she ran into Dougal she knew, when she
spoke with her grandfather she knew. When he asked her to go and
meet with a man from the planning commission for him she knew.

It made her... nervous, anxious, wary. If
anyone suspected for even an instant... but of course, they
couldn't have. Still, she couldn't forget them for a moment, and
even if she could she certainly couldn't forget the odd metal clamp
he'd put around her! Or the balls inside her! Or the plug! God, he
was a pervert!

And he was turning her into one, as well!

She felt aroused and sexually frustrated the
entire remainder of the day. At times it diminished as she focused
her mind on this or that, but it always rose up once again. Her
frustration made her very annoyed at him, and contemplating all
manner of things to get back at him. She was honest enough with
herself to admit, though, that denying him sex could not be one of
them.

She would definitely never allow him to put
one of these things on her again, though!

“What do you think of that yank, Dougal?” she
asked, as he drove her back to the castle.

“Who? Mister Hunter? He's all right,” he
replied, eyes glancing briefly at her in the mirror.

“He's not getting in your hair?”

“Naw,” Dougal said. “Let me look at the
engine in that Jaguar of his. Bloody nice car.”

“He probably doesn't even know how to fill it
up himself,” she sniffed.

“He seemed to know a good deal about the
engine,” Dougal said, “More than you do, lass,” he added with a
smile.

She scowled and sniffed. “I don't need to
know how the engine works! I have you for that.”

“Aye, that ya do.”

She glowered at him and tried not to squirm.
The metal belt squeezed her where it passed up between her
legs.

Men were all perverts!

An image of herself standing naked on a stage
before a crowd of men – and women – came to her mind, and she
gulped, feeling a hot flush of excitement through her belly. The
fingers of her right hand slid into the sleeve of her left and
caressed the metal band there, and a flicker of images passed
before her eyes, some imaginary, some from the recent past.

Money, she thought. I have to think about
that money. And I have to think about whether the offer he made is
even fair. Granddad will probably welcome the money, but even if it
is a million odd pounds we should make sure Mister Hunter isn't
trying to play himself too cutely.

When she got back to the castle she discussed
it again with her grandfather. The offshore oil fields in the North
Sea were a huge economic influence, and it wasn't hard to come up
with the name of some people he knew in the oil industry. That got
him the name of a lawyer who agreed to look over any agreement.

“I'm sure Nathan wouldn't cheat us,” her
grandfather said.

“There's no such thing as a generous oil
company,” she replied. “They'd cheat a squirrel out of its nuts.
And Nathan said he doesn't design the contracts. His company, which
he doesn't run, after all, has lawyers who do that sort of thing
and you can bet they don't get bonuses for being nice.”

She went up to her room, stripped, and gazed
at herself in the larger mirror, shaking her head in amazement as
she turned and posed, then trying to figure a way in around the
belt thing, as much to outwit Nathan as from her own sense of
need.

She could get her fingers in at the top, but
the lower down the belt went the tighter it got.

She gave up and put on her sweater and skirt
again, with the hip length jacket over them. Her nipples ached.
They'd been stiff all day, and he'd ordered her not to wear a bra,
and warned her of much nipple twisting and pinching ahead of she
disobeyed.

She went into the hidden passage and soon
found the room where he'd taken her the previous night. It ought to
be empty of all furnishings but there was a padded storage bench
sitting against the wall. She lifted the lid and found a long,
thick, furry throw rug folded neatly within. She ran her fingers
along it and felt a sense of breathlessness as she remembered the
sensations from last night.

What would they do tonight!?

She took the passages down into the dungeon,
looking around, but saw nothing new there, nothing he seemed to
have set aside to prepare for anything special. Then again, there
was already a lot of nasty things down there.

She came back up and went to the study to do
some work, which included reading up on some of the many, many ways
oil exploration companies cheated the owners of the land on which
they found oil. It did not leave her with a great deal of trust for
the industry, or for any promises it might make.

She trusted Nathan to some extent, but he
didn't control his family, much less the company they ran. Besides,
it was not in her nature to take anyone's word, including the
lawyer Grandfather was going to consult, for important decisions.
She always did her research and asked her own questions.

Admittedly, it was sometimes hard to
concentrate on such dry stuff given her present circumstances,
especially since her mind kept drifting off onto dark and exciting
daydreams, but she felt she had learned quite a bit nonetheless by
the time she came down to dinner.

The three of them discussed the findings at
dinner, and the talk was important enough to largely distract her
from her own inner hungers. Her grandfather seemed inclined to sign
off on a contract, but Alanna intended to ensure there were quite
strong obligations on the company to ensure no damage was done. She
didn't intend to have her water smelling of oil!

When she got back to her room there was a red
rose laying on her bed. She gulped and picked it up, looking around
anxiously. What on earth did this mean? She glanced at the vase and
frowned suspiciously. Maybe he'd simply taken one from the vase.
She put it in with the others and counted them, something she
hadn't done before.

If Mr. Nathan Hunter wanted to make some sort
of romantic gesture he'd best not re-use a flower he'd already
given her or she would give him a piece of her mind!

She looked around but didn't see anything
else he'd left, so decided to go and visit him. They could talk
about the oil again, if nothing else. She used the hidden passage,
as usual. It simply wouldn't do to be seen going into his room,
even if her intentions were quite pure.

Which, of course, they were not.

He was not in his room, which disappointed
her, and also left her wary of what he might be planning. She had
found his room empty yesterday evening, as well, after all.

The light was on at the desk, however, and it
looked like his laptop was open. Alanna was no more nosy than the
next woman, which was to say that she sidled over to have a glance,
just a glance, just a look, with no really impure intentions.

It was an email from someone called Hakeem Al
Walia, informing Nathan that given the pictures Nathan had supplied
of the 'red headed slut' he thought she would fetch an excellent
price at the auction in Zanzibar next month. It was unfortunate she
was not a virgin, but her amazing enthusiasm for every possible
type of sex, and her extreme submission to men should help raise
her price.

She blinked in confusion, then astonishment,
then outrage and then... realization, as she scrolled down and saw
the “Got you!' written in enormous bold print below.

“Very funny, Nathan Hunter,” she said,
turning and glaring around at the empty room.

So, he had suspected she would come and visit
him and left this for her. Smart ass!

She poked around the room, wondering if he'd
left the keys to the shackles and belts around. She didn't see
anything likely, though, but was interested in the locked briefcase
he kept under the bed, wondering what was inside. Important papers
or more perverted sex toys?

*

Nathan smiled to himself as he thought of
Alanna finding what he'd left on screen. It was hard to know what
she'd think of it but he thought it would shock her, at first, then
make her indignant as she realized it was a joke. But he doubted
she'd hold it against him. She was snooping, after all.

He didn't mind her snooping. In fact, he
found it oddly endearing. He found a lot of what Alanna did
endearing. She was confusing his sense of what he wanted in a
woman, which if he'd been asked previously would simply be
'temporary entertainment'.

He was in the tower in the abandoned section
of the castle examining it and preparing what he would do to Alanna
that night. He felt alternating rushes of amusement and arousal as
various ideas came to mind. But the principal thought behind them
all was what would turn her on the most?

It was odd, actually, that he should even be
putting effort into it. It was clear she was a very responsive girl
and would doubtless cooperate in almost anything he wanted to do –
and enjoy it thoroughly. So why plan and plot and consider like
this? He didn't need to impress her. He didn't need to blow her
mind.

But he wanted to.

He felt a strange, almost proprietary sense
of affection for the girl. He delighted in every arch of her back,
every gasp, every moan, let alone every scream she issued. In a
very real sense, the more excited she got the more excited and
happy he was.

That was one of the reasons he contemplated
introducing someone else into their sexual relationship. He wanted
to be able to see her face as a mask of pleasure and heat, be able
to simply stand aside and witness the way she responded, the
excitement in her eyes and the way her body reacted.

And he wanted to blow her mind, of course.
Her sense of self, of modesty, and the understandably conservative
behavior she was forced to exhibit were wildly at odds with the
pent-up heat within her. He wanted her to break loose, to do the
wild, nasty, kinky things she fantasized about. And he wanted to
watch her do it!

He couldn't recall ever taking such pleasure
in the pleasure of a woman before. Oh, of course, it stroked his
ego to have women writhing in pleasure beneath him. How could it
not? There were certainly men who didn't care a damn if the woman
they were fucking was enjoying herself, but Nathan had never been
such a man, not even when he was young.

But his need to outdo himself, to keep
outdoing himself, with Alanna was on a different level. At least a
part of it was the pleasure in experiencing the excitement and heat
of such things anew from someone lacking in experience. But at
heart he simply wanted Alanna to feel as much heat, joy and
excitement as he could possibly give her.

He just wasn't quite sure why.

He adjusted the final candle and looked
around at the room. It was square, three stories up and if Iain was
dusting here he wasn't doing it often. The open staircase outside
was free of dust, but the floor here could use a broom.

Never mind. He'd found the storeroom of old
furniture jammed with all sorts of interesting devices, and it was
only two floors down and a little walk up the abandoned hall. That
was where the big, iron candlestick holders had come from. He had
six of them spaced in a circle around the middle of the room now,
and had bought thick candles to place in them.

The mirror had been a little more difficult
to move, but not significantly so. It was a floor to ceiling mirror
with fold-back legs, at the moment, propped against one of the
walls.

He looked around. The place was dreary
looking, with nothing but stone blocks on floor and walls, and
heavy ceiling beams so old they were almost black with age. It had
required a stepladder to climb up and place the chains through the
ring there – but the ring had already been present.

He wondered how long it had been since
something – or some one – had been hung from it, and chuckled in
delight at what Alanna's reaction was likely to be.

He didn't actually like the thought of
staying silent again. He wanted to tell her how gorgeous she
looked, how incredibly hot and sexy she was. He'd managed, the
other day, but it had been very, very hard. He'd only managed
because he had known it would have screwed up the fantasy for
her.

What do you give a girl who has everything, a
solid, responsible, respectable girl who lived for duty and
family?

Fantasy.

There were simpler fantasies, of course. Had
she ever ridden a Seadoo in the waters of the Caribbean? His family
had a house there, complete with boat. He could teach her kite
surfing as well. He thought she'd love that.

Yes, more fantasies to give her! They didn't
all have to be about sex, after all.

But tonight would be another dark sexual
fantasy, and he hoped she loved it as much as he thought she
would.
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The lights went out.

Alanna looked up startled, then spit the
toothpaste out of her mouth and bent over the sink, feeling for the
tap by hand to rinse out her mouth. Was it the power supply, or
just her rooms?

“Nathan?” she asked suspiciously, pulse rate
increasing.

Was this another of his weird sexual plays!?
Was he going to be the mysterious stranger again!? That was silly!
She knew it was him! She was certain of it!

Virtually...

She put down the toothbrush and moved warily
to the door.

“Nathan? Are you playing silly bugger
again!?” she hissed.

She moved slowly forward, feeling her way,
and screamed as an arm suddenly went around her, screamed into the
gloved hand which had already pressed firmly over her mouth.

She squirmed and twisted, but more in
annoyance now. Drat the man! She was going to tell him off for
startling her!

He had her held firmly against his powerful
body, however, and soon pressed her chest against the wall. He took
his hand off her mouth to grab her left wrist and soon had both
hands up above her, pressed against the wall.

“Nathan, you twit! Let me go!” she
gasped.

He held her wrists together with one hand.
The other fell away, only to appear again before her mouth, with...
yes, a ball gag in it! She was too hesitant in deciding whether to
oppose it or not. By the time she did try to twist her head away it
was already halfway into her mouth, and there was no stopping
it.

Darn him!

She scowled into the darkness, her desire to
give him a tongue-lashing temporarily thwarted, and didn't try to
twist free as he drew the strap along her cheeks and behind her
head to buckle together. But then his hands moved around her, her
hands still being on the wall above her, and squeezed her breasts
through the thin nighty.

She felt a rush of heat, then yelped as he
gripped the material in the front and tore her nightie down the
front. This was one of her favorite nighties! She twisted and tried
to grab at him but his hands shifted to her wrists again, slapping
her hands firmly against the wall as she scowled further.

He was going to buy her a new nightie!

Of course, he would certainly not hesitate to
volunteer to do that, she knew, but he should still not have –
.

He released her hands and tore the nightie
the rest of the way open then jerked it back over her shoulders,
pulling her arms down as he did so. Despite her annoyance and
indignation, Alanna felt a growing heat as she felt her wrists
bound together with some sort of leather cord and her imagination
kindled on what he intended to do to her.

Pervert, she thought excitedly.

With her wrists bound she felt the collar
going around her neck, felt him skimming her hair up and away from
under it before closing it tightly, then, at least, he lit a
lantern. She blinked her eyes in the yellow light and stared at
him, feeling both daunted and amused at being unable to see beyond
the black cowl covering his head and face.

Oh for goodness sakes, she thought in
amusement.

But at the same time she felt a sense of
breathlessness, a pulsing hunger as he snapped a thin metal chain
to the front of the collar around her neck. She couldn't see his
face or any part of him. Even his hands were covered. He could be
anyone!

He tugged on the chain and she stumbled
towards him, then he turned and walked towards the passage, and she
gasped into the gag, forced to hurriedly stumble after. Her wrists
twisted against the cords binding them to no avail as he led her,
entirely naked, into the passage.

She looked down anxiously, but saw no sign of
spiders as he led her up the passage and around the corner, then
pushed in through the doorway to the room she'd explored earlier.
He looked such an intimidating figure from behind! He was just a
black shadow, with that strange kind of shroud over his head, like
she was following Death!

But he clutched only a lantern in his hand,
and the leash in his other, pulling remorselessly along as she
hurried behind in bare feet – naked! Hurried towards the outer door
to the hallway. She gasped as he opened it. True, they were in the
abandoned wing, but only barely!

She tried to pull against the leash but it
was impossible, and she found herself out in the broad,
high-ceilinged corridor, her head swiveling around anxiously as he
pulled her after her! This was insane! What if Iain came around
here!? True, it was pretty late for him, but... but what if... what
if... ?

He led her to one of the small, old, heavy
doors to the corner staircase. The tower staircase, she thought.
She gulped as he led her up the narrow stairs. They were stone, of
course, like everything else, and had no bannister. They followed
the insides of the walls, turning at each corner, and the it seemed
like they were in a huge black space with only a small light around
them.

The stone stairs felt rough against her bare
feet, and cold, but the leash was taut, and he continued to mount,
pulling her after him, turning again and again until they reached
the top of the stairs. They went in through another big, heavy door
and she blinked her eyes around her in astonishment.

There was a circle of six tall black
candlestick holders, each almost as tall as she was. They
surrounded a … a pole hanging from a chain at about the level of
her shoulders. The pole was about a meter or so wide, and there
were thick leather restraints attached to either end!

He brought her up short and then gripped her
wrists firmly before untying the cord binding them, then he raised
her hands high, together, holding them in one big, gloved hand as
he fit one of the leather restraints around one wrist. It was the
thickest, most heavily padded restraint she'd seen, and she
wondered why, momentarily. It seemed strong enough to hold a man
like Nathan, and thus overkill for her.

He tightened the strap easily around her
wrist, then pulled the other apart and fit it into the other
restraint, pulling that in tight and strapping it in place. At
last, his hands dropped to her waist, and he opened the infernal
device he'd placed on her. She groaned as it pulled away, and he
slowly drew it down, pulling from her body the small attached dildo
and butt-plug.

Alanna found her breathing was quite ragged
already, and she looked at him, eyes wide, reassuring herself it
was Nathan.

Of course it's Nathan!

It was about the right height, she thought,
and the shoulders looked right, she thought, reassured.

Still, just the faint possibility it could be
someone else lent a sizzling aura of dark, anxious heat to what he
was doing.

And what he was doing was pulling on the
chain, which, she saw, went up to a ring in the ceiling and then
down to his hands and – she gasped as the pole rose, taking her
wrists with it! It lifted her arms up and apart, and she stared at
him as he pulled the long chain over to the wall, to where there
was some sort of hook.

“Oh!” she gasped into the ball-gag!

He had pulled harder, and the restraints dug
into her wrists a little, padded as they were, as they lifted her
up onto her toes, and then... and then she was hanging by her
wrists! Her eyes were enormous in the soft yellow light as he
hooked the chain in place! She stared down at her feet, at her toes
twisting and straining, but unable to so much as touch the
floor!

He moved to the wall and pulled a large frame
forward to the edge of the circle of candles, then pulled back a
set of legs and she stared at a view of herself as she was, gagged
and hanging from her wrists!

He moved around her, circling her. She
twisted her head from time to time, staring at him, then at
herself, then at him. He moved up behind her and she cried out
weakly as he seized her hair and jerked her head up and back, then
his lips moved in and he kissed the nape of her neck as his free
hand caressed her breast.

He had dropped the gloves, she saw.

He released her hair and she felt both hands
on her arms, saw them in the mirror as they gently caressed her
arms then slid down her body, caressing her shoulders, gliding up
and down her sides, her ribs, then in and up and down her back,
smooth, soft, warm, gliding over her skin, down over her buttocks,
following the contours of her body as she hung there.

He was still shrouded, the candlelight not
enough for her to see him as he kept his face averted. But she felt
his lips at the base of her neck, then lower, as he kissed his way
lightly down her spine, then back up again, his hands in constant
motion.

When his fingers pressed against her back
passage she winced and moaned a complaint, but she resigned herself
to it, and in truth, despite how nasty she thought such play was,
it inflamed her, possibly because it was so nasty.

She was not surprised when his clearly oiled
fingers withdrew and instead something thick and firm pressed
against her back there. It only took a moment to realize it was not
him, but some toy of his, probably another butt-plug or dildo. She
moaned softly as it pumped in and out. Dildo, she thought, as it
moved deeper and deeper.

She groaned as it seemed to move too deep,
but he ignored her, and then she felt it abruptly widen, widen to
the point of aching as he twisted and forced it into her. It
narrowed just as abruptly, and he released it.

It was certainly too deep for the butt-plug,
and as he moved around her she could feel that at least several
more inches of it remained outside her body, squeezed between her
buttocks as she hung there, legs heavy beneath her.

He kept his face down so that she could only
see the top of the hood but felt his tongue against her clitoris as
his fingers caressed the lips of her sex. They pushed into her, and
she moaned helplessly as his lips closed around her clitoris and he
sucked rhythmically. She stared at the image in the mirror, of her
hanging naked by her wrists, and the back of a man wearing a hooded
black robe of some kind.

It was appallingly … hot!

Of course it's Nathan! she
thought.

But it could be a stranger! A
stranger holding her prisoner and doing unspeakable things
to her helpless body! The idea was wickedly, wildly enthralling!
Though only, of course, because she was certain it was Nathan!

She felt another dildo pushing into her, and
stared down, panting, moaning, but could only see the top of the
hood, pressed right against her flesh. She moaned helplessly,
holding her legs a little apart for him, staring at the image in
the mirror, flames licking up the inside of her skin as she felt
the thing being pushed deeper and deeper into her body!

She felt the thing grow very thick, and
moaned around the dildo as she was stretched achingly wide. Then it
abruptly narrowed once more. He turned away and rose, then went to
the door and through it, closing the door behind him!

She stared at the darkly shadowed area where
the door was, then back at the mirror.

Oh this was ridiculous! It was … it was
appalling! It was … wickedly exciting!

She could see the base of the dildo now
protruding from her body. A good three inches or so stuck out of
her, and she could see how tightly her labia gripped the shaft.
There was no question if it becoming dislodged. Not only was she
quite tight but there was clearly some sort of... of ring around
the thing, around both of them, which had been the thick part he
had pushed in.

She stared down the length of her slender,
stretched out body, then up at herself in the mirror, then up at
her arms, then down again, moaning softly.

How long was he going to leave her hanging
like this!?

She remembered him doing something similar,
locking her into the cell in the dungeon. What was he doing, just
letting her simmer?!

Her wrists ached, but not terribly. Her arms
and shoulders strained, and she felt beads of perspiration come to
her forehead. It wasn't exactly relaxing hanging from her wrists,
she discovered. She could not hang freely, for that ached too much,
even made her chest ache somehow, and made it hard to breath.

She was alone. She was alone and naked and
hanging by her wrists, in the top of the abandoned tower. The
candles flickered softly in the light coming through an open
window, and her breaths were increasingly ragged. Her thighs
squeezed in against the base of the dildo in her sex just as her
buttocks did to the other one.

Sold at auction to a slave trader! She had a
vision of herself up on a stage, naked, shackled, as they all
assessed her and called out bids! Her thighs ground together
against the base of the dildo and she felt another rush of
heat.

This was so wicked!

She spread her legs out to the sides, staring
at herself in the mirror. It wasn't easy. They seemed to weigh so
much now! In fact, her entire body below her waist seemed to drag
down at her, as if it were just a big weight!

The door opened. It was easy to miss in the
near dark, but then he was behind her again, and she gasped, her
head twisting from side to side, trying to see him. A leather
restraint went around her ankle, then her other ankle, and he
pulled her right leg to the side, chain attached to the ring. She
stared as he hooked the chain into a ring in the floor.

When she was spreadeagled, she stared at
herself, chest heaving.

He moved quickly, darting in behind her,
yanking back on her hair. She cried out into the gag, as his other
hand dropped to her clitoris. The sudden rough stroking sent a
wild, tumbling rush of sensations up through her body and sent her
screaming up and over the edge, a massive orgasm shattering her
mind as her body bucked and jerked and shook in violent
convulsions.

His fingers continued to stroke her roughly
until her hips stopped bucking, then he left her again, closing the
door behind once more.

She moaned, her head hanging as she gulped in
air. Her arms were really starting to get tired now. It was...
draining.

Then he was back again. How long? Minutes.
But she wasn't sure. He was simply there, kneeling, his lips on her
sex, his fingers kneading her buttocks. But all she could see was
the top of the black hood, or, in the mirror, his back.

She could feel his lips, though, could feel
his tongue, and her body began to perspire more freely as she
moaned and writhed and twisted in the bonds, helpless to do
anything but endure the raw sensations rippling up through her
nervous system. The heat reignited within her, and she felt the
dark, pulsing excitement take hold of her mind once again.

She closed her eyes, letting her head fall
back, feeling her skin tighten across her breasts as her back
arched. She was hanging freely, basking in the sensation as her
breathing became more and more ragged.

And then he stopped, moving behind her.

“Sex slave,” he whispered very, very
gently.

I was so gently she wasn't entirely sure he'd
said it. She certainly couldn't be sure it was Nathan's voice.

Sex slave!

And then she saw him in the mirror, raising
his hand, which held a two foot long leather tube or rod. From the
tip hung a long, thin black... something. It was like a thin cord
or – .

He raised his arm up and back then swung it
forward. The thin cord sliced through the air with a very light
cutting sound, then almost gently landed across her back. It curled
around her waist and belly, completely encircling her body, and an
instant later she felt a sharp sting everywhere it touched!

She cried out as it fell away, gasping in
startled surprise. Her eyes were huge above the ball gag as she
stared at her image in the mirror, for she'd seen the thin black
line swing out around her waist and encircle her stomach just an
instant before she felt the thin line of fire across her skin.

He wouldn't dare!

She saw the figure's arm swing forward once
again and the … the whip, swung almost lazily down on a diagonal
across her back from right shoulder to left hip. She yelped again,
twisting and writhing against the restraints as she felt another
line of pain.

This was unbelievable!

The whip sliced sideways across her upper
back, curling across her chest, across her breasts, and Alanna
twisted and shouted into the gag!

But... her initial sense of shock was
diminishing. The … the whip might not be exactly a toy but she was
quite certain now that it wasn't the terrible threat of legends.
Her skin wasn't broken where it had struck, and the pain, well,
that was more of a sting. Yes, stings were unpleasant, but it
wasn't even that bad a sting...

Hiss! It came down across her back again, and
she flinched and gasped, but her eyes stared at herself
spreadeagled as she was, hanging by her wrists, stared at the whip
falling, as her body twisted and strained, and she felt the hot,
bubbling excitement rising rapidly up again within her.

It made very little sound when it hit. There
was the soft, cutting hiss as it moved through the air, but it was
so thin its impact was virtually silent, followed almost
immediately by that hot little sting which ran the length of its
touch, getting considerably hotter towards the tip.

It struck her back, lightly against the skin
there, then curled down across her waist, and she yelped more
loudly as it cut diagonally across her abdomen and between her
legs.

What a bastard he was!

Again and again he flicked the thing across
her back, the near end curving around her waist or ribs to snap at
belly and breasts, or down between her legs! She couldn't keep
still, and her skin began to heat, to redden, to ache under the
continuous whipping. Her breathing was becoming more ragged as she
twisted and strained, and when the whip snapped at one of her rigid
nipples she cried out as it throbbed and ached!

He moved up behind her again, his hands
sliding up and down her back, then around her ribs to cup and
squeeze her breasts. His thumbs stroked across her nipples, then
one hand descended down the line of her taut belly so he could
finger her clitoris.

Alanna laid her head back, gasping for
breath, her arms leaden, feeling light-headed as she felt his
fingers trace the line of her sex gripping the dildo.

“Sex slave,” he whispered into her ear.

He chewed lightly on her earlobe, his tongue
flicking out, as his thumb stroked across her clitoris again and
again, and she moaned dazedly as she experienced a moment of
complete helplessness. It wasn't merely her physical helplessness,
her being bound, but a sense of being completely at his mercy, and
not even attempting to resist.

Submission.

His hands wandered her body, touching and
caressing, stroking and massaging as his lips moved along the nape
of her neck, and it flitted through her mind again that she still
didn't absolutely positively even know it was Nathan!

The thought was incredibly exciting!

She was becoming so aroused that it occurred
to her that if the impossible happened and he whipped off his cowl
to show a complete stranger, she would still climax. Because it
didn't matter. She felt a sense of peace amid the thrumming,
pulsing heat gripping her. Her mind floated amid the bubbling
cauldron of her own arousal, not caring about its cause or who was
responsible.

This was all that mattered, this intense
pleasure!

Sex slave?! It was a wicked, wild,
deliciously dark and exotic thought, but she gave herself to it as
he bit more sharply at the side of her throat and his fingers
brought her over the edge to a writhing, screaming climax that
seemed almost fit to make her skull explode.

She felt boneless and limp as he unshackled
her ankles, then lowered her body. She stumbled a bit before her
legs remembered to stiffen. He reached up and unfastened the
thickly padded leather from her wrists, then drew her arms back
around behind her.

The slim metal bands were still around her
wrists, and he fastened them together, then pulled her
backwards.

She'd not even noticed him rolling out that
thick furry carpet. It was almost like she imagined a bearskin rug
would be, though it was clearly not real fur. It felt soft against
her flesh, though, as he lowered her onto it and spread her
legs.

Alanna lay on her arms, moaning, knees raised
and spread widely as he lay between them, his tongue and lips at
her clitoris. She twitched, twisted and moaned, at first, not
wanting anything to touch her over-sensitized little button, but he
ignored her, and soon, very soon, the sensations flowing into her
were inflaming her mind again.

She could finally see beneath the cowl, only
to realize he wore a mask underneath, a black mask through which
his tongue and lips teased and tormented her as his hands skimmed
up and down her body.

Then he gripped the dildo and slowly drew it
out, the ring near its base forcing the lips of her sex achingly
wide before it would come free.

She looked up as his figure came down upon
her. She felt him enter her and groaned as his thick cock slid
through the soft, elastic folds of her sex and deep into her belly.
He was tall enough that as he lowered his body she was looking into
his neck rather than his face. He made no effort to let her see him
more clearly, but then she wasn't trying.

It could be anyone, she thought with a
strange, almost giddy sense of excitement.

It was as if she really was a sex slave, a
slave girl at the mercy of some unknown master, a stranger using
her body to sate his own lust!

But it felt so good having him inside her,
having him moving inside her, feeling the weight of his lower body
against her thighs and and abdomen! She groaned as he ran his
fingers through her hair, twisting her head aside, as he bit into
the nape of her neck again then chewed his way along her
shoulder.

She wanted to put her arms around him but
they remained shackled beneath her as he moved in and out, as she
lay helpless and submissive to his use – whoever he was!

His hips moved faster and struck her harder,
and she gasped and groaned into the gag, writhing beneath him as
the intensity of the sexual pressure grew within her. It's so
good, she thought, so... so gooood!

She felt the orgasm rolling over her and gave
herself to it, submitted to it, let it have its way with her mind
and body as she heaved like a small boat on a raging sea. Up and
down she rolled on the wild waves, tumbling and turning as she was
bathed in its glittering white surf.

So gooood!
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“Have you ever been to the Virgin Islands?”
he asked.

She looked at him in surprise. “What? No,
why?”

“I thought you might like it there. It's
really beautiful. The beaches are white and the water is
green.”

“Well I... I suppose. I mean – .”

“You could use a vacation.”

“I don't have a job,” she said dryly.

“When was the last time you were down
south?”

“Well... I suppose you don't mean France? No,
I didn't think you did. I visited Egypt once when I was a
teenager.”

“Not quite the same thing. I think I'm due a
vacation and I could use a slave girl to... massage my back when
I'm laying on the beach.”

She snorted.

“A naked slave girl.”

“I don't think so!'

“We have a very private beach. I think you'd
enjoy it a lot.”

“I have things to do! I have
responsibilities!”

“Nothing which can't be delayed for a week or
two, or which someone else can't cover.”

She dropped her eyes. “I can't be seen to be
going on holidays with you,” she said.

“Ah, I see. We can't let the locals know
you're not a virgin, hmm?”

“I think they suspect as much. I am twenty
two, after all,” she said with a snort, “But it wouldn't look good
if I was to, well, go on a holiday with some... man I barely
know.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“As far as they know,” she said lamely.

“Should I come and visit, bring flowers, play
the guitar beneath your window, ask your grandfather for permission
to court you?”

“I know it does sound oddly old-fashioned. I
mean, they were fine with me meeting Niall in London and getting
engaged. But making out with some yank and going off with him,
well, that would be something for the gossips to relish.”

“Let them.”

“And then when we sign that agreement, if we
do, they'll say – .”

“The Ferguson slut simply did whatever he
wanted for love of his mighty lance?” he asked.

“Something not unlike that,” she said
dryly.

“Well, how about if I go back to headquarters
for a couple of weeks of meetings and consultations, and then a
couple of days later you fly down to London?”

“And do what?”

“And catch a plane for the Caribbean.”

“Oh I don't know – .”

“I'd like to get you away from here and see
how uninhibited I can make you,” he said with a grin.

She flushed slightly. “Don't you think what
I've already done is pretty bloody uninhibited?!”

“I have a few other ideas,” he said, waggling
his eyebrows. And you won't have to worry about your reputation out
there.”

“I thought that about southern Spain once,”
she said, her face tightening.

“Yes, but wasn't that picture taken by one of
your friends and sold to the tabloids?”

“Ex friends,” she said with a glare.

“Well, we have a very private beach on a
guarded estate. And besides, your tabloids won't know where you are
and our American tabloids only care about movie stars and reality
TV people.”

He showed her some pictures on his laptop and
she shook her head in admiration.

“It's beautiful!' she said.

“And hot, but with a nice breeze off the
ocean. Beautiful weather except for the hurricanes.”

“It has been a while since I've been to
London,” she said shyly.

*

Alanna felt a thrill of anticipation for much
of that day, imagining herself frolicking on a lovely beach in the
warm sea, perhaps even naked, with Nathan. She suggested to her
grandfather that she'd like to go to London for a week or two to
visit with friends, and he was entirely agreeable.

“After we've wrapped up this thing with the
Americans,” she said cautiously.

“Yes, about that. I had a long talk with
Carruthers about their contract. He sent an email to you about it.
He suggest a number of changes. He says the contract as it stands
would let them pay us very little compared to what we were led to
believe.”

She stared at him. “You're kidding?”

He shook his head. “Not much of a surprise.
Those lawyers will try to find every way they can to cheat you,” he
said.

“But how – .”

“Has to do with being able to charge us for a
number of development and even refining costs. He wasn't the least
bit surprised at it. He says they all do that sort of thing, put in
all manner of little things that they hope will pass by. Then you
find out when you get your check and it's a lot less than you
expected.”

“Those bastards! That bastard!”

“Nathan? Oh, I doubt he had much to do with
it.”

“You give him too little credit if you think
he hasn't read through this thing and doesn't know exactly what it
means! He is a lawyer, you know!”

“Aye, but it doesn't mean he has any say in
it.”

“He could have told us!”

“Why would he do that?”

She bit her lip. Why indeed? She certainly
couldn't explain that to her grandfather's satisfaction.

“Just because he chats nicely and is an
agreeable lad doesn't mean his first loyalty isn't to his company,
lass,” he said.

“Well if you don't mind I think I will give
Mister Nathan Hunter a kick in the arse, anyway!”

“Use your big boots,” he said with a
grin.

*

Alanna was fuming by the time she brought
Gunna up short of the field and glared across at his trailer. Her
mind was filled with black thoughts about him trying to distract
her so he could slip such a nasty, self-serving contract past
them!

Why, if she hadn't insisted on consulting a
lawyer her grandfather might have signed the existing contract and
gotten robbed blind!

She kicked her heels and the horse eased down
the low hillock and crossed the field as Alanna swiveled her head
from side to side trying to spot him. It didn't take long. As
usual, he was in one of his expensive suits while everyone else was
on working clothes. Then again, perhaps he simply considered those
working clothes.

Gunna was more considerate than she was
feeling just then. The horse did try to ease past him as she
brought her to a halt, so that only her shoulder thumped into his
back and sent him stumbling a bit forward.

“Mister Hunter,” she said in a cool voice.
“I'd like to speak to you, if you please.”

“Well, sure,” he said. “What about?”

“In private, if you please,” she said in the
same tone,” About the contract.”

“Ah, very well.” he nodded at the two men
he'd been chatting with and headed back towards the trailer.

“Your horse doesn't seem to like me,” he
said, looking up at her.

“My horse actually likes you rather more than
I do just now, Mister Hunter,” she said.

“Ah, well, I don't know if I want to tie her
up.”

She glared at him.

“What are you bothered about? Don't think the
contract is generous?”

“It's not and you bloody know it,” she said
hotly.

“On the contrary. It's more generous than we
usually are.”

“You've read it?”

“Of course I've read it.”

She got off at the trailer and tied the reins
to a rail as he opened the door. He urged her up and she shook her
head.

“I don't think I want you behind me,” she
said, waving him forward coolly.

He sighed and stepped inside and she
followed. There was no one inside and she drew her foot back and
aimed a swift kick at his backside just as she'd told her
grandfather she would. He was turning his head at the time, and
moved altogether much faster than she'd have expected, twisting
aside and grabbing her foot.

“Hey!” he said. “What do you think you're
doing!?”

He was holding her foot up at waist height,
which made Alanna feel more than slightly ridiculous as she hopped
on the other.

“Let go of my foot!'

“Not if you're going to kick me with it!”

“You deserve to be kicked!”

“I do not!”

“You lied about how much money we were going
to get!”

He smiled and shook his head, then dropped
her foot.

“Nope. I was utterly truthful. You have my
word on it.”

“Ha! Your word! The word of a bloody yank
lawyer!”

He put the desk between them then sat down
and slouched back in the big leather chair.

“What exactly about the contract has you so
ticked off, red?”

“Don't call me that, you bastard!” She shook
her fist at him.

He opened a drawer and took out a paper copy
of the contract, then tossed it across the desk.

“Specifics, slave girl.”

She glowered angrily at him. “Our lawyer says
you've got items in there to charge us for all sorts of costs, and
that it could leave us with almost nothing!'

“So?”

She stared at him in outrage.

“It's the normal industry contract,” he said.
“Which means it's more of a negotiating tool than a final
agreement. Unless, of course, the other party is dumb enough to
sign it without going to a lawyer, for which the company would
happily take them to the cleaners.”

“And what if we'd done that!?”

“You? Trusting little you? Sign a contract
without consulting a lawyer? I didn't give that a second thought,”
he said with a grin. “And I'm quite sure your lawyer will be able
to get half of those little charges removed fairly easily.”

“Half!?”

“Probably, as I said, it's a negotiating
tool, so there's some give and take.”

“That still means we'll only get half of what
you said we would!”

“Well, yes, normally, but not in this
case.”

He pulled out a file from his desk drawer and
tossed it to her.

“What is this?”

“The initial assessment was in error,” he
said. “There's actually more oil than it says. The followup
detected it using a more thorough methodology.”

“That means you're getting even more oil for
less money!”

“Not really. You see, the company hasn't seen
the followup either.”

She stared at him in confusion.

“If you check Page Fourteen, Article Seven,
you'll see that any amount above the base figure detected will
increase royalty percentages by fifty percent. That's one of those
articles our lawyers put in to make the rubes feel good, but in
actuality it's virtually worthless since we always know how much
oil we can get.

She stared at the paper, then at him.

“When it kicks in we'll have to pay you more
money, in fact, doubling your royalties. So you'll get back the
difference in what you lose and the final amount will be at or a
little more than I said it would be.”

She looked at the new estimate, then at the
numbers in the contract, then at him.

“I'm confused,” she said.

“You wanted me to treat you differently than
we usually treat landowners? I'd have to give my family, my
company, a very good reason to do so. What reason should I give
them? That you're really hot? That I'm sleeping with you? Do you
think that would be convincing? This will get you what we agreed to
or a bit more and it will just seem like an accident.”

He stood up and came around the desk and she
scowled down at the papers again, then looked up at him.

“I suppose... maybe I owe you an apology,”
she said grudgingly, “Maybe.”

“That's all right. I'm the brains in this
relationship.”

She swung at him but he was faster again,
catching her wrist and spinning her around, then clutching her from
behind.

“You know what happens to slave girls who
attack their masters?” he asked softly.

She gulped and squirmed in his arms briefly,
twisting her head up and back to stare at him

“What?” she asked cautiously.

“Well, a sound spanking just to start.”

“I-I'm not your slave girl!”

“Ah, but you want to be.”

“I do not!”

“You will.”

“Will not!”

He wrapped his arms around her and lifted her
off her feet, swinging her around and carrying her to the rear of
the trailer.

“Put me down! Gunna is outside!” she
gasped.

“I'm sure she won't hear a thing,” he said as
he bumped his way through the door.

“Idiot! I mean people will know I'm
here!”

He threw her onto the bed and she yelped as
she bounced, then yelped again as he grabbed her ankle and yanked
her to the edge of the bed.

“Nathan!”

“Yes, slave girl? I think you meant to call
me 'master',” he said, pulling off her boot.

“I did not!”

Crack!

She yelped at his slap to her bottom,
squirming and twisting. She pulled her ankle free, but only because
her boot came off. That let her crawl further from the edge of the
bed, until he grabbed her other ankle and yanked it up and back,
pulling her body back along the neatly made bedspread.

She wondered if he made it himself? Surely he
must since he had no servants here.

“I can't be in here long!” she said
desperately. “People will talk!”

“This won't take long.”

Her foot came free from the other boot and
she scrambled further away – but not far enough. He grabbed her
ankle and dragged her back once more, quickly removing her socks,
then her dress, yanking it down over her shoulders and off and
leaving her twisting free, but in her underwear.

It was a odd experience for Alanna. She was
indeed anxious about what people might say, and so she was trying
to resist, but not terribly hard, and she was getting more aroused
the more he manhandled her.

He ignored her efforts to bat him away, and
ignored her efforts at clutching her bra to her body, tearing it
free, then yanking off her underwear to leave her entirely naked on
the big bed.

And then he let her go!

She scrambled away to crouch on the far side
of the bed, scowling at him, her hair tangled, her knees drawn up
before her.

“No, little slave girl,” he said. “I require
obedience from you.”

“Ha!” she said.

“Symbolic obedience, then,” he said,
unperturbed.

“What's that mean?” she demanded.

He grinned slowly.

“Sit on your heels,” he said, folding his
arms across his chest.

She licked her lips uncertainly, but it was
hardly an outrageous request. Besides, she was both curious and
feeling the soft thrill of anticipation.

She shrugged and did as he said, though near
the wall, with the 'protection' of several feet of bed between her
and him.

“Legs spread, slave girl.”

She flushed a bit as she obeyed.

“Hands on your outer thighs, head up,
shoulders back.”

She knelt as directed, feeling that soft
thrill deepening for some reason.

“Now I want you to say 'yes, master'.”

She rolled her eyes.

'Yes, master,” she said in a mocking
voice.

“I don't like your tone, slave girl. Every
time I don't like your tone you're going to get one additional
spank to that lovely ass of yours.”

She glared at him, and felt both anxiety and
excitement at the certainty in his voice.

“Now put your hands behind your neck, fingers
interlocked and arch your back.”

She did so, more than a little proud at the
way he looked at her, at how taut and full her breasts were in that
position.

“Yes, master,” he said.

“Yes, master,” she said, reluctantly, and
only slightly jaundiced.

“Get on all fours.”

She dropped her arms, then fell forward onto
her hands and knees.

“Turn around.”

She felt that flush grow, but obeyed.

“Face down, bottom up.”

She obeyed again, heart beating faster.

“Yes master,” he said. “Every time you forget
you get a spank.”

“Yes master,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Draw your belly in closer to your thighs and
put your arms ahead of you.

“Yes, master,” she said, feeling a pulse of
heat down low.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She gasped at the word, and felt that wild
mix of indignation and excitement again, but obeyed.

“Yes, master!” she said, her voice slightly
unsteady as her body began to hum with sexual energy.

“Roll over, sex slave.”

She felt another pulse of heat, and obeyed,
gulping “Yes, master.”

She looked up at him, laying flat as he stood
beside the bed.

“Knees up.”

She raised her knees high.

“Spread them wide.”

She obeyed again, but he grabbed her thighs
and roughly flipped her onto her bottom.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow!”

Then he flipped her right back over
again.

“You forgot to say master,” he said.

“That hurts!”

“It's supposed to. Knees up and spread apart,
slave.”

She glared at him, but obeyed. “Yes,
master.”

“Let them fall apart to the sides more.”

“Yes, master.”

“Wider.”

“That's as wide as they can go!”

“I assure you you're wrong. But you clearly
aren't a very agile girl. Not enough exercise, I suppose.”

She glared at him but bit her tongue on
something insulting.

“Put your hands on your breasts, slave.”

That was easy enough.

“Squeeze them.”

She did so, flushing more deeply.

“Pinch the nipples for me, sex slave.”

“Yes, master,” she said, lightly pinching and
rolling her nipples as he looked on.

This was quite weird!

Let your right hand slide down so that you
can put two fingers on your clitoris.”

She flushed anew, but her hand shifted
downward and she gulped at the rush of heat as she touched
herself.

“Rub yourself.”

“I – .”

“Now!” he said, his voice suddenly rising and
hardening, startling her into obedience.

“Put the fingers of your left hand into your
mouth.”

She blinked in surprise, then drew her hand
up against her mouth.

“Into your mouth, slave. And lick them, suck
on them.”

Gasping softly, she did so, her mind
squirming with heat and something dark and thrilling as she slid
them in and out of her mouth.

“Now slide two fingers into that lovely
little pussy of yours.”

She moaned and dropped her hand down between
her legs, rubbing the line of her sex with her saliva coated
fingers for a moment, then pushing first one, then two through the
taut opening. She was quite moist inside, and her fingers wriggled
slowly deeper as he looked at her.

Alanna had never thought of herself as an
exhibitionist before, but was feeling a tumultuous sense of
excitement as he looked at her.

“Deeper, slut.”

She gasped at the pulse of heat the harsh
words brought, pushing her fingers deeper into her tight, moist,
overheated body.

“Don't stop rubbing. Keep rubbing your hot
little clit as you pump those fingers in and out. Do it,
slave!”

She moaned and obeyed, pumping two fingers in
and out as the fingers of her other hand rubbed against her
clitoris.

“Add another finger.”

“This is – !”

he flipped her over onto her stomach again
without warning!

Crack! Crack!

“Ow!”

He flipped her back once more.

“Resume the position.”

'Bastard!”

Again he flipped her onto her belly, and she
squealed as he brought his hand slapping down onto her bottom with
three sharp slaps before flipping her over onto her back once
more.

“Resume the position.”

She glared at him, but was feeling too
excited to fight. She let her knees fall apart and slid two fingers
into her pussy as her other hand rubbed against the swollen,
burning button of her clitoris.

“Three fingers. Slut.”

Moaning, Alanna forced a third finger through
the tight lips of her sex, sending them all squirming deeper,
twisting and pumping as her other hand rubbed against her
clitoris.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I-I'm your slut!” she gulped.

“Master,” he said.

“I'm your slut, master!” she moaned.

“Say I'm Nathan's sex slave.”

“I-I'm Nathan's sex slave!” she gasped
helplessly.

He leaned over her at last, and then suddenly
gripped her left hand, thrusting her fingers in and out faster and
harder.

“Say it again, slut.”

“I'm Nathan's sex slave!” she gasped.

“Again.”

“I'm Nathan's sex slave!”

Her fingers were moving frantically over her
clitoris as he thrust the fingers of her other hand into her hard
and fast, but when he released them she continued to thrust them in
and out just as fast, twisting and moaning as the heat swept
through her body and flooded her mind with excitement.

Then he turned and sat down beside her. He
grabbed her, swept her up suddenly and yanked her across his lap,
face down.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Ow! Na – !”

“Master,” he said.

Crack! Crack!

“Say it.”

Crack!

“Master,” he said.

Crack!

“Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Alanna twisted and wriggled and tried to
shove her hands back to cover her suddenly burning backside but he
simply grasped her wrists and pinned them together with one hand as
he continued.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Master!” she gasped. “That hurts,
master!”

Crack! Crack!

“It's supposed to, slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He half rose, flipping her off violently so
she swung up and back and landed with a yelp on her back. An
instant later he had her legs up and pushed back against her chest,
then over her head. He let them rest on his shoulders long enough
to take his throbbing cock out of his pants and press it against
the warm, eager mouth of her sex, then drove himself into her
hard.

Alanna cried out in breathless, eager
delight, her aching, burning buttocks forgotten as his heavy weight
crushed her into the bed. He grasped her ankles, forcing her feet
back harder, the backs of her toes jamming into the mattress above
her head as he folded her in two!

His hips worked up and down in savage hunger,
driving himself into her again and again so that every harsh thrust
tore a cry of aching delight from her gasping mouth. His weight was
almost all atop her, as if he were deliberately using it to crush
her, his eyes darkly intent as they stared into hers.

He stopped abruptly, buried inside her, his
chest pressing heavily against her legs, his hands like steel
around her ankles.

“Are you my slut?” he growled.

“Y-Y... Yes!” she moaned.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your slut!”

He drew his hips up and then rammed them
down, shaking the bed, shaking her.

“Say it again!”

“I'm your slut!”

Again he thrust into her.

“Again!”

“I'm your slut!”

The dark heat swept over her as he resumed
pounding himself against her. Her mind felt battered and dazed as
he hammered away at her body. A crackling sexual storm raged within
her as she gulped in ragged breaths of air and cried out at every
stroke.

Then the orgasm came down upon her like a
falling avalanche and she cried out as it sent her mind spinning
wildly through the hot, churning vortex of energy pouring out of
her!

 


 



Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


“You're a bad man,” she said crossly as she
got dressed.

“I'm very good at some things.”

She gave him a reproachful look, hurrying her
dressing. Her horse had already been outside too long. People were
bound to start gossiping!

“And the next time we have sex I want you
naked too!”

He grinned wryly. “Deal.”

“And maybe I'll slap your bottom.”

“Very unlikely,” he said.

She stepped into the toilet to hurriedly run
a brush through her hair, then headed to the door.

“I think I'll have a bath this evening,” he
said.

She turned her head to give him a confused
look.

“A tongue bath, slave.”

She flushed and then snorted and left the
trailer.

God, she thought, as she mounted, the things
I let him do!

She pulled the horse around and headed
quickly into the woods, still more than a little breathless with
the wild thrill of what had just occurred. Her bottom still felt
hot and she could only shake her head at that, simultaneously
confused and indignant about him spanking her.

It hadn't hurt that much, really. It had
hurt, though. So why had that been so exciting!?

God, he was arrogant! But he was so strong!
And that was... exciting! She knew of course, intellectually, that
she could be fairly easily overpowered by any number of men. And of
course, it wasn't like she'd really struggled. But the experience
of being so roughly handled, of being thrown about and used however
he felt like using her still had her a bit breathless.

She handed Gunna over to Dougal and went on
inside, not at all sure whether she should tell her grandfather
what Nathan had just told her. After all, as he'd said, what excuse
was he supposed to have for acting in her interests? He worked for
a cutthroat oil company and the more the Fergusons made the less
they made.

This wasn't exactly a huge deal to them, of
course, but even so, his family didn't get where they were by being
sweet and generous.

Of course, she only had his word for there
being more oil than was in the original report... Well, his word
and the other report she'd looked at... which she didn't have a
copy of.

She frowned at that. She needed a copy of
that report! If she hadn't been so... overpowered back there she'd
have insisted he make one for her, yes and sign it too! But now...
how could she demand that of him without sounding like she didn't
trust him? Which, of course, she didn't. Not...exactly.

Oh, she did, in a way. In fact, she was sure
he was telling the truth. But it wasn't in her nature to trust
anyone on matters which involved the family. What right did she
have in trusting someone on their behalf, after all?

She could ask him... No, she couldn't! That
would be telling him she didn't trust him! Of course she trusted
him! Sort of...

After all, she trusted him to tie her up and
not do anything... she didn't want done.

“By the way,” her grandfather said as she
walked through the great room, “I'm going up to Edinburgh tomorrow
morning.”

“Oh, okay,” she said.

“I'm taking Iain with me to visit with his
mum. You can get by yourself for a few days?”

“Of course!” she said.

She felt a sudden rush of heat at the thought
of being alone in the castle with Nathan. Well, Mary would still
come by in the day to clean, but after that it would be just the
two of them. Douglas, who looked after the grounds, cars and
horses, slept out in a room over the stable.

Just her and Nathan, all night!

She perked up. Maybe she could steal the
report from his trailer while he was here in the castle? She had
access to his room, after all. If he took the opportunity this
presented to spend some time downstairs in the evening she could
excuse herself for a bit, grab his key, go out to the trailer and
copy the report on the little photocopy machine she'd said, then be
back before he even noticed her missing.

*

“Grandad is going to Edinburgh tomorrow
morning,” she said when he came back from working that
afternoon.

“Is he now.”

“I'm sure you'll miss him dreadfully,” she
said. “He's taking Iain with him.”

“I'll miss the both of them dreadfully then,”
he replied.

“I'll try to keep you entertained,” she said.
“Perhaps find something on the telly for you. Bound to be some
movie where people have lots of guns. You do like guns, don't you?
I mean... Americans...”

“Yes, we're all gun crazy from birth,” he
said dryly.

“Well, you'll have the run of the downstairs,
anyway,” she said. “You won't have to stay in your room all
evening.”

“I don't do that now, slave girl.”

She frowned, looking around carefully.

“But I do think it has possibilities for you,
what with us being alone here. I could invite a number of my
friends in to ravish you senseless, for example.”

“I think not,” she said.

“I could lock you in the dungeons for
days.”

“Dirty and damp down there. No, I don't think
so.”

“You have no say in things, slave girl,” he
said.

“Ha.”

“And besides, after a dozen men have driven
you out of your mind with orgasms, well, you won't care where you
are.”

“Do you really need so much help?” she asked
with raised eyebrows.

He snorted and his eyes narrowed. “Is that a
challenge?”

“I would never think of such a thing,” she
said innocently.

He cupped her face in his hands and abruptly
turned her around, pressed her back against the wall and kissed her
hard. Her eyes widened and her hands rose to his chest, but he had
already finished and, with a grin and a wink, was walking away.

She scowled after him, licking her lips and
feeling slightly winded as she wondered what he'd get up to after
they had the place to themselves.

*

“So tell me, Lady Alanna, what do you think
of the political situation in London?” he inquired politely.

Alanna glared at him and didn't answer, which
couldn't have surprised him given the ball gag he'd stuffed into
her mouth.

He didn't seem to notice. Then again, he was
looking at his laptop, which sat, appropriately enough, on his lap
as he lay back in bed. He was nude, but the sheets were drawn up
modestly about his hips as he tapped at the screen, his knees drawn
up behind the small machine.

Alanna knelt on the foot of the bed, hips
raised high, face down, legs spread wide. Her wrists were bound
together behind her back and had then been raised up – forcing her
torso down – by a rope which led up to the the cross piece of the
canopy bed above her head. Rope was wrapped tightly around her legs
above the knees and tied to the lower bedposts to ensure she kept
her legs wide open. The pressure on her arms kept her hips raised
high, positioned for... whatever he chose to do to her.

At the moment it was nothing. He chatted idly
with her, though she had no capacity to chat back, of course, and
seemed to be offering up the pretense this was entirely normal, as
if he were used to girls being tied in obscene positions at the end
of his bed.

He had, of course, used his damnable toys on
her, penetrating her with a thick dildo and a thicker vibrator.
He'd used the latter to make her dripping wet before burying it in
her belly and then leaving her as is. From time to time he used a
remote control to turn the thing on again, which felt like it made
her entire spine vibrate, and which turned her insides to jelly the
longer it was left going.

The vibrator had a spring clip which slipped
over the top of her sex and pressed in against her flesh firmly,
both helping hold it in place so it couldn't be expelled, and to
extend the influence of the vibrator right to the source of her
heat – that is to say her clitoris.

“Looks like it'll be a touch chilly
tomorrow,” he said. “Must remember to wear a jacket.”

She'd been bound in this position for what
felt like half an hour. He seemed to take an unholy delight in
assessing just how aroused the vibrator had made her, and then
turning it off before it could push her over the edge into
climax.

“Would you like to see what I'm doing?” he
asked politely.

Her chin was pressed against the mattress,
and all she could do, once again, was glare at him.

He turned the laptop around so she could see
the screen, and for a moment she felt a spurt of indignation. He
was looking at pornography! And then she realized that the video
she was looking at was, in fact, of her! And it was live!

She gaped at it, at the sight of her own
backside. The video was taken from the rear and off to the left
side... She jerked her head around to stare and then saw the web
cam placed on a nearby table. She squealed and twisted wildly, but
of course, was no more capable of getting away now than she had
been when he'd first tied her into position.

She turned her head back to the screen, and
noted that it only showed her from the hips back. It was a very
clear, well-lit image, however, and she could see how swollen her
nether lips were, how they glistened wetly, could see how taut they
were as they gripped the base of the vibrator.

She could also see that the clip, what she
thought of as a clip, was hollow. Two small, neat bars pressed into
her flesh to either side of her clitoris, and another pressed in
just above it – or in this case, just below it. This caused her
clitoris to appear swollen, even more swollen than she thought it
actually was.

As she stared at it he turned on the vibrator
again and she watched her body flinch. She jerked her head around
again, then back at the laptop's screen, noting the base of the
other dildo stuffed up her bottom, and her trembling thighs.

No one could possibly identify her from such
a video, she thought anxiously, even if it were to ever become
public. It could be anyone! Well, any slim-hipped, relatively young
white girl anyway.

“Isn't that a lovely ass?” he asked
rhetorically.

She glowered at him and cursed, or tried to,
through the gag.

“This is going out live, by the way. Hundreds
of men are watching it as I speak.”

Alanna felt a pulse of heat accompanied by a
wave of anxiety, but she was quite certain this was simply another
of his fantasy games he had created to drive her wild.

He turned the laptop around again, tapped at
the keys, then turned it back towards her, putting it on the bed
right before her nose before getting out of bed and crossing the
floor to the bathroom.

Alanna stared at the screen. The video of her
backside had gotten smaller, and now she could read lines of text.
Even as she looked, more lines appeared.

 


Homer 87 That's a really nice ass.

Jacklight: You should spank her.

Paul45: Never mind spanking her, fuck
her.

The Rover:Look how hot that clit looks. I
could lick that forever.

Feverboy: I'd like to fuck that ass,
myself.

 


Her eyes grew wider the more she read. More
and more kept appearing as she stared at it, and she began to doubt
her certainty that he was making things up now. What if there
really were men watching her, hundreds of men!?

At first she felt a wave of appalled
embarrassment, but clung to the reassurance that nothing of her
could be seen that was identifiable. It might as well be a video of
her big toe. Non one would or could know it was her, not from
this!

More lines of text scrolled up, much the
same, talking about her pussy, about wanting to fuck her and spank
her and strap her as well as several wanting to see more of
her!

Nathan came back to the room and she squirmed
and tried to call his name angrily, something difficult to do with
a big ball in her mouth. He ignored her, flopping down and
examining the laptop.

“Hmm, they want to know how big the dildo and
vibrator are,” he said.

He got up and moved around behind her, then
she saw his hand appear on the monitor, watched as he gripped the
base of the dildo in her ass and slowly pulled it out, inch by
inch, slowly. It was the one with the ring around it a couple of
inches from the end. She grunted as he tugged the ring out,
spreading her wider, then watched as the rest of it appeared.

 


Joyboy:That's a nice big cock!

Fannie33: I'd like to have one that
big.

Blacktool:Mine would really make her
squeal.

Yankeedo:Fuck the bitch now!

 


Surely these couldn't be real! There couldn't
really be hundreds of men watching this, she thought wildly.

Nathan buried the thing inside her again,
then drew the vibrator out to show how long that was before
thrusting that fully inside once more, too.

“Hmm, they want to see more of your body,” he
said, peering at the screen from behind her.

He moved to the webcam and shifted it upward
a bit, then a bit more, and Alanna gasped and jerked her face away
before carefully checking again. Now the video was showing her from
the shoulders down!

Nathan sat down in front of her again.

 


Mileson:Those look like pretty good
tits.

Russia01:Show us her face!

Animalboy:Looks like a redhead.

Friendlyguy:That girl needs to be fucked
hard.

 


Alanna twisted her head from side to side,
trying to demand he remove the gag, but he only grinned smugly.

What if it's real! she thought
frantically.

Well, no one would know who it was, nor even
where it was coming from. But still, it would be absolutely...
outrageous!

But it wasn't real, was it!? Was it!?

Nathan moved behind her again, and she gasped
as his hand moved out, appearing on the screen. He placed it on her
bottom, but his thumb stretched down and began to rub against her
swollen clitoris, her flesh squeezed by the vibrating clip.

The thought people might be watching this was
shocking, but now Alanna began to feel a rising heat and
excitement. God! Imagine hundreds of men looking at this! Looking
at her!?

“And no,” Nathan said, still idly rubbing her
clitoris, “Nothing above your shoulders has appeared in the video.
No one knows who I am, or who you are, not will they ever. This is
an anonymous web site where exhibitionists can show themselves off
to voyeurs who want to look at them.”

God, was it real then!? Was it!? Were men
really seeing this!?

His thumb rubbed against her clitoris as more
comments, almost all of them obscene, scrolled up the screen.

Alanna was forced to admit to herself she had
no idea if this was real or not!

But it might be!

“There's no sound, by the way. You can scream
all you want.”

Alanna wanted to scream! At him! She wanted
to call him every name in the book! But as outraged and indignant
as she was, the longer she stared at her image and all those
comments the more overheated she got.

The idea that hundreds of men would be
looking at her, seeing such a pornographic view of her and... and
making such crude, rude, outrageous comments almost fried her
brain!

She was alternately horrified and unspeakable
aroused!

Exposing herself like this would be so
depraved! Of course, it wasn't by choice, but even so, it was lewd,
crude and shocking!

“Hmm, they want me to lick you. I'd like to,
but I don't think it's a good idea to put my face on camera,” he
said from behind her.

He pulled the vibrator out of her, and thrust
two fingers, then three into her body. Alanna moaned, her hips
rolling as his fingers pushed in and out, twisting and squirming
inside her as his thumb came down against her clitoris.

“I think this is what they want,” he
said.

And then he stepped closer, so that his lower
body appeared in the camera. He was erect, she saw, and gasped, her
eyes enormous as she stared at the sight of his stiff cock pointing
menacingly at her body.

 


Buffaloboy: Yeah, fuck that whore!

Dramaqueen:Pound that pussy!

Majesty:Fill her up and make her
scream.

 


This couldn't be real, she thought to
herself, her mind spinning.

But she watched as his thick cock moved
forward, touching her, rubbing against her, then slowly penetrating
her and sliding inside.

If it was real he was now exposing himself
fully, as well, but then, when did men ever care about something
like that!? He was no more identifiable in the video than she was
as he fed the long length of himself into her body, then began to
thrust in and out.

Alanna felt a strange sense of unreality, as
she stared at her image on the screen, and felt him at the same
time. More appreciative and obscene comments scrolled up the screen
as Nathan drove himself into her harder and faster, and her hips
began to rock to the force of his strokes.

Staring at it on video would have been a
wildly exciting addition even if her mind wasn't spinning at the
thought hundreds of other men might be watching the same thing she
was!

She stared at the gleaming shaft of his cock,
watching as it drove in and out of her, watched her bottom being
jerked forward again and again by the impact of his hips, and
stared at his hand sliding down her ribs, then under to cup and
fondle her breast.

His other hand then gabbed a fistful of hair
and jerked her head up and back. She cried out into the gag,
staring, wild-eyed, at the image on the video. She could see his
fist, and part of her hair, but the rest of her was still off
camera, thank God!

The words scrolling up under the video
approved of pulling her hair, but also wanted her to be
spanked!

Crack! His hand came down against her
bottom. Crack! It struck her again. Crack! And
again!

Alanna was caught between what was real and
what wasn't, and without any way to tell the difference fell into
fantasy. The heat burned away at her mind and set her body to
trembling, shaking and boiling with sexual hunger and heat. Then it
boiled over, and she screamed in helpless pleasure, her body
bucking wildly against him as the orgasm sent her her into soaring
heights of pleasure and heat.

It was only the first.

Barely had she sagged dazedly from the
incredible release of pressure when it began to build up anew, with
his hips pounding against her and the torrid view of herself on the
screen – and all those lewd comments scrolling up from
watchers!

Another orgasm tore through her a minute
later, then another, and finally a fourth before he halted his
increasingly powerful thrusts with every inch buried inside her
quivering, trembling body.

 


 



Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Demanding to know if it was real or not
simply brought an enigmatic smile from him.

“What is real?” he asked philosophically.

“That's not bloody funny!”

“It wouldn't be difficult to type in a bunch
of one-line sentences and put in a program to have them scroll up,”
he said thoughtfully. “on the other hand, the internet is actually
full of sites where men, for the most part, stare at lovely girls
who want to show off their bodies anonymously or otherwise.

“I didn't want to show off my body! You did
that!”

“True. Or did I? There's no real evidence
either way, now is there?”

“I swear to God, Nathan, if naked videos of
me ever get seen by anyone I know – !”

“Videos they can identify, you mean? Not
going to happen from me, slave girl. Don't forget, I'm in that
video too.”

“As if anyone cares about your bloody private
parts!” she said. “I'm the one they would call a slut!”

“You would be better off worrying about what
I'm going to do to you tonight, my sweet, when I have you all alone
and at my mercy,” he said with a grin.

“I think I'll have a headache and go to bed
early!”

“Ha, as if you could resist me,” he said with
an arrogant grin.

“You and the bloody flu!”

“We both make you hot and bothered, don't
we?”

She threw up her arms in frustration and
stalked off, leaving him at the table.

What did he have planned, she wondered
warily. Well, it wasn't like her grandfather's presence had been
much of an incentive to him to moderate his perverse appetites
anyway! It was hard to see how his behavior had could be worse.

Maybe they'd have sex in the library? Or in
the great room? She didn't mind the thought.

She kept burning up at the thought of that
video, though. If she could be absolutely certain it never showed
her below the shoulders, well, that wasn't so big a deal, as long
as he never told anyone who was in it. God knew nobody would ever
even suspect it was her otherwise.

The idea of hundreds of men … seeing that...
was horrible, disgusting, and scaldingly hot!

But only as long as no one could identify
her!

She had often dreamed about doing
outrageously sexual things, like being a stripper, or having sex in
front of a crowd of people, or on a bus or something. They were
delicious fantasies but she'd never in a million years dare to do
them in reality! Not only would she be mortified but if the people
around here saw pictures...

Not to mention her family finding out! That
incident with the picture of her taken on a Spanish beach wearing a
thong had been bad enough!

She trusted Nathan, after a fashion, to
protect her privacy insofar as a mere man understood such things.
She was fairly certain that even if that whole incident had been
real and men were looking on, no one could identify her. But what
if he made a mistake? What if he accidentally let her face
show for a moment?

It was a very dangerous game he was playing,
and all the danger was on her!

That being said, the video images she'd
watched had been unspeakably graphic, and the fact she was watching
them even while feeling it all, well, that had blown her mind, even
leaving out the possibility others might have been looking on. She
was left with a helpless echo of wild excitement and pleasure which
rolled through her body every time she thought of it all.

She had always known she was attractive. One
didn't dwell on such things, unless one was an egotistical person,
of course, but many people had told her so over the years, and,
assessing herself in the mirror wasn't difficult. She was
attractive. She was sexy. Again, one couldn't act as if one was
aware of such a thing, or become arrogant about it, but it
was part of her self image.

It would have been nice to act the vamp, to
wear sexy dresses, perhaps low cut tops if she were feeling brave,
to see how many men she could have swirling around her. But her
family was far too conservative, and so were all the people around
here. They'd have all been scandalized, so she'd had to act the
part of the proper young lady.

Showing off in such a way, letting people see
such shocking, obscene images struck her mind as deliciously
exciting on the one hand, but horrifyingly dangerous on the
other.

She could only shake her head in wonderment.
If it ever got out what sorts of things she was doing here with him
she'd never be able to show her face again.

Still, she felt a bubble of giddy delight at
the thought of literally hundreds of men staring at her naked body,
lusting and wanting and hungry for her!

*

“Where do you buy all this bloody stuff?” she
demanded, shaking her head at the drawer filled with erotic toys
and bondage gear.

“The internet, of course. And I think it
behooves you to call me master.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Only in your dreams.”

“For tonight, at least, you're my sex
slave.”

“Yes, master,” she said, a bit mockingly.

“I'm not sure I appreciate your attitude,
slave.”

They were in his room, and he was 'dressing'
her for the evening, which was to say, undressing her for the
evening. Alanna was doing her best to put on an air of casual
aloofness, as if she were reluctantly agreeing to go along with his
silly fantasies. But there was a dark, bubbling heat within her she
was concealing.

And that hadn't been eased at all by him
stripping her naked and putting on the metal bracelets and collar,
nor inserting the dildo and vibrator from the previous night into
her body. She felt stuffed, and ached in a delicious way, and he
hadn't even turned on the vibrator.

He slapped the back of her hand lightly as
she examined what looked like a paddle, then instead picked up a
short, multi-thonged thing which he waved before her eyes. It was
not much over a foot long, two thirds of that consisting of what
looked like thin black shoelaces, the latter third being the
handle.

“They all have a purpose,” he said.

He spun her around and bent her over the back
of a chair as she squealed in surprise, then swept the thing down
across her bottom several times.

“Ow! Nathan! Oww! Don't!” she gasped.
“Oww!”

The thin laces struck with negligible force
or weight, but each of them stung a bit. Since there were perhaps a
dozen of them that left a dozen stings across her bare bottom,
which added up into something which made her squirm and twist to
break free.

“Let me hear you say you're my sex slave,” he
said, pinning her easily.

“I'm your sex slave!” she gulped.

“Good girl,” he said, releasing her.

“Jerk.”

He bent her over again and swept the little
flog down several times rapidly as she yelped and twisted.

“We'll call tonight, obedience school,” he
said.

“I'm not a bloody dog,” she complained as he
let her up.

She glanced back and rubbed her bottom, but
the thin laces hadn't done any harm.

He reached into the pocket of his blazer and
she sucked in a breath as she felt the vibrator beginning to
buzz.

“What about a bitch in heat?” he asked with a
grin.

“Why doesn't anyone ever talk about a bastard
in heat?” she complained.

“Because men are always in heat. Women are
supposed to be pristine and pure and chaste.”

“Ha.”

“We're allowed to be sluts, though. You are
not.”

“You don't think that's just a little
unreasonable?”

“Do I make the cultural rules?”

“What is that?” she asked, raising a hand to
block his.

“Hands at your sides, slave.”

She lowered her hand as he held a clip
attached to a chain up under her jaw, then attached it to the ring
at the front of he collar around her throat.

He jerked it forward and she stumbled,
grabbing at him.

“Did I say bitch in heat?” he asked with a
purr in his voice.

He jerked down on the chain and she let out a
startled gasp as she was forced to her knees, then he tugged it
forward and down and she found herself on her hands and knees
before him.

“Present yourself for use, slave,” he
growled.

“Wha-what?” she gulped.

“Face down, ass high, legs wide.”

She sucked in a breath, then descended to her
elbows, then lower, letting her breasts pillow out against the
floor as she lowered her torso completely. She felt heat stirring
as she raised her hips and spread her legs, then thrust her arms
out before her.

He moved behind her and she felt her heart
pounding, then gasped as he swung the flog down across her
buttocks.

“Draw your belly in closer to your thighs,
slut!” he snapped.

She gasped in outrage at the tone, but
flinched and obeyed.

“Keep those legs straight and then out,” he
growled, snapping the flog down again.

He raised his foot and placed it on her
bottom.

“Remember this position, you filthy little
sex slave” he growled in a menacing tone. “If you get it wrong
you'll be whipped!”

She gasped aloud as his heel pressed against
the base of the dildo in her ass.

“Understand, slave?”

“Y-Yes, master!” she gulped.

“When I invite friends to see you, and order
you to present yourself for use, this will be the position you will
take. Do you understand, slut?” he asked in a cold voice.

“Y-Yes, master!”

God, she thought, he sounded so
deliciously nasty!

She gasped again at a pull of the chain
against the collar, forced up onto all fours again.

“Now crawl, you bitch in heat,” he said,
moving forward and tugging on the leash.

I should definitely protest against
this, she thought shakily.

She didn't, though, crawling forward across
the floor to the door. She felt a rise in the heat within her as he
led her out into the hall, the center of which thankfully held a
long, thick carpet.

The hall was quite wide, easily ten feet,
quite high, and ran the length of this wing of the castle. And she
felt herself growing increasingly hazy with the torpor of sexual
heat and hunger as she crawled along it, the leash taut against the
collar around her neck.

This is so slutty!

“Stop,” he barked. “Present yourself for use,
slut!”

Gasping, pulse racing, outraged, excited, she
dropped her upper torso low, her swollen, overheated breasts
pressed pressing hard into the rough carpet as she raised her hips
high and spread her knees wide.

The flog came down on her bottom anyway.

“Learn to move faster, slave. If there's a
long line of men waiting to use you they shouldn't be kept
waiting,” he said.

He tugged on the collar, raising her up onto
her hands and knees again.

“Crawl.”

Alanna crawled up the hall, stopping again at
his order to present herself for use. This time he seemed
satisfied, or at least, didn't use the flog on her, tugging on the
leash to bring her back to all fours again. They reached the
staircase, which also had a middle panel of carpet she could crawl
down. Fortunately it was a winding staircase with wide steps and
wasn't at all steep.

Finding herself naked on all fours in the
entry hall made her pulse move more quickly, however.

Crawling was bad enough, but crawling on a
leash was outrageous! And every now and then he flicked the flog
down across her back or bottom as she crawled so that she gasped
and felt her skin tingling!

She 'presented' again in the entry hall, then
again in the great hall, then on the way to the kitchen, as the
vibrator continued to buzz against her. Her body grew more and more
intensely aroused, both feeding and being fed by the wicked
excitement in her mind to the point she was almost trembling with
heat and arousal.

Mary had prepared their meal before going
home. All he had to do was reheat it, except, of course, he would
do no such thing.

“On your feet, slave girl,” he ordered,
tugging on the leash.

She rose unsteadily, and he removed the
leash, then drew her hands up and together before her and clipped
the two metal bracelets together.

“You will make my dinner, then bring it to me
in the great room, where I will be watching television.”

“Grandad doesn't like people eating in
there,” she said.

“Granddad’s wishes don't matter tonight. Only
mine do. Obey your master, slave girl.”

He left her there and disappeared, and Alanna
turned on the oven and checked on the food Mary had shown her. It
gave her mind something else to occupy it for a short time. But
after that, as she waited, she was still a naked girl, her wrists
locked together before her, a collar around her neck and a vibrator
(now stopped) and a dildo inside her.

This was so weird!

There was no carpet in here and the tiles
were cool under her bare feet. She padded over to the windows,
making sure the door was locked and the curtains drawn, thinking of
how horrifying it would be if her grandfather came home early and
found her like this!

When the food was ready she put it on a tray
and carried it out to him. He was slouched on the sofa, legs up,
flicking through channels on the television.

The vibrator began to buzz again.

“Put the food on the coffee table, slave,” he
said.

She obeyed and he glanced at it
doubtfully.

“You have two plates? Whatever for. I only
need one.”

She blinked in confusion.

“Go and stand against the wall there, slave,”
he ordered.

She moved back against the wall.

“Back flat against it. Arms up and out, legs
apart. Like an X. Spreadeagled. And don't move”

She obeyed, her back and legs and buttocks
pressed to the stone wall. He nodded in satisfaction, then began
picked up a knife and fork to eat.

He was being deliberately outrageous, she
knew. Thus his behavior didn't offend or outrage her as it
otherwise would have. And as the vibrator continued to purr against
her she felt herself becoming more breathless, and found it more
difficult to keep still.

Her nipples tingled and her vaginal muscles
were squeezing repeatedly around the buzzing vibrator. Her clitoris
felt swollen and hot and her hips flinched as she felt her buttocks
grinding softly into the cool stone behind her.

Her arms were starting to get heavy, come to
that...

And watching him eat, and watch TV, even
though she knew he was being deliberately insulting, still
frustrated her in another respect. The other plate he'd spoken of
was for her, of course. She'd expected to eat with him. Now her
food was getting cold and she was hungry.

Not so hungry that it could distract her from
the heat swirling around her mind and body, however. She could feel
the pressure against the base of the rear dildo where it pressed up
against the wall, could feel the slight shifting inside her as she
ground her buttocks against the stone.

“Keep still, slut,” he ordered, looking up at
her.

She almost uttered an insult, but despite the
frustration she was feeling a dark thrill at this newest game of
his.

Still, she couldn't keep entirely still for
long. Her arms were starting to tremble, and her hips were
instinctively grinding her buttocks against the wall as the
vibrator buzzed against her. She wanted to drop her arms and... and
rub what she was sure was a very swollen clitoris!

He just kept eating, though, quite casually,
sometimes watching her, sometimes watching the television.

“Keep still, slut,” he said.

“I can't!” she moaned helplessly.

He got up from the sofa and came over with
the flog, and Alanna felt her heartbeat quicken as she went
still.

“When your master gives you an order, you
obey it, sex slave,” he said.

He drew the little flog back then casually
swung it down and forward so that the laces snapped down across her
breasts!

Alanna cried out, but more startled than
hurt.

“Hands back in place,” he barked.

Breathing ragged, she jerked her arms up and
back, spreadeagled against the wall again.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said.

He swung the flog down across her breasts
again, and then again, then across her belly and abdomen.

“I can see there is a good deal I must do in
the way of training before you're ready for sale,” he said.

Alanna gasped and moaned and cried out softly
as the flog snapped down across her soft, overheated skin
repeatedly, up and down her torso, from her breasts to her inner
thighs! It hurt, and yet she was on the edge of what she was quite
certain would be a massive orgasm!

Again and again the thin laces bit into the
soft, taut skin over her breasts and belly. And then he roughly
grabbed her and spun her around, pushing her face first into the
wall.

“Arms and legs apart,” he barked.

The flog cut into her back, then, snapping in
again and again as he moved down her back to slash at her buttocks,
then back up once more.

“Undisciplined little sex slave,” he
said.

He gripped her hair and yanked her back and
she stumbled, almost falling, crying out again at the pull against
her scalp.

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

“Y-Yes, master!” she gasped dazedly.

“We'll see.”

He marched her back to the leather sofa, then
pushed her forward against it.

'Straddle the arm there,” he growled.

He shoved and she stumbled again, grasping
the arm, then moving forward, her right knee sinking into the soft
leather of the seat while she bent her left leg, foot still on the
floor. She sucked in air as she felt the pressure of the soft,
padded arm against her sex, and grasped the upper part of the
curving arm to steady herself.

The vibrator was buried inside her, the base
almost flush with the lips of her sex. The clip curved up and out
to surround her clitoris and buzz wildly there. But now she was
pressing down firmly against the soft leather and felt a rising
pressure of hunger within her body.

“Now you will grind your hot little sex
against the arm of the chair but I order you not to climax.
Understand, slave?”

Thwack! The flog cut across her
buttocks.

“Understand, slave?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

Thwack!

“Master.”

“Yes, master!”

Thwack!

“Then do it, slut!”

It was a hopeless order, and Alanna didn't
even try to obey it. The moment she began to grind her sex against
the leather she felt a screaming surge of sexual pressure which
made her body jerk convulsively. She ground herself frantically as
the climax tore through her, nails digging into the upper arm as
she cried out in helpless pleasure.

She felt the blows of the flog against her
buttocks as she did, but didn't care, burning up with a near
feverish heat as the intensity of the orgasm exploded through her
system and tore at her sanity! She rode the arm of the chair with
unthinking animal passion, grinding her swollen, burning clitoris
into the soft leather with unrestrained need until the powerful
orgasm finally relented and left her dazed, gasping and limp.

“You will, of course, have to be punished for
your disobedience,” she heard him say behind her.
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They went down to the dungeon again, though
this was the first time they'd gone through the front way since
she'd originally given him a tour. Now, her hands shackled behind
her, with the leash attached to the front of the collar again, he
pulled her along behind him down into the cool dark recesses of the
ancient stone dungeon even before she'd recovered her breath.

And there it was, the rack. She'd fantasized
about it many a time when younger, had once even stripped and lain
on it as if she were a helpless torture victim in olden days. It
was of heavy wood, dark with age, and much scarred. It angled back
like a table with one side propped against the wall.

“If you can't keep yourself still we'll have
to force you,” he said.

The shackles on the thing were heavy and
rough edged, but even as she awkwardly lay back in the thing he was
wrapping padded leather around her ankles, then her wrists.

That didn't make the shackles any less real,
however, as he fit them around her wrists and ankles and tightened
the bolts. He began to turn the crank and Alanna moaned in helpless
dark excitement as she felt the pull against her limbs. It spread
them apart as they'd been upstairs, then pulled harder, so that she
felt a line of tension against her body, felt her body straining
under that pressure, and was unable to move at all.

“Scream all you want, slave. No one will hear
you,” he said.

No gags, this time, she thought dazedly.

“You're a pervert,” she moaned.

“Definitely so.”

“What are you doing?' she moaned.

He chuckled softly. He had a thin cord in
hand with two loops around it. The loops fit over her straining
nipples, then he bound the ends of the cord down against the slats
of wood on the frame on either side of her ribs, bound the thing
quite tautly, with the loops tightening around her nipples.

“Your torture is well-deserved,” he said.

She felt something pressed against her lower
belly, against her sex, and raised her head, blinking, staring
down. She sucked in a breath of air as she recognized the device.
He'd used it before. It was a vibrator, but it looked something
like a rubber mallet, complete with handle.

She watched as Nathan pressed the heavy
rounded end against her, then used thin leather cords to tie the
handle down so that the end pressed heavily against her. He
attached an electrical plug to the bottom of the handle, feeding it
up and back somewhere, and then turned it on.

He left two big candles, one on either side
of her, then left, ostentatiously slamming shut the heavy metal and
wooden door and bolting it shut.

And Alanna was left alone in the near
darkness, gasping, moaning, her limbs and spine taut, her bare back
and buttocks pressing back against the cool, scarred wood.

She'd fantasized about being on the rack so
many times... and now she was utterly helpless, locked down here,
tightly bound! The only new addition was the vibrator, which she
knew from experience was much more powerful than the little battery
powered thing which was still within her.

She could not move her legs or arms at all,
and her back was pulled straight and taut. Nevertheless, it was
possible to move a little, to arch her back, for example, or to
grind her hips a little. She discovered this by accident,
discovered it as her body moved, as it writhed and twisted in
helpless heat, hunger and need.

Each time she arched her back the knots
tightened around her nipples, making them ache, and the thin laces
dug into her taut breasts. Each time her hips rolled upward her
clitoris ground against the buzzing vibrator pressed firmly against
it.

The first orgasm was not long in coming. It
was not as intense as what she'd had up stairs, but it left her
breathless and gasping anyway. It left her body feeling wrung out,
her sex, particularly her clitoris, feeling sensitive to the point
she didn't want anything touching her.

Not that she could do anything about that.
The vibrator continued to buzz strongly against her, the raw
sensations overpowering and uncomfortable.

For a time.

But that soon morphed into something else
entirely, and then she was frantically grinding and arching and
moaning in pleasure once again as the heat re-ignited within
her.

Her body ached, and felt incredibly
stretched, but that only added to the excitement. The air was close
in the dungeon, everything dark or shadowed beyond the small area
lit up by the candles. That added to the fantasy aspect as she
strained against the shackles, moaning helplessly as rolled her
hips up again and again, reveling in the tactile pleasure of
grinding her aching, swollen clitoris up and down against the
vibrator.

It was all so wild, so unbelievable, so hot
and thrilling! Yes it hurt the way the shackles pulled against her,
but that only added to the realism!

The next orgasm was more intense, and her
voice echoed off the stone walls as she cried out in pleasure. The
following three were just as intense, but the one after them was so
powerful it almost left her unconscious.

She was sweating, her chest heaving, gulping
in air. He'd done this sort of thing before, the bastard, she
thought, leaving her at the mercy of his damn vibrating sex toys!
And this was the same one, she recalled, this horribly powerful
device which had to be plugged into a wall because batteries
couldn't power it sufficiently!

She moaned, trying to squirm away from it in
the aftermath of her latest orgasm, but that, of course, was
impossible. Her insides felt battered and ached as if she'd been
punched numerous times. The muscle spasms the powerful orgasms
forced upon her making her want to fold into a ball and clutch her
middle.

They were easing now, thankfully, but another
orgasm would send them into wild spasms again, and she, with her
arms and legs spread apart and chained down, was in no position to
do anything about it!

How long was he going to leave her down
here!? She'd already been here alone much longer, she was sure,
than any of the previous times he'd left her. What was he doing
now? Watching television? The bastard!

Her head rolled from side to side as her
breathing steadied, but her the muscles in her hips were still
twitching and pulsing, the powerful vibrations directed at her
horribly sensitive sex too uncomfortable to ignore.

And then they morphed again, or more
properly, her nerve endings shifted the signal once again into
something which set a low, throbbing pulse of excitement going
within her. It pulsed with every beat of her heart, with every
breath, with every movement, sending rolling waves of sensation up
through her helpless body.

She feared it, yet reveled in it at the same
time, for how could she not welcome that rising tide of pleasure
and heat? It was like a drug, sapping her resistance, and the more
powerful it became the less resistance she could offer up.

As the swirling aura of sexual heat settled
fully upon her she gave herself to it, unable to do more than glory
once again in the crackling sexual electricity filling and
surrounding her body. She moaned and arched and rolled her hips in
dazed pleasure, gasping for breath as the sensations mounted, as
they became more and more intense.

And then, again, she cried out as the orgasm
swept over her. Her hips bucked violently, frantically, her head
rolling and back arching as convulsions wracked her body. Her body
was out of control during that long, shattering explosion of
ecstasy. She felt the growing ache in her belly, even wondering,
dazedly, if she might harm herself, but the pleasure was too
glorious to want to pause it at all.

Sex slave, she thought blearily.
I'm like a sex slave!

She collapsed limply, chest heaving again,
moaning, eyes glazed as she lay upon the rack. She continued to
twitch and tremble, and every breath was a moan or a gasp.

And then it began again, the shift in
sensations, the climbing intensity of the heat within her, the
desperate grinding and twisting and straining as she groaned in
pleasure. But then a sudden movement caught her eyes and she rolled
them slowly to the side.

Nathan was looking down at her.

His face was mostly in shadow from the
candlestick behind him, and she moaned aloud as his hand came out
of the shadow and settled upon her chest. It moved slowly over and
around and across her breasts, gliding atop her damp, overheated
skin.

The buzzing halted, the vibrations at last
going still. Part of her heaved a sigh of relief even as her body
felt disappointed. The other one, the other vibrator, was still
inside her, but not turned on. He bent over her, and she gasped at
the incredibly soft, slick feel of his tongue against her
clitoris.

She felt immensely swollen, and her hips
jerked at his touch, jerked again as he began to lick her, her body
writhing helplessly until he stopped and she felt the vibrator
slowly drawn back and out of her body. She felt... empty,
suddenly.

The rack was on an angle, and she was
suddenly aware of his body, his skin, pressed against hers. He was
naked now, and she felt a rush of delight, for too often he liked
to wear his expensive suits, as if to contrast her submission in
nudity. But now his chest was pressed firmly into her breasts, his
cock, long and thick and hard, pressed between their bellies as he
kissed her on the lips.

“Bastard,” she moaned into his mouth.

He reached down and raised his hips, gripping
his cock, and she gasped as she felt the head pushing against the
sodden opening, then forcing its way inside. It was an entirely
different feel than the vibrator, even when not turned on. Nothing
could entirely match the feel of human skin and the soft warmth of
a real body.

His tongue dipped into her mouth as he drove
himself into her to the hilt, and she groaned as he began to thrust
into her with long, slow strokes.

She wanted to wrap her arms around him, but
of course, she was still tautly helpless as drove himself into her
again and again.

The vibrator had gotten her nervous system
used to more powerful stimulation, almost gotten it addicted, in
fact. But there was something so much more comforting, so much more
pleasant about his firm, yet soft human flesh against her, and
inside her, and her mind embraced it as if she had longed for
something and now had it in abundance.

The orgasm took longer to arrive, this time,
but Alanna didn't care. She gloried in the soothing, delicious heat
he roused in her as their tongues and bodies moved together. He
filled the dark emptiness which had surrounded her in the dungeon.
She felt a strange sense of having been without any human contact
or touch forever, and now a hidden longing was being satisfied by
the pressure of his body upon hers.

His hips moved faster, harder, and her
breathing became more ragged as the pleasure intensified, then she
gave herself to another orgasm, pulling him into it, as he buried
his mouth in the nape of her neck and she cried out at the rush of
pleasure and release.

*

It was strange, Alanna thought, that the time
on the rack, alone in the dungeon, had crystallized something in
her mind. She wanted this man. She didn't just want to have sex, to
play dark games with him. She wanted him around her for a long
time. She wanted to be with him. She wanted them to be a couple.
And much else diminished in importance as she considered how to
bring that about.

Prior to that she'd allowed him his way with
her simply because she was excitedly curious and loved the pleasure
it brought. Now she considered what kind of a woman Nathan would
actually want at his side, and not merely as his sex toy. Was she
in love with him, she wondered. It felt different than it had with
Niall.

She felt a sense of comfort and warmth
whenever she thought of him, and enjoyed speaking with him,
discussing or even arguing things with him, or simply walking with
him. But it was almost the deep comfort of old friends, rather than
the girlish excitement she'd felt with Niall.

The excitement she felt with Nathan, of
course, was anything but girlish, but she'd not had much
opportunity to explore the ordinary couple things, like dating or
dancing, or even a romantic dinner. All she'd been so far is his
sex toy.

Though clearly, being his sex toy would be a
good start to anything further.

And she wanted to be a sex toy now. It was
sinfully, wickedly exciting to be a sex toy!

There was some issue with the fact a sex toy
didn't get to decide how it was being played with, but so far his
instincts had certainly been right, and she'd enjoyed every nasty
game. But there was a time between games, too. No one could be
having sex all the time, after all, not even him.

They'd had a long, hot shower after the
dungeon, filled with kisses and caresses. She'd worn the metal
bracelets and collar through it, and let him dry her off and brush
her hair afterward. He'd locked her wrists together behind her back
and snapped the leash to the collar again. But this time he'd been
content to let her walk along on the end of the leash, rather then
crawl.

He'd warmed up her dinner, and she'd eaten it
in the living room, naked, on her knees beside him, eating from his
hand as they watched television. Afterward, he pulled her up across
his lap, seating her propped against his shoulder.

She tried to explain the finer points of
football to him while he scoffed at it, apparently because people
weren't hitting each other enough, she thought. They discussed
politics, and the oil industry, and renewable energy, and his
company and her family, and throughout it his hands made free with
her body whenever he felt so inclined.

She slept in his bed that night, with her
wrists still locked together behind her back. It was very...
strange. It was even stranger waking to her wrists cuffed behind
her and his hands fondling her breasts.

She wouldn't have thought, after the previous
night, that she would have had any interest in sex for a while, but
that wasn't at all the case, for his hands easily roused her, and
she was already on the edge of climax before he rolled atop and
thrust himself into her.

It was a quick, frantic sex, but no less
breathtaking and satisfying for all of that. He freed her hands so
she could make his breakfast, and that too was strange and
deliciously exotic. She was alone in the kitchen, naked and
shackled again, though her hands were free, but it seemed somehow
more wicked in the light of day.

This time he let her eat normally, sitting in
a seat next to his and feeding herself, though of course, she
remained naked the entire time.

“Don't you get tired of staring at my
breasts?” she asked.

He grinned. “Do you get tired of looking at
the lake?”

“That's not the same thing,” she said,
exasperated.

“It's exactly the same thing. A lovely view
for the eye never gets old. Anyway, I look at your face most of the
time, except when you're turned around, then I look at that
spectacular ass of yours.”

“I'm not just body parts, you know,” she
said, frowning.

“No, you're the whole package, but the
wrapping is great to look at no matter what else I'm doing or what
we're discussing.”

“You mean you can appreciate my breasts while
we're talking about American politics?” she asked with a laugh.

“I can appreciate your breasts no matter
what's going on,” he replied.

“They're just breasts!”

“That's like saying the Mona Lisa is just a
painting.”

She rolled her eyes.

“And how come you don't have to stay naked? I
like eye candy too.”

“That wouldn't suit my manly dignity,” he
said with feigned arrogance.

She snorted.

“You'd get bored of looking at me naked
before long.”

“Why don't you let me be the judge of that,
pretty boy?”

“Pretty boy?”

She smirked.

“Women aren't as into visuals as men.”

“Oh really?”

“How many womens magazines are there which
feature pictures of naked or barely clothed men?”

She shrugged.

“How often do women surf the internet in
search of pictures of naked men?”

“I'd have no idea.”

“How often did you do it?”

She shrugged again. “Rarely. It's hard to
imagine you sitting at home surfing the internet for porn, you
know.”

He laughed softly. “I've been blessed with
looks and money. So there's never been any shortage of women
willing to take off their clothes for me.”

She frowned at that.

“You make women sound shallow and cheap.”

“No more than men, less than men, in fact.
The difference, as I've said before, is that men are free to
indulge their desires more than women are. And you're less free
than most stuck out here in the boonies where everyone knows who
you are and what your last meal was.”

“Yes, men are all sluts,” she said.

“True. We are. When we have the opportunity.
Women aren't allowed to be sluts. If anyone found out what we'd
been up to do you think my reputation would suffer?”

She snorted.

“Exactly,” he said. “Prince Harry got caught
with naked pictures on the internet more than once, but everyone
dismisses them as just Harry being a regular, fun loving guy. I
seriously doubt they'd have said the same if the pictures were of
Lady Kate frolicking about naked in a hotel room with a bunch of
male and female friends.”

“I'm not arguing the point,” she said.

He reached over and slid two fingers into the
ring of her collar, then pulled her forward until she gasped.

“You see, making you my sex slave allows you
to do all sorts of nasty things but without taking responsibility
for them. I'm the pervert who puts you through it all, my helpless
slave girl.”

“I could still say no,” she said. “And people
would still call me a slut if they found out.”

“True on both counts, but I'm the one who
initiates. I'm the one who starts things rolling, because you
can't.”

“I could!” she protested.

“You're repressed,” he said with a smirk.

“Does this look like I'm repressed,” she
said, sweeping her hands down at her naked body and the metal
restraints and collar.

“They're my restraints. I put them on you.
Left to your own devices you'd have gone through life and never
bought or worn anything like them. Admit it.”

She shrugged, unable to argue the point.

“And I intend to treat you to even nastier
things in the days ahead, slave girl,” he said with a grin. “Things
which will blow the mind of the little repressed girl in the
castle.”

“Like what?” she asked warily.

“You'll find out when you're doing them,” he
said. “And your mind will squirm, and you'll feel like a slut, and
you'll want to stop because you feel like a slut, even though it's
so exciting and wild – because whatever it is, it'll be something
good girls aren't supposed to do.”

He pulled her further forward by the collar,
then kissed her softly on the lips.

“But being my sex slave, you'll be able to do
it,” he said. “Whatever it is.”

*

She had to get dressed for the day. Mary was
due, after all, and there were things she needed to get done around
the town and grounds. She doubted Dougal would mind her walking
around naked but she doubted he'd be able to keep his mouth shut
about it either, even if she wouldn't; have been hideously
embarrassed at him seeing her.

But not long into the day she'd gotten a
message from Nathan on her phone, an email this time, with several
links attached.

Your assignment for today, slave girl,
it said.

The links were to videos of girls giving men
lap dances.

It didn't take a genius to decipher what he
was going to be looking for, and the idea intrigued and excited her
right from the start. She studied the videos intently during her
numerous down periods that day, and even practiced by putting a
pair of pillows on a chair and grinding herself against them in
time to music.

Some of the videos were of girls giving lap
dances in private, but many of them were in public, with other
people watching. That too, caught her imagination for the wicked,
shocking, forbidden nature of it, and her body pulsed with heat as
she imagined herself doing something like that with a crowd looking
on.

She had been indulging in such fantasies for
a long while, but Nathan had brought her own sexuality, her own
position as a physically and sexually desirable woman very much
into the forefront since they'd started their little affair. She
was feeling very much more a sense of her own erotic nature now,
and a delicious sense of heady sexual power at the thought of men
lusting after her.

She was delighted to see Mary leave at the
end of the day, and quickly donned the metal restraints and collar
(once she'd made sure all the doors were locked and Dougal was done
for the day, too). Padding around the castle naked wearing them
felt very strange when alone. It also felt quite forbidden. God
only knew what she'd say if anyone got in and saw her like
that!

She unlocked the door for Nathan and let him
in, her pulse already beating rapidly as he grinned and looked her
over.

“Hello, slave girl,” he said.

“Hello, master,” she said excitedly.

He took her wrists in his hands and locked
the restraints together, then raised her arms up and let her bound
hands slide over his head and behind his neck. Then his own hands
slid around her and cupped her buttocks as he drew her against his
body.

Their lips joined together in a long, slow
kiss as he kneaded her buttocks and he chuckled softly as he found
the base of the butt-plug she had inserted in herself.

“Such a good little slave girl,” he said,
running his fingers around it.

She blushed but happily.

“Maybe I'll fuck your ass later,” he
said.

She blushed again, her mind squirming at the
nasty talk, but she felt a hot rush of excitement regardless.

She felt his fingers slide under her buttocks
and rub lightly against her pussy, then his right hand came down
between them and she moaned as his fingers caught at her
clitoris.

“Nasty girl,” he said softly.

He pulled her wrists up and off his neck,
then folded her arms back behind her head, gathering her hair with
them and pulling it back as he held them in one hand,

“What should I do with my sex slave tonight?”
he asked as his free hand caressed her breasts, then slid back
between her thighs.

“Anything you want to, master!” she moaned as
he fingered her clitoris.

“Anything?”

“Anything!” she gasped.

“Now that's an open invitation,” he said.

He pushed her back against the wall and
raised her joined wrists up, then attached them by a short chain to
a hook he'd placed there. A ball-gag and blindfold followed, then
he pushed the vibrator into her and turned it on.

And left her alone.

 


 



Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


Alanna moaned into the gag as she squirmed
there against the wall.

“Legs apart, slave.”

She groaned but obeyed, feeling the hot thrum
of sexual energy rolling up her body, pulsing with every beat of
her heart. He sounded like he'd moved back to the chair, and she
imagined him staring at her, watching her, planning what nasty
thing to do next!

The buzzing seemed much louder than it
probably was, since it was inside her, and she felt her buttocks
grinding against the wall again, as they'd done the other day. It
wasn't like him to do the same thing twice in a row, though, and
she wondered what he'd do next.

Then she heard his voice... only... it
sounded like it was far away, not even in the room, but
approaching. She couldn't even make out what he was saying, so why
was he talking so far away and... and then she heard what sounded
like another voice answering him!

She froze, gasping, wide-eyed behind the
blindfold.

He wouldn't!

She heard footsteps now, and the voices were
getting louder!

“... built on a previous castle that got
burned to the ground long ago.”

“It's nice, but when I'm not being attacked I
prefer something a lot more modern,” the other male voice said.

Alanna's legs snapped closed! She squealed
and tried to twist around to face the wall as much as possible as
the voices came into the room and moved over towards the
fireplace.

“This stuff is all antique,” she heard Nathan
say. “Most of it is centuries old.”

“I'd be terrified of letting the kids run
loose,” the other man said.

There was a pause, and Alanna could hardly
hear over her pounding heart.

“I take it that's the slave girl,” the new
man said.

“That's her. She's a little shy.”

“A shy slave girl?” the other man said with a
laugh.

“She doesn't know she's a slave girl
yet.”

The voices were coming over to her! Her heart
pounded even more, her face burning with embarrassment.

“Those are the best kind,” the other man
said.

He had a kind of drawl, an almost exaggerated
American accent.

“Feel this skin,” Nathan said.

She blanched as a hand cupped her buttock,
stroking gently, then slid up and down her back.

“Very nice,” said the new voice.

A firm hand grasped her arm and turned her
around and she felt a torrent of heat come to her face.

“Very nice,” the new voice said in a deeply
appreciative voice.

A hand kneaded her left breast, and she was
too frozen by the astonishment of what was happening to move.

“Hard little nipples” the voice said as
fingers plucked at her nipples.

“I'm thinking of getting them pierced,”
Nathan said.

“I think if you got gold rings they'd go well
with the shackles and collar,” the other man replied.

Wait a minute, she thought suddenly, her mind
catching at the tone of his voice. Was that a real live voice or
was it coming from some kind of recording device!? Maybe there
wasn't even another man there at all! Maybe it was just Nathan
talking to himself and pressing a button on a bloody machine to
supply the other man's voice!

It was just the sort of thing he would do,
too!

But... but was it a fake or was it real!?

He was always bedeviling her with these sorts
of things!

A hand slid down her belly and cupped her
sex, and she gasped.

“Legs spread, slave,” Nathan barked.

She froze, trembling, then spread her legs
apart, still not at all sure if he was alone or not.

The hand eased back a bit, but the thumb
rubbed at her clitoris where it was squeezed in by the
vibrator.

“This is an interesting little device.”

“Yes, she seems fond of it,” Nathan
replied.

Alanna's mind was awhirl, spinning wildly
from near-certainty that there was no one there but Nathan, to
near-certainty there actually was another man present.

“Arch your back for Jacob, sex slave,” Nathan
ordered.

Trembling, Alanna arched her back, then
shuddered as a pair of male hands slid up and down over her
breasts.

“Nice tits.” the other voice said.

Even if there was a man there... he couldn't
see her face, she thought frantically, not really. The blindfold
covered part of her face, and the gag distorted her mouth. He'd
never recognize her if they met again somewhere!

But there wasn't! It was Nathan, tricking her
again!

“I think I'm getting turned on,” the voice
said.

“Well, hard to blame you,” Nathan replied,
chuckling. “As a service, perhaps I'll let my sex slave relieve
some of the pressure you're feeling.”

“That would be nice of you.”

Alanna gasped as she was turned, her breasts
pressing into the wall again. Hands gripped her wrists, and then
undid the clip, pulling them quickly down and back together behind
her back. She squirmed, but too late, and then they were clipped
together again as she was being led forward to the sofa.

“On your knees, sex slave,” Nathan
growled.

A hand gripped her hair, pulling her forward,
bending her over, guiding her mouth to... to a hard cock that
rubbed up and down across her chin.

“Because you're responsible for arousing,
Jacob, you will have to relieve the sexual pressure you've caused
him to feel,” Nathan said.

His fingers worked at the strap behind her
neck and undid it, then shifted around in front of her, working the
ball carefully out of her mouth. Now able to speak, Alanna didn't
know what to say! She found that in addition to the dazed state of
shock she was still feeling from the original realization – false
or not – that there was a stranger there, her body was thrumming
with sexual heat and pressure.

She was more confident that it was only
Nathan, but not at all sure, and the dark, swirling uncertainty was
making her blood boil! The very idea she was naked and shackled on
her knees before a stranger was wickedly hot, scaldingly hot!

She felt the hardness of a cock pushing into
her mouth as her head was forced down upon it. She moaned around
the thick shaft, trying to gauge whether she could tell any
difference between the one in her mouth and Nathan's.

The hand gripping a mass of her hair pushed
her down then pulled her up, then pushed her down again, deep, so
that she almost gagged.

“Suck his cock, you nasty little sex slave,”
Nathan growled.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom! Or at least, someone
slapped her bottom! His voice was definitely coming from in front
of her, though, from about where he would be seated if this was his
cock!

She moaned, feeling a wild, churning
sensation of crackling hunger and something like masochistic
delight. She felt herself gripped by the dark fantasy that she was
the helpless prisoner of multiple men, and let her lips slide all
the way down the shaft until he was stuffed fully within her.

“I love a girl who deep throats,” said the
other voice, also from right in front of her.

She felt a hand cupping her right breast even
as he held her hair in a firm grip

“Legs spread wide, slut,” Nathan growled.

The hand came off her breast and she moaned
at a sharp slap to her bottom.

“You know your proper position,” he said.
“Legs spread and ass raised so anyone who comes along behind you
can mount you like a bitch in heat.”

She spread her knees and raised her bottom,
sliding her lips up the stiff shaft as the hand slid onto her
breast again and began to knead it.

It popped free and she gasped helplessly as
he rubbed his cock across her cheeks.

“Nasty, slutty little slave girl,” Nathan
purred.

She felt her lips pushed back onto the cock
and the pressure on her head forcing her down to the base again,
and her head throbbed wildly.

Then a hand began to caress her bottom, as
another hand slid between her legs to finger her clitoris.

Her eyes snapped wide and she froze! For
someone still had a hand on her breast and a hand in her hair!

Ohmygod! Oh My God! she thought in
shock.

She felt fingers gripping the vibrator, felt
it being drawn slowly out of her. She felt vacant for a moment,
then she was penetrated again, this time, she was sure, by a real
cock!

She grunted around the thick cock filling her
throat, the hand on her head keeping her there as the other cock
slid deep into her belly. Hands were on her hips now as whoever was
behind her began to thrust in and out.

“She's so tight here that I rarely use her
ass,” Nathan said from behind her.

“Nothing like a nice tight little sex slave,”
the other voice replied from in front of her.

The hand pulled up on her hair, but by the
time her throat was free she was light-headed. She gulped in breath
frantically, unable to talk as hips slapped against her buttocks
and a thick cock – a familiar thick cock – pumped in and out of her
overheated body.

Then the cock before her pushed into her
mouth again.

“Suck, slave girl,” the other man
ordered.

Her mind was spinning, and so she obeyed, if
nothing else out of force of habit and instinct, her eyes still
wild, shock gripping her as her lips slid down and began to bob and
suck.

What was she supposed to do, run screaming
from the room!?

“Jacob is on a one day stopover to deliver
some documents,” Nathan said. “He's my cousin, from Dallas. You're
going where tomorrow, Jacob?”

“Brussels, then on to Nigeria.”

Crack! Nathan slapped her bottom... or
someone did!

“Nasty slave,” he said.

Crack! He slapped her again.

“Swallow that cock, sex slave,” he
purred.

The hand in her hair pushed down and she did
so, gulping, only slightly gagging, her head pounding as her lips
were pressed tightly around the base of his shaft.

Behind her, hips slapped harder, Nathan's
cock driving into her with unrelenting speed, using long, deep
strokes.

Then the cock inside her mouth began to
soften, and she drew her lips slowly back up and off as she hard a
groan of relief from before her.

“Well, you didn't last long,” Nathan said
with a smirk in his voice.

“Hey, you're used to her. This is my first
experience,” the other man protested.

She felt the cock in her pussy drawing out
and back, then gasped as her hair was jerked up and back so that
she was kneeling upright, her arms pressed between her back and
Nathan's front.

Then the blindfold was whipped off!

She blanched, her face burning and her eyes
dropping away as she saw the man sitting before her! He was a few
years younger than Nathan, but had the same look to his eyes and
chin. Aside from that, his hair was much shorter, he was a little
shorter, but more muscular. He grinned at her as Nathan forced her
back to arch.

“That is one gorgeous body,” he said.

“Don't I know it,” Nathan said.

“And a gorgeous face, now that I see it.
Pleased to meet you, little lady,” he said. “You have a talented
mouth there.”

Nathan slid a hand around her and gripped her
breast, squeezing it.

“Say thank you sir,” he said into her
ear.

“Th-Th-Thank you, sir!” she gasped, still
straining her eyes to look at anything but the man before her.

“Have you been practicing lap dancing, like I
told you to?” Nathan asked.

He stood up, still holding her hair, then
pulled her to her feet.

She stared into his eyes, her mouth still
open, her mind still dazed by it all!

“Have you?”

“Y-Ye-yes!” she squeaked.

“Good, we'll be seeing how good you are. But
first...”

He turned her around again, and her eyes
jerked away from Jacob as she felt Nathan's hands on her wrists. He
undid the restraints so her hands came free, locking them together
in front of her again, then slapped her bottom.

“Is dinner ready, slave girl,” he ordered as
she yelped and leapt forward.

“N-Not yet...” she gulped.

“Master,” he said, glaring.

“Not yet, master!” she gulped, flushed.

“Then get it ready, girl! Two plates.”

She stumbled out of the room, still reeling
with disbelief. She could hardly believe that she had... that he
had... that this was happening!

She paused in the kitchen, trying to control
her breathing and ease her pounding heart.

What was she to do now!?

She eyed the back staircase. She could run up
to her room! And... and then what?

She was starting to calm down a little as she
put the food in the oven to warm it, but her mind was still
spinning wildly.

She had performed oral sex on the man, on a
perfect stranger! And done so while Nathan did her from behind! She
was fairly sure Nathan hadn't finished yet, though, which was …
odd.

This was so insane!

She paced back and forth, torn between
running up stairs and... and not.

“Set the table for two, slave,” she heard him
call from the other room.

She flushed and glanced over her shoulder at
the door, then at the stairs, then at the doorway to the dining
room. This was bizarre! It was impossible!

She grabbed plates, though, and set the
dining room table, then brought out utensils and water glasses. She
was acting in a routine, setting the table, even as her mind spun
with uncertainty and indecision. At any moment she could simply
veer off and dart up the stairs.

But she didn't.

And then she ran out of time. Literally. The
timer chimed, and she froze, then, blushing hotly, went out to the
great room, her mind squirming as she determinedly did not look at
Jacob.

“Dinner is ready... master,” she gulped, face
hot.

He and the other one rose and she hurriedly
darted back into the kitchen.

She brought the food out to the dinning room
table, then flushed again as they appeared through the other
entrance, intensely aware of Jacob's eyes on her and her own
nakedness.

They both sat down, and she started to
retreat.

“Pour the water, slave,” Nathan said, lifting
up one of the glasses.

She gulped and came reluctantly back to the
table, picking up the water pitcher and pouring into his glass.

“And me, slave girl,” Jacob said.

Blushing hotly, she moved around the table
and poured for him, too.

“Now serve the food,” Nathan ordered.

There was no escaping it, so, her chest so
tight she could hardly breath, Alanna cut the food and scooped out
peas and corn for them as they requested. Nathan's hand caressed
her buttocks as she scooped mashed potatoes onto his plate, and
then Jacob's hand did the same when she moved around the table!

She was hoping to escape when they ate, but
Nathan pulled her onto his lap, and she had sat across it as he fed
both himself and her. He and Jacob chatted about American football
and a variety of family members while she squirmed helplessly and
kept mostly silent.

The shock was easing, though, and even the
embarrassment had soon lost its sharp edge. She was still extremely
self-conscious, of course, but not helpless before it. Nathan made
her spread her legs, though, and caressed her clitoris every now
and then as he chatted, or as he fed her.

It was outrageous and it was... getting very
hot in the room.

It was the most insane dinner she'd ever had,
and it only got worse when Nathan made her move around and sit
across Jacob's lap and let him feed her!

She almost bolted at that, but when she
didn't, when he started to feed her, she felt the heat growing much
more intense for the shockingly wanton nature of what was
happening.

When his hand slid up and down her inner
thighs she jerked them closed.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” he
growled.

She spread them at once, gulping, feeling
another little shock-wave, for it was Jacob who'd ordered her, not
Nathan!

And now his hand was on her pussy! She
dropped her hands to grasp his wrist.

“Hands behind your neck, slave girl,” he
barked.

She moaned, then obeyed.

“Arch your back, slave!”

Again, heart pounding, she obeyed, as he slid
two fingers into her and stroked her clitoris with his thumb.

“She's warm and tight and wet inside,” he
said.

Her face burned furiously!

“She always is,” Nathan said with a lazy
smile.

A third finger pushed slowly, forcefully up
inside her, and she shuddered and then moaned, gulping in air as
she felt her skull pounding. His thumb stroked harder against her
clitoris, and she looked desperately across the table at
Nathan.

Then the orgasm hit and she gurgled and
bucked, her hips jerking convulsively as the sexual pressure poured
through her and set her body to twisting and shaking.

“She's a hot little sex machine,” Jacob said,
pleased.

“She's very responsive,” Nathan replied.

By the time dinner had ended she was, while
still horribly self-conscious, much more accustomed to Jacob and
less embarrassed. The men went into the front room, and she
followed, serving wine, then at Nathan's order, kneeling beside his
chair, legs wide, hands behind her neck, back arched as he and
Jacob continued to chat.

She was never ignored for long, however,
blushing and mentally squirming at the comments they exchanged
about her.

And then Nathan ordered her to give him a lap
dance.

She was stricken at the order, but he and
Jacob only laughed, and Nathan turned on the stereo and found some
appropriate music for her, then ordered her to start in.

It... wasn't easy. She was blushing hotly
again, though at least her back was to Jacob as she ground her hips
and danced before Nathan. She climbed into the chair, straddling
him, grinding against him as she tried to remember what she'd seen
in those videos.

It wasn't like she hadn't sort of vamped this
sort of thing before in front of her mirror a number of times over
the years, after all.

She was starting to lose the remnants of her
embarrassment, though was still self-conscious about dancing,
oddly, as opposed to simply being naked. Her movements became more
fluid and she ran her hands up and down her body and through her
hair as she vamped for Nathan.

Her body burned, though, knowing Jacob was
watching!

She soon felt Nathan's erection through his
trousers, and began to feel a wild sense of anxiety, heat and
hunger, wondering what she'd have to do while Jacob watched!

But once again Nathan showed the ability to
restrain himself. Despite his erection he pushed her off and
ordered her to give Jacob a lap dance!

Blushing horribly again, Alanna obeyed,
facing the man, now at least able to look at him, though her face
was red. She rolled her hips and straddled him, then climbed down
to grind herself against him. She flinched as his hands slid up and
down on her buttocks, but continued to grind and roll, her hands on
his shoulders as she felt his growing erection against her.

“Maybe I'll find a club that lets' amateurs
perform when you come to New York,” Nathan said from behind
her.

Alanna shuddered at the thought.

“Now my turn again, sex slave,” he
growled.

She climbed off Jacob and stumbled back to
Nathan, then began to dance again, climbing into his lap, grinding
and rubbing herself against him as his hands slid up her body to
knead her breasts. She was breathless with sexual heat and tension,
her head pounding as she rubbed herself against him, her pussy
burning up as her mind churned.

“Stand up, slave,” he ordered.

She eased off his lap and stood before
him.

“Keep dancing,” he said.

She … danced.. She rolled and ground her hips
and slid her hands up and down her body as he looked up at her.

“Now bend forward at the waist and undo my
pants,” he said. “Take my cock out.”

Her stomach boiled as she obeyed,
particularly since Jacob was right behind her!

She unzipped him and pulled his erection out,
and he guided her lips over it, pushing her down. She sucked and
bobbed, sliding up and down, bent far over at the waist, and
spreading her legs for balance.

“Keep dancing, slave,” Nathan ordered.

That simply meant rolling her hips in time to
the music, but she did it as she sucked on him.

Then he pulled her into his lap and she
straddled him. He rubbed his thick shaft up and down her abdomen,
then placed her smaller hands around it.

“Get aboard and ride me,” he ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, again stricken by a
seething heat at the knowledge Jacob was looking right at her from
behind. She positioned him at the entrance to her sex and slid
down, almost climaxing with the first plunge.

Nathan gripped her breasts and guided one to
his mouth as she started to ride up and down.

The climax arrived three strokes later, and
she bounced wildly, fighting to suppress the screams she would have
otherwise let out, as she rode him to an intense climax!

And then Jacob was behind her, running his
hand up and down her back and over her buttocks. Even as she went
limp, gasping for breath, she felt his fingers at her bottom, felt
him pulling the butt-plug free. Then he put a knee on the edge of
the chair and angled his groin in against her and she felt his cock
pushing up into her ass!

Alanna trembled and moaned, squealing and
moaning as he forced his own big cock deep into her belly. She felt
utterly stuffed! And then Nathan made her start riding as he and
Jacob thrust steadily into her.

Alanna thought her mind would come apart! The
heat flayed her and she cried out again and again and again in
wild, helpless thrall to the crackling sexual heat! Her cries
became passionate howls of mindless pleasure as orgasm after orgasm
swept her away, her insides churned by the wild sensations the two
thick cocks were causing inside her.

She could barely talk by the time the two men
were temporarily done with her, and left her there on the chair,
legs dangling across the opposite arms, trying to catch her
breath.

Nathan and Jacob played billiards after that,
while she played the naked slave girl, fetching snacks and the like
for them. After that, Nathan gave Jacob a little tour of the place
which ended up in the dungeon. Of course, Alanna was placed in
several restraints as a demonstration, ending up shackled in the
middle of the room as Nathan lightly flogged her, and then let
Jacob have a try.

There was more sex after that, of course, and
then they took turns spanking and fingering her to the point of
sobbing, dazed arousal before making her scream through another
series of orgasms.

It was an exhausting evening, all told, and
after Jacob left she and Nathan showered, then she had no
difficulty at all falling to sleep, despite her wrists being
shackled.

She gave him an accusing look the next day –
after their morning sex, but he ignored it, and her mind was so
preoccupied with coming to terms with the wicked wild time she'd
had she couldn't really formulate a proper complaint, other than
“If anyone finds out – !”

“Jacob is one of those guys who doesn't kiss
and tell,” he said. “I've known him since we were twelve. He knows
how to keep his mouth shut. And he doesn't know anyone in this
country anyway except me and you.”

She bit her lip anxiously anyway.

“Think of him as just another of my exciting
little toys,” he said with a grin.

“He's not exactly little!”

He laughed and traced the line of the collar
she was still wearing.

“You didn't mind him... using me?” she
asked.

“Why? You don't have any feelings for him,
and he's gone anyway. Besides, you'll note I let him use your mouth
and ass, but I saved the best for just me,” he said, grinning as he
cupped her sex.

“I thought I'd have a heart attack,” she
said, shaking her head.

“Naw, I knew you could handle it. I could see
you had the fantasy for a while. And I chose carefully. Maybe he'll
help us out with the next one some day.”

“What next one?”

“When yo do it with three guys at once.”

She stared at him and flushed.

“In the meantime, your grandad will be back
later, so you should start packing. I want to see you in a bikini
next week.”

“I-I don't know,” she gulped anxiously.

“I could use a nice vacation at the beach,
and I want you to get accustomed to the same. You'll love the place
there, and I have a feeling you'll be spending a lot of time
there.”

“But – !”

“Obey your master, slave girl,” he said with
a grin.

She snorted, then bit her lower lip
uncertainly

“Yes, master,” she finally said.

She had no idea how she felt about all this.
Everything with Nathan was a wild roller coaster ride. But she was
old enough to be off the merry go round, and she would take this
ride and see where it led and how wild it would go.

The merry go round was always waiting if she
wanted to get off, after all.

 


End
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