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Anica was a petite young woman, but with an
hourglass figure. She was just five feet tall and had a twenty two
inch waist but a thirty eight inch chest. She had soft blonde hair
and a small, rounded face with bright blue eyes and full, sensuous
lips.

The tumult in eastern Europe, particularly in
some of the Russian republics had not made it a good time to be a
pretty young blonde girl. The rise of the corrupt new governments
there had not been kind to her either. With her family dead, being
a shy, generally submissive girl, she was a perfect victim, tossed
like a cork on the waters of a troubled land in a troubled time,
taken advantage of repeatedly by any number of cruel people, most
of them men.

Much of her life thereafter had been
miserable, and she had become addicted to drugs and alcohol, and
considered suicide on a near daily basis. She was sold to a brothel
owner when she was seventeen, then sold to a rich, corrupt official
in Kazahkstan two years later. She had been a sex slave in every
way which actually mattered.

When she was twenty her owner had decided to
give her to his nephew as a coming of age present. His nephew was a
pig, enormously fat, cruel, smugly self satisfied and superior
because of the inherited wealth and power of his father, and
sadistic beyond measure. After one day in his company, Anica had
escaped and thrown herself off a bridge.

She wasn't entirely sure who had been more
astonished at their meeting. Her, or Jason Carter. Carter had been
in the water at the time, swimming, under the bridge, near
midnight. Having a girl splash into the water next to him might
have given him a heart attack if he were of the size and poor
health of her new owner. As it was, it had certainly given him a
shock.

Anica too. She'd certainly been astonished to
be dragged up out of the water by the hair almost before she could
begin to think about opening her mouth to breath it in. He'd
dragged her to shore and there, just away from the bridge, in the
moonlight, she'd seen Jason Carter's face.

She hadn't understood a word he'd said, but
there was kindness in his eyes, and the weapons strapped to his
very powerful looking body bespoke a military man who was dangerous
to any who got in his way. Anica was well-familiar with that
sort.

They just hadn't normally had those soft,
kind eyes.

Of course, there was lust there, too. She'd
been lightly dressed when she'd dropped into the water, and now her
thin, short, slip dress was plastered to her body like gauze. Anica
had one thing in the world which could make people, occasionally,
treat her nicely, and that was her body. So she gave it to him
without hesitation. He seemed strong, perhaps strong enough to
protect her, and perhaps he could hide her, help her, take her
away.

Such thoughts were foolish fantasies, but she
was desperate, and the alternative was the cold dark water around
her.

His attitude had become suddenly annoyed, but
she discerned it was not at her, but the situation. He'd clearly
been doing something there in the water, something which needed
doing. And now he had her in his arms. He showed little interest in
taking advantage of that, but at the same time, there was nothing
in his attitude which said he was willing to simply throw her back,
like a fish which was too small.

That began her relationship with him, a
relationship which started from the standpoint of her total
submissiveness, her total need to give him anything and everything
he could possibly want in order to ingratiate herself into his
affections in some small way. He, meanwhile, was a strong and
determined military man used to giving orders and having them
obeyed. It was a meeting of perfect opposites, in a sense.

She soon found herself in a quiet, out of the
way estate, locked in a room, no doubt while he and his companions
tried to figure out what to do with her. She was comforted by the
fact the obvious solution – getting rid of her – hadn't been taken
at the most logical time, which was when he'd first come across
her. And determined that such a solution would not be taken. Again,
she only had one thing to use to buy her way into his life, and
that was her body.

She kept herself nude at all times, whenever
anyone came into the room, she made herself available. It
discomforted some of them, for they were clearly professionals on
some sort of mission, but the temptation had been strong in their
eyes, as well. There were five men, and they had all eventually
fallen to her need, including him. He was the last.

There was a great difference between how they
had treated her, however, and how man had treated her, used her,
before. Especially him. They had sated their lust on her, of
course. That was familiar. But there had been, astonishingly, some
need in them to please her, as well. A few had been fairly good at
it, too.

He had been very good indeed. Sex with him
had been a revelation. For a girl whose life had revolved around
sex, it was as if she were a virgin on her wedding night!
Previously she had been used as an orifice. Most of the men who had
so used her had put as little consideration in her pleasure as they
would give to their hands when masturbating.

He had been different.

He had made her scream.

She had writhed and twisted and bucked
uncontrollably, as he had used her. Yet his use had been as violent
as other men, even more, in some ways. He had used her roughly,
even savagely, but with a deft care and touch which had driven her
over the brink again and again, and left her gasping, drained,
stunned, in a way, at the wild thrills he had given her body.

She had committed herself to him, utterly. He
was the light in her life, the only possibility of having a life.
The thrills and heat which came from his hands, his lips, his
hardness, drove the despair from her mind and made her want to
live.

Pride? Dignity? Those were meaningless
concepts to Anica by then. She needed to please him, to make him
keep her. Yet she knew from the outset that she was not the woman
for him. Even though she tried hard, she could barely speak his
language at all after a few months. Still, she thought she
understood him, in a way, could see into his soul. It was a pure
soul, in a way, but there was darkness within, for he was only
human.

The perfect woman, for him, she thought,
would be a woman who was much stronger than she, more intelligent,
a woman of substance and sophistication, a cultured woman. Anica
was fully aware of how deficient she was in all of those
categories. She had a grade five education – none of it in English,
of course, and was more of a mouse than a maiden. The idea such a
man would want to marry such as her was beyond belief.

But she could appeal to that darkness, could
ingratiate herself with it, and after some time, she came to
realize how this could be done.

The way he loved tying her up was a strong
clue.

Anica had been tied up many times, but never
in the way he did it. He seemed to enjoy tying her up almost as a
hobby, as a work of art, tying her in clever, intricate ways, some
of which were quite uncomfortable. Yet as uncomfortable as they
were, even painful sometimes, the ending had always been – ecstasy.
And Anica was a girl more than willing to endure in order to obtain
what she wanted.

And so, she became his slave. Why not? She'd
been one before. But this was a different kind of slave. This was a
slave out of mythology, perhaps, a slave to excite the imagination
and fantasy of a man with darkness in his soul. They were still
hiding her from her previous owner, so there was little she could
do in the way of making purchases, of going out, but there was one
of the men who had a secret.

He was gay.

She had sensed it quickly, especially when he
had used her. For he had used her in the way of a man fulfilling a
duty expected of him, with little in the way of pleasure. Future
sexual sessions had changed, and she had begun to please him with
her mouth. She had been an expert in that for many years, taught in
a hard school, a school of, quite literally, hard knocks. Her oral
skills had opened his eyes and despite his lack of love for women,
had made him weak in the knees before her in a way which greatly
pleased her.

It was her one power over men, after all.

The two of them had formed a sort of bond, if
a strange one. He knew she had her sights set on Jason, and
approved of it. It had been he who had shopped for her, buying a
few things, little things, things made by a local craftsman, things
which had aroused no great shock in a place like Kazakhstan.

A collar, and shackles.

This collar was not of heavy metal, however,
but a lightweight, shining, silvery metal, with small designs upon
it. It had fit her slender throat perfectly, as well as her wrists
and ankles.

She had presented herself to him, naked, on
her knees, crawling to him as he stared at her in some
astonishment. By the time she had reached his feet, he was already
hard. She rubbed her face against his lower legs, moaned softly,
bent to lick at his feet, and raised her soft blue eyes to him.

“Master,” she said.

When they had left Kazakhstan they had taken
her with them, smuggled her out. Anica had learned English, had in
her new home, perused the internet to learn more about America, and
more about her new 'owner' and his dark fantasies. She had
incorporated every one of them into her behavior, discarding some
which he evidently did not like, emphasizing others when they
brought the right response.

And somehow, they had taken hold of her mind,
even more than his. For in them, and with him, she had found a
sense of safety and security for the first time in her life. The
dark thrill of submission to him had made her blood burn, and as
she had plunged deeper into the act and art of being his sexual
slave, she had burned all the more. Getting him to spank her was
not difficult, and while it stung, it was a delicious, nasty,
hedonistic and darkly thrilling experience.

He had taken more persuading to strap her,
but she was good at persuading him by then. Fascinated by the
things she saw, she went deeper still, and again, after some
persuasion, after appealing to that dark stain on his pure soul,
the flog and crop and whip had followed. They hurt, but they hurt
in a dark, thrilling way which always let to ecstasy so wonderful
she would have almost sold her soul to get it. And perhaps, in a
way, she had.

It had been four years now, four years in
which she had finally attained a sense of security and peace, a
sense of domestic bliss, of a strange, twisted sort. She was his
slave, but perhaps, in a way, he was also hers. For it was she who
had trained him and not the reverse, she who had persuaded him, she
who had taught him what she liked and also, in fact, helped him
come to terms with what he liked. She loved him now, and was
convinced he loved her as well. He didn't say it, but his touch and
his eyes were often filled with a deep affection. She knew, at any
rate, that he cared for her, and would protect her, and he was the
only person who had since she was a child.

And she would have given anything to make him
happy.

Which made his lack of happiness all the more
distressing. Even worse was the knowledge she was the cause.

He had left the military. Because of her. The
military had found out about her, discovered their relationship,
and how he had smuggled her out of Kazakhstan. More, they had
discovered she was his slave. They had even tried to free her, and
to charge him with some crime. But she had furiously refused to be
freed. And he had refused to free her as well.

And so he was no longer in the military. They
were in a new city, in America, in a small house, a bungalow, he
called it, apparently because it had only the one floor – not
including the basement. She had worked all through the night to put
things away while he slept. He had a new job the next morning and
must be ready for it. And she must do anything she could to make
his life comfortable, happy.

Just after dawn she showered and did her hair
carefully, just the way he liked it, hanging down around her bare
shoulders. She wore no clothes, just the metal bands around her
throat, ankles and wrists. She put on a small dab of perfume,
again, his favorite, then checked the coffee and the start of
breakfast.

She turned on the TV, turning the sound down,
made sure the temperature in the house was right, then went to his
bedroom. She let herself in and then, of her own accord, dropped to
her knees to crawl across the floor. She did that sometimes. It was
exciting, in a strange way she couldn't quite understand. She often
crawled before him in a way which showed her total devotion to
him.

She crawled to his bed, her breasts growing
more tender as she moved, her nipples hardening as she saw him
sleeping in the shadowy room. The small round rings in her nipples
hung low as she gently drew back the covers. She weighed little
more than a hundred pounds, and knew how to move lightly around
men. She crawled into the bed and let her breasts press against his
thigh as she licked lightly at his cock.

She took it into her mouth, just the head,
sucking gently, working it with her mouth and lips, her tongue
lapping quietly, softly, against the underside of the head. It
began to harden, and she slipped her lips further down its length,
still sucking very softly, massaging it with her tongue and lips
and the insides of her mouth.

He was awake, of course. Usually he woke
before she'd even reached the bed. Rarely did she manage to
actually touch him without him waking. But he said nothing. She
began to bob her lips slowly up and down his cock, her small hands
now moving up and down against his belly, along his hips, then down
to massage his balls.

She took him deep into her throat, twisting
her head slowly from side to side, caressing his shaft with the
inner walls of her gullet, sliding slowly up and down the full
length of him as her tongue worked smoothly.

Sometimes he let her finish. Sometimes not.
This morning she felt his hands in her hair, and moaned as he half
dragged her up and threw her onto her bed. Her legs fell open
automatically and he rolled atop her, plunging into her. He was
big. She was small. She let out a soft cry of pain and pleasure to
feel him deep in her belly. She drew her knees up and apart as he
began to thrust into her.

He was not gentle. But neither was he rough.
He had just wakened. He ground himself into her, his thick hard
shaft shifting and moving around inside her tight belly. She drew
her knees back further, shuddering at the deep penetration, moaning
softly as he gripped the them behind the knees and shoved them back
next to her shoulders on the bed.

His hips worked more smoothly now, faster,
harder, pounding into her. It began to hurt now, the deep, powerful
strokes, but she reveled in it, gasping breathlessly as the
pleasure built up, as it shielded her form the ache in her lower
belly. She could feel his stiffness deep within her, pounding
against the back wall of her sex, stretching her, as always, as he
drove himself into her. Her small feet were pointed at the ceiling
as he rode her, his heavy, powerful body jamming her down into the
mattress as his cock speared her again and again and again.

Faster and faster, until she lost her breath,
or perhaps forgot to breath. The world faded in and out, and then
the orgasm spilled through her senses and she cried out,
helplessly, joyously, the fiery heat of wild, carnal lust
overcoming her even as he plunged deep a final time and spilled
himself within her.

He left her gasping, spreadeagled, chest
heaving, as he stood up and drew on his robe. He went out to the
kitchen, pouring his own coffee, ready at the machine, and sat down
in front of the TV. By then she had recovered enough to follow him.
She checked on breakfast, then went back and made the bed before
laying out his clothes. She joined him in the living room then,
crawling onto the sofa next to him, leaning her head against his
shoulder.

“Good morning, master,” she whispered.

“Good morning, little slave,” he replied, his
arm going over her shoulder, his fingers stroking idly through her
hair.

He watched the news for a bit, and she got up
and got his breakfast. She carried it into the living room,
dropping automatically to her knees for the last few strides, and
setting it down on the coffee table before him. He leaned forward
and began to eat, and she left him to it, sitting back on her
heels, legs spread wide, watching, waiting for his next need.

He only finished half, but when he sat back
and nodded to her she got the plate, then stood up and went back to
the kitchen. Finished there, she returned, then followed him to the
bathroom. He attended to his teeth, then stepped into the shower,
and she with him. He would have preferred, she knew to shower
himself, but knew she enjoyed every moment of physical
closeness.

She soaped up her own body quickly,
especially her breasts, even while he was enjoying the warm water.
When he stepped out from under the stream she pressed her body
against his, using her body as a washcloth, rubbing herself against
him. Her soapy hands moved over his shoulders, under his arms. He
wouldn't let her do all the work, in a hurry as he was, but she did
do a lot, including dropping to her knees to take his feet in her
lap and wash them.

Still, it was hurried. He had work. She
helped him dress, as much as he would allow, then got a kiss
goodbye, and a final, playful tug on one of her nipple rings before
he left. She sighed, then turned to examine the house again. There
was still much to do to ensure it was the perfect home for her
master, and she set about doing it.
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Much had been said about Evan Solomon, but no
one had ever suggested he lacked either a keen intelligence or a
strange sense of humor. As the CEO of Brooklyn Brothers he had
built up a fortune in an astonishingly brief time, and enjoyed
himself while doing so. Now he had an issue involving a new
employee to deal with. And in typical Evan Solomon fashion he was
strongly considering a unique solution.

Solomon was as patriotic as the next man,
perhaps even a little more, since money gave him the luxury to
indulge himself. But he hadn’t hired Jason Carter solely because of
patriotism. Brooklyn Brothers was growing in notoriety as it grew
in power and wealth, and security people were needed. Of course, he
had a number of uniformed security guard types, as did every large
enterprise. But Carter would supply services on a considerably
higher level. He was a former captain with the U.S. Navy Seals
who’d left the service under controversial circumstances.

Solomon had, of course, been able to learn
what those circumstances were, and they presented him with a
problem. He had, in Carter, a potentially very valuable employee
with a unique, and hard to get skill set who, because of his
experiences during the war was a trifle rough around the edges. The
man had spent too much time among too much violence. Could he be
trusted to control himself among the sometimes arrogant young stock
brokers and financial wizards Solomon employed? Diplomacy, tact,
and yet a hard core within the velvet glove: those were what were
needed. Carter certainly had the hard core, but could he wear the
glove, and wear it well?

Samantha Taylor seemed, to him, to be an
intriguing possibility for determining the answer to that. Taylor
was his new, junior administrative assistant. His senior assistant
was Eleanor Wamsley, a grimly efficient, sixty year old woman who
hadn’t missed a day of work in thirty years. Taylor was in her late
twenties. She was an intelligent, capable, and responsible young
woman who looked perfect to grow into Wamsley’s job. Yet she was a
strange girl, in many ways. From the Midwest, she was a very proper
young woman, oddly so for her age and marked lack of religion. Soft
spoken, yet very firm in her beliefs, she deeply disapproved of
inappropriate language or behavior, and wasn’t at all shy about
saying so.

Matching her up with Carter might seem a
cruel thing to do to both of them, but if some of Taylor’s
extremely proper behavior and attitude rubbed off on Carter, well,
that would be ideal. And Carter would pay more attention to her
than to a man for she was a lovely young thing with a lively
personality that veered from child-like innocence to world-weary
cynicism at times. Solomon had never been in the military, but he
was confident a healthy young, single man would normally do his
best not to offend a lovely young single woman he was to work
with.

And who knows, perhaps something would
develop between them? Stranger things had happened. Maybe a
handsome war hero would charm the reluctant young woman out of her
prime solitude and into his bed where no one else had succeeded.
Solomon didn’t know for a certainty that Taylor was a virgin, of
course, but he knew many attempts had been made by his employees to
seduce her, and all, so far as he was aware, had ended in
failure.

As a man, Solomon considered that a shame.
Samantha Taylor was a lovely girl, and if he hadn’t been thirty
years too old he’d have gone for her himself. When she was happy
her laugh could light up a room, and when she was unhappy, her
frown was so charming and girlish he just wanted to hug her. And
then, well, he was a man, and while he wasn’t exactly a pervert
there were times around her when he’d become uncomfortably aware of
how slim-hipped, narrow waisted, and well-endowed she was. He’d had
his whimsical flights of fantasy imagining her sans clothing and he
considered it a damned waste if no one was pleasuring and being
pleasured by such a delicious young woman.

There was a quick knock at the office door,
then it opened, and she peered inside.

“Come in, Samantha,” he said.

She pushed the door open and came inside,
striding quickly over to stand before his desk, a pleasant smile on
her pretty face. He studied her a moment. She was wearing a loose
blue dress with a pin above her left breast. It was long, loose,
and conservative, as was her normal style, but it looked good on
her, nonetheless.

“I have a job for you, my dear, one which
will involve much sacrifice on your part,” he said.

She smiled shyly, for she had come to know
him and his sense of humor over the past six months. Sometimes she
disapproved, but he kept his humor clean around her, for the most
part. And she had a very hierarchical belief in what bosses ought
to be able to do, much less CEOs. She wouldn’t dream of questioning
his right to do as he wished in his own company.

“I’ve hired a new head of security. His name
is Jason Carter. He was a captain in the Navy. A SEAL. He’s a very
skilled and talented individual who has a lot of training in
security work. I’ll need someone to show him around, help him
obtain things such as blueprints, drawings or whatever he needs,
get him settled in his office, and answer whatever questions he has
about the general operations of us here in this building.

“Sure,” she said.

“But he’s quite different from most of our
carefully manicured and stylishly dressed young men. He’s more of a
cowboy type, a very handsome rogue. I want to make sure you don’t
swoon and faint at the sight of so much manliness.”

She giggled. It was a very girlish giggle. “I
think I’ll be able to control myself,” she said with a smile.

“I’m not being entirely facetious, Samantha.
He’s spent a lot of time in Afghanistan, Iraq and other such
places. He’s liable to be a little rough around the edges. Don’t
jump on him, but politely let him know when his language or
behavior are inappropriate to the situation – in a diplomatic
way.”

“I think I can do that,” she said
uncertainly.

“He was an officer, so presumably he knows
very well how to act in polite society, but he might be a little
rusty.”

“You think he might be… rude?” she asked,
frowning.

“I’m not so much concerned with his behavior
around the female staff as what he thinks of some of our young,
boastful men, particularly the ones with the overinflated
craniums,” he said dryly.

She laughed and nodded her head in
understanding.

“A man like that isn’t as likely to be
tolerant of such, well..”

“Fools?”

“We don’t employ fools, Samantha,” he said.
“But some of our talented people are rather fixated on their own
genius and aren’t very good at keeping that to themselves. What I’m
really worried about is that our new security fellow will respond
to insults in a manner he’s become used to, that is to say,
physical.”

She looked slightly alarmed at that. “I don’t
know what I could do about that,” she said.

He smiled. “Remember, Samantha, he was a Navy
SEAL, and an officer. A man like that would never hit a lady,
particularly not one as, not to put too fine a point on it, as
lovely as you are.”

“Mr. Solomon,” she protested.

“That was merely a statement of observable
and undeniable fact,” he said. “In any event, I’m not expecting you
to break up any fights. I’m merely hoping you will prove a
civilizing influence on our young war hero, and remind him to
behave properly now that he’s back in society.”

“I’ll do my best,” she said, frowning
pensively.

“I’m sure you will. You always do,” he
said.

She smiled, and it lit up her face.

* * *

Samantha dressed in a very appropriate
business suit to greet the new head of security. It was tailored to
her body – and fit well without doing anything to emphasize her
femininity. In fact, it did the reverse, to a degree. Samantha was
quite uncomfortable with the sometimes crude interests of men, and
normally wore a minimizer bra to de-emphasize the size of her
chest. The tailored suit top allowed her to abandon the restrictive
bra in favor of something more comfortable.

She wore flat heeled shoes, for she
considered herself an extremely sensible girl, and had never
figured out what the point was of high heels in a business
situation. As far as she understood, raising your heels was to make
your bottom appear more attractive, and she certainly didn’t want
anyone staring at her bottom! She was here to work, not have men
staring at her and thinking inappropriate things!

She entered the grand marble lobby, striding
past the thick pillars to the security desk where he waited. She
was just a little anxious, fearing Mr. Solomon had hired a sort of
barbarian who would start fighting with people as soon as he felt
insulted. But she told herself that Solomon was an extremely
intelligent man and rarely did stupid things. He was also a very
good judge of people.

As she rounded the pillar she caught sight of
the desk. There was only one man there, and she almost broke stride
as she saw him.

Oh my, she thought to herself.

He was just into his thirties. He was wearing
black slacks which her keen eye quickly discerned were actually
jeans, and a dark gray sport coat with a blue button-down dress
shirt beneath. It wasn't at all the sort of business wear Brooklyn
Brothers expected of its employees, but it was undeniably
flattering to the man.

He looked like, well, as Mr. Solomon had
suggested, he looked like a cowboy in unfamiliar clothing. And that
clothing showed broad shoulders and a narrow waist that made her
swallow anxiously. He had short brown hair swept straight across
his forehead, bright blue eyes, a square jawed face and full lips
which brought a flush to her face and an unfamiliar tightness to
her chest.

She steeled herself, and advanced on him.

“Mr Carter,” she said, struggling to keep her
voice calm and her tone even.

“Hi,” he said, taking her hand as she held it
out.

She gulped again, at the strength in his
warm, rough hand, but then felt a sense of annoyance as his eyes
flicked down towards her chest.

“I’m Samantha Taylor,” she said with a smile
she knew was too big. “I’m Mr. Solomon’s personal assistant. He
asked me to show you around and answer your questions.”

“Okay,” he said with a casual air.

“I’ll uhm, show you to your office first,”
she said.

She mentally kicked herself for smiling far
too much and acting far too eager. She brought her voice back to an
even keel and moderated her eagerness as she led him around the
corner.

“Mr. Solomon said you felt an office on the
first floor was preferable,” she said.

“The first floor or garage are your most
vulnerable points of entry,” he said in a soft drawl that owed
something to the south.

“Well, we didn’t want to put you in the
garage,” she said with a bit of a nervous laugh.

He didn't smile. “The security office is on
the first floor?”

“Yes, it’s not far from your new office.”

He nodded.

His office was a little larger than normal
for someone at his level, but he didn’t seem to care one way or
another. She showed him the computer, and introduced one of the
security men who demonstrated the way the computer could link in to
the security system and the cameras in the building. Samantha
watched as the man demonstrated hoping Carter wouldn’t be
overwhelmed with the technical information. He seemed to take in in
stride, though, and asked technical questions Samantha didn’t have
an answer for.

“We’ll have IT come and see you on that,” she
said, making a mental note.

I’ll want to spend some time with them,” he
said. “IT security is often more important as physical security in
an enterprise like this.”

Samantha found herself surprised by him
several times. For a violent barbarian he seemed to have a
sophisticated understanding of technology and the dangers it posed.
She had previously arranged for blueprints and floor plans to be
delivered to the office, and when the security man left she
presented them to him and went over the basics. She showed him
where the power room was, where the computer room was, the offices
of the CEO and department heads, and took notes of other questions
he’d asked she couldn’t immediately answer.

He was very businesslike, which she
thoroughly approved of. And he acted in a manner which was both
professional and intelligent, much impressing her. He was sometimes
brusque, but she quickly picked up that this was more a manner he
was used to rather than anything personal against her, and so
didn’t mind. Though she would have preferred some sign of
appreciation for her efforts. He was not big on thank yous!

On the other hand, when he took off his
jacket, she blushed a bit and looked away, then kept stealing
glances. The shirt was tight across his shoulders, and she licked
her lips appreciatively even as she fought to keep her mind away
from inappropriate thoughts.

Like sliding her hands across that broad
chest…

No, no, no! She gave her head a mental shake.
She was acting like some sort of… some sort of trampy girl! Get
hold of yourself, she ordered indignantly.

She had steeled herself against such behavior
for many years. She loathed the stereotype of the girl with large
breasts being somehow 'easy' or driven by her own sexual longings!
Even worse, she hated the idea that having larger than normal
breasts made her prey to every sleazy man on the planet, that men
would see her chest and instantly begin to stalk her as though she
were some sort of sexual animal! She was an intelligent woman
driven by logic and common sense above all else. She had clung to
that self-image for many years now and was not about to let go. She
had her pride, after all!

But then Carter stood up, and her eyes went
immediately to his firm, narrow waist, then when he turned to pull
aside the blinds and look outside her eyes went somewhere else
entirely, and she flushed and jerked her head away.

“Is that a park out there?”

“For employees. It’s a place to eat or have a
break and wander around. It has a pond and waterfall, some benches
with umbrellas. It’s a great place to take a break from all the
technology, the glass and steel in the building,” she said.

“A waterfall?” he said doubtfully.

“Oh yes. Let me show you!” she said, entirely
too eagerly.

He ignored her, bending over the desk and
making a notation on the floor plan, marking the location of the
park outside his office.

“What’s on the other sides of the
building?”

“Well,” she said, bending over across from
him and looking at the floor plan. “To the east is the parking lot.
And on the south is Gerard Street and north is Jefferson.”

“I’ll want whatever drawings there are which
include the grounds,” he said. “You have gardeners and the
like?”

“Not working directly for us but as
contractors,” she said.

He nodded, his eyes again flicking to her
chest, and she felt a frown appear on her forehead, along with a
worry that she might be showing more than she ought to. She
straightened up quickly, with that familiar indignation that the
man might be treating her as some sort of sex object and not as a
respected colleague.

“All right. Take me to this park. I'll have a
quick look around,” he said.

Samantha nodded, though she frowned a bit.
She was starting to find his attitude a little annoying. He could
learn a few things about being polite in how he asked for things!
Who did he think she was anyway, to be ordered about like
that?!

She took him down the hall, then out through
the employees entrance near the park. It wasn’t a large park, but
was perhaps two hundred feet in length and width. The ground sloped
sharply away from the street here, and the landscapers had taken
advantage of that when flattening it out to build a wall at one end
which was thirty feet high. They’d turned it into a natural looking
rock wall, and build a pond beneath which was a hundred feet long
and half that wide. Water flowed down the wall at a dozen different
locations, tumbling into the pond with enough splashy noise to
offset the sounds of traffic on the road above.

There was a line of benches all around the
edges of the pond, and past them round stone tables with rounded
benches bracketing each. There were flower beds bordering the
walkways, and scores of trees to give shade. It was a lovely,
relaxing setting in the midst of the city.

“The cafeteria is just over there, so people
can get their food and come out here to eat on nice days,” she
pointed out.

He snorted and shook his head, as if he
thought such luxuries were foolish.

“These are all employees? Access to this area
is restricted in some way?”

“Well, I think they’re all employees, but
there aren’t any fences or anything.”

“Then you don't actually know who they are.
They could be anyone.”

“I suppose,” she said with a shrug.

He gave her a disapproving look.

Samantha frowned. She hadn’t been trying to
interest the man in her, hadn’t been trying to seduce him - which
was an absurd notion to her given her inexperience at anything
related to eroticism – but now was finding his coolness
disconcerting. Nor did she quite understand why. Men were almost
always very nice to her.

Samantha had generally rather refined tastes,
though, and told herself this man was unlikely to share them
anyway. She loved the ballet, and opera and theater, high fashion
and gourmet food. She liked men who were stylish in their dress and
behavior, and who appreciated fine art as well as fine wine. She
liked men who were relaxed and comfortable to be around.

Jason Carter was an entirely different
specimen. He wasn’t at all relaxed. He was taut and alert, his eyes
and head in constant motion as if looking for threats. He moved
with a fluid grace, which was something she so admired in ballet.
Yet his movements were more like those of a hunting cat, a panther
or lion, than the delicate prancing and twirling of a ballet
dancer. And Samantha abhorred violence. It was so – uncivilized!
She couldn’t even watch it on television or in movies. She did not
watch war movies or detective shows or anything else where people
did awful things to each other.

“Samantha, my sweet girl! How are you,
darling!?”

“Hi, Nick,” she said, smiling as the slender
man came up to her and gave her a hug.

She was a little nervous, though. Nick was a
flamboyant gay man whose sexual preferences could not possibly be
mistaken by even the dullest of men, and her eyes flicked anxiously
to Carter.

“And who is this gentleman?” Nick asked with
a flirty smile at Carter.

“Jason Carter. I’m the new head of security,”
he said.

“And don’t you just look the part!” Nick
said, clapping his hands together happily. “Well, my dear man, if I
ever have need of anyone guarding my body I’ll be sure to call
you!”

“Nick,” she said warningly.

He giggled and moved on and she looked up at
Carter uncertainly.

“He’s a nice man,” she said.

He shrugged and made a face..

“They probably don’t have many men like him
in Afghanistan,” she said.

“Nope.”

“He teases sometimes, but he’s harmless.”

“Few people are entirely harmless, Ms.
Taylor. Most can be dangerous, depending on circumstances. Others
cause trouble simply by their existence.”

“Well what does that mean?” she demanded.

“It means that flaming homosexuals can cause
trouble by inciting idiots with little self-control to do idiotic
things.”

“Well then that would be the responsibility
of the idiots,” she said stiffly.

“I'm not talking about moral perspectives,
Ms. Taylor. I'm talking from the perspective of someone whose job
is to watch for things which could cause trouble.”

“Well, Nick hasn't ever caused any
trouble!”

“That you're aware of. But that doesn't speak
to the future.”

“So what do you want to do, ban gay men from
working here?'

“That isn't necessary or legal. It's just one
minor bit of information to keep in mind regarding threat indexes.
Do you have breakdowns on the ethnicity of your employees?”

“I don't know. I mean, HR probably
would.”

“I'd like to see them.”

“I think those are confidential. They're only
meant for government agencies which mandate diversity in the
workplace.”

“I'd like to see them anyway.”

“I'll see if HR will let you,” she said,
somewhat annoyed.
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At first, Jason had simply thought her
pretty, in an unremarkable sort of way. There was nothing that
instantly caught the eye about the young woman who’d introduced
herself as Samantha. She was average height, average build, wearing
a somewhat colorless brown suit. Her hair was dark brown falling
just past her shoulders, with bangs cutting diagonally across her
forehead. She had blue eyes, long lashes, and a formal attitude
which melted, minute by minute into an interesting and animated
personality.

And it was a little hard to tell in those
dark pants, wearing the blazer, but he thought she had a pretty
nice ass.

But there was something oddly sexy about this
girl, about how natural and girl-next-door cute she was, how open
and honest and obviously intelligent. Without her really saying
anything at all about herself. She’d been extremely helpful and
efficient thus far, traits he much admired. But when she’d leaned
over his desk he’d inadvertently gotten a glimpse of a lacy pink
bra down the front of her blouse, and a sense that there was a lot
more down there than he’d initially estimated.

What would this girl look like, or sound
like, while he was making love to her? Her disapproving frown when
he’d dismissed the type of lock on his door as ‘shitty’ had not
gone unnoticed. The prim and proper type, he’d thought. But boy,
she was cute. Sometimes the prim and proper ones were the wildest
in bed.

So how innocent was she? And how could he
take advantage of that?

When it came to women, Jason's history was
one of fairly easy conquests. In fact, it had rarely been necessary
to put much effort into the battle. He need only show up at a
nightclub or bar, especially while in uniform, to have attractive,
long legged females drawn to him like metal to a magnet. Women and
sex had been so easy to get since adolescents that he'd grown
rather casual about them both.

And in that sense, too, if it was true that
one didn't value what came easily, Jason didn't put a lot of value
on women. They were weak, tended to simper, and aside from
providing physical pleasure were mostly nothing but eye candy. His
father had been in the military, and he was long used to moving
around a lot. Partly because of that he'd never really had any sort
of long term relationship with a woman.

But that was all right. Like buses, there was
another always coming along.

They went back inside, and back to his
office, where he sat down behind the oversized desk and inspected
the plans again. “What's this area, here?” he said, indicating a
series of small boxes on the far side of the floor.

He knew very well what they were, but she had
to bend over to examine them, and he smiled a bit as the weight of
her breasts pushed her blouse away from her chest and let him see
down to those cute pink bra cups again, and the soft, creamy flesh
within them.

“Those are the freight elevators,” she
said.

“Ahh.” He nodded in understanding, then sat
back in his chair as she straightened.

“So, Samantha, what do you do for fun around
this town?”

“Uhm, fun?”

“Well, partying? Dancing? Do you ever
dance?”

“Uhm, yes,” she said hesitantly.

“You see. I'm a little out of my element
here,” he said. “When you transfer to a new base there are base
services which give you a whole lot of information about the local
amenities, and provide someone who shows you around. But I'm out of
the military now...” He sounded somewhat bitter about that. “So I'm
a bit adrift.”

“Oh I understand,” she said. “Well, Baxters
is popular for dancing.”

“A lot of women dance there? Do you?”

“Uhm, sometimes,” she said.

“Maybe you could take me there some night,
show me around town.”

She seemed a little startled and
uncertain.

He slipped out of his chair and around the
desk to be closer to her, then sat on the edge, smiling in a
charming way.

“I bet it could even be considered paid
duty,” he said. “That is, work related, you know, to show me around
town so I could assess possible threats.”

“I don't see how going dancing is going to
help you assess threats,” she said suspiciously.

“Well, maybe that wouldn't be. I mean, just
showing me where the major highways and roads are, and other things
around our area of the city.”

“I suppose we could drive around a bit,” she
said, “during work hours, if Mr. Solomon approved. I don't think
he'll approve of dancing, though.”

“But you like to dance, don't you?”

“Well... yes,” she said, a trifle flustered.
“But I'm not sure that would be, uhm, appropriate.”

“Oh I'll be a perfect gentleman, I assure
you,” he said, making her a courtly bow which ended in him seizing
her hand and brushing his lips across the her knuckles.

“Mr. Carter!” she said, startled and then
reproving. “I don't think the company encourages that sort of uhm,
contact between employees.”

“Just being friendly,” he said, with wide,
innocent eyes.

Her eyes narrowed suspiciously and Carter
revised his estimation of her innocence. He'd known a lot of women
who would giggle like idiots at that move and gush like little
girls to the extent he was able to follow it up with a kiss to the
lips. This one seemed more skittish, though. Or perhaps she was
just somewhat smarter than most of those who threw themselves at
him, a small part of him thought.

Maybe if he got her out of the office he
could get her out of her panties.

“I apologize,” he said. “I was just
joking.”

“Hmm.,” she said.

“But I wasn't about driving around. That
could be useful to me.”

“I'll check with Mr. Solomon, but I wouldn't
hold your breath.”

She doubted Mr. Solomon wanted her driving
him around on a sightseeing tour when there was work to be done,
but as promised, did mention it to him, almost as a humorous aside.
She was surprised when he approved.

“Military people are often a little lost when
they leave,” he said. “They're used to having all their needs seen
to because the military community is used to people picking up and
moving from base to base all the time. There's nothing like that
for them once they become civilians.”

Samantha sympathized but she was a little
uncomfortable with her undescribed role. Still, helping him adjust
to life outside the military was the patriotic thing to do, so next
morning she agreed to drive around with him, at least in the
immediate environs. She hadn't worn a suit that day, as it was
warm. Instead she had on a blue, wraparound blouse. It was somewhat
form-fitting, but she'd worn a minimizer bra beneath so as to not
excite any particular attention in anyone.

He had a large Xterra, which she quite
disapproved of, and held the door for her to climb up into the
passenger side. But a quick glance out of the corner of her eye
made her blush a little, for she suspected he'd been checking out
her butt – which made her indignant.

You checked his out the other day, she told
herself. But that only partly mollified her.

He crossed in front of the car and climbed
into the drivers side.

“I bet this uses a lot of gas,” she said
disapprovingly.

He shrugged as he started the truck.

“And it's not American.”

“Nissan makes very reliable vehicles,” he
said. “And in fact, it makes these in Tennessee.”

“Oh,” she said in surprise. “Well, it still
contributes to global warming.”

“So do cows farting.”

She had no intention of replying to that!

The truck turned out onto the road and he
turned his head towards her. “Did you have any particular points of
interest in mind?” he asked.

“What would you like to see?”

His eyes flicked down and then back up, and
he grinned at her in a way which made her face flush.

“Well, how about nearby highways?” he
asked.

“Fine. The nearest highway on-ramp is north
on Hudson.”

He nodded and she began considering other
points of interest as they drove. The view was certainly nice from
up high,” she said. Perhaps that was why people got these big SUVs
instead of more sensible small cars.

They checked out the nearest highway on and
off ramps, then the nearest shopping center before going uptown to
see city hall and then the closest police station.

He turned into the police station and parked,
much to her surprise.

“Going to have to check with them,” he said,
“Find out what their patrol patterns and response times are in our
area.”

He got out and then moved around to the
passenger side, but Samantha had quickly jumped down herself. She
didn't need his help getting out of a car, even if it was a
truck.

They went inside and he explained himself to
the uniformed man at the desk. They were sent in to see someone
else, and Samantha glanced around with considerable interest. She'd
never been to a police station before, and wouldn't have been
surprised to see all manner of cruel and evil criminals being
paraded up the halls.

She was both relieved and oddly disappointed
at not seeing anything shocking There were no prison cells or
disheveled prisoners anywhere. The sergeant they talked to,
however, did set her blushing with his repeated use of coarse
language. He seemed to believe the word 'shit' was to be used as a
punctuation mark, an adjective, an adverb, and a noun.

“Oh shit, Carter. You can't expect us to have
a quick response time given the shitty state of our patrol cars,
and the crime rate in the downtown core. Shit is always going down
somewhere and those shitheads at city hall haven't raised our
budget in five years.”

She was uncomfortable with his language, but
Jason only seemed to be amused at her reaction.

On their way out he put his hand on her upper
back to guide her around a pile of boxes, then slid it lower to
ease her around a group of men. She edged away from him and gave
him a frown, but didn't say anything more.

“Well, that was some interesting shit,” he
said.

She narrowed her eyes at him but couldn't
help smiling.

“He certainly had colorful language,” she
said.

He insisted on helping her up again, though
she jumped up quickly once he had the door open. Then he went
around and got inside.

“He didn't realize how delicate you were,” he
said.

“I'm not delicate,” she said with a sniff. “I
simply don't approve of vulgar language.”

“I was afraid you were going to faint.”

“I was not. You're making fun of me,” she
said in annoyance.

“Me? Would I do that?”

“Yes!”

“Do you know what shit means?”

She glowered at him.

“It means ship high in transit. It's a –
.”

“That's a myth,” she said, cutting him off.
“The real etymology relates it to an old English word of a similar
pronunciation.”

“Etymology?”

“That means the origins of a word,” she said
with a sniff.

He nodded. “So what's the eytemology of –
.”

“You can Google any other obscene words
yourself, Mr. Carter,” she said warningly.

“I suppose I can. Hearing you say them would
be more fun, though.”

“I don't use obscene words.”

“Why not? Everyone else does.”

“I'm not everyone else. I have my own
standards.”

“So what would you say if you, say, hit your
thumb with a hammer while trying to hit a nail?”

“I'd say darn or something,” she said.

“Really?”

“Yes. How does using vulgar language
help?”

“I don't know. It just does. So, tell me, if
you're at that particular peak of pleasure, you know, with a guy,
what would you scream out?”

She gaped at him and jerked her head away,
blushing furiously.

“Really, Mr. Carter,” she said coldly. “If
that is the kind of conversation you're going to engage in you can
drive me back to the office immediately!”

“Sorry,” he said contritely. “I was just
teasing you a little.”

“Well, I don't find that sort of thing
amusing.”

“Sorry. I'm used to a different kind of
girl.”

“I'm sure, “she snorted.

“What's that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing.”

“Some of the girls I've gone out with have
been very nice.”

“Fine. I didn't ask!”

They drove around a little more. He wanted to
find the nearest electrical substation, but she had no idea about
that. Then he went to the city's water and sewer department to find
out where the water mains came from in that area. She supposed
those were related to security in some way, but when he asked where
Baxters was she frowned suspiciously.

“It won't be open yet,” she said.

“That's okay. I just want to know where it
is.”

“You can Google that too.”

“Why should I when you're right there.”

He grinned and tapped his finger on the
bridge of her nose. She frowned and tried to slap it away but was
too slow.

She showed him where it was and reluctantly
told him what days were busiest, and what was good to eat – she
didn't personally drink alcohol.

“So when are you going to show me the
inside?” he asked.

“I told you, it's closed.”

“Maybe we could come back after work.”

“I don't think so.”

“How come? You don't know how to dance?”

“Of course I know how to dance!”

He made a placating gesture. “I mean you
don't dance well.”

“I dance very well, thank you very much,” she
said coolly. “I'm just not going to go dancing with you.”

“Why not? I'm a nice guy.”

“It wouldn't be proper to date someone I work
with.”

“You don't work with me, really. You work on
a whole other floor and you're only just helping me get
acclimated.”

“Nevertheless. Besides, you're not my
type.”

“What is your type?”

“I'm not going to get into that.”

“I might not know the eytemology of words but
you'd be amazed at what I can do with my mouth besides speak.”

She blushed furiously again and he chuckled
in amusement.

“Drive me back to work please!” she said
icily.

“Sure,” he said, still clearly amused.

She glared at him. He was so smug! But she
recalled Mr. Solomon's advice, and that he wanted her to teach him
how to behave in civilized society. In a sense, it wasn't really
his fault that he was acting coarsely, given where he'd been.

“You will have to learn how to talk to people
in a more respectful way, Mr. Carter,” she said, trying to keep her
tone neutral. “Otherwise you'll get into trouble with Human
Resources.”

“Those idiots,” he muttered.

“They're not idiots. They design policy so
that people can work together in a professional manner without
causing offense.”

“You mean they try to get men to act and talk
like women.”

“That's not at all what I mean,” she said in
annoyance.

“Face it, honey, HR policies are all designed
to stop women from being offended at how coarse and crude and
boorish men are. That's why we didn't have all those policies until
so many women got into the workplace.”

“And I suppose you think women should be kept
home in the kitchens,” she sniffed.

“No, I think they should stop acting like
shrinking maidens every time a man says something flattering.”

“We don't do that,” she said.

He snorted. “You women do your best to look
attractive, and then when a man compliments you or acknowledges it
you act like he's just offered to take you to a motel room.”

“That's not true!”

“Isn't it? Tell me that your HR policies
don't ban anyone from telling another person they're looking
attractive.”

“Maybe that person doesn't want someone
telling them how attractive they look!”

“Then why try to be attractive?”

Samantha found herself at something of a
loss. She knew perfectly well why she didn't want men telling her
she was beautiful all day – not that they would, of course – but it
was a matter of common acceptance, something everyone simply
understood. Except he was a barbarian right out of the
military!

“The work place is not a place for people to
pick each other up or find dates.”

“You can compliment someone without any
intent of picking them up. Didn't that gay guy tell you you were
beautiful yesterday?”

“Well, yes, but that wasn't the same thing. I
mean, he was gay!”

“What difference does that make?”

“He wasn't threatening!”

“Are you threatened by men?”

“No! I mean, I could be!”

He grinned. “Are you scared of me?”

“NO!”

“You sure?” he asked.

“It's not a matter of being physically in
fear,” she said. “But you can make women uncomfortable by your
unwanted attentions.”

He cocked his head. “I've never found a woman
who didn't want my attentions before.”

“Oh you have such a big head!”

“You should see my little head. It's very
impressive too.”

She blushed. “Oh ha ha,” she said. “Now
you're just trying to be offensive.”

“Maybe I'm trying to seduce you.”

“Then you're not very good at it!”

He laughed, and Samantha found it infectious,
despite herself.

“Well then you don't need to feel threatened,
since I have no uhm, nefarious interest in you.”

“Just because you're bad at it doesn't mean
you don't want to do it. Seduce me, I mean,” she said quickly.

“Maybe I'm gay.”

She snorted and rolled her eyes.

“Hey! I could be gay! Maybe I'm just in the
closet.”

“I don't think so.”

“Maybe we're both gay and just don't know
it!” he said in a conspiratorial voice.

“You're just being silly.”

“So what you're saying is I should make no
efforts whatsoever to seduce you.”

“Yes.”

“And wait until you try to seduce me.”

“You'll be waiting a long time,” she
said.

“Why? I'm pretty hot. Lots of women have told
me so.”

“Uh huh.”

He held his arm out. “Want me to flex for
you?”

“No thank you.”

“Come on. It's really impressive.”

“You're a very strange man.”

“Do you believe in cultural diversity?

“Huh? Well, of course,” she said.

“Do you think the culture of Texas is the
same as the culture of New York and California and Idaho?”

“Well... no but...”

“Do you think the culture of whites and
blacks and Hispanics and Asians and native Americans is all the
same?”

“No, but – .”

“So you'll understand that my cultural
background is different than yours.”

“I'm sure it is but you still have to abide
by the rules of HR.” she said firmly.

“So you're saying my culture's values aren't
as good as your culture's values?”

“No, I'm not saying that!” she said,
exasperated.

It was both a clever and silly argument, she
thought. And while she felt a sense of admiration for its
cleverness she was annoyed at its silliness.

“And you're trying to tell me the military
doesn't have sexual harassment guidelines,” she said, giving him a
flat eyed scowl.

“In the military, if you see a woman you
want, you just hit her on the head with your club, then you grab
her hair and drag her back to your room,” he said with a perfectly
straight face.

She looked at him for a long moment. “You're
a very odd man,” she said finally.

“That's why we let the girls wear helmets
now.”

She fought back a smile and shook her
head.

“Also, they wear their hair short. Even if
they're not lesbians.”
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Anica hung by her wrists.

She was being punished for her
impertinence.

Sort of.

It had been she who had decided she needed to
be punished. She was still feeling guilty over getting him thrown
out of the military, but also, he had come home seeming frustrated.
He needed to work off some of that frustration. So she had acted
up, acted the brat, as he called it. They both knew why.

Her body felt the strain, the ache, that
familiar, darkly erotic, stretched out sensation as she dangled by
her wrists. Her toes wriggled a foot above the floor, and her
wrists ached dully, even within the thickly padded cuffs holding
her in place. Her insides ached, as well, for he had thrust two
thick, long dildos into her slender belly, one front, one back.
They were too large, too thick, too long for her. She could feel
the last inch or two of them squeezed between her thighs and
buttocks.

Her chest ached, her arms did too, but all of
the aching was a delicious, sensual sort of thing, as her mind was
ringed round with arousal and a dark sense of enthusiasm for her
own punishment. She was a masochist. She'd only known what that
word was after coming to America and learning better English. But
she understood it, if not how, precisely, she'd come to be one.

She certainly hadn't enjoyed the abuse, the
punishment, the pain she'd been shown before!

But of course, there was no fear, now, no
shame, only a deep, dark, carnal need she had little control
over.

She stared down the length of her body,
breathing raggedly, noting the black base of the dildo sticking out
of her body, her small, bare sex lips stretched wide around it. Her
clitoris was swollen, pushed out, the ring driven through the hood
above it making her feel the intensity all the more.

She could not see the one he'd driven up into
her bottom, pushed deeper and deeper until, with an expert's ear,
he had discerned the difference between her cry of discomfort, and
the onset of actual pain, and left it there, on the borderline.

Her arms were well apart. There was less
pressure on them that way, for some reason, but her legs were
together. Her mind bathed in her own masochistic fantasies as she
waited his further attentions. She knew it would be a while. She
would be hung here until her body ached all over, and she was
coated in sweat from the simple exertion of breathing.

She hung in anticipation, her body thrumming
with sexual excitement, impaled on the thick dildos which filled
her belly.

And then, with a fist in her hair, jerking
her head up and back, she realized he was there, finally. She
moaned through the ball gag filling her mouth.

“Have we been a bad slave?” he growled.

She moaned and tried to nod as his hand slid
around her and cupped and roughly fondled one of her breasts. His
touch made her squirm and moan again.

“And what happens to bad slaves?” he
demanded.

She tried to mouth the words, but again, her
exhaustion, and the ball gag interfered.

His mouth came down on the nape of her neck,
biting softly, then harder, sucking as his teeth bit into her
flesh, and she shuddered and moaned in helpless pleasure and
pain.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said, drawing
back.

He had the flog in his hand. She noted it out
of the corner of her eye and jerked her head around forward,
moaning, then gasping, arching, as it cut across her back. Her back
was small, pale, perfect, smooth. The flog left a dozen thin red
lines of pain as she gulped in air, her body trembling there in
mid-air. Her legs jerked and kicked at the sharp sting of the blow,
and she gasped and bit into the ball gag.

Blow followed blow, up and down her back and
buttocks as she twisted and writhed and begged him to stop, begged
him to hit harder, begged him to use her. Saliva trickled out
around the gag as she jerked and whined, falling down onto her
chest, which already glistened with perspiration. Her legs bounced
and jerked, for they were the only thing free to move, but that in
turn, frustrated her, for she felt the need of tighter bondage.

He moved around her, and the long, thin lines
cut across her full, taut breasts with sharp, stinging bites, the
flesh heating and reddening as she squealed and twisted and jerked
on the end of the chains. Her nipples throbbed and tingled, then
burned as the laces flicked across them, and her breasts ached with
a delicious heat which never failed to twist her mind into
darkness. Then it was her belly's turn, blow after blow covering
them with a fine, thin mesh of red lines.

He paused, and, dazed, moaning, gasping, she
saw and felt him drawing her ankles apart, clipping the metal
shackles into place, chains holding her open. She groaned in
pleasure, feeling his eyes on her, arching her back dramatically,
erotically, invitingly as she felt that dark, feverish anticipation
of more outrageous treatment to follow. She arched her back sharply
as the whip cut across her breasts, Jason taking up the invitation.
She screamed into the gag, her eyes filling with tears, pleasure
and pain whirling and twisting within her as another blow followed,
then another, then another. He moved around her, and the whip
flicked out, snapping across her back, across her buttocks, curving
around her hip to bite into the tender flesh around her sex.

Heat overwhelmed her, and she felt as though
her entire body was glowing as pressure built up in her head. Then
he was against her, his hard body so soft against her back, the
dildo drawn out of her bottom, replaced by his cock. It too was
hard, and yet soft, as he used her, thrust into her hard, fast, as
if uncaring of her pleasure or pain. He drove himself into her
brutally, his hands cupping and mauling her breasts as her body
jerked to the hard thrusting of his hips.

Then a hand pushed down, fingers stroking
against her clitoris, fingers prodding at the base of the dildo,
pushing it up harder in short, fast, repeated movements. The dildo
didn't move at all, but the repeated pressures were like oil on the
fires within her, and her clitoris exploded under the touch of his
fingers.

She screamed into the gag as the orgasm swept
her up, howled, twisting, writhing, every muscle in her body
spasming and shaking as she gave herself to the fire, as the orgasm
flayed her body and mind with whirling, whipping shards of
glittering pleasure. She screamed and screamed, her throat aching
as her mind melted down, and the pleasure poured over her like
drowning waves.

Afterward, he took her down, carried her into
the bathroom, washed her, caressed her, kissed her, and she
snuggled into his arms, drained but happy.

* * *

Samantha couldn't quite understand how she'd
ended up across Jason Carter's shoulder, being carried like a bag
of potatoes.

“Put me down!” she demanded, slapping at his
back.

Her head hung low, and she could see his legs
and bottom as he walked along. Then she yelped as she felt his hand
swat her own bottom, which was pointing in the opposite
direction.

“Silence wench,” she heard him growl.

“This is against HR regulations!” she
exclaimed, trying to twist free.

She felt his arm pinning her bare legs
against his chest, and tried to yank them free. Then she felt his
hand slide up beneath her skirt and her eyes widened as his fingers
slipped between her thighs and pressed up against her soft, panty
covered sex. She was wearing gray cotton bikini panties, and the
crook of his hand caressed her, squeezed her, and rubbed against
her, causing the material of the panties to bunch a little, to tug
down and slide up, rubbing against her.

A hot, delicious ache filled her groin and
she moaned and twisted in his grasp as he continued to rub her
through her panties, the heat spreading through her body like
wildfire, her breasts throbbing against his back as her nipples
grew hard and began to tingle.

There was a strange thought in her head: that
as long as he didn't touch her bare skin he wasn't violating any
policies. But that was so unfair, she thought! His fingers, his
hand, was rubbing and stroking her through her panties, and her
panties were rubbing against her sex in a way which was so
intimate, so delicious, so thrilling that she thought her body
would burn up!

At least he couldn't see her, she thought
desperately! At least her panties were still in place!

And then she woke in her bed, gasping, hair
tousled, eyes wide.

Her face felt hot. And that wasn't the only
place.

She reached over automatically and turned off
the alarm, fighting off a temptation to stay in bed a little and
let her hand explore the somewhat unfamiliar arousal her body was
experiencing.

She had work today. There was no time for...
for that sort of thing!

She threw back the covers and swung her legs
over the side of the bed. She was dressed for bed very plainly, in
a loose gray cotton tank top and matching bikini panties. Her
nipples were stiff eraser points against the tank top, however, and
there was a darker mark in her panties which made her tug them off
and toss them into the hamper. She peeled off her tank top, as
well, and went into the en-suite bathroom.

Telling herself she had no interest in Jason
Carter would have been a lie, and she didn't make a habit of
self-deception. But it made her uncomfortable to find him in her
dreams like this, to find her body responding in a way it rarely
did.

She glanced hesitantly at herself in the
mirror and noted how stiff her nipples were, noted the flush in her
upper chest. Her eyes slid downward across her smooth, flat stomach
to her well shaven sex.

She'd never been entirely comfortable with
that particular part of her anatomy. She'd once thought it ugly and
dirty. Shaving off the dark hair had been done at the urging of her
first lover, but she'd kept it shaven because some part of her
thought it looked and felt much cleaner that way. It looked much
nicer without all that ugly hair, and she had to admit that on
those rare occasions when she did touch herself down there, as she
did now, it felt much nicer too.

She inhaled sharply as she ran her finger
over her clit. It felt swollen and hot, and much more sensitive
than normal. She let herself imagine it was Jason's finger touching
her there, let herself image somehow just giving herself to him.
What would that be like, she wondered, as her legs grew
rubbery.

She shook off the thought and got into the
shower, quickly soaping up. But then the feel of her own slick,
soapy skin against her fingers drew her back into her imaginings,
and she felt the unaccustomed sense of arousal growing again, felt
her heart beating faster as her hands glided up and down over her
breasts and down between her legs.

* * *

Samantha was wearing a pair of high heeled
boots today, along with a turquoise cotton ribbed turtleneck
sweater dress with a thick black belt around the waist. The sight
of her made Jason stop dead in his tracks and stare, and he felt
both anger and lust as she walked away. He was confused by her. She
was a prude! And her refusal to throw herself at him was becoming
seriously frustrating!

But she was damned hot! The dress wasn't
anything like the style of dresses most of the girls he had known
wore. It had no cleavage, for one thing. The hem was just above her
knees, for another, instead of being just under her buttocks. And
while it was form-fitting, it wasn't really tight. On the other
hand – what a form! Was she wearing a push-up bra or something or
had he just missed noting the size of her chest before? The latter
would have been wholly unlikely him.

Why did he find her so hot anyway? He
couldn't quite figure that out. She wasn't at all like the kind of
woman he normally slept with. She wasn't blonde. She didn't giggle
enough, and she seemed far too smart for her own good. She also
kept criticizing him! What she needed was a few swats on that tight
little ass of hers so she'd learn some respect! Who did she think
she was, walking around with her nose in the air like that!?

Not that it wasn't a cute little nose, he
thought.

He wandered back to his office, and then sent
her an email, asking her to show him a little more of the building.
He specifically mentioned the power rooms and the computer center.
He didn't really need her help, he thought, but introductions would
make things go easier.

* * *

Samantha was nervous and anxious. She hadn't
really been thinking about Jason when she'd worn this dress. Not
really. She'd worn it before, after all. And it was hot out. She
hadn't felt like wearing the minimizer bra she usually did. So what
if she had breasts! Did she have to crush them and hide them away
all the time!? Men could act with a little maturity, she'd thought
sulkily.

And certainly no one had given any sign that
they thought her the least bit inappropriately dressed. There'd
been no staring or remarks. Nor had she expected any. Of course,
going down to see Jason would test that. But he would just have to
grow up and not act like a cave man, she thought firmly.

Still, her cheeks were a little pink when she
walked into his office, and she looked past him at the windows,
being as casual as she could.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hello. Are you free now?”

“Uh huh.”

She gave him a suspicious look, but she
didn't see any sign of him staring at her. He held the door open
and she flushed just a bit as she preceded him out into the
hall.

“Is it permitted to observe that that is a
lovely dress?” he asked politely.

She flushed a bit more. “Yes, provided it's
done politely and without any sort of unwelcome connotations and
inferences.”

“Huh?”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“You mean I can say, 'That's a pretty dress,
Ms. Taylor; but I can't say something like, 'boy you look hot in
that dress', or anything like that, right?”

“That's... right,” she said uncertainly,
suspicious that he had phrased the question deliberately so he
could violate the rules while seemingly not trying to. She had come
to learn that Jason Carter was far too clever for his own good.

She led him through the cafeteria and then on
to the computer room, where he consulted with the systems manager,
before going downstairs to look at the power rooms with the
building’s engineer. They didn't talk much, but she was
uncomfortably aware of how close he stood, of the bulk of his body,
the soft heat of his nearby presence, and of his awareness of her.
There was a strong sexual tension between them, and she hadn't felt
anything similar for a very long time... perhaps never!

Samantha didn't have an awful lot of sexual
experience, but despite what some at work might think – and she
knew some of the men nicknamed her The Virgin – she was not
entirely inexperienced.

True, she'd only had one boyfriend during her
teenage years, right up until her early twenties. And he'd been a
minister's son. They hadn't done more than kiss for the first few
years, but then had graduated to petting and oral sex, and
ultimately, just after she turned twenty, actual sex. It had
been... nice, but not remarkable.

There had been dates since then. But most had
not been pleasant. So many men seemed to feel that they could take
liberties after only a few hours acquaintance! It wasn't that she
was against sex. It was just that she was simply far too
uncomfortable with the idea of that sort of physical relationship
with a man she barely knew and couldn't trust. Why couldn't men
have more patience anyway!?

She had gone as far as oral sex on several
occasions since then, done half as a sense of obligation, half as a
way to just end the night without complaint. And she'd had sex with
two more men. But she'd never really been physically attracted to
the men. She'd even wondered, fleetingly, if she weren't perhaps
inclined towards women, though she certainly wasn't going to let
Mister Jason Carter know that!

Her attraction to him was terribly confusing
and unfamiliar. She simply didn't know quite what to do about it. A
part of her wanted to see what he would do. The idea was not as
distressing as she would have expected. Despite their recent
acquaintance, and his habit of being irritating and vulgar, she had
a strange sense that she knew Jason Carter, that he was
trustworthy, honest, after a fashion, and that he would never
deliberately harm her.

She felt a sense of comfort with him.

And yet at the same time she was terribly
uncomfortable with him!

She was annoyed with him now. He hadn't said
anything improper – since that bit about her looking hot – and he
hadn't stared at her or anything. But his eyes kept glancing at
her, and she was extremely self-conscious around him. She was sure
he was undressing her with his eyes even as he discussed the
building's power operations with Mr. Sampson or its systems
protection with Mr. Hon.

Every time his eyes moved to her she felt her
insides squirming a little, and felt a strange little sense of
breathlessness.

They went back upstairs, and he paused at the
cafeteria. “I could use a coffee,” he said. “Let me get you
one.”

“Oh, well, since you’re new, let me buy you
one,” she said smoothly.

You're not going to buy me anything, Mr.
Jason Carter, she thought to herself.

The cafeteria was not the kind of utilitarian
room most businesses favored. The walls here were lined with wood
panels and the lighting was more subdued. The tables were wood, and
the chairs comfortably padded. The menu was as good and varied as
anything found in the city’s nicer chain restaurants, and the
prices were subsidized by the company.

They paused just inside the door as Samantha
dealt with a man, apparently a manager of some sort who had
questions about a budget. Jason didn’t care, but admired the
smoothness with which she dealt with him. Then they went to a
table

“So what do you do here when you’re not being
a tour guide and assistant to the CEO?” he asked casually.

She talked about her job, her monitoring of
budgets and development and project deadlines, which went back to
her education, and then to her growing up in Colorado.

“So you’re a country girl?” he asked with a
smile.

“Definitely,” she said, echoing it. “But at
the same time I love all the things in the city. My father’s ranch
was an hour or so southwest of Denver, so Vail wasn’t far away. I
love skiing! Do you ski?”

“I know how to ski, but I haven’t had a lot
of time for it of late,” he replied.

“I used to spend every winter on skis until I
hurt my knee,” she sighed.

“Knees are delicate things,” he said
sympathetically. “Especially on women.”

“I think men tend to throw out their knees
just as often,” she said suspiciously.

“But mens’ legs are so thick and strong.
Women’s legs are so… slender and delicate and lovely…”

“I think the strength is basically the same,”
she said reprovingly.

He let her talk about Brooklyn Brothers,
which she did with great enthusiasm, and stock picking, which
Solomon had encouraged her to do as an introduction.

“I have a make-believe portfolio with a
million dollars,” she said in a lively voice. “I keep making
changes, trying to up my profit, but I’m very conservative, too. I
guess I’m just very averse to losing! It’s very interesting,
though, to examine the company’s and try and pick those which will
do better and outperform their peers.”

“Not all that much different than what I did
as an officer,” he said, “Judging men to see which will outperform
their peers.”

“And women,” she said.

‘Not so much. No women in my area of the
service, you see.”

“You don’t think women could do what you
do?”

“It takes an unusual man to do it. It would
take a very unusual woman. Ever considered joining the
military?”

“Oh God no! I could never! I literally can’t
hurt a fly.”

“So you’d scream if someone handed you a
rifle?” he asked with a grin.

“I have a rifle,” she sniffed. “My father
showed me how to shoot when I was quite young.”

“Really? You don’t look like a girl who can
handle a gun.”

“I can handle just about anything, Mister
Carter,” she said firmly.

“Guns require a delicate touch.”

“I can shoot,” she said firmly. “I just don’t
shoot people. But I’ve had to shoot at coyotes to drive them off,
and I can hit what I shoot at.”

“Shoot at them or near them?”

“I try not to hurt anything, but I could kill
them if I had to. When you grow up in the country you have a
different attitude towards varmints and rifles than city people. A
coyote killed one of my dogs once. I know how dangerous they are,
and cougars are worse.”

“City cougars can be dangerous too,” he said
with a grin.

She frowned in confusion. “City cougars?”

“Tend to be cunning predators looking for
young males to pull away from the herd so they can maul them.”

She gave him a reproachful look.

“And is stock picking what you do for a
hobby?”

“Oh I do lots of things,” she said
enthusiastically. “I knit, and I read. I belong to a book club and
we discuss a different book every month! I also have a lot of
plants. Those are my babies!”

“I think my office could use a few of those,”
he said.

That got her enthusiastically considering a
number of plants for his office, and Jason steepled his figures,
smiled and watched her as she spilled out names and
descriptions.

* * *

They had lunch together, for it seemed the
thing to do. She tried to keep things on a friendly, but
professional level. And sternly yanked back her wandering mind
whenever it considered other possibilities. He seemed genuinely
interested in sprucing up his office, though, and asked her about
plant stores nearby. So they arranged to drive to one the next day
to get him some plants.

He was wearing faded blue jeans this time,
and Samantha had an even more difficult time keeping her eyes
firmly on his face and her mind firmly away from anything
troublesome. They only drove a few blocks. The car was only
necessary if they were going to bring anything back.

“I love how comfortable these seats are,” she
said, squirming a little into the leather and adjusting the
backrest.

“Yeah, the seats are heated too, for the
winter.”

“Oh really?! Cool!”

“Don’t want to get your butt all cold,” he
said with a bit of a flirty grin.

She blushed and didn’t answer, but her heart
sped up a little. And when she fumbled with her seat belt he leaned
across her, his arm lightly brushing her chest as he firmly clipped
the belt in place. She was faintly alarmed at that, but it didn’t
appear to be on purpose, and despite herself she felt a thrum of
heat roll through her belly.

“We don’t want anything happening to you
now,” he said with a grin.

“Oh I’m tough,” she said breezily.

“Like a rose with thorns?” he asked,
grinning.

She gave a nervous giggle. There was
something about him that simply broke down her staid self-control
and left her feeling unsettled and breathless!

He laughed lightly and gave her shoulder a
brief squeeze, then shifted and pulled out. The car growled as it
leapt forward, and her eyes widened as she gulped and shrank back
into her seat. He drove quickly, and, she supposed, efficiently,
but wasn’t very good at obeying the speed limits. There was a
deliberate determination in how he drove, much like how he walked,
and she found it more than a little daunting.

They did get there in record time, however.
He got out of the car quickly, and she tried to, as well, but the
seat belt was sticking again, and slowed her enough for him to get
around to the passenger side, and take her hand to help her out.
She tried to simply jump down, but he was in close, and that left
them standing within an inch or so of each other, with her looking
up and him looking down.

He backed away after an eternity, and he led
her inside before she could think of what to say, and then let her
take the lead as she moved from one group of plants to another,
rhyming off the benefits of each. He dutifully paid attention, but
he stood uncomfortably close by her, and more than once found a
perfectly innocent excuse to touch her hand or brush her fingers
with his. Samantha was innocent about many things, but she wasn’t a
fool, and many men had tried to seduce her before, usually with
little success. She began to suspect that their visit was more an
excuse for him to get close to her, and wasn’t sure how she felt
about that.

On the one hand he was very handsome and
personable, but on the other hand that sort of thing would be
dishonest, and besides they were colleagues, so any kind of
romantic relationship was out of the question, and she didn’t want
to leave him in any doubt about that – exactly.

But he clearly had an interest in the plants
that went beyond her, and talked to the girl about plants that he
might have to spruce up his apartment, too. So maybe he wasn’t
simply trying to be with her. No doubt she was just being
cynical!

And in any event, what girl wouldn't be
flattered by the attentions of a handsome man like Jason!?

She twisted a length of hair around her
finger as she watched him, as she took in how solid he was, how
well he filled out his clothes. Her mind began to move into
dangerous territory and she resolutely yanked it back.

He bought a number of small plants, and two
six foot tall trees in planters for his apartment. He carried both
under his arms as he walked out the car, and, having some idea what
a pot that size full of earth weighed, she couldn't help be
impressed by how easy he made it seem.

“You must work out a lot,” she said
admiringly.

He winked. “You look like you work out
too.”

He put the plants down behind his SUV and
opened the rear hatch.

Samantha blushed. “I do yoga, and dancersize.
And I try to walk and eat healthy food.”

“I just let my superior manly genetics keep
me in shape,” he said.

She frowned uncertainly. “Your what?”

“Well, we men, you know, can stay in shape
just by flexing our abdominal muscles now and then.”

“Oh please!”

“Want to see?” he asked with a grin.

“No!”

She did, though!

“I lift some weights, and run,” he said as he
carefully placed the plants and trees into the car.

“What do you cook?” she asked, handing him
the last of the plants.

“Raw meat,” he said. Then he growled.

She rolled her eyes in amusement.

“Cookies and beer?”

“I don't think so.”

“Potatoes.”

“Potatoes?”

He put his hand on her back and steered her
to the passenger side door, then opened it.

“Potato chips, french fries...”

“Be serious!”

“Oh, I'm rarely serious outside of work,” he
said.

She climbed into the car and he closed the
door behind her, then went around to the drivers side.

“Ever eaten an MRE?” he asked as he started
the car.

“A what?”

“It stands for Meals Ready to Eat. It's an
army acronym for freeze dried food in a bag. You heat it, add
water, and presto, your meal. After living on that for a while,
almost anything would be good.”

He pulled out and she considered what it
would be like to live out somewhere you had to eat freeze dried
food from a bag, then considered that he had actually done it.

“How long would you go without eating real
food?”

“Sometimes days, sometimes weeks. The stuff
is supposed to be nutritious, but you still lose weight.”

“Can't they, like, I don't know, send you
food?”

He grinned in amusement. “Not always.”

She frowned. “Well, I think they should
try!”

He laughed and then turned and to her
surprise, ruffled her hair. She batted his hand away.

“Stop that!”

“You're cute.”

“I am not cute! I mean, you're being
patronizing.”

“I know. Can't help it. Civilians really
don't have much of a clue about what life is like in the
field.”

“I suppose,” she said.

“And you are cute.”

She opened her mouth to object, but found
that she didn't really mind that he thought that she was cute. In
fact, it gave her a warm glow somewhere in her stomach.

“I suppose you think all civilians are cute,”
she said.

“That's not a word I'd use for most of them.
I understand most people don't really know what life is like in
combat conditions. They can't know. And that's good. That's why we
do it.”

“Why you do it?”

“So people like you can be cute and safe and
not have to worry about the dangers out there, let alone experience
them.”

“Well... I'd say thank you, but that seems to
trite.”

“A kiss on the cheek would be nice,” he said
far too casually.

“Jason,” she said reproachfully.

“Oh well, I guess you're really not that
patriotic,” he said mournfully.

“I am too! And you're being unfair!”

“Yeah, I know. But you are cute.”

“Stop that!” she said, though her protest was
half-hearted.

He laughed in amusement.

“So tell me, where do you do your walking? I
wouldn't mind jogging, but there doesn't seem to be anywhere
downtown to do that without breathing exhaust fumes.”

“There's the ravine,” she said. “It's not
wide, but very long, and it was a trail that leads through it where
people walk their dogs.”

“A ravine?”

“It's south of Miller Street. It's very treed
and pretty.”

“You walk alone there?” he said in
disapproval.

“There are lots of people there. And the
neighborhoods around it are very nice.”

“Well, maybe I'll give it a try on Saturday
morning. I don't live that far from there. I could jog over and
then see if the air is better. Maybe you could join me?”

He grinned disarmingly, and she was strongly
tempted but..

“I don't so much jog as just walk,” she
said.

“Jogging is healthier.”

“Oh I'm sure I'd never be able to keep up
with you.”

“Of course not. I'm a man, after all.”

His breathless arrogance was outrageous, even
though he was clearly teasing her.

“There are plenty of women in the military,”
she said challengingly.

“Special people,” he said disarmingly.
“probably have lots of testosterone.”

“Uh huh,” she said. “You're a chauvinist pig,
you know.”

“Uh huh,” he said.
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There was little sign of the punishment on
Anica's slim body. Some of the lines from the whip had not yet
faded, but those of the flag were not to be seen. She wore black
lace bustier which squeezed in tightly around her already narrow
waist, and which covered no more than two inches of the bottom of
her ample breasts, leaving little to the imagination. She wore a
matching thong, and nothing more, other than her usual shackles and
collar.

She knelt on the floor in the kitchen as he
ate the meal she had prepared. She was sitting on her heels close
beside him, watching him eat, waiting for her cue.

Her wrists were not locked behind her, but
she would not use them. When he nodded and held out a piece of meat
he had cut, she leaned in, hands at her sides, and licked it out of
his hand. It was delicious. And she thanked him for it.

He ignored her, continuing eating.

“There's a woman at work,” he said. “She's
very odd. She's lovely, but seems embarrassed about it. She wears
drab, dull, shapeless things, but I can tell she has a great body.
She's very modest, very … smart.

Anica said nothing, but there was alarm at
the words, though also some hope. She knew she was not the woman
for him. And she knew he needed a woman, one smarter than her,
older, more sophisticated. She wanted him to have such a woman, for
only then would he be complete. He had tried to talk to her about
things in the past, complicated things, things of politics and
philosophy and history. She had tried to feign interest, but in
truth, none of those things interested her at all, nor had she ever
studied any of them.

No, he needed a woman he could relate to
intellectually, not merely physically. And Anica loved him so much
she was willing to give him up for him to be happy with such a
woman, with the right woman. But she dreaded the thought, and
believed that if it happened she would probably simply die. Still,
she had been prepared to die four years ago. And she had had four
good years.

But what if he found a woman who would accept
Anica? Would that be possible? Could Anica possibly convince the
woman of her value, get her to allow her to stay with them as a
slave to both?

Anica had had women before, mostly for the
amusement of men, and she had no difficulty with the idea of
sexually pleasing women. Sex and submission were her nature now, as
well as her power, the currency with which she bought affection,
protection, companionship.

Oh, she thought Jason had moved beyond the
need to be bought, but who knew what would happen with someone new?
Still, he did need a woman, a wife.

He held out another piece, and she ate
silently. He was talking to her, but she did not think he really
wanted an answer. It was almost like he was talking to a pet, his
dog, if he had one, only one which could understand him.

But a man could love a dog, and so Anica was
content with such a role, more than content. Men often left their
girlfriends, and even their wives and children. Men did not leave
their dogs. Pet or slave, they were roles she understood and could
handle. They did not cause her any emotional stress, did make her
insides twist with fear and alarm and anxiety.

“You have to watch the quiet ones, Anica,
especially if they're smart. There are things inside them waiting
to get out. You just have to open the door, and maybe show them
what's in there.

He presented his fingers, and Anica licked
them clean, sucking, working her lips up and down. He combed his
fingers through her long hair and she fairly purred, rubbing her
cheek against his leg.

A pet, she thought. Another woman could allow
him a pet, not even be threatened by it, especially a useful pet
who could cook and clean, and perhaps, please her when her husband
was busy.

* * *

Samantha agonized over what to wear.
Normally, she'd wear a sweat suit, together with her minimizer bra.
But today, though it was a little cool, she was determined to wear
shorts and a T-shirt. She also wore an athletic bra instead of her
minimizer bra. The differences were minimal, but the athletic bra
did less to flatten her breasts, and today, at least, she didn't
want to seem small.

It was true this was a sort-of work
relationship, but despite her determination to keep romance far
away from where she worked she was finding Jason both physically
and intellectually attractive, if exasperating.

And Samantha was not above showing herself
off a little – outside of work – in the right context. The T-shirt
wasn't tight, but it certainly didn't hide that she was a woman
with assets. Neither were the shorts tight, but they displayed her
legs nicely. She wondered where exactly Jason lived, for she too
lived near the ravine, and it would be nice to have a friend living
nearby.

Despite her best efforts, the delay in
picking out just the right outfit, and doing her hair properly,
into a tail which would keep it back but not back too much, and
doing her makeup – just a trace, made her a little late. He, of
course, was already there. And his t-shirt, blue, with NAVY written
across the chest, was not at all loose, causing her to swallow a
sigh as she trotted down the old wooden stairs which led to the
trail.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hel-lo,” he said, looking at her
appreciatively.

She felt that little glow again and pretended
not to notice his interest.

“You'll have to be patient with me. I'm not
that used to running,” she said earnestly.

“I once lay in a bush for twenty four hours
straight. I have patience, my dear girl.”

“You did? Why?”

“Waiting to get pictures.”

“Of what?”

“A pretty bird.”

“Uh huhh.”

“We'll start with walking, and do some
stretching.”

They did just that, then graduated into light
jogging. He was clearly taking it easy, not even breathing hard.
Though Samantha considered herself in good physical shape it was
very clear she wasn't anywhere near as fit as him. But she tried
gamely. He slowed down further, but took them onto a slightly
harder trail, one which required they move up and down a hilly
trail.

“This is too much,” she gasped, face red as
she stopped by a low rise.

He chuckled and hopped up, then reached down,
gripped her hand, and simply lifted her bodily up in one swift
pull. She stumbled a little, but he caught her, and she found
herself in his arms. For a long moment she felt a sense of
rightness, of comfort and safety and a lot of other strange
emotional things, before hurriedly backing up.

He winked again, and they moved on another
couple of hundred feet, then he jumped down off a low ridge.
Samantha halted, panting, at the edge. It was only about three feet
up but her legs were feeling a little shaky. Jason simply reached
up, caught her by the waist, and lifted her down. Again, doing it
as easily as if she weighed nothing. And again, she wound up
standing an inch from him, looking up.

“Want to take a break?” he asked, still not
even breathing hard.

“Y-Yes, please,” she gasped.

She could still feel his hands around her
waist, for some reason, as they walked over to a low grassy spot
and sat down.

“I guess I'm not in as good shape as I
thought,” she said, breathing heavily.

“I dunno,” he said, sitting back, propped up
on his hands with a lazy smile on his face, “Your shape looks
pretty good to me.”

Samantha was already red faced, but felt her
skin heat, though she wasn't displeased.

“The body responds to pressure. The more you
pressure it, the more muscle you'll build up.”

“I don't want to get all muscley,” she
said.

“Muscley?”

“You know what I mean!”

He laughed. “I wouldn't want you to get all
muscley either. But you can tone yourself further by stretching
your limits and building up more wind and endurance.”

He reached out and gripped her arm loosely,
squeezing it a little.

“You could stand to do a little upper body
exercise, too,” he said.

“I do pushups,” she said defensively.

“Weights, my girl. Lift weights.”

“I only have a little apartment and I have
two roommates.”

“Small weights. Dumbbells. They come in a lot
of colors now, even pink.”

“I like pink,” she said, narrowing her
eyes.

“Of course you do,” he said with a grin.
“Anyway, there's nothing wrong with your shape, because you do
exercise and eat right. But if you want to tone yourself, you have
to work at it a little.”

He lifted his t-shirt up enough to show his
stomach, and his abdominal muscles. “You need to work each separate
part of your body, including your abs, triceps, gluts, pecs, the
works.”

“I don't want to make a career of it!” she
protested.

He laughed. “It doesn't take that long. It's
a matter of doing the right exercises in the right way instead of
just flailing around wasting time. Most people actually don't make
best use of their exercise time.”

He jumped up. “Let's go. Time to run.”

“I can barely walk!” she protested.

He took her hand and lifted her up again, and
there was that inches from his face thing once more that made her
chest tighten.

“I can carry you,” he said with a grin.

“No thank you!”

He kissed her on the bridge of the nose, then
stepped back and started walking. She followed, then stepped it up
as he jogged. It didn't take long for her to get out of breath
again, though, and he slowed to a walk. There was another drop and
he again turned to help her down.

“I can make it,” she said in annoyance. “Mr.
King Kong!”

“King Kong?”

“Yes!”

“You saying I'm a big ape?”

“Definitely!”

“Hmm,” he said.

Then he wrapped his arm around her just above
the knees and jerked her forward. Samantha squealed and lost her
balance, falling over his shoulder, and he turned and started to
jog down the trail with her carried over his shoulder!

“Jason! Let me down!” she cried.

He laughed and stopped, setting her on her
feet before him. Once again, though, with his arm around her this
time, she was inches away from him, and even as she started to say
something angry he leaned in and kissed her again. Only this time
it wasn't on the nose.

Samantha felt an instant sense of indignation
and outrage at his nerve! And she considered just how to tell him
he was out of line. But while she was feeling that outrage and
considering what to say he was still kissing her, and she still
hadn't made any move to pull away. A part of her, while considering
how to inform him, very coolly, that it wasn't proper to just kiss
her like that, was feeling both a physical and emotional response
to the kiss which was starting to make her heart pound and her
blood race.

On the one hand, she felt like pressing her
body against him so hard that she would squash him against her. On
the other hand she was assessing his kissing skills with a sense of
awed appreciation. She realized her experience was limited, but
nobody who had kissed her before had done it quite like he did!
Even so, another part of her was aghast that she was just letting
him kiss her like this. They hadn't even gone on a date or
anything!

But Jason's kissing was a heady thing indeed.
And it quite took her breath away. Without breath, of course, she
couldn't really protest, even when his lips – his very soft lips, a
somewhat dazed part of her noted – pulled back. Apparently he took
that as permission, and then kissed her again, his arms sliding
around her to pull her in against his body. His hands slid gently
up and down her back, down further, but never down so far that it
would rouse her from the strange sense of frozen uncertainty which
gripped her.

He really was a very good kisser!

It was long, long seconds before Samantha
realized she was now kissing him back, and wondered when that had
happened. Her hands were also on his shoulders, feeling the warm,
soft flesh over those firm muscles. And that sense of tightness in
her chest had moved down to her belly, which was fluttering wildly,
and her groin, which was throbbing in a fashion she could hardly
remember.

His lips moved smoothly against hers, firm
but not hard, his tongue teasing, sliding, caressing in a way which
was intimate but not forceful, not like some men, who stuffed
tongues into her mouth in a way which simply grossed her out. His
lips were soft, moist, warm... was it possible to get lost in a
kiss, a hazy side of her mind wondered.

And then his hands finally began to roam
south, and she gasped as she felt his fingers squeezing her
buttocks. For a moment, heat swept through her, but then she
regained her self control and jerked away. They were in a public
place, after all! And she hardly knew him! And they hadn't even
dated!

“Sorry,” he said contritely.

Well, she thought. That kiss made up for a
lot. An awful lot!

“We uh... we should... get.. should walk
back,” she gulped.

She jerked around away from him, suddenly
fearful, but unable to look down. Her nipples were rock hard! Did
they show through her t-shirt!? She dared not look down, but tried
to keep her body turned away from him as much as possible and think
very unsexy thoughts.

“You know,” he said finally, “Kissing is very
good exercise.”

She blushed. “It is not,” she said.

“Certainly. It gets the heart beating faster,
gets the blood flowing.”

“You're terrible,” she said.

They walked back to the start point, and back
up the stairs.

“Where do you live?” he asked.

“On Baker street,” she pointed.

“I'll walk you home.”

She considered and then nodded. Her roommates
would be home, so there was no danger. Not that she thought he
would do anything against her will, but she was coming to doubt her
strength of will with him.

She lived in a small, three bedroom townhouse
with two other girls, one a nurse, the other a government worker.
The cost of housing downtown was high, and nobody wanted to ride
the bus in to work for an hour every morning. She had been saving
her money, though, and hoped to buy a condo within another year or
so.

“So you have two roommates?”

“Yes,” she said. “Danielle is a nurse at St.
Francis hospital. Michelle is a clerk of some kind with the city
government. Why don't you come in and meet them?”

She knew she shouldn't invite him in, but the
idea of showing him off was irresistible.

She opened the door and he followed her in,
and she immediately realized she'd made a mistake.

The house felt empty.

“Danielle? Michelle?”

There was no answer.

“They're usually here at this time,” she said
helplessly.

“I can meet them another time,” he said,
looking past her.

“There isn't much doubt women live here,” he
said.

She looked behind her and bit her lip a
little. The furnishings were the antithesis of masculine, that was
certainly true. The sofa and chairs were flower prints, and there
were lace tablecloths on the tables. The pictures on the walls were
of kittens, Paris with the Eiffel Tower, and the silhouette of two
lovers before a huge full moon. The bell shaped lamps had lace on
the shades, and were made of a swirling pink and white ceramic.

“You don't like it?” she asked
uncertainly.

“It's uhm, lovely.”

She frowned, thinking he probably didn't use
that word very often, and doubting his sincerity.

“Is there more of it?”

“Well, you see the kitchen, living room and
dining room. There's nothing upstairs but the... uhm,
bedrooms.”

His eyes had a twinkle which made her face
flush.

“So I uhm, guess you have to be going,” she
said.

“Not really.”

She frowned and he laughed and ruffled her
hair.

“Stop that!”

“Sorry. I can't help it. You're so cute.”

“I am not!”

She grabbed his arms, or tried to, though
they were awfully thick, rose on the balls of her feet, and,
somewhat astonishing herself, kissed him – hard.

He seemed slightly surprised too, but his
arms slid around her almost immediately, and she felt herself
getting lost in the kiss again as his hands caressed her back.
Their tongues slid lightly together, teasing and testing, and
stroking, and then his hands slid down onto her buttocks once more
and gave her a squeeze.

This time, though, without fear of immediate
discovery, she didn't jerk away, though the touch made her uneasy.
Her insides swirled, though, and she became more and more
breathless, so that her legs literally felt weak. Then his fingers
tightened against her buttocks, and he lifted her into the air. Her
legs instinctively slid around him as he turned her ninety degrees,
and set her bottom down on the edge of the dining room table.

She was momentarily alarmed, but now that his
hands weren't on her bottom any more she relaxed as their kiss
deepened. He no longer had to bend over as he'd been doing, and she
felt her breasts throbbing against him as their bodies pressed more
firmly together. Her heart was indeed beating more rapidly, and the
blood was flowing more quickly as she felt a sense of strange wild,
almost elated pleasure.

Her hands squeezed his biceps, slid over his
shoulders, then back down against his chest as he leaned further
forward. She'd meant to push him back a little, but her fingers
found they really enjoyed the feel of his chest beneath the thin
cotton, loved the warmth and feel of muscle as her fingers caressed
his chest.

Her mind was spinning, and her body was
flaring with a very unfamiliar heat and hunger. And then she gasped
as she felt his fingers in her hair tighten, and then firmly pull
her head up and back. She almost objected, but then his lips slid
in along her exposed throat, kissing and biting lightly up along
the nape of her neck as she felt her insides turn to mush. She
gulped in air and moaned as his lips nibbled at her earlobe, and
then her eyes went wide as she felt his other hand slide up along
her left side, the thumb sliding right over her breasts – and very
erect nipple.

But it was just a momentary thing! And then
his hand was safely on her back again as his lips returned to hers.
She was uncomfortably aware that with the way she was sitting he
was, in effect, between her spread legs. But she was sitting, she
told herself anxiously, so it wasn't – the same!

And when his hand slid down along her side it
stroked across the side of her breast again, and another hot little
jolt of anxiety mixed with excitement flared within her.

This was insane, she told herself. She needed
to send him away, and do it now!

But she couldn't quite bring herself to do
it!

And then he jerked her head back again, as if
he owned her, she thought indignantly. But his lips and teeth were
on her throat and up under her ear once more, and she gulped in air
as heat threatened to overwhelm her. His hand cupped her breast
openly, squeezing gently, and that was not something she let men do
casually.

“J-J-Jason!” she gasped.

His lips were on hers again, silencing her,
and his fingers were rubbing at her stiff nipple, which was
certainly pushing out hard against the thin cotton! Her nipple
burned and tingled and sparkled like a live electrical wire. Again,
she told herself she needed to pull away, and when his hand came
off her hair she did that the only way she could, which was to let
herself fall back across the table.

He didn't follow her immediately, but looked
down at her from up high, then reached down and peeled his t-shirt
up and off.

“Is it hot in here or is it just me?” he
asked, breathless himself.

Again Samantha started to protest, but her
eyes were caught by his bare chest, his bare abdominal muscles, his
tanned skin, and she found herself too breathless to speak.

He leaned over her, and she held her hands up
instinctively, to push him back.

Her fingers met his bare chest, and the
tactile pleasure of that touch was almost too much for her. She
shuddered as his chest pushed her hands back down, as his lips met
hers in a kiss which was almost delicate this time. Her hands were
moving of their own accord, stroking up and down against his chest,
and she felt a heat between her legs she had never felt before.

Oh she'd had sex before, not just with Brian,
her original boyfriend, but with two other men since then. It had
been nice, well, with Brian it had been nice. It had been okay with
Tom, but rather embarrassing and uncomfortable with Derek. But in
none of them had she felt like this!

He had her hair again! And she gasped as he
tilted her head back, as his lips sought the nape of her neck. Then
she felt his other hand sliding up under her t-shirt! It stroked
her her smooth, flat belly, sliding up higher and higher to just
beneath her bra, and he sighed against her.

“Your skin is incredibly soft,” he
breathed.

He eased back upright again, but then took
her hands, pulling her upright as well. He kissed her lightly.

“You taste beautiful.”

His hands were on her back, then, under her
t-shirt, sliding up and down as they kissed. That, of course,
forced her shirt upwards as his hands moved up, but that did no
harm, she told herself anxiously, not really, not with their bodies
pressed together. There was nothing he could see, after all and –
.

And he undid her bra before she even realized
his fingers were on it! His hands simply ignored it, then, stroking
up and down along the full length of her bare back now as they
continued to kiss, as her lips and his slid passionately together,
and her own hands stroked and caressed his shoulders and then his
chest. She flinched as his right hand slid along the side of her
ribs and then moved up to cup her bare breast, but she didn't
resist.

His fingers stroked and squeezed and caressed
her. His fingers massaged her nipple, and his lips moved down along
the side of her throat as he pulled her hair back again. The way
his fingers kneaded her breast was threatening to make her head
explode!

“Jason,” she moaned.

His other hand slid around before her, and
then he tugged the front of her shirt up over her head, and then,
oddly, back behind her neck. That bared her chest entirely, but
then as he pushed the shirt downwards over her shoulders, she found
it pinning her arms to her sides. Her swirling, churning mind
didn't understand what he was doing, even as he grinningly pulled
her unfastened bra back over her shoulders.

“Wh-what... what are you... you doing?” she
panted, eyes slightly unfocused.

She felt the t-shirt tightening around her
upper chest and arms, pinning them more firmly to her sides. Then
his hands cupped her breasts from beneath, squeezing them gently up
and together. He bent and she gasped, eyes widening as his lips
found the center of her left breast, as his mouth opened to
envelope the center of her breast and she felt his hot breath, then
his warm lips and mouth against her.

“Oh! Oh no! Oh!” she gasped. “J-Jason!”

He was squeezing her breasts more firmly now,
his fingers kneading the soft, pulsing heat as his mouth began to
suck on her nipple. She felt his tongue swirling and stroking
against the quivering little button as she gulped in air and felt a
wild rush of pleasure.

She fell back against the table but his mouth
pursued her, shifting to her other breast, sucking, licking, his
teeth biting softly against the surrounding flesh. Her breasts
throbbed and her nipples ached as Samantha stared in open-mouthed,
breathless amazement, trying to understand how she had let things
get this far, this fast. She needed to stop him immediately, but
the wild heady pleasure was so intoxicating she couldn't bring
herself to do a thing.

It felt – strange, the way her arms were
pinned to her sides. She wasn't alarmed at it. It struck her more
as that silly, boyish, aggressive side of him which both aggravated
and interested her. She felt a growing fear she wouldn't be able to
stop him. She had no doubts he would stop if she demanded it, but
was starting to doubt her ability to make that demand. Her entire
body was flaring wildly with a passion, hunger and heat she
couldn't remember ever feeling, and her sense of morality was
finding it very difficult to assert itself.

And then he bit lightly along the underside
of her breast, his hands, and his lips moving down, down along her
lower chest, down along her belly. His hands slid down to her hips,
and her eyes bulged as she felt him tugging her sweat pants down
her hips and thighs. So quickly she couldn't react he was pulling
her legs up straight in the air, then back, the pants coming right
off, her shoes popping free with them.

“No! Jason!” she gasped in a panic. “No, I-I
can't!”

He eased upright, then pulled her into a
sitting position.

“What are you afraid of?” he asked with a
smile.

“I... I'm not afraid!” she gulped
breathlessly.

“Then?”

He caught her stiff, swollen nipples between
thumbs and forefingers, and pinched them, then tugged up and
forward.

“Ow! Jason! Don't!”

He chuckled and eased his grip, but didn't
let go. Instead, the pads of his fingers caressed her tingling
nipples as he grinned at her.

“Why not?” he asked, leaning in to nibble at
the side of her throat.

“I-It's... it's not … not right!” she
moaned.

“Why not?” he asked, pinching her nipples
again.

“Ow! I-I barely know you!” she blurted.

“This is a way to get to know me,” he said,
his lips sliding down along her throat.

He gripped her hair again, tilted her head
back, making her back arch. Her breasts tautened and she cried out
as his mouth closed around her nipple again.

“I-I c-can't have sex with a man I haven't
even d-dated yet!” she moaned.

He eased her head forward and his lips found
hers in a soft kiss.

“Of course you can. Women do it all the
time,” he whispered.

“Not this woman!” she said firmly.

He sighed. “But you've gotten me all
excited,” he said mournfully, giving her a puppy dog pout.

“I-I... could... I mean... Oral sex,” she
panted. “That... that would be... okay... I think.”

He grinned. “Okay,” he said.
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Jason gripped her legs, jerking them up and
apart, and dropping her back onto her back on the table. At the
same time, he dropped to his knees between her legs, and to
Samantha's astonishment, she felt his mouth on her sex through her
thin, cotton panties.

Brian had been a very moral man. He had
wanted sex, and yet he had feared it, and been guilty after. And so
he had been extremely conventional. That was almost unnoticed by
Samantha as she was so innocent at the time, and more than a little
embarrassed about the whole thing herself. But Brian had never
actually touched her below the waist. Not even with his hands.

Tom had not shown much interest in performing
oral sex on her, as opposed to the reverse, and as for Derek, well,
that whole episode had simply been embarrassing, and she'd been
very careful about her alcohol intake since.

Now she raised her head, gaping at the side
of Jason mouthing her through her panties. Then he tugged the
crotch of her panties aside and she felt a hot rush of
embarrassment as he looked at her nakedness from inches away.

“Jason!”

His tongue licked directly across the top of
her sex and she the intensity and intimacy of the touch took
Samantha's breath away.

“Oh!” she gasped.

His tongue licked at her again, then again,
and the feel of it, so soft, so warm, so slick and delicious. She'd
never felt a physical sensation to match it in her life. She was
speechless with a wild combination of shocked pleasure and
embarrassment.

Samantha had never really come to terms with
her own sexuality, and her previous sexual episodes had been
entirely vanilla, in a bed, under the covers, with her lover not
really looking down there. Now she was laid bare, naked beyond her
belief as Jason stared at her there, touched her there, licked her
there!

He eased up and scooped her panties down her
legs, up, and off, then spread her legs again.

“Oh! No! Jason! No! Oh! Oh!” she gasped, her
certainty, her embarrassment swept back as his mouth engulfed her
sex.

The shocked embarrassment of having her
panties removed was buried beneath the rush of pleasure as his
hands held her thighs wide and his mouth made her hips buck and
squirm in helpless response.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Jason! Jason!” she gasped
urgently.

Fear swept over her, that he would ignore her
demand for no sex. She was entirely defenseless now, naked down
there! Her legs were spread and he knelt between them! Yet he made
no move to do anything other than drive her mad with his tongue and
lips and mouth.

Entirely mad!

Samantha gave up protesting, gave up fear,
gave up thinking. She squirmed, she writhed on the table. The
sensations were flooding into her body and mind now like nothing
she had ever experienced. Her muscles were spasming, her mind
swamped by sensation. Her back arched and her head rolled from side
to side as she gulped in air. Her hips ground against him, and
then... the orgasm hit.

Her eyes bulged and she forgot to breath. She
fought desperately not to scream, the air gurgling out of her as
the climax tore through her. Convulsions wracked her body and her
hips bucked frenziedly into his sucking, licking mouth as the
orgasm went on and on, her entire body flaring wildly, muscles
contracting, as she trembled and shook.

And then it eased and she went limp, gasping,
dazed, moaning, her head laid back, eyes slitted as he eased back,
then stood. She made no move to protest. She was too drained, her
mind blasted. He leaned over her, smiling down at her, and a part
of her waited the inevitable penetration. But it didn't happen. He
massaged her breasts lightly, bent and kissed her.

“Did you like that?”|

It wasn't a realistic question, of course. It
was the arrogance of a man who could put a smirk into a seemingly
innocent question. Samantha opened her eyes and stared at him, then
felt a surge of annoyance and irritation. Her face, already
flushed, took on a steely expression.

“Y-You're making fun of me,” she said in a
sort of pouting, accusatory voice.

“Certainly not.

She abruptly remembered she was laying there
naked, her legs spread, and struggled to sit up, but her arms,
still pinned to her sides, were of little help. Jason solicitously
lifted her up into a sitting position, and kissed her forehead,
then the bridge of her nose. They were affectionate kisses, and a
part of her liked them even more than the hot, passionate ones
she'd felt against her lips. Her resolution wavered, but held –
barely.

She forced herself forward, and he obligingly
backed up. She almost fell when her feet hit the floor, but he held
her until she steadied herself.

“Y-You should... sit down and I... I mean...
I'll uhm, I'll do oral sex for you.”

His eyes widened, and his grin deepened.

“You'll what?”

She blushed and frowned.

“You mean you'll suck my cock?”

“Don't be crude!”

He caught her nipples in his fingers again!
She gasped as he pulled, stretching them, forcing her up onto the
balls of her feet.

“Jason!”

“Are you offering to suck my cock, pretty
girl?”

She gasped and gulped. “Y-Yes!”

“Why don't you say it?”

“No!”

“Maybe I won't let you suck my cock then,” he
said, taunting her.

“Jason! Stop that!” she gasped, dancing
awkwardly on her toes as her nipples burned.

He released her nipples and she dropped back
down.

“I won't make you,” he said in an arrogant
tone. “You probably don't know how anyway.”

“I do too!” she flared.

He smirked. There was no doubt about it that
time. He stepped back a pace, then slowly pulled down his zipper.
Despite herself, Samantha's eyes jerked down to his groin, which
bulged alarmingly. She gulped as he undid the clasp at the top of
his pants. She watched him toe off his shoes, and then, heart
beating faster, she watched as he slowly peeled his jeans down and
off.

“J-Jason!” she gulped, suddenly alarmed that
he would remove his boxers.

And then he did.

Perhaps one of the reasons Samantha had never
really found herself longing for more physical relationships was
that she had never really found the male body to be particularly
attractive. Though she had no sexual interest in women, it was
Samantha's opinion that the female body was far more attractive
naked than the male body. Womens bodies were curved and soft as if
sculpted by an artist. Mens bodies were lumpy and hairy and
blocky.

But Jason's body was like one of those Greek
sculptures. It was smoothly muscled, lean, powerful, and contoured.
It didn't have the lumpy ugliness of a body builder, with all
bulging muscles, but the muscles were clearly visible in chest and
belly and arms and shoulders.

Brian had had only tiny tufts of hair on his
chest. Tom had shaved and waxed his chest. While Derek had been
overweight, and had actually had male breasts!

Jason had hair on his chest, a dusting all
across it, almost like a two day old growth of beard. But then
there was very little below that except a thin line leading down
his belly, down his abdomen down... Samantha's eyes followed it,
and she forgot to breath for a long moment. He had hair down there,
too, but not much. Perhaps it was because he had trimmed it down so
much that his cock stood out so much, looking so much longer and
thicker than the others she had seen, touched, felt.

Then again, perhaps it was because she'd
never seen any of her previous lovers standing up with an erection,
with a thick, hard, dark fleshy tube pointing unerringly at
her.

She swallowed, and then did so again, licking
her lips anxiously.

“Don't be scared,” he said soothingly. “It
won't hurt you.”

She gave him an indignant look. She was no
little girl, darn it!

She jerked her arms against the tight
t-shirt.

“Take this off!' she demanded.

He slid his hand behind her neck, then jerked
her head up and back as he leaned in and kissed her softly. He
pulled back.

“It's not your hands I want to feel around
me,” he said softly.

He pushed down and Samantha felt herself
sinking to her knees. She gasped and then stared up at him. This
too was another position she had never been in. She had performed
oral sex on her previous lovers, mostly on Brian, but always in bed
or on the sofa, or in one case in the car. There was something so
dominating in the way he stood over her like this! She felt a
strangeness within her, an almost submissive core of heat and lust
sweeping through her as she knelt before him, his cock pointing at
her.

She should protest, she thought, a little
fuzzily. He was treating her like some sort of... as though he
controlled her, as though she were some sort of child or inferior
or... slave or something!

But he pulled her forward, gripping his cock
with his other hand, and then rubbed it back and forth across her
lips. Her hands jerked up, but the fabric tightened around her
upper arms and she felt a dark thrill at her own helplessness as
she parted her lips, but he pulled the head of his cock away,
sliding it across her cheek, across her lips again, then letting
her lick at it. She felt his hand tighten in her hair as he pulled
her forward, and his cock pushed into her mouth and across her
tongue as he drew her forward.

“That's it, baby. Suck that cock,” he
breathed.

She rolled her eyes upward indignantly at his
language, but then he pulled her in tighter still. She gasped at
the sting to her scalp, but then focused her attention on his cock
as the shaft slid deeper. She began to suck, her tongue licking
across the underside, but she felt unable to do things as she
understood doing them. She usually put a hand at the base of his
cock and bobbed her head up and down. She could do neither now.

“You're not very good at this, are you,
baby.”

She scowled up at him indignantly. It wasn't
her fault she couldn't use her hands and he was pulling her head
forward!

He pulled her back and tilted her head back
as she gasped and gulped in air. Then he held his cock upright.

“Lick it, baby. Lick up and down the shaft,”
he growled.

Samantha complied, lapping at the underside
of his shaft, her tongue pushing up and down, sliding higher to the
underside of his head.

“Now back down. Down around my balls. Take
them into your mouth,” he said.

That didn't sound like something she wanted
to do, Samantha thought a little distastefully, but then he pulled
down on her hair and she found them against her mouth. She sucked
them in and felt an odd little flutter of excitement as he sighed
in pleasure. She rolled them within her mouth, sucking
rhythmically, her tongue licking at them until he pulled her head
back again.

Again she felt that indignation, but with it
came the heat as he guided her in against the head of his cock
again, having her lick at it, having her suck at it. A part of her
felt a comfort at him teaching her what he liked. Another part of
her felt an almost natural inclination towards being guided by a
strong willed man. And then she realized, distantly, that she
almost instinctively submitted to him sexually, obeying him, not
protesting even at his rough use of her hair.

There was something deliciously sexy about
him being so strong, so arrogant, so confident and macho. Those
were normally things which she dismissed, for she was an
independent minded woman. And certainly, the sex she'd had to date
had been far more of a sharing thing than this total domination.
But some side of her was reveling in this, in kneeling at his feet,
in being somewhat bound and helpless, in being directed, being
almost ordered by him, as though she were his belonging.

She didn't understand it and didn't try. The
heat was roiling through her mind again, and as he pulled her down
the length of his shaft she had more to worry about, for where her
hand had once stopped her from going very deep, now it was he who
was in control, and she felt a sense of panic as the head of his
cock pushed deep into her mouth, almost into her throat. Of course,
she knew that some women actually could take a man's cock down
their throats, but that had never been something she had considered
for herself.

But now, as he pumped slowly in and out,
through her lips, over her tongue, she stared at the long length of
cock still remaining beyond her lips, without her hands atop it,
and felt a quivering sense of urgency to do something about it. She
had a feeling that he had been to a lot of strange places and had
experienced a lot better oral sex than anything she was presently
capable of, and that made her feel lacking.

All the same, she was grateful he didn't show
any signs of forcing the issue, but was content to have her lips
sliding up and down the front of his shaft, and in underneath,
mouthing his testicles.

He pulled himself free once again, and let
his cock move tauntingly across her face. It was slick now, wet
with her own saliva, and she was gasping, panting. This was like
nothing she'd ever done before, and she didn't understand her
reaction to it, why she felt so aroused, yet profoundly unsettled
by his domination, by her reluctant submission, and by the strange
sense of rightness it all caused her.

He didn't push himself immediately back into
her mouth, but instead knelt before her, kissing her, his hands
kneading her breasts, fingers stroking and pinching her
nipples.

“Do you love my cock, Samantha?” he
breathed.

“D-Don't talk like that,” she gasped
weakly.

He chuckled throatily, chewing lightly along
the nape of her neck as he pulled her hair back.

“Why? Is it wrong to love sex?”

“N-No,” she panted reluctantly.

“Do you think liking cock makes you a bad
girl, Samantha?” he purred.

Her hands jerked feebly against the tight
constricting grasp of the t-shirt pinning them to her sides as he
slapped her bottom lightly, then slid a hand between her legs to
finger her there.

“Jaaaasssooon,” she moaned.

He pushed her back – onto her back, and then
he was atop her, between her legs, his hard cock pressing up
between their stomachs as he kissed her. Samantha felt a sense of
panic, but also a dark longing. She wanted him inside her, wanted
him to slide his thick, slick cock deep into her pussy right then
and there. Only she couldn't quite accept that, her mind fluttering
wildly against the inevitability of it.

He ground himself against her, then eased
down, sucking and chewing on her breasts, on her nipples, then
licking and kissing his way down her belly, between her legs. Again
and again her hands jerked convulsively as his tongue stroked
against her clitoris, and she moaned and gasped and writhed beneath
him as his fingers penetrated her, pumping in and out of her warm
wet, sensitive opening.

“D-D-Don't!” she gasped, even as her hips
ground against him.

“Why? Would you be a slut if you had sex with
me?” he asked, rising, finger her, pumping her. “Would you be a bad
little girl then, Samantha?”

He gripped her hips and slipped her onto her
belly, then raised her hips up across his legs as he sat on his
heels. Chuckling to himself, he let his hand stroke across the soft
round curves of her buttocks, then draw back and slap her
sharply.

Samantha yelped, her arms jerking against the
t-shirt, her hips twisting and writhing.

“Nasty little girl,” he teased, slapping her
again.

“Oh! Don't!” she cried weakly.

His hand slid between her trembling thighs,
and she shuddered and moaned as the crook of his hand slid along
her sex, rubbing her there. Then his fingers began to stroke across
her clitoris, and her body writhed to the hot sensations rushing
through it.

His hand drew back and smacked her bottom
sharply, and again she yelped. Another sharp slap, then a third,
made her cry out.

“Jason!”

“Does that hurt?” he purred, his hand
slipping between her thighs once more.

“Yes! Oh! Pleeease!” she moaned.

His fingers pushed into her, pumping in and
out, and she felt her thighs jerking apart, bit by bit as her
breathing became more and more ragged. Her hands were even more
helpless now as she stared at the floor before her face, as she
felt his fingers stroking over her elevated sex. Then his other
hand slid into roughly squeeze one of her breasts before she yelped
to another stinging slap.

“Such a bad girl,” he said, slapping her
bottom again.

“Such a naughty girl.”

She jerked and gasped as his hand slapped her
bottom, then again, then again, before darting between her thighs
again to stroke and touch and penetrate her.

Samantha's mind was in turmoil. Even as she
writhed to the wild dark excitement and pleasure she felt a rush of
embarrassment and discomfort at what she was letting him do, at how
perverted it was, how degrading and demeaning! How had she ever let
things come to this!?

He drew back, pulling his legs from beneath
her belly, then his hands forced her bottom up higher. A sharp slap
drew a yelp as he parted her legs.

“Wider, bad girl,” he growled, following up
the order with another slap.

Her breasts were crushed beneath her against
the floor as she gasped and moaned and her mind swam through a
churning sea of heat and uncertainty.

Crack!

“Draw your knees further forward, bad girl,”
he ordered.

Crack!

Further forward. Keep them spread wide.
You're positioning yourself to be mounted. You want to be mounted,
don't you, nasty girl? You want to be mounted like a bitch in
heat.”

I don't, she cried. But only in her mind. She
could not quite bring herself to speak. She was amazed to find
herself in this degrading position, and yet something about it felt
so incredibly, so sensually right, so erotically charged! Disbelief
gripped her trembling body as she knelt, face against the floor,
bottom raised high, knees spread wide, positioned, as he said, like
a bitch in heat, like a whore ready to be mounted, to be
ridden!

And his fingers were dancing across her
throbbing, burning sex, pushing in and out, stroking across,
robbing her of her will, of her resistance, of her mind!

Samantha had never had sex in any position
but one, and that was on her back. She was no animal to be mounted!
And yet now she was, and a part of her desperately, deeply wanted
to be mounted, wanted him to get behind her and plunge this thick,
hot cock deep into her burning pit of heat, to use her, to ride her
like a whore!

God! She felt like a whore! Yet as horrible
as that thought was it also caused her mind to thrill to the dark
heat within her. She felt a desperate longing to give up all her
inhibitions, to cast aside her often lonely defense of her dignity
and the proper, modest image she had always held of herself. She
wanted to throw herself at his feet and let him use her like an
animal!

“But I'm not going to fuck you unless you
beg. Beg me to fuck you, Samantha,” he taunted. “Beg me to stick my
cock into your pussy so deep it comes out your mouth. Beg like a
hot, hungry little slut!”

And that she would certainly not do. A wave of righteous
indignation rose up to push back the roiling heat.

“I-I won't!” she gasped breathlessly.

He slapped her bottom again.

“Beg, slut.”

“No!”

Rather than being angry, he chuckled again.
“You'll beg... eventually,” he said, his fingers stroking across
her clitoris so that her hips bucked convulsively.

He gripped her hair and she squealed as he
lifted her upper body up and back so that she knelt beside him,
trembling, gasping, flushed with heat.

“God, what an incredible body you have!” he
groaned, leaning in to suck and lightly bite at her nipple.

He stood, still holding to her hair, and his
ankle hooked a chair leg, drawing it over. He sat and pulled her
forward between his spread legs, but then it was her breasts he
seized, softly, but firmly, drawing them in and together and
sliding his cock between them. Samantha gasped, somewhat
dumbfounded as she looked down, seeing his cock sliding up between
her breasts.

He began to stroke in and out of her
cleavage, and this too she knew of, sort of, though she was still
amazed to see it.

“Suck on the head, little girl,” he said.
“Suck on the head and make him happy.”

He was thrusting up to the point the head of
his cock was popping up out of her cleavage, almost to her lips.
She lowered her mouth, and licked at it, fascinated, in a strange
dark way, and more than a little dazed by all this. Yet she let him
thrust up and down between her breasts, and took the head of his
cock into her mouth, sucking and licking it as he pumped.

Her breasts ached, the way he was manhandling
them, but for some reason she didn't mind, and when his thumbs
began stroking across her engorged nipples she moaned and forced
her lips down even more, sucking on the head every time it pushed
up into her mouth.

Liquid filled her mouth, and she swallowed
instinctively, before even understanding. She felt unsettled and
somewhat revolted when she realized what it was, but then a little
proud, for she knew that was a part of her oral sex where she had
previously been lacking. She had never swallowed before. Now she
had, and felt a sense of accomplishment. But she had little time to
ponder it, for he pushed her back, spread her legs wide, and then
his mouth enveloped her sex as though he were going to devour
her.

He even growled!

His lips sucked, his tongue swept across her
clitoris, and his fingers pushed into her. It took very little time
before her body lost control and she was once again writhing and
twisting and gurgling as the orgasm tore through her body and
mind.

 


 


 



Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


She tried, of course, to blame Jason for the
events of that day. She was icily formal to him at work thereafter,
though her face was always red whenever she was required –
absolutely required to be in his presence. She felt as though she
had been horribly used and degraded, and had difficulty accepting
that she had actually consented to anything they had done. Somehow,
he had maneuvered things so that she'd had no choice! And he'd
practically tied her up with the way he'd tightened her t-shirt
around her arms!

But another side her felt almost bemused by
the memories, thoughtful, considerate, and more than a little smug.
Wow. That had been her!? It had been so wild and raw and carnal!
Nothing at all like her! And the wild heat had taken control of her
in a way she had never experienced before, nor imagined she ever
would. Her body had burned as though a fever had taken her!

And she wanted to feel it again –
desperately. Only her pride stood in the way. But that was still a
formidable obstacle.

She also felt the inadequacy of her
experiences, of her skill and talents in bed. She was no child! Yet
he had practically treated her as one! As though she were some
ignorant virgin girl!

Samantha was determined to not be thought of
as inferior or inadequate in any capacity, not even that one, the
one which made her mind squirm away with embarrassment and
hesitation. So, as was in her nature, she decided to learn more
about sex – by reading about it. She read instructional manuals on
the internet, and, even though it was quite distasteful, examined
drawings and even a few pictures and videos.

Then she ordered dildo on the internet, one
which she thought was about the size of the one she had held in her
mouth during that shocking, wicked incident with Jason. Looking at
in a purely academic fashion, she attempted to teach herself how to
better perform oral sex. Oddly, practicing made her feel aroused.
Perhaps because as she licked at it, as she ran her tongue along
the shaft, memories of that day kept appearing within her mind, and
she let herself imagine it was his penis, his – cock.

It was supposedly just a thing of mind over
matter to let the thing slide down her throat without choking. She
was dubious about that, yet it was beyond argument that any number
of people could do it, and most of them were probably quite a bit
less intelligent than she. Therefore, she told herself, as a
strong-willed, intelligent woman, she could master anything they
could.

Not that anything would happen again with
Mister Jason Carter, she thought indignantly, but the next time she
and a man got intimate she would have no reason to feel inadequate!
And her oral skills would be so superior that he would be more than
satisfied to wait until a proper time before they began actual
sexual relations.

Oh, he'd be sorry, if he knew, which of
course, he wouldn't, what he was missing out on! If he'd simply had
patience and been more polite and respectful and better controlled
his perversity he and she might have had some sort of relationship.
But no, he couldn't wait! And he couldn't treat her like the equal
she was! So too bad for him!

* * *

Jason had seen little of Samantha in the
weeks since their little jogging session. He was disappointed, but
wasn't altogether surprised. Silly, bloody woman!

And when he did see her she seemed to have
her nose fairly firmly stuck in the air, looking down his nose in a
way which made him want to smack her round little bottom. That
bottom was considerably more visible these days, too. For whenever
Samantha did come near his office, let alone when she had to
actually be in his presence, she seemed dressed in clothes which
were considerably more form-fitting than he'd seen her in
before.

Oh it would have been quite a stretch to
suggest what she was wearing wasn't entirely proper for work. On
anyone else her clothes would have been considered entirely normal.
But compared to the loose, dark clothing she'd once worn, they were
positively revealing. Her tops and blouses were now tighter across
her ample chest. They were also cinched in more tightly around her
narrow waist, and did far less to hide the lovely contours of that
deliciously soft bottom he had felt against his fingers.

Oh yes, they were entirely proper, but on a
body like Samantha had, they were indeed a revelation. He wasn't
sure if she was taunting him with what he couldn't have or teasing
him in an effort to get him to pursue her further. Yet her cool
voice – when she designed to even reply to his efforts at
conversation, was distant and not at all encouraging. He wanted to
put her across his knee for being so obnoxious, but doubted the
harassment guidelines at Brooklyn Brothers would accept that sort
of thing.

Yet she was terribly cute in the way she was
acting. It really was so – Samantha – for her to be embarrassed
about what they'd done, and blame him. But he also knew that in her
heart of hearts she must realize he'd forced her into nothing.
She'd made her own decisions. That meant most of her anger was
really self-directed. So why was she being so snotty to him?

And if she didn't want anything to do with
him why was she dressing so much less formally, in clothes which,
in comparison to what she used to wear, were practically revealing?
Was it just a big tease? That didn't seem like her at all. She was
not the kind of person to rub people's faces in things, to taunt
them to no purpose. And she couldn't really be that mad at him, so
what was she really up to?

She was a very sophisticated young woman in
many ways, and highly intelligent. But a part of her seemed to him
to not have quite grown up. And that part of her was in how she
related to and understood men. She was rather immature in that
regard, in understanding men, and in dealing with them.

And her actions, if he took them on that
level, reminded him of Abbey Sunworth, the quite literal girl next
door when he'd been thirteen. A lively girl, that Abbey, with an
abounding interest in boys, but no intention of admitting it. No,
she'd teased and taunted them, and him, acted the brat, all but
provoking a physical response. He remembered working on his bike,
remembered her picking up a piece, deciding she could use it for
some purpose or other, and refusing to give it back. She'd made him
wrestle her for it, and if his hands had perhaps gotten somewhat
out of bounds, well, that wasn't her responsibility.

But Samantha wasn't a young girl, and more
importantly, he wasn't a thirteen year old boy. One didn't jump
grown women and wrestle for possession of whatever it was they'd
snatched away, no matter how obnoxious and irritating they
were.

So what did she expect of him? Did she even
know? And did he even care? Seducing virgins was something he'd
long grown tired of. He liked his bed partners to be more
experienced and capable. And she was neither.

On the other hand, she was so damned cute,
personality wise. He wanted to spend more time around her, time
where she wasn't lifting her nose in the air and being snotty. On
the other hand, he certainly did not want her to go complaining to
HR if he did something improper at work.

He tried being nice to her, but that only got
that raised nose and a sniff of disdain. So maybe what she needed
was something less – nice.

Jason Carter still thought of himself as a
soldier, and still acted like one. When one had an objective in
mind, one planned on how to reach it. That, of course, included
proper intelligence and scouting out the area of conflict. He
wanted to get into Samantha's face, but not in a way she would find
threatening. He wanted to annoy her, even infuriate her, but not in
a way which would cause her to complain to anyone. And he wanted to
force her to confront her own feelings about the sexual tension
between them. That would embarrass her, so he had to make sure it
wasn't done in front of others. For she wouldn't forgive him that.
She was very wrapped up in her dignity and pride and
self-image.

Which was the heart of the problem,
really.

Fortunately, she was a creature of habit.
That gave him any number of options.

* * *

Samantha braked, and the bicycle slowed to a
stop next to the bike rack. She slipped off it and pushed it into
the rack, then got her lock and made sure the wheel was properly
secured to the rack.

When she straightened and turned, she saw him
approaching, and felt her heart skip a beat. He was jogging towards
her along the path, wearing sweat pants and a sweat shirt which was
raggedly chopped off six inches above the belt line. She snapped
her lips closed and turned away, thinking he would jog right on
past, but instead she heard his voice.

“Ah, why hello there, Miss Taylor. And a good
morning to you,” he said in a cheerful voice.

She fixed an arrogant frown on her face and
turned to look at him disdainfully.

“Mister Carter,” she said coolly. “I thought
your hours of work began quite some time ago.”

“Early bird gets the worm,” he said, still
cheerfully, and jogging in place, “I've been in since six. Taking a
health break.”

She sniffed and started to turn away, but
then he plucked one of the flowers off the nearby bush and bowed
low, presenting it to her in an exaggerated fashion.

“I uhm, no thank you,” she said, a bit
startled

“It was just a gesture,” he said with a
mournful sigh.

But that too was exaggerated, and she
wondered suspiciously if he were mocking her.

“You have no need to make gestures of any
kind to me, and I'll thank you not to,” she said coolly.

“No? Not even this?”

He made a gesture towards her, grinning. His
hands came out, his thumbs pressed against his index fingers, and
he pretended to tug them upwards repeatedly as she frowned at him
in confusion.

“That's how you make a proper girl dance on
her toes,” he said cheerfully.

He did it again, then saluted and jogged on
as she stared at him in open mouthed outrage.

Her face colored, and she looked quickly
around her before glaring daggers at his back. She knew perfectly
well what he was taunting her about, remembering how he had pinched
her nipples and made her rise awkwardly onto her toes more than
once. How dare he!

She was fuming as she made her way into the
office, but there wasn't a thing she could do about it. The thought
of complaining about what he'd done was absurd. She'd have to
explain what the gesture meant, and she'd rather die than do
that!

Pulling her up by her nipples! What a pig he
was! What a crude, arrogant man! Oh how she would like to show
him!

Of course, the first thing which came to mind
was demonstrating her new-found sexual competence. She would make
his eyes bulge, she would, and show him that she was no little girl
to be teased and toyed with. She'd thought of that for days, weeks,
how impressed he would be if she could perform oral sex on him now,
how his eyes would roll back in his head and his knees would get
week.

She'd thought about it, all right, even had
dreams about it. The irritating man haunted her and she couldn't
seem to get away from him, even in her dreams!

Several times after that she saw him make the
same gesture, once when they were in a large meeting in the board
room! Her face flushed each time and she glared daggers at him, but
she didn't dare protest aloud. She decided to ignore him
thereafter. Then, like any child, he would get tired of it if she
didn't show a reaction.

Two days later she was again parking her bike
when he came jogging past. She resolved to ignore him, but instead
sniffed disdainfully. “I'm not impressed by the sight of your
stomach, Mister Carter, so if that's your intent you can just
stop.”

“You're not?” he said. “I thought you were. I
remember your eyes when you were running your hands across my
stomach and they seemed fascinated.”

Her face flushed and she scowled.

“But I shouldn't tease you,” he said. “I was
equally fascinated by how wonderfully soft your skin was when I was
running my fingers across it.”

“You can keep your mind as well as your
fingers off my body if you please,” she said primly, blushing still
further.

“If that's what you want. But you're free to
run your hands across mine if you like.”

“I don't like,” she said firmly.

He tsked and shook his head. “Didn't you say
how much you prized honesty, and never lied?”

Then he jogged on.

It hadn't been a lie, precisely, she thought
to herself in annoyance. But then, thinking about the feel of his
skin against her hands, she doubted the truth of that. Perhaps it
was a lie, but not a bad one. She went inside and up to the top
floor.

“Good morning, Eleanor,” she said as she
slipped her purse into her desk drawer.

“Good morning, Samantha,” the older woman
replied. “That's a lovely outfit. Is it new?”

“Thank you,” Samantha said. “No, I just
haven't worn it to work before.”

Eleanor brought over some files and placed
them on her desk. “You've been wearing a lot of new things lately.
They look much nicer. It's nice to see you adding color to your
wardrobe.”

“Oh, well,” Samantha said uncertainly. “I try
to be careful about what I wear at the office to be
businesslike.”

Eleanor nodded. “That's entirely proper,” she
said firmly. “On the other hand, one can be attired properly and
still present oneself in a stylish and colorful manner, not to
mention one which flatters your figure. You're getting much better
at that lately.”

Samantha blushed a little. “I try not to do
that, really,” she said.

“Whyever not? You have a wonderful figure,
dear.”

“Well, thanks,” Samantha said a bit
bashfully, “But I don't think work is a good place to, well, to be
drawing the wrong kind of looks. You know.”

“Oh yes, I do. But on the other hand, I don't
think that a woman needs to hide herself either. There's nothing
wrong with people seeing you as you are. And if people can't behave
themselves that's on them. We aren't the middle east here, where
women need to hide behind bedsheets, for goodness sakes, lest men
get dirty thoughts.”

She snorted disdainfully.

“Well, I agree, of course,” Samantha said,
“But at the same time men treat you differently if they see you as,
well, a sex object.”

Eleanor laughed softly. “Samantha dear. The
only time men don't see women as a sex object is when they're old
and past their prime. I should know. Believe me, I was something
when I was younger, and I didn't at all mind men treating me extra
nicely because they thought I was attractive. It's one of the perks
we get for putting up with them, you know. Besides, most of the
people we meet these days are at work, that includes most of the
men too, and after all, you're in the market for a husband,
dear.'”

“I'm not in the market, Eleanor. I mean, you
make it sound like I'm shopping or something.”

“No, but the men are, and there are a lot of
good ones around here,” Eleanor said shrewdly, “So it's best to
present yourself nicely. Professionally, but still feminine. Don't
hide your looks, dear. They'll fade over time, as is always the
case. Enjoy them while you have them.”

She returned to her desk and Samantha
considered her dolefully. The idea that she ought to enjoy having
men stare at her was something of a foreign concept, but she did
understand it, after a fashion. She did like looking pretty. Did
like having people thinking she was attractive. It was just that..
she had cringed from comments about her breasts since she was a
late-blooming teenager. It made her terribly uncomfortable! So she
always dressed to minimize the possibility of such notice, such
comments.

She had already been strongly considering
going back to her previous style of dress. No one had made any
comments, of course, but there had been a lot more looks from men
than made her comfortable, and the men she dealt with had had a
harder time keeping their eyes above her neck. How did women manage
to cope with walking around wearing cleavage, anyway!? She wasn't
showing a thing and still they stared!

With that came the memory of Jason's hands on
her breasts, his mouth on her nipples, and she felt a hot little
line of pleasure slide down her belly. The feel of his warm,
strong, slightly rough hands on her soft, sensitive breasts had
been incredible! Just thinking about it was making her nipples
tingle within the cups of her bra.

The man might be a crude, swaggering pig, but
she could not deny that her odd, lewd time with him had been the
most intense sexual experience of her life.

She had to admit that he'd actually acted
fairly properly most of the time, though lately he was being
irritating. Still, she had been less than polite to him since that
… event... so she understood his attitude. Was it possible they
could reach some sort of understanding, at least insofar as work
went? They weren't children, after all.

And there was still that thought of how she
could surprise him, make his eyes bulge, if she showed him her
new-found oral skills, the ones she continued to practice with that
sex toy. She had even watched some videos now. They fascinated her,
both because of the degree of passion the women showed, and
because, well, how could those women have let themselves be taped
doing such things!? How could a girl do videos like that, have them
out on the internet, and then show her face in public again!? She
would be so humiliated her face would burn up!

The next morning, she was not surprised Jason
jogged by as she parked her bike. She was less uncomfortable around
him now, and even found his obvious efforts at intercepting her
somewhat amusing – and a little flattering, in an odd, stalker sort
of way.

She forestalled whatever line he was going to
use this time, and poked her index finger into his bare belly. “Get
over yourself, Jason Carter,” she said.

Then she turned and walked away, quite proud
of herself.

Though she couldn't help thinking that her
finger hadn't pushed at all far into that muscular stomach of
his.

Children.

She sighed and stopped, then turned around
and stalked back.

“Are you capable of acting in a mature, adult
fashion?” she demanded.

“I was a captain in the SEALS,” he said
indignantly.

“Fine. So you can take me to dinner tonight.
Somewhere nice. Dress up.”

She poked his bare stomach again.
“Completely. Got it?”

She turned and walked away again, even more
proud of herself, but with considerable anxiety making her stomach
flutter.

 


 


 



Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Anica had not gotten off her hands and knees
the last two days except to make his dinner. Carter didn't question
why. She was an odd girl, sweet, beautiful, affectionate, but had a
lot of odd things going on her pretty little mind. She hadn't
really spoken either, other than to moan and whine and act, he
realized, as though she were a dog, or perhaps a cat. But that was
all right, as well. She wasn't much of a conversationalist anyway.
It wasn't that she was dumb, but she simply didn't share any of his
interests.

He had told her more than once that he would
help her if she wanted to set herself up in her own apartment, that
he'd help her finish her education, get a job, whatever she wanted.
She was twelve years younger than him, and so there was a degree of
something close to paternal feeling involved. But he also felt
responsible for her. He wasn't sure if he loved her, but he cared
for her, deeply. He would do all in his power to ensure nothing
unpleasant happened to her.

Again.

An odd girl, indeed, as she knelt there,
tongue hanging over her lower lip, raised up right on her knees,
begging like a dog, cocking her head to one side and whimpering.
God, there was something dark and exotic about the sight! She'd had
her tongue pierced a few years back, and had ordered certain types
of tongue rings, the ones most likely to increase the sensations
when she performed oral sex. She'd also somehow contrived to
stretch her tongue out in a way which made his cock pulse just to
see it.

And he was sure she knew that, which was why
she did it. The girl was sex incarnate!

Dark, kinky sex, wild, nasty, hedonistic,
perverted even.

“You want to go for a walk?” he asked with a
small smile.

She dropped to all fours, rubbing her face
against his legs again.

Weird little chick.

But God she was hot. She'd attached small,
thin balls to her nipple rings, and to her clit. They dangled and
swung as she moved, and she wondered how that felt to her. He could
sense she was aroused, but then, she was almost always aroused. The
girl was a nympho, or the next best thing to one. So why did he
want more?

Because she was great for sex, but not a lot
else. He longed for a companion he could talk with, share things
with, go out with. Anica had little interest in going out. He'd
taken her to an amusement park once, and she'd loved the rides, but
been terrified of all the people. She was still an illegal. The
army had deported her, but he'd had a friend waiting for her in
Russia who'd immediately shipped her to Italy, where he'd been
waiting.

But there was little to fear here. The police
did not check your papers like they did in the countries she'd
lived in, and he'd told her that, but still she'd been afraid of
being noticed.

And yet, of course, she had been noticed. She
seemed distressed at the very idea of wearing clothing. She'd worn
little since he'd known her, and had finally been persuaded to wear
a tiny kilt and a skin-tight top with nothing but a see-through
lace bra beneath. Oh yeah, she'd drawn eyes, all right. But no one
had been considering her immigration status.

So in a way, she was much like a pet. She was
silent much of the time, even when not acting like an animal,
content to simply watch television, or listen to the radio, as long
as he was nearby. He loved having her around, too, loved touching
her, caressing her, feeling her soft skin and hair, drinking in her
beauty. She was a delicious little nymphet.

And what would another woman think of her, he
wondered, as he clipped the leash to her collar and led her towards
the kitchen door. That was something he'd considered, off and on,
for years. She was a plaything, a pet, a servant, a sexual toy, but
he was over thirty now and looking for more.

That did not mean, though, that he wanted to
give up what he already had.

She crawled out into the back yard. The fence
was high enough that no one could see her as he walked her around
the yard. She made a thing of sniffing at flowers, as if she were a
real dog, then rolled in the grass, arching prettily, beautifully,
writhing in a way which made his groin throb.

Little slut!

He removed the leash from her collar and she
bounded out into the yard. She'd gotten very good at crawling now,
and she shook his head in amusement. Weird little chick!

He tossed a ball for her and she hurried
after it, caught it in her mouth, and brought it back to him.

Anica licked as his fingers, looking up at
him brightly, breathlessly, and he tossed the ball again. She
twisted and crawled hurriedly after it. The movements set the
weighted balls swinging and tugging at her sensitive nipples and
clit. They ached, but in a hot, delicious way which was sending the
hot moist heat swirling higher and higher within her.

Again she dropped the ball into his hand,
bending her head, licking at the top of his shoes, moaning, rubbing
her cheek against his ankle.

He tossed the ball again and she spun and ran
after it – ran – on all fours.

Her nipples burned as she returned, and
breathlessly placed the ball into the palm of his hand.

He gripped her hair, jerked her head up and
back suddenly. Anica gasped, back arching, then shudder as he
thrust his foot between her legs where she knelt. She felt the toe
rise up and grind across her sex, across her clit, and her hips
bucked helplessly, heat billowing up within her belly as she gasped
and whimpered and her eyes began to lose focus.

But then he pulled his foot back, and she
felt her hair jerk forward as he flung her down onto all fours and
tossed the ball again.

Trembling, moaning, she crawled after it, her
pussy feeling like a volcano, molten with heat, ready to erupt. The
little weighted balls danced and tugged and she moaned as he caught
the ball between her teeth and carried it back to him.

Again he jerked back on her hair, and she
rolled her glassy eyes up at him.

“Do you want to come, little dog? Little
pussy?”

She whimpered in response, trying to jerk her
head, and failing.

“Hmm.”

He flung her down again. “Use the tree
there,” he said.

She raised her head, panting, staring where
he indicated.

The tree was fairly young. It was a honey
locust, about fifteen feet high. The trunk was as wide around as a
baseball bat, the bark fairly smooth for a tree.

For a tree...

She crawled over to it, and reached up,
grasping the trunk, pulling herself up against it, feeling the long
length of it along her chest and belly, then against her sex.

“No, little dog. From behind,” he
ordered.

She blinked at him, then dropped back to her
hands and knees, turning her bottom to it. She dropped to her
elbows, raising her bottom higher, pressing her sex back against
the tree. She angled her sex still higher, trying to get her clit
to press against it. She had to drop to her chest entirely, her
breasts aching as they pillowed out against the grass.

She knew he was looking on, could feel his
arousal. It stroked hers higher. She was doing something which,
even to her, seemed outrageous, degrading, but so overheated by it
that she could hardly breath as she finally ground her clit against
the tree trunk and cried out in pleasure. She pushed back, bent
more, grinding herself against it, gasping and moaning as it rubbed
her aching, burning sex opening, as the heat burned its way up
through her body and into her mind.

She came, twisting and writhing, doing her
best to repress her cries of pleasure lest the neighbors hear,
nearly maddened by the wild thrill of pleasure as the sex heat
screamed inside her and she lost herself to it.

* * *

As casual as she had played it that morning,
Samantha was anything but while thinking about her date that night.
First and foremost was what to wear. The only things she wore which
were attractive were semi casual outfits to wear to work. Her
dresses all tended to be modest, loose, and shapeless. They were
all long, and none were what she considered terribly attractive.
Not to a man, anyway.

Samantha was simply not the kind of woman
comfortable with showing herself off in public. At some time, when
young, she had come to the conclusion that a sexy woman was
something men used and looked down on, not something anyone
respected or valued She did like being seen as attractive, but in a
non-sexual sort of way even she could not really define.

Then she remembered that dress her mother had
bought her a few years ago. It was still hanging in her closet,
never worn. It was a sort of metallic gray, very stylish, but also
quite short – at least for her. It was well above the knee, if not
quite into mini territory. It was also entirely too tight across
the chest for comfort.

But she supposed, if she wore long dark
stockings, and in a dimly lit restaurant, it wouldn't draw many
eyes. In fact, the dress, being gray, should help her fade into the
background. Of course, Jason would notice, she thought smugly.

* * *

Jason did notice. Unfortunately, the
restaurant, though very nice, was not as dark as she had envisaged.
Others noticed, and she caught male eyes turning her way with
appreciative, if brief glances. That delighted some part of her,
but embarrassed her nonetheless, and to compensate, she tried to
keep the conversation on an almost formal basis – to maintain her
dignity.

It was a steak house, an expensive one,
though old fashioned. The tablecloths were pure white, and small
crystal chandeliers lit the room overhead. There was a candle on
their table, and soft piano music played in the background.

And so, searching for a subject which had
absolutely nothing related to sex or romance, she selected –
politics. She was not surprised he was a Republican, and took great
delight in needling him on a number of issues. She found herself
somewhat irritated in turn, however, when he returned the
favor.

“You people keep thinking you're the great
budget managers,” she sniffed, “But they you run up enormous
deficits year after year!”

“All by ourselves, eh?” he asked dryly.

“Well, if your sole idea on every economic
issue wasn't to cut taxes – again – we'd be fine”

“I could also say that if the Democrats
didn't have such a fetish for spending money on everything under
the sun we'd be fine as well.”

“You mean programs which help people?”

“Every program takes money away from some
people and gives it to others. Usually, it takes it away from
productive people and gives it to unproductive people.”

“You mean it takes it from those who are rich
and gives it to those who are poor? You'd prefer to have the poor
starving in the streets, dying for lack of health care?”

“I'd prefer for them to be working.”

“Well who wouldn't!?”

“You don't get them working by warehousing
them in public housing estates on welfare for life.”

“No, but you don't get them working without
providing skills training and education either.”

“You think most of those people can be
trained to be computer engineers? The sad truth of life, Samantha,
is that a lot of people are more suited to very low skill jobs
which, of course, don't pay a lot of money. Making it easy for all
those people to not work by giving them money doesn't help the
country.”

“And all those tax breaks that let multi
millionaires and billionaires pay so little in tax doesn't help
either.”

The conversation went back and forth as they
ate. They agreed on very little, but Samantha found the time flying
past. There was nothing she liked more than good conversation! And
political debate was her specialty.

He was less of a knee-jerk reactionary than
she'd thought, she admitted reluctantly, and it wasn't always that
easy to dismiss his points. What really surprised her was that she
was enjoying the company.

“You must surely get weary of the Republicans
and all their family values claims,” she said, “especially given
the lack of such values among a number of them.”

“I have to admit that sort of thing isn't my
cup of tea,” he said. “I don't care who does what to whom or who
marries who or whether they have abortions or kangaroos. I don't
believe any of that is the government's business. I'd have thought
you'd approve it, though. You're kind of a, no offense, prude.”

“I am not a prude!” she exclaimed
indignantly.

He raised an eyebrow in disbelief and she
flushed in annoyance.

“Just because I demand a certain degree of
respect – .”

“You're self conscious about anything related
to sex,” he said.

“I am not!” she said indignantly, flushing
more

“And what gives you the idea that sex causes
disrespect.”

“Oh please! Everyone knows what society
thinks of women who are easy.”

“I don't think society even uses the term
'easy' any more,” he said with a smile.

“You know what I mean!”

“If by society you mean the mainstream media,
the one thing I've found is that Americans are adolescents about
sex. They're fascinated by it but repelled by it at the same time.
They love nothing so much as a juicy sex scandal so they can
lovingly go over every aspect of it again and again for a delighted
viewing audience. Isn't that hypocritical?”

“Of course it is! But I don't watch those
sorts of things.”

“Because you're disgusted by them.”

“Yes!”

“Disgusted by sex.”

“I'm not disgusted by sex,” she insisted.

“You're embarrassed by your own
attractiveness.”

“I am not. I simply insist on being treated
with respect.”

“You think I disrespected you the other
day.”

She blushed. “If by that you mean... that
time we uhm... Yes.”

“I had enormous respect for you.”

She snorted.

“I was enjoying myself. You were enjoying
yourself. And afterward, I felt closer to you, more interested,
more... attracted, if you will, not less. I didn't think, boy, what
a slut you are, I thought, wow, what an amazing woman.”

She flushed still more, looking down at her
plate in embarrassment, but felt a tingle of pleasure at his
words.

“Oh I'm sure,” she said.

“Can we both agree that I'm an attractive
guy?”

She laughed lightly. “If it pleases you.”

“Do you think I would have trouble getting
women?”

“I'm sure you don't.”

“Then why do you think I'm putting such
effort into getting to know you more? I mean, if all I want is
cheap, nasty sex, I can get that off any number of as you call
them, easy women, right?”

She shrugged.

“So what am I looking for in you?”

“I don't know. What are you?” she asked
quietly.

“I”m not sure, but I like talking to you. I
like arguing with you about things, politics, life, whatever.
You're cute, smart, spunky – .”

“Spunky!?” she said with a laugh.

“Independent then, and knowledgeable. You're
infinitely more interesting than some bimbo, which I think you
assume I date all the time.”

“Don't you?”

“Rarely.”

“I just think... I'm just not casual with
casual sex, that's all,” she said, blushing.

“I think you've associated sex and its
absence with respect in your mind, and you're afraid that having
sex won't be dignified.”

“Check, sir, madam?”

“Yes, please,” Jason said.

“You know, he said, as they left,
“intellectual pursuits are good, but they're not the only thing in
life.”

They talked more as he drove her home, but
then the car veered off down a dark road, and Samantha looked
around in confusion.

“Where are you going?”

“The beach.”

“The beach?”

“It's a full moon. When was the last time you
saw a full moon over water?”

“I-I've seen it uhm, plenty of times.”

“Uh huh.”

Samantha wanted to object, but at the same
time didn't. She wasn't quite sure where she stood at that point,
and bit her lip to silence her incipient protest, waiting to see
how things played out. At least he was acting in a mature,
respectful fashion tonight!

It wasn't much of a beach, but it was a beach
she admitted. She hadn't ever been there before.

“The water is polluted,” she said
doubtfully.

“We don't need to drink it,” he said.

It was quiet, and she looked up at the moon,
then down and around her uncertainly.

“Imagine that there are no people there
judging you,” he said, turning to her. “Imagine we're completely
alone on the planet, and there's no one to judge what you do from a
moral standpoint. You get to do whatever you feel like doing.”

“What if what I feel like doing is going home
and watching TV?” she asked dryly.

He snorted and kissed her. It wasn't a harsh
kiss, but it startled her anyway, and she felt a sudden sense of
anxiety and alarm, even though he moved back to give her space.

“Imagine we're on a deserted island
somewhere,” he said. “There are no people anywhere within hundreds
of miles. In fact, there are no people anywhere on the earth. We're
it.”

“Are you asking if I'd sleep with you if you
were the last man on earth?”

“I'm asking if you would want to, barring
your pride and precious dignity?”

She flushed indignantly, but of course, knew
very well what the answer was.

“That's not the point,” she protested.

He moved forward again, his hands sliding
around her waist, and she jerked her head aside.

“So what is the point?” he asked softly.

“I don't want to be... to be... used like
some sort of ...”

“Lover?”

“I – .”

He kissed her, and this time his hand slid up
behind her back, behind her head, his fingers sliding through her
hair as he pulled her in tighter. She squirmed a little, for a few
seconds, but then felt herself melting into his kiss, felt her
concerns fading. Her hands slid over his shoulders and she felt her
heart starting to beat more quickly, her pulse racing. A sudden
deliciously shocking though hit her – that she would have the
opportunity to show him her new-found expertise in oral sex.

Not only that but doing so would forestall
the inevitable progression into actual sex!

She gasped as his hand came up to cup her
breast through her dress, as she felt how hard her nipple already
was, and felt the throbbing in her chest. But this was a romantic
setting, like something out of a perfect dream, and her hand moved
against his chest, as well, as she felt her breathing becoming more
ragged.

His hands slid beneath her skirt, pulling it
up, squeezing and kneading her buttocks, and she didn't fight him,
though her eyes flicked nervously around, fearing someone watching.
The sexual heat grew within her like a fever, like a drug,
infecting her mind, sweeping aside her inhibitions and concerns.
When he unzipped her dress and pulled it down she resisted, but too
late to grab the dress, and then a hot wall of heat swept over her
as the dress pulled at her ankles.

She looked around anxiously, but they were in
a secluded little cove, and then his lips were on hers again, and
her hands were on his chest, pushing his shirt up and off.

She had to feel that soft skin again, with
the underlying layer of hard muscle! Her fingers slid across his
abdominal muscles as he kneaded her breasts. Then her bra was gone,
and she was fairly trembling with sexual heat. She'd never felt
anything quite like it. Her entire body was flaring, and she felt
as though all her senses were ten times more alert. She was also
anxious, however, as her eyes kept flicking around worriedly.

But then when his hand slid into her panties
she drew back, dropping to her knees. She looked up at him, then
rubbed her face against his groin before substituting her hand. She
undid his belt and opened his pants. She would show him!

She pulled down his shorts and felt a
shock-wave as his cock sprang up. God, this was madness! She'd
never had sex outside! She'd never even considered it, not
seriously! Yet now her heart pounded as she took his thick cock
into her hand and began to lick at the head. She tried to remember
the things she'd seen, the videos she'd watched. She licked
erotically up and down along the underside of the shaft, then
mouthed his balls, sucking and letting her tongue swirl against
them.

She pursed her lips and let his cock slowly
push into her mouth, sucking and licking at it, bobbing up and down
as he looked down at her from on high. She pushed deeper, taking
the throbbing head into the back of her mouth. It was, she
realized, thicker than the one she'd practiced on, the plastic one.
It felt different, too. And with that, self-doubt gripped her. When
she tried to push deeper she gagged and jerked back.

She felt a furious sense of anger at herself,
and tried again, and then again, gagging each time, jerking back,
getting more annoyed and frustrated with each failure. She'd done
this before, after all! Tears were in her eyes, not for failure but
simply from gagging repeatedly, and he dropped down to his knees,
finally, kissing her forehead.

“I don't think you're up to deep throating
yet,” he said not unkindly.

“I've done it before!” she protested in
frustration.

“Really?”

“Well, only with, uhm – .” She blushed. “Only
when practicing.”

“Practicing?”

“On a uhm, on something the same size,” she
said in a small, uncomfortable voice.

He chuckled in amusement and she turned to
glare at him.

“Maybe you shouldn't treat sex as something
be practiced, and instead something to be experienced,” he
said.

“But I want to do this!” she insisted.

“All right. Suppose I help.”

“How can you – ?”

“Get down on all fours.”

She flushed, but he pushed down on her
shoulder and she found herself on her hands and knees before him.
She gasped as he tugged her hair up and back, lifting her head.

“Your mouth is now at a direct angle with
your throat,” he said. “So you don't have to bend it sliding
through.”

That made sense, sort of, she thought.

He slid into her and she sucked, yet again,
when he pushed too deep she gagged and jerked back, coughing and
gagging.

“It's a mental thing,” he said, stroking his
fingers in her hair.

“I can do it!”

“It's not that important!”

“I want to do it!”

“All right. Take off your panties.”

She glared at him. “And how is that going to
help?” she demanded.

“You need to be in the right mood.”

“I am in the right mood!”

“Which of us is the expert in this?”

She glowered at him.

“Well, logically, which?”

“You just want to see me naked!”

“Sure I do, but when you're naked you're
going to feel different. Trust me.”

She bit her lip, then looked around again
before peeling her panties down and off. She did feel different.
She felt more awkward, more uncomfortable, more embarrassed, and
more vulnerable and yet as that initial awkwardness faded she felt
the heat inside her rising rapidly.

This was so wicked! Being naked outside!? It
was insane! She grabbed for her panties again, but his big hand
slipped behind her head and pulled her mouth up against his, and
then as her soft breasts pillowed against his chest she felt her
heart pound and a wild thrill of sexual heat swept over her.

She moaned into his mouth as his hands moved
over her body, then gasped as he pulled back on her hair.

“J-Jason!” she gasped a protest.

He licked along her exposed throat, then
around the nape of her neck as his fingers kneaded her breast.

“Sex isn't dignified,” he whispered, his
breath hot in her ear. “It's wild, raw. It's when you abandon all
your dignity and behave like animals.”

He drew back, then shoved her. She let out a
squeak, falling back onto her back, and he immediately seized her
legs below the knees, dragging her towards him, spreading her legs
and raising them high as she gasped, wide-eyed, and stared up at
him. He grinned in a feral way, then abruptly flipped her onto her
belly. She yelped again, then again as she felt his hand slap her
bare bottom.

He jerked her hips up and then was atop her
even as she tried to rise. She found herself on all fours, with him
atop her, pressed against her, from atop and – from behind. Her
eyes bulged and she started to struggle but he lowered himself, his
chest pressing heavily against her back as he growled and bit
lightly along her throat.

“J-Jason!” she gasped.

She felt his hard cock sliding between her
legs, sliding back and forth against her inner thighs, and felt a
sudden desperate longing to feel him inside her. She fought it back
desperately, something inside her still insisting she could disarm
him, impress him, by oral sex alone, if she could just figure out
how to do it right!

He didn't enter her, but instead eased up and
back, grasping her arms above the elbows and drawing her up and
back before him. Then he crossed her elbows behind her back,
pinning them together with one hand as he drew her hair up and back
to force her back to arch. Again he ran his tongue and lips and
teeth along her throat and up under her jaw, and she felt as though
she were in the grasp of powerful animal of some sort – a male
animal!

Her nipples were so hard they ached, and when
he pulled back her head and forced her back to arch they felt as
though they would explode. She moaned, gulping in air, gasping as
he bent her back, as he lowered his mouth to her breasts licking
and sucking and then chewing achingly at her nipples until she
whined a breathless protest.

He released her, then his hand shoved against
her back throwing her forward onto all fours again. Again he moved
behind her, this time seizing her thighs, jerking them back and
apart. Another slap to her bottom, then she felt his cock against
her. She was embarrassingly wet! Hot, burning, and she whimpered as
she felt the fat, warm flesh sliding up and down, up and down along
her aching furrow.

She was trembling with the heat, light-headed
as she tried to keep from panting. She dropped weakly onto her
elbows, and winced at another slap to the bottom. She felt him
jerking her into position once more, and again felt as though she
were some helpless creature in the grasp of a predator. Her hips
ground frantically back as he continued to rub himself along her
sex.

And then she felt the pressure pushing
against her, felt the lips of her sex spreading apart, pushing in
and back as his cock slid into the mouth of her sex.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh God!” she gasped, wide
eyed.

“No, just me,” he said, “But you can treat me
as a god if you like.”
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He pushed into her in one long, slow thrust
that filled her from end to that stretched out the walls of her sex
and jammed the head of his cock against the back wall, high inside
her belly. She ached with the fullness within her, and burned with
the realization she had him all inside her, that the had mounted
her, mounted her like... like... a bitch in heat. There was shame
at that, but a dark eroticism which swept her mind in heat.

And the moment he began to thrust she came,
losing control of her body, her muscles spasming as her hips ground
desperately back at him. He thrust hard, his hand gripping her
hair, jerking it up and back as he rode her, and the hard thrust of
his cock into her fiery, oozing, volcanic sex made her cry out in
short, desperately repressed squeaks and gasps of pleasure.

Oh! My! God! – she thought in horrified
delight.

He thrust into her with long, deep strokes,
as if ignoring her mental meltdown, his hand on her hair holding
her in place, the other hand sliding beneath to grope and mash his
fingers into the soft, full flesh of her breast. His hips slapped
against her buttocks, her upraised buttocks, and her mind reeled
from the intensity of the pleasure, the wild fever heat gripping
her, and the stunning realization that she was, in fact, acting
like his whore, like his bitch, like a – like a slut!

And yet, while there was some small degree of
shame in that there was also a shocking sense of delight at
herself, at her daring, at the wild wanton things she was doing and
feeling.

The orgasm faded, finally, and she gasped
weakly, drained, or so she thought, collapsing to her belly on the
beach, groaning, arms relaxed, eyes slitted. Yet her bottom was
still raised, her legs apart, and he continued to thrust into her
again and again.

It was – not what she was used to. But then,
she'd never had an orgasm while making love with a man. She'd
rarely had one at all, in fact! And now, while her body was limp,
filled with a languorous sense of peace in the aftermath of that
incredible orgasm, he continued to thrust into her. She could feel
him moving inside her, in and out, back and forth, shifting,
changing angles, could feel his hands on her hips, sliding,
gripping, caressing.

She moaned a protest as he pulled her arms
back behind her once again, crossing her wrists and pinning them
together with one big hand. He thrust harder, faster, and she
gasped and moaned, feeling the sexual heat beginning to swell
within her once again. Her eyes were wider now, her body starting
to thrill to the deep thrusting once again. Samantha felt a sense
of bleary confusion. After all, she'd had an orgasm. Wasn't that
the end of things?

Apparently not, for soon her inside ached
deliciously, the heat bubbling, her stomach fluttering as he thrust
into her. She moaned and writhed against him, but he held her
steadily, her wrists pinned together. He yanked on them, then,
lifting her upper torso off the beach. She gasped as he caught at
her hair, jerking it back, holding her very firmly as he rode her,
jerking her back to meet each thrust.

She felt a need to protest, but couldn't
speak. She was gasping, grunting, moaning as he rode her, as he
jerked her back against him, as his cock thrust into her, stabbed
into her. A fever took hold of her, and nothing else mattered then
but the hot, deep, dark, incredible lust and pleasure. She felt
herself melting into that heat, surrounded by it, engulfed by it,
and surrendered to it as he rode her to a second powerful
orgasm.

And still he wasn't done!

Again, Samantha found herself face down,
groaning, gasping, panting, her breasts pillowed out against the
rough sand beneath her. Yet her bottom remained high in the air as
he ground himself against her.

“What a responsive girl,” he said in
amusement. “A man could get a swelled head – two of them – with a
girl like you.”

He was no longer holding her wrists together,
but something else was, and she moaned dazedly, confused.

He flipped her over and she found herself on
her back, on her arms, her wrists somehow bound together. She
stared up at him as he gripped her legs and spread them wide. She
stared down at his cock as he pressed himself against her, then he
was pushing into her again, and she shuddered in hot pleasure as he
lifted her legs back and pressed his hands into the backs of her
knees.

He pumped slowly now, watching her, as if
studying her. Samantha gazed up at him, then at the sight of him
entering her, unable to tear her eyes away. She groaned as his
hands slid down onto her ankles, straightening her legs, pushing
them back even harder so that her bottom tilted up off the beach.
He was above her now, pressing down on her legs, thrusting into her
harder and deeper. He jammed himself into the hilt and ground
himself against her, and Samantha mewled in helpless pleasure as
her body flared wildly.

She felt utterly helpless, as though she were
his prisoner, his captive, his possession. None of those
possessions should have made her at all comfortable, let alone
aroused, but for some reason, they did. She stared breathlessly up
at him, gasping, grunting each time he drove his thick cock down
into her body. Sex had never been like this with her! It had always
been – well, more restrained! It had never had this sort of animal
savagery! This sort of wild, raw, carnal heat to it!

She was dazed by it, stunned, and yet her
mind was drawn helplessly in with her body to the tumultuous sexual
storm he had roused within her. Her legs were crushed even further
back as he let his heavy body down further. He stared into her eyes
from inches away, his hips working up and down, up and down, and
she couldn't see anything but his face, his eyes, as he drove
himself into her.

She felt a growing sense of light-headedness
amid the storm of intense sexual sensations pouring through her
body and mind, and the outrageousness of what he was doing, of what
she was doing, of what they were doing, lent a razor edge to the
sharpness, the raw, wildness of what was happening. Samantha had
never done anything really outrageous before, but suddenly realized
she that some repressed part of her had longed to.

And now all she could do was stare up,
gasping, grunting, panting – like an animal herself – while he
crushed her in half and her lower belly groaned and burned with the
thick back and forth motion of his big cock inside her! She
imagined she could feel every inch of it, feel how deliciously hot,
hard – and yet soft – how slick it was as it caressed her insides,
as it slid in and out, in and out, in and out and her body flared
wildly.

She was going to have another orgasm! She
realized with amazement, breathlessly staring and then gurgling,
breathless, as the orgasm hit.

Oh my God! - she thought dazedly. I'm going
to lose my mind!

And then everything else simply faded away as
she basked in the glorious heat of that delicious sexual fever, a
fever which rose and threatened to consume her eyes rolled back in
her head and she mewled in dazed, breathless ecstasy.

* * *

It was embarrassing!

Not being naked, although she was
uncomfortable in that, since it was not something she was
accustomed to around others, especially men, and most especially in
public. No, that was uncomfortable, but it wasn't what embarrassed
her. What embarrassed Samantha was how completely out of control
been, how smugly delighted he was in having caused her to become
little more than a mewling animal at the end of his big organ!

She had wanted to do that to him! And yet, he
had forced her into the position of a helpless sexual moused
battered around by him, the big cat. She was intelligent enough to
know that embarrassment over that was stupid, but was cross
anyway.

She was simply out of her element. And
Samantha was a woman who was most comfortable and confident when in
her element. She didn't like to be bested, to be made into a
hapless, ignorant follower. Not even in sex, which, she was forced
to admit to herself, she lacked much in the way of real experience.
And that too, she had to acknowledge, was foolish. How could she
possibly be as capable as him given her lack of experience?

All of that was self-honesty, and thus,
coming from the logical side of herself. And it didn't really do
much for the emotional side of her other than annoy it.

Still, she couldn't be angry at him for all
of that. And so all she could do was pout.

Even that was difficult. She couldn't exactly
complain that he'd just given her the most intense and exciting
sexual experience of her life – again. So she had to pout about
something else.

“What did you do?” she asked, still panting
as he helped her sit up.

She was referring to her wrists, which were
still locked together behind her back. She twisted her arms out to
one side and saw that he'd wrapped a dirty bit of rope around them,
one he'd apparently found there on the beach. He'd tied her up!

“Untie me!” she demanded in an outraged, if
breathless voice.

She wasn't afraid. He could, of course, do
anything he was minded to do to her if he was willing to overpower
her. She didn't need to be tied up for that to occur.

“Oh yes,” he said, grinning, and making no
move to obey her as he stood up.

Naked. God, he was gorgeous, she thought,
momentarily forgetting that she was irritated with him.

“I said I would help you practice oral sex,”
he said with a smile – from way up there above her.

She grunted and turned, rising on her knees,
preparing to stand, but he put a hand on her head to hold her in
position.

“Your arms keep jerking forward
instinctively,” he said. “This way they can't.”

“You tied me up!' she said in the same
outraged voice.

“So I did,” he replied. Then he changed his
voice, made it seem sinister, in a cartoony sort of way.

“You are my prisoner,” he growled with a
foreign accent.

“I am not,” she said, though she suddenly
felt another – another! – surge of heat sliding up through her
lower belly.

“Ah, but you are,” he said in his foreign
accent. “I can do anything I want to you, beautiful lady. You are
helpless, as though my sex slave!”

She snorted in disdain, but felt another hot
thrill run up through her belly at the thought. She was, after all,
kneeling naked on a beach before him, her hands tied behind her
back!

Samantha had heard of role playing, vaguely,
but never shown the slightest interest. What she'd heard of it
sounded perverted and silly.

But it didn't feel that silly now, for some
reason, as he slid his fingers through her hair and then tightened
his grip, pulling her head back.

“Jason!” she gasped, back arching.

“My prisoner,” he growled. “Forced to do any
vile and terrible thing I desire! Your lovely body mine to play
with, to toy with, to drive insane with pleasure!”

“L-Let me go!” she gulped, her voice
wavering, her nipples suddenly sparking with little tingling
shocks.

He pulled her face forward to his groin, to
his cock, hanging down.

“Pleasure me, sex slave,” he said in his
foreign accent. “Or I shall hang you by the wrists and whip you
until you beg for mercy!”

He was crazy! And yet she felt a strange
sense of delight and excitement at the weird game he was playing.
It went against her long held sense of stern maturity, of course.
It was … playful. And she had once been a playful young woman –
long ago – if not in sex.

“Jason!” she moaned in a complaint which was
even more half-hearted.

“Pleasure me, prisoner,” he growled, pulling
her face in against his groin.

“Pleasure my steely cock!”

“It doesn't look very steely!” she
sniffed.

“And isn't it your job to make it so? Aren't
you up to the task of making me up to the task!?”

She leaned in, again feeling a sense of wild,
dark thrill. She could feel the night breeze on her bare skin, the
way her breasts moved as she bent, the cool earth against her
knees, and the wetness between her legs. This entire thing was
horribly … immature.. or... or something, and yet she felt herself
giving in to it, grudgingly, then with growing excitement.

She mouthed his testicles, one, then the
other, licking them, then taking them into her mouth, sucking on
them, massaging them as she rolled her eyes up at him. The sight,
up the length of his powerful body, to him staring down at her high
above, made her groin pulse and throb, and she moaned around his
balls, sucking and licking, then licking at his cock.

When she was younger, Samantha used to have
rape fantasies. It was the only way she could actually see herself
having sex with anyone who wasn't married to her. The men were
always handsome, always powerfully built, and it suddenly occurred
to her that Jason was terribly similar to those imaginary men, even
in his comically sinister voice.

Her face flushed, and that flush slid down
her body as she licked and sucked at him, and as he hardened. His
fingers were twisted in her hair, and her wrists were tightly
locked behind her back. She was horribly, intensely aware of both
those things, and they were affecting her in a weird way she didn't
quite understand.

His prisoner! His sex slave! A helpless sex
slave to a strong, powerful, handsome man!

She moaned around his cock, bobbing her lips
up and down as it grew harder still, as it swelled within her
mouth, within her lips.

“Suck it, slave,” he growled.

She flinched a little at the crudeness, and
yet obeyed, and felt another hot steamy sense of excitement.

“Do you want it down your throat, slave
girl?” he demanded, pulling her head back.

“Y-Yes!” she panted.

“Swallow it then. Close your eyes and just
swallow it.”

He pulled her in and down, then tilted her
head back. Samantha shuddered and moaned as his cock slid along her
tongue. She closed her eyes and felt her mind soar as his cock
pushed into the back of her mouth, then into her throat.

She couldn't help herself! She panicked and
struggled to jerk back! Her arms pulled frantically against the
rope binding her wrists together, and she tried to pull her head
away. But the hands on her head, gripping her hair, were
remorseless, and her eyes went wide as she felt herself pulled up,
felt her throat impaled by him. She gagged helplessly as his cock
moved down into her throat, and then, writhing and twisting, she
felt her face jammed against his groin.

He held her easily in place as she struggled,
and then her struggles eased as he began to pull back, as his cock
slid slowly out of her throat. Again she gagged and coughed, and as
the thing pulled free of her throat and slid along her tongue
saliva poured over her lower lip. She coughed and gulped in air,
chest heaving as he he held her in place by the hair.

“The thing to do is remember, it's going to
last just six seconds,” he said. “You're mind panics because your
throat is blocked. You fear being unable to breath. It's a very
natural thing. But if you tell yourself, just six seconds, you'll
relax and realize that breathing isn't going to be a problem. So
pretend it's food, swallow, convince your mind it's not a danger,
and there'll be no physical reason why you can't do it.

She knew all that was true, of course, and
she had managed to do it with the dildo, but still she panicked as
she realized his cock was in her mouth again.

“Do you want to do this or not?” he asked,
easing his grip.

“I-I do!” she gasped.

“Six seconds. So no need to panic.”

Six seconds, she thought frantically. Six
seconds was nothing! She certainly wasn't going to pass out after
not breathing for six seconds! Stop being childish, she told
herself furiously.

He pulled her forward again, faster this
time, giving her less time to panic. The head of his cock pushed
into her throat, and she gagged again, but then he pulled her
forward, and, slickly, it slid down her throat, very smooth as he
pulled her face in against his groin.

She struggled less this time, after the
initial penetration. Instead she was counting down the seconds.
When she hit four he pulled back, and by six she was able to breath
again, gasping and panting, but breathing.

“That's better,” he said approvingly. “Just
control your gag reflex. Control your will. Tell yourself you can
do it easily, and you will.”

“Easy for you to say,” she groused.

“True enough. Again.”

He pulled her forward and she gagged even
less this time, and had an easier time as her panic was almost
non-existent. He slid smoothly down her throat, and she felt a
sense of exultation at how easily it went down. Her stomach didn't
threaten, and she held herself easily in place. She was even a
little disappointed when he pulled back.

“Think you can do ten seconds?”

“Of course!” she gulped.

He pulled her forward, and now Samantha felt
a dark thrill at the force of that pull, at her lack of any ability
to resist. His cock pushed into her throat with hardly any effort,
and slid smoothly, slickly down all the way. This time she was
pushing forward, not trying to resist, and he ground her nose
against him as he held her in place, both hands firmly behind her
head, almost locking her in place.

Why? She wasn't resisting. And why did it
feel so darkly erotic to be locked in place like that?!

He held her in place, now, as he drew himself
back out. He pulled free and she gulped in air.

“Nasty little slave,” he purred. “Nasty
little cock sucking slave.”

“J-Jason!” she whined.

He chuckled, and slid into her mouth and down
her throat, still holding her in place. This time he pushed all the
way in, then immediately pulled slowly back – but then pushed back
in again when he was halfway out – and pulled back again. The feel
of him moving in and out, up and down along her tongue, through her
throat, was like nothing she'd ever imagined. It was so – easy!

He pulled free, and she gulped in air. He
jerked her head back by the hair so she gasped in pain, her back
arching sharply, and then he bent, crushing her lips with his, his
tongue sliding through her lips and over her own tongue. She moaned
into his mouth, and then again as he pulled back.

“Suck that cock, baby!” he growled, pushing
himself into her mouth and down her throat.

He pushed himself deep, then pumped, slowly,
in and out as he held her tight by the hair.

It was wild! It was strangely, darkly
thrilling! And she had no idea why! Her wrists jerked against the
ropes, and she felt herself falling into the fantasy role he was
creating, the role of his sex slave, the rogue's sex slave!

He pulled back again, and again jerked her
hair back, arching her back as he dropped to his knees before her.
This time she felt his mouth on her taut breast, his lips sucking
at her nipple as his other hand shot between her thighs and rubbed
skillfully against her sex.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Jason!” she moaned.

She felt a finger penetrate her, then two,
then three, pumping in and out as his thumb worked at her clit. Her
hips ground and backed against him as he bit lightly at her
nipples.

“My hot little slut,” he purred.

He straightened again, and this time released
her entirely. She swayed a little, gulping, staring up at him. He
shifted his feet apart in the sand and folded his arms across his
chest as he stared down at her, the picture of arrogance. But there
was a sly amusement in the look too.

“Pleasure your master, slave girl,” he
ordered, in a lofty voice.

She wanted to say something snarky, something
sarcastic, but the truth was the heat was upon her, and she felt a
growing sense of delicious excitement at this strange little slave
game. She leaned in, all on her own now. Her confidence was
restored, and she knew she could do it. She began to mouth him as
she had practiced, sucking, licking, occasionally letting her teeth
tease him. Then she slid her lips all the way down his long shaft,
swallowing him, taking him deep into her throat.

“That's it, slave girl,” he groaned. “Swallow
my cock, you vile little slut.”

She flickered a disapproving look at him for
using a four letter word, but didn't really care at that point. She
bobbed up and down on his cock now, even with it in her throat,
moving slowly, controlling her gag reflex. It was just mind over
matter, after all, and Samantha had always prided herself on having
a strong mind.

“That's it,” he sighed. “Ahh, what a nasty
little girl you are. Slutty little girl. Suck that cock, slutty
girl!”

Samantha again felt a stirring of indignation
and outrage, but the passion and excitement in his voice told her
she was accomplishing what she had meant to. She was showing him
she was no innocent, helpless, useless virgin! And the elation she
felt at that greatly outweighed any offense at him daring to call
her a slut.

Although he would certainly hear about that
later!

She pulled off him, gasping, and he gripped
her hair, jerking her head back, making her gasp.

“I think I want to fuck you again,” he
growled.

“Ja – !”

Her protest was broken off as he shoved her
back. Samantha fell onto her back, onto her bound arms on the
beach.

“Over on your belly, wench!” he growled in a
menacing voice.

He didn't wait for her to obey but dropped to
his knees. Again, he seized her legs, and flipped her as though she
weighed nothing. She squealed and gasped as he jerked her hips
up.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

“Jason!”

He slapped her bottom in response, and she
yelped and spread her knees apart, heat suffusing her mind again,
as her breasts ground into the cool earth and sand below.

“I'm going to fuck your brains out, slave
girl,” he growled.

Oh, he was so going to hear about his
language later!

But now she could only yelp and squeal as he
slapped her bottom again, then rubbed his slick, saliva coated cock
up and down along her moist, overheated opening. Then he sank into
her, and she closed her eyes, moaning as the long, thick length of
him pushed deep into her belly again. She ached, but deliciously,
and any thought of protest disappeared as he began to stroke, and
she fell into the rhythm of his movements, gasping and moaning and
panting for breath as he rode her.

She was soon approaching (impossible!)
another orgasm! She grunted and shuddered as his hips slapped
against her upraised bottom, her mind twisting and turning in
outraged heat at the ignominious and degrading position as he rode
her mercilessly.

And then stopped.

He was atop her, bending over her, his cock
inside her. Both of them were gasping, panting, and he slid a hand
beneath her, fingers searching up along her perspiring skin, along
her abdomen, up between her legs for her clitoris.

They found it, and she bucked sharply.

His fingers drew back.

“Do you want to come, sex slave?” he
purred.

“Yesssss!” she moaned.

“Beg for it.”

She had no idea what he meant, her dazed mind
not quite understanding.

“Beg your master to come, sex slave,” he
growled.

Oh that! What silliness!

But a hot thrill ran through her mind.

“Beg, slave,” he growled, another hand
sliding under her body, pushing up against her breast, pinching the
nipple.

“Oww! J-Jason!” she moaned.

“Beg me to come, nasty girl.”

“Please make me come!” she gasped in a choked
voice.

“Please make me come, master,” he said.

“I-I w-won't!” she gasped.

“Oww!”

He pinched her nipple and it burned.

“Beg to come, sex slave. Beg your master to
make you come.”

“Please!” she moaned.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please make me come... master!” she cried
weakly.

His cock started to move.

“Again, slave.”

“Please make me come, master!”

His finger found her clitoris again.

A hot, searing flare of pleasure filled the
world, and Samantha cried out as it consumed her.
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“... nerve in making me say nasty things like
that, Jason Carter! Are you listening to me? I expect to be treated
with respect by you!”

“Of course,” he said, watching the road
ahead.

Samantha glared at him, arms folded across
her chest, where she was reminded, one of her nipples was still
somewhat warm from his pinching.

But she couldn't be really mad, not really.
The wild evening had been a revelation – about herself as much as
him. So that was what sex was really like? She could not help
herself feeling a hot, delicious glow at the memory of it. Oh,
granted, he had been kind of childish with his silly, game playing
thing. But without that it still would have been a wild thrill, and
she was looking forward, even now, to the next time. Then it would
be more mature, in a real bed, perhaps with candles around it, and
soft music playing.

He would act more mature then, like Romeo,
rather than Black Beard, the Pirate. She would have to find
something really sexy to wear, go to one of those stores which had
lacy black lingerie...

That glow lasted right through the drive
home, right to when he dropped her off and saw her to her door, to
when he kissed her, his lips soft, firm, his hands sliding
possessively down onto her bottom. She didn't object now. She had,
in her mind, given him her body, and if it hadn't been so late, and
she hadn't been aching inside from the hard thrusting he'd given
her, she might, even then, have found herself roused once more to
his skillful touch.

The glow lasted as she went inside, showered,
and went to bed. It was still there in the morning when she rose,
and when she rode her bike to work, and when she sat down behind
her desk.

Everything in her life had now been
overshadowed by Jason, and that wild time they'd had. Together.

She sent him a playful, flirty email, and
waited eagerly for an answer, but none came.

She tried to concentrate on her work, but
kept checking every minute, and whenever an email came she checked
eagerly, but there was nothing for him. She frowned, and doubts
began to nag at her. What if he was one of those men who just
wanted to sleep with a girl, and then after that wanted nothing
more to do with her? What if he hadn't liked it, and had decided
she wasn't the girl for him?!

The independent minded side of her said that
would be too bad for him. But the emotional side of her quickly
became filled with angst and worry. It wasn't as though he were her
boyfriend – exactly – but sex, to Samantha's way of thinking, was a
huge commitment not made lightly. She was still astonished she'd
gone so far with him so quickly. That was just so unlike her!

He was completely unlike the man she'd
dreamed of. On the other hand, he was all too alike to the man
she'd fantasied about: a handsome, intelligent rogue of a man.

She made an excuse to go down to his office.
She certainly wasn't going to send another email when the first had
been ignored!

Because of the security work he did he had an
actual office, which was to say, an office with a door and walls,
not a cubicle, like the majority of the staff – including her. And
he was there, which annoyed her and increased her anxiety. She'd
told herself that perhaps he'd slept in, perhaps he had run some
sort of errand, perhaps his computer was broken. But there he was,
ignoring her email!

She walked in, as casual as she could be.

“Busy day, Mister Carter?” she asked.

“Very busy. You?”

“I'm always busy,” she said.

He sat back in his chair and smiled up at
her. “Something I can do for you?”

“I was just wondering if you were in,” she
said with a shrug.

“You mean because I didn't answer your
email?”

“Well, yes.”

“I figured if I didn't answer it you'd come
down to see me,” he said with a broad grin.

She frowned. Was he manipulating her? Was she
that predictable? Did he think she was some sort of – .”

He stood up, his arm swept around her waist,
he pulled her in against him and kissed her hard and deep before
she could even begin to react.

Then she jerked back, glowering. “Jason!” she
hissed, turning and staring at the open door.

“What? It's not like I'm your boss or
anything.”

“We're at work! People would talk!”

He grinned and moved past her, then closed
the door. “Now they can't see us,” he said, waggling his
eyebrows.

“That's not funny,” she said, backing up as
he approached her. “You open that door. People will wonder why
we're in here behind a closed door.”

“First, nobody knows we're in here together.
Second, my door is often closed and locked because I'm doing
secure, confidential work. Third, in the very unlikely chance
someone does discover you and I are here together with the door
locked they'll assume we're discussing something confidential.”

He had backed her against the wall now, and
his chest was pressing lightly against her breasts. Samantha pushed
against his shoulders, but to no avail. He simply stood there
grinning down at her as she scowled back.

“I had an amazing night last night,” he
said.

“Well... so did I,” she said, somewhat
uncomfortably.

“I know.”

She scowled and he laughed and kissed her on
the forehead, then caught her face in his hands, tilted it up, and
kissed her softly.

“Jason!” she moaned into his mouth.

But really, what he said was true, she
realized. Nobody had seen her come in anyway, and the door was
locked, and they would assume it was confidential business –
probably. And his lips were very warm and soft and she found
herself kissing back even as she rationalized it, even as his hands
slid down onto her bottom and began to knead her buttocks.

He eased his lips back. “I should do you
right up against the wall,” he said.

“Jason!”

He chuckled lightly, and one of his hand rose
to cup her breast. Samantha realized her nipples were already rock
hard, and struggled weakly against him.

“Bring your fantasies to life, little girl,”
he teased. “Do it across a desk at the office.”

“I certainly will not!” she gulped.

He eased back, giving her some breathing
space, and dropped his hands, except the one which caught hers and
pulled it up to his mouth. He kissed the palm of her hand lightly,
then gave her a wink and drew her along the wall to the window.

“Lovely day out there,” he said.

“It's very sunny,” she said, still
flustered.

The window was large, but tinted for security
reasons. There was a low windowsill about a foot deep, and he
pushed against her again.

“Ever see the Last Tango in Paris?” he
murmured, kissing lightly along her throat.

She HAD, in fact! Years ago, she had heard it
was filled with passion and lust and excitement and yet was classy
and tasteful. She had found much of it not that tasteful at all,
but she suddenly flushed, aware of exactly what he meant as he
pushed her back against the corner of the window.

“Jason!”she said warningly.

“Imagine being naked at work!” he whispered
as he nibbled on her ear.

“D-Don't be ridiculous!”

He kissed her, and she moaned into his mouth
as his fingers slid through her hair. Then she felt his hand
drawing up her skirt. Her own hand fumbled blindly, trying to stop
him, but too late. His hand slid in beneath her skirt, slid into
her panties, and she gasped, her hips jerking sharply as she felt
his fingers against her bare sex.

“Jason!” she gasped.

His fingers stroked against her right there –
right THERE, and she gasped and moaned and shuddered as his mouth
pushed more demandingly against her own, as his fingers tightened
in her hair and pulled her head back.

“Jason!” she moaned.

His fingers were slick as they rubbed against
her, and the pleasure rose like a sudden storm as she felt the
warmth flooding up through her belly.

“W-We can't!” she gasped weakly.

His fingers continued to move, and she
groaned and gulped in air. Then, suddenly, he yanked hard against
her panties, and the thin elastic snapped. Her hips jerked out,
then dropped back as she gasped, eyes going wide.

She heard his zipper, and felt his hand on
her leg, lifting it up against the window sill.

“Jasssooon!” she moaned.

She felt his cock pushing against her,
rubbing against her. Her head jerked aside, staring through the
window. They were on the first floor, and she knew the window was
heavily tinted, but it still shocked her to see people within ten
yards, walking past. Then he was sliding up into her and her
attention was jerked around to him as he kissed her once more.

“This is insane!” she moaned.

“Don't care,” he growled, his hands on her
buttocks, lifting her up, spreading her legs as his cock pushed up
into her.

“Ohmygod!” she gasped.

But it felt so good! And it was so wild, so
shocking, so nasty! She couldn't believe this was happening!

Her legs wrapped around him and she kissed
him back, gasping and moaning as he drove himself into her, as he
pulled himself back. She was half sitting on the window sill now,
the hem of her dress up around her hips as his hips pumped. She
gasped and panted and moaned as she felt the heat twisting and
twining around her mind, around her body, around her soul, and then
he suddenly jerked her hem higher, pulling the dress inside out as
he yanked it up her body.

She felt her arms yanked up and then the
dress was tossed on the floor behind him as she gaped up. He undid
her bra and yanked it free, and she was naked!

I'm naked! - she thought wonderingly,
astonished.

Except for her high heels.

He drew back suddenly, and she would have
stumbled and fallen, so discombobulated was he held her firmly,
turning her to the window. She stared, dazed, at the people outside
as he pulled her legs apart and pushed her forward.

“Wha-what are – J-Jason!”

He bent her forward at the hips until her
full breasts were pillowed out against the window, then entered her
from behind, his stiff, slick cock sliding up into her from
underneath.

“Oh my God!”

Her face was pressed against the glass, and a
dozen people were there, some passing to and fro, some standing in
a loose group chatting. She gaped at them as she felt him thrusting
into her, harder, faster, deeper. He jerked her hips back more, and
she let out a helpless cry of pleasure as he drove deeper
still.

Then her head jerked up and back as he
gripped her hair, and one of his hands came curling around her
waist and down her belly until his fingers were rubbing against her
clitoris.

The climax tore through her with such
strength she would have screamed save that she had no breath to
scream with. She gurgled helplessly, twisting and writhing, her
hips bucking back spastically against his thrusting cock as her
body burned and her mind drowned in sensation.

* * *

“Have we heard back from Amity,
Samantha?”

“No!” Samantha gasped “Uhm, I mean, no, sir,
not yet. I expect to soon,” Samantha gulped.

Solomon nodded, and Samantha licked her lips
nervously and crossed from the doorway to her desk. She was
flushed, and though she'd stopped at the ladies room to make sure
her clothes and hair were properly in place she still felt
flustered and self-conscious. No one can tell, she told herself
sternly.

But it seemed like they ought to be able to!
She had just had sex! She had just had wild, raw, animal sex right
there in the office! It seemed incredible to her that no one could
tell! And she wasn't even wearing any panties! That insane man had
torn them off! Torn them right off!

She sat down heavily, a little dazed.

Wow, she thought.

She looked down again, making sure nothing
was showing. Thankfully her nipples were not still hard! It had
taken forever for them to stop showing against her dress! That
would teach her to wear something tight!

She put her hands against her face. Was she
still warm? She felt flushed. She needed a drink of water.

Wow. She had had sex at work! At the
office!

Wow!

She was turning into a … a slut!

That man! That man was – was – she didn't
know what that man was but he was going to drive her insane!

She got an email – from him. She blushed
helplessly, then opened it.

“Tonight,” it said. “My place. Candles. Wine.
Fireplace.”

She stared at it a long moment, feeling that
heat between her legs which was now becoming a familiar thing. She
licked her lips nervously and looked across the room to where
Eleanor sat. Then she looked back at the email.

It sounded exactly like the sort of thing she
wanted. And she hadn't even told him!

Yes. Something soft, romantic, more
restrained, more... more elegant and dignified. Bodies moving
softly together in the flickering candlelight. Perhaps flowers...
She liked flowers.

* * *

“What should I do with you tonight, slave?”
he asked.

She didn't answer. She was still playing the
part of the pet, he thought.

“I'm going to bring Samantha here and fuck
her brains out,” he said to gauge her reaction.

Anica rubbed her cheek against his lower leg.
Sex was not a big concern to her. She had never known its absence
and couldn't imagine she ever would. She debated doing something
bratty so he would punish her, perhaps get him to tie her up that
night. Yes, she liked that idea. But she didn't want him to think
him dating this woman would upset her. So instead she dropped to
her belly, licking at his shoe, demonstrating her complete
submission to his will.

He walked across the room, snapping his
fingers at her as though she were a dog, and she rose to all fours
and crawled after him. They headed down the hall and into the
kitchen, then he opened the door to the basement. He turned and
reached down to fill his fist with her hair, pulling up casually.
Gasping, Anica was forced up onto her knees, up higher, onto her
feet, up onto her toes. Her hands remained at her sides as he
raised her to her toes.

Then he bent and lifted her belly-down over
his shoulder. He carried her easily down the stairs, and Anica made
no attempt to resist.

The basement, like most of those in
bungalows, was large, long. He carried her through the rec room
with its billiard table, through the door into the storage room,
past the door to the furnace room and laundry room, and into what
had been a work room and was now a play room.

A very special play room.

He bent and lowered her to the floor, and
Anica immediately sank to her knees in the soft thick rug which
covered the entire floor.

“Foot,” he said, holding out her hand.

She raised her foot high and he gripped her
ankle, then dragged her six feet along the floor and pulled higher,
lifting her to the point her lower body was off the floor. Her
other leg dangled open and she gasped as he fit a padded cuff
around her ankle. He tightened it, then released her ankle, bending
and grabbing the other.

In short order her legs were spread wide and
she was hanging upside down by the ankles. Her wrists were soon
tied well apart, chains linked to the floor. Her petite body was
stretched out, taut. She moaned weakly as she felt his fingers
massaging her sex, felt slippery lubricant pushing against her
there, and at her back passage. His fingers moved in and out,
slowly, massaging her. Dildos followed, each progressively bigger
until she groaned with the thickness of the dildos he drove into
her.

Except neither was a dildo.

He attached a thin, elastic line to each of
her nipple rings and drew them out, attaching them to a nearby wall
ring. Neat little earphones went into her small ears, and were
locked in place. Then came the glasses. They were 3D glasses,
hooked by a wire to the nearby blue-ray player.

The thick, long sex toys he'd pushed into her
pussy and back opening were similarly hooked to wires, though
attached to a small black box.

He bent and kissed her, then eased back, and
slipped the ball gag into her mouth.

“No matter how wonderful she is, no matter
how beautiful, no matter how well I like her, she must ultimately
come to terms with you being here. You are not going anywhere,
little slave girl. You are with me for the long haul.”

He caressed her breast, then got up and
left.

Behind the glasses, Anica's eyes were filled
with tears of happiness even as the images began to appear.

They were not anything which she could
describe. They were bright colors which constantly shifted and
changed, a soft kaleidoscope of shapes which swirled like ever
changing clouds. In her ears, soft music began to play.

And then, the thing in her bottom began to
move, just a little, turning and twisting deep inside her. The one
in her pussy didn't move. It simply filled her to overflowing,
stretching her out achingly thick, filling her belly. But a narrow
part of it hooked over the top of her sex, a wedge of silicon which
slipped down over her clitoris, and now began to buzz, to vibrate
softly.

Anica moaned as her body began to heat
up.

* * *

Samantha had, in her mind, a program for the
coming evening. She wore a very nice, new, and she thought, sexy
dress. He would be nicely dressed, as well. They would eat
something nice at a dining room table, perhaps with candles lit.
Then they would sit down on a soft rug before a fireplace and chat
and snuggle for hours. They would eventually have sex, there,
before the fireplace.

It would be delightfully romantic.

She had it almost right. There were just
some... variations on that theme.

To start with, dinner wasn't yet ready, of
course. He showed her around the house, then they sat down in the
living room. It was all very masculine, and as she looked around
she considered how it could, how it should be changed – in the
unlikely event a woman, oh say, one like her, came to live there.
The huge black leather sofas needed to change, for one thing, along
with those chrome and glass tables.

Although, as she sat on the sofa, she
couldn't help acknowledge it was quite plush, quite comfortable,
and the wine was good, as was the conversation. But it dissolved
into kissing far too soon, and then to touching, and her
determination on controlling how things went began to melt away as
her body began to heat up.

And then, somehow, she was naked, sitting
across his lap, and he was making her writhe and wriggle and moan
as he held her in place.

“Dinner's ready,” he said, as a bell
dinged.

Panting, flushed, she gasped as he dumped her
on the sofa and stood up.

She gaped up at him, and then shook herself
and started to rise. She reached for her panties and he kicked them
away, grinning.

“Jason!”

“You say my name a lot. Have you
noticed.”

“Because you're always... always...”

“A bad boy?” he asked with a mock hangdog
expressing.

“Yes!”

“Guilty,” he said.

He caught her wrist and pulled her to her
feet, then led her into the dining room.

“Jason!”

“You don't need clothes. It's nice and warm
in here.”

“I can't eat naked!”

“Sure you can. Think how much it will tease
me and drive me crazy.”

“I think you're already crazy!”

“The sight of you naked does that to me,” he
said, running his hand over her breast before she slapped it
off.

He pulled out a chair and motioned her into
it. Scowling, she sat down, and he eased her chair into the
table.

“Give me one minute.”

He went into the kitchen, and Samantha folded
her arms across her chest. Her breasts felt swollen, her nipples
hard. She looked down at them, flushed, and then caught them
between her thumbs and forefingers, rolling and plucking them
lightly.

God! This was crazy! The man was a
pervert!

Of course, weren't all men?

He brought out a plate with a lovely salad,
brought out hot buns and chilled wine, then disappeared for the
main course.

Samantha got up and went back to the living
room to get her clothes. She had to reach under the sofa to grab
her panties, but felt much better once they were on. Then she had
to reach under the table to get at her bra.

A hand gripped the back of her panties and
tugged. She squealed as they slid over her hips.

“Jason!” she protested. “I feel silly!”

He pulled her panties up, raising her legs
high, slipping them off her feet.

“It's indecent!” she said, scowling as she
rose to her knees.

“Definitely.”

“Give them back, this instant!”

She stood up and held her hand out
imperiously.

He lifted her over his shoulder and carried
her back into the dining room.

For a moment she was so struck by the
remembrance of the early fantasies she'd had about him she couldn't
speak. Then she kicked her legs a little and slapped at his back.
He slapped her bottom and she yelped.

Then he was setting her down next to her
chair and pushing her into it.

“Sit. I don't often cook. You're in for a
treat. Besides, you need energy. You're in for a very exciting
night.”

“What does that mean?” she asked
suspiciously.

He grinned.
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Anica was losing her mind. The thought was
brief, flitting through her consciousness with hardly any care or
concern. Her body was sweating, overheated. She had come several
times already, but knew there was just no bar to how many she could
experience. Her body vibrated in time with the thing pressed
against her, but twisted and writhed and bucked from time to time,
for the program on the vibrator had plenty of variations.

Strong, powerful vibrations, then soft,
purring motions, then rhythmic variations, then the little thing
started to grind from side to side, then up and down. Anica
screamed into the gag, twisting and writhing as convulsions wracked
her body. Another climax tore through her.

* * *

“Shouldn't you be naked, too?” she
demanded.

He grinned and raised his wine glass to toast
her.

“Well?”

“You're teasing me by being naked. I'm
teasing you by not being naked.

“That makes no sense!”

“Ah, but it does if you consider how
different you and I view nudity.”

“I have nothing against nudity,” she said,
looking down at her plate.

He chuckled. “You keep squirming and trying
to hide your breasts.

“I do not!”

“You should be proud of your body, even
arrogant.”

“Why?”

“Because it's incredible. I don't know when
I've seen a body like yours. You're a goddess.”

“Don't be silly,” she said, blushing.

“Your breasts. You rarely see real breasts
that big on a girl as slender as you. And you rarely see them so...
firm. And you have beautiful nipples.”

“Jason!” she whined.

“Am I embarrassing you?”

“Yes!”

“But you do. Even your pussy is
gorgeous.”

She gaped at him, then blushed even more.

“Such nice, tight labia, so neat and – .”

“Jason!” she cried in a strangled voice.

“Come here,” he said.

“Wh-what?” she gulped.

“Come here.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to.”

She got up, nervously.

“I haven't finished eating.”

“Come.”

She frowned suspiciously, but walked around
the small table as he pushed back his chair a little. He reached
for her and pulled her onto his lap.

“What are you doing!? You're crazy!”

“Perhaps.”

He adjusted her and then kissed the side of
her throat.

His arm slid around her, pinning hers to her
sides, then he slid his finger along her lip, circling her
mouth.

“I-I thought we were e-eating,” she
gulped.

“Ah yes. Dinner.”

He reached around her, cut a piece of steak,
and then held the fork to her mouth.

She stared at him over it, and he grinned
teasingly, impudently. She looked at the steak, and then gingerly
took it off the fork with her teeth.

He kissed her shoulder as she ate, then cut
another piece for her.

“What are you doing?”

“Feeding you.”

“I can feed myself.”

“Cleopatra could feed herself, could do
everything for herself. But she was so beautiful, and an empress,
and so others did things for her, like feeding her grapes and
waving palm fronds over her.”

“I'm not Cleopatra,” she said dryly.

He held another piece of stake to her mouth
and she pulled it off and chewed.

His hand slid up and down her body slowly,
lightly, and she gasped as he gently stroked and then squeezed her
breasts.

Her nipples were hard. Very, very hard.

“Shouldn't I feed you too?”

“I'll get some grapes for you to feed me
later,” he said with a grin.

“This is silly.”

“I want you to get more comfortable in your
skin. You're too self conscious for such an incredibly beautiful
girl.”

He fed her another piece of steak, and his
hand pushed down against her thighs. Samantha reluctantly opened
them and his fingers rubbed almost delicately against her engorged
clitoris.

The heat was swirling within her, and she
gulped in air as he rolled and pinched her nipples lightly.

“You're trying to drive me crazy,” she
gasped.

“Crazy like me,” he said, kissing the side of
her throat.

He cut another piece, then instead of using
his fork, he gripped it with his fingers and held it up to her. She
stared at it, heat flaring with her, then, eyes on his, she licked
it from his fingers. Her pulse was racing, her heart pounding. She
barely tasted it as she swallowed. Then his fingers slid into her
mouth, and she sucked on them as he slid them in and out, slowly,
gently.

* * *

The sex didn't happen in front of the
fireplace, but that was all right. He carried her in his arms to
the bedroom and set her down in the middle of the big, four poster
bed. Grinning, he pulled off his shirt, then his trousers. Wearing
just his shorts, he climbed atop her, pinning her to the bed,
taking her arms and raising them above her head. He pinned them to
the mattress, spread apart.

“Don't move, slave girl,” he whispered.

He leaned forward, and Samantha lay still,
chest rising and falling as she gulped in air. She cocked her head
up as she saw him take something from the corner post and wrap it
around her wrist.

“What... what are you... doing?” she
gulped.

“Sex slave,” he said with a grin.

“Jason!”

He chuckled throatily, then bound her other
wrist to the other post. In short order Samantha was bound,
spreadeagled, blushing furiously, heart pounding as he looked down
at her.

“My prisoner,” he growled. “How shall I
torture you, fair maiden?”

He got up and strolled out of the room. “I'll
be back – with my instruments of torture.”

He left her, and Samantha gasped as she
stared a the door. The room was as masculine as the rest of the
house, the furniture big, thick, solid dark wood. There was a
stereo nearby playing soft music, and candles on the nightstand.
She pulled experimentally against the leather straps, but they were
quite tight, and she was quite, quite helpless.

* * *

Jason checked on Anica first, then returned,
carrying with him the warm oil. The sight of her, so gorgeous, so
innocent, spreadeagled on his bed almost took his breath away. He
was rock hard, but he clamped down on his need to just thrust into
her and take her now. Oh no. This was about the long term, not
relieving his lust.

He put the bottle down, and she stared at it,
wide eyed, then at him. He grinned, then slipped off his shorts. He
knew what he looked like naked, and knew what she thought of him.
He stood posing more than a little arrogantly, his cock sticking
out hungrily. Then he climbed onto the bed between her legs. His
hands slid up her thighs, up her belly, over her breasts, kneading
and squeezing lightly.

Then he pulled over the bottle.

“First, the hot oil,” he growled. “That
should make you surrender!”

He took off the cap and then slowly poured
oil onto the center of her chest, just between her breasts.
Samantha gaped at it, gasping. The oil was more warm than hot, but
he doubted she had the slightest experience with anything like
this.

His hands slowly spread the oil out across
her chest, across her breasts. It was edible, slick, slippery,
smoothly sliding across her body then down along her sides. He
poured more oil on the small of her stomach, then spread it up and
around, then down, down along her thighs, down to her ankles. He
took her ankles in his hand one by one and rubbed the oil into her
feet, kneading and squeezing and rubbing them in the way an old
Thai girlfriend had once taught him.

He took his time, extending things, sliding
slowly up her body. Now he moved his hands lightly, delicately
across the lips of her sex, then more heavily, sliding back and
forth, then inside her as she gasped and moaned and her hips began
to roll up at him.

He let his body down on her body now, sliding
slowly, sensuously up her body until they were face to face and he
could kiss her. He ground himself into her, letting the slick,
slippery oil produce a delicious tactile sensation against her
flesh as his tongue and hers met together in her mouth.

And then he had to reconsider, change his
plans. He couldn't hold off as he had wanted. He couldn't. He had
to be inside her. Now!

His hard cock was pressed between them, and
as he rubbed against her it was ground against her belly. He pulled
back, rubbing the head along her furrow, along her opening, then
slid into her, as slowly as he could. It felt glorious as he felt
her gripping him, squeezing him, as he sank deep into her body and
then could lay flat, fully inside her.

She shuddered, he moaned, their mouths slid
together, and he fought to keep still lest he explode too soon. Yet
she was grinding against him with growing need, pulling at the
restraints, moaning with need. He felt his own need easing as
amusement rose. His shy, sheltered flower wanted watering rather
badly.

“Jason!” she gasped weakly.

“Yes, my slave?”

“D-Do it!” she gasped.

“Do what, little girl?”

“Jason!”

“Say it.”

“Make love to me!”

“I'm doing that now.”

“Jason!”

“Yes, my little tramp?”

“You know what I mean!” she cried.

“Say it.”

She moaned and rolled her hips up.

“Say it.”

“Fuck me!” she moaned.

“What was that?”

“Jason please! Fuck me! There! I said it!
Fuck me! Fuck me like I'm your slut!”

He did, his hips moving in and out almost at
once, his cock moving on a warm, slick layer of oil as she
shuddered and moaned and arched her back.

“Yes! Oh God! Oh yes! Harder! Harder, Jason!
Oh God! Oh yes!”

He thrust harder, faster, starting to lose
control himself, driving himself into her so hard, so fast, the bed
shook, and then she screamed and arched back, head rolling wildly
from side to side as the orgasm hit her. Her pussy squeezed and
spasmed around his plunging cock and drew him into the orgasm so
that he groaned and shuddered and rammed his hips into her with
unrestrained need and hunger.

He collapsed atop her, both of them gasping,
chests heaving.

“Oh God,” she moaned.

“I often remind people of Him,” he said,
rolling off, “Especially women.”

“Jerk,” she gasped.

He chuckled, then slid out of bed. He crossed
to the dresser and got the wine, returning.

He drank, then grinned down at her.

“Like a drink?”

She nodded wearily.

He slipped his fingers into the wine, then
into her mouth. She tasted the liquid, but frowned up at him.

“You're my prisoner for the night, sex
slave,” he said.

He slipped his finger in again, then again,
letting her lick the wine off them.

“I'm so hot,” she groaned, stretching quite
attractively, quite erotically.

Not so innocently at all, really, he
thought.

“Not a problem,” he said.

The bowl had ice in it. He grinned as he
plucked a cube up and then brought it down, ever so lightly,
against her straining nipple.

“Ah! Jason!”

“Time for the torture, sex slave,” he
growled.

“Oh! Oh don't! Oh! Ahh!”

He pressed it more firmly against her
overheated flesh, sliding it slowly in circles around and around
her nipple, and then directly across it. She squealed and twisted
and writhed, and called him names as the cube taunted and teased
and slid across her warm flesh. Small, cold droplets of water
trickled down the sides of her breasts, onto her ribs, and belly as
she told him how tiny his penis was and how inept he was at using
it.

He ran the cubes lightly along her ribs,
eliciting more squeals and attractive writhing, then down along her
belly and between her legs. Over her clitoris. Then between the
lips of her sex.

“No! No! Nooo! Jason!”

Into her. There! Freezing her!

But then he bent and sucked it out again, and
his warm mouth slid over her sex, sucking lightly at her clit,
licking at her, warming it – warming her.

Now she began to writhe in earnest as his
tongue, his lips, his teeth, his breath, worked her into greater
and greater movement, as she gasped and moaned and her body
overheated once again.

And then he stopped.

“Jason!”

“Would you like to come, sex slave?”

“Yess! Please! Please make me come!”

“What do we say? What's the magic word?”

“Please!”

“That's not it. The magic word is
master.”

“Oh God!”

“That's right. Say it.”

“Please make me come, master!” she
moaned.

“Again, sex slave.”

“Please make me come, master!”

“Tell you what I'll do. I'll lick you only so
long as you say that magic word. The moment you stop, I'll stop
too.”

“Jasooon!”

“Say it.”

“Master!”

He bent and began to lick her.

“Master!” she gasped. “Master!”

She arched her back. “Master!”

She twisted and moaned.

“Master! Master! Master! Master! Oh!
Master!Oh God! Oh! Master! Master Master!
Mastermastermastermastermaster!” she cried as the orgasm thundered
through her mind and body like a storm.

She lay panting, gasping, moaning afterward.
He gently caressed her body.

“Untie me,” she groaned.

“Never. I like you helpless.”

“You're driving me insane.”

“I've just started. It's a long journey.”

He brought her three more times with his
mouth on her oiled sex. Then he teased and tortured her once more,
this time with hot wax from the candles. The ice cubes cooled her
down, then he introduced her to a vibrator. Samantha had never
bothered to buy sex toys. She had never felt a vibrator against
her. She proved to be – responsive.

The leather cuffs detached from the straps,
and he did so, rolling her onto her back, locking the wrist
restraints together behind her. Then he lay down and ordered her to
please him. Samantha was wholly caught up in the night by then, of
course. She didn't even protest her wrists being bound behind her.
She knelt, bent, breasts pressed against her thighs, and licked up
and down his thighs, licked over his balls, mouthing and sucking
them, licking his cock, plunging her mouth, then her throat up and
down its length.

Then drawing back, taunting him as well,
ordering him to beg. He refused, of course.

She slid up along his body, her flesh oiled
and slick and soft, her breasts rubbing against his groin, against
his abdomen and chest, so that he too was soon well-oiled. She slid
higher, daring, exultant, sliding her breasts over his face.

But he wasn't bound. His hands came up,
squeezing her breasts form the sides, together around his face,
over his mouth, where he sucked and licked, and bit lightly,
teasingly.

Then he at up, propping himself against the
headboard. He dragged her across his lap, belly down, and his
fingers began to work between her legs. She was soon gasping,
moaning, wriggling again. He slid the vibrator into her and turned
it on, then reached across to the night table and opened the
drawer.

He drew out a thin leather strap.

“Are you sorry for being a bad little girl?”
he asked teasingly.

“Wha-what are you doing?” she gasped, her
head twisting, trying to see behind her.

He brought the strap down across her backside
and she squealed and writhed.

“Bad girl,” he said.

“Stop that!”

The strap struck again, and she yelped. It
might not have stung a lot, but it did sting.

“Jason!”

“Say, I'm sorry for being such a naughty
little slut, master,” he said.

“I will most certainly not!”

Crack!

“Jason!”

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I'm sorry you have such a tiny penis and – “
Crack! “Ow!”

“I'm sorry you're such a big mean bully and –
“ Crack! “Ow!”

“Say `I'm sorry for being such a weak,
slutty, silly little frippery girl, master.”

“Bite me!”

Crack!

“Bully!”

Crack!

“Pig!”

Crack!

Samantha was not angry. She was confused, at
first, indignant, even a little outraged. But with her body already
thrumming with sexual desire she felt very quickly drawn into the
game.

“Beat me all you want, you filthy man!”

Crack!

Her bottom was getting warm! But the sharp
little cracks, the little stings, seemed to be echoing through her
lower belly, producing a strange, hot little spark right between
her legs!

“Ugly old pig faced cave man!'

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Animal!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She writhed and twisted, gasping and moaning
as he strapped her, the vibrator purring away inside her. It wasn't
touching her clitoris directly, but her body was still reacting
somewhat. And when his fingers began to rub her clit her voice rose
several octaves and another orgasm tore through her body.
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Her life was changed now that Jason was in
it. And Samantha couldn't honestly say that wasn't a good thing.
She'd done her best to stay busy, to educate herself, to take
courses, to join clubs, and to get to know people, but it had all
been a pale shadow compared to what she felt now. It was as though
she were really alive for the first time in so many years, and even
when working, tended to have a glow about her that others
noticed.

The things they did still made her blush even
to think about, but she'd managed to rationalize them now as simply
deferring to his very masculine sexual needs. And really, was there
any harm to that? And weren't men all sexually aggressive and,
well, determined? True, he certainly did like the game of
dominance, but he didn't carry it into the rest of their
relationship, at least, not much. And she was quick to push back
when he did!

Usually.

The problem was that so much of their
relationship was, to her, tinged with sexuality and eroticism and
heat. She hadn't measured it but she thought her heart actually
beat a little faster every time he was around, and her pulse picked
up too! His actions were often outrageous! But he never embarrassed
her in public, and so she had gotten used to his little ways, his
roving hands, his softly whispered words which often made her
cheeks go pink.

He did so much for her it seemed a very small
compromise to give way to him in such things, especially since, she
admitted to herself, he was so good at giving her such intense
pleasure. Samantha had, despite herself, developed a growing desire
for sex, even if he usually did tie her up when they did it. It was
so wild, so thrilling! Sometimes her throat was actually sore the
next day from screaming!

She blushed just thinking about that!

Imagine if someone heard!

Thank God he had a private house and wasn't
in an apartment or townhouse where neighbors might hear through the
walls!

And as she'd developed more of an awareness
of her own sexuality, more of a fascination with sexuality and
eroticism, and the way he touched her, the things they did, she
felt herself becoming more confident, in an odd way, and more proud
of herself, of her looks, of her attractiveness to men. She'd
always been embarrassed before at male attention. Now... now she
felt a hot little thrill sometimes, as she saw herself, however
uncertainly, as some sort of exotic, beautiful sexual girl.

At least, that was what Jason kept telling
her she was! And he certainly acted like it! He couldn't get enough
of her, it seemed, and since the pleasure he caused her was
irresistible she was finding that she couldn't get enough of him
either. Imagine me, a nymphomaniac, she thought to herself with
somewhat abashed glee.

But his touch made her heart race and her
blood burn, and what woman could fight that for long?

He'd bought her new lingerie, and she'd worn
it, though she privately considered some of it silly, and others
quite lewd. But only he would see it, so why not? And, she
admitted, some of it made her feel quite... sexy, hot, as he
described her. It was a new thing to Samantha, imagining herself as
'hot'. Hot was quite different from attractive, and had all sorts
of connotations her mind had once firmly shut away.

Then he'd bought her a dress. It showed
cleavage, and was horribly short! She'd refused to wear it outside,
of course. But he'd argued, cajoled, teased, flattered, and
appealed to her logic and common sense. The dress wasn't any
different than what other young women would be wearing at the dance
club he wanted to take her. It was dark, with sparkling colored
flashing lights and pounding sound. No one was really going to
notice her in that crowd.

And she knew he was right. She had been to
such places, for she loved to dance. And she'd been aware every
time that she was just about the most conservatively dressed girl
there – if not THE most conservatively dressed. She'd been
scandalized by the other girls dresses, but had firmly clung to her
determination to dress modestly.

But now... he respected her. She knew he did.
He thought she was smart and funny, and they often talked for hours
about all sorts of things which had nothing to do with sex. He
clearly enjoyed talking with her, and respected her opinion. So why
shouldn't she dress sexy for him?

The dress wasn't terribly low cut, not
compared to others in the club, but she'd never worn anything which
showed cleavage, and been terribly self-conscious at first. That
had quickly worn off, though. In fact, she'd begun to feel terribly
naughty, in an exciting sort of way, and she had blushed when she
caught men glancing at her chest, she'd also had felt a hot little
thrum of excitement.

And she had loved showing off her dancing for
him! For Samantha had never restrained herself in dancing. She was
no demure girl there! If the dance was wild and erotic, so be it.
And she loved the Salsa. She had giggled at how surprised he'd been
as she'd ground herself against him, and been pleased in turn at
how smoothly he danced. In dancing, if in nothing else, Samantha
was an extrovert, and exhibitionist, and she swirled and twisted
and turned without inhibitions as they'd danced the night away.

And then gone back to his place to scream as
he'd driven her mind to the edge of sanity!

It troubled her that he tied her, that he
spanked her and strapped her, but it troubled her less and less,
for her body and mind were becoming conditioned to the raw, hot
pleasure and dark erotic thrill of their naughty game. And so she
was now finding that doing something outrageous, something which
she might even consider degrading, was making her blood boil even
faster, was turning her on despite her misgivings.

Slave girl, he often called her. It was
something of a joke, though, for she was nothing of the sort. But
the idea of being his slave girl was tremendously exciting!

His sex slave!

Even his obscene language was now appealing
to that dark eroticism developing within her. It was outrageous,
shocking, insulting, demeaning, and yet quite appropriate to a
slave girl!

“Jason!” she said in a pouty voice.

“Shhh. You'll love it in the end, little sex
slave.”

She bit her lip, but her lower lip was pushed
out and she heaved an impatient sigh.

Not that she wasn't aroused. She was, though
doing her best not to show it.

He was tying her up. But he was really
putting a lot of effort into it tonight, making it ridiculously
complicated.

He slowly drew her left hand up higher
between her shoulder blades, then higher still.

“Oww!”

“You're a very limber girl with all that yoga
you do,” he said, kissing her shoulder.

She snorted, but her breathing was coming
quicker.

He was using very soft rope about as thick as
his thumb. Already he'd wrapped it around her breasts, drawing the
loops in so that her breasts throbbed and pushed out very firmly.
Then he'd drawn the ropes behind her, around her chest. He'd pushed
her hands up high, wrists crossed, bound together, and now tied
them in place just below the back of her neck.

She felt the rope drop down along her spine,
down between her buttocks, and saw him reach between her thighs for
it. He drew it up along her naked sex, up to just below her belly
button, then held it there with his thumb as he looped it around
her hips, once, twice, then back through the first rope and then …
pulled.

“Oh! Oh! That's too tight!” she gasped.

He chuckled throatily.

The rope pulled back on her arms, but more
importantly, tug up, pushed right up between the lips of her sex,
both loops, and – She looked down to see he'd tied knots in the
rope just where it passed over the top of her sex – over her
clitoris. They were grinding against her even now.

The logical part of her said this was silly.
But her body was pulsing with a growing sense of heat and need as
he tied off the rope.

Then she watched him take a small piece of
the rope and unravel it. He now had a several much thinner black
cords, just as soft. He tied one to the rope circling her right
breast, right at the edge, then drew it directly across the center
of her swollen breast, circling her fat, hard nipple, then wrapped
it around the rope at the other side of her breast and – pulled –
slowly.

“Oh! Oh!”

The cord tightened around her nipple,
squeezing it harder, until it stung, until it burned and she was
gasping for breath. He tied it in place, then tied another cord,
this time to the top, and fed it down across the center of her
breast, again circling her nipple, tightening it, and tying it to
the bottom.

Her nipple throbbed and burned. And he turned
his attention to the other breast.

Very silly. Very, very silly.

She gulped in air, then inhaled more deeply.
Her breasts swelled. Her nipples ached. She moaned shakily.

He led her over beside a large mirror, and
she stared at herself, wide eyed, face and chest flushed.

“What a hot, sexy slave girl,” he growled,
kissing the side of her neck. “A helpless prisoner, all ready to be
ravished by depraved men.”

He drew her head back a little by the hair,
then pushed her down onto her knees before him.

It was impossible for Samantha not to keep
looking at herself in the mirror as he fed his cock into her mouth,
as she sucked and licked eagerly, the slave, the whore, the tramp.
She plunged into the heat of the moment, swallowing him to the
hilt, eyes rolling up at him, then to the side, at the image of
herself in the mirror. Her pussy throbbed and her clitoris burned
as her movements ground the knots against it.

He pulled back on her hair and she gulped in
air.

“Tell me you love to suck cock,” he
growled.

She blushed. “I love to suck cock, master!”
she gasped.

“Do you know what that makes you?”

She stared up at him.

“You're a cock sucker.”

She blushed anew.

“Say it.”

“Jasooon.”

“Say it, sex slave.”

“I'm a cock sucker!” she breathed.

“Let's make a video.”

“No!”

He chuckled evilly and drew her mouth forward
onto his cock.

“I'm going to put you on the internet,” he
growled. “I'm going to bring men over to use your hot, sexy body!
Five at a time, Samantha! Maybe ten or twenty! Imagine their hands
all over you, their eyes on you. I know you'll love it!”

The idea was, of course, compellingly erotic,
as long as it was just a fantasy, of course!

Her entire body was now suffused with heat,
so that she was pink all the way down to her thighs. She was
gasping, moaning around his cock as he jerked her in and out by the
hair. She was coming to find that deeply erotic, the way he
manhandled her by pulling on her hair. It was starting to become
something her body associated with intense pleasure, and so, in a
way, she was becoming conditioned to it.

He pulled back.

“On your knees, slave. Bottom high, knees
apart. Position yourself to be mounted by your master.”

Oh yes. Quite silly. But now desperately
arousing as well.

Samantha turned and lowered herself
hesitantly. Her breasts throbbed as she pressed them against the
rug, as they were squeezed against her chest. She gasped and then
flinched as he used the thin little crop on her bottom. It was
quite lightweight, and only stung a bit. But it was the idea of
being cropped which inflamed her mind.

She positioned herself, panting, legs spread,
her sex thrust up and out in an appallingly lewd way for him to
stare at. But the very thought of that made her burn.

“I should bring men in to look at you like
this, Samantha. Would you like that?”

“No!” she gasped.

The crop snapped across her bottom with a
high pitched hiss.

“Master,” he said.

“No, master!” she gasped.

“You should like whatever your master likes,
bad girl,” he said, bringing the crop down again.

“But my master is a pervert!” she gasped.

The crop snapped across her bottom again.

“Of course your master is a pervert! He's a
man, isn't he? All men are perverts!”

Which, she thought, seemed likely true.

“Perhaps you'd like a female master, eh? A
mistress. Have you ever pleasured a woman, slave girl?”

“No!”

In truth, the idea was not terribly
disturbing to her. Samantha's discomfort with men, with their
aggressive sexuality and their crudeness had often made her wonder
about what it would be like to be with a woman. Women had softer,
more rounded bodies, and were gentler and more restrained. The only
reasons he'd never really given the matter any serious thought was
that sex, to Samantha, was only to be part of a serious romantic
relationship leading to marriage, and that clearly would not be the
case with her and a woman. No, that would have been simply about
sex for pleasure, and she was... or at least, had been morally
opposed to that.

“I bet you'd love having a mistress.”

“I would not.”

The crop snapped across her bottom.

“Don't argue with your master, slave
girl.”

“Pervert.”

The crop snapped across her again, then slid
between her legs, rubbing up and down against her soft flesh.

“Maybe you'd like to have a sexy slave girl
instead, hmm? Would you like to have a slave girl pleasuring you,
tramp?”

“I'm sure she'd do it better than you, Mr.
Master!” she gasped.

The crop snapped across her bottom and then
he knelt behind her. She felt him fiddling with the knots behind
her, and felt the ropes between her legs loosen.

“Maybe you'd like a slave girl to mount you
with a big strap-on dildo and ride you into orgasm.”

Samantha blushed. “Jason!”

“Nasty girl, wanting to having sex with a
lesbian!” he taunted, his fingers stroking along her sex, sliding
into her.

She gasped as they twisted inside her, as
they pumped slowly in and out. Then her eyes went wide and she
jerked up, or tried to.

“Jason!”

She felt something pushing into her back
entrance, something slim, but growing thicker as he pushed it
deeper. It was slippery and warm, and then suddenly it grew quite
wide, then narrowed to almost nothing. It was lodged inside
her!

“What are you doing!?”

“It's called a butt-plug. You have such a
beautiful butt that it definitely needed something inside it.”

“Take it out!”

“I think not, slave girl.”

“Jason! I mean it! That's... dirty!”

“You used to think almost everything we did
was dirty.”

“But – .”

“Does it hurt?”

“Well... well no but – .”

Then his cock slid into her and she lost her
train of thought entirely. She groaned as he leaned into her, as
his hands came down on her bound wrists. They shifted, came down on
the floor beside her, and his hips ground against her upraised
buttocks. She panted, her cheek against the floor, and gulped in
air as her breasts felt squeezed even harder beneath her. He moved
his hips in a slow, circular motion, his cock shifting within
her.

It felt... subtly different with that...
thing inside her back passage. She wasn't sure why, but of course,
she felt fuller. And nastier. Wickeder. She gasped as he ground
himself against her, as he pulled out then thrust slowly, deeply,
into her overheated pussy.

“Sex slave,” he whispered, his head low, his
lips behind her ear.

He pumped slowly, but each time he buried
himself in her he ground his hips against her buttocks. It felt
wonderful, but it was too slow, and she couldn't quite bring
herself to demand he go faster.

“I bet a sexy woman could ride you even
better than me,” he growled.

“Good!” she gasped.

“Slut,” he growled, slapping her bottom.

He picked up the pace, though, and she
gasped, the pressure rising within her as his hips began to strike
her upraised buttocks with more authority. Her body began to quiver
and shake from the force of the blows, her ribs grinding her
breasts beneath her.

Then she felt that... thing pulled slowly out
of her bottom. The sensation was strange and yet it was darkly
thrilling as well. A moment later, he pushed it back in, all the
while thrusting into her. She gasped and panted and moaned, unable
to protest as the swirling, churning sexual pressure grew to a
fever within her.

He pulled the thing out again, and pushed it
back, then pulled it out. This time there was a brief delay, then
Samantha felt it.. now, something wider, sliding into her, pushing
deeper, deeper still. She gasped, the sensations flooding and
churning and burning away at her mind as she cried out in dazed
pleasure. The thing pushed deep, pumping in and out just as his
cock did in her pussy, and then pushed her over the edge into that
all-consuming storm of sensations which made her body jerk and
shake and buck with uncontrollable pleasure.

* * *

She pouted, she frowned, but she wasn't as
angry as she might have been.

Samantha was laying across his lap on the
sofa, still tied, her breasts still aching, her nipples still
burning. Only now she had a dildo, much like the one she'd
practiced with, deep in her back passage. She also had one in her
pussy. And the rope was back between her legs, tight, digging into
her soft flesh even while keeping the two dildos in place, the
knots still grinding against her clitoris.

God, it felt strange! But … exciting, wicked,
depraved!

The two dildos were almost buried within her,
but not quite. An inch or two remained, with the ropes wrapped
around them. Seeing them in the mirror had made her gasp and turn
her face away, blushing, but then her eyes darted back, staring,
open mouthed.

Now he was watching television, being
irritating, refusing to untie her, his fingers teasing her,
stroking her, caressing her from time to time, slapping at her
bottom occasionally, tugging at her aching nipples. He was doing
whatever he felt like doing, as he felt like doing it.

While watching television!

And there wasn't a lot she could do, because
he'd gagged her!

The odd thing was, the moment he'd put the
ball-gag into her mouth she had felt a hot thrill, and seeing it in
the mirror had almost instantly reignited the heat within her.

But now she was completely at his mercy as he
roused her body, then ignored it, then roused her again, only to
ignore her once again. And the most she could do to protest was
kick her feet up and down against the sofa on the other side of his
body.

At one point, he almost seemed to forget her,
his hand resting on her bottom, the fingers of his other hand
climbing lightly, idly through her hair as he watched news show.
Samantha's cheek was against the cushion, and with the heat abated,
she also watched and listened to the show. It was about foreign
policy, about what should be done in the middle east. She disagreed
with what the man was saying, and it was somewhat irritating she
couldn't say so aloud.

What a strange way to be watching TV, she
thought wonderingly.

And then that segment ended, and his fingers
started teasing her again. He fingered her clitoris, squeezed her
breasts, and worked the dildos, both of them, slowly, in and out of
her pussy and back opening until she was wriggling and moaning and
gasping for breath.

Then he stopped again!

“I bet you want to be in an orgy,” he said.
“All those men and woman with their bodies sliding all over yours.
Maybe a gang bang? Hmm? Would you like that? You and ten men? Or
ten women? A nice lesbian orgy perhaps?

Samantha's body was trembling with heat by
the time he eased her off his lap.

“Onto your knees, slave girl, face down,
bottom up, knees forward, legs apart. Get ready to be mounted by
your master.”

Samantha's breathing was ragged as she
positioned herself, gasping as he slapped her bottom, directing her
to pull her knees forward more. Another slap, and she groaned as
she shifted her knees wider. It was a horribly degrading position!
And yet the fact of that, the act of doing it, was inflaming her
even further! It was so... depraved! It was so sexual! It was so
obscene!

She trembled as he knelt behind her, as she
felt his hands sliding over her bottom, then down between her
legs.

“Oh! Oh!” she gasped as she felt his fingers
slide across her clit.

He pulled the gag out of her mouth, leaning
over her, kissing her.

“Are you my little slave girl?” he
purred.

“Yes! Oh! Oh yes!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your little sex slave!”

His hand slapped her bottom.

“Say master.”

“I'm your little sex slave, masterbater!” she
gasped.

The slap was harsher, and her giggle turned
into a gasp.

“Jason! Put it in me!” she begged.

“Say fuck me.”

“Nooo!”

His fingers slid over her body, brushing her
clit just enough to cause her bottom to jerk up.

“Say please fuck me, master.”

“Jason!” she moaned.

“Do it, slave girl.”

Samantha was not inclined to, but she wanted
him inside her so much!

“Please.... please... fuck me, master!” she
moaned.

God! It was so degrading!

He put the gag back in her mouth. Then she
felt him grip the dildo in her bottom, and moaned as he pushed on
it, grinding the head against some deep part of her insides. He
slid it slowly loose, and then a moment later, she was only
slightly surprised as he entered her there instead of her
pussy.

She felt a little dazed, nevertheless, a
little astonished that she had permitted him, that she had
permitted any man to do that to her! It was the first time, and
given the state she was in, and the preparation, it hadn't hurt at
all. It just felt very … strange!

Her face was pressed against he rug, her
bottom raised up, her wrists pulling and jerking against the rope
around them. She was gulping in air, panting, moaning as his cock
pushed deeper into her belly. She felt a sense of aching fulness, a
cramping sensation, but the heat roared higher, knowing his big
cock was so deep inside her belly.

“Oh! Oh God!” she gasped into the gag as the
head made cramps ripple through her belly.

She felt his hips against her buttocks, and
moaned, knowing he was all the way inside her. Then his cock eased
back, slid out, inch by slow inch, before pushing into her
again.

In and out. In and out. Her body responded
quickly, adjusted, and she was soon jerking in time to the blows of
his hips against her upraised bottom. It was wicked and shocking
and outrageous that he was doing her there! But it didn't really
hurt at all, and, in fact, it felt deliciously exotic and erotic!
Her body thrummed with the sexual energy as his hips began to
strike her buttocks, and she jerked back and forth, gasping and
moaning as she felt his big shaft moving inside her lower
belly.

And with the repeated tugging and pulling and
squeezing on her breasts and nipples, and the way his fingers
danced over her clitoris, it didn't matter that he was in her
bottom and not her pussy. The climax was, if anything, even more
intense than the previous one, and she screamed into the gag.
Almost at once, she felt a strange sense of freedom there. Her
voice rose, and then rose again as she let slip her control, as she
realized she didn't need to care about how loud she was, and as she
abandoned the last vestiges of control the orgasm peaked. The
intensity dazed her and left her barely conscious.

 


 


 



Chapter Twelve

 


 


 


 


Becoming accustomed to anal sex was far
easier than she would ever have imagined, and she actually came to
enjoy it. It was just one more part of the hot, sensual life she
was thrilling to now that she'd met Jason.

The next dress he bought her was even
shorter, and showed more cleavage, but again, she let herself be
persuaded, because it still wasn't out of place at the clubs, and
not as bad as what others wore.

At the dance, they kissed, and his hand,
beneath the table, slipped up under her skirt and into her thong.
She protested, but was soon helpless as the thrill took her. But he
teased her, taunted her, making no effort to bring her to her peak.
In her heat, though, he pointed her across the room, at a blonde in
a tight, plunging tank top.

“I can see you two together,” he whispered,
“Your breasts sliding together, your bodies all oiled, your lips on
each other as your hands slide around each others bodies, writhing
on the bed while I look on...”

The girl was beautiful, and Samantha's heated
mind flicked to the image he painted for her, and she found it hot,
exciting, thrilling. She imagined him watching them, his eyes
eager, excited, filled with heat at how beautiful they were as they
slid together.

And then? Would he take her? Or take them
both?

The thought of him taking the blonde in such
a scene did not outrage her for some reason. She wondered what he
would look like, how erotic it would be to watch him mounting the
blonde, with her right there beside him perhaps, or maybe on the
other side of the girl, holding her in her arms.

He slid his fingers out of her thong and
licked them, then led her back onto the dance floor. They danced,
she writhed, she ground herself against him, her eyes alive with
heat and lust. Then they went home, and danced for hours in his
bed, on the sofa, and in the shower.

The next morning, she got up with a groan as
the alarm went off. Wild nights like that were exhausting her. She
had no idea how he did it and went to work the next day. She knew
he was at work before her. In fact, today she'd stayed over at his
house, and he was gone before she wakened.

She made coffee and had her shower, then
dressed casually. She had brought a change of clothing to wear to
work, for showing up in the same outfit was unthinkable.

She would have liked to explore the house a
little more, being the inquisitive type, but had little time if she
was to make it to work on time. She did, however, check the camera
and the computer, double check them, really, to make sure the
videos he'd taken the previous night were deleted, the way he'd
said they were.

It wasn't that she didn't trust him, exactly,
but men were notorious about such things. They simply didn't
understand, so one had to make allowances.

She'd shocked herself by allowing it, but
then, it hadn't happened suddenly. He'd started with pictures of
her, lots of them, and she'd been flattered that he thought her so
beautiful. And, of course, he'd taken pictures of her in the
dresses he'd bought her, and in some casual clothes. He had a hot
tub, and that was where the bathing suit had come in. Yes, it was a
bikini, but posing in it made her blush at first.

And yes, logically, there really wasn't a lot
of difference between the bathing suit and the lingerie, not
really. But still, she'd only agreed on condition he delete them
afterward. So slowly, she'd been worked into showing more and more
of her body, until she'd posed for 'artistic' nudes. At first they
showed very little of her 'naughty bits' but that had changed over
the weeks as her resistance slowly faded.

She blushed to think of some of the pictures
he had taken of her. They were obscene! And then, well, it had been
a short step to the videos. And he was absolutely right in that
seeing them up on the big screen TV while they had made love,
hearing them, had turned her on immensely! Watching him take her
from behind on all fours, the camera placed to their right while
she looked straight ahead at the TV had been – astonishing.

Immersed in a world of heat and hunger, she
had screamed as the orgasms had taken her. And the machine had
recorded that, as well.

Imagining anyone seeing such videos was
horrifying. So even though she was sure he wouldn't ever show them,
well, accidents and thefts happened! And she wasn't about to take
the chance! Not with that sort of thing!

It was well and truly gone, she saw. But then
she saw something else. It was a video, and titled Slave Girl. She
could tell it was a few years old, but clicked on it anyway. There
was a pretty young blonde girl in it, nude but for metal restraints
on her wrists and ankles, and a collar around her throat. She
looked quite exotically beautiful, quite sensuous as she crawled
across the floor.

She licked at the boot of a man standing
before her, and then raised her eyes.

“Anica loves you, Master,” she said in an
accented voice.

European of some sort, she thought.

A gloved hand reached down and gripped her by
the hair, dragging the girl upright. The girl's wrists were not
fastened behind her, but they made no effort to resist as she was
raised on her knees, and ground her face into the man's leather
covered groin.

“Nasty little slave,” the male voice
said.

Samantha's eyes jerked wide. It was Jason's
voice!

She checked the date again. Yes, it was three
years old. She watched girl crawl, frowning, scowling. Such a slut!
The girl was like an animal, fawning over him, crawling, licking at
his boot, for God's sakes! And then she gave a snort as Jason, who
she could still only see from the waist down, clipped a leash to
the girl's collar and led her, crawling, around the room. So
degrading! Yet the little slut didn't seem to mind at all!

The camera scene changed. Now they were in
the kitchen. The girl was on all fours eating from a dog bowl! Her
hair was done in pigtails, sticking straight up before falling, no
doubt meant to resemble dog ears.

There was … something her bottom. Only it had
a kind of tail attached, so the tail hung down behind her against
her thighs.

Samantha felt a sense of indignation towards
Jason, but that faded because the girl was so very clearly aroused,
so very clearly delighted in the act she was performing. She was
excited, delighted, reveling in being used, being treated like an
animal!

Well, it takes all kinds, she thought with a
scowl of disapproval.

The scene changed again. Now she was sitting
across Jason's lap, still naked. Now her wrists were locked behind
her, and Jason was jerking back on her hair. His fingers were
between her legs, and there was a very thick black dildo jammed up
into her pussy. The girl was quite petite, Samantha saw, with
Jason's body to compare her to. And she was going crazy! Samantha
had been embarrassed at her own responsiveness, but this girl was
worse, and completely uninhibited!

She shrieked and squealed and howled and
writhed as she came and came again. Despite herself, Samantha found
herself becoming aroused. Such blatant heat, such incredible sexual
hunger which fairly oozed out of the girl's pores was an amazing
thing to watch, especially with her Jason causing it.

Samantha had to rush to get to work, but her
mind was occupied most of the morning. She was angry at Jason – a
little. But for the most part, she was worried. The girl, what was
her name? Anica? She had been Jason's little sex slave then. And
yet... where was she now? Gone. Abandoned? Or perhaps she just got
tired of that sort of thing and left him. That made her feel a
little better.

But it was hard to imagine that screaming
nymphet getting tired of that sort of pleasure and going off with
someone else. Why would she? Why would any woman unless the bondage
thing disturbed her? And that girl had clearly embraced her role of
sexual slave more than Samantha ever would! He was not going to
turn her into some kind of obedient animal!

Had it still not been enough for Jason? What
did that say about the future of their relationship?

But the girl had been young. Maybe Jason had tired of her
immaturity?

She would have to ask him, but... how? She
didn't want him to think she'd been snooping, or that she didn't
trust him.

She worked over the problem for some time
without arriving at a clear resolution. The next day she looked
again, searching for other videos of Anica. She found one of the
girl dancing, naked, on a pole. It was in a club of some sort,
though it seemed to be closed. But Jason wasn't alone. There were
two other men there, along with whoever was running the camera. The
girl was on the stage, grinding against the pole.

She was quite talented, Samantha thought
grudgingly, and looked very erotic. Then she was giving a man a lap
dance, only the lap dance turned into sex as she rode him, and
Samantha blushed to watch, feeling like an intruder, like a voyeur.
Yet she couldn't pull her eyes away. And again, it was difficult to
feel that she was being abused given the clear and obvious level of
her arousal.

Watching the second man stand beside the
chair, her blush deepened and she almost cringed, half turning her
head away as the girl began to suck on his cock. Then there was a
little more repositioning, and the girl was having sex with three
men at once!

What a little slut!

And yet the scene was disturbingly erotic.
The girl was in a fever of heat and arousal, and that fever clearly
infected the men.

Was this the kind of thing Jason expected of
her? Because if so he was going to be disappointed!

Still, it was impossible not to imagine
herself in the girl's place, imagine riding Jason, with another man
thrusting into her back passage while she sucked on another man's
cock. That would shocking! Horrifying! Perverted! It was … all
right for fantasies, perhaps, she told herself anxiously, but not
in real life!

The girl didn't think so, of course. What
would was she feeling, what was she thinking, Samantha
wondered.

She continued to watch reluctantly, ashamed
of herself, in a way, for invading her privacy, as well as Jason's.
What he'd done before he met her was none of her business. Except,
of course, it certainly was! If this was what his little bondage
games – admittedly exciting – were leading up to then she should
simply stop seeing him right now. She was certainly willing to
admit how exciting and exotic the games were, but she was not about
to turn into a sex slave for real!

* * *

Samantha was nervous as the rope went taut:
nervous and breathless.

She groaned as her body was stretched out,
the ropes pulling on the leather restraints, raising her up onto
the balls of her feet. She danced around on her feet, gasping, her
shoulders aching as he moved in behind her. His hands and lips
began to move over her body, and she felt the now familiar heat
rising as his fingers stroked across her clitoris.

Then she gasped as he slapped her bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

She shifted her feet apart as much as she
could, and she could without actually leaving her toes, and felt
him wrapping ropes around her ankles, then tying them apart. Now
she felt even more helpless! A moment later he pulled back on her
hair and slid the ball gag into her mouth. She groaned around it as
he released her hair, then gasped as his hand moved slowly down
along her spine, down between her taut buttocks, and under her to
caress her pussy.

“Nasty little slut,” he purred.

His hand slid around her hip, then down
across her abdomen. She felt his fingers on her clit! Then they
were gone as he pulled back. A moment later his lips were on her
neck, then gone. His fingers caught at her nipples, pinching them
lightly, tugging on them, then rolling them between them. Then his
arms drew back behind her.

He began to talk, painting a word picture for
her, of all the outrageous things he imagined doing to her, of the
hordes of men who would come over and stare at her, who would
fondle her, who would use her, mount her, plunge their stiff male
cocks into her body again and again and again.

She groaned as his fingers penetrated her,
slipping in and out of her wet opening. They were soon replaced by
a dildo, spreading her wide, stretching the lips of her sex, then
the walls of her tunnel as it was pushed deeper and deeper. Another
soon pushed into her back passage, and he worked them both in and
out with patience and a skillful assessment of her mood and
pleasure.

And then his lips were on her clit, and the
world slowly disintegrated around her. Samantha's hips bucked and
jerked and twisted and she arched and rolled as she approached her
climax.

Then it stopped

“Nasty girl. Time for you to be whipped,” he
growled, gripping her hair, staring into her eyes. “Whipped! Like a
slave girl! Whipped!”

Panting, gasping, Samantha heard him but
didn't quite understand. Surely he didn't mean... surely he
couldn't mean...

He showed it to her, and her eyes bulged. It
was... it was like pirate movies, remembering seeing the … what was
it called... the cat 'o nine tails!

“I'm going to whip you, slave girl!” he said
with a sneer and a leer.

She shook her head frantically as he moved
behind her, then jerked her head right, then left, trying to see
him.

And then she squealed as she felt the whip
strike her across the back! It stung! Well, it stung a little
anyway. It felt like not one object, but many small, thin objects,
as if he'd held a dozen shoelaces together and swung it at her bare
back.

It struck her again and again she jerked and
cried out. Yet the pain was no big thing. The laces seemed light,
if leatherish. They were perhaps heavier than shoelaces, but not a
lot heavier. The blows landed again, up and down her back, and each
stung just a little. With the number of them the stinging was
worse, and her back began to ache a little, but it was still
nothing terrible, other than that it distracted her from that
wonderful heat which had been gripping her body.

The blows stopped and he knelt before her
again, his mouth taking her clitoris between its lips, sucking,
then licking and caressing her. Her hips began to grind helplessly
against his lapping tongue, his sucking mouth, his caressing lips,
and she arched and twisted, digging her teeth into the gag.

But then the mouth came off her and the
whipping resumed!

She moaned and gasped and groaned as the whip
fell across her shoulders and lower back. As before each of the
little laces stung a bit but not terribly. Still, the blows pushed
back the worst of the heat, making her flinch and gasp and moan
from the crackle of little stings each time he swung it against her
back.

His tongue started working at her again, and
she was soon writhing, gasping, moaning, shuddering, desperately
needing to climax. She wanted to scream at him, to beg him to make
her come, to let her come! To not stop!

Yet she could not! And he drew her torture
out, extending it, to the point she was physically trembling and
shaking, almost hyper-ventilating as she gulped in air, drooling
around the gag and not caring. The world had disappeared, or
perhaps, narrowed, to just her pussy and the wild, tumultuous heat
gripping her.

He brought the whip down across her bell,
across her breasts! She squealed and jerked and pulled against the
ropes as the stinging leather snapped and bit at her tender
breasts. Outrage warred with a volcanic heat within her, and she
moaned in dazed hunger.

The dildo drew slowly down out of her bottom,
and she cried out as his cock thrust up into her. A moment later
she felt the vibrator against her clitoris as he began to thrust up
into her bottom with hard, deep strokes. His hands slid around her
waist, then up to cup and roughly knead her breasts as his lips
came down against her throat.

She screamed as the orgasm boiled over within
her, exploded up through her body and mind, and drove her over the
edge into a glorious mental meltdown.
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It was difficult, horribly difficult; the
hardest thing she'd ever done, perhaps. But she had to break it off
with him. Samantha was becoming too frightened, not of him, but of
her own reactions. He'd already changed her so much, and she was
too fearful of where he was taking her. She'd seen the end results
of that sort of thing, and had no intention of being turned into a
brainless sex slave, a sexual toy for him to play with and then,
perhaps, discard!

She could feel her inhibitions melting away,
could feel her moral certainty, once rock solid, turning into jelly
under the constant heat and pleasure he was flooding her body with.
It was like a narcotic, and she was becoming addicted to it,
willing to do anything to get it! The arousal was like a drug, and,
while under the influence, she was out of control, and could, it
seemed, be persuaded into doing anything!

What if he brought in another man when she
was so aroused? Would she have the will-power to say no? What if he
turned her into the kind of woman men could play with, toy with, in
ones and twos and threes, a pathetic slave creature who only cared
about her own sexual pleasure!?

Would he have her stripping at a club like
that poor girl!? The idea was appalling! It was also erotic and
exciting, and that was even more appalling! She wouldn't have
thought it erotic a few weeks ago! He had changed her own
self-image. She was now fully aware of and had, to some degree,
embraced his image of her as a sex object, as an object of desire,
as a lovely woman who was so beautiful men would stare and admire
her and want her.

Wearing low-cut tops and then reveling in the
fact men were staring at her half naked breasts with lust in their
eyes! What was she thinking!? And how had he changed her
thinking!?

He had whipped her! She was astonished at
that! Of course, it hadn't been much of a whipping, to be sure. It
hadn't left any marks, and hadn't really hurt, not even as much as
being spanked had. Yet the memory of it was huge within her mind,
and she kept thinking about it, wanting it to happen again! That
just showed how addicted she was becoming! How brainwashed!

She could not let him continue or she would
wind up like that girl, a mindless slut being used by him and
whatever men he wanted, then discarded, perhaps dropped onto the
street to become a... a stripper or a prostitute!

She sent him a very firmly worded email
instructing him that she no longer wished to have any communication
with him other than official business, and that she would expect
him to conduct himself in a professional manner there. She stopped
returning his calls, and avoided him as much as possible at work.
At first it wasn't difficult. But he began getting more insistent.
He would scowl at her and she would avert her eyes anxiously and
scuttle away.

She stopped driving her bicycle to work, and
began to take the bus, and not the same bus every day either! If
she could stay away from him for a while he would probably just
find some other weak woman to turn into his sex slave, and she
would be free!

He tried to corner her at work several times
but she simply kept walking, and the one time he stopped her by
grabbing her arm she snapped at him – in a public hallway,
insisting he remove his hand!

That was embarrassing, but it was
necessary.

She stayed away from the ravine, and returned
home at different times each day, making sure he wasn't parked
nearby. Was he the stalker type? She didn't think so, but she felt
guilty. He was owed an explanation of some sort, after all. It was
just that she didn't feel confident of her ability to make one
without giving in to him. Certainly not in person!

So she sent him another email. She couldn't
put it directly into words, of course. She couldn't say she didn't
want to be his sex slave! What if someone saw it!

I cannot be what you want me to be, she
wrote. I cannot go as far as you need me to go. You'll need to find
someone else for that.

She got home at half past seven that evening,
and found that Danielle was working, while Michelle was in the
living room watching TV, with a guest.

“Hello,” she said with a reflexive smile.

The smile froze on her face.

She recognized the girl sitting there, the
little blonde in the short pleated skirt and tight top. Then the
girl, to her shock, stood up – she was very short! – and greeted
her. “Hi, Samantha. I've been waiting for you.”

Samantha was almost speechless for a
moment.

“I brought back some of your things you left
at my place,” the girl said casually. “I put them in your
bedroom.”

“Uhm... uh... “

The girl moved past her towards her bedroom
and Samantha stared at her.

“Make sure everything's there and I didn't
forget anything,” she said.

Samantha snapped her mouth closed and
followed her to her room, eyes flicking uncertainly towards
Michelle. But the girl didn't seem to have a lot of interest in
what they were doing.

She looked at the girl warily as Anica sat
down heavily on the edge of her bed, bouncing slightly. Her feet
didn't reach anywhere near the floor.

“Hi,” she said. “We've never met but I've
heard a lot about you.”

I've seen a lot about you, Samantha felt like
saying, blushing.

“I uhm... I don't know – .”

“I'm Anica.”

“I uhm. Yes, I know.”

The girl's English was less accented than it
had been in the video, but still quite noticeable.

“What are you doing here?”

“You left a few things at Jason's house. I
brought them.”

“Well.. thank you,” she said.

“Why did you stop seeing him?”

“I'm afraid that's between him and me,” she
said.

“But you haven't told him either.”

“I have. I'm sure he understands.”

“No. No, he doesn't,” Anica said mildly.

“Well... I'm sorry about that.”

“He's a very handsome man, very kind, very
much fun to be with, and very good in bed. I don't know why you
would stop seeing him.”

Samantha blushed. “I'm sure you had your
reasons too.”

“I never stopped seeing him,” Anica said.

Samantha stared at her in astonishment. “Wh –
What!?”

“Are you his wife?” Anica asked with raised
eyebrow. “Did he ever say he would stop seeing other women or
anything? Did you ever tell him you would no longer see other
men?”

“But...”

Well, of course nothing like that had been
said! But she had understood... that is to say, she had thought
that, well ,that they had something special and were only seeing
each other! She suddenly felt used and hurt!

“I think he loves you, you know,” Anica said,
completely blowing away Samantha's next words.

“What!? How can you know that!? And... if
that were true he wouldn't have...”

“Been seeing me? You don't understand our
relationship. It was nothing like yours, or at least, not the
same.”

“You were.. dating him while I was – .”

The girl shook her head. “No. I never dated
Jason.”

“You were his... his sex slave!” Samantha
said in a choked voice, face red.

“Yes, well sort of. You don't really know
what a sex slave is, Samantha. I've been a sex slave. In Europe.
Let me explain what a real sex slave is.”

And she preceded to do so, and wouldn't stop
even when Samantha tried to shut her up! It was horrifying!
Disgusting! Frightening!

But she couldn't just refuse to listen. How
could any woman refuse to listen when someone was telling her how
they'd been kidnapped and abused like that!? The girl's life had
been horrible!

“Jason rescued me from all that,” she said.
“He became like... my father, and my brother, and my lover, all at
once. I came here and lived with him, and for the first time I felt
safe.”

“And then where did you go?” Samantha asked,
having sank down onto the bed herself.

The girl raised an eyebrow. “I can't live by
myself. I would go crazy. I would kill myself. I can't live by
myself. Even coming outside alone makes me terrified. I've never
been outside without Jason since he rescued me, and very rarely
then. If I didn't have Jason I would jump in a river again.”

“But... but you...”

“Jason is not my boyfriend. He can't be my
boyfriend,” Anica said, shaking her head. “I knew that years ago.
He is a smart man, and he likes all kinds of things. I don't
understand them and I don't like them. Sometimes he talks to me
about politics and things, and I pretend to care but he knows I
don't. My mind doesn't work like his. I don't have interest in such
things. I watch TV. That's all, and I play on the internet.”

“Don't you.. work?”

The girl let out a bark of laughter. “As
what? A stripper? I could never do that. I would be terrified
around so many people. I could only be around other men when Jason
was there to make me feel safe.”

“Are you on welfare?”

“I am not an American. I would be deported. I
would be sent back to my homeland, and it would be as before. So I
would have to kill myself.”

“But... where do you live?”

The girl raised her eyebrows, as if Samantha
was being an idiot.

“I live with Jason,” she said. “I am his
slave girl.”

Samantha gaped at her.

“Not like you, and your pretending, your
games. I am his slave for real. I cannot leave. And don't want to.
I love Jason.”

Samantha stared at her. “Well... well then
you should be glad I left.”

The girl shook her head. “You don't
understand. Jason is not happy. He needs a girlfriend. He needs a
wife. I am not those things. I am his slave, his pet. You know, a
pet, like a dog? He loves his pet. But his pet is not his wife. He
needs a wife, or a girlfriend, as well as his pet.”

“Th-that's ridiculous!” Samantha gasped,
staring at the girl.”

“He doesn't really need me,” the girl said.
“I suppose. If he had you, or some other girl, he wouldn't need me.
But he cares for me, like his pet, you see? He does not want me to
go away and die. So he keeps me around. But then he cannot have a
girlfriend, and so I feel bad. I feel guilty for keeping him from
having a person he can share all these things with, all this
thinking with, to go places with, have dancing with at clubs.”

The girl stood up as Samantha gaped at her.
“I will leave. I will go away, and you can be with him.”

“But I can't!” Samantha exclaimed! “I can't
be like you! I mean, I can't be his... his obedient little...
little sex slave!”

Anica stared at her crossly. “You don't
listen to me? He does not need sex slave! He needs wife! All I give
him is sex. You can give him that and more!”

“But... I saw... I mean I saw... some videos
of you.. on his computer,” Samantha said, blushing again. “I saw
what...”

“Jason likes me to be happy. I enjoy being
sex slave. Somehow, I don't understand, but somehow it makes me
crazy hot to do such things. It makes me crazy hot to be treated
like sex slave, as long as Jason is there, because I know Jason
will not harm me or allow me to be harmed. But he does not want you
for that. He likes that kind of thing, games and stuff, but he
wants you to be smart and to do things with and talk about things
with and be his girlfriend, his companion, you know, not a pet,
like me. He would not want you to be like me. He already has a pet!
But I will go and then you can be with him.”

“But... where would you go?”

The girl shrugged. “I will go somewhere. It
doesn't matter.”

She was talking about going somewhere and
dying, Samantha thought, appalled.

“I don't understand this. It's hurting my
head!” she groaned, clutching her head.

“I thought you were smart. Are you stupid? I
speak good English now.”

Samantha glowered at her.

The girl grinned cheekily. “You want to
punish me? I like being punished.”

“Don't be ridiculous!” Samantha snapped,
blushing again.

“Sometimes I tease Jason just so he punishes
me. You could punish me too if you wanted.”

“I don't want!” Samantha exclaimed.

The girl sighed. “Go and see Jason. Tell him
you thought he wanted pet. He didn't want pet, not another. He
already has one he can't get rid of. He wants you for girlfriend or
wife. You want this too, I think.”

“And what about you?”

“I am his pet.”

“You are not! Stop saying that!”

“I like being his pet!” the girl snapped.
“But if you want he get rid of his pet to be his girlfriend then I
will go.”

Samantha stared at her.

“You can't think that... that I would...
would be his girlfriend while he has... while he keeps you as
his... slave?” she said in astonishment.

“Why not? I cook and clean for you too. I do
laundry for you. I sleep in basement out of way, like servant
girl.”

“But he's... he's having sex with you!” she
snapped.

“So? I have sex for you too if you like. I
know how to make women very happy. I have done this very much in
the past.”

“Certainly not!”

“You have never been with woman?”

“No!” Samantha's face flushed.

“Is not needed. But I can be serving girl. I
can be pet. Like dog. You let him have dog, yes?”

“Not if he's having sex with it!” she
exclaimed.

“I will leave then.”

The girl's eyes were downcast.

Samantha stared at her helplessly. It wasn't
fair! She wasn't responsible for this girl's... insanity! It wasn't
her fault the girl was some sort of super dependent personality
type who had attached herself to Jason! And she shouldn't be faced
with telling the girl to, in effect, go and kill herself so she
could have Jason!

“Wait!” she exclaimed as the girl started to
pen the door.

Anica turned to look at her.

“Whether I ever see Jason again will have
nothing to do with whether you are there or not,” she said.

The girl simply nodded wordlessly and walked
out, and Samantha barely restrained herself from chasing after her,
not even sure what the words she'd just said meant. They certainly
weren't true! After all, if Jason really didn't want her to be
his... his pet, if he really wanted her as his companion, to go
dancing with, to go to movies with, to talk with, well, that was …
perfect! That was exactly what she wanted! If that was true then
her reason for not seeing him was gone.

But now she had this new reason! He had a ..
sex slave! What was she supposed to do about that!? And why was she
even thinking about it!? Who dated a man with a sex slave!? Well,
at least, that was how she would have thought before she'd become
involved in what she had always thought of as his 'bondage games'.
The undeniable fact was that the 'game' was enthralling and
exciting and had given her an immense amount of pleasure.

She wasn't entirely sure why it was such a
thrill. Perhaps the forbidden nature of it, especially to her, had
a part in the dark heat she felt when he tied her up, when he
lorded it over her and pretended she was his sex slave. Letting
herself pretend that she was his slave was an incredibly hot and
erotic experience! And yes, she had flirted, of course, with the
thought of what it would be like to really be his sex slave! Of
course she had!

So could she really dismiss him as a filthy
pervert who was unworthy of any further attention? That would be
hypocritical, and that was not something Samantha believed in. So
this girl actually had gone all the way, so to speak. Somehow,
through a variety of odd circumstances, she had become his actual
sex slave – at least insofar as she agreed to be one. That made a
difference. It wasn't like he was holding her prisoner against her
will or anything, like a real slave.

But however you termed it there was another
woman in his life – well, a girl anyway. Samantha was a woman.
Anica was a girl. She was short, cute, young, and from the way she
talked, her mind was terribly unsophisticated and complacent with
her lot in life. She had no ambition to ever do anything on her
own, to get educated, to strive to succeed. She was content to
simply let someone else look after her.

Samantha had a certain measure of contempt
for that. And she could see how such a girl was really not much
competition to her. She had spent too many hours talking, arguing,
debating with Jason to not realize he would not be happy with a
mere girl who he could not engage in the same intelligent manner.
The girl was even too timid to go outside on dates and to clubs
without Jason there to hold her hand! And from the sounds of it,
she didn't even want to go out then!

No, this was certainly a girl who needed to
be looked after, not a mature, intelligent woman who could take
care of herself. So she supposed she couldn't blame Jason for
feeling sorry for her and not kicking her out. Oh, there was some
self-serving to that, since he also got, in effect, a servant and a
sex toy rolled together, and one who never argued with him to boot!
But Jason was not a man who needed to look far to find women
willing to entertain him anyway.

So what was Samantha to do? Tell him she
would see him again, but only if he got rid of the girl? If she
kicked the girl out she'd die! Or at least, so she said. Maybe
she'd made it up to make sure Samantha didn't return. Only why do
it now, when she'd been gone two weeks with no sign of her going
back?

Her head really was hurting! How was she
supposed to think her way through this!?

And how had Anica even gotten to her house
then, if she was so timid? Had Jason put her up to it?

She peered suspiciously out the window as if
she could still see Jason's car there. But no, it hadn't been
nearby. Had the girl walked? It wasn't that far from Jason's house,
but shouldn't a timid girl have been too afraid to go out on her
own? Unless she was desperate, of course. But why be that
desperate?

Samantha left her room, swept past Michelle,
with a “going out” and then went out back to get her bicycle.

She wheeled it out to the street and then
considered the quickest way to get to Jason's house if you were
actually walking. She started forward, her mind still spinning over
the issue. She alternated between anger at Anica and her emotional
blackmail and weakness, to Jason for not being honest to her
(though she had no idea how he could have brought up a subject like
a pet girl!).

Jason's house was on the other side of the
ravine, but she doubted anyone would take that route for it meant a
twisting path down into the ravine, then up the other side again.
Far quicker to take the bridge on Whelan street.

That brought a sudden flare of alarm. The
girl surely wouldn't decide to jump off the bridge, would she?! If
she really loved Jason and thought her presence was dooming him to
never have a real wife or girlfriend, well, if she was really that
upset and guilty over it that spoke well for her, in a way. But
surely she wasn't that desperate? At least, not yet!
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Samantha was relieved when she crossed the
bridge and saw no sign of the girl. She wheeled east on Rutherford,
and then up and around the block towards Jason's house. Just as she
arrived, the girl came around the corner, walking quickly, head
down. Again, Samantha felt relief. But immediately after that was
confusion about what the hell she was going to do now.

The girl saw her and stopped a half block up,
then continued forward.

“Does Jason know you came to my house?”
Samantha demanded.

The girl shook her head slowly.

“Is he home?”

The girl shook her head again.

Samantha bit her lip and then jerked her head
to the door.

“You have the key, I suppose?”

Again the girl shook her head. “I don't have
a key. I just left the door unlocked.”

Exasperated, Samantha pushed the door open
and the girl walked past her and into the house. Samantha turned
and locked her bike against the front porch, then went in after
her, stopping in alarm as she saw that Anica had already stripped
naked.

“What are you doing!?” she exclaimed.

“I never wear clothes in the house,” Anica
said. “I don't like clothing. I have hardly ever worn any clothes
since the last three or four years.”

She had been wearing a turtleneck sweater,
but now Samantha saw she had on a stainless steel collar and
matching wrist bands beneath. There were matching ankle bands too.
The girl dropped to her knees even as Samantha stared at her, then
sat on her heels and spread her knees wide.

She really did look like a sex slave in the
natural and completely casual way she assumed the position,
Samantha thought. Samantha had assumed the same position, but in
her it was done with a sort of giggly, partly disapproving sense of
excitement and anticipation. Anica did it as naturally as Samantha
herself would sit at a desk.

Embarrassed, Samantha looked at her, while
trying not to stare, at least, trying to keep her eyes off certain
parts of her anatomy. She had very little experience around naked
women!

“May I get you a drink, Mistress?” the girl
asked.

“Don't call me that!”

“Yes, mistress,” the girl said.

Samantha scowled, exasperated with the
insanity of the situation. She was half minded to just turn and
leave!

Then she sat down on the sofa, letting out a
puff of air and scowling at the girl.

She eyed the girl critically. Anica had a
beautiful body. She was petite, but well-built, and quite pretty.
Yes, a perfect little sex toy for Jason, she thought unhappily. Of
course, if Jason was content with that he wouldn't have put such
effort into seeking out and seducing Samantha.

“So what do you do all day, Anica?”

“I keep Master's house clean, and do laundry.
I work in the garden out back, weeding and pruning. I do whatever
needs doing, Mistress.”

Samantha scowled at her. “Get me a drink of
water,” she said crossly.

“Yes, mistress!”

The girl dropped onto her hands and then
crawled – actually crawled across the room and into the kitchen!
She did it very smoothly, very gracefully, as if she was well-used
to crawling, and despite herself Samantha was struck by the
pet-like way she moved. It was weird! But oddly, it was also erotic
in a way she didn't quite understand.

The girl at least walked back, carrying a
glass of water, with ice in it, on a silver tray. She dropped to
her knees before Samantha, bent her head and body forward low, and
raised her arms up above her, presenting the tray.

“Your water, mistress.”

Samantha shook her head. The girl wasn't
playing a game! She actually did this because... she thought of
herself as a slave!

She took the glass off the tray and took a
sip, eying the girl doubtfully as she carried the tray back to the
kitchen, then crawled back to resume her previous position sitting
on her heels.

The thought came to her that if she ever
moved in with Jason it would be rather interesting to have a
servant or slave who would do her every bidding like this. No
housework! No laundry! No weeding! Her mind flitted over other
thoughts, too, but she pushed them back determinedly.

No, she had never had sex with a girl, but
she'd thought about it, of course. And her experiences with Jason
over the past couple of months had drastically altered her attitude
about bondage and submission. She now, of course, found them
deliciously erotic. So how could she look upon Anica, a beautiful
young woman in bondage, a willing sex slave, and not consider her
erotic?

And available to anyone who wanted to make
use of her lovely body, who wanted to experience sex with her. She
wouldn't say no. she couldn't say no.

“Do you find it... exciting to be like that?
Naked? With a collar? Shackled?”

“Yes, mistress. Don't you?”

Samantha scowled. “We're not talking about
me!”

“I'm sorry, Mistress.”

“I find it … exciting.. .sometimes not all
the time”

“I find it exciting all the time, mistress.
No matter what I do, even washing the floors. I am always
aroused.”

“Always?” Samantha demanded doubtfully.

“Always, mistress. Sometimes Master hangs
weights from my nipples and clitoris while I wash the floor on my
hands and knees. They pull and tug and make me even more
aroused.”

Samantha blushed again, swallowing
uncomfortably and looking away. The mental image aroused her too,
and she again brushed the thought off. There was no way she was
ever going to have sex with this girl!

Her mind flitted over it again, wondering
what it would be like, and she crushed the thought again with a
scowl.

“You were here when Jason and I were making
love?” she demanded.

“Yes, Mistress. I was locked up in the
playroom downstairs, or in my cage.”

“Cage? You have a cage!?”

“Yes, mistress, in the playroom.”

“I haven't seen this play room.”

“It's in the basement, mistress.”

“Show me,” she demanded.

Samantha started crawling towards the back of
the house as Samantha stood up.

“Stand up, for goodness sakes!”

“Yes, mistress.”

Samantha glowered at the girl as she led her
to the basement door, then downstairs. They went to the back of the
house, past the laundry room, to a door she vaguely recalled Jason
describing as a closet. It wasn't. It opened on a ten by ten room,
nicely carpeted, with a large dog cage in one corner. Chains hung
from metal pipes bolted to the ceiling, and there was what she at
first took to be a stripper pole in the middle. Then she saw the
shackles hanging from above.

“You were... here?”

She looked at the padding on the inside of
the door with some relief. Maybe the girl hadn't even heard
anything.

“Yes, mistress.”

The girl had knelt before her again, and
again Samantha felt a sense of the erotic. Was this what Jason saw
when he looked at her kneeling before him? Did he feel the
impending sense of power, the power to order her to do whatever he
wanted? Did that make his stomach flutter the way it was making
hers?

There was a rack on one wall with whips and
flogs on it. Samantha flushed, thinking of her last time with
Jason, and the thin, light flog he had used on her. She stared at
the girl as she fingered some of the flogs and crops. These did not
look like toys, not like the one he had used on Samantha. These
would hurt a lot more!

“Does Jason use these on you?” she demanded
with some indignation.

“He wouldn't at first, but I persuaded him
to, slowly,” the girl said with a sense of smugness.

“You did? Why?”

The girl hesitated. “I don't know, mistress.
It... it makes my blood catch fire. It makes me burn with the need,
with the hunger. It drives me crazy!”

A short drive, Samantha thought
uncharitably.

“So as a sex slave you're completely obedient
to anything Jason tells you?”

“And you, Mistress.”

“I'm not your mistress!”

The girl dropped to her belly and grabbed at
Samantha's ankle.

“I'm sorry if I offended you, Mistress,” she
said.

And then began to lick Samantha's shoe!

Samantha jerked her foot back, or tried to,
but the girl was clinging to her ankle as she licked at her
shoe.

“L-Let go!”

“If I have angered you please punish me,
Mistress.

“I'm not angry!” Samantha said hurriedly.
“Let go!”

The girl let go and jerked back into her
previous position.

“Lay back!” she ordered, not even sure where
the thought came from.

The girl fell instantly back onto the rug.
She spread her legs wide, very wide, almost doing the splits, with
her small, slender legs straight out to either side of her
hips!

“Roll on your belly,” she said, gulping.

The girl obeyed at once.

“Get on all fours.”

The girl obeyed, and a part of Samantha felt
a sense of oozing delight at having such power.

“Stand on your head!” she said, almost
smiling.

But the girl did it. She had to crawl to the
pole, then rolled up and back and used her thighs to pull her up
until she was literally standing on her head.

“Uhm, crawl over to the corner.”

Again, the girl did it, at once.

If I ask her to eat a bug, will she, Samantha
thought with a strange, giggly sense of the unreal.

“Get in your cage,” she ordered.

The girl crawled to the cage, sliding her
upper body down low to the floor to ease through the door. In that
position, her pert round bottom was high, and Samantha remember
herself taking such a position before Jason, and felt a thrum of
heat.

The girl slid into the cage and Samantha
closed the door behind her. There was a padlock on the door, with a
key in it. She locked it and took the key, then stepped back to
look at the girl.

Anica looked back unashamed and unafraid.

Samantha took a deep breath, then left the
room, closing the door and turning off the light. What would it be
like to be in a cage in the dark, she wondered. The idea was partly
scary and partly... exciting, for some reason.

Now what was she going to do? What? What?
What? Dump Jason, go back to her life of sanity!? Her dull, gray,
boring, ordinary life of sanity? With no excitement, no joy, no
thrills? Watching TV every evening, like she'd been doing since she
last saw him?

* * *

Jason opened the door with a scowl. It hadn't
been locked! What was Anica thinking!? Or was the little brat
looking for another punishment session? She'd gotten enough of
those the last couple of weeks. It was like she was deliberately
baiting him. Or perhaps trying to take his mind off Samantha.

And as if the thought produced the reality.
There she was before him, in his own front hall.

He stopped, gaping. She wasn't merely there.
She was naked, kneeling, sitting on her heels, her knees spread
wide, hands on her outer thighs, head bowed. Her entire upper chest
and face was beet red, even to her ears, and she was wearing a
leather collar, with restraints on her wrists and ankles.

“Hello, Master,” she said in a small
voice.

Jason continued to stare. He took a deep
breath, then another.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

She raised her red face, but her eyes kept
rolling away from his.

“What are you doing here? How did you get
in?”

“Anica came to see me,” she said.

He stared in astonishment. “Anica!? Anica
went... to you!? How did she even know where you lived? How did she
get there on her own?!”

“It's not far. I don't know how she knew my
address. Maybe you wrote it down or something.”

He stared at her. “Anica doesn't go out on
her own. Ever.”

“She went to my house.”

“So,” he said, taking off his jacket. “You
know about Anica.”

She nodded.

“And?”

“And... I don't know. I understand, sort of.
But it's hard to figure out. Is that how you want me? Like
this?”

“A part of me, certainly does,” he said with
a grin.

“Yes, well, I know all about that part of
you, Jason Carter!”

“You should. You've paid it enough attention
since we met,” he said dryly.

Samantha scowled indignantly.

“But it isn't your submissiveness, not that
you're terribly submissive, which draws me to you. It's more the
opposite. You stand up for yourself. You're smart. You're also
oddly innocent and cute about it. And of course,” he said, reaching
down and gripping her hair, pulling firmly, forcing her to rise
with a gasp of pain, “You're fucking gorgeous,” he said.

She stared into his eyes and he kissed her,
softly, then much less so. His arms slid around her, caressing her
shoulders, her back, then gliding down onto her buttocks and
pulling her more firmly against him as her own arms slid around
him. He moved backwards, then scooped her up, sitting back on the
sofa with her atop.

Samantha's knees slid into place on either
side of him and she leaned in and down, her tongue and his dueling
and twisting as his hands rose to cup and fondle her breasts. She
ground herself against him playfully, determinedly, and felt him
harden beneath her.

She pulled her lips free of his with a
gasp.

“Will you tie me up?” she demanded.

“Yes.”

She kissed him.

“Will you torture me?”

“With pleasure.”

Her lips slid over his again and then she
gasped as he pinched her nipples.

She groaned as he drew his knees up, his feet
on the coffee table, and then deliberately leaned back, pulling
against his fingers, gasping as he stretched out her nipples. He
released them and she leaned back, arching across his knees as his
hands slid over her body, up and down and around, caressing and
caressing her upper body.

She leaned forward again with a gasp, then
reached down, rubbing his groin, undoing his trousers. She pulled
his cock free and wrapped her fingers around the long, warm length
of it.

“Will you fuck my brains out?” she demanded
breathlessly.

“Not all of them,” he replied.

She smirked, rubbing him along her belly.
Then she rose, placed the rounded head of him against the opening
to her sex, and sank slowly down, groaning as it slid deep into her
belly.

She took him all the way in, kissing him, her
hands undoing the buttons down the front of his shirt as she ground
herself against him.

She felt his hand slide between her legs, his
fingers stroking her clit as the heat rose within her. She began to
ride him, slowly, groaning as she slid her body up and down atop
his thick shaft. He mouthed her breasts, licking and sucking at her
nipples as the air around them seemed to heat.

Then his hands gripped her hair and he pulled
her back, raising his knees again as she moaned in pleasure. She
arched back across them once more, impaled on him, grinding herself
against him as his hands caressed her.

“Where's Anica?” he asked.

Samantha tried to focus her thoughts.

“I-In her cage,” she gasped.

“Really? You put her in her cage?” he asked
in amusement.

“Yesssss.”

“Was she a naughty girl?” he asked.

“Jasooon!”

He pulled her forward and kissed her, and she
started to ride him once more, gasping and moaning as his hands
kneaded her buttocks and breasts.

He kicked his shoes off, then pulled his
pants off fully as they kissed. Then he leaned forward, causing her
to lean back, put his feet on the floor and, hands on her buttocks
lifted her. He stood up, carrying her to the dining room table, and
sat her there on the edge before pulling back.

“What – ?”

He pulled her off the table, grinning, turned
her, and drew her wrists back behind her back, then clipped the
leather restraints together with the small ring and clip
attached.

“Are you going to molest me, master?” she
asked breathlessly, pulling her wrists experimentally against the
restraints.

“Oh yes,” he said.

“Good!”

He tugged on her hair and she moaned as her
head was forced back, back, back against him. Her mouth,
automatically open wide, did not resist as he pushed the ball gag
into it. He released her hair and drew the thin strap around her
cheeks and behind her head, scooping her hair out first before
buckling it behind her.

She turned as he stripped off his shirt, and
she licked his lips, her eyes running over his naked body.

He bent and lifted her – and lifted her
higher, throwing her up across his shoulder. She squealed as her
upper body fell down across his back, and she felt his arm circle
her upper thighs, pinning them to his chest.

But instead of walking to the bedroom they
went to the basement door and started down.

“Jason!” she gasped into the gag, twisting
and turning her head.

“If we're going to continue our relationship,
and I think we both want to do that, I think we need to have a
small experiment in honesty.”

She shook her head frantically, pulling
against him.

“We're always more comfortable around people
when we have nothing to hide from them,” he said. “Much more
comfortable.”

“Jason!” she cried into the gag.

He opened the door to the 'play room' and
carried her inside, flicking on the light.

He set her down and she sank to the floor,
him coming down as well, just behind her. He gripped her hair,
forcing her head up and back, and she moaned as his other hand was
shoved between her thighs, keeping her from closing them.

They were only a few feet from where Anica
lay in her cage, watching, and Samantha's face was beet red as
Jason held her there, his hand cupping her sex, not doing anything.
He forced her head forward again, gripping her hair tightly. Her
eyes flitted form side to side, refusing to meet Anica's eyes as
she squirmed angrily against him.

“Anica, this is Samantha. I think you two
have met,” he said.

“Yes, Master,” the girl said.

“You left the house on your own to go to her
house?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Why?”

The girl hesitated. “You wanted her, Master.
You need a woman.”

“But I have you.”

“I'm not the woman you want, Master. I'm your
pet, your slave girl. You need a real woman, a smart woman.”

“How did you know where she lived?”

“I saw her phone number on your phone and
looked it up on the internet, master, and then googled it.”

“Such a smart little slave girl,” he said
ironically. “It must have been hard going out alone.”

The hand between Samantha's legs began to
move, middle fingers stroking her lightly. She moaned into the gag,
eyes flitting across the girl now. Yes, she was mortified to be
seen naked like this, bound, helpless, but then again the girl was
naked and in a cage. Besides, the things Samantha had seen her do
in videos showed the girl was not shocked by anything.

Nor was she now.

“Yes, master. I was very afraid.”

“Then why did you do it?”

“Because you need her, and I need you to have
what you need.”

“Why?”

“Because slave girls loves you, master,” the
girl said, dropping her eyes.

“Hmm. Such loyalty. Such bravery. That's very
commendable in a slave girl.”

His two middle fingers were pushing slowly,
inexorably up into the moist opening to Samantha's sex, and even as
embarrassed as she was she could feel the heat rising higher.

“Aren't you afraid she'll be a better sex
slave than you?”

“No, Master,” the girl said confidently.

“Maybe I'll like fucking her more than
fucking you.”

The girl shrugged. “C'est la vie,” she
said.

“You could do without any more hard sex?” he
asked, his fingers now stroking idly across Samantha's
clitoris.

“No, Master. I'm sure you would find others
to use me.”

His fingers sank deeper into Samantha and she
gasped, blushing furiously even as the heat rose higher.

“So selfless. Would you be okay with me just
finding other men to use you, Samantha?”

She made an indignant growl into the gag and
he chuckled.

“I think that's a no.”

He was sitting on his heels, and now drew
them in together, lifting Samantha onto his lap, straddling him.
His fingers were still stroking her as he held her tightly by the
hair.

Samantha moaned, the dark excitement inside
her spiraling upwards, her body starting to tremble with the
feverish need and hunger she had only ever felt in her life since
meeting him. She gasped as his cock slid between her thighs, as he
drew it up against her sex, lengthwise, then rubbed the head back
and forth against her clitoris.

“No secrets from my little pet, Samantha. I
want you to be completely comfortable around her, just as I
am.”

She moaned and tried to shake her head, but
couldn't. He pulled on her hair, forcing her up higher, then she
felt the head of his cock angling up, pushing in against her
overheated sex, forcing her pussy lips in and back – and back – and
back wider as he entered her, as he slid up into her and eased his
pull on her hair.

She shuddered as she sank onto his cock, only
three feet from where the girl now knelt, watching. Her hands
jerked against the restraints and she felt a wave of frustration,
then indignation, then heat as Jason released her hair. One hand
cupped her left breast, while the other drove down between her
thighs, fingering her clitoris.

“If you're going to be with me, Samantha,
this is the kind of thing you need to get used to,” he whispered.
“Having a little slave girl, a little bitch dog around us all the
time, watching, maybe even participating.”

His cock was inside her, her pussy lips
spread wide, her heat burning as his fingers stroked across her
clitoris. He leaned forward, spilling her forward, easing her down
onto her shoulders as he started to thrust. His hips began to slap
against her buttocks, and she mewled and moaned and gasped as his
cock thrust in and out of her, harder and harder. It was perverted!
It was degrading! It was just plain sick!

And she tried, and tried, and tried to
repress the heat swirling through her, and tried even harder to
hold back her reaction as the orgasm took her. But she failed.
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Jason carried her back upstairs, and chained
her, spreadeagled to his big bed, then spent long minutes
tormenting her with his tongue and lips and a vibrator, with hot
wax, and cold ice, with a feather and a strange little spoked wheel
which rode across her nipples and clit and produced prickling
stings that then left her flesh burning.

And then he went downstairs and brought Anica
up, and set her upon the helpless, writhing Samantha.

Samantha had become somewhat more used to the
girl by then, but she still blushed down to her roots as the girl
crawled into the bed with her. She shook her head at the Jason, who
crawled in with her, only to lay on his side next to her, kissing
her.

“Try it. If you hate it, then you don't do it
again,” he whispered, mouthing her nipples.

It was impossible to NOT like it! As good
with his tongue and his finger and his lips as Jason was, Anica was
far better. Her initial embarrassment faded under a hurricane of
pleasure as the girl did things with her tongue that Samantha would
not have believed possible. Anica drove her to orgasm after orgasm,
until Samantha was begging through the gag, sobbing, gasping,
breathless, begging her to stop because her belly aching from the
cramps and pressure.

Yet another orgasm tore through her, and left
her writhing and twisting and screaming into the gag, muscles
spasming, convulsions making her arch and strain violently.

It was something of a relief when the girl
turned her attentions to Jason instead. At first, Samantha, gasping
for breath, chest heaving, sweating, ignored them, content to just
lay there and catch her breath. But then her eyes turned on them
and she watched the girl's lips sliding up and down Jason's long
shaft, watched her swallow him effortlessly. She felt some
jealousy, but not as much as she would have thought. The girl
wasn't a threat, despite her sexual talents.

Jason removed her gag, then removed her
chains. She sat up slowly, groaning, and Jason gripped Anica's
hair, pulling her off his sex, pulling her in against Samantha.
Samantha stared at her warily, and Jason gripped her hair. He
pulled both up to their knees on the bed, facing each other.

“Kiss,” he ordered.

Anica kissed her without hesitation. Samantha
was reluctant. Jason jerked on her hair and she gasped in pain.

“Kiss her, slave girl,” he growled.

Samantha kissed her back, and then felt
another hot shudder run through her as Anica's hands slid around
her, as their breasts pressed firmly together. The girl's body was
soft and warm and felt incredible against her own! She almost
resented it when Jason pulled them away, still by the hair, forcing
them both down against his groin. Samantha took his cock into her
mouth, sucking, bobbing up and down as Anica slid her small face in
against the side, sucking on his balls.

Then Jason sat back, propped up against the
head board, letting them take turns mouthing her. He pulled
Samantha forward by the hair, turning her, guiding her into
straddling him while facing Anica. She sank down on him and Anica
slid in between her legs, licking at her clit as she rode slowly up
and down. Jason kneaded her breasts, but his hands were soon joined
by Anica's small hands as Samantha slipped into a sexual fever once
more.

God! It was so insane! But it was so wild and
thrilling and incredible!

All evening and deep into the morning they
continued. Samantha had never had sex for so long in her life. Now
that Anica was part of it, Jason could rest, and turn the slave
girl on Samantha to keep her occupied, and Anica had no need of
rest! And Samantha found it breathlessly exciting to do things with
her while Jason watched!

They showered together, and the feel of the
girl's soft, slick, soapy flesh against her own as Jason watched
them was an intense rush! Anica slid her leg between Samantha's,
and their bodies ground together, their throbbing pussies rubbing,
rubbing, rubbing, until Samantha cried out in wild, desperate
pleasure.

And then Jason was there, aroused again by
the sight of them, sliding his cock up into her ass! Thrusting in
and out as four talented hands moved over her body and made her
with and burn.

* * *

She was simply too exhausted to go in the
next day. She called in sick, and slept in. Jason, who had an
important meeting, went in anyway, leaving her alone with Anica.
Anica had slept on the floor next to the bed, but some time after
he left she had crawled into bed, and when Samantha next woke she
found herself pressed against the girl, both of them on their left
sides, her arm around her slender waist.

She jerked back, confused, uncertain, but
that woke the girl, who turned and looked at her with those huge
eyes.

“How many I serve you, Mistress?” she
whispered.

Her hand slid onto Samantha's breast, and her
initial intent to push the girl away began to fade as the girl
turned and rolled onto her. Their breasts pressed together, and the
girl kissed her lightly, then slid down, mouthing her nipples, then
biting and kissing and licking her way lower.

“Oh God!” Samantha moaned, knees rising and
spreading as Anica's mouth began to take her on the roller coaster
ride she'd already screamed her way through the previous night.

She came quickly, then pushed the girl's head
away.

“Enough!” she groaned. “Don't you ever get
tired?”

“No, Mistress,” Anica said.

“Go get a vibrator or something then,” she
sighed.

The girl slid off the bed, but quickly
returned, vibrator clutched in her small hand. To Samantha's
surprise, she gave the vibrator to her.

“Oh no. You use it!” She thrust it back on
the girl.

“Not allowed, Mistress. Master says I can't
make myself come. Only he can, and those he lets touch me.”

“What? Why not?”

“He said that was all I would do all day and
I would go insane.”

Samantha snorted, and eyed the vibrator.

“He uses the vibrator on you? I would have
thought he'd just fuck you.”

“He does that, Mistress, but Anica loves to
come a lot. No man is enough.”

Samantha snorted again. “You're a
nymphomaniac?”

“Master calls me that, Mistress. I looked it
up on the internet. Maybe I might be.”

The thought was... odd, but it wasn't like
touching her with her own fingers, and it wasn't like they hadn't
done a lot of touching the previous night...

Samantha turned on the vibrator as the girl
knelt there, and slid it between her legs. It was definitely odd!
But the girl's response, the way she gasped and moaned the way her
back arched and her eyes closed, was fascinating. She played the
vibrator up and down against the girl's small, neat little sex,
rubbing it over her swollen clit.

“H-Harder, Mistress!” the girl gasped.

Samantha rubbed the head harder, grinding it
back and forth against the girl's clitoris, and within a minute the
girl's hips started bucking violently, her head jerking back, her
body arching and trembling as she cried out in pleasure.

That day, Samantha began to learn about
owning a slave girl. Anica made her breakfast, and then did the
dishes. Anica fetched her drinks, or snacks, or answered her
questions. Anica washed the clothing she'd worn the other day,
dried it, and ironed it, while Samantha sat around in one of
Jason's robes.

And Anica was ready, always, at an instant's
notice, with the slightest hesitation or doubt, to push her face
between Samantha's thighs and lick her to another orgasm.

Samantha wondered if it was possible to get
addicted to that sort of thing.

When left alone, Anica started cleaning the
bedrooms and bathroom, but between jobs she would wander back,
often crawling, and rub herself against Samantha's legs like a cat
wanting attention. She would actually act like a cat, or dog,
whining, rubbing her forehead against Samantha's knees to the point
Samantha told her to “go lie down” the way she used to tell her dog
back home.

But Anica also could act bratty. Samantha
knew she was doing it on purpose, and tried to ignore her.

“I'm not spanking you or anything, so forget
it!” she said pointedly.

Anica stuck her tongue out at her.

“Jason can punish you when he gets home.”

Anica's hand darted out and she pinched and
sharply twisted Samantha's nipple, then jerked back and crawled
away, squealing with laughter.

Samantha glared after her.

As she continued to misbehave, Samantha found
a pair of large dildos and ordered her to put them in. Anica shook
her head and smirked. “Master says only others can put those in
me,” she said

“I think you're making that up!”

But Samantha wasn't completely without
interest in this sex play herself. She made Anica bend over and
slid the two dildos into her, pumping them in and out, driving them
deep. But one orgasm wasn't enough for the girl and, exasperated,
Samantha wound up, just as Anica wanted, punishing her. First she
used the strap on her bottom, then, exploring the basement, and
especially the play room, she found another device which suited her
even better.

“Where's our slave girl?” Jason asked when he
returned home.

“In the dungeon, being punished.”

He grinned. “Was she a naughty girl?”

“Yes! She was a little brat!”

“She knows how to provoke. Did you lock her
in her cage?”

“Not exactly.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“Well, she was being a brat!”

He went downstairs, and she followed. Inside
the room was a narrow frame, a simple wooden beam an inch wide and
three feet long sat on widely spaced legs. It had a horse's head in
the front and a tail in the back. Samantha sat straddling this
horse, but there was no comfortable saddle for her. Her soft pussy
bore all her weight, her ankles tied apart, bound to the rear legs,
her arms chained behind her, nipples pulled forward by strings.

She was soaked in sweat, exhausted, eyes
glassy, and Samantha looked at her in alarm.

“I didn't put her on that long ago!” she
exclaimed.

“Did you turn it on?”

“Turn it on? What?”

He snorted. “She must have flicked it on with
her toes. They're near the switch.”

He took Samantha' s hand and put it on the
narrow beam. It … buzzed.

“Vibrator attached to it.”

“But... doesn't it hurt?”

“Oh yeah it hurts, but she's a little freak,
you know. She's probably been coming almost non-stop since you put
her on this thing. How long ago?”

“Uhm, an hour or so?”

He unshackled the girl, turned off the
machine and put her into her cage.

He turned turned and glared at Samantha. “You
don't get to punish my slave girl without my permission,” he
said.

“But – .”

“You don't know what you're doing, and
shouldn't do anything to her until you do know.”

“Well, how am I supposed to know?”

That turned out to be the wrong question.
Samantha found herself riding the horse, chained in place, her
pussy aching as her soft flesh was jammed down against the narrow
surface of the beam. The buzzing made her insides squirm, and the
pull of the cord against her nipples made them sting and burn. It
wasn't long until she too was climaxing helplessly. But her
pleasure had limits. The longer she sat straddling the thing the
deeper the ache, until it came to overshadow the pleasure and made
her squirm with distress and cry out into the gag.

She was desperately relieved when Jason
finally came and let her down.

Her pussy was still sore the next day. But on
the other hand, that made it even more sensitive to the touch, or
to Jason's tongue – or Anica's.

And so, with the three of them together in
the bed, and the heat upon her, she was persuaded to bend her mouth
to Anica's hot little pussy and learn how to pleasure the slave
girl, making her writhe and twist and buck and cry out as her
tongue stroked across her aching sex.

* * *

Her inhibitions melted away, of course, what
remained of them, especially after she moved in with Jason. She and
Anica took turns on the stripper pole, and often made love just to
arouse Jason, then tag-teamed him with their hands and lips and
soft, warm bodies.

She also came to feel a dark heat in
disciplining Anica. Watching the girl being punished was, in a way,
like being punished herself, but without the pain. She even came up
with new and clever ways to torment the girl, keeping her in a
burning sexual fever, on the edge, but away from her climax for
hours at a time.

Jason, of course, disciplined both of them,
in turn.

Samantha liked to do her own cooking. But
Anica helped, then cleaned up afterward. Samantha and Jason ate
together at the table, while Anica ate on her knees at the floor,
fed by hand by the both of them.

It was a bizarre relationship, but it worked.
Samantha had never been happier, and she knew Jason was delighted
as well. What man wouldn't be? As for Anica, she seemed smugly
content, for she now had two people to take care of her and satisfy
her endless sexual hunger.
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