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The first time I saw Thomas Morgan he was marching through the Mohave desert wearing a pair of thousand dollar Italian loafers and a pair of pinstriped black wool pants. It was about ninety five degrees outside, and he was wearing an expensive silk shirt tied around his head like some kind of Arab headdress.
But he wasn't stumbling along, panting and gasping for water like a guy who'd been lost out in the desert might be – which was frankly what I'd expected to find when I'd tracked him from where his shiny black Porsche SUV had gotten stuck in a sand pit. Along the way I'd come across his suit blazer, his vest, and his tie, all of which probably cost more than most people made in a month.
The California desert isn't exactly like what you see on television. There's no sand dunes here. What you get is mile after mile after endless mile of rocky, sharp edged hills and hard packed earth littered with sagebrush, scrubby little shadscale bushes and the occasional joshua tree. On a good day it's hot enough to melt eggs off the hood of your car. 
Fortunately for him, this was a good day.
I spotted him in the distance as I rode along, taking my time. Gray was a nimble, sure footed horse whose ancestors had lived in the desert for generations, but you don't take chances in the desert. And he seemed to be moving okay, so there wasn't any great rush.
Do I sound unsympathetic? Yeah. Got it in one.
He had clearly been driving I-15 between Vegas and L.A., or vice versa. I'd seen it plenty of times. City folk drive along that smooth gray road in their air conditioned cars and see mile and mile of nothing off either side of them, and they want to... experience that nothing.
City folks don't experience much nothingness. They experience noise and crowds and buildings everywhere, with airplanes passing overhead and the sounds of traffic wherever they go. I might be a country girl at heart but I'm only an hour southwest of Las Vegas. Believe me, I've been there more than a time or two.
So now and then one of those city folks, almost inevitably one in a city SUV (which is NOT the same as a real SUV) think they can drive out into the desert and get away from the sounds of the highway and experience some of that nothingness. A few have even complained that they tried to call their friends in New York or L.A. Or Dallas or wherever and tell them they were calling from the middle of the desert and couldn't get cell phone reception.
Duh.
There is a big difference between all wheel drive, which is what most of those city SUVs have, and four wheel drive, which is what the cars meant to travel off-road have, but most city folks don't know much about their own vehicles. There's also this little thing called clearance, which most of them don't quite appreciate until their skinny city tires are biting so deep into the ground their mufflers are scraping along the surface.
No, not real sympathetic.
Even being careful, though, Gray was moving faster than Mister Thomas Morgan, so I caught up to him eventually, to the point I was walking along maybe ten yards back. He didn't hear me, though, because he was listening to music on his ipod.
I could only shake my head and smirk. I had this playful idea of just following him along to see how long it took before he noticed me. That was part of my thinking. But I have to admit I was looking at his bare back, which was kind of tanned and all sweaty, and I was thinking that looked like a very nice back.
Very nice shoulders, too, and nice arms. I could follow that bare skin down to his belt-line, and what looked like a pretty nice butt under there too. I wondered if he'd drop those fancy black pants and just march along in his briefs soon. 
But I was curious about what the front looked like, and couldn't tell much because of that white shirt over his head. Yelling wasn't going to do a lot, and anyway, it was too hot to be yelling. I slipped the sweatband off my left wrist and threw it at him instead.
It struck the center of his back and he yelped and leapt forward and up, twisting around in mid-air and then landed on his back in the dirt with a woof of dust blowing up around him.
I stared at him, a bit open mouthed, then closed it, fighting not to snicker, let alone laugh.
He sat up, glaring at me, then pulled the earphones out of his ears and squinted through the sun behind me.
“Are those breasts I see?” he finally asked.
I gaped at  him a bit. Okay, I was wearing a broad-brimmed cowboy hat and the sun was behind me, but still, that was the first thing he noticed!?
I looked down at my pale green tank top, then up at him. 
“I don't think you can see a whole lot from where you're sitting, mister,” I said.
He got up smoothly enough, considering, and I let my eyes appreciate that the front of him matched the back. He was a hot, sweaty man – stress the hot part – of maybe oh, twenty five to thirty or so, with a face that was a bit too pretty be called square jawed. He had nice eyes, though. 
“I can see breasts in the dark,” he said.
I snorted in disbelief. This fool had been marching south in the desert and all he could notice was that I was a girl?!
“I imagine that comes in real handy when your back ass car gets stuck in the desert,” I replied.
“No, not especially so,” he said, coming forward and stripping the shirt off his head.
He had shortish, very slicked down hair which was probably light brown, though it was hard to tell given how sweaty he was. 
“My name is Thomas Morgan,” he said. “My car seems to have gotten... stuck.”
“They tend to do that when you go driving in the desert,” I said dryly. “That's why most folks stay on those long flat gray parts.”
“The roads, you mean? Yes, I was considering that wisdom myself.”
He came forward and casually put a hand on the side of Gray's neck. Gray turned to snap at him and he jumped back as I tugged on her reins to pull her mouth away.
“Gray doesn't like to be touched much,” I said.
“Ah, I see that,” he said. Then he grinned. “How about her rider?”
“I don't like to be touched much either,” I said warningly, handing him down my water jug. “You do know you're stuck out in the desert headed for nowhere in particular, right?”
He drank thirstily for long seconds, then paused to breath, took another drink, then handed it back, mostly empty.
“I was headed for Las Vegas, actually,” he said in an oddly cheerful voice.
“You was headed for the low desert, actually,” I replied, “which is actually a lot hotter than this.”
“There's hotter than this?”
“Yep,” I said. 
“Ah,” he replied. 
He looked around, then back up at me. “I don't suppose you could uhm, call the auto club?”
“No cell phone towers out here,” I replied.
“Ah,” he replied. “Yes, I had noticed, actually.”
“You were planning on marching a hundred miles to Las Vegas in the desert?”
“Is that how far it is?”
I rolled my eyes and shook my head at the same time. “As much as I don't want your sweaty self pressed against me, you better climb up here,” I said.
“Usually it's the girls who are hot and sweaty when I press myself against them,” he said, “But I accept your invitation.”
He came around to Gray's side and I pulled my foot out of the stirrup, guiding him into it and gave him a hand up behind me. Gray shuffled unsteadily, which was her way of complaining, and I turned her around and headed back as Thomas Morgan slid his arms around me.
“Not too tight,” I said, eyes narrowing suspiciously. “It's not like we're going especially fast.”
“My father once told me, that when you find something you like, you should hold it tight,” he said from behind my right ear.
“And I suppose you'd do that if I was some fifty five year old fat man with whiskers too?”
“Probably not. I like pretty girls more than fat men with beards, except at Christmas. What's your name, pretty girl?”
I debated refusing to tell him, but then he'd just call me pretty girl again, and he was cute, even if he was sort of goofy.
“My name is Jade.”
“Jade? I don't think I've ever met a Jade before,” he said. “Is it for those beautiful green eyes of yours?”
“Daddy was a Beatles fan,” I sighed. “My twin brother's name is Jude.”
“Ahh,” he said. “Well, short and sweet, though you don't look so short. Hard to tell on a horse but – .”
His hand slid up my thigh and I slapped it off.
“You seem to have very long legs.”
I was wearing lightweight, beige linen trousers. They were very breathable, very light, and they blocked the sun. I also had on a many-times-washed cotton sports shirt that had belonged to Jude but now sat unbuttoned over my shoulders. Only a fool wore shorts in the desert sun. It'd blister your skin right off given not much time at all, sunscreen or not.
“You seem to have roving fingers,” I replied.
“I'm famous for it!” he said cheerfully.
“You want to walk home?”
“Not especially.”
“Then control your fingers.”
“But I'm cute!” he protested, or mock protested.
I half turned to stare at him and he beamed at me. “Women think I'm hot,” he said as if making a confession.
Well, he was definitely hot, I had to give him that, and I have to admit his cheerful goofiness was kind of amusing.
“How long you been walking?”
“Not long. Uh, I'm not sure. I threw my watch away.”
He turned his head from side to side as if he might spot it.
“It was a Gucci too.”
“Why'd you do that?”
“It felt very hot and sweaty on my wrist.”
That reminded me I'd intended to get back that wristband. Oh well.
“What's a Gucci watch cost?”
“I don't know. I didn't ask,” he said.
“It was a present?”
'No. I bought it at Bergdorfs last year because I'd lost mine. I only usually wear them for work, as jewelery more than a time piece, you know. One must keep up appearances.”
“Uh huh. You buy a lot of stuff without asking the price?”
He shrugged. I could feel him shrugging against me. 
“Little stuff like that. It couldn't have been much more than a thousand or two.”
“You know lots of people around here would work hard all day for a month for that much money?”
“No. Guess they should have been smart enough to be born to rich parents, like I was.”
I half turned my head again and he grinned at me. I shook my head.
His left hand, which was around in front me, with his arm kind of casually draped around my waist, began to slowly sink lower and lower, his fingers easing past the waistband of my pants, though on the outside.
“You want to feel my elbow?” I asked.
“Not especially, but if it's all I can get. I bet your skin is soft as down,” he said.
I rolled my eyes. “That work on lots of girls, does it?”
“It's actually not a line,” he said seriously. “I learned that quite a while ago. There's something just incredibly sensual about running my fingers across a woman's skin. It's like just touching it can send this hot rolling thunder of excitement through my body.”
“That's a line!”
“Honest,” he said. “I can get an erection just touching a woman's shoulder, or the back of her neck.”
“Suppose you keep your hands to yourself while you're riding behind me then.”
He laughed. It was a full, all out laugh, and it made me smile and almost laugh myself.
I grabbed his wrist and moved his hand back, though..
He was silent for a bit, then said “I really love pony tails.”
I rolled my eyes again.
“Seriously! Too many girls have really short hair these days.”
“Uh huh.”
“Do you know what one of the most erotic experiences a man can feel is?”
“Don't want to know, thanks.”
“Okay. Later on, when we're friends and you're more comfortable with me, I'll tell you.”
“You're real confident of that, right?”
“Everyone likes me!” he said cheerfully. “And I already like you!”
“Because I don't look like Santa Clause?”
“Because you saved me from trudging off into the desert and dying like a cliché!”
“I'm sure at some point it would have entered you're head you were going the wrong way.”
I wasn't, actually, but was being kind.
“Are we going back to my car? I'm sure your horse could pull it free,” he said.
“Gray doesn't like pulling heavy objects. You can call a tow truck from my place.”
“You're place?” he asked, perking up.
“Don't go getting any ideas.”
“Perish the thought!”
*
It took about twenty five minutes more of riding, of my fending off his hands and his suggestive words, to find my place. It looked like a shack, albeit a large shack. My Jeep – one of those real SUVs – was parked under a lean to next to the shack. Out back, out of site, were the glass panels of the house's solar array, and on top of a low ridge fifty yards off was a windmill.
Gray's stall was under the lean-to on the other side of the shack, in the shade, which was all she needed, with plenty of hay, oats and water which came from a deep drilled well.
“What's this?” he asked as we passed what looked like a rounded metal box.
“Earthquake sensor,” I said.
“Huh. Why you have one in your yard?”
“Because it's not my yard. I'm just staying here right now. And because studying earthquakes is my job.”
I motioned for him to get off and he slid down – and kept going until he was sitting on the ground. I tsked and dropped off next to him, helping him pull himself up.
“Guess I'm a bit more tired than I thought,” he said.
“Uh huh. Well, I'll help you into the house if you promise not to get an erection.”
He laughed that laugh again, and put his arm across my shoulder while I helped him to the front door. I unlocked it and let him inside.
He groaned in delight as the cool air swept over him. The computers and instruments inside needed it more than I did, but just then he clearly delighted in it as I looked at him doubtfully.
“There's a bathroom at the end of the hall. You can have a quick shower. There are towels in there. I have to take care of Gray.”
I left him enjoying the air while I took Gray into the lean-to and pulled off her saddle and bridle, made sure she had oats and water, and gave her a quick brush down.
When I got inside the bathroom door was closed and the shower was on. I rapped on the door.
“No long showers, Tommy. You're in the desert here,” I called through the door.
I went back up the hall, glanced at some of the instruments, then went into the small kitchenette and took a bottle of Gatorade from the fridge and gulped down quite a bit of it. My shirt was sweaty so I peeled it off and tossed it on a chair, letting the cool air wash over me too.
Then I glanced down at my tank top and made a face. It was not something I'd generally wear where I was expecting visitors. It was, like most of the stuff I wore here, very casual, comfortable, and cleanable. Dirt got into everything in the desert, after all.
It was faded from a lot of washings, and a bit tight now across the chest, showing a strong hint of cleavage as my overheated breasts pulled down on the sweaty fabric. I went back up the hall towards the bedroom to change into something less likely to draw his adolescent comments.
Which was when he opened the bathroom door, clad in a towel and nothing else. I halted, kind of pole-struck, closing my jaw with an audible click as soon as I caught myself, and I have to admit that the first thought on my mind was not one of outrage. Tommy Morgan looked awful damn good in a towel!
His body was damp, his hair brushed but still damp as well, and he grinned at me.
“That's a really nice shirt, Jade,” he said.
“You really are a male slut aren't you?” I blurted out.
He looked at me in surprise, but then grinned, evidently not much insulted.
“Isn't that kind of a redundant expression?” he asked.
Meaning, of course, that all men were sluts.
“You look kind of sweaty, too,” he said, leaning against the side of the door frame with a broad grin on his face. “Why don' t you join me and we can wash each other's backs?”
“I don't suppose it's occurred to you that you don't even know if I'm married or seeing someone, or even my last name,” I said indignantly.
He pushed forward from the doorframe and came closer, then reached out and slid his hands over my hips and around behind me.
“Baby, look at it this way. There's just you and me all alone here. Nobody else matters. Nothing else exists. We're only young and beautiful once, so we should enjoy it, and not care what the world thinks. The world isn't going to ever know anyway,” he said.
He leaned in to kiss me but I raised my hands to his chest – which sent kind of a tingle through my body, by the way, and pushed him back as I leaned back myself.
“Does that line ever actually work for you?” I demanded.
His hands pulled free of my waist and he stepped back with a grin.
“Quite often,” he said.
I shook my head. “You are such a … “
“Slut?”
“Boy!” I said, pushing past him to my doorway.
“But I'm a lesbian on the inside!” he protested to my closed door.
“Go and put some pants on!” I replied.
I wasn't all that hot and sweaty, though there's different kinds of hot and to be honest, I was starting to get kind of hot in that different sort of way, if you take my meaning. I stripped quickly – making sure the door was locked – and put on a fresh clothes – and undies, then eased out into the hall.
I looked around for him, then slipped into the bathroom to quickly brush my hair out before heading back up the hall in a pair of shorts and a fresh tank top.
He was still wearing a towel, and it wasn't a big towel either. It looked even smaller due to the fact he was sitting down on the old leather rocker, drinking a Coors and trying to make my tablet work.
“Mister Morgan – ,” I started sternly
He held up his hand as if to silence me. “I am not putting on those sweaty, filthy pants now that I'm all shiny and clean,” he said. “I threw them into your little washing machine. I didn't see a dryer, by the way.”
“Why would I need one?” I asked, waving my arm at the windows.
“Makes sense,” he said. “As soon as they're reasonably dry I'll put them on. In the meantime, if you have a dressing gown I can wear I'll be happy to hide my ugly male flesh from your delicate eyes.”
I glowered at him, but couldn't really fault what he said. And I didn't have a dressing gown. I had no need of one out here. I was only here for a few weeks at a time and hadn't brought a lot of clothes.
“It's not all that ugly to look at,” I admitted.
He grinned  smugly.
“But once a girl is out of her teens she tends to be more interested in just the shiny packaging,” I added, getting myself a drink, as well.
“What's inside lives up to the packaging, Jade,” he said. “Trust me.”
“Trust a half naked man I never met before an hour or so ago? Nope. Not gonna happen.”
“I suppose I can't blame you for that. Would it make any difference if I told you I graduated from Harvard?”
“Nuh uh.”
“Didn't think so. How come your tablet doesn't work?”
“Because the LAN isn't turned on. I need to conserve electricity around here because of all the electrical equipment.”
“How am I supposed to find a tow truck?”
I snorted and picked up the phone, then dialed a number from memory. 
“I thought there was no cell towers out here?”
“There isn't.”
I waited long seconds before the phone began to ring.
“I didn't see any telephone lines.”
I snorted.
“Yo?” a male voice said.
“Randy? There's a Black Porsche stuck in the sand about a mile southeast of Cambrao ridge,” I said.
“Know who owns it?” he asked.
“Yeah. I'm looking at him. Fool was heading south through the desert on foot.”
“Why didn't he just walk back to the highway?”
I looked up at him. “Why didn't you just walk back to the highway?”
“I thought I was.”
I shook my head. “He got confused. I think he gets confused a lot.”
Randy laughed. “I'll be over in about an hour.”
“I get confused very seldom,” he said as I hung up. “I suppose that's a satphone.”
“Yup.”
“I'm going to get one,” he said. “Never occurred to me before, but I never got stuck where I needed help and couldn't call it before.”
“You actually are lucky I happened to be out, you know,” I said. “Seriously. There's nothing out there where you were headed, and if no one spotted your car no one would be looking for you.”
“I realize that,” he said. “I just try not to think about things like that too hard. Thank you, by the way. I think I kind of got hypnotized by this idea of seeing what it would be like.”
“What? Dying of dehydration?”
“No, just absolute silence. But out in the open, in the wide open. No birds, no crickets, no traffic, no nothing. I was going to sit cross-legged on the ground and just feel the world moving through space.”
“You were smoking weed, weren't you?” I asked.
He flushed and then laughed. “Why would you think that?”
“You don't strike me as a reflective, philosophical kind of guy.”
“No?” he asked with a smile, picking at the Coor's label.
“You obviously have a lot of money, unless you stole the car and made up that bit about your parents money – .”
“I didn't.”
“I don't know if you ever graduated from anything – .”
“Harvard, Class of Oh-Five,” he said. “And before you ask, yes, I work for daddy's company, when I work.”
“Spoiled, rich boy,” I said.
“Pretty much. And you? Daddy was a farmer? A warehouse worker?”
“A civil engineer, actually.”
He looked surprised. “And you went to school at... ?”
“UNLV,” I said toasting him with my bottle as I leaned against the counter.
His eyebrows rose. “No way. You went to school in Las Vegas?”
“Yep. Born in LA.”
He looked even more surprised.
“Not matching up to your expectations?”
“Uh, guess I was thinking of you as more of uh...”
“Hick? Redneck?”
“Well, yeah,” he said with that boyish grin again.
“This is not my house. I live in a condo in Vegas. This place is owned by the US Geological Service.”
“You're a civil servant?” he said in amusement.
“I didn't have a rich daddy to hire me on.”
“Do you know you have gorgeous hair?”
I raised my eyebrows.
“I tend to say what's on my mind sometimes,” he said. “You know, stream of consciousness stuff.”
“Uh huh.”
“It looks great with those green eyes.”
“So all of a sudden you're back in seduction mode?”
“I believe in honesty,” he said. “Don't tell me you don't know what I'm saying is true. You could say I had a great ass and I'd know it was true.”
“Modest, aren't you?”
“Facts are facts. False modesty is not something I'm really into.”
“Or any other kind of modesty, I expect.”
***
He got up, still holding the bottle, but also holding the towel. He put the bottle down as he moved over to stand in front of me, grinning.
“I can be modest about things where modesty calls for it. I'm completely clueless about urban living and getting along outside a city without technology. I am a rotten cook. I have no patience for fools. I lack empathy – sometimes. I've led a sheltered life and take a lot of things for granted. I have no idea how to ride a horse or fly a kite.”
He reached up and brush the hair on my left side back from my face.
“On the other hand, I am a really good at decision making. I mean really good. One of my professors said I had a mind like a computer, able to weigh and calculate a thousands things at once. I have a knack for selecting the right people for the right job, for deciding who to hire and who to fire, and I am ruthless about getting my way when I know I'm right.”
I used just the tips of my fingers against his chest to ease him back.
“I play a mean racquetball, can do a ten k run in twenty-eight minutes and barely missed the cut trying out for the US Olympic ski team.  And,” he said, sliding his hand up along my neck and into my hair as he leaned forward “I am the most amazing, energetic, skilled, and knowledgeable lover you will ever have.”
The tips of my fingers weren't cutting it. I put both hands against his chest, but before I could apply much pressure his lips were against mine. He didn't mash his lips against me, didn't kiss hard. His lips landed against mine very lightly. They were moist and warm and brushed mine delicately before settling in, and to be honest, it was such a good kiss it kind of distracted me and I hesitated to push him back.
Then his other hand, the one that hadn't curled around behind my head, slid around my waist and cupped my ass, pulling me in against him with just that towel between us.
I pulled my mouth free with a gasp, my heart thumping suddenly and my insides swirling.
“Get back,” I gulped.
His hand slid out of my hair and down to join the other one on my ass.
“Remember how I said I was such a great judge of character? I think you have a great character.”
“Uh huh,” I said, pushing back on his chest, then letting my eyes flick down.
“And you lost your towel, Tommy.”
He grinned. “It's still there.”
It was still there, pinned between us. But it had come unfurled, and I hesitated to push him back now.
“And my name is Thomas,” he said. “Not Tommy.”
I have to admit that my mind had been kind of toying with... ideas since he'd come out of the bathroom wearing only that towel. Living out here was isolating and lonely, despite the satellite and internet. And here was this shiny, beautiful boy in all his glory who offered no-strings fun and games. Well, it was hard not to think about it. 
I mean, I'm twenty-four, and had the same sorts of thoughts other girls my age had. I just wasn't totally free to indulge those thoughts most of the time, either here, or back at work, where most of my colleagues were twice my age, and more than a little old fashioned and conservative. Buying the condo had been a great idea given the price, but it too was isolating.
And he really was a really good kisser...
So I didn't really object when he leaned in close enough again to bring his mouth against me. He had a really nice mouth, by the way, if I hadn't mentioned that already...
My hands were pressing firmly against his chest as he leaned in, pushing back but... not as hard as I might have. I was feeling kind of breathless, my chest tight, my stomach feeling like there were butterflies swirling around inside it.
And then there was that kiss...
Now I've been kissed a time or two in my life, and enjoyed a lot of it, but I've come to understand that it's not always an art everyone masters. I've been kissed so hard my lips were bruised against my teeth. I've been kissed like I was someone's granny. I've had tongues stuffed so deep into my mouth I've gagged.
Tommy Morgan's kissing was nothing like that. Tommy Morgan was in a class of his own when it came to kissing, and it wasn't a class I'd had all that much acquaintance with up to that point in my life. Tommy Morgan's kisses were like the tide coming in. You know, there's a few flickers of oversized waves, then the waves get bigger, and faster, with more energy to them, as the waters get higher and higher...
You could lose yourself in a kiss like that. I kind of did. His lips moved without moving. I mean, it wasn't like they were going all that fast. It just seemed like they were everywhere at once! It was a tender, passionate kiss that sucked you in and threatened to devour you!
I don't quite remember deciding to stop pushing against his chest in favor of sliding my hands up and down against it instead. But I found myself doing that as his fingers kneaded my butt through my shorts, then slid up and down my bare.
At first those hands slid up and down over my tank top, then they slid up underneath it to stroke my bare skin, sliding over my bra straps, then up under them. Then the bra strap magically came apart so his hands could glide freely up and down my bare back, his arms raising the shirt up as they did.
His lips moved softly but hungrily against mine, his tongue dipping and caressing, focusing my attention as his hands finally slid around my ribs and cupped my breasts.
I gasped into his mouth, the sensations flooding into me in a rush of heat, excitement and sudden anxiety. But the anxiety faded as his fingers and thumbs found my nipples and began to gently roll and caress them. Then a simple upward movement on his hands pulled the tank top and bra up over my head and off, and before I could do more than gasp, his lips were on mine again.
I was half propped against the small kitchen counter, for the kitchen and living room were basically the same room in the little cabin, and there was nowhere to move back as I felt him hardening against me. I felt anxiety rising again, but excitement too as my own hands finally slid up over his shoulders and into his hair. 
Then, the heat in me rising quickly, I pulled them down and slid them around behind him. I caressed his back the way he'd done mine, then let my hands fall down onto his bare bottom, heat churning even more actively inside my lower belly as he gripped my face in both hands, his kiss becoming more demanding, his tongue moving more insistently.
I squeezed my fingers, digging into his ass, and he drew back a little, gave me a dark eyed stare filled with hunger, then abruptly, bent forward and grabbed my hips. He put his left shoulder into my lower belly as his hands slid under my buttocks, then he straightened up, pulling me, lifting me up so that I collapsed across his shoulder!
“Wha-- what – !? Tommy!”
I yelped as he slapped my bottom.
“Thomas,” he growled, turning and marching up the hall.
“Put me down!” I gasped.
I felt him reach up and grasp the waistband of my shorts, then pull firmly. I squealed, trying to reach back, but too late, as my shorts and thong slid over my hips and down my legs while he walked. He dropped them behind him as he walked through the bedroom door!
I was staring down at his bare ass, which wasn't far below my face, and well within reach of my hands, so I slapped it for emphasis. That got me another slap on my own bottom, which, of course, was just as vulnerable!
It wasn't a very impressive bedroom. 
“I bet that bed squeaks,” he said.
It was a brass bed, and probably fifty years old. And it did squeak if you moved much.
“I hate squeaky beds,” he said as his hand rose to almost casually caress my bottom.
He went to the closet and inspected it – at least, I guess, since it was kind of hard to see what he was doing from back here. All I could really look at was his lower back and, well, his butt. And while I admit that wasn't exactly hard on the eyes it didn't give me much information.
He didn't seem to be having any trouble holding me there on his shoulder like a sack of potatoes, and I'm not exactly a tiny thing. And, okay, I admit it was kind of impressive in a cave man sort of way. But the blood was rushing to my head!
“Put me down, you jerk!”
“Show more respect to your betters, wench,” he said in an amused voice.
Crack! He slapped my bottom again, and I  yelped as he turned around, but before I could hit him back I found myself flying up and over his shoulder, then landing heavily on the bed!
Naked! Did I mention naked? I was naked. So was he. But I hadn't seen him naked yet, not... quite, and he hadn't seen me. But there I was sprawled back on the bed – naked, and he came to the edge of the bed, grinning down at me, very, very naked.
He looked... very good naked. I mean, he looked very good naked! He had a very firm, athletic belly which went right down below where his belt line would have been if he'd been wearing one, to a very firm abdomen and a very neatly, finely trimmed bit of hair around his cock – which was long and hard and thick and pointing just above my head as I gaped up at him.
“You have … perfect breasts,” he said in a low, growl, climbing into bed.
I scrambled back and and he half jumped, half fell atop me, though he took most of his weight on his arms. Suddenly, gasping, I was face to face with him! My breasts were pressing up against his chest, and I could feel his thick cock trapped between us.
“Hi there,” he said.
I started to speak but then his lips were on mine again, and for good measure his left hand slid into my hair and kind of tightened up in a way I hadn't really experienced before. It was a firm grip which forced my head back and held it in place, even tilted it back a little as his lips moved against mine.
His right hand was on my breast for a bit, then both hands slid down as he rose up. He gripped my ribs under the arms and jerked me up and to the side so I was laying along the bed instead of across it. Then he crawled forward, his knees pressing into the sheets on either side of my hips above my legs.
“Uhg,” I gasped. “What are you... doing!?”
He grinned, gripping my wrists and pushing them back as he leaned in over me.
“Saying thank you,” he said, kissing me.
He pushed himself back upright and slid further forward, his thighs clamped around my chest. My eyes flickered down to the sight of his cock laying along my chest, halfway in between my breasts! 
He leaned in and forward to my left, letting go of my right hand. I felt something going around my wrist, and cocked my head up and back, not easily, to see he had a pair of my stockings in his hand and was tying one around my wrist! I gaped in astonishment, at first, but by the time I thought to react he was already turning to my right hand.
“What are you doing!? Hey!” I gasped.
“I don't like squeaky beds,” he said in a mildly amused voice.
What!?
He... was very strong. I mean, I'm in pretty good shape, and parts of my job were physically demanding, but he was in excellent shape, and he easily pinned my forearm, swept the stocking around my wrist a few times, then tied it off and tied it to the upper corner of the bed before I could really even collect my thoughts enough to put up a fight!
“Untie me, you pervert!” I gasped, jerking at my wrist, then craning my head up and back to look at the other wrist.
But the thing is, my words had little force behind them, because the shock had morphed into a hot, seething flare of wild excitement and heat!
He rolled off me, and moved to the foot of the bed, leaned forward, and grasped my ankles, then jerked hard. I yelped as my entire body briefly rose up off the bed, to land further down, the stockings taut against my wrists. He wrapped another stocking around my left leg, shifted it wide and then tied it to the lower corner post.
I was just staring, gaping, really, awash in wild sensations and emotions that had my voice locked tight within me!
He spread my ankles wide and tied them both down – tightly.
“There, now the bed won't move so much when you thrash around,” he said.
The gall of the man!
He climbed onto the bed again, grinning, kneeling between my legs and looking me up and down. I flushed, so... naked, so vulnerable and displayed like that! He sank back onto his heels then folded his belly down onto his legs, turning to the side and licking his way slowly up my leg.
His hands caressed my thighs as he moved, and his mouth slid back and forth along my inner thighs, kissing, licking, even rubbing his lips against my skin! His hands gripped me right at the top of both thighs, his thumbs pressing down and in just to the sides of my pussy, his other fingers curved up and around, as if framing me!
He kissed my abdomen just above my sex, then licked slowly downward, circling my already swollen clitoris several times without quite touching it. Then his thumbs eased in and pressed gently against the bottom of my sex, spreading it open. He brought his lips down, caught at the left side of my pussy and began to roll his lips from side to side, moving his slow way up as his tongue flickered out.
His thumbs slid in deeper, spreading me wider, as he let his lips and tongue reach the top of my sex, then circle back down on the other side. His tongue began to come up further, licking more fully now as he moved up the other side again, then down once more.
“Oh!” I gasped, as his thumbs slid even deeper and pulled harder to the side, so that I... ached!
His tongue moved into me, as his eyes rolled upward, and he slid his mouth forward, letting his nose push against my clit! He let his tongue slide up and down the narrow opening to my sex, then his thumbs pulled free. He pressed the fingers of his right hand together and slid them smoothly into my body, curling them up and back as his lips melted against and around my clitoris.
Then his fingers began to slide back and forth, as if rubbing me from underneath, while his tongue slid out and began to lap at me from above!
And I... was a spectator. I mean, the stockings around my wrists and ankles were tight, but not painfully so. But they were taut, with virtually no give, not allowing me to move much at all! The way my arms and legs were spreadeagled didn't give me any leverage, either!
At first I was staring at him, gaping, really, but it's hard to hold your head up and stare down the length of your body for very long before your neck starts to protest. I kept raising my head up to stare at him, speechless, gasping, overcome with heat and uncertainty, then dropping my head back to stare at the ceiling overhead!
I didn't go in for casual sex, for the most part, and certainly not this casual! This had all overwhelmed me, and I was still trying to come to terms with how fast it had happened, with how it had even happened at all! At the same time, my body was fairly pulsing with heat and excitement, and every time he moved a rush of sensations flooded my nervous system!
“Wh-what are you dooooing?” I moaned helplessly, chest heaving.
“Saying thank you,” his muffled voice said, his lips pressing against my flesh, around my clitoris, and alternatively sucking and massaging me as his tongue whipped across my now quivering, burning hot little button.
I felt those waves rolling across my body, inside me, waves of sensual, passionate heat and pleasure, building greater and greater as I moaned and rolled my hips up at him – or tried to! 
Guys had performed oral sex on me before, but never... never like this! I mostly got the impression, when guys were down there, that they were sort of doing their duty, checking something off on a list they heard they had to do, or they'd seen guys do in porn movies. It was something to get out of the way before they got to what they really wanted to do.
Tommy did not seem in the least hurry to go anywhere, and appeared to be settling in for the long haul. He'd added what felt like a third finger, sliding them in and out of me, still pushing up towards the top of my pussy, and his other hand now slid up my body, caressing my belly, then coasting up onto my right breast, stroking it, kneading it, twisting and rolling my engorged nipple!
This was... like nothing I'd ever experienced before, and my hips were rolling up more and more energetically as my legs pulled almost spastically against the stockings, wanting to... to... slide around him somehow!
“Fuck me!” I gasped.
I'd seen the porn movies too, after all! Well, not many, and mostly brief videos when I was younger. But wasn't this the time for him to abandon the entree and head for the main course!? I wanted him inside me more and more with every passing second!
Certainly any other lover I'd had would have decided I was more than ready and be moving on by now. But Tommy Morgan was in no hurry. Tommy Morgan, it turned out, was a perfectionist. When he started a job he wouldn't stop until it was done as well as he thought it could possibly be done.
And I wasn't done yet!
He started licking really hard, using his lower lip to add pressure to his tongue, and I shuddered and felt my hips grinding up frantically in time to his licking! Every hard lick send a long, pulse of pure, intense sensation rolling up through my belly!
I pulled weakly against the stockings, feeling very strangely thrilled at the way I was held so tightly, spreadeagled like this. I mean, it was outrageous in a way, but it kept me as a spectator, as opposed to part of the show. I had no lines to think about, no movements or positions to assume. All I could do was just lay there and feel it all!
My body was almost literally trembling with the force of the sexual pressure and crackling sexual electricity moving through it! I gulped in air, my head tossing and turning from side to side as my breathing became more and more ragged. 
A part of me felt... wrong... about just... surrendering like this. I mean, sex was a careful dance where what you did and how you reacted, how you responded, had to be carefully calculated if you had any interest in what your partner thought of you... but not this time. I didn't have anything invested in him and didn't have any thought of a future. He didn't know anyone I knew, so my reputation was unthreatened.
Even so, it had always been a a part of my core philosophy that I was the equal to any man and that any man would treat me with the necessary respect or else. Being turned into a writhing ball of overheated flesh and putty in his hands was no part of that philosophy, but I was finding the passion heating my mind melting away my care or interest in anything as esoteric as 'equality'!
And then he started licking faster and faster still, and harder, and my whole body began to vibrate until there was an explosion between my legs that had me, despite the tight grip on my arms and legs, arching back violently, crying out repeatedly, my cries ragged and inarticulate as all the breath left my lungs in harsh, explosive, gurgling cries of passion.
The orgasm was powerful, far more powerful than what I got from my infrequent masturbation. In fact, it was also the first time I had ever climaxed during oral sex. 
Tommy continued to lick me rapidly all the way through it, his fingers thrusting in and out of me as if he were trying to rub my clitoris from underneath. The orgasm had me writhing and arching for long, endlessly long seconds before it slowly faded, then was gone. I was left gasping, feeling a dazed afterglow of pleasure that made me just lay there groaning low in my throat.
***
While I lay there, Tommy licked and kissed his way up my body until he was laying atop me again, his big cock squeezed in between his belly and mine, his eyes peering down into mine.
“Th-that all you got?” I gulped.
He smiled and ground himself against my belly as if to demonstrate what he still had to play with.
“You have a very... talented tongue,” I said, still breathing heavily.
“So I've been informed. But like anything else, it requires a degree of skill, natural talent, and, of course, experience.”
“I bet you say that to all the – .”
His left hand had been combing through my hair, and suddenly tightened on it and jerked my head up and back as his lips came down on the nape of my neck. I gasped, my wrists jerking instinctively, trying to pull free of the stockings. I almost started to protest, telling him to stop pulling at my hair, but... didn't.
He was chewing his way up and down the side of my throat, his teeth nibbling at my flesh, his lips working against them to kiss and suck gently, his tongue stroking at me as he moved up under my ear, then back down my neck again. 
He kept my head back almost casually , holding tight to my hair, elevating my chest a little as he shifted over to one side. Then I felt his lips moving down onto my breasts, where he nibbled and chewed and kissed and sucked in the same way, only more.
I felt his mouth open wide and his lips press against the center of my taut breast, then his teeth come down, biting into me, biting harder, squeezing my flesh as his teeth pushed deeper, until I ached,  until the aching grew almost to pain! He was sucking by then, in a quick, rhythmic fashion that had my nipple tingling and throbbing.
And then his tongue began to circle it, slowly, then quickening, before simply licking at it repeatedly. My scalp ached, and my breast ached, but I didn't complain somehow. I was gasping, moaning weakly, still wrapped in that thrilling afterglow of pleasure, as he sucked harder against my nipple.
The tingling became more intense, my nipple feeling like it was stretching out. Then his teeth slid in closer together, took my rigid nipple between them, and held it delicately before grinding from side to side. I gasped, crying out weakly, my nipple burning as his perfect teeth ground against it.
But then his mouth opened wide again and the teeth drew back as he sucked and licked for long seconds before shifting to my other breast and starting over.
All the while he was grinding himself against me. I could feel the long, hard, hot lump of flesh laying along my belly, pressed down by his as he slowly ground it up and down against my soft skin!
He stopped, very suddenly, sitting up and back on my hips, his hands cupping my breasts and kneading them. He grinned at me and slid forward along my belly, then higher, until his cock lay between my breasts as his hands squeezed them in from the outside.
I wasn't big enough for that, not laying on my back, anyway, but he seemed to be satisfied, slowly sliding his cock in and out of my cleavage, along my chest, the fat, purplish head, almost pushing into my chin as I licked my lips excitedly.
He let go of my breasts and slid further forward, and I grunted as positioned himself atop my upper chest, his knees on the bed on either side of my head taking most of his weight as he leaned forward.
He held gripped the base of his shaft and then rubbed the head back and forth across my lips. I opened them, flicking my tongue out at it, but again, he seemed in no hurry. He let himself slide up and down my cheeks, then over the bridge of my nose. He lifted his cock upright and then his balls were pressed against my mouth.
I licked at them, staring up the long length of him excitedly. This was all so... new! I mean, not entirely new but... at twenty four you think you've had sex, and then along comes someone like Tommy Morgan to show you you've only ever been with amateurs before!
He drew himself back, and his left hand gripped my hair again, jerking it up and back. I gasped in pain.
“Don't!” 
“What are you gonna do about it, huh?” he taunted me.
He slapped the head of his cock lightly against my cheek.
“Are you my slut? Are you?”
“No.”
“No? He jerked a little harder on my hair and I gasped again, and he slapped his cock harder against my cheek.
“Don't!” I moaned.
“Are you my slut?” he growled.
“Okay!” I groaned.
“Say it. Say I'm your slut.”
“I'm your slut!” I gasped.
And saying the words was … hot! I mean, I felt a rush, a.. a thrill roll up through my torso at saying them, saying them out loud!
He rubbed his balls against my mouth again, and I licked at them, my excitement mounting rapidly, almost shockingly, given I'd just had a huge orgasm.
“Suck my balls, slut,” he said.
I gasped at the words, or at least, gave a mental gasp, as he pushed them into my open mouth. I sucked at them, though, licking at them at the same time as he ground himself against me. He had very little hair on them, probably because he kept himself reasonably clean shaven. I felt them sliding into my mouth, both of them, and moaned around them, sucking rhythmically, as he'd done to me.
“Nasty little slut,” he said. “Sucking a man's balls like that. What would your mother think?”
Thinking of my mother was not something I generally did during sex, and had no interest in doing now. But his words did give me a little jolt of heat at the suggestion I was doing something – outrageous. I'd never really done anything outrageous, you see.
He let his cock slide over my lips then, let me lick up and down its length as he slid it in and out, then twisted my head to the side, shifting his position as well, letting me suck along it lengthwise, like it was a … a flute or something! He slid his thick shaft back and forth between my open lips, and I moaned anew as he kept twisting my hair, but... didn't really care!
“Tell me you want my cock, slut?”
“I want your cock!” I gasped.
He slapped it lightly against my face.
“Beg for it, slut.”
“N-No,” I gulped.
He snorted, then pulled back, rolled off me, and then padded naked out of the room, leaving me tied to the bed.
I stared after him, chest rising and falling rapidly, catching my breath, and wondering, well, what the hell...
I arched against the stockings, pulled against them, but they were tied firmly in place.
He came back with a small glass, but it seemed to be empty, until I saw the ice cubes.
“Wha-what...”
“I”m going to torture you until you beg for mercy,”  he said with a casual grin.
He climbed onto the bed and knelt between my legs, then popped one of the cubes into his mouth and leaned forward. His lips slid around the center of my right breast and I yelped and moaned as they sucked on my nipple, with the ice cube pressed against it!
“Oh! Oh don't!” I gasped, twisting and pulling at the stockings.
He ignored me, his now icy cold mouth sliding across my chest to my other breast, sucking and now licking at my nipple. His tongue was very cold, and a very unique sensation as it lapped at my nipple, but it was even worse when he simply let the cube rub against me itself! 
He held it in his teeth and rubbed it slowly around the center of my breast, and back and forth across my nipple.
“Oh! Oh! Don't!” I cried. “It's cold!”
“Beg for mercy, slave girl,” he said.
Slave girl!?
Holding the cube in his tongue he slid it slowly down the center of my chest onto my belly, and let it circle my belly button before drawing it back into his mouth. 
“Say, please fuck me, master,” he said, chewing on the ice cube.
“You're such a fucking pervert!” I gasped.
He grinned and slapped his cock against my belly.
“Of course I am,” he said.
Then he slid his haunches backwards and licked his icy cold tongue across my clitoris!
“Oh! Oh! Oh, don't! Oh, please!” I squealed, twisting and pulling against the stockings.
“You forgot to say master,” he said, plunging his cold tongue inside me.
“Master!” I exclaimed. “Master!”
He grinned and raised his head, then plucked another ice cube from the glass.
“Say, please fuck your nasty little slut, master,” he said.
I gaped at him indignantly, but then he gently began to rub the ice cube against my nipple, against the tip of my nipple. 
“Don't!” I moaned.
He pressed down harder, circling and rubbing back and forth as I twisted helplessly.
“Please fuck me, master!” I moaned.
“Not good enough, slave girl.”
“I'm not your slave girl!”
“You will be,” he said, with a cocky, arrogant grin.
He slid the cube slowly down my wriggling belly and then up and down along my sex, before pushing it into me. I squealed and twisted as best I could.
“Take it out! Take it out!” I cried.
'You forgot to say master again.”
“Take it out, master!” I cried.
“What's the magic word?”
“Take it out, you fucker!”
“Nope. Try again.”
“Please take it out, master!” I cried.
He grinned and bent over, then let his fingers pry my lips open and sucked on my, sucking the cube back up and out, taking it into his teeth and then rolling it across my clitoris as I squealed even more.
He laughed and spit out the cube, which landed on the floor somewhere, and licked his way down my right leg, spending a lot of time along my ankle for some reason, then moved lower. I was just grateful to have the ice cube away from me for a bit, then stared, neck aching, as he shifted to the other leg and licked his way slowly back up, kissing and sucking on the soft skin above my knee, then along my inner thigh.
The thing was, by the time he got back to my pussy his mouth had warmed considerably, and now his fingers slid into me once again, three of them, pumping slowly in and out as he began to lick and suck on my moist, chilled clitoris. He warmed it rapidly, of course, and then started sending wild rushes of sensation through my belly again!
Fuck!
The sexual pressure built up rapidly, and I was soon grinding my hips up at him once more, moaning helplessly as my skull began to pound and throb, the intensity rising, the fires growing!
He pulled his lips away and moved up my belly again, pausing to suck and lick at my breasts. His fingers were still pumping in and out of me, but now his thumb was pressed up along the top of my sex so that as his fingers moved, his thumb stroked up and down across my clitoris.
I gasped as he seized my hair again, jerking it up and back, and bit and sucked a trail along the nape of my neck.
“Beg for it, slut,” he breathed into my ear.
“Please!” I moaned.
“Beg for my cock.”
“Please fuck me!” I gasped.
“Master,” he said, easing his grip on my hair.
“Please fuck me, master!” I gulped.
He grinned and jerked my head back sharply again, then started to suck and chew at my nipples as his thumb began to stroke from side to side now.
His lips were suddenly on mine as he jerked my head forward, his tongue sliding along the edges of mine, then along the top before easing back, his lips pulling back.
“Call me master again. I like it.”
“Master!” I gasped.
“Are you my little sex slave?” he purred.
I moaned in response, and he jerked sharply on my hair, pulling my head up and back again.
“Say it.”
“I'm your little sex slave!” I gasped.
He jerked harder and I cried out.
“You forgot to say master.”
“I'm your little sex slave, master!” I cried.
I was twisting and pulling against the stockings again, my hips grinding up against his fingers and thumb, chest heaving as my pussy burned hungrily.
He ground himself against me, then slid his fingers out of my pussy and gripped his cock. I moaned and shuddered as he rubbed the head up and down the length of my opening, then back and forth across my swollen clitoris.
“Beg, slut.”
“Please fuck me, master!” I moaned.
“Louder, slut.”
“Please fuck me, master!” I cried.
I felt outraged at saying it, even angry at him, but all that was small change compared to the hunger inside me.
I groaned as I felt him pushing against me, as the slick head of his cock pushed down against the tight, slick lips of my sex, then slowly stretched them in and back. My excitement mounted as I felt myself stretching, straining, aching. He was so thick! Thicker than any guy I'd had!
I groaned as he pushed himself into me. It... ached, but it was a glorious ache! It was a wild, wanton, exciting ache! He pushed deeper, and then slid into me in a long, slow, smooth, wonderful push that filled me to overflowing! He pushed deep, achingly deep, until I felt that ache almost become pain before his hips settled atop me.
My head was back, mouth open and I was gasping for breath as he lay himself atop me, between my splayed legs. I could feel him inside me, feel how full I was, how wide the walls of my sex were! 
And he didn't move at all. He simply lay there atop me, inside me, his fingers stroking and rolling my nipple. Then he lay fully, his elbows on either side of my head, his lips on mine, and began to grind his hips as he kissed me. His pubic bone ground down against my clitoris as his cock shifted inside me, and I felt the heat pulse higher, the sensations overloading my nervous system as I shuddered, moaning into his mouth.
I had never... lost myself in sex before. I mean, sex was mostly good, sometimes just okay, sometimes really good. But I'd never felt so lost, so totally... feverish with passion and excitement and hunger before. 
I gasped again as he pulled back on my hair, feeling almost normal about it now, about the ache, about my head being jerked back, as his lips chewed along my throat, helpless to do anything about it anyway.
“Nasty little slut,” he said as his lips skimmed up under my ear. “I'm going to fuck your brains out, you know.”
I moaned incoherently as he ground himself against me.
“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”
 “Fuck me!” I gasped.
He pinched my nipple and I gasped aloud.
“Master,” he said.
“Please fuck me, master!” I groaned.
His body began to... undulate, in a weird way. His chest rose a little, then settled back, then his belly and hips rose, sliding his thick shaft up out of my depths, but then sinking back in once more.
“Do you love my cock, slave?”
Jerk, I thought.
“Yes!” I gasped.
He jerked on my hair again and I cried out weakly.
“Master,” he said.
Jerk!
“Master!” I gasped.
“Say it, slave girl.”
“I love your cock, master!” groaned.
And then he began to make me love it, as his hips began to work in and out, using a long, long stroke that nearly drove me crazy! His hips slid up, up, up, up! He raised his hips until the tip of his cock was lodged firmly inside me, then he sank into me in a long, smooth motion that was delicious but too slow!
But feeling him sliding in, in, in, until the head was jammed against the back wall of my sex was an incredible rush! And he kept doing it.
“Faster!” I gasped. “Please!”
His fingers twisted my hair and I gasped in pain.
“Master, he said. “And you forgot to say please.”
Asshole!
“Faster, please, master!” I gasped.
“You want me to fuck you harder, slave girl?”
“Yes! Yes!” I moaned.
“Beg for it.”
Jerk!
“Please fuck me harder, master!” I groaned.
“Nasty little slave girl,” he said.
I didn't care what he said, as long as he did it, and he did. His cock began to move into me with more authority, every deep stroke sending a wild rush of pleasure through my belly and up my spine. 
And again, all I could do was lay there and take it. 
My insides began to spasm and roil, muscles clenching and unclenching, and I twisted and thrashed weakly against the stockings, gasping and moaning as he thrust faster still until, with a wild rush of energy and pleasure, the orgasm swept over me! I cried out, even louder than before, but ending in a gurgling breathless moan as all the air left my lungs!
He kept thrusting, though. If anything, he thrust harder, his hips slamming against me as the pleasure howled through me like a river of fire! It swept my mind into tumbling ruin, rolling it over and over again until I was a dazed, writhing mass of mindless flesh, burning in overheated pleasure and passion!
The orgasm blew my mind, leaving me gasping, gulping in ragged breaths as Tommy continued to thrust into me. He continued to thrust into my quivering, raw, overheated, oversensitive flesh, driving that thick cock deep into my belly again and again. And... a weird thing. Instead of just basking in the afterglow, which slowly faded away, I felt that rush of sensations continuing.
Only now, they were overpowering and didn't bring pleasure. They didn't bring pain either, but they were just too... raw! I moaned in denial, shaking my head, trying to gulp in enough air to beg him to stop!
“W-Wait!” I gasped. “Wait! Please! Oh! Please!”
He ignored me, thrusting into me hard, and jerked my head back by the hair again as I gurgled in dazed denial.
And then... those overpowering and uncomfortable sensations slowly morphed, twisting into something else again, and just like that, my body was enveloped in a pulsing, fiery hunger again! My insides were twisting and spasming and I shuddered and groaned and my dazed mind tried to grasp what was happening to me as glittering waves of  pleasure cascaded through my nervous system.
And then another orgasm rolled over me! And then another! And another! I had never had more than one orgasm at a time, and none of them had come from a guy. And now my insides felt as though they were tearing apart as my muscles spasmed and my nerve endings snapped and crackled like live electrical wires!
I couldn't think, couldn't breath! My body felt as if it was being shaken apart! A part of my mind which still functioned tried to beg him to stop! 
But that would have required air in my lungs and the ability to form words, and so all I could do was gurgled and grunt and cry out as the orgasms rolled over me like one freight car following another!
I was getting light-headed, unable to breath, or at least, unable to try to breath. I was clasping an incredible orgasm tightly, not daring to move – or breath – lest it fade away! I knew I had to breath, but I kept delaying it, waiting for the orgasm to finally end!
It did, and left me gasping, barely conscious, aware, peripherally, that he was thrusting harder, and making some kind of noise himself, knowing instinctively, my conscious mind not really working, that he was coming.
And then he was untying my wrists and ankles, though I just lay there, eyes closed, chest heaving, moaning low inside me. The moan turned to a groan as he rolled me onto my belly, but I didn't care. I was barely conscious, so wrapped in the afterglow I might as well have been asleep.
***
I woke fairly quickly, groaning, finding myself alone in bed. I tried to roll over, and found my arms weren't working for some reason. Dazed, I managed to roll over onto my side, and lay there for a long minute or so. My arms felt... trapped behind me for some reason but I didn't yet care much why.
My head cleared and I tried to pull them free, and couldn't. I groaned, called his name, looked around, then managed to sit up, still a little dazed. I tried to look behind me, and jerked my arms out to the side to make it easier, and realized he'd tied a stocking around my wrists, tying them together.
I shook my head in weary exasperation at my bound wrists
 “Pervert,” I muttered.
“Did you say something, slave girl?”
I turned my head and the empty doorway now had a naked Tommy Morgan leaning against the door jamb.
“You're a pervert,” I said.
“I thought we'd already dealt with that.”
I groaned.
“Untie me.”
“Oh, I don't think so. I'm not done with you yet, slave girl.”
“I'm not your slave girl,” I said crossly.
Actually, it was kind of hard to feel very cross at him, considering.
“You said you were.”
“I lied.”
“Slut.”
I glared at him.
“The term isn't a pejorative to me,” he said with a grin. “A slut is sort of like a wild, untamed female who isn't crushed under society's insistence she act prim and proper.”
He moved into the room and came around to the side of the bed where I was sitting, then slid his hands forward into my hair. That made me a bit nervous, since he had a habit of jerking sharply on it, but the memories of all those times he'd jerked on my hair just now were... imbued with a wild, dark thrill of pleasure...
Then he pulled me forward. I moaned as my head was forced down, and as he backed away was forced off the bed onto my knees in front of him. 
'Tommy!” I moaned.
He released my hair and I looked up to see him standing there, legs a little apart, arms folded across his chest, looking down at me.
“Suck my cock, slave.”
I snorted in amusement.
He reached down and quickly wound my hair around his fist and jerked forward.
“Ow! Tommy, don't!”
He jerked on my hair again, this time forcing me to scramble to my feet, then looked at me from inches away.
“Thomas,” he said in a firm, stern voice.
Then he kissed me, and with his fist filled with my hair there wasn't a lot I could do about it – assuming, of course, that I wanted to do something about it.
Both his hands were in my tangled hair now, but not pulling on it so much as sliding through it as our lips moved together. My full breasts were pillowed out against his bare chest as we kissed, and his my wrists pulled helplessly against the stocking, wanting to slide up around him.
Then he slid one hand out from my hair and jerked my head up and back.
Again I cried out, my head forced way back, my back arched, as I felt his hand sliding over my breast, then down between my legs.
“I'm not done fucking your brains out, slave girl,” he growled. 
Then he shoved down, forcing me to my knees again in front of him. I gasped dazedly, then gasped again as he pulled me forward by the hair, gathering his soft cock up and pulling it free.
“Suck my balls, bitch,” he growled, mashing my face against him. “Do it!”
Indignation warred with a sudden wild flare of dark excitement and passion. No one ever called me words like this! They were shocking, and yet, I knew he didn't mean them, which took away most of the feelings of hurt and insult – most of them. And in a way, in a dark, nasty, thrilling way, they were exciting.
Slave girl! Bitch! Slut! 
I was a geophysical science major in college. Believe me when I say we're not party animals! Science nerds is a more apt description of us. This sort of wild... kinky sex was beyond my experience but... there was something deeply exciting and thrilling about it!
I moaned against him as he fed his balls into my mouth.
“That's it, bitch. Suck those balls. Do it right or I'll take a belt to your gorgeous ass,” he promised me.
Again, I was sure... fairly sure.. he didn't mean it, but the thought was wild, a bit scary wild, but exciting wild too! I sucked on his balls, moaning, staring up the long length of him as he looked down with this arrogant expression, like a Hollywood B-movie sneer.
“That's it, bitch. Lick my balls,” he growled. “Make your master happy so he doesn't whip you.”
God! This was so nasty and kinky and wicked!
And as I licked and sucked on him I could see him starting to harden. He fed his flaccid cock into my mouth so I could lick and suck and massage it up against the inside of my mouth, and it began to grow and thicken so I had to slide back, unable to fit it all inside any more.
Then I as sucking on him, bobbing up and down his length as he continued to hold tight to my hair.
“That's it, slut. Suck my cock,” he growled. 
He jerked back on my hair sharply and I cried out, back arching.
“You love to suck cocks, don't you, slut?”
“Yes!” I gasped.
'Say it, slut!”
“I love to suck cocks, master!”
“Nasty little slut!”
He jerked forward on my hair again, feeding his cock through my lips, making it slide up along my tongue, filling my mouth. He gripped my hair in both hands, spreading his legs apart, his hips working in and out now as he literally fucked my mouth! And all I could do was kneel there, gasping, sucking, moaning, rolling my eyes up at him, getting hotter and hotter not from him touching me, exactly, but just from how wild this was!
He pulled me forward suddenly, and I felt a shock of understanding as the nose of his cock pushed right past the back of my mouth and into my throat! I started to gag as he slid deep into my throat, trying belatedly to draw back, but he pulled forward with both hands and I found my lips wrapped around the base of his shaft as I gurgled and choked weakly, eyes wide!
“Swallow that cock, slut!” he growled.
I couldn't believe it! The feel of his thick cock filling my throat gave me a panicky sensation! I also felt like gagging but... oddly, that wasn't so strong. And I had this sense of dawning amazement at the same time, a delighted realization that I had somehow managed to swallow every inch of his big cock without throwing up!
Mind you, my head was spinning, as well, and my chest was burning and I could feel tears come to my eyes as I threatened to gag and choke again! He pulled back, then, and the long, thick, slick length of him slid up out of my throat and out in a single pull! I would have gagged or choked then, and did a little, but I was so desperate to breath that's all I could focus on, so gulped in air, panting, chest heaving.
“Nasty little sex slave,” he said, slapping his cock against my red face as I gulped in air.
He jerked me forward by the hair again, stuffing his cock into my open mouth. I filled my lungs, moaning an objection, and then he jerked me forward once more, and I choked and gagged as his cock slid down my throat! 
He held me against him as I gurgled weakly, head swimming, fighting that panicky sensation again and fighting not to gag at the same time! Then he pulled back on my hair as he drew back himself, and his cock slid up my gullet, along my tongue, and popped free of my throat as I gasped for breath, dazed and light-headed.
“Nasty slave girl,” he growled.
He slapped my face, with his hand this time, though admittedly not very hard. Still, it was a bit of a shock to the system given I was already gasping and dazed. The wonder was that I wasn't feeling angry, despite the hair pulling, face slapping, and the rough way he was pushing himself into my throat, just dazed – and still turned on. I think the arousal colored everything else which was happening, including his nasty words.
He pulled me around by the hair, and I stumbled, crying out dazedly.
“Into bed, slut. I know you want my cock inside your hot little pussy again,” he said.
He half dragged me up onto the bed by the hair, with my knees scrambling to push me up to ease the pull on my scalp, then shoved me bodily so I sprawled face down.
Crack! His hand slapped my bottom sharply, stingingly.
“Raise that ass in the air, slave girl.”
Crack! “Up! Raise that ass up!”
Crack!
I gasped and moaned, shuffling on the bed, raising my hips up.
Crack!
“Higher, slave girl!”
I gasped aloud, and he reached forward, grasping my hair again, yanking me in to fold my body over further, so that my thighs were practically pressing against my belly!
Crack! He slapped my bottom again!
“Spread those legs, you gorgeous slut,” he said. “Spread them wide for me. You know what I want!”
I groaned dazedly, shifting my knees to the sides, baring myself to him, still gulping in air, still light-headed.
Crack! “Beg for my cock, slave girl.”
'Oww!”
Crack! “Beg for it!'
“Please fuck me!” I gasped.
Crack!
“Master!” he growled.
“Please fuck me, master!” I cried.
I felt him jamming the head of his cock against my sopping entry, forcing himself in, so that it ached. I groaned as he thrust deep into my body, his hands grasping my hips, slapping my bottom, then sliding forward to grasp at my hair again.
It was just all so... intense! It was a wild, shocking rush of dark, kinky, obscenely thrilling raw animal sex! And it was overwhelming my mind!
I gasped and groaned and grunted as he thrust into me from behind, my hips raised high, my head forced up and back to press against my own spine as he drove into me hard and fast. His free hand roamed my body, slapping my buttocks or groping my breasts as he rode me, and it was just all so unlike my previous experiences! 
It was... exhilarating!
Yes, a part of my mind squirmed at letting myself be treated like that, at letting myself be spoken to like that, but an intoxicating rush of sexual heat and passion pushed all that aside as his hips slapped hard and fast against my upraised buttocks and the world narrowed to the flood of sensations pouring through my body.
I don't think anyone had ever fucked me as hard and fast as he was, and the bed was bouncing and squeaking under me, though not as much as it would have been if he'd been on it. I shuddered and moaned, my wrists twisting feebly against the stocking binding them as he used me with ruthless skill and power, used me in a way which caught at some strange dark instinct of mine to be pummeled and pounded by a strong man.
Certainly I had never seen myself as weak, nor ever wanted to be seen that way, but now, the passion and heat filling me demanded a complete surrender to him! Whatever he wanted to do with me he could do it! I was his! I was his bitch, his slut, his slave, just as he'd said, just as he was using me!
The orgasm swept through me and I cried out in gurgling pleasure, my cry increasing as he jerked back more sharply on my hair and slapped my bottom, his hips slapping against me in an endless   rapid motion, his cock punching deep inside me as my mind tumbled through the wild storm of dark pleasure and heat!
***
“Bastard,” I said.
“Wrong again,” he said comfortably.
I had showered, and  was dressed again, and so was he, in his socks and trousers at least. They were wrinkled, but dry. His shoes were ruined but wearable if you didn't care how ugly they were.  He'd found an old shirt one of the male members of my team had left behind at some point. It wasn't exactly stylish or fashionable but it almost fit.
I was driving him to Randy's garage. The Porsche had sand in a bunch of places Porsches weren't supposed to get sand, from what Randy had said. Probably some driving along with the bumper plowing up the ground.
“Why'd you drive so far from the freaking highway anyway?” I asked.
“I didn't want to see it any more than hear it. So I thought I'd drive between the ridges, then I just drove a little further, because past the next hill was this long, empty spot where you could see for miles.
“Uh huh.”
“Then the car got stuck.”
“Why didn't you just follow your own tire tracks back to the highway?”
“I knew there wasn't anything on the highway. I'd been driving it, after all. And I thought I saw a house up ahead. Turned out to be a broken down old cabin with no one there. Then I started back to the car, but went in the wrong direction.”
“Dummy.”
“Demonstrably false, slave girl.”
I flushed. “I'm not your slave girl.”
He grinned smugly and I glowered at the dirt road ahead of us.
“Why don't you drive me to Vegas?”
“Why would I do that?”
“It's the nice thing to do and you're a nice person.”
“I thought I was a slave girl.”
“Being one does not preclude being the other.”
I snorted.
“Are all sluts mean? Of course not. Some sluts are very nice, very friendly girls.”
“I'm not a slut,” I said in irritation.
“But you want to be.”
“Don't be ridiculous!”
“I know my women. You want to see what it's like, don't you? Prim, proper conservative type nerd girl like you. I bet you've never done anything shocking.”
“I've done lots of shocking things!”
“Like what?”
“None of your business!”
He snorted in amusement.
“Just because you're some kind of... of drug taking partyboy – .”
“I have a real job, slave girl,” he said with a smile. “I'm in Vegas to oversee installation of a new  water recycling system at the general hospital. It's the first of a whole slew of them our company has negotiated with the Nevada government.
“So you're a plumber?”
He looked irritated for the first time, and I smirked.
“Each of these systems costs millions of dollars, nerd girl. It's a major contract, and it will really help Nevada, and eventually, we think, California, with their water needs.”
“So you're a plumber?”
“Have you ever gotten a real spanking?”
I snorted.
Because that's the kind of thing I think I, as your master, ought to deliver to a slave girl who shows  a lack of respect.”
“You wanna walk?”
“Not especially, no.”
“Maybe you should start calling me mistress then,” I said with a grin.
“Fine. I'll introduce you to everyone as my mistress.”
I frowned and turned to glare at him.
“What?” he said innocently.
“Maybe that word doesn't work so well for women,” I said.
“Your choice, slave girl,” he said with a smile.
I scowled, because the thing is every time he used that stupid word I felt this little flutter of excitement low in my belly. It was stupid, but that didn't change the facts.
We got out and talked to Randy, looking at his Porsche. Randy couldn't fix it without new parts, so Tommy had him tow it to Las Vegas to a Porsche dealer there.
“You sure banged up your pretty car,” I said as we got back into the Jeep.
He shrugged. “It's a rental anyway.”
“Like they won't charge you,” I said.
“They'll charge my company and it will be an expense, which is a tax write-off.”
I frowned as I pulled away and turned onto the highway. “Does that mean I wind up paying for it?”
“If you mean the government, kind of.”
“Well that's not fair!”
“That's the way the world works, slave girl.”
“Stop calling me slave girl!”
“You like it,” he said with a smirk.
“I do not!”
“I might buy you some things in Vegas.”
“What? I don't think so.”
“As a reward for saving me. Well, another reward.”
I flushed.
“Maybe a nice bondage collar and some leather restraints,” he said.
I rolled my eyes and snorted.
“And some big, hard, thick toys to put inside you when I'm not available.”
“You really are obsessed,” I said.
“Not obsessed, not yet.”
I glanced at him uncertainly and saw him looking at me.
“How's your throat?”
I flushed again. “Asshole.”
“Was that the first time you deep throated someone?”
“Hey, I didn't deep throat you.  You didn't give me a chance! You shoved your dick down my throat!”
“I knew you wanted it there.”
“I did not!”
“Anyway, slave girls need to know how to deep throat.”
“You almost choked me!”
“Nonsense. I knew you could handle it, a hot, sexy girl like you.”
“Oh please. A minute ago you were calling me a prim and proper nerd girl.”
“That's the intriguing part about some women. You see me, you know what you get. But there are these exquisitely self-possessed, intelligent professional woman on the outside who are raging nymphomaniacs on the inside.”
“All men are raging nymphomaniacs.”
“Yes, but most women aren't allowed to be, or don't allow themselves to be.”
“It's not the same thing.”
“Only because society accepts that men are all sluts but looks down on women acting the same way.”
“Are you going to give me a speech about how I should try to be more slutty?”
He grinned broadly. “No, sweetheart, I like to show rather than tell.”
“I'm dropping you off and going back to work.”
“Oh no you're not.”
“Oh yes I am,” I said.
“Do as you're told, slave girl. I'm the master here.”
“Masturbater, you mean,” I muttered.
“You really must want that spanking.”
I blew a raspberry at him.
***
Okay, so I was curious. He was staying at the Celestia, which is a gorgeous place, on the outside. I'd never been inside, though. And I certainly hadn't been to any of the upper level suites which were so pricey. His was on two floors, with an outdoor terrace that was almost as big in terms of square footage as my parents' bungalow. 
At thirty seven floors up, though, the view, especially as it was starting to get dark, was spectacular. He changed while I wandered around admiring the place, and the view, and came out in a spectacular looking suit.
“I made reservations for us, slave girl,” he said.
I scowled, though I have to admit, he looked great in the suit.
“I'm not your slave girl and I'm not dressed for anything fancy,” I said.
“You can go naked as far as I'm concerned,” he said with a grin.
“Well, sorry, but I'm just not slutty enough.”
“I'll be you something to wear.”
“You will not! I've got clothes at my condo.”
Which was pretty much all-but surrendering to the idea of having dinner, but what the hell.
I drove back to my condo and found a little black dress that wasn't too little, though I thought it was kind of sexy, and met him back at the Celestia. The hotel was enormous, with the largest casino floor in Las Vegas and something like twenty restaurants ranging from low end snacks to the high end French restaurant he'd made reservations at.
Now that he was back in the city, and back in 'uniform' he was behaving very gentlemanly, though with a deliberately ostentatious degree of smug superior attitude.
“You should be grateful, you know,” he said, as we sat down. “It's not every member of your group that gets to eat with one of us.”
“My group?” I asked in confusion. “One of us?”
“You know, you ninety nine percenter types.”
I snorted and shook my head. “Eating with you one percenters, you mean? What an honor.”
“Exactly!” he said with a grin. “You should feel honored!”
“So does this place serve hot dogs?” I asked.
He gave me a piteous look and I gazed back innocently. 
“Fries? What about a burrito?”
“This is a five star restaurant, you little savage. 
“I think we shall have the truffled langoustine ravioli with chopped cabbage. It's one of their specialties and I'm sure you'll like it.”
“Ravioli?” I asked with wide eyes. “Isn't that Italian?”
He gave me a reproachful look, then brought his finger to his lips. “Shhh.”
He smiled. “I'm just a slave girl. What do I know about fancy foods?”
“After this meal, you will know something.”
I picked up one of the forks and poked it at the table cloth.
“This is one of them thar fork thangs I been hearing bout, huh?”
He took it away from me and put it down, then put his finger against my lips.
“Shhhh,” he said.
I batted my eyes at him innocently.
The waiter had a French accent. I couldn't tell if it was real or he was faking it. Then again, a lot of Vegas is like that. The food was spectacular, though. I have to admit that, even if I told Tommy a burrito would have been just as good.
“You're a peasant,” he said.
“Ain't that some kinda bird thing?” I asked in a drawl.
“Such a funny girl,” he said. “Maybe I should buy you a gag.”
“Kinky,” I said with a grin.
“Now that we're back in civilization, it would probably be a good idea, actually,” he said. “We wouldn't want your screams of pleasure to disturb the neighbors.”
I flushed, and gave him the finger.
“One spanking, coming up,” he said.
I felt another flush of heat, inside, lower down, but gave him the finger again.
We left the restaurant, and went down into the casino. He took my hand, which a part of me resisted and a part of me liked. He had a nice hand, firm, but not tight, warm but not hot or sweaty. We spent a couple of hours moving through the casino, playing a few slots, but mostly at the roulette wheel and playing poker and blackjack.
Being in a casino the size of the Celestia was like being in another world. The noise, the games, the constant voices calling out numbers, the chatter from the dealers and the customers, and all the lights and colors took you away from the mundane and the ordinary.
The only solid thing was Tommy and his dark suit – and his hands, which kept touching me. Oh, I don't mean groping, for he was being the gentleman. But his fingers would stroke the back of my hand, or move across my shoulder, or caress my arm or his hand would guide me, at the small of my back, or sometimes slip around my waist.
It was all very... comfortable. Surprisingly so.
It even felt comfortable as his put his hand on the small of my back, guiding me back through the corridors to the main hall which held the elevators going back upstairs. I did feel an added sense of tension, though, wondering what he intended, for I was sure he wasn't thinking this evening was going to end with anything other than sex.
I would have been flabbergasted if it had, to be honest. I was toying with the idea of giving him a chaste peck on the cheek at his door and going off, just to see what he'd look like – or what he'd do, but that was kind of more than I wanted to risk. After all, what if he just let me go?
I'd never had a 'gambling date', even while spending a lot of time in Las Vegas. If I went out, which I'd done infrequently while studying, it was to a show or a movie and dinner. But the thing about gambling is it left a lot more time for interacting than movies or shows. We'd spent several hours trying out different games, usually with him explaining his tactics and preferences, and chatting about other things.
Like I said, I was feeling kind of comfortable with him. Actually, I'd felt comfortable with him back at the shack – at least, comfortable enough to sleep with anyway. He was a strange mixture of boyish enthusiasm and this sort of aggressively power crazed machismo. Just watching him order things and deal with people said this was a guy used to people jumping when he told them to.
It wasn't that he barked out orders or was rude, either. He just had this absolute self-confidence and certainty when he spoke, and the tone of his voice said as much. 
The tension rose as we got off the elevator and walked up the corridor to his hotel room, turning into a tightness in my chest. It wasn't like I normally felt anxious about sex, but sex with him was... different. Or at least, it certainly had been out in the desert! 
The hotel suite had a front room with a gas fireplace which lit with the flick of a switch, and lights on a dimmer switch he turned up, then down low. I gave him a suspicious look but he only grinned, took my hand and led me through another door, into the bedroom. He flicked on the lights here as well, and his smile broadened.
There on the bed was a kind of purple velvet square of fabric, and sitting on it, arranged carefully, was a studded black leather collar, four matching restraints, and a ball-gag. I blinked at them in surprise, realized what they were, felt my chest tighten further, and a sense of breathiness came to me as I licked my lips.
“I don't think so,” I said.
“Slave girls don't get a choice in what they wear,” he said. “Usually skin and a collar is about it.”
“I'm not your slave girl.”
“But you want to be.”
“Do not.”
He grinned and pulled me in closer. “Scared?” he taunted.
I glared at him. Of course I wasn't scared! I mean, if he was crazy he could have done anything he wanted out there in the California desert when he had me tied to the bed! Even so, I was a bit nervous about what he'd do. But I was also feeling a hot little churning thrum of excitement and anticipation, too.
So I shrugged and he slid around behind me, leaning in to chew on the back, then the side of my throat.
“The gag is to keep security from coming up when you scream,” he said in a low voice.
I wanted to give him some sort of smart-assed retort, but remembering what had happened in the desert earlier I just flushed a little.
The back of my dress parted and he pushed the straps forward over my shoulders, letting them slide down my arms. He undid my bra at the same time, and then turned me around, seizing my head and pulling me in against him as his lips found mine with hungry determination.
My dress slipped slowly down over my breasts, the bra following, as his mouth moved against mine, then he pulled back, holding my left hand, and picked up one of the smaller leather rings. I felt a rush of heat as I watched him slide it over my hand and settle it around my wrist, then tighten it.
It looked very dark, and almost sinister against my tanned skin. 
The next one followed, and then he turned me around and drew my wrists together behind my back, clipping them together that way. I felt the sexual tension rising rapidly inside me, along with my heartbeat as he pulled me back kind of roughly so I fell back onto the bed. He grinned and leaned over to slide his fingers into the waistband of my panties, then drew them slowly down my legs as I lay on my bound arms, heart thumping.
“Slave girl,” he said with a leer.
“Pervert.”
He pulled my panties off and then picked up another of the restraints, lifting my ankle, raising it high, and slowly sliding the leather ring around it before buckling it in place. He dropped that foot, and then reached for the other. I drew it back, smirking at him. His eyes narrowed.
“Give me your foot, slave girl.”
“You forgot to say the magic word, masterbater man.”
His hand darted out and he grabbed it, but I jerked it back, and the grabbed my leg and flipped me over onto my belly, then leaned in to control my leg as he quickly slipped the restraint around it and buckled it in place.
“Bully,” I said breathlessly.
He pulled me up off the bed and picked up the collar, and I felt a rolling wave of excitement as I stood there and watched him slide it in closer and closer, until I could feel it going around my throat, and could no longer see it. He leaned in, tightening it, buckling it, then stepping back to look at me.
I felt my pulse racing as I stood there in front of him, naked, wrists bound behind me. He, meanwhile, was still in that lovely suit, which made me feel even more naked than I was.
He took my arm and led me over to a closed door, then swung it open. It was a closet, and the entire rear of it was a mirror. He grasped my hair and I gasped as he jerked it up and back a bit, but then he just stepped back a little, guiding me in front of the mirror so I could see myself, could see him.
And there I was, naked, collared, with the leather restraints around my ankles and arms behind my back, and there was him in that gorgeous suit, standing so arrogantly beside me, his fist in my hair, my head forced up and back as I looked at us.
“Now there is a girl who'se ready to be used hard by whatever man takes her,” he said with a growl in his voice.
I wasn't sure what to say, kind of startled by the sensuality of the sight, and then he turned me around and guided me back to the bed, using my hair. He stopped, and I noticed something else on the bed, something which had slipped off the velvet and I hadn't noticed since the color was close to that of the bedspread.
A leash.
He reached up with it and clipped it to a ring in the front of the collar and I felt my insides give a hot little spasm as he grinned at me. He turned me away from him then I felt his hands on my wrists. The restraints stayed in place but became unhooked from each other, freeing my hands.
“Get down on your knees,” he said in a bit of a husky voice.
I looked at him in surprise, feeling the heat roiling through me grow more intense, not sure what he had in mind but... I dropped to my knees and looked up at him holding the leash and looking back down. He grinned and stepped back, pulling on the leash.
“Onto all fours,” he said.
I fell forward onto my hands, and then he pulled again on the leash.
“Crawl,” he said.
It was in my mind to say no, to say it indignantly, despite the sudden flare of excitement, but pulling on the leash had already forced me to kind of crawl forward, and he was walking out of the room with a firm hand on the leash so that I pretty much had no choice but to crawl along at his heels!
It was a very, very weird feeling! It should have been outrageously degrading, and it was, sort ob, but mostly it was a wild, swirling sense of dark excitement and heat at doing kinky, nasty things, with a building anticipation of what was to come.
I crawled into the front room, my breasts feeling heavy under me as he walked over to the sofa. He turned and sat down, then picked up the remote and turned on the flat screen on the wall.
“Kneel,” he said, pointing at the floor in front of him.
I was already on my knees, but sat back on my heels, trying to keep my face and breath from betraying how turned on I was getting.
“Spread your legs,” he said softly. “I like to see your pussy.”
I flushed, but shifted my knees further apart.
“Wider, slut,” he said, his voice sharp.
I gasped, feeling a sudden sense of indignation, but then heat suffused me and I shifted my knees wider still.
“Hands on your outer thighs. Back straight, shoulders back. Show me what a beautiful sex slave you are.”
Sex slave!? God! That was so nasty and exciting!
“I wonder how much I'd get for you if I sold you at auction,” he said.
“A lot,” I said.
He snorted in amusement.
“You forgot to say sir.”
I smiled. “A lot, sir.”
“I don't know. We'll have to see what skills you have, slave girl.”
He released the leash.
“Go and make me a drink. Scotch and soda,” he said.
There was a very obvious bar in the corner. I got up and walked over to it, the leash dangling from my neck, feeling that special kind of naked you feel somewhere that isn't quite as secure as your own bedroom or your own apartment. This was a hotel suite, after all, and God only knew how many employees had keys to it!
I made him a Scotch and soda.
“Don't forget the ice, slave.”
I sucked in a breath of air.
“Yes, sir,” I said.
I put in a couple of cubes, then took the glass back to him and handed it to him. He took it, swirled it in amusement as he looked up at me, and took a sip.
“Knees,” he said.
Arrogant bastard, I thought, half in amusement.
I slid down to my knees in front of him again and he stretched out his right foot and placed it in my lap.
“Take off  my shoe, slave girl.”
I licked my lips, reaching down for it, untying it and then gripping it and pulling it off his foot. I peeled off his sock a moment later, and he removed his bare foot and placed the other foot in my lap. I untied that shoe, as well, removed it, then rolled down and pulled off his sock.
“Would you like a drink, slave girl?”
“Yes, sir,” I said in a slightly breathy voice.
He leaned forward and grabbed the leash, then pulled me forward across the edge of the seat. He dipped the fingers of his other hand into the drink and brought them to my lips, rubbing them along them as I eased them open. His fingers slid in as he looked at me, slid across my tongue, and I licked and sucked at them as he pumped them slowly in and out.
“I wonder if I could get you drunk this way,” he said in amusement.
He pulled his fingers back, and pulled a little harder on the leash, pulling me further over his lap.
“Undo my belt and remove it,” he said.
I reached for his belt, feeling another hot pulsing swirl of excitement, opening it and then tugging, sliding it out through the loops. I had thought of it merely as continuing to undress him, but he took the belt from me and doubled it in his hand, and I was suddenly aware of the... threat of it!
But he put it down beside him before pulling me further forward by the leash. I gasped, as my breasts, my nipples crackling with tension, mashed against his leg as he pulled me up and forward. His other hand slid behind me and gripped my thigh, dragging me easily up across his lap, belly down.
“Naughty little sex slave,” he said, his fingers gliding over my buttocks.
I squirmed uneasily, anxious but hot, as his fingers skimmed along the surface of my body, sliding up along my spine, over my shoulders, then back down again, down between my legs, stroking lightly along my pussy.
“Such a bad little girl,” he said.
I felt him gripping my wrists and drawing them back behind me, and then felt them locked together again. I felt his hands on my hips, on my arm, adjusting me so my bottom was right over him, my legs dangling over the edge of the sofa, my breasts pillowed out beneath me against the cushion as I tried to turn my head to look behind me.
He gripped my hair, and jerked my head up and back, and I gasped in pain.
Crack!
“Oww!” I squealed.
He had used the belt on my ass! And it stung!
“Naughty girl.”
“Tommy!”
Crack! The belt snapped down across my buttocks a second time!
“Thomas is the name,” he said. “Let me hear you say it.”
“T-Thomas!” I gasped.
“Excellent. Again.”
“Thomas,” I gulped.
“And then there's my other name. Remember it?”
“Masturbater?” I gulped.
Crack!
Okay, I had expected that one!
“Sir, is the word. Let me hear you say it.”
“Sir!”
“Are you my sex slave, little girl?”
“No!”
Crack!
I gasped at the blow to my bottom!
“Try again. Are you my sex slave?”
“Yes, sir!” I groaned.
“Nasty little slut,” he purred.
He rolled me over, then had me sit up, half atop him, half on the arm of the sofa, my legs stretched out across the sofa on his other side, at first, until he forced them apart, and my left leg fell over the edge, my foot dangling just above the floor.
“You were telling me earlier how much you liked to have a man's cock inside you,” he said softly, his fingers sliding up and down my body.
I gasped as he plucked at my already stiff nipples, and looked up at me.
“Weren't you.”
“Y-Yes, sir,” I gulped.
“Tell me more about that.”
God, this was weird! It was kinky and exciting and hot, but it was still weird!
“I... I uh, love having a cock inside me,” I gasped.
“Where inside you?”
His fingers found my pussy, and I sucked in a breath as they began to massage my clitoris.
“Here?” he asked, sliding his index finger in through the lips of my sex.
“Yes, sir!”
“In your pussy?”
“Yes, sir,” I moaned.
“Say it then.”
“I-I love having a cock in my pussy.”
He shook his head.
“You love having a stiff cock inside your pussy.”
“Yes,” I said, breathing heavier.
He slid a second finger into me, and then I groaned as he eased a third finger through the tight opening of my sex, sending them, squirming up inside me all the way to the knuckles!
“Let me hear you say it,” he said as his thumb rubbed across my clitoris.
“I love having a stiff cock inside me, sir!” I gasped.
“Inside your pussy slut.”
“I love having a stiff cock inside my pussy, sir,” I said weakly.
His fingers were pumping in and out, twisting around inside me as his thumb stroked idly from side to side across my clitoris, sending shimmering waves of pleasure through me.
“Such a nasty, slutty girl,” he said in disapproval.
His other hand was in my hair, sometimes coming through it, sometimes pulling at it. Now he forced my head up and back, and I felt his mouth over my right breast, groaning as he bit into the soft flesh and began to suck and chew!
His fingers slipped out of my tight, moist opening and then returned a moment later – sort of. I could feel a different right away, but it took me a second or two to understand it wasn't his fingers. It was... something else. It felt good.. I mean, it was soft-ish, yet firm enough to spread the lips of my sex – wide.
I moaned as he eased my head forward and I gasped in astonishment to see him holding... a cock, a dildo in his hand! It was thick and curved up and it was disappearing inside me as I stared in astonishment! It looked like a real cock, and the covering, some sort of silicone, felt sort of the same, though not quite.
I gasped to see it, though, gasped as it pushed deeper inside me! I groaned as it pushed very deep indeed, touching me deep inside! It had a sort of elongated base, more oval than round, with a raised lip on one side.
I gasped as he forced the thing fully inside me, until that base was pressed against my pussy, covering it, then he touched something at the bottom of the base and it began to vibrate! The base, I mean, and most particularly, that raised lip part pressing against the top of my pussy, over my clitoris!
I groaned as his hand pushed in firmly on the flat bottom of the base, ensuring the thing was completely buried inside me. I felt so full inside! 
Heat rushed through me as he ran his hand up my body again, cupping and kneading my breasts and tweaking the nipples.
“Tell me again about how much you love cock, slut,” he said softly.
“I … I doooo!” I moaned.
“Nasty girl. Say it out loud.”
“I love cock!” I gasped.
He shook his head. “Sir,” he said. “You keep missing that. It's very disrespectful for a sex slave, and you really need to be punished for it.”
“I love cock, sir!” I groaned.
“Too late.”
He had obviously come prepared! Because suddenly, he had this... thing in his hand! It was about a foot long. It started with a leather handle about four inches long, then narrowed to a pencil thin shaft about six inches long, and ended in a three inch wide by three inch long red leather... flap.
He rubbed that soft leather thing up and down against my right breast, across the tingling, throbbing nipple.
“Nasty little slut,” he said.
I gasped as he pulled back on my hair again, forcing my back to arch.
I gasped and flinched as the thing hit my breast with a short little flick of his wrist. It didn't really sting as the little leather flap was lightweight. But the next blow was a bit harder, and then he started... slapping it against my breast! My breast began to heat up, as if the continued little slaps were tenderizing it!
I gasped and writhed helplessly as the slaps stung more, as my breast began to burn.  Then he shifted his aim and began to strike my left breast instead!
“Oh! Stop! Don't!” I gasped.
“That's not how you address your master, slave girl.”
“Please!” I gasped.
“Please what, slave?”
“Please, master!”
“I was thinking 'sir', but that will do just as well.”
He eased up, pulling my head forward, and, gulping in air, I stared down at my pink breasts as he leaned in and began to lick and suck on one.
Then he jerked back on my hair again!
I felt the thin leather flap sliding down my body, then over my clitoris, or at least, over the base which was vibrating against it. He slapped the thing down now, repeatedly, and harder. It mostly slapped on the base of the dildo he'd stuffed up inside me, but the blows caused the thin base to shake against me, to almost echo the force of the blows against it, resonating within my own flesh!
It didn't hurt... exactly... but it produced a startling counterpoint to the purring vibrations, and I gasped and trembled as the heat within me bubbled wildly. My thighs inched closer and closer, but his voice barked out suddenly.
“Spread your legs, slut!”
I gasped, obeying, despite myself.
“Nasty little slave girl,” he growled.
I moaned as he leaned back and brought the thin little rod up against my breasts again.
Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap! The thing slapped against the center of my left breast! Then it hit the right! Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!
“Please, sir!” I gasped, my wrists jerking helplessly against the restraints.
My breasts felt hotter and hotter, aching and throbbing!
I felt the thing sliding down my body, rubbing between my legs again, then drawing back and slapping against the base sharply.
“Tell me you love cock, slut.”
“I love cock, sir!” I gasped.
Snap!
“Again.”
“I love cock, sir!”
Snap!
“Again, slave.”
“I love cock, sir!”
“Would you say, then, that you were a cock-loving slut?” he asked in an almost curious voice.
I moaned helplessly.
Snap!
“Yes, sir!” I gasped.
“Say it then, slut.”
“I'm a cock-loving slut, sir!”
“Hmm, my kind of girl,” he said “Say it again.”
“I'm a cock loving slut, sir!” I cried weakly.
He pushed his hand against the base, jamming it in hard against me, grinding the buzzing base against my soft, moist flesh.
“Get onto the floor, slave, on your knees.”
His strong hands pulled me forward, guiding me around as I half fell off him onto the floor in front of him. He shifted his grip back onto my hair, pulling me in, and unzipping his trousers, then undoing the clasp.
“Show me how talented you are, slave,” he said.
I felt another rush of heat as he drew himself out and up, hard and thick and hungry looking. But without my hands I was completely at his mercy, as he guided me in, holding tight to my hair, making me kiss and lick and suck at his balls first, like the last time. I rolled my eyes up at him as I sucked them into my mouth, moaning around them, my entire body thrumming with excitement!
He rubbed the head back and forth over my lips, then pushed himself inside, drawing me forward, but, thankfully, didn't force me down. He let me suck and lick, bobbing up and down on my own. I knew, thought, that he wanted to bury himself in my throat. And I knew he would do it if I didn't. And... I wanted to. 
And I was excited enough, hot enough, to try! Why not!? I'd already done it, sort of! I knew that it wasn't going to kill me!
So, with my sore breasts grinding and rubbing against his thighs and the sofa, I forced my lips lower and lower, until the head of his cock began to threaten to gag me. I sucked in deep breaths, preparing myself, bracing myself, then forced myself down that last bit and kept going!
I gagged, but my downward motion kept me sliding down his now slick cock, and a wave of exultation greeted me as I was able to control myself, as my lips slid down to the base and I held there, his hand on my head, my chest pounding.
“Nasty little slave girl,” he said. “Swallowing my cock like that without permission.”
He pulled me back up, though slowly, and gripped his cock, rubbing it back and forth across my face.
“Beg for it, slave.”
“Please,” I gasped. 
“Beg to swallow my cock.”
“May I swallow your cock please, sir?!” I said, panting.
He pulled me down onto him again and I sucked and licked, then took him deep once more, almost choking, but controlling it as his hands slid through my hair, then down my back.
Crack! He slapped my bottom, and I moaned around his thick shaft.
Crack!
“Nasty girl,” he said, pulling up on my hair.
The vibrator thing was still pulsing and throbbing between my legs, and I squirmed helplessly, grinding my thighs together around it!
He pulled up on my hair and his cock came free as I gulped in deep breaths, chest heaving, face flushed.
He pushed me back abruptly, pushing me back onto my heels, then stood up above me. He let his pants drop, and pushed his shorts down and off, so that his cock sprang up hungrily in front of me. He was still wearing the rest of his suit, which seemed faintly odd, but he quickly shrugged off his jacket, undid his tie, pulled it off, and then almost ripped off the shirt.
Naked. I loved to see him naked! I had almost gotten my breath back, at least some of it, as he turned back to me. He bent and gripped the leash, then jerked me up to my feet, and picked up the gag he must have brought out from the bedroom without my noticing. 
“Open your mouth, slave,” he growled.
I obeyed, and he pushed the round ball thing against my mouth. It was too big, but it was made of malleable stuff, and he was able to squeeze it in together like a rubber ball and slide it through my teeth. It expanded once inside my mouth, of course, filling my mouth completely, pinning my tongue down and holding my jaws apart.
It had a narrow strap which he drew around the side of my head and behind me, then fastened in place, combing my hair free before gripping the leash and tugging me along after him.
I thought we'd head for bed, but instead he was going to the terrace! He pressed a button and glass doors which went from floor to ceiling slid along the tracks and opened up the terrace. He drew me out into the heat and sound of Las Vegas at night, to the glittering lights all around us and the traffic  below on the strip.
The terrace has a glass bannister around it, with a stainless steel rail atop it. There were other tall hotels around us, and I quivered at the idea anyone in them could see me! Yes, it was dark, but not completely so. The lights were on in the hotel suite, and that light spilled out onto the terrace!
I could see people in the hotel across from us, see them fairly clearly, see the blue dress on a blonde woman in one room, and a couple sitting on a sofa in another room.
Tommy – Thomas – pulled me right up to the rail, then up to the side of the terrace, to the wall. There was a narrow table there in the corner, the top perhaps five inches below the rail. He turned me and then lifted me up onto the table. I squealed, eyes rolling aside at the windows across the street. 
In fact, sitting there, I could see down onto the streets as well! And then Thomas lifted my legs up and back, draping my right leg across the top of the rail so my foot dangled over the road thirty seven floors below!
“I think it's time to give you that cock you love so much, slave girl,” he growled.
I shuddered as I felt the buzzing, curved dildo sliding slowly out of me. I didn't want to feel it go! I felt so vacant with it out of me! 
For a moment.
Then he pushed into me and I felt my eyes roll back as the back of my head pushed against the wall. His hands tightened on my legs, just under the knees, and lifted them up and back, spreading them apart, pressing my left foot back against the wall behind me as he began to work his hips in and out!
I could see down the strip, see the flashing lights in so many different colors, the traffic, the tiny figures of people walking through bright pools of light on the sidewalks, and the tall hotels all around us as Thomas buried his cock inside me and then began to thrust hard!
It was like no sex I'd ever had! I was so... exposed! Yet as far as I knew, no one was watching! My right thigh ground against the top of the railing as he his hands slid up my legs to grip my ankles. The back of my left foot was pressed into the wall but my right foot was held up in mid-air, across the rail!
And his hips began to hit me harder and harder. I could only grunt and gasp as he thrust into me with hard, deep, powerful strokes. 
He stopped, breathing harder now himself.
“Say you love cock!” he growled.
“I love cock!” I moaned, though of course, it was entirely unintelligible because of the gag stuffing my mouth.
“Again!”
“I love cock!” I said, or tried to.
His hips started working again.
“Again! Keep saying it!”
“I love cock!” I moaned, again and again as his hips worked into me harder and faster, and his thick cock sliced in and out of my pulsing, overheated pussy. My entire body seemed to crackle with sexual electricity and tension, and then as he leaned into me, as he drove into me, it all exploded in a massive release!
I … screamed! I mean, well, it wasn't conscious but.. there was no other word for it, a long, undulating howl of pleasure and passion as the orgasm swamped my mind and set me to thrashing and shaking and trembling right there against the wall as his cock drove into me again and again and again!
It was all so mad and overwhelming, so intense, such a hot, powerful thrill of dark excitement and pleasure and passion! A crackling flood of pleasure tore through me in a long, endless wave that had me shaking and my hips bucking wildly against him as he continued to drive himself into me like a machine!
Afterward, he half carried me inside, removed all the bondage stuff, and we had a long, calm, almost tender shower with a lot of light kissing and caresses, but nothing too – energetic. In fact, if anything, it was too light, too soft, and too gentle and tender. I started to get this anxious feeling in the pit of my stomach like... like maybe he was well... getting some very non-physical thoughts about me.
Don't get me wrong, I want a guy and me to get along and respect each other and be friends and all that, before, during and after sex. But I'd only met him this morning! My emotions didn't move that fast! It had been maybe twelve hours ago I'd seen him walking through the desert, and yet I knew more about him than I did about my last two boyfriends!
And I … I didn't know if I wanted to get involved in a real relationship yet! I know that sounds ass backwards given what we'd already done, but that had been in the nature of nasty, kinky, daring physical stuff, and I was sensing a lot more in him. I also had some oddly tender feelings about him, too, and I started getting afraid of either falling for him or having him fall for me way, way, way too fast!
I could tell he was expecting me to spend the night, and was surprised, and maybe even (or was that my imagination) a little hurt when I wouldn't. I lied about my instruments back at the cabin, telling him how sensitive they were, and that because of the power constraints they had to be turned on and off again at certain times.
I lied very well, I thought. But my mind was kind of spinning around as I did, kind of desperate to get away from him, to get somewhere in the dark, away from the lights, where I could think!
It was a deep relief getting out of the city, getting out into the desert. The traffic was becoming lighter as I moved further out, and I felt home again as I turned off the highway onto the dark desert and drove up to the cabin. The air was cool here, and the skies bright. It seemed a world away from the madness I'd been engaged in all day long...
How did I feel about Thomas? God! Why was that thought so complicated!? Why was it filled with emotions and sensations, memories of the wild, kinky sex and heat I'd experienced at his hands!?
Slave girl? Was a relationship with him going to be like that? It had been a squirmy kind of thrill to be tied up and … and driven crazy. But would a real relationship be like that or was that just a one-time thing? Somehow, I doubted it was a one-time thing. He clearly had a lot of interest in that sort of kinky scene. 
And me? Well, I had certainly reacted … well. I mean, I had been startled by the force of my own reaction. Was it the novelty, or was there something kinky inside me too? And did Thomas really even have an interest now that he'd gotten what he wanted? Maybe I'd just imagined he was looking for more. 
Probably, that was it. He was some rich boy's son, and wasn't even going to be staying around in Las Vegas. It would be dumb to get involved with him, to expect anything more than this very... educational, and thrilling day of wild hot sex.
Wow, what a day it had been! I shook my head and headed indoors, mind shying away from the hot sex we'd had right there in the cabin. I determinedly examined the instruments and readings, delaying going to bed for a while. 
Finally, I went to bed, changing the sheets first, trying to put what had happened out of my mind. It didn't work, of course. But I did manage to convince myself it was just physical, and that a rich boy like Thomas, just passing through, was just that, a ship passing in the night. He'd be gone in a week or two, so I'd only make myself miserable getting further involved with him.
That was by far the most sensible thing, I thought, before falling asleep.
The next day was a regular day, as far as I was concerned. I checked all the instruments, went on the internet to deal with several queries and messages from colleagues, then went out back and saddled Gray to go and check the instrument packages I'd left around.
I went back inside to fetch a water bottle and a GPS, and when I came back out, there was another horse there beside Gray. It was a taller, sleeker palomino, and Thomas was sitting on it, wearing a cowboy hat. And nothing else.
I gaped at him.
“Morning, ma'am,” he said, tipping his hat gallantly.
“What in the hell are you doing here?!” I exclaimed. “And where did you get that horse?”
“This? The Porsche is still in the shop.”
I stared at him.
“I rented it. I mean,  her. It's called Bambi, if you can believe that.”
He looked dubiously at the horse.
“I hope you were wearing something when you got her.”
“Why? Is that generally necessary around here?”
I shook my head in bemusement.
“Going to invite me inside?” He asked with a cocky grin.
“You really are nuts, you know,” I said.
He shook his head. “Ordinary people are nuts, honey. We one percenters are just... eccentric.”
He threw his leg over the side of the horse and dropped nimbly to the ground.
“You're not even wearing boots,” I said accusingly.
“It was a short ride.”
“But – Thomas!”
He picked me up and threw me over his shoulder and carried me inside.
“It's hot out here,” he said. “I hope you've got some beer.”
 
* * * * *
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