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When I was a girl most of my playmates were
boys. We lived an hour outside the city, where homes cost less, but
were much larger and came with a lot more land. We had two acres
right on a lazy river, and a five bedroom house. All of that for the same price as a small two
bedroom home wedged into a tiny lot in the city.

There were seven houses on my street, and the
street gave onto a highway. My three brothers were most of my
playgroup, and the Carruthers boys were most of the rest. There was
one girl, Amy, but she was mostly sickly and unavailable.

You would have thought this would make me
into a tomboy, but that didn't happen. I was a dreamer, a reader, a
fantasist. I adored Harry Potter and read the books over and over.
I was awed by the movies. And I was a drama queen, according to
mom.

The boys would have 'bang bang bang!”
shootouts with their toy guns, and they were always pretending in
their minds that they were action heroes saving the day. I liked to
die – dramatically. I would get shot and do a melodramatic fall to
lay sprawled out on the floor or across the sofa or table, a tragic
victim.

I watched the boys, mostly, not that
interested in sports. I certainly enjoyed swimming, and floating on
plastic mattresses and toys on the river, and splashing and
throwing beach balls around. I was considerably less impressed at
being dunked or shoved into the water, which was something boys
seemed to enjoy quite a bit.

I read a lot of Nancy Drew and imagined
myself, the great genius detective, solving crimes with my mighty
intellect and shrewd insight. The boys just wanted to fight with
criminals.

I got interested in computers early, but more
in what I could do with them and they for me, not in how they
worked. I had no interest in opening them up and poking around, the
way the boys did. I just wanted to use them to explore life.

As we grew older, a few of the guys got very
good at understanding them, but I
got good at finding things. I got to understand how keywords worked, and explored the way search engines functioned. I
learned something of the math behind it, and the way that companies
paying Google and other search engines screwed things up.

My mother just said I was nosy. And that was
my motivation. I wanted to know everything.

I was very much a rules minder. Boys tended
to break the rules. But I was a
good girl. Set me a rule and I'd keep it, and I'd tattle on anyone
who didn't. This did not always endear me to the boys, especially
my brothers.

As I grew older and developed my
'differences' became blindingly apparent, and it was even harder to
be 'one of the boys'. I tended to
wear bulky clothes to disguise this, and also because the way the
Carruthers brothers noticed my bits and pieces tended to provoke
arguments with my brothers.

I was not an enthusiast for confrontation. I
wanted people to be happy, and like each other, and like me. I
didn't want shouting and anger, much less physical fights. I would
overlook insults and pretend not to notice the way they sometimes
tried to look down my tops. And I learned to stop tattling, at
least for some things.

I mean, it was certainly against the rules
for guys to grab my ass. But I didn't want to cause a big scene or
anything by complaining too loudly, as long as they stopped.

I guess I was a bit... meek and mild-mannered – and still am, to be honest. That
doesn't mean I'm afraid of anything. I just greatly prefer a happy,
congenial gathering to people glaring and snarling at each
other.

I dated some in high school. We had a small
one, given where we lived, and most people knew each other, or each
others family. That it made it quite dangerous for a girl to do
anything that might earn her a reputation, because sure as hell
your parents would find out.

Knowing what society expected of you as a
girl was a very difficult thing. Boys have it easy. They're
expected to try to have sex with any girl they can, as often as
they can. There are no rules on this aside from the requirement for
consent from the target of their lust.

So sexual rules for boys, who are, by nature,
horny bastards, are pretty lax.

Girls are swaddled in a tight, smothering,
often contradictory set of rules and expectations which shifted
seemingly by the day. We are expected to be hot and sexy – but not
try to be hot and sexy. We're expected to cooperate at least to a
degree with the boys desire to have sex, but how much varied
wildly, depending on the situation and changed further as we grew
older.

We're expected to be slim and shapely and
have nice, toned bodies, but not to show them off or be seen to
take pride in them. If we dress too sexy people sneer at us for
dressing slutty. If we don't dress at all sexy people sneer at us for being prudes. And how
sexy was the exact amount of sexy varies again by age and
situation.

There are, in other words, a lot of judgment
calls to make.

Sex. Having sex wasn't a requirement for the
early years of high school. In fact, it was kind of frowned upon.
The closer you got to senior, the more you were expected to be
doing with boys you went out with. Sex mostly depended on the
situation, on whether the guy had spent enough time with you, and
you had a relationship of some kind.

Since I didn't really enjoy the company of
any of the guys I dated well enough to want them as a boyfriend I
remained a virgin.

See, the guys were sometimes interesting, but
the ones I got along with, mostly
weren't terribly sexy to me. My view of sex was bound up in what
I'd found on the internet, and that was hot, animal sex with big,
toned, ripped guys. Those guys, in high school, tended to be
assholes who would broadcast everything you did the next
morning.

When I started college I figured things would be different, but mostly,
they weren't. Well, I was much more anonymous, so I could actually
have sex without anyone gossiping about it. But the ripped, toned,
big powerful muscular men were still mostly jocks, and mostly not
interesting to me aside from the quick, cheap sex angle.

And I didn't want quick, cheap sex, I wanted
good sex!

And, to be honest, I wanted nasty sex!

See, as a dramatist and a girl with a great
imagination, as someone who was very impressed with big, broad,
muscular chests and, well, big penises, my sexual fantasy life was
kind of dark. I had lots of fantasies about sexual encounters of a
type the feminists, not to mention the law, would never have
approved of.

That's not to say I'm not independent minded
and would accept being treated differently than guys, or that I
didn't insist on being treated with respect – insofar as I ever
insisted on anything. But when it came to sex I had somehow gotten this very cliched view of me as the helpless maiden being
'taken' by some big, rugged guy.

I recognized I was
being shallow, and I tried to argue with myself, using
logic. Obviously, a kind,
sensitive man who would be sweet and gentle and caring was a way
better match for me than some big ogre!

Yet, I still felt a thrill at being the noble
victim, the helpless maiden, so tragic! So dramatic! Poor me!

That sort of image was the focus of my sexual
fantasies since I had figured out that touching myself in certain
ways felt really good, and so my mind had come to identify this
with sexual arousal and excitement.

That didn't mean I wasn't willing to at least
try sex. In my first year, I did finally lose my virginity. I had
sex with three big jocks. One was a baseball player, one was a
swimmer and one was a football
player. None of them were particularly rough (and I was too shy to
ask) and none was particularly
good, nor took a very long time to finish.

I was not impressed, but not entirely sure if
it was them or me. Were my perverted fantasies getting in the way?
Had I spent so much time imagining dark, nasty, wicked sex as a
helpless victim that I couldn't enjoy normal sex?

I didn't know, but I wasn't exactly
preoccupied with the problem. I had a satisfying sex life with
myself, so I didn't really need boys.

I continued to love fantasy – sexual or not –
and a little ways into college I
started dressing and acting a bit, well, like a goth. Mostly
because my roommate was one and she was my only friend, at least at
first. So I explored the scene.

They, after all, were kind of into drama,
too, and fantasy. Theirs were kind of depressing, though, compared
to mine. I dyed my hair black, at Dana's insistence that I would
look really great. And to continuous accusations I was chicken, and
not taking things seriously I got my tongue pierced, then my lower
lip, then my nipples.

This made me look like a kind of
sophisticated girl into sophisticated things (or so I thought) but
aside from lots of dancing to bad music, and some fooling around
with other girls (which was interesting) I didn't really get a lot
out of it all. I wouldn't do drugs, because, well, that was
illegal. And I had no interest in suicidal things or cutting
myself, or thoughts of death either.

The ring in my lip got in my way too much
so I got rid of it. But the tongue
ring was good for oral sex, so I hung onto it. Oral sex is the
default for dates where you don't want to have sex. They're usually
satisfied with oral sex. And if not, well, there isn't a lot they
can do about it with Mr. Softy between their legs.

The goth girls I hung around with all talked
a lot about oral sex and the goal of deep throating. That,
apparently, was what marked you as good at it. Being a practical
girl, I practiced with my dildo, and I was able to learn deep
throating relatively easily.

No one was impressed with this among the goth
girls. In fact, they thought I was lying, and when I demonstrated
with a hot dog, they called me a show-off and resented me.

I began to lose interest in goths around then
anyway. It was end of term
and I went home, where people were
normal and teased me about my black hair.

I thought I looked good with black hair. It
was nice and shiny and held together well, and was an interesting contrast with my very light
colored skin.

Anyway, there are no jobs out there in the
boonies, as you can imagine. I was taking Criminology at college. I
didn't want to be a cop – not liking confrontation, but I imagined
myself doing research on behalf of, like, detectives or FBI agents
or something. I thought that would be really interesting work.

Since I had continued to focus on ways to
find information and made no
secret about it to my professors, one recommended me for a job as a
junior researcher at a big law firm in the New York City. That was pretty much ideal for me, except
that there was no way to commute from northern New York where I
lived.

That problem was solved when a girl I'd
gotten close to in college and I were chatting online, and she
invited me to stay with her for the summer. I hesitated because she
was one of the girls I'd fooled around with a little, and I
wondered if the real reason for her invitation was wanting to explore that further.

I wasn't entirely opposed to trying that, but
I was not especially into girls
because my fantasies basically involved me being, to put it
bluntly, dominated, and I didn't see girls as being able to do
that. Still, it would be
interesting to see what could come of it, as long as it was just
friendly sex and she didn't expect some sort of commitment...

*

I worried about how to dress as a researcher,
but I needn't have. People like us were pretty much invisible, and stuck into a room with no
windows. A law clerk communicated our tasks, and we handed the
results to her. The lawyers were like the gods of the floor, and paid no attention to anyone but each
other.

So while even the secretaries and legal
clerks dressed in suits and ties and business skirts and dresses,
we clerks were mostly able to dress as we liked, provided that
didn't include shorts, jeans, sweats, tights or short skirts.

That still left a lot. I wore comfortable
black khakis or dance pants, and mostly white or black blouses. No
bare shoulders. No visible bra straps. No cleavage. Nothing to draw
the beady eyes of the prudes who might object. As a non-person, I wore flat-heeled shoes, and often enough, black sneakers or
tennis shoes.

Being stuck away in a small room and ignored,
we didn't really learn much about who was who, because we didn't
need to know. The only time we saw them was if we were on
break or in the kitchen or bathroom, say, and someone pointed one
out when they went by. Then
someone might gasp in awe and point out of the gods, or greater
gods (partners).

I was not really very impressed, not being a
fan of law or lawyers, but mostly kept my mouth shut.

Anyway, one night I was working late – though
not by choice. Lawyers think nothing of making demands at the last
minute, and if you want to keep your job you don't say “tomorrow.” They had no lives anyway, since they worked 12 hour days, so they didn't
feel you ought to have one either.

It was late, and I was almost finished my assignment. I was alone in the
room, and hot since the building turned down the air-conditioning
after six and we were in a heat wave. I was also feeling more than
a little claustrophobic. So I went out to stretch my legs in the
corridor... if you can call it that.

The building had an irregular shape, and
whoever had designed this floor had gone with it. There were few
straight corridors or halls. The lawyers all had offices around the
edges with floor to ceiling windows. All the interior rooms were
things like bathrooms, meeting rooms, libraries, storage, and rooms
for nonentities like us researchers and law clerks.

The 'corridors' were narrow, and kind of
curved, and also tended to be lined with desks for secretaries,
more important law clerks, and other administration types. They
were all out in the open. Nobody had any cubicles. I think that
just helped emphasize how unimportant you were compared to the gods
in their big, private offices.

It was after Eight. Prime time at the 'firm' was seven to four. After four,
some of the law clerks and secretaries and administration types
went home. After five, almost all did, along with a few lawyers.
After six, more lawyers left, and by seven, ninety percent were
gone. So the place was quiet.

I walked along one curved aisle, to where it
ran along the outside, where there were windows. More than windows,
there was a door there that gave onto a deck. No one was around,
and so I opened it, stepped out, and breathed in the fresh air.

Semi-fresh. We were in a city. And it was hot
as hell out, still. The sun was going down, but it was really humid. Still, just all that open air
was great for me, given I'd been in the damn closed room skimming
through files on the computer for eleven damn hours by then.

I was willing to bet you didn't have to do
these kinds of hours with the FBI, and if you did it would be a lot
more interesting research.

I moved slowly along the rail, relaxing,
looking out at the city, and contemplating how I was supposed to
get to my friend Hannah's place, where I was spending the evening.
The bus home was out of the question at this time since it only ran
during rush hour.

Hannah had a condo in Brooklyn. I could get
the subway across the river but would need to get a bus from the
station. I pulled out my phone to check on the bus times, and then
the door opened and this guy came
out.

Man, not ‘guy.’ A guy was someone around my age. This was a man.
He was a big man, too. He looked like he had come to work in a suit
that day but taken off the jacket and tie, and undone the top
button of his silky looking gray shirt.

He sure didn't look much like a lawyer,
though. He looked like a jock, you know, the no-neck kind, with a
solid, square-jawed face, short
hair and dark eyes. It was a very
manly sort of face, rugged and stern. I would have guessed he was
the kind of guy who worked with his hands, not a lawyer, except for
the fancy shirt and trousers.

His eyes skimmed over me and I felt a sense of anxiety, like I was going to catch hell for coming out
here. We weren't supposed to, really. It was here to entertain
clients. But at this time of the day there normally were no clients.

He looked out at the city and made a face,
then turned and eyed me again.

“You don't look like a lawyer,” he said.

“Neither do you,” I replied, because it was the first thing that came to
mind.

Then I felt a burst of anxiety, cuz if he was
a lawyer he might get pissed. Some of them were pretty damn
arrogant.

“I'm just a summer student,” I added.

He turned and propped himself against the
railing, which showed more faith than I had in the thing. I mean,
imagine if it broke! You'd go flying down thirty floors to the
street!

“You want to be a lawyer?”

“God no. I mean, not really. I'm studying
Criminology,” I said.

“So you want to be a criminal.”

“Ha, ha,” I said.

I'd heard that one before.

He held out his hand. It was a big hand. I
almost reluctantly took it, and his huge hand made mine seem like that of a child. He wasn't harsh
or anything. He squeezed only lightly and let it go.

“Eric Mainwaring,” he said.

“Uhm, Lexi... Alexandra Baxter.”

“I like Lexi better than Alexandra.”

“Why?”

He shrugged. “Alexandra sounds... stuck up.
Lexi is more girly.”

“You can be stuck up and still be girly.”

“My idea of girly is more traditional.”

I frowned uncertainly.

“Think women from the fifties; demur, modest,
unpretentious.”

“Virgins?” I asked cynically.

“Not necessarily,” he said with a slightly
curved lip.

“Doesn't demur and modest just mean
obedient?”

“What man wouldn't like an obedient woman?”
he asked, with raised
eyebrows.

“We all have our fantasies, I suppose.”

“So you don't want to be a lawyer, huh? How
come?”

I wasn't sure why he was talking to
me unless it was that he thought I
was hot. Men of any age will talk to you if they think you're hot.
And that was flattering, in a way. I mean, he was pretty hot for an
old guy. Kind of sexy, too, as a
matter of fact.

“Seems boring,” I said a bit cautiously.

“Seems that way to me too.”

“You're not a lawyer?”

“Thank Christ, no.”

“Uhm, a law clerk?”

He really didn't strike me as a clerk of any
kind. He looked, like I said, like a big, tough blue collar man who
could fix a car or build a house or something.”

He grinned then, and he had a really nice
grin.

“Do I look like a law clerk?”

“Well, no, but there aren't a lot of options
here.”

“I don't work here, Lexi. I'm a client.”

“This late?”

“I don't have a lot of time. When I need to
consult with a lawyer they make time for me.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Does that mean you're rich?”

“Does money impress you?”

I thought about it a moment. “Not so much.
Being free to do and say what you want impresses me, and you get
that mostly by having money.”

“You get that by not needing to impress
people. Maybe that's because you have money. Or maybe it's because
you have a rare skill set which is in high enough demand you can
give your boss the finger and have another job with one phone
call.”

“So what is your rare skill set?” I
asked.

He grinned again.

“I don't have one. I'm rich.”

I snorted in amusement.

“But I employ a lot of people who do have
rare skill sets. No summer students, alas. But I suppose I could
find room for one.”

That was definitely a hit, especially
the look he gave me. I didn't
mind. It was actually kind of flattering that a man like this would
find me attractive. It wasn't like I'd done anything to make myself
look hot or anything. Maybe he just liked younger women.

“I'm already gainfully employed, thanks,” I
said.

“Enjoy your work?”

I made a face and he smiled again.

“What do you do?”

“I'm a researcher.”

His eyes widened. “Ah, now that does happen
to be an area where I employ quite a
number of people,” he said.

“And what do they research?”

“Depends on the locus of interest. The area
you would probably find most commensurate with your interests would
be the research arm of my security company.”

“A security company?” I asked, frowning.

To me, that just meant those guys who guarded
shopping malls.

“I have an international company which
provides a variety of services to businesses and governments, from
bodyguards to counter-assault training. On occasion, we also
provide more... interventionist activities, such as retrieving
people who have been kidnapped by armed groups. Threat assessment
is an ongoing effort.”

I didn't have to fake an interest in that. It
sure did sound a lot more interesting than researching law
reports!

“Uhm, that sure does sound interesting,” I
said.

“And whatever you get paid here we can double
it.”

Now that sounded even more interesting!

“Uh, how do you know? I mean...”

“I know Bausch and Berryman. They're even
cheaper than most lawyers. And most lawyers are very cheap. A
junior law clerk here earns about sixty percent of what my
researchers do. And I highly doubt you get paid as much as a junior
law clerk.”

“Why would you want to hire me?” I said
challengingly. “You don't know anything about me.”

“I know that Bausch and Berryman wouldn't
have hired you if they didn't think you capable. So you can do the
job. Plus, you're severely on the cute side.”

Wow, that was sure blatant!

“Uh, thanks, I guess. I mean... but you
wouldn't hire someone just because they're cute...”

“I could. But wouldn't. On the other hand, as
a man, and a kind of self-indulgent man, I like to have it all. If
I could hire a competent workforce which consisted of nothing but
super hot girls – all of whom were very slutty, bisexual and
completely submissive to anything I wanted, well, I'd do it in a
heartbeat.”

Wow! That was even more baldly put!

“Do you know a guy who wouldn't?”

Put that way, I supposed he was right.

“Gay guys,” I said grudgingly.

“They'd only hire super hot guys.”

I shrugged an acknowledgment.

“I cannot, naturally, hire only super hot
girls. Almost all my employees are men. It's the nature of the
business. However, I am always looking for women because an
all-male group tends to think in a certain way, and girls tend to
add a diversity of thoughts and
approaches.”

“That's a reason for hiring women, not...
cute women.”

“Oh true. But if I can hire women that are
cute, that's a bonus.”

He grinned confidently, and I shook my head. In a way, he was way sexist in the way he was
talking. Then again, if he owned the company, I suppose he could get away with it. And like he
said, almost any guy would agree. Of course, few of them would say
so publicly.

“So what do you say, Lexi. Want to come work
for me?”

“I don't think Bausch and Berryman would give
me a very good recommendation if I quit on them a few weeks after
starting.”

“So?”

“So I need to start building a resume. Once I
graduate it'll be important in finding a good job.”

“Bausch and Berryman will do whatever I tell
them to do,” he said confidently.

“You're really used to getting your own way,
aren't you?”

“Very much so,” he said, giving me this very
intense look.

Woah! That's what that look said to me!
Again, it was flattering, but it said this guy wanted to sleep with
me! And did I want to sleep with the boss!? What ifs sputtered
through my head and I licked my lips nervously.

“Sleeping with the boss is not a requirement
of the job,” he said firmly, as if
reading my mind.

Then he grinned lazily.

“It's just one of the many perks you get in
addition to your salary.”

“Uh... no thanks,” I said warily.

He laughed in amusement.

“It's a perk you can choose to not make use
of, naturally, like stock options,” he said with a smile.
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He gave me a couple of days to think about
it. The next day was a weekend. I didn't talk about Eric Mainwaring
to anyone, but I sure did think about him. And his offer. And it's
implications. Frankly, the idea of sleeping with him was... not
unattractive. I was far from sure I wanted to sleep with him as my
boss, though! That had all sorts of potential problems!

On the other hand, it would probably be
awfully... exciting! And working at Bausch and Berryman was
anything but.

Hannah's condo was small and in an old
building with small windows that didn't let in a lot of light. It
was actually a kind of depressing looking place, though she had
fixed it up with all kinds of color.

I still wasn't sure if she'd invited me just
to be friends, or get to be friends, or get to be lovers. She made
a lot of suggestive statements and some blatantly sexual
'jokes'. But she hadn't really
tried to initiate anything, and I was, well, not much of an
initiator, even with guys.

She sure did find an excuse to parade around
in very little, though, whether it was her super tight, super short
little pink nightie, or lingerie or skin-tight yoga pants and
tanks. She had a nice body. I had to admit that. She was a bit
narcissistic about it, though – and very blonde.

But she was basically like me, only more of a
show-off. I think maybe she was waiting for me to be excited and
make a move on her, but that was pretty unlikely to happen. If she
wanted something to happen she'd
have to be the one who started it. If she was playing hard to get
she wasn't going to get got!

It wasn't that I wasn't a little curious,
even, at times, very curious. But no way was I going to hit on her!
What if I was wrong! That would be mortifying! Nuh uh! She could
prance around in her thong all she wanted. Unless she was a lot
more blunt about her interest
nothing was gonna happen!

Besides, I was more and more focused on the
strange, delicious (even if outrageous) thought of going to work
for Eric Mainwaring. That suggested some stress, which I didn't
welcome, but the possibility of something... really exciting!

And hey, maybe something could develop
between us. I mean, yeah he was
old. I'd googled him but hadn't turned up much. He looked way into
his thirties, though. Thirty-five
was a decent guess. He was probably within a few years of that
either direction.

Given I was nineteen that was a substantial
age difference! Still, it wasn't impossible. And like I said, he
was freaking hot! Guys with those faces and bodies didn't come
around often! Never mind that the job he offered seemed likely to
be both better paying and much more interesting. And never mind the
fact he was rich, and powerful, both of which lent him an added
degree of hotness.

On Monday morning there was an envelope in my
mail at work from a company called Pandora Consulting. I'd never
had mail at work before, and
frowned at it even as I opened it. Inside was a file folder.
Opening it, I saw a title page
with my name on it! The next page had a dozen pictures of me taken
from my Facebook page, a photocopy of my drivers' license, another one of my student ID, and
another of my birth certificate!

Holy shit!

Then came a biography stating where and when
I was born and my parents' names.
Where I went to school. Where I lived, and where I had lived
before. And things like my favorite color, favorite movies
and TV shows and books, followed
by a description of me, including my height, weight (estimated),
hair and eye color, and then a summary of my personality.

The
subject is quiet and bookish, introverted, and lacking
confidence. Is described as highly intelligent and imaginative, a
stickler for rules – not a risk-taker. Also described
as kind-hearted but
overly dramatic. Dates infrequently. No long-term relationships. Has expressed
disdain for male immaturity, but no known interest in lesbianism
beyond normal experimentation.

My jaw had dropped practically to my chest,
needless to say. At first I was
utterly bewildered, then I was highly indignant! Not to mention
embarrassed. I mean, it didn't take a genius to figure out where
this had come from! That Eric Mainwaring guy had obviously had me
researched!

That was creepy! It was practically stalking!
And scary!

But after a few minutes of thinking, I began to calm down. I mean, to begin
with, he hadn't done any of this.
He'd probably just made a phone call, and some researcher had done it. Easy-peasy. Second, he
hadn't hidden it from me or anything, but had immediately sent it to me. I didn't
think he'd done so as a threat either since there was nothing in
there that threatened me. Most likely he'd done it to show me what
his researchers could do – and he was trying to hire me as one.

With that in mind it was less threatening, but still made me indignant. How
had he even found this stuff?
Someone had hacked my Facebook! And then hacked into the school to
get my student ID and then gotten my birth certificate and drivers
license from the government – all over a weekend!

And that part about 'subject is described'
meant they had talked to someone who knew me! Maybe more than one!
Wow! That again made me indignant and made me feel threatened. But
again, if it was just as an example of how much stuff his research
group could turn up quickly it
was... impressive.

Later in the day, I got another piece of mail. This was just a card –
in an envelope. It said Lunch at noon. I'll send a car.

Talk about arrogant! There wasn't even any
way for me to refuse other than just ignoring it, which was exactly
what I was going to do!

Although... that would be rude. And
he was hot, and the thought
of working for a company that did such intense research and had
access to all sorts of ways of finding stuff out was... intriguing.
So was the thought of making twice as much money. And so was the
thought... of sleeping with him...

I couldn't exactly tell him off if I never
saw him again. And I had kind of
prepared to maybe possibly see him again today, since he'd given me the weekend to think things
over. I had dressed pretty normally for work, but brought along my red blouse and a pair of black
dance pants.

The dance pants are cute and comfortable, and
the legs are kind of loose and free-flowing but the butt is nice and tight. The blouse was blood red
and went really well with my hair. I could let it hang down over my
butt, well, part way. It was kind of tight across the chest, though
– a little suggestive without being blatant.

I went downstairs just before noon, anxious,
wary, and arguing with myself the whole time.

There was a stretch limo parked at the curb.
Almost as soon as I stepped outside the drive – a chauffeur in a
full uniform, including brimmed cap, stepped out, walked around to
the passenger side, and opened the rear door.

“Your ride, Miss Baxter.”

I looked at him uncertainly. He didn't look
like a serial killer – or a white slaver. And he wasn't trying to
be discrete. I knew there were cameras overhead from building
security.

“Uhm, where is Mr. Mainwaring?” I asked.

“At the restaurant.”

“Which restaurant?”

“Al's Steakhouse.”

I still hesitated, then nodded and got
in.

I'd never been in a limo before. This was...
an eye-opener. There was so much
freaking room! The seats were huge and luxurious; plush black
leather.

Still, even as the car started off I felt more nervous, wondering if the smoky
cloud of gas would now waft down from the ceiling to knock me out
so I could be taken to his secret headquarters deep below a
mountain!

I'd never been in a car with such good shock
absorbers. I hardly felt any bumps at all. It just seemed to float
along. I looked out through the tinted windows and saw people on
the sidewalk looking back enviously, no doubt wondering what it
would be like to be rich.

The restaurant wasn't very far away, and as
soon as the car pulled up the
driver was out the door and coming around to open the door for
me.

I must say it makes you feel kind of...
important when you step out of a limo where the chauffeur is
holding the door, and the doorman to the steakhouse is holding that door open for you too! I mean,
geeze, I could get used to this
sort of thing!

I went inside, and started feeling anxious again, though not for
the same reasons. I was less worried of something... nefarious happening, and more nervous
about... Eric Mainwaring.

God, he looked gorgeous as he stood up! Whoa!
His suit was clearly tailor-made,
and fit his powerful body like a second skin. But even so, he
didn't look like the normal soft, pale skinned guys who wore suits
like that. Like the lawyers I'd
seen at work. He still looked like a guy who did things with his
hands, like, I don't know, an oil well driller or something, or
maybe a soldier.

“Good morning, Lexi,” he said. “I'm glad you
accepted the invitation.”

“What would you have done if I didn't show
up?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Have lunch.”

I flushed a little as I sat down. The
Maitre'd pushed my chair in and
then Mainwaring sat as well.

“You sent that report to me, didn't you?” I
said accusingly.

“Of course. I wanted you to see how quickly
our research arm can deal with requests. Of course, given a few
more days the report would have been far more comprehensive. Our
people didn't have a lot of time to find and interview friends and
acquaintances or do surveillance on you.”

“Who did you interview and what did you tell
them?” I demanded.

“The researcher got your school history, and
from it the names of previous teachers in high school, and
requested interviews be done with a few of them. The interviewers –
we hire specialists for that - would have said it was for a
government top secret security clearance. Such things are
routine, if you didn't know.”

“You don't think that was kind of an invasion
of privacy?” I demanded.

“Not especially. I mean, it didn't probe
beyond what most anyone who knows you reasonably well would already
know. But we do invade people's privacy in our research sometimes,
Lexi. For the most part, we already know they're a threat at that
point, but we need to know how much of a threat and how best to
counter it.”

The waiter brought wine and then poured it –
in two glasses. It occurred to me he hadn't asked me what I wanted
to drink, and I wondered if he knew I liked wine. It wasn't in the
report.

“How do you know I even drink wine?” I asked
challengingly.

“There's a picture of you drinking red wine
in the report,” he said with a smile.

I flushed.

He leaned forward and now he wasn't
smiling.

“If you come to work with us, Lexi, you
should know we have few secrets from each other. We work closely
together and we get to know each
other very well. It's not a formal work atmosphere like you find at
Bausch and Berryman. We're a lot more casual in our relationships
and behavior towards each other.”

“How... big a company is it?”

“Classified,” he said with a smile. “So our
competition can't estimate what contracts we go after, or our
capabilities. You'd be working in an office with a half dozen or so
people, all men, alas, mostly young, and few with much compunction
about invading people's privacy.”

“And Bausch and Berryman would give me a good
reference?”

“Yes. But if you work out you wouldn't need it. I have a number of companies and if you perform satisfactorily
there really wouldn't be any reason for you to go seeking work
anywhere else after you graduate.”

Well, now
that was an attractive thought!

“Provided you demonstrate sufficient skill
and ability,” he said. “And can improve on areas where you lack
that skill and ability.”

“Uhm, and – .”

The waiter brought a pair of steaks then. I
blinked in surprise, then frowned because he'd ordered without even
asking me what I wanted! Arrogant bastard! Then again, he was
paying.”

“I usually only have a salad for lunch,” I
said, eyeing the steak doubtfully.

“This is a special occasion.”

“It is? Why?” I asked warily.

“You're going to make a decision which could
alter the entire course of your life.”

Wow! Talk about putting pressure on a
girl!

“That takes energy,” he said with a grin.

I cut a piece of steak and chewed carefully,
eyeing him as he ate himself.

All this, for why? He couldn't be this short
of staff! All this for me!? Did he really think I was that hot!?
That was both flattering and scary! What did he expect from me
after investing so much time and effort?!

“You can't be so short of staff you go
through this with every researcher you happen to come across,” I
said.

He finished chewing and cut another piece.

“No, naturally not. We pay well, and we have
very low turnover among our staff.”

“Then why? I mean, I'm not... ugly or
anything, but I'm not exactly supermodel material.”

He chewed on the piece he'd cut as he looked
at me, then licked his lips briefly.

“I enjoy talking to you. And don't kid
yourself. You're very easy on the eyes. Saying you're not ugly is
kind of pointlessly modest. You're a beautiful girl and you have an excellent body. Of course I want to sleep with you. Why wouldn't
I?”

I flushed and looked around to make sure no
one was listening as he cut another piece of steak for himself.

“Okay, but you're... pretty hot yourself, and
rich. I can't believe you need to jump through hoops to find a girl
to sleep with you,” I said, keeping my voice low.

“I'm not looking for a girl to sleep with
me,” he replied.

“Well, I'm a bit young to be marrying
you.”

He grinned broadly. “Not that either.”

“What then?”

He shrugged. “You turn me on. I find the
combination of your looks, intelligence, and inexperience a
challenge and makes you someone filled with... potential.”

“Potential for what?” I asked, blushing, because I had a good idea what he
meant by my 'inexperience'.

“We can see what develops. I think I could
make your toes curl. And given your age and apparent lack of
interest in the opposite sex I
don't think you've found that yet in your life. I'm fairly sure sex
with me would be an eye-opener in more ways than one.”

I blushed again.

“What does that mean?” I demanded.

He leaned forward and lowered his voice.

“It means that if I was to sleep with you and
I didn't have you screaming in pleasure I would consider that a fail on my part.”

I blushed even more! Who said stuff like this
to people they hardly knew!? Especially in that completely open and
honest tone of voice!?

“You don't think too much of yourself, do
you?” I demanded.

I had a less than flattering thought, which
was that older men would prefer young, innocent girls because those
girls might be a lot more
impressed by their ham-fisted efforts in bed that more
knowledgeable women would not! I had a hard time believing it of
him, though. Everything about him just seemed so... confident.

I don't mean arrogant. I've seen lots of guys
who were arrogant and thought way too much of themselves. This was
not that kind of arrogance. This was just so... utterly sure of
yourself that you don't even need to brag. And him telling me I
would be screaming wasn't so much bragging as truth – at least to
him!

He chewed another piece of steak as he seemed
to think about a response.

“I think I have a reasonably good and
unbiased assessment of my abilities,” he said, as if reading my mind. “Not just physical
abilities, but empathy, the ability to understand my partner, to
assess what she is thinking and feeling and adjust accordingly. The
most important sexual organ, Lexi, is the one between your ears.
That is the organ you want to caress and stroke and manipulate
first and foremost. That is the organ you need to arouse and
pleasure. The physical is only an added means to that.”

This was the most outrageous conversation I'd
ever had! But despite also being embarrassing it was also...
extremely... intriguing. I mean, I'd been thinking about what it
would be like to sleep with a man like this since I'd met him. And
none of the thoughts I'd had in that direction had been less than
exciting.

But still, the danger was that if I agreed to
this job, and then didn't sleep with him, I'd have to quit. Or
worse, maybe after I started sleeping with him, he found me
uninteresting, and then pressured me to leave!

“So how come a gorgeous, rich man like you
with such incredible sexual talents isn't married?” I asked.

“How do you know I'm not?” he replied with a
grin.

I looked down at his fingers but didn't see any ring.

“I don't like jewelry.”

I snorted.

“I'm not married because I have high
standards, not much patience, am not much into compromise, and don't want to be tied down by
others and their expectations. And because I'm incredibly sexist. I
don't want an equal partner. And that is what capable,
professional, educated, intelligent women naturally want.”

“That's not very flattering given your
interest in me,” I said sourly.

He smiled slightly.

“You clearly aren't professional since you're a long way from graduating.
Which means you also aren't educated. You are, I think,
intelligent, but inexperienced in life, which means you'll usually
defer to me. Meek, mild-mannered?
Weren't those what the report on you said?”

“I'm not... meek,” I said in annoyance.

I was meek, really.

“I just don't like uhm... confrontation.”

“Good. That means you'll defer to my
wishes.”

I frowned at him. You're putting your carts
in front of your horse,” I said. “I haven't even decided if I even
like you. A lot of women would have already walked out of
here by now, you know.”

“I do know. But you're not that kind of
woman. Which is why I find you so sexy.”

I flushed again.

“And what's not to like? I'm witty, charming,
rich, handsome. I'm a girl's dream, Lexi!” he said, now being more
ironic than bragging.

“Or nightmare.”

“Either way, I'm quite memorable,” he said,
taking a sip of wine, “And definitely not boring.”

I had to give him that.

“Why don't I take you to the shop and show
you what they do there? Show you the setup and what would be
expected of you?”

“Uhm, I'm expected back. I mean, I asked for
an extra thirty minutes for lunch but – .”

“Don't worry about it,” he said, casually
waving away my objection. “Bausch and Berryman won't care what time
you get back, or even if you get back, so long as I'm happy.”

“Just how much business do you give them
anyway?” I asked.

He grinned again. “Classified. But roughly,
the term you'd be thinking of is 'lots'.”
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The limo was waiting when we walked out the
door. The chauffeur was standing by the open door, and we just
walked into the car through the very wide, tall doorway. Or at
least, I did. He was considerably taller.

“Where is this place?” I asked.

“Midtown.”

I bit my lip. That would make commuting from
Brooklyn more time-consuming. Still, if it paid twice as
much...

The limo was big enough I didn't feel crowded
with him sitting on the other side,
but I was still very much aware this was a guy who could be
nearly twice my age, was used to
getting what he wanted, and wanted me – in bed! That made me a
little wary and a little, well... turned on.

I felt a certain level of tightness in my
chest, a measure of fluttering pressure in my lower belly, an
uncertainty – based not just on being alone with him – the
chauffeur effectively hidden behind a tinted window – but the
growing likelihood I was going to agree to sleep with him!

He looked at me. He didn't ogle me, or leer
at me, but he didn't hide that he was looking at me appreciatively.
That added to both those emotions as I tried to play it casual. Meanwhile, I was trying not to be
seen looking at him. I mean, let's face it, he was awfully nice to
look at! But he didn't need any more encouragement to realize
it!

“This doesn't mean I'm going to agree to
sleep with you,” I said.

I felt it important that I get that out
there.

He didn't seem to mind.

“You will,” he said with calm, amused
certainty.

I flushed again. “Why would you think so?!
I'm not a slut!”

“Because I'm a hell of an interesting guy
with a great body, and you are really curious about what sex would
be like with me.”

“I am not!” I lied.

“Now you're just lying. I'll always know,
little girl,” he said, giving me the hairy eyeball and wagging his
finger.

“You are so... full of yourself!”

He shrugged. “I'm aware of my value.”

Wow! Unbelievable! I felt like refusing just
to poke a hole in his colossal ego!

The limo turned sharply and then went down a
steep, narrow drive and into a garage, as the door opened before
us. It moved between rows of parked cars – mostly rich cars, I
noted, and then stopped in front of a glass door. The driver got
out and came around to my door, opening it for me.

I got out, while Eric got out the other door
and came around.

I looked around. It was a pretty typical
garage, except that instead of Toyotas, Fords and Fiats there was mostly BMWs, Mercedes and
Audis.

“Come,” Eric said, walking ahead to the door
and opening it.

I'm not some dog, I thought, irritated. But I
followed and walked through as he
held the door open. The hall was... way nicer than any elevator
lobby I'd ever seen. The floor was polished and gorgeous stone.
There were fancy looking crystal wall sconces to light it up in a
soft, yellow glow. The elevator trim and doors looked like real
wood.

The doors opened and we walked into an elevator just as fancy as the hall,
with an actual padded leather bench in the rear, wooden paneled
walls, and soft, hidden lighting. This was some kind of high rental
building for sure.

The elevator whooshed up quite quickly, and I
turned to look at the lights on the wall panel, surprised by how
many there were, and then the one which was lit up – which said
'P'.

Didn't that mean penthouse? Wasn't that
usually in, like a condo or an apartment building or something? Of
course, some people worked out of their own homes but still... I
turned and eyed him doubtfully. If he'd taken me to his place
I was going to tell him off and
leave!

Penthouse?

What did a penthouse in Manhattan look
like!?

The doors opened and we were in a small, hall with a gleaming white floor
and more wall sconces to light it up.

“Is this an office building?” I asked
warily.

He smiled and unlocked the door, well, the
one on the right, and ushered me in.

As soon as we were inside I knew this was not an office building! But I
couldn't quite bring myself to speak. We were in a kind of entrance
foyer with a huge round crystal light twenty feet overhead. The
floor was marble, and there was a Coy pond just off to the left
with a tree in the middle.

Past that was a doorway, and I could see
another hall and what looked like a huge room past that!

He walked through and I followed, my head swiveling around, even as I tried
not to stare. We walked past a staircase that looked like it was
made of black marble with white carpet down the center, then we
went through a corridor into a room with a thirty-foot ceiling, floor to ceiling windows, and a wall
of black marble with water flowing down its side into a long,
narrow pond.

The room, which I thought of as a living room, since I had no other
reference, was probably fifty or sixty feet long, and maybe thirty
feet wide. The view through the windows – through the glass wall,
really, was amazing.

“This is your place, isn't it?” I gulped.

He turned and smiled.

“I own a number
of companies with very different corporate cultures,” he
said. “In some of them, this –,” he waved at his suit, “is entirely
appropriate. In others, with, shall we say, more creative people,
this sort of outfit tends to be off-putting. I dropped by to change
first.”

He grinned again. “Want to help?”

“No!” I exclaimed.

He grinned and waved towards a bar.

“Have a drink if you like. I'll only be a few
minutes.”

He walked back the way we'd come and trotted
up the stairs, turned the corner and disappeared. I walked to the
wall and looked out at the city, then turned and looked at the
room.

Wow!

If he'd hoped to impress me he'd succeeded. I looked at the plush sofas
and upholstered chairs, the paintings on the walls, the fireplace,
and then further along, a grand
piano. Was that just for show or did he play, I wondered.

I walked across the room and past it, then to
a large gleaming table with a dozen chairs pushed in against it.
Around the corner was a kitchen, past a huge island. And what a
kitchen! It was bigger than Hannah's whole condo!

The cabinets were all glossy dark brown wood.
The island could have had a car parked on it. I walked in and
looked around, feeling amazement, and no small degree of envy.

There was an open doorway back into the
corridor and I walked through it.
The corridor also continued on to my right, though, as well as
going back to the stairs, and another open doorway showed a
library, and just before that, what looked like a bathroom.

I hesitated, then wandered towards the
library. I do love books! I halted as I looked at the bathroom. It
was a bathroom like nothing I'd ever been in. It was maybe twenty
feet fifteen or more. It had two long cabinets with mirrors running
along the walls on the right and
left. Past that was a huge glass shower stall big enough for a bed
on one side, and a bathtub with roman pillars on the corners that
you could easily get four or five people in.

I glanced up and down the hall, then quickly
dashed inside and closed the door. I opened my purse and
desperately fished around inside, looking for my emergency
toothbrush! I found it and then opened a cabinet, taking down
toothpaste. I brushed my teeth as fast as I could, then rinsed out
and found mouthwash, quickly gargling with it!

Just in case, you understand!

I quickly put everything away then opened the
door, peeked out, and eased back out into the hall, relieved I
hadn't been caught. I wouldn't want him to think I was actually
considering having sex with him!

I shook my head and turned around, going to
the library.

The library had more dark wood, cabinets at
floor level, shelves above that, all filled with books. Old books.
Very old books. I looked at a few of the titles and then pulled one
down. It was a history of New York, written in Eighteen Twelve.

I walked along the shelves and came to one with glass doors. I opened one
and pulled down a book – carefully. It was by Charles Dickens,
1837. I opened the cover. It was a
first edition, and signed
by Dickens.

I stood there for long moments, awed. The
thought that he had actually held
this book, actually signed it... that was... amazing!

I hesitated to put it back but thought I had better. God help me if I tore
anything!

I went back down the corridor to the entryway
to the living room, but he hadn't come down yet. The corridor
continued on and I continued to
explore.

Oh I know I was
being nosy. I mean, you don't go exploring someone's house
without their permission! But this didn't feel like a house, so
much as a... a museum or some other huge public building! Anyway, I
was just looking! It wasn't like I was opening closets!

A little ways down was an office, a very male office with more
shelves, and a huge desk. Further along was a games room with a pool table, card table, bar,
some pinball machines and some old-fashioned stand-up video games
along the walls. Then came a home gym with a bunch of pieces of
equipment I could only guess the purpose of.

Then a door leading out.

I opened it and walked out onto a terrace
that was way too big for the city. It had teak flooring, a hot tub,
and a swimming pool.

Just how rich was this guy!?

“Want to have a dip?”

I gasped and turned quickly to see Mainwaring
coming out behind me. He was wearing sweatpants and tennis shoes –
and nothing else.

At least, for a few seconds. He had a T-shirt in his hand and pulled it over
his head even as he spoke, then pulled it down over his chest.

It was … an impressive chest! It was the most
impressive chest, atop the most impressive stomach I'd ever seen in
my life! And it was topped by the most impressive shoulders I'd
ever seen! In person, anyway!

It was not a boy's chest. It wasn't even a
muscular boy's chest. He had strongly defined pectoral muscles and
a washboard stomach. He was, in a word, ripped! But a guy my age
would have shaved his chest, and Eric Mainwaring hadn't bothered
to. Just as his face seemed to always have a days growth of beard,
so too did hair dot his chest.

It wasn't at all thick or long. It was most
plentiful across the center of his
chest and down a line between
his very clearly displayed
abdominal muscles, continuing down below the waistband of
his sweatpants. It was the most
incredible male torso I'd ever seen in my life, at least in person,
and it made my nipples prickle and tingle within the cups of my
bra!

Despite that innocent look he was giving me,
though, I knew he had waited to pull on that t-shirt so I could
see! Arrogant show-off!

Innocent, was I?! Well, maybe, but I didn't
want him to think I was stupid!

“You could have put your shirt on upstairs,”
I said.

He came forward until he was right in front
of me, and grinning again.

“Yes.”

“Show off.”

“I like to let women have a good idea of what
they're in for should they decide to be my sex toy,” he said.

“Sex toy! Wow, you're so...!”

“Honest? To a fault?”

“Very! And arrogant!”

“We've been over that. I have a lot to be
arrogant about. See?”

And with that, he smiled brightly and lifted his shirt up
again!

I was outraged at his brazen display,
impressed by how hot he was, amused that he was being so cheerfully
bare-faced about what he was doing, and more than a little
embarrassed and stressed!

“You're showing off again!”

“Yup.”

He moved forward and his hands slid around me, though just on my
waist.

“Want to show off too?”

“No!”

I pulled back quickly and he chuckled and dropped his shirt.

“The pool is heated, so I get to use it in
winter, too,” he said. “And since we're so high up, I can
skinny-dip without fear of voyeurs.”

“Oh like that would bother you,” I scoffed,
moving away along the side of the pool.

He grinned and came forward again, but moved
down the other side of the pool.

“I was thinking of you,” he said. “You seem
like the shy type.”

I looked around. He was right in that you could skinny-dip here if you wanted to. We were ridiculously high
up. But the thought of getting naked here was just one more
stress-inducing idea swirling through my head. My heart was beating
fairly fast because I was filled with anxiety about what to do!

A strong part of me wanted to do... whatever
he wanted to do! But another part of me was particularly anxious
not to be seen as a slut!

“I'm not shy,” I said, flushing.

“You're blushing.”

Fuck! I
thought, blushing even more.

“Well, you're
being awfully... rude!” I
said.

“Rude? Blunt, perhaps. I'm really not the
type to beat around the bush. I prefer honesty. I grant you a lot
of people aren't used to that. Do you really imagine, girl with the
good imagination, that when men are talking to a lovely
young woman like you they don't
want to make love to you?”

“Not everyone thinks about sex all the time,”
I said firmly.

“Men think about sex fairly often. And
especially when they see a girl like you.”

We were both walking along opposite sides of
the pool, which was increasing my anxiety as I approached the end.
I wasn't actually worried he
would, like, attack me or anything. But getting closer to him was
making me nervous.

“A girl like me?”

“A beautiful, sexy girl.”

I couldn't help appreciating that, even if it
made me blush again.

“You've seen yourself in mirrors,” he said.
“Don't even try to deny it.”

“I'm not...sexy,” I said defiantly. “I've
never tried to be sexy.”

“That's because you lack
self-confidence.”

I would not turn and walk the other way. That
would look like I was afraid of him! So I just walked past the pool
to the edge of the deck and looked out on the city. He, of course,
approached me from the other side.

“I do not lack self-confidence.”

“About your looks, you do. God alone knows
why.”

I snorted and frowned at him as he came up to
stand next to me.

“You have lovely eyes,” he said, reaching to
lightly comb back my hair with his finger.

“You just want to sleep with me,” I said
accusingly.

“True. But that doesn't change the truth of
what I said. You do have beautiful eyes. You have, from what I can
see – .”

His eyes flicked briefly up and down me.

“ – beautiful everything. Though of course
it's possible I might find some individual part of you hideously
ugly when I see it.”

“If you see it,” I said.

He smiled and moved closer, and I turned to
face him, edging back warily.

“You know you want me,” he said with a broad
grin.

I flushed – again. “You are so... so...”

“Honest?”

He peeled his t-shirt up and off and I gulped and backed up, but not far,
because now I was in the corner, with my back against the other
railing.

“I'll make you a deal,” he said, coming
forward.

“Wh-what?”

He came too close, and I instinctively put my
hands up to ward him off. That put them on that... chest.

There was no place safe to touch him!

“The deal is that whatever I do you have the
right to refuse and walk away. Job or no job.”

He leaned in closer, and his big hands came
up and gripped my wrists, firmly, but lightly, sliding them upward,
which slid my hands upward along his chest and onto his shoulders
even as he leaned closer and closer until–. He kissed me!

My initial instinct was to pull away
because... well... because!

But I was kind of wedged into the corner, and
my hands were on those big, warm, naked shoulders, which had made
me kind of breathless to begin
with! And now he was kissing me, which was startling. He had let go
of my wrists, too, and one hand was behind my back while the other
was behind my head, which kept me from jerking my mouth away.

Just long enough to the point I couldn't actually bring myself to do
so...

Because this guy knew how to kiss! Boy, did
he know how to kiss! His lips started out soft and gentle – but
insistent, almost demanding! And they moved in this delicious,
unpredictable, but almost delicate way that grew rapidly less
delicate!

His mouth was... was feasting at mine, in a
way I'd never imagined, never mind experienced! It was like he was
eating my soul! I felt as if my bones were softening as he edged
closer. His hand, the one behind my head, now gripped my hair,
tilting my head back as he leaned in.

And still he
kissed, to the point that I finally wakened from a kind of stunned doze and began to kiss
back at last.

I guess he took that as surrender, and maybe
it was. His hands slid down my back onto my ass and squeezed
lightly, then slid up, pushing up the back of my blouse, kneading
and caressing my buttocks through the skintight yoga pants!

My heart was pounding a mile a minute
and my pulse was racing! I was
still full of uncertainty and anxiety, but a breathless sense of
heat, anticipation and excitement
was spreading through my mind and body. He had pulled me in close
enough my breasts were pressed against his chest now, and I felt my
nipples hardening and tingling!

I had sure never kissed anyone like this
before! I felt... inadequate! That produced another rush of anxiety
and nervousness. Of course, he knew he was way older than me and
way more sophisticated. Hadn't he said that I was innocent?! So he
surely didn't expect me to be as
good as him! But I sure wanted to learn fast!

His hands slid up my back and down again, and
then one of them slid up my side, caressing my ribs and the side of
my breast. It was a short distance from there to slide over a bit
and fully cup my breast, and I felt a jolt of energy and excitement
as he did!

And he was still kissing me! This was the
longest kiss I'd ever had in my life!

His hands slid up to cup my face – my whole
head, actually, given how big they were, and then he finally pulled
his lips back, smiling.

“Now that wasn't so terrible, was it?”

I struggled to find something unflattering to
say or to express some sign of...
indignation, then his hands slid down around my neck, very briefly,
then down lower. I felt another jolt of energy as his fingers very
nimbly and quickly undid the next to top button (the top button
already being undone), then the next, then the next.

With each button he undid I felt a sudden emotional jolt, and the
need to stop him! Finally, I gave in, grabbing his wrists. He
looked at me with a smile, then released the button he'd been
holding. Instead, he gripped my
wrists and lifted them up and then back behind my head, placing my
hands against the back of my neck.

“Keep them there,” he said sternly.

I gasped indignantly as his fingers returned
to unbuttoning my blouse, open-mouthed, really, and my mind spinning through
something clever and snappish to say! But before I could think of
anything he'd undone the last button and pulled my blouse open!

I gasped and jerked my hands down, grabbing
the front, and he patiently took my wrists and lifted them up and
back behind my neck again.

“Keep them there,” he said, pointing his
finger at me.

“Y-You... can't tell me what to do!” I
exclaimed.

I jerked my hands down, but he jerked my
shirt back over my shoulders and down – halfway, trapping my arms
at my sides! Then he leaned in and began to kiss his way down along
the nape of my neck! I could feel his teeth, as well, nibbling,
chewing lightly, could feel his breath warm against my skin, and
feel my pulse racing even faster!

Oh wow, was he a good kisser!

He released the shirt, his hands sliding
behind my neck and back, gripping the former to tilt my head back
so he could move in lower along my neck. I felt my bra clasp
parting, and gasped again, but
he'd already shifted his hands to my blouse, pinning my arms at my
sides again.

He leaned back, grinning at me, not in a smug
way (well, maybe a little) but definitely in a kind of macho
superior way that you get
sometimes from guys. Then he abandoned the shirt and gripped
the straps of my bra at my shoulders, slipping them quickly over
them and down, and taking my bra with it1

Another emotional jolt hit me, but my arms
were still trapped, his hands having very quickly returned to
gripping the blouse and binding them at my sides! My mind locked up
again as I tried to think of what to say, tried to force myself to
order him to stop.

The thing is... I didn't really want him to
stop!

 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


He dropped his head lower, kissing his way
across my upper chest! My heart beat faster and faster as his lips
descended, and then I felt this incredible rush as his mouth closed
around my hard nipple! It was one of those OMG moments, and with it
came not only a jolt of excitement
but also recognition that my show of resistance was pointless.
There was no way I was going to try to stop him.

This felt too good!

None of the guys I'd slept with, or even
fooled around with, had known what to do with my breasts. They
certainly appreciated them, but the way a child appreciates a
squeeze toy. Eric, on the other hand, was treating them with a
reverence that made my knees go wobbly! His fingers were gently
caressing and kneading them as his mouth licked and sucked and his
teeth chewed every so lightly at them.

My breasts,
in turn, were starting to feel hot and swollen, the nipples
throbbing with energy as his tongue licked at one, then the other,
as he sucked and then began to suck harder, began to chew
harder.

I moaned as his teeth dug into the soft flesh
of my breasts more strongly, almost, but not quite to the point of
pain. He was sucking hungrily, and again, as with my mouth, I felt
as if he were feeding at my breasts. And not like a child, but
like... a predator!

His hands jerked down suddenly, and my top
and bra were gone, spilling to the deck. Then he bent over and
simply lifted me up across his shoulder!

I let out a cry of startled disbelief as I
found myself hanging upside down across his left shoulder, staring
at his (admittedly very sexy) bare
back! He turned from the corner and walked back toward the doors.

“Hey!” I protested, slapping at his back.

I felt his finger at my waist, and then he
suddenly jerked my yoga pants down – taking my thong with them! An
instant later his open hand slapped sharply at my bare bottom, and
I yelped at the sting even as my mind coped with the shock of
having my pants and panties yanked down!

“Learn respect for your betters, little
girl,” he said.

He didn't take me in but instead sat down on
a comfortable, cushioned chair,
dropping me down so I was sitting
across his lap. His left arm was supporting me, while his right
hand casually kneaded one of my breasts. An instant later his left
hand gripped my hair and jerked my head back, then pushed me
forward so he could kiss me again.

It was another long kiss, and it left me
pretty dazed! But as he eased back
I still let out a gasp of almost instinctive reaction as I felt his
other hand jerked my yoga pants and thong down my legs and off.

“Wait!” I gasped.

“For what? I'm searching for that body part
which is hideously ugly. It's important I find it so I can
rationalize your lack of confidence in your looks.”

I was now completely naked! I was sitting
across his lap, arched back, and his hand was in my hair. He jerked
back sharply and I gasped,
instinctively jerking my hands up to grip his wrist. That was
clearly what he'd intended, because he immediately seized my
wrists, crossed them, and pinned them together there behind my neck
with one hand.

“Now let me examine the evidence,” he said,
looking my naked body up and down.

He forced me to arch back more and ran his
other hand slowly up and down across my breasts.

“You have almost perfect breasts, Lexi,” he
said admiringly. “Amazingly firm, too, given their size. But youth
and healthy living will win out.”

I felt his fingers on my left nipple, rolling
and tweaking and plucking it as my heart pounded. Then he jerked my
head back even more, so I couldn't even see him and was staring up
at the sky. A moment later I felt his mouth at the center of my
left breast, his teeth digging in lightly, his hot breath sucking
rhythmically on me as his tongue lapped at my nipple!

“Lovely nipples,” he said. “They even taste
delicious.”

Honestly, I was so far out of my depth with
this guy! I'd never experienced such outrageous behavior! He was
simultaneously patronizing, which should have infuriated me, and
deeply flattering!

“Oh!” I gasped as his hand slid down between
my thighs.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

He barked it
as if giving a command! And such was his tone and attitude that my
legs leaped apart as if on their
own, before I even thought!

“Oh, very nice,” he said, as I felt his
fingers running lightly along the line of my ex.

“Very neat and tight, and soft. Do you wax,
as well as shave? I hadn't expected that, but I'm delighted.”

His fingers gently pressed in against the
sides of my sex to spread me open, and I shuddered, feeling a wild
rush of hunger, heat and
excitement. This was so insane! But so... hot! So incredibly hot! I
felt completely out of control!

“Very nice,” he said as his middle finger
slipped between my lips and rubbed up and down.

He quickly found my clitoris and began to rub
at it with the pad of his finger, and that produced a sudden flood
of sensation that made my hips jerk helplessly against him! I was
already wet, but grew rapidly worse shockingly quickly! Then his
middle finger pushed into the mouth of my sex and then curled slowly up.

I shuddered, again feeling as if my bones
were melting. I felt my legs actually jerk wider as his finger pumped slowly inside me. Except it
wasn't quite pumping so much as... rubbing the inside of my sex, up
near the front, behind my clitoris...

I felt another finger slowly push into me.
And his fingers were big! I felt
myself stretching as they pushed into me together, then another
finger, no, his thumb, began to rub against my clitoris.

The sensations flooding into me grew with
incredible speed, and my hips began grinding helplessly against him
as the heat overwhelmed my mind! I felt as if I was feverish, heat
flaring wildly inside me, making it hard to breathe.

No one had ever given me an orgasm before.
This one happened with stunning force. I could hear myself cry out.
My back arched, but it was already arched, so instead my hips
bucked up against his fingers as fire raced along my spine. I felt
as if all my muscles were spasming as this incredible flood of
pleasure spread through my body!

“Very responsive. I like that in a girl,” he
said.

I heard the words but couldn't really process
them. I didn't care what he was
saying. I didn't care about anything except that torrent of
pleasure gripping my body! It was a long, deep, glorious orgasm,
and it overwhelmed my mind. I clung to it, wallowed in it, wanting
it to go on forever!

My hips stopped bucking, and began to grind,
slower and slower, then stopped as I gulped in air. I moaned
dazedly and he raised my head back up and brought it
forward.

“Your skin is very soft,” he said, “inside
and out. Remarkably unblemished, too. I still haven't found that
part of you which is ugly.”

His left hand was still holding my wrists and
hair, while his right was gliding up and down my body, kneading my
breasts, rolling my nipples, then sliding back down again. He
pushed forward on my head and then kissed me again, more gently
than earlier, but still quite determined.

My mind began to fit itself back together,
and I began to kiss him back, though really I was feeling kind of
lazy, gripped by a deep languorous sense of comfort.

It couldn't last long, not when my mind woke
up to the fact I was sitting naked across his lap – a guy I barely
knew, and had just let him
masturbate me to a climax! I glanced around uneasily. There were
other tall towers around, but none very close. It felt unreal to be
doing this kind of thing outside.

I felt very, very... naked!

I know, you'd say that was pretty obvious.
But I'd never been naked with a guy like this. I mean, naked in
bright light. The guys I had slept with - those sexual sessions had
been fairly hurried affairs, partially clothed in one case, in
darkened areas. Here I was completely naked in the bright sunlight
and sitting across a man's lap!

I gasped, as his fingers rubbed at my sex,
dropping my eyes, watching. His
fingers slowly pushed into me again, this time going much deeper,
sinking all the way in to the
knuckles! I moaned, feeling them up inside me, then felt the sudden
pulse of sensation as his thumb pushed in to rub gently against my
clitoris again.

“Sh-Shouldn't we... g-go inside?” I
gulped.

“The light's good here. I want to find your
ugly parts. Still searching.”

I flushed.

“Spread your legs wider.”

I gulped, feeling a strange little jolt at
the way he talked, the way he... ordered me to do things!

But I did it.

I actually brought my knees up to my chest,
my bare feet (my shoes had been knocked off when he pulled my yoga
pants off) on his thighs! I felt his left hand pulling on my hair
again, forcing me to lean back and arch my back.

He leaned in, chewing lightly along the nape
of my neck as I felt his fingers wriggling inside me! They pumped
slowly in and out, using their full length as he kissed and sucked
on the flesh of my neck. He pulled back further, making my head
fall back, arching my back, then his mouth was on my breast, on my
nipple.

God! God! God!

His fingers seemed so deep inside me! And
then they came out, and pushed
again, but now they were thicker, for he'd added a third finger. I
moaned as I felt stretched wider, as those three big fingers pushed
deep, deep inside me!

Meanwhile,
his thumb was doing things to my clitoris. He'd rub from side to
side, then up and down, then he'd kind of rub in circles. He used
the pad of his thumb, but now and then I'd feel his nail lightly
brushing me! I was wet, sopping wet, and his fingers and thumb
rubbed easily against me!

I felt a rushing wave of heat and pleasure,
of passion and excitement, rolling up through my body, then felt
another more powerful one behind it! And then he began to... thrust
his fingers into me! I mean, they were already inside me, but
instead of gently sliding them in and out now he began to thrust,
thrust, thrust, sharply, deeply!

I gasped and shuddered as those fingers drove
into my pussy! And when his thumb began to rub much harder against
my clitoris the sexual heat and... pressure, just grew into this
storm of sensation that knocked the breath out of me!

And then another orgasm – another one! – blew
through my body like a sudden blast wave of heat and fire and
passion, shattering my mind!

I heard myself crying out, short, sharp
animal cries as my body rocked back and his fingers thrust into me
hard and fast! I was lost in a hurricane of pleasure and raw
sensation, my mind battered and my body bucking and shaking and
writhing in helpless wonder!

Fuck!

The orgasm played itself out and I sagged dazedly again. Eric slid his
fingers out of me, then into his own mouth. He smiled at me, but
the smile was kind of... feral, hungry, and also victorious, like he'd just... conquered me!

Which, I reluctantly conceded, he kind of
had...

“A good start on your education, little sex
toy,” he said.

That was far too smug for me!

“I-I'm not a sex toy!” I said, more than
slightly breathless.

“You will be.”

“Sexist.”

“If you say so. Now what should I do with my little toy next?”

I know, I know. I should have felt more
indignant, but honestly, how could I given those two orgasms were
still echoing in my mind, if not my body!?

I did try to pull my wrists down from behind
my head, but he held them firmly in place.

“You don't have to hold me, you know. I'm not
going to try to escape,” I gulped.

“Oh, I'm not
holding you to prevent you from escaping. You can leave any time
you want.”

I tugged at my wrists.

“Then why are you holding my wrists?” I
asked, slightly annoyed.

“To teach you a lesson?”

I looked at him blankly.

“That I'm in charge.”

God, the gall of the man!

“You are my toy, and I decide what happens to
you.”

“Really?” I said.

I mean, honestly, he couldn't be this
arrogant!

“I decide what you do, and when and how. All
decisions are mine. You are helpless and completely under my
control.”

He didn't say that in a menacing fashion, but actually kind of smiling
smugly, which made me feel he wasn't
being all that serious. So what the hell was he suggesting?
Or was he just teasing?

I gasped as he tugged back a little, but
sharply. My hair was wound in with my wrists, so that forced my
head back again.

“Yes, I like it when your back is arched. The
visuals are... very nice.”

His hand caressed my breasts and squeezed one
gently.

“I can do things with my hands you might
like,” I gasped.

“Possible, but most likely you never really
learned how. Most young women don't because most young men are
entirely content just to slobber on them, grope them, and fuck
them. They don't require any particular level of expertise on their
lover's part. They don't even particularly care if their lover is
conscious, except for legal purposes. Am I wrong?”

Sadly, I had to admit he wasn't. And I wasn't
exactly an expert anyway. Still, he was acting so smug and
arrogant! It must be an act! No man could be that arrogant!

“I am the master, and you the student. I
shall teach you, and make you an expert in sex and pleasing men. Or
at least, in pleasing me.”

“Arrogance doesn't begin to describe you,” I
gasped, head still forced back.

I was almost awed at his arrogance! But also
kind of amused, because it had to be an act.

“Once I have completely torn up your view of
sex and what it's about, and you've learned that obeying me comes
with certain... rewards, then you'll be ready to learn.”

“Or maybe I'll just give up on men and become
a lesbian!”

“Oh, I don't think so. A few experiences with
me and you'll be addicted. I'm really quite good.”

“Even if you do say so yourself.”

I tugged harder against the hand gripping my
wrists, not so much because I wanted to get away or anything but
just... out of principle!

“Are you
being disobedient?” he asked in that arrogant tone he'd
taken to using. “Because that's really not permitted.”

“Weirdo,” I said. “Pervert.”

“What's your point?”

He let go of my wrists, but as I was jerking
them down triumphantly he sort of heaved me upwards and then
flipped me over onto my belly!

I gasped and scrambled for balance, but his
big hands were just so strong, and so sure, and before I knew it I
was face down across his lap, my upper body hanging over one side
with my long hair brushing the deck and the blood rushing to my
head.

“Nice ass,” he said. “I'm still looking for
the ugly part of your body, and I've pretty much run out of places
to look.”

“Let me up!” I gasped.

“No, no,” he said. “I'm the one making the
decisions and giving the orders. I'm the boss, remember.”

“I don't work for you yet!” I gasped, trying
to twist my upper body up and around.

“Good thing. You're
being impudent. And I don't tolerate that from my employees.
Especially my cute female employees.”

And then he slapped my bottom sharply enough
to sting!

I yelped and tried to reach back for him,
tried to twist my body up and back harder.

“Stay in the position you're put, sex toy,”
he said, amused.

“Let me go, you... pervert!”

Crack!

He slapped my butt again! I yelped at the
sharp sting, but to be honest, I was starting to get aroused again.
I'm not entirely sure why except... he was so strong! I mean, he
was effortlessly keeping me in whatever position he wanted!

I gasped as his big hand was thrust between
my wriggling thighs and kind of squeezed my pussy softly.

His thumb slid upward between my buttocks,
and I felt the tip rubbing against
my small back opening.

My eyes widened, and I gasped in alarm.

“Oh! Don't!” I squealed, trying to twist
myself around.

“Don't? Don't what? You don't give orders to
me.”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop that!”

“This is a lovely little ass,” he said. “Tell
me, girl, have you had a lot of cocks inside it?”

I flushed hotly.

“No!”

“No? Why not? It looks gorgeous. I bet it
would look even more gorgeous bent over with a cock pushing into
it.”

“That's... I don't... that's just... dirty!”
I said, knowing I sounded lame.

“Oh my. A shy and inhibited girl.”

“I am not shy and inhibited!”

Crack!

“You're both. And we both know it. But don't
worry, before I'm done with you you'll beg for anal sex.”

I gasped at the outrageousness of that
claim.

“Don't hold your breath!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Ow! Stop that!”

“Why?”

Crack!

“Ow! Because it hurts!”

“Baby.”

“Let me smack your butt then!”

Crack!

“Ow! Eric!”

“God set man above woman and put him in charge. You're just a rib, girl.
Remember that. Just a rib.”

“And you're an asshole!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad girl.”

“Stop it! Eric! That hurts!

Crack!

“I didn't say you could use my first name,
girl. You may call me Sir, or Mr. Mainwaring.”

It was hard to roll my eyes given I was
hanging upside down. And again, the exaggerated manner he was taking was clearly not serious. But it
still left my butt starting to hurt, and him completely in
control!

I was wriggling around but getting nowhere,
and becoming more breathless with my struggles. And any time I made
even a little progress,
he simply adjusted his grip and pulled me firmly back into position
anyway.

“This is not making me want to work for you!”
I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Of course it is.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You said it yourself. I'm incredibly
hot.”

“You're making my ass hot!”

“Your ass was hot before I met it.”

Crack!

“But you've been painfully ignoring it.
Imagine, having an ass like this and selfishly refusing to let men
make use of it.”

Crack! Crack!

“What a selfish girl!”

“Eriiic!” I
moaned.

Crack!

“Sir. Did you not hear? Sir, or Mr.
Mainwaring.”

“Will you please let me up, sir!?” I asked
with exaggerated, if breathless patience.

“Do you promise to be a good, obedient little
sex toy?”

“Bite me!”

I should definitely NOT have given him that
invitation!

“Ow!” I yelped, as he lifted my hips up and
then bit me on the ass!

“You goof!”

His hand, the one between my thighs, was
continually massaging my sex, rubbing up and down, even as his
fingers prodded against or rubbed at my back opening. My body was
starting to feel a rising thrum of sexual pressure and arousal from
that, and from this whole, silly, hot, ridiculous, sexy, exciting
sexual... game!

“You did make the suggestion,” he said.

“Bully! Let me up!”

“Again with the demands. You're an
intelligent girl. Use reason. What have I taught you so far about
who is in charge?”

I grumbled to myself, but I was still getting
aroused, and still feeling a rising sense of heat and breathless
excitement.

“Please let me up, SIR!” I said.

“No.”

“Eric!”

He laughed softly.

“I want to pay proper respect to the view.
I'm enjoying it a lot.”

I flushed,
because I had a pretty good idea what view he was looking at!

“But... you have pale skin. I'm not sure all
this sun is good for it.”

“It's not!”

He adjusted my body on his lap again, then
the hand between my thighs pulled away. He let me go entirely, but
just for a moment, and then both hands were on me again, only...
now they were... slippery!

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“Putting sunscreen on my toy so it doesn't get burned.”

“I'm not a toy!”

But I didn't protest too strenuously, because
almost immediately his right hand slid between my thighs and the
feel of it, all slippery and slick, rubbing up and down against me,
sent a sudden rush of heat up through my nervous system!

His other hand was sliding up and down over
my back, and over my buttocks, then upwards again. The hand between
my thighs pulled out briefly, then after a bit returned, sliding
over my buttocks, even more slippery.

His slick hands roamed up and down across my
back and buttocks, along my legs
and thighs, and then along my ribs. His left hand slid under to
massage the oil into my breasts, while his right rubbed it against
and into my pussy.

Or at least, that was what he would have said
he was doing. He was massaging and caressing and rubbing me there a
lot more than he needed to in order
to put sunscreen on! And then his fingers slowly pushed into
me in a wedge that made me moan and gasp, spreading apart the lips
of my sex, then spreading them wider still!

“Oh! Eriiic!” I moaned.

“Sir or Mr. Mainwaring,” he replied.

His thumb was now dipping into my back
opening, rubbing in a circular motion, then dipping in, then
rubbing, then dipping further.

The sensation was weird, especially in
concert with what his fingers were doing! And slowly, he worked his
big, thick thumb deeper and deeper into my ass, while his fingers
pushed deeper and deeper into my pussy! Then he'd sort of rock
them, like, sliding the thumb into my ass while his fingers slid
back out of my pussy, then sliding the fingers into my pussy while
the thumb slid out of my ass.

“I assure you, little sex toy, that you're
going to come to love having big, hard cocks deep in your tight,
beautiful ass before I'm done with you,” he said.

I shuddered at the words, feeling a rush of
dark heat and excitement!

I felt his hand reaching down and scooping up
my long hair, kind of gathering it together. He pulled it up, which
pulled my head up, which pulled my shoulders up and back, as I
gasped and moaned and tried to move myself up to ease the sting in
my scalp.

“Ride my fingers. Slide your tight little
pussy back, sex toy.”

I had little choice! I had my hands on the
deck as I pushed myself up and back, and since he held his hands
still, that slid my pussy onto his fingers and my ass onto his
thumb!

“Now forward.”

He tugged my hair forward and I was forced to ease my body down and off
him.

“Now back.”

“Eriiic!” I
moaned.

“Ride my fingers, sex toy.”

Moaning, I did! I mean, it felt... gloriously
slutty and kinky and hot and my
body was burning up as I slid in and out, in and out, riding my
pussy back onto his fingers! Every time they slid up inside me I
felt a hot rush of pleasure! Of course, I was also sliding my ass
back onto his thumb, and that felt... weird and kinky!

He let go of my hair and my upper body kind
of collapsed forward and down, then slid his slick fingers down
under my hip, and along my abdomen so they could reach my
clitoris.

I gasped, then cried out at the sudden burst
of sensation as his slick fingers rubbed at my clitoris! My hands
were still on the floor, and I pushed my body back against his
fingers harder as he began to pump them. The sensations rose,
spiraling upward, and the heat began to twine around my body,
around my chest, around my mind!

Any thought of my dignity faded rapidly as
the orgasm swept over me, a third
orgasm! I cried out weakly as his fingers and thumb thrust into me
again and again and his other
fingers rubbed my clitoris hard
and fast!

I slid my body in and out across his lap,
gasping and moaning, my head pounding with the sexual pressure
roaring through me!

This was the strangest sexual experience of
my life!
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With that as a prelude, he had an awful lot
of leeway in whatever he wanted to do! I wasn't about to argue –
not really! God! Three intense orgasms in the space of like,
fifteen or twenty minutes!

That was really the only reason I didn't
protest – protest more – as he lifted me up and set me down on a
low, wide table. It was round and metal, and he set me on my knees
on it, then pushed down on my head and back until my breasts were
flattened against the warm surface!

“Arms out to your sides, sex toy.”

He took my hands and directed them out to
either side, so that I was
gripping the rounded edges of the table, then he gripped my
shoulders, pulling them backward,
kind of... folding me sharply so that my butt was high and my belly
was pressed back against my thighs.

I gasped as he spread my legs wider. This was
such a... a blindingly obscene position! I had never even done it
doggy style before!

“Remember who is in charge and who does as
she's told,” he said.

I just moaned, still panting from that last
orgasm, and more than a little
dazed!

He gathered in my hair and tugged a little,
lifting my chin up so I was facing
forward.

“Yes, this is the proper position for a
female to be mounted,” he said. “Wouldn't you agree?”

It was an obscenely naked and... and...
submissive position! I could only imagine the view he had as he
stood behind me!

But then I was caring less about that as I
felt something other than his fingers sliding up and down against
my moist, hot, well-oiled sex. It was definitely fatter than fingers, and softer! But it was hard enough as it pushed
against me.

I moaned, gulping in air as I felt myself
being spread wider and wider – and then wider! I thought it was his
cock, but now I was beginning to
wonder if it was something else! It seemed too... too thick! It
stretched me almost to the edge of actual pain!

It pushed slowly through the tight, straining
lips of my sex and then began to stretch out the tight, elastic
sheath of my pussy. I could only gasp and moan and grip the edges
of the table, feeling a sense of confusion and also amazement as it
pushed deeper.

Was this his cock! It had to be! But it felt
so... big!

My knees began to jerk against the table, my
body seeking to push forward.

“Hold your position, sex toy, or you'll get a
sound spanking,” he said sternly.

His big hands slid down my back and then onto
my shoulders, locking me in place. The pressure eased, drew back,
then pushed forward again, and I moaned anew as he pushed deeper –
and deeper!

“It's the proper role of the woman to submit
to the male and his lust and hunger for her body,” he said. “I know
you'll get used to it quickly.”

I gasped and winced as he pushed deeper
still! Then I moaned in relief as he eased slowly back. He pushed
forward again, deeper, and I gasped again. He felt huge! If it was
him...?

It took a minute or so to work himself
deeper, to the point I could feel the head of his cock deep in the
pit of my belly! He already felt longer than I'd ever had, and
still he was pushing! I kept
trying to twist my head around to look behind me, but whenever I
did he'd catch my hair and yank it back so I had to look forward!

I let go of the side of the table and tried
to thrust my hand down between my legs to feel my pussy but he caught my arm and forced my hand back
to the edge again!

He started to ease back a lot, sliding
backward several inches now. That was a relief! But then he slid
forward several inches once more. He was moving slowly, but
definitely fucking me now, and I clung to the edge of the table as
his big cock moved inside me.

I started to get used to it, and the aching
faded, though I still felt stretched. He pushed deeper, and I moaned in startled surprise, but
heat flared wildly, overwhelming the fresh ache, and now he was
pumping in and out again, using longer strokes, getting my body used to it.

And then he pushed even deeper! I felt a
sense of wonder, of awe! And of heat! God! I moaned helplessly as
he pumped slowly in and out, in and out, then pushed himself even
deeper! I was sure he must surely be at the very back wall of my
sex! It felt as if the spongy head was kind of bouncing off it with
every stroke!

Then, as if that spongy head succeeded in
bashing through something, or forcing it back, it plunged even
deeper, making me cry out, not so much in pain but in shock! And
then I felt his hips, his bare hips, against my slick buttocks!

I shuddered as he ground himself against me,
as his cock sort of turned and the pressure moved and shifted. Then
he started to pump again, using absurdly long strokes that began to
set my mind aflame! I was... impaled on the thing! I know they say
size doesn't count, but it sure does in that important body organ
he'd talked about between your ears!

I trembled and shook, gasping and moaning as
he thrust into me, and as his thrusts became faster and harder.

The orgasm hit, and I cried out in helpless,
dazed wonder, rutting back against him, heedless of the pain now as
I sought to jam myself back as deeply as I could on his enormous
cock! I felt him grip my hair and yank up and back on it, as he
thrust harder and faster!

He was pounding me now, thrusting painfully
hard into my trembling, overheated body! But it felt so incredibly
good! The heat was scalding, and I twisted and writhed as if caught
in the flames of a bonfire, crying out as they licked up around my
mind and body, and as he rammed his hard cock into me with powerful
thrusts!

I had never felt anything like this! The
orgasm flayed my mind and battered my senses, shutting down all
higher orders of consciousness, so that I became nothing more than
a creature of animal instinct, grunting and gasping and sobbing in
pleasure as he rode me!

That big cock churning inside me simply blew
my mind! Even after the orgasm faded I was a limp bundle of dazed meat, continuing to
grunt and gasp as he plunged himself into me, my body trembling and
shaking under the impact of his hips against my upraised
buttocks!

Another orgasm surged up inside me, and then
a third, so that I actually hurt
from the way my spasming muscles were being overloaded!

*

There was no evidence of his lofty arrogance on the way to the actual
building where I would be working. He wore sweats (different
sweats) and a T-shirt, and talked about search patterns, and
tasking assignments and time-lines.

We didn't go to a fancy, gleaming glass
building in mid-town, either. It was a ten story, brown brick
building on the waterfront, near the docks on the Hudson River. It
looked like it was about a hundred years old, and was definitely
not fancy.

We rode up in a metal box that creaked a lot, got out on a floor where the
floors were made of wood so old it was almost black, and walked
over to a door which was real wood, except for the pebbled glass
window in it. There was no name on the door, just a number.

Eric pulled out a key, an oddly long, thick
key, unlocked it, and pushed it open.

Inside was a dingy room with an old green
carpet, and some cheap furniture. It was incredibly unimpressive.
The light in the ceiling looked like it was built for an industrial
building a century ago.

I looked around doubtfully.

“We don't get many visitors,” Eric said in
amusement.

“I wonder why,” I said, beginning to doubt
the idea of working here.

There were ashtrays on the coffee table near
a torn sofa! And there were cigarettes in them!

The door to the right of a clunky old wooden
teacher type desk was made of wood, too, but without the window. It
opened before he came to it and a slender man in his mid-twenties stood there.

“Hey, Eric,” he said.

“Jared,” Eric said as he walked past.

Jared looked very closely at me, with
considerable interest. I was sure that if my shirt was tucked in
he'd be staring at my ass.

The other side of the door was quite
different than the first room. The floors here were polished white
oak, with recessed lighting and pot-lights. There was a long, wide
room here with exposed brick walls and exposed air ducts and pipes
overhead. There was a very long, very wide black table in the
center of the room, with six chairs around it.

Each of the chairs faced six different
flat-screen monitors, three in a row and three atop them. There
were three huge monitors, or TVs along the interior wall, all just
showing moving colors at the moment. Against the far wall was
another table with three chairs
and more of those six-screen displays.

The windows let in a surprising amount of
light, and gave a view of the
Hudson, and there was soft classical music playing in the
background somewhere.

“Eric.”

The man who shook his hand was pudgy, short,
and blonde, with a receding hairline and black-rimmed glasses. He wore dress pants and a wrinkled
blue shirt, half tucked in. He was probably about Eric's age, but
the difference between them could hardly have been more
pronounced.

“Ian, this is Lexi,” Eric said. “I think I've
found a girl to join your little group.”

“Oh?” Ian said, looking and sounding
doubtful.

“I stole her from Bausch and Berryman, where
she was doing research. She's a summer student, and will be the same with us, hopefully for a
few years, and then, if all works out, work for us full time. She's
kind of a virgin. But without security risks, it's almost impossible to recruit people with
experience at this. For now, I want her as an alternate viewpoint.
Teach her how we do things, and consider her view as being...
outside the box.”

“You think any of us think inside the box?” a
skinny, long-haired redhead at the
big table said.

He was looking at me appreciatively. He was
at least in my age range, probably in his low twenties.

“When people work together they tend to form
a common view on a lot of things, especially if they're all male
and relatively young,” Eric said.

“Well, she's definitely not male,” another of
the guys there said with a grin.

“And certainly young,” said another.

“A condition we are almost all cured of,
usually to our loss of fun if not wisdom,” Eric said.

“All right, Lexi, come over here and I'll get you set up,” Ian said, waving me
to a nearby table.

Getting set up meant the usual administrative
things about social insurance number and address and banking
information, age, school, drivers license (which I didn't have),
and after he'd taken it all down
he paused and looked at me.

“Consider,” he said. “All that information,
which is the heart and soul of your identity, is freely given out
to job-applicants all across the country. Most of those employers
are not major corporations with huge IT budgets. The level of
protection they offer up for this data is minimal. Furthermore,
most of the information, even in major corporations, is held, or at
least, easily accessible, by low-paid payroll clerks.”

“Is that how you guys found out information
about me so easily?”

He didn't answer.

“And if you have a single contact, say,
someone in an insurance company, you can access reams of data they
share on your health or whether you've been in an accident. The
same goes for a single contact at a university – who can easily
request student records from other universities and high schools. A
single contact at the FBI or any number of other federal agencies
can access all criminal records you might have anywhere.”

“Isn't all this illegal?” I asked
doubtfully.

He raised an eyebrow. “In many cases, the employee selling us information risks
their job, but rarely any sort of criminal sanction. And we only
approach legal problems when paying money to public servants. Even
there it's not certain.”

“So you can basically find out anything about
anyone.”

“No. But we can easily scan all the normal
background information. Credit reporting agencies will give out any
and all information they collect on people if you're a member – and
we are. That's not even slightly illegal.”

“So when do you go and do interviews with
family and friends?”

“We do not. We can request that from another, specialized
group. We stick to what we can find through email requests to
contacts, and through our own computer searches. We can usually
access any social media you subscribe to fairly easily if you're
using your real name.”

“Despite the security settings?”

He snorted and smirked.

“Child's play. If they're set up to share
information you simply have to pretend you're acquainted. Often
enough you can get invited by simply sending a request. Especially
for people your age who often have hundreds of 'friends', say, few of whom they have ever met.”

“Not me,” I said.

“No, but you're the shy, withdrawn sort.”

I blushed. “Am not.”

“My point is you're not out there on social
media desperately gathering likes and invites and
'friends', which makes things a
bit harder. But only a bit. We just find someone you ARE friends
with, gain access to their account, and can usually access yours
from theirs. Unless your security settings are particularly
high.”

“And do you hack phones too?” I asked
suspiciously.

“We can and have, depending on who we're
dealing with and how important information is. We don't do it just
to get naked selfies, unless those would be helpful, of
course.”

“Uh, helpful?”

“Evidence of adultery, for example, or a
relationship with a spy.”

“So how easy is it to hack a phone?”

“Painfully easy, in most cases. In fact, we
usually try just to see how hard it is because if it's hard that's evidence that the person might be
a player.”

“Player?”

“Involved in espionage, either private or
public sector. Which reminds me. We need access to your phone.”

I stared at him in surprise.

“We want to make some adjustments to it.”

“Uh, what kind of adjustments?”

“So it can't be hacked.”

“I don't have anything on it,” I said.

“Does it have a camera? A microphone? Someone
who hacks your camera can turn those on and use them to monitor you
– and us.”

“How do I know you won't hack them so YOU can
turn them on whenever you want?” I demanded.

He grinned cheerfully. “You don't. You're
cute, but I'm gay. The only part of you I find interesting is your
hair. How do you get it to hang so beautifully?”

He reached out and ran his fingers along the
edge of my hair.

“Soft, too. Do you use a special
shampoo?”

“Uhm, no.”

“Your hair seems unusually thick. Maybe
that's why it hangs so well.”

I parted my hair in the middle, and it mostly
flowed obediently sideways and down, curving down without spilling
over my face, then splashing across my shoulders and down to my
upper back – or chest, as the case may be.

“So why black? Your skin tone looks like you
should be a blonde or redhead.”

“I don't know. I was hanging out with goths
when I first went to school.”

“Ah, of course. And now?”

I shrugged.

“Well, it's more anonymous than blonde or
redheads, but you're not going to disappear into the woodwork with
that face no matter what your hair color. You're too cute.”

“Uhm, thanks.”

“Wasn't a compliment, just an observation.
You'd make a lousy agent. Mostly they have very bland faces
and no one looks at them twice.
You could probably do a honey trap, but we'd want you to turn
blonde then. And anyway, we contract that out.”

I felt like telling him that his boss didn't
seem to have a problem with my hair color, but refrained. I had a
sneaking suspicion as to what a 'honey trap' was, and didn't think
I wanted any part of it.

He introduced me to the other guys there.
Then Jared, the guy who'd opened the door, and an Asian guy named
Paul began to show me the process they had in place for doing
different kinds of searches on
people and organizations.

Much of it was straightforward, but some of
it hinted at some very under-the-table stuff which they were not
interested in telling me about just yet. We talked about the
different search engines, and which were best for which kinds of
searches, and then the way information got stored and
protected.

“Never tell anyone anything about what we do
here,” Ian warned. “You're a researcher, and you do ordinary
searches on behalf of Progressive
Insurance. Nobody will be anything but bored. If they do ask
further just mention you research press releases and price lists
from medical supply companies. That should put them fully to sleep.
We want people to think your life is very boring.”

It certainly was until recently. Now I had
this job, which had oodles of possibilities for interesting things,
and then... Eric Mainwaring. And he had even more
possibilities!

Wow! I mean... wow! So that was what I had
been missing! That hot, steamy, passionate sex with multiple
orgasms! I still ached from it but
it was hard to put it out of my mind, especially as I interacted
with this group of geeky guys.

I mean, compared to Eric they were... well. I
now understood the term 'Alpha male' a lot better than I had
before. These guys were nice enough, but they were kind of pathetic
compared to Eric. And I don't just mean they lacked the
muscles.

I mean, the redhead, whose name was Stephen,
and Jared were both competing to tell me things that would gain my
attention. They were both obviously hot for me, but neither of them
was remotely like Eric's calm, casual, confident sense of
self-assurance. Much less his determination.

This looked like an interesting job. It would
be so horrible, I thought, in amusement, if I had to sleep with the
boss to keep it! Poor me!
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When Ian said to go home, which was at
five-thirty, I walked out onto the street with my head already
filled with how I was going to get home; what subways to take, and
where the nearest one was. I pulled out my iPhone and was just about to google a map when I saw the
limo and the driver – the same driver, opening the door.

I looked at him in confusion.

“Uhm.... are you... here for me again?” I
asked uncertainly.

“Yes, Miss Baxter.”

That was thoughtful of Eric, I thought. I
mean, I hadn't come to work today expecting to be this far uptown.
I got in and he closed the door
behind me. And then I got to feel like a rich girl as the car
glided down Seventh Avenue.

Except it only did it for a block. Then it
turned east and headed back up Sixth. I looked at the driver, then
around me uncertainly. Going back to 'work,' that is, to where I had come this morning, should take
us south. North was... uhm... Eric
Mainwaring's apartment! Did that mean the chauffeur was
confused?

Or that Eric Mainwaring wanted more of
me!?

Well, if it was a mistake, it wasn't mine.
And if I was to meet Eric again, well, darn, I think I could cope.
Even if I was still a little sore from the last time.

He pulled up in front of a building. I wasn't
sure if this was the right one since we'd gone into the garage
before. And I didn't want to ask because, well, that might seem
really dumb. So I got out. The door was already being held open by
a doorman so I smiled tentatively
at him and walked past into the lobby of... I mean, wow. Into the
lobby of a very ritzy place!

What a lobby! There were these little
floating balls of light in swirly patterns high overhead, track
lights on the marble walls, and the floors shone like glass. It had
the hushed atmosphere of a museum, though everything was very
modern.

The man behind the counter just nodded and
smiled as if he thought I had the right to be here. He didn't ask
me my name or anything, so I walked over to the elevators and
pressed the button. One opened immediately. I recognized it from
earlier so I got in and pressed
the button for the penthouse.

I sure hoped Eric was home!

I got to the penthouse floor, went to the
door and, well, there was no bell
button. I knocked, but the doors were super thick. I tried the
door, but it was locked. Now
what?

I took out my phone and saw a message from
some number I had never seen before. I opened it, and it said

Bring up the access app to get inside.

I stared at it in confusion. Access app?

Was this message from Eric?

I looked at my apps, and sure enough, there
was a new one. I brought it up, and it asked for my fingerprint! Where had this come
from? Had Ian loaded it when he was fooling around with my
phone?

I pressed my thumb against it, and there was
a buzz and then a click and the
door opened.

“Shit,” I said, pushing the door open.

I went inside and looked around. Was Eric not
here? If he wasn't then I shouldn't be here. But the chauffeur had
brought me here! And then there was this app and the message!

I wandered inside, marveling at how
incredibly fucking gorgeous it was, and how much money it must have
cost. Well, what was there to do but poke around, exploring? I
wandered in and out of rooms and out onto decks and balconies,
partly feeling like I was a snoop, but justifying it by thinking
Eric had clearly 'invited me'.

Sort of. And what had he expected me to do when I got here? Sit around and
watch TV?

And when was he going to arrive?

I checked my watch and had a sudden sense of
anxiety. I wanted to look nice when he got here! I was upstairs, and had recently looked at a huge bathroom, so
hurried back there.

What a freaking place! The walls were twelve
feet high, and they and the
floor were of beige marble. The
counter was a slab of gleaming, unblemished white that seemed to
float. Below it was a similar slab of brown, which also seemed to
float. Towels were neatly folded atop it. The sink was simply a
part of the counter, and huge.

The mirror seemed to float, too. It ran the
full length of the counter; probably eight feet, and something attached it to the wall, but not
directly. The shower ran the full width of the room, with
ten-foot-high glass. It had a
white patterned floor and a
different pattern of marble on the walls. It had a rain-shower, of
course, plus a hand shower, plus a bunch more. It had a marble
bench against the side of the wall with spouts in the walls which I
presumed held soap and shampoo.

I closed and locked the door, slipped off my
clothes, and then slid open the door of the shower. After a moment
of testing, I discovered that one of the spouts had shampoo and the
other had body-wash. I turned on the water, then stepped under it,
determined to get through the shower quickly so I'd be ready and
dressed when Eric returned.

It didn't work out that way.

I had no sooner soaked myself and turned off
the water, then slathered myself in body wash, when the door I had
locked opened! It wasn't hard to notice since Eric Mainwaring was
kind of hard to miss as he stood in the entrance.

I gasped and instinctively tried to cover
myself, which brought a smile to his face.

“I'm afraid you really don't have an awful
lot left to hide from me, Sex toy.”

I flushed and unfolded myself.

“I thought I locked that.”

“Internal doors are kind of easy to open, he
said, walking up to look at me through the glass.

“Are you going to watch me showering?” I
gulped.

My heart had given a lurch when I'd noticed
the door opening and someone coming in. It had calmed down –
somewhat, when I'd recognized
him, but my pulse was still
racing, and now I was starting to
feel a very, very deep sense of sexual anticipation!

“I'm more of a doer than a watcher,” he said,
shrugging out of his clothes.

I licked my lips nervously, but I couldn't
take my eyes off him. I hadn't really seen him above the waist
earlier! I mean, he had fondled me, spanked me (!), fingered me,
and then fucked me from behind – hard! But I hadn't really gotten a
good, solid look at him naked!

It was an absolutely awesome sight!

His chest and shoulders, his arms and belly,
were, of course, amazing. I'd seen them before, but they were still
amazing. Below the waist, he was
just as... impressive. His cock, which I finally got to see, was,
even soft, an amazing sight.

I mean, you know how a guy's cock looks like
this sort of ugly, shriveled, flabby little thing dangling there
under their little balls? Not his. His hung there limp, but like a
snake. And even soft it looked longer and thicker than the erect
penises I'd touched! How the fuck big was it when it was hard!?

Eric didn't have much pubic hair. He hadn't
completely shaved anywhere, but the hair was a dusting, mostly
around the top of the shaft.

He slid the door back and stepped inside in
all his naked, muscular glory, letting the door slide closed behind
him.

“You may wash me,” he said in a lofty
voice.

That was arrogant, but falsely arrogant. He was playing a role again, I thought. But it was a hot,
deliciously sexy one! And he could
get away with a lot given that
incredible session of sex we'd had earlier! I still ached a little
inside, both from the muscle spasms and the sheer size of the thing
he'd shoved up into my belly! But the memory of those intense
orgasms, and the memory of the feel of having that thing so thick
and hard and deep, so high inside me... that had me feeling more
than slightly entranced!

He lifted my wrists, made me cup my hands,
then pumped some body wash into them. Then he took my wrists and
pulled my hands up against his chest, rubbing it up and down slowly
before letting go. I licked my lips, then slid my hands up and
down, up and down, very much enjoying the feel of his slick, warm,
wet skin under my fingers!

I slid my hands up over his firm, thick,
powerful shoulders, up and down along his chest, and over his ribs,
staring at his body with wide, appreciative eyes as he stood there
in all his arrogant majesty!

I slid my hands down along his washboard
stomach, then up again. I was in no hurry to move on! I was
thoroughly enjoying what I had under my fingers! But he pushed my
hands lower, and that dropped my eyes again as my hands rubbed the
body-wash into his abdomen and then...

Wow.

Even soft, it took two hands to cup his cock
and balls. I rubbed the soap around and into it almost reverently.
I massaged the body-wash into it, into them, and let his cock slide
up and down through my hands and fingers.

Then I slid lower, rubbing my hands over his
thighs. A heavy hand against my head dropped me to my knees, and it
wasn't until I was there that it even occurred to me that this was
kind of, I don't know, submissive. I was kneeling in front of him
washing his ankles and then his feet!

And then he turned around.

Oh wow!

I had never seen a guy who looked so great
from behind! I had had like, five or six orgasms earlier and was
worn out and aching but this was turning me on!

I stood up and grabbed the body-wash,
squirting it onto his back and then ran my hands over it, sliding
my fingers up and down, feeling the muscles beneath the skin,
sliding my hands up over his shoulders...

That required I rise on my knees, and then...
I leaned in, letting my breasts press against him, sliding them
against his back as my hands massaged the body-wash into his
shoulders and then down his ribs.

I rubbed my breasts and belly against his
ass, kind of spooning him, and slid my hands around him, rubbing
his chest, his belly, and then his cock – which was starting to
thicken and harden in my fingers! Fuuuck!

I could feel him growing in my fist as I
pumped it slowly up and down. My breasts throbbed hotly. They felt
swollen, the nipples tingling and hard and aching as I rubbed my
body against him!

Then he gripped my wrist and turned around,
but he used his grip on his wrist to turn me too! Now he was
spooning me! His big, soapy cock was pressed up between our bodies
as his own soapy hands and arms slid up and down me, kneading my
breasts, rubbing my belly, then rubbing my pussy and thighs.

He was kissing the side of my neck, and then
he was chewing on my throat!

I ground myself into him, leaning forward a
little against the wall, rubbing my butt up and down against his
cock! Oh wow, it felt big as it
slid between my buttocks!

I was getting breathless and the sexual heat was pouring into my mind,
but I wanted to see him erect!

He turned on the water, and it flooded down around us, then he pulled me
back, turning me around, kissing me hungrily.

He turned the water off and stood back,
and I stared at him.

Oh wow!

I stared at his erection as it pointed up at
me, then took it in my hands, amazed the thing had managed to get
all the way up inside me!

“On your knees, Toy,” he said in that
ostentatious, lofty voice.

Okay, I was kind of innocent and naive about
certain aspects of sex but I was
starting to see a pattern here and recognize what sort of place it
came from. Unless he was
completely kidding. Still, I really didn't care. If he wanted to
tie me up or something and make me call him master I was fine with
that!

As long as I got multiple orgasms every
time!

I knelt before him and took a deep,
shuddering breath, then I licked at his inner thighs, lifting his
cock up as my lips and tongue moved higher. I kissed his balls,
then opened my mouth wider, trying to gently suck them fully
inside.

I mouthed and sucked them, licking them as my
fingers slid up and down his shaft, then I licked my way up its
length to the head, tilted it downward and slid my lips over the
head. It was without question the thickest cock I'd ever had in my
mouth, and I wavered in my determination to prove to him that I
actually was reasonably good at at
least one aspect of sex.

I bobbed up down on him, though, my fingers
massaging his balls and squeezing against the lower part of his
shaft.

I had never sucked a guy like this before.
I'd done it on a sofa, with me on the sofa, too, on a bed, and in a
car. I'd done it on my knees, while he sat down on a chair, or on a
sofa. I had never knelt before a man standing over me, especially
such a huge, powerful older man, and sucked his cock!

And so there was a different... feel to it.
Especially because of where he'd
been going, and where I now suspected he was headed. Yes, it felt quite submissive, kneeling
before a powerful man and pleasuring him with my mouth. And when he
gathered up my wet hair and tugged firmly on it it felt even more like... I was his
bitch!

And that got me feeling even more
aroused!

I bobbed up and down, trying to force myself
deeper, but wary of how thick he was, and of fucking up by trying
it and failing. But the more excited I got, the more determined I
was.

I pushed my lips down the length of his
shaft. I gurgled and gagged a little as the head pushed into my
throat, but at least my head was tilted back as I slid forward, and
I was... determined! Yes, it ached, much more than doing this had
ever ached before, and my throat felt like it was bulging inside,
but I forced my lips all the way down – or up – to the very base of
his shaft.

Then I knelt there, trembling, thrumming with
heat and sexual energy, feeling that thick cock all the way down my
throat! He was past my neck! I could feel that plump head in my
chest!

I felt... elated, wild, excited, and moaned
around him as his big hand tugged harder on my hair and the other
hand curled in around the back of my head. He pushed firmly,
locking me in place, while my head pounded and my chest burned!

Then he eased off, and I slid slowly back,
back, back, gasping as he popped
out of my mouth.

Wow! That had been amazing.

“Good toy,” he said.

I was gulping in air and looked up at him,
way, way up there, looking back.

“Th-thank you... sir!” I gasped.

“Now do it again.”

I licked at his cock, then took the head into
my mouth, licking hungrily, sucking on it, bobbing up and down,
then going deeper and deeper. The head pushed into my throat and I
gurgled and forced myself down, down, down, until both his hands
came behind my head and shoved me the rest of the way, then held me
in place!

“Drop your hands to your sides,” he ordered
in a stern voice.

Trembling, moaning, I obeyed.

God, this felt...kinky and submissive!

“Don't use your hands at all.”

He drew slowly back, drawing his thick,
glistening cock up out of my throat, and then out of my mouth. I
stared at it appearing, willing it to move faster as my chest
burned. Finally, it popped out and
I gasped and gulped in air.

“You have some talent it seems,” he said in
that arrogant tone. “We shall have to ensure your talent is refined
and perfected before your body is made available to others.”

I blinked in dazed surprise. What? Available
to others? My body?!

He rubbed himself over my face, then pushed
himself back into my mouth.

“Don't move, Toy.”

I moaned as he pushed slowly forward, his big
hands pulling on my head. His cock penetrated my throat and slid
down its length in one smooth stroke! He ground my face lightly
against him, then immediately pulled back, but only halfway. He
pushed forward again, burying himself in my throat. Again, he
pulled back almost immediately, before thrusting himself all the
way in again.

He was fucking my throat!

“With experience, you'll be able to
breathe even while deep
throating,” he said, pulling all the way out.

I coughed and gulped in air.

He had me suck on his balls and then lick my
way up and down the shaft before pushing himself back down my
throat again. It was hard to get used to not using my hands, and
even harder to get used to his cock moving in and out, not just
staying in place! He didn't pump fast, but it was still very
strange and difficult not to gag!

But it was hot!

“Put your hands behind your neck, Toy.
Interlace your fingers.”

Gasping, panting, I obeyed.

“Head back, back arched.”

I obeyed, and he rubbed his long, hard, thick cock over my face,
pumping and squeezing it. Then he spurted his white come over me! I
had sort of vaguely heard of this but never experienced it before.
A part of me felt outraged, but I was so hot, really, that no
matter what he'd have done it would have made me more excited.

He had a lot of come! And it was soon all
over my face and trickling down my breasts! Fortunately, well, I
was in the shower, so was able to wash off quickly.

With the water off he opened the door and
reached for one of the big, fluffy brown towels on the towel
holder. He used it on himself, not me, while I stood there
dripping. That wasn't very considerate, but I had already twigged
to his kinky little game that he was the big powerful master guy
and I was his little bitch.

I wasn't surprised when he took care of
himself first, blocking the door. Then he motioned me forward
holding up another towel.

“Hands behind your neck, Toy.”

I hesitated, then obeyed, feeling a hot
little thrum of excitement as he threw the towel over my head,
rubbing gently and squeezing it around to sop up the water. He
turned it around and used it on my body, next, then took my arm and
tugged me forward to stand in front of the counter.

Then he brushed my hair and dried it. I
wasn't allowed to do anything! It felt very strange, but also had
my body thrumming with excitement, wondering what would come
next!

What came next was me standing there naked
with my hands behind my neck while he left to get something.

His final words had been “If you move in any
way I will punish you when I return.”

I licked my lips excitedly. Yes, I knew
he was into some sort of kinky
kind of sex thing. But after what he'd done to me earlier, and with
that incredible body... well, he could do whatever the heck he
wanted!

He returned wearing a robe, with a black
scarf in hand. I gulped but didn't resist when he folded it and
wrapped it around my head, right over my eyes! He didn't even have
to say anything! I just let him.

I felt those big hands on my arms, drawing my
hands behind me. Then I felt something... metallic, like thick
bracelets, fitted over my wrists! I thought they might be
handcuffs, but they were far too thick. Even for bracelets, they felt thick.

But when he released them, they were locked together!

I felt a rush of anxiety, but mostly of heat.
I wasn't really afraid he'd do anything terrible to me. Still, I'd
never been... tied up before! This felt very wild! And it felt even
wilder when he put what felt like the same things around my ankles,
then a much bigger version around my throat! Like a big metal
choker!

“Head back, back. Mouth open wide.”

I felt pressure against my mouth. It wasn't
metal, but it was solid, and I
moaned in confusion as it forced me to stretch my jaws wider. It
slipped inside, but it was too big, then for me to close my jaws!
Then I felt some kind of strap going along both cheeks and back
behind me!

Oh wow! Oh,
fuck!

I gasped as he pushed me forward, bending me
over the counter. My breasts pillowed out against the cool marble,
and he forced my legs wide. Heart
pounding, I waited for what he'd do next.

Then I felt something pressed against my back
opening!

I moaned unhappily, but I couldn't really do
anything about it as something twisted and turned and slowly forced
its way into me! I knew it wasn't his finger or his cock, but it was hard, and it seemed to get
wider as it pushed deeper! Then it abruptly narrowed to almost
nothing. But I could feel something pressing against the outside of
my opening!

He pulled me into an upright position, and I
felt the whatever-it-was kind of squeezed between my buttocks as he
gripped my upper arm and led me from the room.

I had no idea where we were going. I was
confused, dazed, and wild with sexual heat, hunger, anxiety
and excitement. I gasped as the
floor changed under my bare feet. Then there was a dropping
sensation, as I realized we were in the elevator.

A moment later the door opened and we walked out onto cool marble again, then
turned and turned again before stopping on soft carpet.

“Feet apart, shoulders back. Don't move,”
he growled.

I moaned and obeyed. By now I had kind of
figured the thing in my mouth was one of those kinky gag things,
and my body was feeling this incredible sexual pressure, so that it was hard not to
tremble!

I couldn't see or hear him, and wondered
where he was and what he was doing – and planning to do! It was
freaking weird to be standing here naked in some guy's apartment –
naked – and... and shackled like some sort of slave!

Like a sex slave!

That was so wild and breathlessly exciting!
Oh, it had a tinge of anxiety, as well, but I was pretty sure Eric
wasn't some crazed murderer or anything.

I wasn't used to standing in one place for
long, much less in a stiff position. Naturally, my shoulders
slumped, and my pose relaxed. I was getting impatient, wondering
where he was and what he was going to do to me.
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And then, out of nowhere, a fist gripped my
hair behind my head and jerked it sharply up and back! I cried out,
back arching, gasping for breath! But then the fist marched me forward and turned me, and then fingers moved up behind
my head to undo the blindfold.

It was pulled off, and I stared – at myself!
It was a huge mirror, and I gaped at the sight of myself, naked,
collared, shackled, gagged! And standing arrogantly behind me was
Eric. He was wearing a suit, a
very dark power suit, and scowling as he held my hair in his fist,
holding his arm out as if displaying his catch!

“What do you see, Toy?” he demanded, jerking
sharply, so my head was forced
back again.

“Do you see a submissive slave girl who has
been a bad girl and is about to be punished?”

I don't think I could have answered that even
if I wasn't gagged! I was in a state of... awe! I'd never seen
myself or even imagined myself looking like this! I looked so...
helpless! And Eric looked so stern and powerful as he loomed behind
me, or actually, just to the side, with his arm extended, holding
me by the hair.

This was so deliciously fucking perverted!
Did all older guys have kinky fantasies like this!?

I stared at the shining stainless steel
collar around my neck. It had a big, thick ring in the front –
like you'd see on a dog collar!
And I knew the ones on my wrists were just like it!

“When you're told to not move, Toy, you have
to obey. I don't tolerate disobedience from my employees,” he said.
“Nor my slave girls.”

Slave girls! Oh wow!

He jerked me around by the hair, and I cried
out at the sharp sting to my scalp. Then he bent and heaved me up
across his shoulder like he'd done before! It was a demonstration of
raw, physical strength, and I moaned helplessly as he carried me
effortlessly back from the mirror.

Crack!

I squealed and squirmed as his hand slapped
my bottom.

“I expect complete obedience from you,
slave girl,” he said.

Crack!

He carried me into the huge kitchen, and then
over to the huge floor to ceiling window. He heaved me forward and
threw me down, though only into his arms as he held me like a baby.
Then he lowered me to my feet and released me.

“Since you're a disobedient brat. I'll have
to make sure you obey my orders. And my orders are for you to kneel
in the corner as punishment for your disobedience.”

He had a little chain in his hand, a silver
chain. It was quite thin. It was Y-shaped, and all three of the
endings had little round clips attached. He held it by one of the
clips, pressing his fingers to open it up, then slid it around my
very, very hard nipple. When it was right up against the puffy pink
areola, he released it and then turned a tiny screw. The little
round loop tightened until I was squirming and whining in
complaint, but he ignored me.

He dropped that and picked up another of the
arms, then placed that around my other nipple. Once again, he let
it close and then tightened it until I was dancing on my toes and
trying to complain through the
ball gag!

“On your knees, slave girl,” he ordered.

I couldn't really resist as he pushed me into
a corner formed by a thick square pillar that came down from the
ceiling. He lifted the third branch of the little Y-shaped chain,
attached it to a small ring and then jammed that against the glass
– with a suction cup.

“Now you shall kneel there and contemplate
your failure to obey, and how you intend to remedy that in the
future... slave girl,” he said in that lofty, arrogant voice.

He moved away, leaving me like that. I gasped
and moaned, staring out the window at the buildings around us. Yes,
we were awfully tall here, but I was right up in the window, naked!
And there were buildings quite close that were almost as high!

My nipples burned!

But if I tried to move back even a
little, the chains tugged more
sharply at them! Even if I slumped they pulled harder! I was kind
of feeling a sense of awe again, at how outrageous this was, and
how perverted and kinky! I was floundering a bit, though, out of
simple confusion about – well, everything. I mean WTF!?

But I was also
feeling like I was in a dark, deliciously thrilling game of
sex and sexuality, and my body was still thrumming with sexual
pressure and heat!

My breasts were just slightly distended
because of how the chains were tugging my nipples up and forward. I
was leaning forward, my breasts almost touching the glass. It was
almost like I was outside because
the pane of glass was all that separated me from – everything! All
those buildings, Central Park, and a horrible plunge to my death
way, way, way below!

I knew it was awfully unlikely to happen, but
my nervousness kept making me ease back, and that tugged my nipples
against the chains. Then I'd ease forward, but then I'd ease back
and repeat.

Behind me, I could hear pots and pans being moved around, cupboards being
opened and closed, and then classical music came on. He was, it seemed, making dinner!

This was soooo weird!

He left the room entirely, which made me feel
a bit panicky, as well as indignant. I looked out at the city again, my eyes nervously skimming
along the upper floor windows of nearby buildings. It would serve
him right if someone saw me and called the police!

He returned suddenly, coming out from my
right – which was where the big
stone pillar was. Suddenly he was just there, kneeling behind me. I
yelped as his big hand was thrust between my legs and pulled my
left leg further open.

“That looks nice there,” he said, his fingers
rubbing over the base of the thing pressed against my butt.
“Getting you ready for all the big cocks that are going to slide up
into your beautiful ass.”

I flushed, and my mind squirmed, especially
as he tugged on it. I could feel the pressure of the much wider
part inside me slowly emerging.

“Now don't even think about complaining. Sex
slaves don't get any choice about things like that.”

Sex slaves! Oh, Geeze!

He pulled the thing out, and then I felt
something else pushing against me, something rounded, but firm. I
moaned as it stretched my sphincter, then slid slowly into my body.
He pumped it in and out a bit, but always pushed deeper, higher
into my belly! I moaned helplessly, squirming both physically and
mentally as he pumped and pushed.

I yelped as the head pushed so deep I felt
cramps!

“Just a little deeper, slave. You want to be
able to take my cock all the way to the balls, now don't you?”

God, what arrogance!

I gasped as the thing pushed deeper, then I
felt my taut opening relaxing behind it – no, just behind part of
it. A narrower part was still sticking out of me.

“That should do for now,” he said, getting up
and moving away.

Right away I pulled my legs closer together
again, to ease the pull on my nipples. That, of course, squeezed my
buttocks in against the base of the thing he'd shoved up inside me. No doubt it was some kind of
dildo, and it felt darkly kinky to be kneeling here with a dildo up
my ass – naked!

While he made dinner!

The pressure was steady, not just against the
insides of my buttocks, but against what felt like the back wall of
my back tunnel, and of course, the thickness of the thing stretched
me out all the way up. I felt so full! Of cock!

It was not exactly a comfortable sensation,
but in the condition I was in it
was a wonderfully exciting one.

A sex slave! A poor, helpless, abused sex
slave! Oh wow! That was so hot!

I heard the sound of sizzling, and could smell steak. I turned my head, trying
to see what he was up to, but my body wasn't positioned right. I
couldn't turn my shoulders and upper body to the left without the
chains tugging on my nipples.

“Are you contemplating what a bad girl you
are?” he asked.

I would have jeered at him if I could
have!

“Are you fantasizing about how good it will
feel when I forgive you and then drive my cock deep into your
tight, beautiful ass?”

I felt partly indignant at that. Forgive me?
Ha! But the part about him fucking my ass was kind of hot.

He came over behind me and gripped the
suction cup that held the chains, popping it free from the
window.

“Stand, little sex slave.”

I gasped as he pulled me to my feet. He
pulled me back a bit from the window.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

His foot pressed firmly against my ankles,
forcing them apart, then bent me forward. He gripped the chain
and the attached suction cup and
then pressed it firmly to the glass, then slapped my bottom and
walked away!

I was now bent over about forty-five degrees. My forehead was actually
touching the glass. I stared down at the chain and the suction cup,
then at my nipples. I tried to move my feet closer together, but
that raised me and tugged my nipples against the chain.

Hmmm.

I couldn't move in closer to the window for
the same reason. I could sink downward, but only if I could sort of
squat in a very awkward position, and I knew I couldn't to that for
long. I felt annoyed at how easily and quickly he had shifted me into this very revealing
position which I couldn't actually alter!

Oh, I bet he
was enjoying the view of me from behind!

Which did, I admit, kind of arouse me.

I looked out at the world, again feeling a
bit nervous that I was right up against the glass, and that anyone
could see me. I was even more exposed standing!

“Enjoying the view, sex slave?” he asked,
coming up behind me.

His hand slid between my thighs, his fingers
rubbing my naked sex.

“Quite a bit better than from your apartment,
isn't it? Lots more room in this apartment, too. And think of the
benefits! Satellite TV, big flat screens of the highest quality, a
swimming pool and sauna.”

As he spoke, his fingers were casually
rubbing against my sex, the middle finger pressing harder than the
others so it sank in between the
lips of my sex and then rubbed up and down against my clitoris.

“You know, sex slaves don't even have to pay
rent,” he said, as if this was an
amazing revelation.

I gasped as his middle finger – which, I
might remind you, was not exactly small – penetrated the soft,
moist lips of my sex and slipped deep inside me! He pumped it
casually in and out as his other hand reached around and just as
casually cupped and squeezed my left breast.

“Yes, I think you have an acceptable slave
girl body,” he said. “I could tolerate having you around as my sex
slave. As long as you were faultlessly obedient to my wishes, of
course.”

Ha! As if!

He drew his finger back and pushed something
else up inside me. It didn't feel a lot thicker, but it was longer.
It slid up deep, and then the lips of my sex closed – almost closed
behind it. It seemed that it thinned a lot, because something was
there, and it was pressed up against the top of my sex.

He moved around so that he was actually
leaning back against the window beside me. That allowed me to turn
my head and glower up at him, but he was looking at his phone!

“Hmm, now let me see how this works,” he
said.

Then I felt a buzzing inside me! I gasped and
jerked, dropping my eyes, looking downward at the lips of my sex.
They were partly distended around the base of – something – and
that something was now vibrating! Quite strongly!

“Neat little toy I found on the internet.
It's blue tooth enabled. Modern technological wonders,” he said
shaking his head.

He looked at me, gave me a smirk, then looked
at his phone again and did something to it. The buzzing … changed.
It was now sort of vibrating in a rhythmic pattern, like building,
building, building, then stop, then building, building, building,
then stop.

“You enjoy that, little slave girl, while I make dinner.”

It was not something I could ignore! It
shifted patterns a few times, and each time it did I could feel the
vibrations sending rushing waves of sensation up through my belly!
As much as I would have liked to pretend it wasn't doing anything
it was impossible not to squirm!

Of course, the more I squirmed, the more my
nipples were pulled against the chains, so that they ached and
throbbed and burned!

“By the way,” he said, coming up behind me.
“You are not permitted to have an orgasm without my
permission.”

Ha!

Never mind the gall of setting me up like
this, complete with vibrator, and
then demanding I not come. I wasn't going to obey him in any event! I was feeling... very...
bedraggled, very hot, and breathless and filled with a dark hunger.
I certainly wasn't going to try and fight against that because he
had told me to!

And I doubt I could have if I tried. The
vibrator, and this whole wild,
wicked scene was making me breathless and hot, the sexual energy
building up inside me to the point that I was moaning and gasping
and my hips were jerking and rolling helplessly.

He plucked the suction cup off the window and
then gripped my hair to straighten me up.

I groaned, my back quite relieved, then I
noticed the vibrator had stopped buzzing. He turned me around and did something with the chains,
removing the longer chain, then he
fed the other two, the ones directly attached to my nipples, up to
the ring in the front of the collar.

“Shall we eat?” he asked.

He brought me out into the dining room next
to that huge table, then made me kneel next to the chair at the
end. I did so, panting, and looking down at myself, then at him as
he carried plates and utensils into the room and set them on the
table. He went back and got some more, then sat down, smiling at
me.

I scowled as he cut a piece of steak and
popped it into his mouth. Because not only wasn't I getting the
vibrations to push me over the edge, but my nipples stilled
throbbed, and my knees were starting to ache, and I just realized I
was hungry – for food, not just sex.

“Would the slave girl like something?” he
asked.

I glared even harder.

He reached behind my head and undid the
straps, then cut another piece of steak. I tried to work the ball
out of my mouth with my tongue, but before I could, he pulled it
out himself. Then before I could speak, he slid his fingers into my
mouth and left the piece of steak there!

“Eat, sex slave. We must keep up your
strength.”

Well, what was I supposed to do? Spit it out?
I chewed and swallowed.

“I am NOT your slave girl!” I exclaimed.

“Of course not. Perish the thought. Why would
I imagine it would be so? You barely know me.”

He cut another piece and ate it.

“And I don't take your orders, Mister
Bigheaded Mainwaring!”

“Ah, but you do. You work for me, you see.
I'm the boss, and when the boss says jump, the employee jumps.”

He cut another piece and held it out in front
of me.

I scowled at it, but I was still feeling a
hot, swirly sense of sexual hunger and heat, and the thought of
licking it from his fingers was suddenly very... I don't know!
Hot!

I licked the piece of steak from his fingers
and chewed.

“By the way, my company has no rules against
sexually harassing the employees,” he said, cutting himself a piece
and then eating it.

“Clearly!”

“Or...” he glanced upward as if thinking.
“There are rules, but they don't
apply to me. So I'm sure you'll find it comforting that no one else
can sexually harass you.”

“I'd find it comforting to have my hands
unchained so I could feed myself,” I replied.

“Now what fun would that be?”

He held another piece of steak out
and I grudgingly licked it from
his fingers.

“Tell me, little slave girl,” he asked, as he cut himself another
piece, “Have you ever been whipped? Flogged?”

“No! And I better not be either!”

He chewed his steak and smiled at me, then
waggled his eyebrows.

“I do not think pain is a good thing to add
to a sexual relationship,” I said sternly.

“Phhht. What do you know?”

He pushed his fingers, with another piece of
steak, into my mouth.

“You didn't even know that being fucked in
the ass would be so exciting.”

I flushed and glowered at him as he pulled
his fingers out and licked them, then cut himself another
piece.

“You are unbelievably arrogant,” I said

“Oh come. Unbelievably? Doesn't that mean you
don't actually believe it?”

He grinned and this time held the piece of
steak out in his hand.

“I want to have you eating out of the palm of
my hand, pretty slave girl.”

I felt a rush of heat and a twisted,
breathless sensation. I considered refusing, but I didn't. I leaned
in and licked it out of his hand.

Bastard!

Hot, sexy bastard, though...

The vibrator thing started to buzz again, and
I gasped, my hips jerking in surprise. I licked my lips, looked
down, then looked up at him to see
him grinning at me.

“I think I'll turn you into a nymphomaniac,”
he said. “Would like to be a nymphomaniac?”

“No!”

“But think of all that hot sex, and how much
you'd enjoy it.”

My knees were coming together as I began to
squirm against the vibrations.

“If you don't want me to come you better turn
this off,” I gasped.

“Who says I don't want you to come?”

He fed another piece of steak into his
mouth.

“You said you'd punish me if I came without
permission!”

He grinned and cut another piece, then held
it out for me to lick out of his hand.

“Who says I don't want to punish you?” he
asked with a grin.

Urg!

“If you think I'm going to eat every meal on
my knees, you can think again!”

“Of course not. This is just our introductory
meal together.”

“We already had lunch!”

“Alone together then. This is much more
pleasant, don't you think?”

The orgasm rushed up from between my legs
then, building and building until I cried out, squirming and
grinding my thighs together, my head rolling and jerking back as
the flood of pleasure overloaded my nervous system!

“Such a bad girl,” he said as he watched.

I groaned as the orgasm faded, and leaned
forward, panting.

“Have another piece of steak,” he said,
holding it under my lips.

I shook my head, and he ate it instead.

“Really, slave girl, you're going to have to learn more
self-control,” he said. “Otherwise you'll be getting punished
constantly.”

The vibrator stopped, which allowed me to
calm down somewhat, and then continue eating.

“I suppose this is why you're not married,” I
grumbled.

“Well, a bit. I really do like to do and go
pretty much whatever and wherever I want, whenever I want to. I
don't like having someone else setting rules on me and telling me I
have to be here and have to go there and have to do this or that.
I'm an independent-minded
sort.”

“Is that another way of saying arrogant,
bossy bastard?”

“A more polite way. You'll have to learn to
be more polite to the boss if you want to get ahead, slave
girl.”

He got up and carried the plates away, then
returned with a glass of wine, though, oddly, he didn't set it down
on the table, but on a side table.

“Now it's time for dessert,” he said.

I frowned doubtfully. He hadn't brought any food over so–.

He reached out and caught my hair, then
pulled firmly upwards. I gasped, rising on my knees, then up to my
feet. Still, he pulled, then his
other hand gripped my buttocks and
he shoved me forward so I was bent
over the table, my breasts pillowing out against the hard, cool
surface.

He gripped my thigh and forced me up further
onto the table, then flipped me over onto my back. He grabbed both
my legs and dragged me back so my
butt was right at the edge of the table before him, then shoved my
legs wide apart as he looked down.

“Hmmm, tasty looking,” he said.

I gasped as he bent and began to lick up and
down the sides of my swollen pussy! His thumbs pressed in against
them and spread them open and then he licked upwards. He gripped
the vibrator, about as thick as a magic marker, and slid it out of
me, then began to lap at my clitoris!

I was, naturally, very sensitive down there,
but the vibrator had made me feel even more sensitive. And the feel
of his soft, warm tongue after the
cold, machine-like buzzing, was... incredible!

Anything insulting I might have said was
swept away by a growing flood of pleasure that rapidly overwhelmed
my mind! My knees were spread so wide that the tendons in my inner
thigh ached, for his arms were pressing down on them even as he
pushed his lips in harder around my swollen clitoris and began to
suck rhythmically.

A burst of
pleasure rolled through me, and I cried out helplessly, my hips
starting to buck up against him as my muscles spasmed!

Then his fingers plunged deep inside me,
and I came, twisting and bucking,
my back arching, my head rolling violently from side to side
as a wild storm of pleasure swept
over me and through me! I felt as if I was in a fever, unable to
think or speak or do anything! All I could do was react to
the intense rush of pleasure tearing through my body!

I couldn't think, couldn't consciously move –
though my body was certainly
moving! Only his firm strong arms pressed against my thighs kept my
lower body on the table as my upper body twisted and writhed
uncontrollably!

Ohmygod! If this was the kind of sex a sex
slave got I wanted more of it!

*

“You may speak, slave,” he said in that lofty
voice of his.

We were in the living room – the great room,
he called it. I was kneeling on the mercifully soft, fluffy rug,
while he sat back on a fat, comfortable looking armchair and sipped
wine.

I was feeling more than slightly disheveled
and dazed. He had made me come … a bunch of times. It was the most
incredible thing I'd ever experienced! He'd locked his mouth to my
sex, pinned me to the table, and just kept eating and licking and
sucking while I almost went out of my mind!

I wasn't in much of a condition to speak,
even now. I mean, my heart wasn't pounding like a drum, and I didn't feel as if my head was going to
explode. I could actually breathe.
And my body wasn't twisting and writhing in convulsions. But my
mind was... shell-shocked.

“Y-You're... very.... good,” I gasped.

“I am, aren't I. I've worked hard to make
sure I am.”

I raised my head, still breathing a bit
raggedly.

“Why? You can have women easily.”

“I don't want to use a woman like a dishrag
and toss her away,” he said, sounding almost irritated. “I'm not
into using women as masturbation tools.”

Well, I sure couldn't fault him there.

“But – .”

“Getting women has never been a problem for
me, slave girl,” he said. “It's
keeping them that's the problem. Or rather, not throwing them out
on their demanding asses. Women expect to be in a relationship when
they're with you a number of
times. And quite naturally, they expect certain things out of that
relationship.”

“You're commitment shy?”

“No. I've already told you, slave girl. I
just don't like having anyone tell me what to do.”

“Surely not every woman – .”

“I don't meet a lot of women who are willing
to simply be my slave girl – as it were,” he said. “They all want
me to go places and do things and insist on schedules, and knowing
what I'm up to and what I'm feeling.”

“Being in a relationship means sharing,” I
said.

“Yes, well, I'm not a good sharer.”

“Maybe if you – .”

The vibrator came on again. He'd stuck it inside me while I lay like a
blasted shell, before carrying me back here and sitting me on my
knees.

“I can share sex and affection, and perhaps, once I trust a woman,
something about my inner thoughts,” he conceded. “But I don't take
direction at all well. So clearly what I need is an obedient
slave-girl.”

“I'm not a ... a slave girl,” I gulped.

“You could be,” he said suggestively. “There
are a lot of perks to the position, after all.”

He reached out and gripped my hair, pulling
me forward as he spread his legs. He unzipped his fly, undid his
trousers, then pulled himself out into view.

“Service your master, slave girl,” he
growled.

Oh wow!

I began to lick him, to suck his balls. My
breasts throbbed against the fabric of the seat as I leaned over
him, my nipples hot and aching. He twisted my hair softly, making
my scalp ache, guiding me to his cock, to his balls, to his belly,
in complete control!

His cock hardened and I began to suck and bob
on it, then he forced me all the way down to the balls.

I gurgled and moaned, my hips jerking and
twisting, then he eased me up and back and I gulped in air,
panting.

“What a lovely throat and mouth you have,
little sex slave,” he said. “But there's one orifice I need to
sample, one orifice I need to teach you about.”

He jerked me around by the hair and put
me face down on the floor, then
knelt behind me and pulled my thighs apart. I moaned as he pulled
at the dildo and slid it slowly out of my ass. Then, an instant
later, his cock pushed into me. It was thicker, but softer, and
warmer and … and...I just felt this incredible sensation of
glorious rightness as it filled me up!

“This is how a slave girl gets fucked!” he
growled, gripping my hair and yanking it back.

Crack!

I cried out as he slapped my bottom, shoving
himself deeper.

Crack!

“Oh!”

He shoved deeper still, and I felt him high
inside me as he ground his hips against my buttocks.

“Balls deep,” he growled.

Crack!

“Balls deep in a gorgeous little slave girl's
ass!”

Crack!

He yanked on my hair and then began to pump,
slowly, at first, but building up. And as he did, the vibrator
buzzed inside me, and my mind slowly began to turn to mush! Because
it ached as he pumped his big cock in my ass! But it ached...
wonderfully!

The feel of his big, thick cock thrusting
into me, of his hips striking my upraised buttocks, of my breasts
grinding against the floor, even of my scalp aching as he yanked
back on my hair, all combined into this wild, intense maelstrom of
sensory overload!

Slave girl! This was what it was like to be
fucked like a slave girl!

God!

I cried out as another massive orgasm tore
through my feverish mind, and the center of it was that hard,
thrusting cock, and his hips hammering my buttocks!

It was... glorious!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Ian was showing me search patterns, and more
about the process they took depending on what sort of target we
were researching. There were several special kinds of software, but
we used the public search engines a lot. There was a huge amount of
data out there just waiting to be found, especially on younger
targets. The older ones weren't as well-documented since they
tended not to be on social media as much.

It was hard to know exactly why we were doing
research on someone. At times, it was clearer, because they had
criminal records, military records, or other records which were
highly classified and seemed to originate with government
intelligence agencies.

“How do you get this stuff?” I asked.

“We do accept contracts from government
agencies, at times,” he said. “Doing so gets them to cut us some
slack sometimes when we do things which are not entirely
uhm... ”

“Legal?”

“Proper.”

“Why would they ask you to find out
information?”

“Because there are certain laws which bind
government agencies from doing research without jumping through a
lot of hoops and getting court permission. We, on the other hand,
are not bound in the same way.”

“Why?”

“I don't make the rules, babe.

That rule Eric had talked about, about nobody
but him sexually harassing people, didn't seem to be a very tightly
enforced one, at least compared to places like Bausch and Berryman.
Oh, nobody was groping me or anything, or pressuring me into having sex. But everyone
was using words like 'babe',
'honey', and 'gorgeous' for me as
casually as anything.

They also told me I was looking good, hot,
sexy, etc. And while no one actually stared rudely, they did seem to
look at me a lot. Being the only girl in the room did seem to make
me the center of attention whenever I moved.

It wasn't that I was really bothered by that,
but I knew you absolutely couldn't do that in a big company. And it
did make me a bit
self-conscious.

It would be worse if they knew I had a
butt-plug in my ass and that
vibrator pen thing up my pussy.

Eric had insisted.

Now I had planned to take them out as soon as
I was at the office, but... I just hadn't. I mean, they weren't
really uncomfortable, and they gave me a kind of a sense of...
sexual power, of, if not excitement, then a certain level of
comfortable sexuality.

Also a bit of nervousness.

I could just imagine what this group of nerds
would think if they had the
slightest idea!

That was part of the fun, of course!

I was acting... outrageously. Well, Eric was,
but I was letting him. I was taking part. I was doing ridiculously kinky and degrading things I
never would have imagined myself even seriously thinking
about doing!

But it was all so hot and wild and
thrilling!

And Eric was... all those things too! I knew
he was way older than me, and
commitment-shy, and more than
slightly bossy, but the idea of living with him... that was so
delicious! Okay, he was clear that I wasn't any sort of girlfriend.
He never called me anything but 'Toy' or 'Slave'. What he wanted from me was to be his
sexual toy, his evening companion
when he wanted to some fun.

And someone who would never make demands on
him or his time. That was... difficult to imagine, but on the other
hand, what was the alternative? Being in Hannah's condo?
Occasionally dating guys who were mostly not all that hot (and
certainly not as hot as Eric)?

I supposed I could still date guys, assuming
I wasn't 'working' every evening. I hadn't even discussed that with
Eric. The way things had gone last night I couldn't imagine wanting to do anything else in
the evening anyway! I mean, was I supposed to turn that down to go
to a movie or something!?

But what I was doing – or letting him do –
was... degrading. That made me uncomfortable even as it turned me
on. I just didn't understand why it turned me on. Just because it
was outrageous? In submitting to Eric, though, wasn't I basically
ceding control of myself? And if I was doing that and being a
'slave girl' then I wasn't really bound by normal 'rules'.

And that included the rules about standing up
to them and demanding respect and equality and stuff like that.
Although, to be honest, the idea of me being equal to Eric in
anything was kind of silly.

I mean he was so much richer, older, wiser,
more sophisticated, more powerful – not to mention way out of my
league when it came to sex – that it only made sense to let him
lead.

Of course, he was leading me into something
dark and wicked and outrageous but hey... I could always stop and
pull back.

*

I spent that evening and night naked, save
for the collar and metal restraints around both my wrists and my
ankles. Eric fucked me right after he got home. It was quick but amazing! He was rough, but that
just turned me on because of how effortlessly he manhandled me!

But then he had to go out. And no I wasn't to
ask where, and no I couldn't come.

Before he left, though, he made sure I had a
new butt-plug – a silver one – shoved up my ass. And then he shoved
what I can best describe as a silver egg into my pussy! It was
fairly lightweight, but still
would never have stayed where it was – nestled just behind the lips
of my sex – except that it had three slim silver chains attached to
the base.

One of those chains went up between my
buttocks, while the other two curved up diagonally along my abdomen
and over my hips. Then they all joined together at the small of my
back, and were locked in place by a small heart-shaped silver
padlock! He attached a third chain
to these. This one went across my waist, to make sure I couldn't
take the egg out!

And then he left!

Now I can tell you that there is nothing you
can do when naked, with a collar and shackles locked to your body
and a butt-plug up your ass, that can long distract you from the
thought of sex.

And no, I didn't try to obstinately put any
clothes on. It would have felt... strange to wear clothes with all
that on, not to mention the chains!

Oh all right. I was getting off on it.
Happy?

It all felt kind of wicked and forbidden, and
I was feeling deliciously hot in doing it.

The slave girl!

It was quite a place, and I was enjoying
exploring it, and learning about it, and imagining myself living
there. I even daringly went outside onto the terrace to admire the
views – naked!

I was doing that when the egg started to
buzz, to buzz powerfully. It startled the hell out of me! I had
kind of suspected something like that when he'd put it in
but it had been a few hours
and nothing had happened. Now it
was vibrating, and it was right at the mouth of my pussy.

And I had been in a state of simmering heat
almost since he'd left. I mean, wandering around like a sex slave
in a penthouse like that, well, that was deliciously kinky
to begin with!

The egg's vibrations began to have an
almost immediate effect. My heart
rate shot up, and my pulse raced
and I began to feel my arousal
deepening and spreading out very, very rapidly!

I hurried inside, found a place to sit down,
and did so, drawing my knees up and apart as I stared down between
my legs! My fingers eased aside the lips of my sex, which were
already pink and swollen and moist, and I stared at the bottom of
the silver egg which was nestled inside.

But I couldn't pull it out and I couldn't push it in. I couldn't do
anything!

Except, of course, masturbate. Which was what
I immediately began to do. My fingers rubbed frantically against my
clitoris as I kneaded my breast, and the orgasm exploded inside me
within seconds! I cried out, my hips bucking up wildly against my
fingers as my pussy squeezed and sucked on the egg, and the orgasm
seemed to go on and on!

After the orgasm, the egg stopped vibrating,
and I lay there, gulping in air, more than slightly disheveled, and
staring at my pussy as I waited for it to start buzzing again.

“Wow!” I moaned.

I got up slowly, caught my breath, and then
went out onto the terrace again, thinking about how wild and insane
this was as I gazed out at the lights of the city. I had never
thought of myself as slutty or anything, but boy, I was sure
feeling awfully sexual these days!

I went back inside and lay on the sofa with a
laptop, doing some social media and wondering what I dared to post.
Certainly no selfies! I had told Hannah I'd met a guy, but not much
more than that. I didn't want to send pictures of the penthouse
because she'd want to come see it,
and how was I going to explain what I was wearing – or not
wearing?

The egg started buzzing again!

I gasped, my attention completely pulled off
the laptop. I rolled over and spread my legs, staring as I felt the
vibrations ripple through my groin and up through my body. It
was... pulsing, and I moaned, then closed my thighs, squeezing them
together. That multiplied the effect, and I moaned and snapped them
apart, then ground them together again!

My fingers began to rub at my clitoris,
drawing my knees wider and further back, the heat building up
inside me as the buzzing and vibrations changed, shifted, grew more
intense.

Another orgasm wracked my body, and my hips bucked and jerked as my back arched,
the pleasure crackling through my body like sexual electricity!

Wow!

Four more times that evening the egg started
buzzing, and drove me into orgasm! It was like I couldn't resist
it! Whether I was watching TV, or a movie, or playing on the
computer, or playing one of his pinball machines in the game room,
the buzzing would completely take me over and I'd have to masturbate.

But that was nothing compared to the next
evening.

I was 'dressed' identically, except for one
small addition. He had attached a
small, curved, triangular shaped metal plate to the egg. The egg,
of course, stayed inside. The plate was pressed against the
outside, and held there by the
chains, which went through little holes in its edges.

And then he went out again.

What was worse, when the egg went off, I not
only couldn't masturbate, but it didn't stay on nearly as long that
evening. Instead, it would go on,
buzzing powerfully, and making me squirm and grind my thighs
together, and then it would go off again.

All evening.

There was no way to predict when it would
come on or how long it would stay on, or even what it would feel
like since it shifted between
different types of vibration. But every time it went off the
sensations made me cry out, and grind my thighs together!

Remember, I was already aroused to start
with. This just kept adding wild bursts and rushes of sensation to
the mix! I came close to orgasm a few times, but it always stopped
too soon, leaving me cursing and frustrated!

I was left kneading my breasts and trying to
grind my thighs together while cursing that stupid plate thing over
my pussy – and Eric!

As you might guess, I was awfully aroused –
and frustrated – by the time Eric came home! I wanted his cock
inside me in the worst way!

When I heard him come in I rushed out and down the hall to confront him.

“Eric, you bastard!” I cried.

He raised his eyebrow.

“Someone's slave girl is looking for both a
gag and a spanking,” he said.

I flushed.

“You put this thing in me and put this metal
thing so I couldn't masturbate!”

“Clearly,” he said, walking past me.

“But you set the egg thing to vibrate to turn
me on!”

“Obviously,” he said, as he kept walking.

“Why?!”

“To turn you on.”

“But...”

“No more speaking, Toy. I have to decide on
your punishment.”

“My punishment!?”

“For calling me a bastard,” he said
sternly.

“I want you to fuck me!”

“What you want is not the important
consideration here, slave girl. It's what I want that counts.”

“You asshole!”

*

That was how I wound up gagged, and bent over
the back of a chair, of course, with my wrists now locked together
behind my back. Instead of getting his stiff cock shoved up inside
me, though, he just turned on the egg. Then he took out this very
thin black... rod thing.

I mean, it was maybe eighteen inches long,
flexible, and not much thicker than a pen. It made a kind of
hissing sound when he swung it – like paper tearing – and when it
cut across my bottom it landed
with very little weight.

But it stung!

Swish- crack! Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

“You have to remember, Toy – .”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

“That slave girls must always be respectful
and submissive before their master.”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

They must learn to obey and do whatever their
master wishes.”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

“Otherwise, they will, of course, be
punished.”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

The stinging wasn't that bad, but the more
times the thing came down across my bottom the more my bottom heated up until it was burning hot!

“Bad slave girl,” he said sternly.

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

“If you want your master's cock you need to
learn to beg him.”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

“Meekly.”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

“And sincerely.”

My ass was so hot it was throbbing. But the
egg was still vibrating, and my insides were roiling and burning
and thrumming with sexual energy!

He leaned over me and undid the strap that
held the gag in, then jerked back on my hair as he pulled the ball
out of my mouth.

“Now then, do you want my cock inside you,
Toy?”

He jerked on my hair again.

“Do you!?”

“Y-yes!”

Swish-crack! Swish-crack!

“Yes, sir!”

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

“Then beg.”

I shuddered. My hips were grinding helplessly
back at the egg!

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

Swish-crack!

“Beg harder, slave.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

Swish-crack!

“Beg even harder.”

Swish-crack!

“Please fuck me, sir!” I cried.

“Hmmm,” he said, his fingers lightly rubbing
against my pussy. “You seem to be sopping wet, slave girl. You're practically dripping
wet.”

I trembled and moaned, gulping in air,
feeling totally... frazzled and
wild!

I felt him undo the chains, and moaned, my
legs spreading wider almost without thought.

But instead of pulling the egg free, he
tugged at the butt-plug and eased
that out of me. Then I felt his cock pushing into me, hard and
thick, sliding deep into my ass!

“Beg me to fuck your ass, Toy,” he
ordered.

Swish-crack!

“Beg!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!”

Swish-crack!

“Call me Mister Mainwaring.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mr. Mainwaring, sir!” I
cried breathlessly.

Oh my God,
he felt so good inside me! I know it was in my ass instead of my
pussy, but it didn't seem to matter! Feeling that big, warm, thick
cock sliding deep into my belly almost made me come instantly!

He jerked on my hair, and I trembled and moaned.

“Do you like that, slave?” he asked, as he
jammed the last inch into me. “I'm buried to the balls in your
tight ass. Do you like that?”

“Y-Y-Yessss, sir!” I moaned.

God, he was so deep! He ground himself
against my buttocks, and I could feel his cock shifting and
twisting inside my belly!

He leaned over me, still jerking my hair back
to force my head back. His face was right next to mine as he ground
his hips against me.

“Beg me, slave. Beg me to fuck your ass!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” I gasped.

God, this was so wicked and outrageous!

I felt him sliding out, and felt a kind of a
sense of loss, of despair! I didn't want him to pull out! And then
he halted and I felt him sliding
in, in, in! And I felt a sense of rapture! Every time he slid back
I felt that loss, and every time that big, long cock slid deep I
felt incredible pleasure!

“What a tight ass you, have, sex toy. You
were obviously built for this, built to be my toy.”

He thrust harder, his big cock ramming into
me as his hips slapped against my upraised buttocks, and the
churning, violently swirling heat and excitement tore my mind apart
as I felt swamped in lust, passion and searing pleasure!

Even past the first massive orgasm, and
through the second and third!

He thrust harder, faster and deeper, pounding
against me, using my body more and more ruthlessly, jerking on my
hair and roughly kneading my breasts as he used me!

It was so wild and animalistic and thrilling
and scaldingly hot!

And of course, the egg continued to vibrate
all through it, turning my brain to mush!

I cried out again and again, dazed, feverish with the heat, while he
kept riding me, pounding me, his hands rough, yanking on my hair,
roughly groping my breasts, jerking me back hard against him as he
acted like some savage who had his conquered victim before him!

And I felt like one! But not in any way I
recognized. Unless it was as a masochist glorying in their own
beating. Because that was what I felt like! Was being battered and
bruised and hammered and used and I was wallowing in it! It was
incredibly fucking hot!
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The searches at work were a lot more
interesting than they had been at the law firm. And the people
there were a lot more fun to work with, and a lot less stuck up.
They weren't as good at pretending they didn't notice that I was an
attractive girl, but that was okay. I was becoming more comfortable
with that anyway.

The weird way that Eric treated me was that
he was constantly insulting me and constantly praising me. But I
quickly figured the praise was real while the insults, which were
almost always during sex, were being done just for the
outrageousness value, you know, to turn me and him on.

He used Toy as if it was my name much of the
time. As in 'Come here, Toy.” And I wore no clothes while at the
penthouse, just those metal shackles. I also wore that plate over
my pussy so I couldn't play with myself.

That led to a lot of heat, because of the
butt-plug, the vibrator, and... and everything, which I couldn't
relieve myself! Which led to a lot
of frustration! I wanted sex a lot, obviously, but he only wanted
it when he wanted it. Which led to my trying to coyly entice him
into more sex, even if he wanted to do something else. That, in
turn, led me to be gagged a lot.

That didn't necessarily stop me, though. And
I felt it was awfully unfair of him to act like I was misbehaving when he was the one who had put the fucking vibrator
inside me and made it turn on and off at irregular intervals! He
didn't even try to deny that his aim
was to make me constantly aroused.

And frankly, him spanking me was not much of
a deterrent since he couldn't keep his hands off my body when he
did it, and almost always wound up with his fingers deep in my
pussy and his thumb on my clitoris while he spanked.

That was when he decided to flog me.

Now I had come to think of spankings as hot,
but I was really wary about the idea of whatever he was up to when
he took me into the huge entrance hall and then chained me between
two narrow pillars there.

The pillars ran up to the ceiling, and there
were these classy looking lights – sconces, sticking out of them.
What Eric did was raise my wrists up and out to either side, and then run a chain between my wrist
restraints and the scones. Then he made me spread my legs, attached
a chain to each, and then swept them around the lower part of the
pillars, clipping them in place.

I was standing spreadeagled, then, and
although a little nervous and wary, also quite turned on,
especially when he removed the plate covering my pussy! He removed
the little vibrating egg, too, but then he replaced it with a huge
cock-like vibrator, sliding it deep into my hot, buttery sex! It
ached, but the ache only turned me on!

And then it began to vibrate!

The thin little chains which had held the
plate in place now held the vibrator in place as he turned it on.
That was when he showed me the flog. It was like those cat O' nine
tails you saw on pirate movies! Except, as it turned out, it was a
lot lighter.

The first time he swung it across my back I
was expecting it to really hurt! But instead it just kind of stung
a bit, and not even as much as a slap on my ass. That was a huge
relief and also turned me on,
because now most of my anxiety faded and I could give myself to the
heat!

The vibrator was churning away inside me, and
I was chained up as he whipped me! How could that not be
incredibly hot!?

The thin black laces of the flog swept down
across my back repeatedly, and they did sting, don't get me wrong.
They seemed to sting more the more he hit me, and my back began to get hotter and more
tender.

But I was wrapped in this tremendously
intense bubble of wild passion and heat, thrilled by what was
happening because it was so sick and kinky and hot! I couldn't keep
still, as he flogged me. My hips twisted and jerked and I cried out
repeatedly into the gag, my body burning with dark, thrilling
sexual fever!

That bubble of passion took a jolt when he
began to sweep the things across my ribs and hips to snap at my
breasts and belly – and my pussy! I squirmed and twisted and yelped
and moaned anxiously, but then the outrage of what he was doing
increased the heat.

I began to feel that sense of dark,
masochistic pleasure and passion, and as that took hold it really didn't matter that the thin laces
snapping down across my breasts and down across my abdomen and
pussy hurt. I was too aroused!

I exploded into orgasm even as he flogged
faster and harder, twisting and writhing, convulsions wracking my
body as a tremendous orgasm tore my mind and body apart! It faded,
then rose, then faded, then rose, like a roller coaster, going up
and down.

As it went on it began to drain all the
energy from my body, and bake my mind in a sweltering cloud of
dark, crackling liquid pleasure. I all-but hung by the wrists as
the thin laces bit into the flesh of my hips and abdomen, my
buttocks and stomach, my breasts and back.

When he paused, it was to pull the butt-plug
from my ass and ram his cock up inside me! I felt impaled on the
long, thick length of it as he jerked back my hair, cursed me, and
rammed his cock up again and again.

I came again, sobbing out my breath, dazed,
light-headed, exhausted as my body trembled and shook.

When he finished, when he'd come inside me,
he replaced the butt-plug, or so I thought, at first. I mean, I was
half conscious. I felt something cool sliding up into my ass, and
didn't think further than that. It was a minute or two before I
felt the pressure on my tailbone.

By then my mind was waking, and my eyes were
capable of more than fluttering. I raised my head wearily, hair
spilling across my face, and looked around to find myself alone. I
was still gagged, still standing spreadeagled, and still partly, at
least, hanging by my wrists.

I firmed up
the muscles in my legs to support myself, though I was on the balls
of my feet. Then I looked up and around, confused at the pressure I
felt against my tailbone. I could feel the chain going up between
my buttocks now, going up along my spine, up behind my neck. I
twisted my head and looked up, and saw it reaching up to the
ceiling.

I couldn't see where it led, but I knew it
led to the plug in my ass. And that the plug was not shaped like
the other one was. Nor was it of metal. It took me a minute to
realize, with some awe, that he'd
shoved a kind of hook up my ass. It was several inches deep, and
sharply curved upward so that it hooked over my tailbone and helped
support me.

Now there isn't a lot of meat over your
tailbone. Having pressure there for very long can hurt. I admit the
idea was wickedly hot and outrageous, but I kept trying to keep as
little pressure on it as possible. That meant supporting myself
with my feet and wrists.

The problem with that was you can't support
yourself on the balls of your feet for long, and though the wrist
restraints were padded, it still ached to have them supporting much
of my weight. I tried shifting my weight around between these three
things, but I was still becoming more and more weary and sore.

My entire body also felt... like it was
sunburned. I looked down and saw all these thin red lines across my breasts and belly and abdomen
and thighs and felt a sense of awe and amazement, of wonder and
dark, burning heat. I mean... whipped! What an idea! What a
thought! He'd whipped me! Wow!

And then, though it had been turned off for a
while at that point, the vibrator began to buzz.

It startled me, and I gasped and my hips jerked, and then I squirmed and
tried to ignore it, but couldn't. The dark, nasty kinkiness of this
was appealing to that new masochistic sense of excitement inside
me. I writhed and twisted, moaning into the gag, the vibrator
buzzing inside me, inside the mouth of my sex, pouring raw, carnal
sensation through my mind and body.

And then it stopped.

Bastard! I thought dazedly.

Of course, it didn't stay off. He was using the big vibrator to taunt me just
as he had the little one, and I
couldn't do anything about it but twist and writhe and buck and
grind my hips helplessly. I was in pain, various parts of me aching
or burning, but every time that thing turned on I quickly lost my
interest in that, as raw, animal heat was pumped through my
mind.

It was exhausting, and I moaned weakly when
he finally came out, gripping my hair and using it to lift my chin
up off my chest.

“Would you like to come, slave girl?” he
asked.

Slave girl! What a hot idea!

I moaned into the gag.

He sniffed and removed the vibrator, then
thrust his fingers up inside me. I was sopping wet! He jammed four
big fingers into my aching, burning pussy as his thumb drove me
over the edge into a screaming, writhing, bucking orgasm that
almost blew my mind unconscious.

He removed the hook from my ass, and then
unchained my ankles before removing the other two from my wrists.
He sure didn't have to push hard to make me sag down onto my knees,
because I was still dazed and overheated.

He attached a clip to the ring in the center
of the collar, and then... pulled... tugged, which brought me down
onto all fours. He didn't say anything as he kept tugging, but I
lurched forward, and then began to
crawl after him.

I was so tired I hardly cared, but then I
began to realize – to appreciate, I guess, that I was crawling
along on what might as well have been a leash and... and it
actually was a leash! I was crawling after him like a dog!

He led me to the bedroom I had been using –
my bedroom, so to speak, and had me crawl into bed. Then he locked
my wrist restraints behind me and
attached the chain to the headboard before turning off the
lights.

And that was how I fell asleep. I slept all
night like that!

It was a bit
awkward at times, but I was so exhausted it didn't matter. Then
when I woke up in the middle of the night I was confused and indignant, and … outraged, which
meant turned on. So all I could do was fall back asleep again.

My sleep was filled with darkly erotic
dreams. And when I woke up I was
horny. I was also annoyed I couldn't do anything about it, and sought a way to touch myself. I
couldn't do so with my hands, and I couldn't move from the bed, but
I was able to sit up, then get to my knees near the head of the
bed.

I managed to draw in one of the pillows
between my thighs, and then ground my pussy against it, feeling a
wild thrill of defeating his orders while satisfying my own hunger
and lust!

And of course, he caught me, but only after
my orgasm, which made me feel a sense of smug satisfaction, even if
it did get me a spanking and a throat fucking.

From then on I was chained to the bed every
night, with a special lock which was on a timer. At Five AM it
would go off, buzzing, and releasing the chain. Then it was my job
to get up, walk to the door, turn my back to it so I could fumble
with the knob, walk down the hall to his door, again turn my back
so I could use my bound hands to open it, and then go into his
bedroom to wake him with a blow job.

And the plate had been replaced with a grill,
which I now wore twenty-four hours
a day, including to work. It would let me pee, but not touch
myself. Nor would it let anyone else touch me – except him.

Every evening was filled with dark, wild,
wicked excitement and passion – and multiple orgasms, but also
frustration, because I was always 'in heat'!

Eric ordered me to get my hair dyed blonde
after a bit, which I did gladly. I felt like a horny slut of a
blonde! And frankly, were it not for the grille – which served as a
very effective chastity belt – I probably would have fucked a
couple of the guys at work, because I was always horny now.

I can't say I had a lot of problem with doing
whatever it took to get sex, either, including begging him for it.
I really got off on the idea of being his slave girl. He often
called me Toy, but I thought of myself as a sex slave, even though
I was there willingly.

Eventually, rather than have me tied up all
evening every evening, he relented and let me pleasure myself –
after sufficiently groveling and
begging. Only in my bedroom, and only when he let me in there
without being chained to the bed, for the door was locked the rest
of the time.

If I begged and groveled enough, though he'd use a remote to unlock the
door, and then I could rush in and use one of the two dildos he
kept there. One was attached to one of the legs of my bed, and the
other was attached to the floor.

I could thus squat over one, lower my pussy,
and ride wildly up and down on it until I came multiple times, or I
could put myself on all fours and slide back onto the one attached
to my bed, then rut back against it, fucking myself on it until my
mind was blown.

There was a catch, though.

Both of those locations had cameras mounted
nearby to focus in on them. And those cameras fed a live feed onto
the internet. Specifically, it fed it onto an Asian website that specialized in voyeur cameras. They
only turned on and started feeding the video when he wanted, and
there was a little display on the corner which had feedback from
that website showing how many
people had clicked in.

It was both mortifying and exhilarating to
know someone was watching me! And as the numbers watching clicked
upward the longer I was broadcasting, my face burned, I writhed in
embarrassment, and I came like a crazy person!

Sometimes only ten
people were watching – only! And sometimes there were
hundreds! The thought hundreds of men were watching me masturbate
on those big dildos was insanely embarrassing and insanely
arousing.

But the excitement overrode the
embarrassment. And after a while,
the knowledge actually turned me on even more. It always made me
self-conscious, but the heat drowned that out and turned me
feverish and giddy.

Every morning I woke Eric with a blow job.
Then I'd make him breakfast, then kneel beside his chair, hands
bound behind me, while he ate, and fed me. After that, he got ready for work in his bathroom, and
I in mine. The limo dropped me off, then he went on to wherever he
went.

I'm afraid I was an awful cock-tease at work.
I felt like such a sex kitten, and
was dressing and acting in a fashion to match. Then the limo would
take me home, and I'd undress and
put on the restraints and collar. Then I'd amuse myself, sometimes
swimming, sometimes watching a movie or surfing the internet, until
Eric came home.

The vibrating egg would buzz from time to
time to get me hot and wet, so
that when Eric got home I really
wanted his cock inside me.

Sometimes he'd sit down and let me give him a
lap-dance – with the grille off and vibrator out – or sometimes
he'd throat-fuck me at the door, or sometimes I'd follow him to his
room and he'd fuck me there on the
bed. Whatever, he always rammed
his cock into me and fucked me nearly unconscious.

In a way, I guess I was kind of his sex pet –
and certainly crawled a lot. I was there for his amusement and
entertainment and serving his sexual needs. That didn't mean I
wasn't feeling a deep emotional attachment to him by the end of the
summer.

When the time came for me to go back to
college he made arrangements to
have me admitted to NYU instead of the state college where I'd been
studying. No way I could have gotten in on my marks, much less on
what I could pay! But he took care of the tuition fees and books,
and of course, I stayed with him – as his Toy.

There was no way I was going to turn that
down, of course.

Even though shortly after that he began to
bring people home to have sex with me.

The first was a Black woman. I think she was
a high priced escort. She almost drove me out of her mind with her
talented tongue and fingers, and
did it while Eric watched. I writhed and arched and twisted and
screamed and bucked as she ran me through the wringer. She wound up
fisting me, shoving her whole hand up my pussy.

That almost drove me out of my fucking
mind!

That went out on the internet, too.
Though not the part where Eric
then fucked my throat and then my ass.

Once or twice a week the woman would come
over and would spank or strap or
whip me and then use her fingers, tongue, and various dildos to
turn me insane while Eric enjoyed the show. Then, after a few more
weeks I got a new visitor. It was a pair of big black guys.

Again, Eric watched, while two big, muscular
black studs used me every way two men could, used me roughly,
treating me like their slut, their slave girl, taking me in mouth
and pussy at the same time, then in my pussy and ass at the same
time.

As with the woman – whose name I only knew as
'mistress', the experience was
stunning, mind-blowing, and I came so many times my muscles ached
fiercely.

Mistress taught me lap dancing and pole
dancing, how to properly suck a man's cock and how to eat a woman's
pussy, as well as erotic massage. She also taught me how to be a
submissive slave girl! Which was an incredible turn-on!

I didn't date through college. Why would I!?
My nights were filled with dark, sizzling sex, and Eric was...

I'm not sure what Eric was. He wasn't my
boyfriend. I never thought of him as my boyfriend. He was just
Eric, although I called him sir or Mr. Mainwaring I developed a
great deal of affection for him, though, maybe even love. And I
knew he felt a lot of affection for me.

After I graduated I had five children with him, but then as they grew I had
to move into another apartment, a couple of floors down. The reason
was, of course, that I couldn't be his naked Toy all evening,
because the children would have wondered.

I had less sex, though I was able to
masturbate at will. And Eric came
downstairs pretty much every evening, partly for sex, but
mostly to visit me – and them. He, of course, had a new toy
upstairs. I didn't know her name. He only called her Toy. He used
my actual name now. And of course, I still wound up having sex with
Toy in front of him, and helping
to train her in pole dancing, lap dancing, and deep throating.

I was promoted several times at the company,
though of course, I didn't make nearly enough to pay for the condo
I was living in. Eric took care of all the bills and also paid for my BMW, and for the school and
child care services for the kids.

I did my best to never make demands of him.
Sometimes I would make 'suggestions' but I would never nag.
Sometimes he'd ignore those suggestions, but sometimes he wouldn't.
And then, one day, he brought Toy down, said her name was Emily,
and she was his niece.

I raised my eyebrows at this since I knew
perfectly well who and what Emily was, but then I realized that was
the cover story. From then on Emily helped out with the kids
whenever she wasn't with Eric, and she and I developed a close
relationship, almost like sisters. Well, except for the sex we had
together, of course. Sometimes with Eric but mostly with just each
other.

There was something about Eric never wanting
to be pinned down and tied down which probably should have been
dealt with somehow, by someone, like a therapist. But he seemed
content the way things were, and so did I. He never told me he
loved me, nor I him. But then, we didn't need to.

 


END
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black
Master (Molly's Black Masters
series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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