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Emma Sanders stood tall next to the Rolls
Royce as she watched the private jet taxi closer. It had taken
considerable efforts of various parental figures, teachers, and
coaches over the years to get her to do that. Like many taller
girls, she had had a tendency to slump, as if to unconsciously try
to disguise her height.

The desire to fit in was strong in young
girls, and towering over her classmates, particularly the girls,
was not something which allowed that very well. She stood out
wherever she went. Thus her teen years had not been as pleasant as
they might have been, given all the teasing she'd been subjected
to.

She'd topped out at six feet tall by
seventeen, and worse in heels, and only the tallest and cockiest of
boys had much desire to date or dance with her. That was despite a
willowy figure which grew more lush with the years, and a face
which turned heads wherever she went.

College was less of a trial, though mainly
because there were more tall men there than there'd been in high
school. An annoyingly large number of them seemed to prefer more
diminutive girlfriends, however.

Still, she had no lack of suitors.
Unfortunately, her height and beauty meant that most of those who
dared, who had the cocksure attitude and confidence, tended to be,
in her vernacular 'fucking arseholes'. Not that she would say that,
of course, for Emma was still, even at twenty-one, trying to fit
in, and both her classmates at law school and her colleagues at
Jennings, Backstrom and Thorne frowned on such 'gutter
language'.

She had only just started her term with them
and had to be quite careful about her appearance and behavior. Most
of them came from a more upper-class background than she did. Not
that her family had been exactly poor, but she'd certainly never
ridden in a Rolls until today, and it was almost unimaginable (and
she had an excellent imagination) that she would ever own one.

The Lear jet turned, and the engines wound
down. Emma did a quick self-check, straightening her shoulders,
unconsciously moistening her lower lip, and bracing herself. Mister
Stone was a very wealthy man and his company represented a
considerable amount of business for the firm. They would not
forgive her if she gave him the wrong impression or displeased him
in some way.

Stone. Stone cold Stone was how one of the
other solicitors had referred to him. He was a dour, humorless, and
intolerant American with a quick temper and a bark which was only
slightly worse than his considerable bite. There had, needless to
say, been no rush of eagerness on the part of the firm's solicitors
to go and meet him at the airport.

Someone had to, though. The firm did more
than handle his legal affairs. They, like other 'quality' firms,
were fixers. Whatever problem needed fixing, they would arrange for
someone to do it. Whether that meant finding a flat for a mistress,
getting a drug-addled son out of jail, or arranging to lobby
government for a change to a regulation, they would do whatever
satisfied the client.

And so she got voluntold to meet his plane.
She was not happy about it and did not think Mr. Stone would be
either. He would probably consider that being met by such a junior
solicitor was less than he deserved – because it was.

Other, more senior solicitors had carefully
arranged reasons why they could not possibly be free this
morning.

Cowards, she thought, slightly nervously.

She felt that not only was Stone being
insulted but so was she. She had little doubt the reason she'd been
sent, as opposed to one of the other powerless juniors, was her sex
and looks. They were probably hoping an attractive young woman, who
would be rather more pleasant to middle-aged male eyes, would
diffuse the insult of not sending someone more senior.

One of the older solicitors, in fact, a
chubby, middle-aged woman named Strawl, had even hinted that
perhaps Emma might let her hair down, rather than keep it pulled
back into a ponytail.

As if!

She had fumed at that, and privately decided
to pull it back so tightly it would practically pull her eyebrows
up! But then she had relented – sort of. She had done it half up,
half down. That left soft golden blonde tendrils spilling down to
curve in below her ears, then back behind her and tidily tucked in
with pins.

As tall as she was, Emma felt long hair
helped to somehow disguise this, or at least, flattered her body
more. She couldn't wear it out at work, of course, for the firm was
quite conservative, and she wanted to appear very businesslike.

She couldn't really afford it but had sprung
for tailored suits to give off the proper degree of impressive,
efficient and upper-class appearance. Her double-breasted blazer
was not the least bit feminine in color or appearance. It was such
a dark shade of gray as to almost be black. Her blouse was white,
and she wore a red, white and black silk scarf draped across her
neck and dropping down just inside the open blazer.

She braced herself as the door opened and the
stair lowered. A tall, broad-shouldered man in a dark suit got out
and looked around suspiciously. A second such man followed, the two
flanking the door. Then a third, taller man got out.

She understood Stone had bodyguards wherever
he went, but given the size of the man, several inches taller and
of broader shoulder than either of the first two younger men, she
wondered why he thought he needed them.

The two men strode towards her, while two
more got off the jet.

“Your name?” one of them rudely asked.

“Ahm, I'm Emma Sanders from Jennings,
Backstrom, and Thorne.”

The other man was confronting the chauffeur
and demanding to see his license. The first man seemed content with
Emma, and inspected the car as the older man she had to presume was
Stone walked towards them, flanked by two more men.

“Good morning, Mister Stone,” she said. “I'm
Emma Sanders from Jennings, Backstrom, and Thorne.”

He nodded as the chauffeur popped the boot of
the Rolls. An employee of some sort rushed to the plane with a cart
as one of the bodyguards opened the rear door of the Rolls. Stone
got in, and Emma felt flustered, wondering what she ought to do.
Then she hurried around to the other side and got in the rear,
smiling uncomfortably at Stone.

He was a very large man! It was rare she felt
that way, given her own height. But he was taller than her, even in
her heels, and had a very deep chest! He also had a face which
looked vastly dangerous if angered, with thick, dark hair, beard
and mustache, heavy brows and dark, flinty eyes.

“Is there anything else the firm can do for
you while you're in London, Mister Stone?” she asked. “I'm given to
understand you were not informative of your intentions or
needs.”

“When I know what I want I'll let them know,”
he said.

He turned and looked at her, then rolled down
the window and told one of the bodyguards to get a move on. Then he
turned back to her.

“So, you're a lawyer?”

“Ahm, we call them solicitors in the UK,” she
said.

“You look like a college freshman. You can't
be very senior in the firm.”

“I assure you, Mister Stone, I'm not in
college anymore,” she said with what she hoped was a disarming
smile.

“You're registered, are you?” he asked, with
a raised eyebrow.

That took her by surprise since most people,
and in particular, Americans, knew little about the process of
becoming a solicitor in the U.K.

“Ahm, well, not as yet,” she said
hesitantly.

“So on your training are you?”

“I... am on my training contract with the
firm, yes,” she said, face flushing.

“So not quite a solicitor then.”

“If there's anything you need, sir, which I
can't handle, the firm has any number of very senior solicitors –
.”

“Who ran off and left you here as a virginal
offering, right?”

Emma opened her mouth, but froze, unsure what
to say.

“Your mincing weakling senior solicitors have
shoved you off on me because you're a beautiful blonde and they
figure that might appease me. Well, if they were going to do that
they should have at least advised you to pop a button or two and
show some cleavage.”

Emma felt a sense of outrage at his blunt and
insulting words, but it was tempered by the fact they closely
mirrored what she herself had been thinking minutes earlier. Well,
except for the cleavage part! No one in the firm would have dared
to even think of such a suggestion!

“I... you... m-my understanding is that given
the short notice the firm received none of the other more senior –
.”

“Spare me, honey. I'm far too smart for that
crap, and couldn't be bothered to pretend to go along with it.”

The boot was shut, and the car started
forward, with a Mercedes containing the other four men trailing
them.

He slid aside a panel, took out a bottle of
scotch and poured himself a drink. No, he poured two, then thrust
one at her.

“Ahm, no thank – .”

“Take it.”

She gulped and obeyed. He had a deep,
rumbling voice with a sort of gravelly undertone that almost made
her feel as if it were echoing off her breast bone. But he also had
a tone which made it seem almost unnatural to refuse!

“How long you been working for those
cowards?”

“I uhm, have been employed with the firm
since passing my Legal Practice Course, which is – .”

“What you take after graduating law school.
Yeah, I know.”

Emma was startled again.

“You're not an, er, attorney, are you, Mister
Stone?”

“Christ, no. I'd have gone insane and torn
people's heads off by now if I had to put up with that sort of
shit.”

And with his arms and shoulders – and
enormous hands – Emma thought, he could probably do it!

“I do not like to bother myself with minutia,
Ms. Sanders. That's why I employ people like your firm, mincing
pansies though they are, to spare me the bother.”

“Yes, sir. And if there's anything, we can do
for you – !”

“You mean other than popping a button or
two?” he asked with a sardonic smirk.

Emma flushed and frowned warningly at him.
She wasn't really sure what the rules on sexual harassment were in
the United States, but they were quite restrictive in the U.K.!
Still, it wouldn't do to point that out to him when he was already
annoyed.

“You've arranged everything at the
hotel?”

“Of course, sir. The Royal Suite at the Savoy
will be waiting, stocked with all the goods and articles your
people requested.”

“Such as?”

“Ahm, well, I'm not personally familiar with
– .”

“Someone else took care of it? Presumably
someone more senior?”

“Well, yes.”

“Do I scare you, Sanders?”

“Certainly not, sir!”

“I seem to scare the crap out of the others
at your firm. Maybe I'm too blunt for them. But I rarely feel the
need to spare someone's feelings or put up with mistakes or
ignorance. Anyone who doesn't like my attitude is free to leave and
not do business with me. Few do, because they're greedy enough to
put up with me, much like the snobs at your law firm.”

He looked out at the streets and made a
face.

“London is coming to look more and more like
a third world shit-hole,” he said. “You people really need to get
control of your immigration.”

That was another rather stunningly
politically incorrect statement, and Emma had no idea how to
respond. Especially since she privately agreed. Still, saying so
could get you fired in this town.

“I'm sure the government does its best, sir,”
she said.

He snorted. “Their problem is pretty girls
like you aren't having babies. Instead, you're pursuing careers.
What good's a career, Sanders, without kids?”

“I... that is... eventually I... would expect
– .”

“When you've made enough money you'll
consider cutting back on your eighty-hour work week and maybe
finding a boyfriend and having a kid? Yeah, I hear that a lot from
young professional women.”

“And young professional men?” she asked,
daring to be mildly sarcastic.

“Men can't have babies. Nature has conspired
against you, Sanders. If there's going to be another generation,
you'll have to be the one who takes time off work to raise it.”

“And uhm, your wife presumably did so?”

“Wives. Four of them. Yes, with all eleven
kids.”

Emma blinked in surprise. That hadn't been
information given to her. She wasn't surprised he had several
ex-wives, but very few men could boast of eleven children in this
day and age!

“That's... a lot of kids,” she said.

“And all my ex-wives are blonde. Do you think
your firm knew that, Sanders?”

She blushed, suddenly quite certain they
did!

“I-I'm sure that they presumed I could handle
whatever you required, Mister Stone,” she said stiffly.

“Very few people can handle me, Sanders. Some
can tolerate me. Some few accept me as I am, much like the weather
– which, by the way, sucks.”

“Yes, sir. It was supposed to rain heavily
today,” she said as the rain began to come down heavily.

“Do you resent the weather, Sanders?”

“That would be pointless.”

“Right. The weather does whatever the weather
does, and you just have to deal with it and dress appropriately.
Think of me as the weather and you'll be fine.”

He turned and examined her again, and Emma
gulped, feeling a sudden strange tightness in her chest. That look
was more considered than the previous ones, and unless she missed
her guess it was the sort of look a man gave a woman he thought was
attractive... perhaps even desirable!

He liked blondes, clearly! That bastard,
Robinson had to have known that when he'd assigned her! Well if he
thought she was going to provide any 'services' for Stone that
involved any part of her body touching any part of his he was sadly
mistaken!

She didn't really think that was his
intention, however. He simply told himself that if Stone fancied
pretty blondes, then having a pretty blonde solicitor would disarm
his anger.

Still, the way Stone had looked at her gave
her the sudden sensation of a small sheep being examined by a large
wolf. It wasn't a slavering, drooling wolf, but a wolf completely
in control of itself, a wolf which wasn't particularly hungry, but
might decide to take a bite anyway if she looked tasty!

It was impossible to not imagine what it
might feel like to have a man like Stone 'bite' her! There was a
rough edge to him, the sort of edge of a man prone to violence. Yet
in his expensive suit, he looked the part of a very civilized man.
And billionaires rarely attacked people physically anyway.

Still, what would it be like to have those
enormous arms wrapped around her, and those flashing eyes right in
front of her as he pulled her in against that powerful chest!?

That was a truly alarming thought! It would
certainly not be a partnership where she had much say in what
happened, she thought. This man would be completely in control, and
she merely along for the ride!

So to speak.

Still, she also felt a sense of curiosity.
What would it be like with a man like this? So big! So powerful,
both physically and, well, emotionally. He was clearly a
take-charge man who knew what he wanted and took it! There was
something undeniably attractive about such a man, even without
regard to his looks.

Certainly, he was a handsome man, though his
looks were somewhat – forbidding. He was also much older than her,
she thought, certainly more than twice her age! Four previous
wives! What did this man know about sex? Certainly far and away
more than her own limited experience had taught! She would be as
out of her league there as she was here!

Not that she had any intention of allowing
such a thing to happen, of course. She had her reputation with the
firm to consider!

Still, the idea was... intriguing.

They reached the Savoy, and the doorman
rushed forward to open the door. Stone climbed out nimbly for a man
his size, as she scooted across the seat. He held out his hand, and
she flushed slightly as she took it, allowing him to help her
out.

He had such a big hand!

The feminist in her upbraided herself for not
saying she was perfectly capable of exiting a car on her own. But
that would have been rude, and the thought of being rude to this
man – even without regard to what that would do to her at the firm,
was more than slightly intimidating.

Old fashioned civilized manners weren't such
a bad thing, she thought grudgingly, as she followed him into the
luxurious lobby of the hotel. She glanced around admiringly. Such
opulence! She would certainly never stay at a hotel this pricey!
Why, the suite she'd reserved for him went for fourteen thousand
pounds – per night!

And he'd booked it for a week!

He'd casually put out almost twice her yearly
salary for a week's stay!

They didn't get very far before being greeted
by an obsequious concierge, who introduced Stone to the butler who
would serve him in the Royal Suite and accompanied them to the
elevator – surrounded by Stone's bodyguards.

“I realize, of course, that you've stayed in
the Royal Suite before, Mister Stone,” the concierge said,
ever-smiling, but if there's anything at all you are uncertain of
and which Jeffrey cannot deal with please don't hesitate a moment
to have someone contact me.”

Stone nodded brusquely, striding ahead while
barely acknowledging the man's existence.

They rode the elevator up and were greeted by
more people at the entrance to the Royal Suite, including a chef
who would look after Mister Stone's every culinary desire. Stone
dealt with this lot as brusquely as he had the concierge, and all
quickly faded away, to be summoned back at the push of a
button.

Emma stared around the place in awe. She'd
never been in a room or building or home so immense and so
luxuriously furnished. How did one get used to such luxury, she
wondered.

Wouldn't be a bad thing to try, she
thought.
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The original intent, she'd thought, was for
her to simply greet Stone, get him to the hotel, ensure he didn't
have any further requirements, and then return to her old job. She
was, after all, a solicitor, not a personal assistant. The problem
was he'd left his personal assistant back in New York seeing to
something involving one of his ex-wives.

And so she'd apparently been drafted. And if
Stone wanted to pay the fees charged by her firm for her services
(which were quite a bit more than they paid her!) rather than a
personal assistant, then the firm was quite content with that.

None of which sat well with Emma. For one
thing, she thought it rather degrading to be doing these sorts of
menial chores, like arranging meetings and making reservations. The
butler would be happy to do that, she was sure. For another, Stone
treated her like a servant, brusquely and even rudely.

He made demands and didn't bother to phrase
them as requests, the way some people might. She wondered if he'd
ever become acquainted with the word 'please' before! She'd heard
no 'thank yous' either. He told her what to do and expected it to
be done. And if it was then that was as the world was supposed to
unfold.

With other men, she might have said something
pert, but Stone was simply too intimidating, like a force of
nature, she thought, as he'd mentioned on their first meeting. A
storm, though, not a bright sunny day. A strong and threatening
storm.

He had many meetings and flung orders here
and there which she and the butler, and another butler brought in
to help, struggled to keep up with. He also worked long hours, and
expected her, as his 'personal assistant' to do the same.

He also 'noticed' her in a way which was a
continuing reminder that he thought she was attractive and kept her
mind flittering with the daunting thought of what any sexual or
romantic experience with such a man would be like.

“Why do you dress like that?” he asked, the
next morning when she arrived.

“Ahm, like... what, Mister Stone?”

He gestured at her with the orange juice
glass in his hand.

They were the dining room of the Royal Suite
– which seated a dozen at the long, gleaming table.

“Like a funeral home director.”

She flushed. “I'm a solicitor, Mister Stone.
The firm requires a certain conservative style of dress from its
employees.”

He snorted disdainfully. “Never understood
the logic of that sort of thing, making pretty girls pretend
they're men. Have you ever been to South America, Sanders? They let
girls dress like girls there. Legal offices, business offices, or
government offices. They wear clothes that flatter them and don't
hide their beauty.”

“I'm quite content with my suit, sir,” she
said sternly.

“Are you? With those long legs, I bet you'd
look fantastic in a short skirt.”

Emma blushed. “That would not be proper for
business here in the U.K, Mister Stone,” she said.

“You people always were the most repressed in
Europe,” he said. “Still are, for that matter. Ever been to the
south of France?”

Emma shifted her weight uncomfortably.

“Yes,” she said. “It's … lovely.”

“Bet you didn't wear that outfit. You look
like you'd fill out a bikini very nicely.”

She blushed even more. “Mister Stone,” she
said firmly. “That sort of... comment is considered extremely
inappropriate in the United Kingdom!”

He snorted in amusement and finished his
orange juice.

“In New York, too,” he said. “Fortunately for
me, I don't really have to give a damn about the rules that normal
people operate under.”

That, she thought, probably was an accurate
reflection of the facts.

“Anyway, you're Irish, aren't you?”

“I'm British, sir.”

He gave her a look.

“From Northern Ireland, yes.”

“Catholic?”

“No. Does it matter?”

“Catholic girls have that guilt thing going
for them. It's nice to break them of it.”

“I assure you I've done nothing I feel guilty
about,” she said stiffly.

“More's the pity.”

She frowned and decided to change the
subject.

“You have a meeting with Sir Michael Jones in
your study at nine, and then with Albert Epstein at Ten. You're
having lunch at the Dorchester with Paul Abrams at Eleven-Thirty,
and the Rolls will be waiting at Eleven.”

He nodded and glanced out the window.

“Do you think much about history,
Sanders?”

“Sir?”

He gestured at the Thames.

“You ever think of the kind of ships which
came up that river over the years, over the centuries? You could be
standing on this spot and watch everything from battleships from
World War Two to hundred-gun ships of the line during the
Napoleonic wars to Roman quinquerems a thousand years earlier. This
is a river that time flows down.”

Emma stared at him and stared out the window,
and felt a sense of what he meant.

“It's quite a historic river. London was
called Londinium, two thousand years ago.”

“Yes, I know. Would have been interesting to
have lived in those times.”

“Perhaps for you,” she said.

He let out a bark of laughter. “I think I
would have made out all right. I suppose you'd be the property of
some savage tribesman, or perhaps a slave girl for the Romans,” he
said.

“I'm afraid so.”

“You might find it an improvement,” he
said.

She raised her eyebrows.

“I know what it takes to become a lawyer,
Sanders. Ten hour days hunched over a desk going over arcane
legalisms for minor cases, with everything you do filled with
tension and stress in case you make a mistake and piss off one of
the senior partners.”

“Better than being flogged,” she said
tartly.

He turned those dark eyes on her, and she
swallowed, feeling her chest tighten.

“I don't know that a careful flogging here
and there might not improve the quality of service and obedience,”
he said in amusement. “Didn't you Brits invent the term 'spare the
rod, spoil the child'?

“An archaic belief,” she said. “Not presently
employed. Much,” she added grudgingly. “Children do not require
corporal punishment to learn proper behavior.”

“And adults?” he asked, clearly, she thought,
teasing her. “I'm fond of those nineteen fifties movies where women
who acted up got put across a man's knee for a few swats to her
behind.”

“Male fantasies,” she sniffed, face
coloring.

“And what are fantasies but what we wish were
real?” he asked.

Emma swallowed, feeling her pulse rate pick
up.

She went into the study, and she went to a
small office where she could make phone calls on some of the other
things he wanted done. But it was hard not to keep thinking about
what he'd said, and wonder just how much of his 'fantasies' a
powerful, wealthy man like Stone had brought to life!

Flogging people!? Well, probably not. But
hauling a woman across his lap to spank her? She could believe
that! He was such a sexist, after all!

Unbidden came the image of herself across his
lap – naked! She felt her face heat, but also felt a dark thrum of
energy running down her abdomen and between her legs.

Her sex life had been, to put it mildly,
ordinary. You didn't get into a good law school without studying
hard, and you didn't get good marks at law school, which were
absolutely necessary to be picked up at a top firm, without
studying even harder. And as Stone had pointed out, once hired ten
hour work days were the norm.

Sex was not something she'd had much
experience with, of late. For that matter, beyond her initial
experimentation and a few refresher courses, she'd had very little
experience. Certainly, she'd never been involved in the kind of
thing Stone was hinting at!

She'd certainly not have let some boy spank
her! After all, relationships were meant to be an equal sharing, a
partnership. Though clearly, that would not be the case with a man
like Stone. Especially not with a... inexperienced and
unsophisticated girl like her.

In fact, the idea of being hauled across his
lap for a bare bottom spanking, as utterly outrageous as it was,
began to make her feel warm down low, and she felt an unfamiliar
sense of pressure in her breasts. Of course, the very idea was
absolutely absurd and degrading. But then, so was a favorite
fantasy she'd had for a while, about being taken captive by a
muscled barbarian with sword and horse and... used
ruthlessly.

Neither would happen, of course, but as a
dark fantasy... they certainly contained a sense of erotic
excitement.

*

It was a tiring day, with many meetings in
and outside the hotel. Emma had time on her hands to wander around
the suite taking pictures as souvenirs and enjoying the view – and
daydreaming a little about living in wealth and splendor.

At other times she was run ragged with him
spitting out a variety of orders for her to scribble down and
attend to. It was almost eight before she began to think seriously
about leaving, and then she got a call from the office of a cabinet
minister asking for a meeting the next day. That would require
rescheduling others, and she'd have to check with him first.

Only he wasn't there.

“Mister Stone has gone to the Beauty and
Fitness area, Ms. Sanders.”

“Uh...?”

“He expressed a desire for some exercise in
the pool.”

“Oh. Okay.”

She took the elevator downstairs and found
the Beauty and Fitness area above the theater and the pool entrance
blocked with a 'reserved' sign. Well, of course, Stone would hardly
want to swim with the common riff-raff who were the other guests of
the Savoy, she thought sardonically.

She went in and heard the sound of churning
waters even before pushing through a second set of doors. The pool
at the Savoy was large, but not large on the scale the wealthy
would admire. Room was at a premium in central London, however, so
there were limits. The hotel had made up for it by adding powerful
water jets.

She saw Stone there in the middle, swimming
strongly, but getting nowhere against the current being driven
against him. She waited for a long minute, wondering if she should
yell out to get his attention, weighing the possibility of annoying
him against the fact she needed to make some quick calls depending
on his decision.

“Mister Stone! Excuse me!” she called.

She had to call out several times to get his
attention. Finally he halted, looking up at her as he let the
strong current push him backward. He turned and went with the
current, and she hurried around, feeling a sense of anxiety in case
she'd guessed wrong.

He climbed out of the pool and her mind took
on an entirely different thought process. For Mister Stone was
indeed a powerfully built man! And there was more muscular bare
male flesh standing before her with water trickling down it than
she'd ever experienced in her life!

He wore a black boxer style swimsuit, but it
was somewhat more old-fashioned than modern male swimsuits which
dropped to well below the knees. His came down only a little below
his groin. It wasn't at all improper, but Emma suddenly realized
how the longer swimsuits tended to make men seem like... boys.

There was no mistaking Stone for a boy! His
broad shoulders and powerful chest were right in front of her, with
a light dusting of hair across the latter, and running down in a
thin line along his abdomen to disappear into his swimsuit!

His chest was muscled, though not as much as
a bodybuilder, and his arms and legs were also thick and tanned,
and powerful looking. All of it took her by surprise, startling
her, and she lost her train of thought as she stared at him before
blushing hotly and jerking her eyes upward to meet his ironic
gaze.

“Ahm, uhm, M-Mister Stone, I um – .”

“Care for a swim, Sanders?” he asked with a
smile. “They have spare suits here. I'm sure you could use some
after a long day of standing and sitting around.”

“Ahm, n-no thank you, Sir,” she gulped. “I
mean, uh – .”

Don't drop your eyes! Don't drop your
eyes! Don't drop your eyes! She told herself desperately as she
tried to keep her eyes on his.

“I uhm, was contacted by the office of Mister
Sheffield, the Secretary of State for Trade and Development asking
for an appointment tomorrow morning. He said it was urgent, but I
would need to reschedule – .”

“Tell him no,” Stone said.

Emma was startled.

Stone walked past her, and her eyes were
drawn down his back – a very broad and powerful back to his
swimsuit, which fit snug across his buttocks. She averted her eyes,
but they darted back as he went to a stool and picked up a
towel.

“Ahm, his uhm, office was quite insistent
that he needed a meeting immediately,” she said, pursuing him.

“Tough. I have a staff to deal with
politicians. If I do it myself I have to bathe more frequently,” he
said, vigorously toweling off his hair and then his upper body.

“Shall I tell him to contact your office in
New York?”

“I have one in London. They know the number.
They're trying to get me to overrule the office, which I have no
intention of doing. If he wants me to invest in a project here he
needs to give us more control. He knows that too. And I loathe
begging.”

He threw the towel down and turned to her,
his eyes flicking briefly.

“At least, from men. Begging women are an
entirely different topic.”

Emma wasn't quite sure what he meant by that
but felt her face heating anyway.

“Especially if they're in bikinis, kneeling
before me. Won't reconsider?”

“I... I think not!” she gulped, her pulse
racing.

He smiled slightly. “Okay,” and turned
away.

“And I have never found it necessary to beg
any man for anything!” she said.

He turned back, that same smile on his
face.

“That's because the men you've known, honey,
did not have something you wanted badly enough to beg for.”

“I can't imagine what that might be!” she
said firmly, her cheeks pink.

“No?”

Suddenly he reached out and gripped her upper
arms with those huge hands, and then simply lifted her effortlessly
into the air so that they were face to face without her having to
cock her head back.

“Are you sure?” he asked softly.

He set her down – gently – before she could
unfreeze her brain enough to protest, then turned away again.

“Mister Stone!” she exclaimed.

“I'll be in the sauna – naked – if you want
to follow,” he said over his shoulder.

She looked at him, outraged, then turned and
strode out of the pool area.

Of all the nerve! The man was so rude and
arrogant and... and full of himself!

Beg him!? Ha! Men would beg her!? And had!
Well... younger ones. Well, they had whined anyway. As if she would
beg a man for anything! Especially on her knees!

He really was outrageous! She should complain
to the firm about sexual harassment! But she knew very well the
firm would not look kindly on her if she were to do so. She would
just have to put up with him, the big... ape, for another several
day!

She called the minister's office back and
apologized but said Mister Stone was far too busy and that they
should contact the London office. They were not happy about it.

Then she went home, fuming, at least at
first, then merely resentful, before that faded to indignation.

What did not fade were her memories of Mister
Stone practically naked, and all that muscled flesh with water
trickling slowly down it.

It was not hard, that evening, to imagine
Stone as the barbarian tribesman taking her and using her like an
animal. She lay on her back under the sheets, legs spread, and did
so. Her fingers stroked along the line of her sex, and then,
uncharacteristically, plunged into her soft, tight, moist depths as
she closed her eyes and imagined him spanking her, and then taking
her!
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Working with Stone was like riding the
whirlwind. She never quite knew where she stood and was often
stressed, anxious and uncertain. His rudeness and refusal to follow
business norms in how men ought to speak to women were only a part
of that stress. Stone, she had come to learn, didn't speak to
anyone respectfully, and said pretty much just what he felt
like saying. Why then would she expect herself to be any
different?

That she had these persistent sexual
fantasies about him was an untidy and uncomfortable aspect of her
feelings of annoyance and irritation. And Stone had made it quite
clear he considered her to be an attractive woman.

That didn't surprise Emma since she was well
aware of how attractive she was. That he didn't hide it, was,
however, a relatively new experience, at least at work. But the
next morning she was rushed (Stone himself never appeared to be
rushed or give any sense of urgency) and forgot to notify him of a
change in schedule.

He was not reserved in his response.

“I'm aware, Sanders, that you consider
yourself too good for running around and being my gopher,” he
growled, his eyes flinty.

“No, sir...!”

“But if a trainee solicitor isn't even
capable of doing the work of an administrative assistant without
screwing it up then maybe you should reconsider your career
prospects.”

“I'm sorry si – !”

“Now call them back, change the time to
Eleven, and rearrange the car.”

'Yes, Si – !”

“Get!”

And with that, he slapped her bottom
stingingly, turned, and headed back into the den he'd been using
for interviews. The slap made her yelp as the sharp pain bit into
her, but her cry was as much of astonishment as pain, and she
leaped forward instinctively, her body fleeing the source of that
pain even as the source retreated into the other room.

Then she turned, open-mouthed, filled with
outrage, only to see the door closing before her. She could hardly
believe he had dared to strike her! Filled with righteous
indignation, she resolved to confront him immediately. But she
could already hear him through the door yelling at someone on the
phone.

Was it her firm, she wondered anxiously,
about her?!

Because she hadn't the slightest doubt her
firm would choose to side with him over here if there was a
dispute. She glared at the door and headed back to the area she had
adopted to make phone calls from, rubbing her bottom.

How dare he!?

Of course, the answer was he dared because he
was Jason Stone. He could do pretty much whatever he liked. He was
a man who told cabinet ministers to go to hell. And what was she
but a glorified gopher?

At the same time, she had come to realize
over the past few days that Stone did almost nothing without
considering it first. He might look like a brawler you wouldn't
want to meet in a dark alley, but she didn't think he ever actually
lost his temper. He used his appearance, his voice, and his power
to behave in a way which intimidated those he dealt with, but in a
carefully considered manner.

Which meant his slap on her bottom was not
him losing his temper. He'd hinted earlier about spanking her,
hadn't he? He was a kinky bastard who wanted to... to do
her! And the slap was probably partly a punishment for her error,
but also an experiment to see how she would react.

If she reacted firmly, then he would draw
back his horns, so to speak. There were plenty of women in the
world, and any number of them would be delighted to get kinky with
a man like Jason Stone.

So would you, a voice said in the back
of her head.

She shrugged it off irritably. She could not
possibly get involved with a man who was a client!

And besides, the thought was too scary to
seriously contemplate!

She would react firmly the next time she
spoke to him, and he would back off. That was the appropriate thing
to do.

But she felt a hot little fluttering in her
lower belly at the thought that he was really and truly interested
in bringing to life her dark fantasies! Even without knowing what
they were!

She made the proper phone calls, was very
apologetic, and rearranged things, then, her chest tight, went back
to the den he was using as an office. She licked her lips
nervously, then knocked as firmly as she could.

“Come.”

She braced herself and then opened one of the
double doors.

“I've rearranged the schedule as you ordered,
sir,” she said.

He nodded brusquely, and she started to ease
back, then halted.

I have to say something!

She eased back in.

“Mister Stone,” she said, as firmly as she
could. “I should like you to know that your behavior earlier was
unacceptable.”

He looked up at her in something like
amusement. “It was, was it?”

“It was. I am a solicitor and a...”

He got up and walked around the desk until he
loomed over her.

She gulped and felt her heart beating
faster.

“Should I explain to you again about the
great esteem in which I hold lawyers?” he demanded.

Don't be intimidated, she told
herself. He's looming on purpose!

“I-I... that is... your respect for the legal
profession is irrelevant. Your respect for me as an individual is
the topic at hand!”

“You, as a person, are a gorgeous little
blonde girl sent to me by your firm specifically because you're a
gorgeous little blonde girl. I respect your looks and that cute
Irish accent. I also respect that you've done a reasonable job.
But...,” he said, leaning in. “When you fuck up, you deserve what
you get.”

“Physical attacks on...”

“Honey, if I was to physically attack you,
you wouldn't survive it. That was a gentle reminder not to fuck up
again. And the pain is a hell of a lot less than a complaint to
your boss would bring you, and over much faster.”

She glowered sternly, or tried to, even
though she felt he was probably correct, in a way.

“And that slap did not have a sexual
connotation!?” she demanded.

“If by that you mean I think you have a nice
Irish butt and wouldn't mind getting my hands on it... maybe. But
it's also a recognition that you're literally young enough to be my
kid, and that I'm a believer in that spare-the-rod stuff you claim
is outmoded.”

“I am not a child!”

“Certainly not with those breasts.”

Her face was already flushed. She felt it
redden further, and opened her mouth indignantly.

“Or those lips,” he said. “Or that hair.”

Emma felt flustered.

“I'm... you can't... I mean...”

She was standing in the doorway. Suddenly, he
gripped her by the front of her shirt, jerked her forward, and in
one motion pressed her back against the door frame and kissed
her.

Hard!

A wild rush of emotions flowed through Emma's
mind as she pressed her hands instinctively against his chest.
Fear, anxiety, alarm, outrage, and indignation were certainly among
them. The realization, impossible to ignore, that Stone was a very,
very good kisser, spilled into her at the same time.

Then came a strange sense of some large,
impending, and terribly important... event. That brought a rush of
anticipation, confusion, and a rising sense of something dark and
hungry inside herself. Indignation kept jolting through her
spinning thoughts like lighting in the night, but the dark hunger
rose with shocking speed.

Only to be countered by more anxiety. What
would he think of her?! He would think her some kind of slut! What
if the firm found out!?

As her mind overflowed with thoughts and
emotions his lips continued to press against hers, sliding slowly,
his tongue dipping and stroking, his mouth seeming to become more
and more demanding as one of his hands slid up her behind her and
then, startling her, gripped a thick mass of blonde hair.

She cried out as he jerked her head back
suddenly, and the hands she had been futilely pressing against his
chest, shot up and back to grab his thick wrist. He simply caught
them in both hands and then pinned them together behind her neck in
his left.

“Do you know what I do to women, Sanders?” he
asked in a low growl.

Heart pounding, she gaped up at him.

“I make them scream,” he said, his voice even
softer.

Emma's heart was beating like a drum as she
stared into those hot, flinty eyes!

Then his other hand reached down and gripped
the edge of her blazer. It wasn't buttoned, and he gently pulled it
aside and glanced down.

“Your nipples, Miss Sanders, appear to be
standing at attention,” he said softly.

Emma's face flushed even more deeply. Her
mouth opened and closed as she gulped in air, but she had no idea
how to respond! It was difficult to even formulate an idea about
what to say!

“Ten-hour days with your nose buried in a law
book make for a boring life for a beautiful young woman,” he
said.

“I-I... I... you...”

“But you'll have a much more interesting life
later, right? Maybe when you're a partner? When you're forty or
so?”

Suddenly, Emma realized her blouse was
parting, that, with her head cocked back, and her eyes fixed on
his, she hadn't been even able to see what his right hand was
doing, and it had been nimbly unbuttoning the front of her
blouse!

She felt an incredible jolt of emotion at
that, but it was a scattered and conflicting emotion.

“Purple? But lace,” he said as he examined
her bra.

Emma's face burned, and then she cried out as
she felt his thumb and forefinger pressing against her nipple
through the thin cup of her bra! They lightly rubbed and plucked it
for a second, then he abruptly jerked the bra down to bare her
breast!

“Oh! Please!” she cried, the words torn from
her.

“Please? Please what?” he asked calmly.

She gasped as she felt him cupping her left
breast.

“Gorgeous,” he thought. “You have gorgeous
breasts, Sanders. And I think I'm in love with your nipples.”

This was... was... outrageous! It was
impossible! It was beyond belief! It was shocking and offensive
and... practically criminal! Such thoughts ran through Emma's head
even as wild emotions whipped through her at the feel of his big
hand gently cupping and kneading her breast!

“A woman like you was not built to dress in
men's clothes and press your face into books, Sanders,” he said in
something like disdain. “A woman like you was meant to naked on the
deck of a yacht floating through the Mediterranean.”

His hand abandoned her breast, and he kissed
her again, hard!

Emma moaned into his mouth, her mind trying
to spin a decision free. She needed to stop him! And the only way
to do that was to clearly tell him to stop! So why wasn't she doing
that!?

“Oh! Oh, please!” she gasped, suddenly
realizing his nimble fingers had now dropped to her pants, undone
the clasp, and now the zipper.

“Please what, beautiful?” he growled, jerking
back on her hair.

She gasped again as his big hand plunged down
into her open trousers, down into her panties. She felt an enormous
rush of sensation and emotion as his fingers found her sex.

Despite her thoughts of him as a barbarian,
he was clearly more sophisticated than that. His fingers did not
grope her the way, so many of her dates had. They stroked gently,
explored carefully, then eased the lips of her sex apart before
finding her clitoris.

He kissed her again, and she trembled against
him, moaning into his mouth as his fingers rubbed her with a skill
she recognized despite having never experienced it from a man
before. A rush of sensation poured up through her body as his mouth
seemed to... to feed at hers!

It was overwhelming, and she moaned weakly,
feeling as if she was losing herself. She tried to regain control
of her thoughts, to arrive at some certainty about what to do, but
events seemed to be running much faster ahead than her mind was
capable of functioning just then.

Her trousers slid to her ankles, and she
cried out as he jerked back on her hair again, pulling his mouth
off hers and shifting to the nape of her neck. She gulped in air as
he kissed his way up under her earlobe, then chewed lightly on it,
sucking.

He drew back and released her wrists and hair
even as his hand came out of her panties. In the same motion, he
gripped the front of her blazer and blouse and yanked them open,
shoving them back over her shoulders and down.

“Oh! Wait! Stop!”

He spun her around, undid her bra, spun her
back, and tore it off.

“M-Mister... Mister Stone!” she squealed.

She slapped his face, and he halted, dark
eyes upon her as she crossed her arms over her bare breasts.

“Are you ready to let a little life into your
life, Sanders?” he demanded. “Or do you want to go back to
sleepwalking.”

“I-I... I'm not... sleepwalking!” she
gulped.

“Really? When you're sixty, what exciting
things are you going to look back on from your wild youth?”

She flushed and glared at him anxiously.

“Like I thought.”

She looked around uncertainly.

“Show me your breasts.”

Such an outrageous demand!

She stared up at him.

“Show me your breasts,” he growled.

Trembling, she drew her arms slowly away.

“Bring your hands behind your neck.”

Emma didn't understand. Why would – .”

“Now!”

Pulse racing, she obeyed.

“Head back. Chest out!”

Confusion and heat swirled and churned inside
her as she instinctively obeyed, heart, pounding like a drum.

“Gorgeous. Absolutely fucking gorgeous,” he
said.

Despite herself, she felt a rush of
pleasure.

“Do you know what discipline is,
Sanders?”

She stared at him in confusion.

“Do you?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Do. Not. Move.”

She stared at him still, wildly confused, her
mind in turmoil.

“Did you understand me?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes!”

His big hand gently caressed her right
breast, his fingers rolling and flicking her hard nipple, then it
slid up. It stroked the side of her neck, then completely enveloped
her throat! She stared into those hot eyes as his fingers tightened
to the point she couldn't breathe. Her eyes felt as if they were
bulging.

She remained still, though trembling.

His hand loosened, then drew back. Two
fingers traced her lower lip, then pushed gently inside.

“Lick,” he almost whispered.

This is insane! she thought
dazedly.

She licked his fingers as they pushed
deeper.

“Close your lips. Suck.”

Moaning, she obeyed, sucking and licking at
his fingers as he pumped them slowly in and out. They slid out and
then pushed into the front of her panties.

Emma gasped as they seemed to unerringly find
her clitoris, rubbing her as he bent and took the middle of her
left breast into his mouth.

I must be insane to just be standing
here! she thought wildly.

His lips sucked gently and rhythmically, his
teeth pulling in against her flesh, almost but not quite to the
point of pain. His tongue circled her nipple, then stroked across
it.

She whimpered at a rush of wild sensation as
his moist fingers rubbed her clitoris. Her hips began to spasm,
jerking out against him as the rush of sensation became a
flood.

He pulled his mouth off her breast, then his
left hand encircled her throat again. His right suddenly pulled
away from her clitoris, gripped her panties, and tore them from her
body.

“Oh!” she cried, her hips jerking helplessly
forward until the thin strings tore free.

She kept her hands behind her neck.

He drew back.

“Turn around.”

Dazed, gulping in air, she awkwardly
obeyed.

“Bring your hands down behind your back,
wrists crossed.”

Emma felt another wild rush of emotion, of
astonished heat, of anxiety, and of a strange thrilling sense of
looming wonder.

She obeyed, and felt something being
carefully wrapped around her wrists.

He's tying me up! He's tying my hands
together!

Using, she realized, her own silk scarf.

He turned her around and examined her flushed
face, neck and chest. Then he bent and simply lifted her up to drop
her belly-down across his left shoulder.

Emma gasped as she stared wildly around,
upside down, while he turned and walked from the room. She felt him
tugging her trousers off her ankles and then taking her shoes with
them.

I'm completely bloody naked! she
thought in stunned amazement.

He carried her through the opulently
furnished apartment to the master bedroom with its big, four-poster
canopy bed. She only saw it, however, when he turned his back to it
and sat on the thickly padded bench at its foot.

As he sat, he flung her upper body up and
back and down until he was carrying her in his arms like a child.
He sat down, bringing her down sitting across his lap, and gripped
her hair, jerking it back.

“Back arched. Spread your legs.”

“Oh! Please!”

“Obey.”

She gasped at the word, for it seemed so
dark, and implied a strange, thrilling sense of... menace!

His hand caressed her sex as he held her head
back, then a finger – a very thick finger, pushed into her body,
sliding deep into the hot, moist folds of her sex!

“You were built for sex, Sanders. And I
suspect you haven't been getting much of it.”

A second finger pushed into her. So thick
were they that she ached despite how hot and moist she felt inside,
feeling stretched as they curved up and in to rub against the front
wall of her sex. She felt his thumb pressing in against her
clitoris, then, rubbing from side to side, then stroking upward in
quick little motions, then circling and rubbing from side to side
again.

She felt...lost, felt as if she were seeping
away somehow as she stared up at the chandelier on the ceiling and
felt his lips on her breast, felt him sucking on her swollen
nipple, and heat and pleasure rippled through her like sheet
lightning.

Her muscles began to spasm. Heat flooded her
body – and her mind; a liquid heat that threatened to drown
her.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped as his fingers
thrust into her.

Her hips were grinding and rolling upward as
the sensation grew more intense, as the pleasure rose to
intoxicating levels. Her resolve melted away with her inhibitions.
All higher order functions of her mind shut down as the storm of
pleasure swept through her.

She gasped and moaned and whimpered, lost in
the storm, but reveling in the intensity of the pleasure. His big
fingers were stretching her even more. Had he pushed another into
her? She didn't care. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered but this
incredible heat and pleasure!

And then it coalesced and exploded. She cried
out in wonder, in shock, her back arching violently, her hips
bucking uncontrollably against his fingers as the orgasm took her.
It was like no orgasm she'd ever had, and she gloried in it.

She wasn't sure she could actually
survive it – but didn't really care.
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The orgasm stunned her – literally. In its
aftermath she was slack-jawed, her eyes glazed, her muscles
exhausted from spasming.

He lifted her up, turned and threw her onto
the bed.

She gasped and moaned dazedly, then gasped
again as he seized her ankle, yanking her back.

Crack! His big hand slapped stingingly
against her bottom, and she yelped. Then he gripped her hips and
yanked them upward.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom a second
time.

“Oh! Please!”

“Spread your legs, beautiful,” he
growled.

Panting, moaning, she obeyed.

His hands gripped her ribs, and even as she
felt his hips against her bottoms, he jerked her chest in tighter
against her thighs before drawing back.

He moved back and sat in a stuffed chair
which faced the bed, about six feet behind her.

“Eventually, I will tie you to the four
corners of the bed and then spend some time exploring your body,”
he said. “I don't think it will take long to figure out where your
buttons are, what to do and how to touch you to melt you like
butter.”

Emma's mind was starting to clear, though it
still seemed to echo with the tremendous force of that shocking
orgasm. She stared along the bed which her chin was pressed
against, her eyes blinking. She realized he wasn't standing behind
her, and hesitantly began to shift her head, just enough to catch a
brief glimpse of him.

“Head forward!” he snapped.

Gasping, she obeyed, then a moment later
wondered why.

Her head cleared further, and she became
aware of just how... obscenely displayed she was to him in this
degrading position. The muscles in her arms kept spasming as her
arms instinctively jerked and pulled against the scarf tying her
wrists together.

This is...not right, not... not proper,
not... acceptable! I'm a solicitor! she thought wildly.

“First, I'm going to fuck your brains out,”
he continued. “And I wanted it to be in this position to drive home
to you, both consciously and subconsciously, who is in charge here.
I am going to enjoy using your beautiful body, and you are going to
enjoy being used.”

“I... please I – .”

“Don't talk or I'll gag you.”

Gag? Gag!? she thought
wonderingly.

The idea was... outrageous again, but brought
with it another strange sense of thrilled heat.

“I doubt you've ever been used the way a
woman like you needs to be used. I doubt someone has thrown you on
a bed, torn your panties off and ridden you like a bitch in heat
before.”

This was outrageous and unbelievable!

“If I find you satisfactory, I'll take you
with me when I leave London. Finding enjoyable young women with
your looks takes time which I can't spare and don't want to. Having
you readily available to me makes a lot of sense.”

What was he... talking about? Take her with
him? Take her where!?

“But my fucking your brains out and enjoying
your body does not constitute a romantic relationship. I prefer to
thinking of it as having a sex slave – a willing and responsive sex
slave.”

He must be crazy, she thought. A sex slave?
Her? A sex slave!?

And yet, she was tied up naked and kneeling
before him, with her legs spread and her sex perfectly displayed to
him!

She felt the urgent need to say something, to
make some kind of indignant denial, to castigate him for his
outrageous sexism and his assumptions and his arrogance!

“In fact, I think gagging you would serve a
useful purpose in reminding you who is in charge, and who is the
obedient little slave girl,” he continued.

She could hear him moving around as he spoke.
Then the weight of his knee was on the bed next to her. He gathered
in her hair and then pulled, raising her head up and back.

“Oh! Wh-what are... wait!”

He pressed a sort of... ball against her
mouth! It pushed firmly against her lips, pressing them back
against her teeth, and her mouth opened almost automatically,
especially when he pulled on her hair. Then the ball slipped into
her mouth. Not entirely, though. It was too big. Her teeth and lips
closed against it as he released her hair and drew a slim strap
back along her cheeks, then behind her head.

Emma was gripped by a sense of astonished
wonder. Surely this couldn't be happening!?

She gasped as she felt his fingers tracing
the line of her sex, then felt them pressing harder. What felt like
a very thick finger pushed into her, and she cringed at how wet she
felt even to herself! It went several inches deep, then pressed
down as more fingers rubbed her clitoris, pressing up.

“Think of the parties you should have
attended, Sanders, the fun you should have had, the passion you
ought to have felt. Instead, you've had your nose buried in books,”
he said in contempt.

The finger inside her – which had to be a
thumb, she realized, was stroking and rubbing against the front
wall of her sex as his fingers did astonishing things from the
outside! She felt sharp, powerful bursts of sensation sweeping up
through her lower body, causing her to gasp and moan, and her hips
to jerk and roll helplessly.

“I see you in a fine emerald choker and a
gown with a slit skirt and plunging neckline walking into a
ballroom,” he said, his other hand caressing her buttocks. “And all
the men turning to watch because they want you.”

His thumb was stroking from side to side now,
in the opposite direction as the rest of his fingers, and the
sensations swept through her again and again. She moaned in hapless
surrender to the intoxicating rush of pleasure and heat engulfing
her body, her hips starting to roll back against him.

His fingers withdrew and then something quite
thick and warm pressed against the mouth of her sex. She felt the
pressure intensifying into a dull ache. The ache sharpened as it
intensified, and she moaned as she felt herself being stretched
wide. Her breathing became more ragged and she shifted on the bed,
only to have a firm, powerful hand come down on the back of her
neck.

Then it was pushing into her, and she felt a
sense of astonishment at its girth. At the same time, the deeper it
was forced into her body the more thrilling the dark heat
became.

Oh my God, she thought. He's so
big! Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!

The pressure of his cock pushing into her
ached, but such was the heat that excitement easily pushed aside
the pain. He started to pump in and out, in and out, his hands on
her hips, and her mind rolled and churned through emotions and
sensations even as he thrust deeper and deeper.

So big, she thought dazedly. Oh my
God, it's so deep!

The head seemed to be punching against the
back wall of her sex, again and again, and she gasped and grunted
and moaned at every deep stroke. His hands slid off her hips,
gripping her arms, then her joined wrists, jerking up to raise her
upper torso off the bed. Then a hand gripped her hair and yanked
that up and back, and she cried out into the gag.

“You were born for this, Sanders,” he growled
from behind her. “Every beautiful blonde was made to be taken like
the hot little sex toy she is.”

Emma's pain increased as the head of his cock
struck harder against the back wall of her sex. And then, as if
somehow he had forced that wall back, his hips were striking her
buttocks. This produced a sharp little ache deep inside, but it was
as nothing compared to the wild thrill of feeling such an enormous
cock filling her to the brim!

And to the strange, wild thrill of being...
used, of being ridden, of being taken, just like in her fantasies!
She was helpless before him, overpowered, overwhelmed, and a sense
of almost relieved surrender filled her.

She was helpless. There was no point in
fighting, in resisting. She couldn't even complain! He would do as
he chose with her. She was... conquered, beaten down! For some
reason that was an enthralling idea, and she felt passion rising
furiously within her.

Her scalp ached as he forced her head up and
back, and her breasts wobbled below her as he held her torso off
the bed. And meanwhile, his hips were striking her buttocks hard
and fast, causing her entire body to shudder with every thrust.

A strange, passionate fever was settling upon
her, and her eyes slitted as she cried out again and again,
reveling in the delicious crackling firestorm of heat, heart
beating like a trip-hammer until, with a breathless cry that
expelled all the air in her lungs, she came for a second time.

Rapture!

She had never felt so utterly engulfed by
pleasure so intense it could only be described as ecstasy. She felt
it flooding her mind and body and gave herself to it, surrendering
again, uncaring about anything else as she embraced the wonder and
joy filling her.

She grunted dazedly as he abandoned both hair
and arms, letting her face and upper torso hit the mattress. He
seized her hips again, hammering himself into her even more
powerfully, her body trembling violently as she gasped for
breath.

Then, incredibly, just as the orgasm faded,
it screamed upward again, and she felt herself screaming, heard
herself screaming, crying out in desperate pleasure as her body was
used with savage hunger by the man behind, the man who had
conquered her!

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she
gurgled and gasped, gulping in air as his hips continued to pummel
her buttocks, as his thick cock continued to spear deep into her
burning, spasming body.

She was breathless to the point of being
light-headed by the time it stopped, and felt... strange, simply
because her body was no longer shuddering and shaking to the impact
of his hips. He slid out of her, leaving her alone, groaning and
gasping around the ball filling her mouth.

“Lovely,” he said.

She groaned, eyes closed, uncaring, barely
thinking, both physically and emotionally exhausted.

She felt his hand on her right leg just above
where her knee pressed into the mattress but ignored it, even as he
slid something around her there and tightened it. She began to stir
wonderingly as he did the same to her other leg, just above the
knee.

Raising her head, given the position of her
body, was difficult. Instead, she tried to turn it and look behind
her. She saw what looked like a leather strap attached to the post,
and now around her leg, and stared stupidly. She couldn't move
either leg, she realized.

And then he had left the room, leaving her
like that!

She got her breathing under control, and her
mind came down from the heady and breathless levels of wonder it
had reached. She jerked her wrists against the scarf to no avail,
then began to feel a sense of indignation, embarrassment, and
shame.

What had she done!? What had she allowed him
to do!? Had she gone out of her mind!? How could he look her in the
face now and respect her? How could she look herself in the face!?
Her self-image of a calm, organized, intelligent young professional
was shattered.

He had turned her into nothing more than a
slut, a receptacle for his cock!

And she still was, with her arse in the air
and her legs spread! God! She twisted and jerked, but there was
little she could do!

He returned, and heat flooded her face.

“I've contacted your firm,” Stone said.
“They've agreed to lend you to me for a while as my personal
assistant. You'll return to New York with me where I will see to
your sadly neglected education as to what a beautiful blonde girl
like you ought to be doing with her life.”

He sat down on the bed in front of her, and
his fingers combed her hair back from her face.

“I'll double your salary, of course,” he said
dismissively, as if the money was nothing to him.

Which it was, she thought, but not to her.
Double? Double her salary!?

“You'll stay with me. I have a little
apartment on Fifth Avenue that currently has an opening for a
beautiful and obedient blonde.”

Obedient? she thought indignantly.
I'll show him obedient!

She pulled angrily against the straps and
scarf and then gasped in pain as he tightened his grip in her hair
and jerked it up and back.

“Are you not obedient when one of the
partners of your firm gives you an order?” he asked calmly. “Is
that not required of young would-be solicitors? Obedience is not
something to run from. Sanders. It means you have a sense of
discipline.”

He was right, of course, but still – Emma
felt herself swimming in confusion. This entire situation was
outrageous and unbelievable. But what was she to do? Had she really
been 'loaned' to him by her firm?! She couldn't do anything about
that. So she really would have to travel to New York with him!

That was both an incredibly daunting and
exciting prospect. What would he want her to do, though, she
thought anxiously. Was she to be his sex toy, as he'd called her!?
How could she possibly agree to that and still have any
self-respect!?

He dropped her head and moved behind her, and
then a moment later she felt something pushing against her back
opening! Her eyes opened, and she tried to twist free as it pushed
harder. It was not him. He wasn't hard again. It felt cool and
slick and artificial. And it got wider the further it pushed, until
her sphincter was being stretched wide!

Then it seemed to abruptly end, and she felt
it sucked into her body – though not all of it!

“You have a gorgeous ass,” he said, slapping
it stingingly. “I intend to make use of it.”

Emma felt another surge of outrage and
indignation. He did, did he!? Who did he think he was anyway!?

She twisted her head and shoulder around
enough to glare at him, and saw that he'd pushed the bench at the
foot of the bed away, and now was drawing it back. He sat down, and
then his hand slapped sharply against her bottom!

“Face forward,” he barked.

Emma yelped in pain, and immediately
obeyed!

Then she felt what could only be his tongue
against her! She gasped, eyes widening, as his big hands gripped
her buttocks, kneading and squeezing them, and his tongue began to
tease her clitoris.

Wasn't he finished!? He'd already taken her!
Like... like an animal! And she'd had three tremendous orgasms! Why
was he still at it!? Was he some sort of sex maniac!?

She could well believe that!

His hands slid lower, his big thumbs
spreading the lips of her sex. His tongue teased and taunted her,
flicking and stroking, lapping up and then flicking down. It
circled her clitoris and then began to sweep rapidly from side to
side.

Emma's experience being on the receiving end
of oral sex were not plentiful. The sensation was unlike anything
else she'd ever experienced, and it rapidly became clear that Stone
was no impatient amateur eager to do his 'duty' and move on.

The sensations began to grow and flood
through her body. Heat pulsed through her body, and she felt a
sense of shock at how rapidly she was again becoming aroused. She
moaned helplessly as his tongue swept across her clitoris and his
lips sucked rhythmically.

Then his big fingers pushed into her and
pumped in and out, and the heat became a firestorm she could not
resist. Her hips bucked frantically backward as a feverish sense of
passion and need came over her mind. She twisted and writhed and
cried out as her mind was swamped with dark desire and passion.

And then he stopped, when she was so near an
orgasm! She cried out in dismay, desperately wriggling her hips,
wanting to go that extra bit higher.

Instead, he was unstrapping her legs and
pulling her backward.

She gasped dazedly, eyes rolling as he pulled
her onto the floor. He undid the strap to the gag and then worked
the gag out of her mouth, allowing her to gulp in air. Then he
turned her around, and she saw he was naked!

Oh my God! she thought, staring up at
him, wide-eyed.

It wasn't that Emma had never seen a naked
man in person before. She certainly had. But those had been...
well... boys, compared to him. Hairless, slim of hip,
narrow-waisted, with shoulders half as wide and chests half as
thick.

What Emma found before her was a man twice
her age, tanned, extremely fit, with broad shoulders and chest,
just as she'd seen in the pool. Only now she could see where that
thin line of hair had disappeared into his swimsuit, and follow it
down to the short, tidily trimmed hair around his cock.

Surely he's too big, she thought in
amazement.

He was not erect, clearly. She'd seen men
when their penis was flaccid before – after she'd deflated them
with her mouth, and they looked rather... silly. Stone's cock was
twice as long and twice as thick as any of those cocks. It hung
before her, not like a sad, shrunken little thing, but a menacing
instrument ready to rise and do battle!

She cried out as he seized her hair.

“Let there be no doubt about who gives orders
and who takes them, blonde girl,” he growled down at her.

He pulled her in and ground her face against
his cock.

“Now get to work. Show me what you can
do.”

His words were outrageous, unbelievably
arrogant, and insulting!

But Emma's body was still crackling with
sexual electricity, and the sight of his body had done nothing to
diminish that. She was dismayed, and more than a little
intimidated. He was clearly a person with enormous sexual
experience, and she was... not.

She moaned and then licked hesitantly at the
head of his cock, suddenly realizing she'd never performed oral sex
before without using her hands.

He seemed to grasp the same problem, because
he gripped his cock and lifted it up and back against his
abdomen.

“Start with my balls, slave girl.”

What did he call me? she thought in
astonishment. Slave girl!? That is... ludicrous!

But it roused a dark heat within her as she
kissed his balls, then licked them, then sucked them into her
mouth. She winced and gasped as he tugged on her hair, and her
wrists twisted against the scarf as a mounting sense of wild,
desperate excitement began to fill her.

Her concerns and anger, her embarrassment and
indignation all began to fade, melted away in that rising
excitement.

A slave girl, bound and naked and helpless!
The idea was deliciously thrilling! Especially when, of course, she
was nothing of the sort!

She sucked on his balls, massaging them
against the roof of her mouth with her stroking tongue, sucking
them into her mouth again and again until he tugged harder and drew
her mouth higher. She licked her way up his cock, her face flushed
as she gave herself to the heady role he had assigned to her.

His sex slave!

It was so outrageous, and it provoked a storm
of scalding heat as his cock began to thicken and lengthen.

It's so thick, she marveled. How did this
even get inside me!?

She slid her lips around it, her jaw wide as
she sucked and licked at the underside. She moaned as as he pushed
deeper, then gagged as the head pushed too deep.

He withdrew, then cried out as he pulled
sharply on her hair, scrambling to her feet. He lifted her up and
then threw her down on the bed! An instant later he gripped her
hair again, pulling her onto her belly so that her shoulders were
right at the edge. He lifted her head up and back and pushed into
her open mouth.

And then right down into her throat!

Emma had been shocked by the sudden pain to
her scalp and then by being lifted and then thrown onto the bed so
violently. Now she had no warning before the head of his thick cock
pushed deep into her throat! She felt a moment of utter
astonishment, an instant of realization, and then he was already
balls-deep, her lips stretched tautly around the base and pressed
right up against his groin!

The sensation of having her throat filled and
stretched all the way down her neck and past it was like nothing
she had ever experienced or imagined. She trembled and shook and
wriggled helplessly as he held her by hair and head, in no
position, really, to pull free.

She gagged, but surprisingly weakly, as if by
the time her gag reflex had activated it had almost already
acknowledged there was no point. He filled her throat well past her
neck, and he had thrust into her before she could prepare. She had
no oxygen to even complain.

Her chest burned and her head began to pound
as he held her tightly in place, his powerful hands easily
controlling her head and pinning her down.

Then, slowly, he withdrew, his thick,
glistening cock pulling back into sight, her lips feeling every
thick ridge and bulging vein along its surface as it slid between
them. It seemed incredible that it continued to slide upward, more
and then still more of it appearing as her eyes crossed.

Then it pulled free, and saliva spilled
across her lower lip as she gasped and coughed and gulped in deep,
ragged breaths of air.

She was already light-headed, and in no
position to complain as she focused on breathing. Then, without
warning, he jerked back on her hair and his cock pushed into her
open mouth. She had only a moment's notice, then he was thrusting
into her throat again!

She wriggled and jerked and bucked and
twisted, but it did no good as he buried himself in her throat a
second time. He didn't hold himself in for long this time, but
pulled free once again, allowing her to gasp in relief.

“I like a girl who can swallow every inch of
my cock,” he said.

And then he was thrusting into her a third
time, then a fourth, then a fifth, leaving her gasping and
dazed.

He pulled out again, and she cried out as he
dragged her forward by the hair, lifted her up on her knees, and
then threw her back onto her back. He grabbed her legs and yanked
them towards him until her bottom was at the edge of the bed, then
lifted them up along his chest and over his shoulders as he gripped
his cock and slowly pushed into her again.

Emma was gasping for breath, her chest
heaving, and felt a wave of relief that he was going to simply fuck
her again. She stared down at him, though, and moaned as she saw
how thick he was, how stretched she was, and then watched him
pushing into her.

He forced her legs back against her chest,
leaning into her, and she cried out as he drove himself into her
hard and deep. He ground himself against her, then began to pump in
and out, pausing every now and then to lean in and kiss her
hungrily.

Emma felt herself surrendering again, moaning
helplessly as his big cock moved within her, gasping and groaning
as he pushed her legs back further, until her ankles were up over
her shoulder and her bottom was tilted up into the air.

She stared up into his grim face, then at his
powerful chest, having nothing else to do as he filled her sight.
She let her eyes close and moaned as her awareness turned inward,
to the dark, scalding heat of his cock driving into her again and
again.

The passion rose again, and her eyes became
glassy as the feverish sense of heady lust at being taken roughly,
even savagely! She grunted with every thrust, gasping and moaning
in between, his powerful body looming above her, crushing her in
half as he drove his hard spear of flesh deep into her burning,
trembling body.

She felt herself seeping away, overawed and
overpowered by the storm of wild, animal heat and hunger tearing
through her. Then the orgasm shattered what was left of her mind,
and she lost her breath as she cried out in wonder and
pleasure.
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To say Emma was uneasy about this whole thing
would have been a massive understatement. She was anxious and
uncertain, and still deeply intimidated by Stone. But there didn't
seem to be anything she could actually do about it even if she
wanted to. And she was far from sure she wanted to.

Twice her salary? Going to New York City? To
stay in a penthouse? Who wouldn't be excited at such a prospect?
That it was going to be with this man, this enormous, powerful,
arrogant and intimidating man-made things far more nervous, of
course.

But the way she had reacted, the astonishing
level of passion and heat he'd made her feel, was something she
could not turn away from. It reverberated through her mind and body
every time she looked back on it, and she was helplessly attracted
to the thought of having more!

No matter what her bloody sense of
self-respect said!

She had little experience with such a level
of carnal heat, or with the kind of rough, wild sex he'd subjected
her to. She didn't think either was really very proper, but her
eagerness to feel more could not be ignored, however apprehensive
she was about it.

But at the same time, it was difficult for
her to comprehend how she could possibly allow herself to be placed
in a position which was clearly designed to satisfy some man's
sexual urges! Was she a whore to sell herself out for a higher
salary!?

Never in her life had she imagined herself to
be the sort of woman who would have sex with her boss in the middle
of the day so he could enjoy the use of her body! To even imagine
lowering herself to that sort of thing, regardless of the money
involved, would be humiliating! It would a devastating blow to her
self-image as a proud and independent woman!

And so she was inclined to tell Mister Stone
“No thank you!” She certainly wanted to! She certainly knew she
ought to! And if he didn't like that, if he made trouble for her
with her firm, well then she'd sue! She was no helpless, hapless
secretary!

But did she want to give up New York City? A
penthouse in Manhattan!? And more of that scalding, unbelievable
sex!?

Could she!?

Because his words had hit home back when he'd
told her she led a boring life and that when she was an old granny,
she wouldn't have much to look back on but days and weeks and
months and years in a small office reading and writing up legal
reports.

She'd been thinking that herself, though of
course she'd presumed that eventually, at some point, she'd meet
someone and, well, have more fun. She just wasn't sure when that
might be – or where. Certainly no one at the firm! That would cause
tongues wagging!

And where else? She didn't GO anywhere else!
She hadn't the time!

Stone wanted a sex slave! A sex slave!? What
a... preposterous and sexist idea! Worse was the thought of herself
as that sex slave!

But it also had a strange, dark, intriguing
aspect to it simply because it went directly opposite everything
she'd ever thought of. Instead of being admired for her brain she'd
be admired for her body. Instead of ensuring she was modestly
dressed she'd probably be required to dress like a slut! And
instead of being her own boss she'd be... a sex slave!

Of course, that very contradiction had a
certain captivating quality to it in that she'd be freed of all the
self-imposed constraints she'd lived her life by for so long. And
since she'd be across the world from her home, no one would know or
would find out if she was dressing or acting... improperly.

And the idea of... acting improperly... was
awfully seductive! She'd certainly fantasized often enough over the
years of herself as the wild, wicked, wanton woman, lusted after by
all. She'd dismissed the ideas as silly, of course, but... acting
as this man's well... mistress of sorts, though he wasn't married,
could bring some of those fantasies to life.

If only he were more friendly! He had been
very businesslike so far in their dealings, and often harsh. Nor
had that changed with the sex, astonishingly enough. How could she
give her body to such a man!?

Because it had been a wild, shocking thrill
ride of an experience. That was how...

Perhaps the very distance between them, the
lack of a real relationship allowed her to simply experience the
raw, animal quality of the sex, without worrying about emotions.
But there was also something strangely enthralling about the way he
gave her orders – for sex!

The audacity of a man thinking he could order
her around in that particular area was almost breathtaking! And yet
he had done it with a confidence which suggested he expected to be
obeyed. And that included when he'd put that... thing in her
bottom!

It was, she discovered, colloquially known as
a butt-plug. It somewhat resembled a rather sharp-nosed egg with a
bottom which had been abruptly chopped and placed on a slim stem.
The base attached to that stem was to lay snugly against the
outside of her, preventing the egg from slipping deeper.

And he had ordered her... ordered her
to wear it at all times to get her bottom used to penetration so
that he could more easily sodomize her! Every time she thought
about it she was amazed. What man could be so arrogant!?

And yet not only did that outrage her it also
aroused her, perhaps for the very outrageousness it suggested. His
arrogance not only irritated her it excited her for no reason she
could quite understand. It all left her a bundle of wildly confused
emotions.

She returned to the hotel the next morning,
neither her mind nor her stomach settled, anxious and nervous about
seeing him again, and what he might say or do or what he would
think of her.

She had acted like a... a weak-willed slut!
She could only imagine how little he respected her now! No wonder
he had virtually told her she would be his sex slave! He'd decided
he could push her around however he wanted!

That angered her, naturally, and so it was
with a scowl on her face that she approached his den, ready to give
him a piece of her mind and inform him that she would require at
least a minimum of respect in how he treated her.

Even if there were butterflies swirling
around wildly in her stomach.

“You're late,” he growled the moment she
appeared in the doorway.

That momentarily threw her train of thought
off the rails, and she summoned her thoughts once again to make her
demands clear.

“I don't tolerate lateness in employees,” he
said. “Much less in slave girls.”

Emma felt her face heating.

“I am not your slave girl,” she said firmly.
“Nor am I your employee, for that matter.”

He looked at her and snorted, then cocked his
finger at her.

“What?” she demanded, trying to keep her
voice firm.

“Come here, little girl.”

Emma felt her chest tightening, and
reluctantly moved up closer to the desk.

He gestured impatiently – even
imperiously.

“Around this side.”

“What? I... why?” she gulped.

“Because I said to. Move your gorgeous
ass!”

She gulped, feeling a jolt of anxiety at the
words, and found her feet moving almost before she decided to obey.
NOT obeying seemed like a terribly unwise thing to do!

She looked down at him, trying to fix a stern
look on her face.

“Get on your knees.”

The outrageousness of the demand dropped her
jaw.

“I-I shall do no such thing!”

His hand reached out and caught her wrist,
and he jerked her forward and down so that she all-but fell on her
knees next to his chair!

She gaped up at him now as he leaned over
her.

“I am offering you the most intense and
exciting and rewarding experience in your life to date,” he said,
his voice lowering dramatically. “Probably the most exciting of
your entire life to come. An experience which will make up for all
the years of nothing you've got behind you and allow you to
actually live for a change.”

He released her wrist and sat back.

“Don't fuck it up.”

Emma scrambled to her feet, glaring at
him.

“You... you are... so... incredibly
arrogant!”

“Yeah? So? I have a lot to be arrogant
about.”

“And a braggart!”

“Uh huh. Are you wearing the butt-plug?”

She stared at him, open-mouthed, startled by
the question out of the blue, embarrassed by it, and confused about
what to say.

Because... she had worn it. But if she told
him... if she admitted it then how could she possibly–?

He grabbed her wrist again, and this time
yanked her across his lap!

She squealed as she felt him tugging up her
skirt.

“Oh! Don't you dare!” she gasped.

“This skirt is too fucking long,” he
growled.

She felt him undoing the button at the back
of her waist instead and tugging down the zipper. Then the skirt
itself was yanked down over her bottom and along her flailing legs.
An instant later he panties went down as well, and her face flamed
as she felt his finger on the base of the butt-plug.

“Good, slave girl,” he said.

“You! You are... a pig!” she exclaimed
angrily!

“Maybe,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“But I'm the head hog.”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it!”

Crack!

“Slave girls don't tell their masters what to
do.”

Crack!

“Ow! I'm not your slave girl!” she cried,
trying to twist free.

Crack!

“Aren't you?”

She heard him chuckling, then felt her blouse
and jacket yanked upward until they were flung over her head! She
felt him undoing her bra, and the cups loosened against her
breasts.

“You wear too much clothing,” he said.

Crack!

“Stop it! Let me go at once!”

Crack!

“You forgot to say sir.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Ow!”

“Say it. Say sir.”

His hand was coming down sharply and
stingingly against her bare bottom, and Emma wriggled and twisted
and cried out at the rising pain and heat.

Crack! Crack!

“Stop!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sir. Say it.”

Crack!

“Sir!” she cried.

His hand caressed her bottom, kneading it
lightly, his finger tracing the flat little base of the butt
plug.

“Again. Say it.”

“Sir!” she gasped, her breathing ragged.

“I like that word coming from pretty, naked
girls,” he said, as his hand slid between her legs. “Say it
again.”

Emma gasped and moaned as she felt his big
hand between her thighs, felt his finger rubbing firmly along the
line of her sex.

Crack!

“Say it, slave.”

“Sir! Oh!” she squealed as his finger pushed
firmly against her and then slid into her surprisingly moist
depths.

“Nice and wet already,” he said, as she
blushed furiously.

“I like a blonde that gets wet as soon as you
get your hands on her ass.”

“You're a... a... a filthy man!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And you're a dirty girl,” he said in
amusement.

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Please sir. Say it,” he ordered.

“P-Please, sir!” she gasped.

“Put your arms above your head,” he
ordered.

She moaned but obeyed as he shoved her blouse
and jacket down over her shoulders and down her arms to drop on the
floor. He removed her bra, leaving her now naked, and she felt a
sense of helpless rising heat as his hands roamed over her
body.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

“I... but... I'm... I wanted to – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please!” she cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Please sir,” he replied calmly.

“Please, sir!”

She thrust her arms back and felt something
thick and metallic going around first one, then the other. When he
released them she found her wrists bound together! She was tied up
naked again, only this time across his lap. There was a wild rush
of dark heat and hunger at that realization.

And he was spanking her!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please, sir!” she cried.

“You've been a bad little slave girl,
Sanders,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you going to mend your ways?”

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Yes! Yes, sir!” she cried.

Her bottom was starting to heat horribly!

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

This was so outrageous! Her bottom stung and
burned! And yet she was feeling an incredible flood of dark,
twisted emotions that made her body flare with a strange, desperate
sense of hunger.

“Oh! Ow! Yes! Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say you'll be a good girl.”

She felt another jolt of emotions. Imagine
demanding she say that! She was a grown woman!

“I... I won't!” she gasped.

“Won't?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Won't! And you can't make me! Bastard!”

She felt a sense of horror at daring to say
such words to him! But also a desperate eagerness.

“I can't, eh?”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad little slave girls get their asses
tanned.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Ow! Bastard! Let me go! Ow!”

“Sex slaves do not make demands of their
masters.”

“I'm not your slave girl! You're... you're a
pervert!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“What red buttocks you're getting, slave
girl.”

Emma gasped and yelped and cried out as his
hand continued to slap down across her throbbing buttocks. The pain
was sharp and biting, but the heat actually seemed cool compared to
the heat between her legs!

“Oh!”

His big, thick thumb buried itself in her
sex. It was the size of many of the penises she'd had! Not that
she'd had many! And now it rubbed skillfully in and out as his
other fingers ground themselves against her clitoris!

“Promise you'll be a good little girl,” he
growled.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The heat and hunger was rising up around her,
squeezing in against her mind, squeezing out all other
concerns.

“I'll... I'll be a good girl, sir!” she
cried.

His fingers slid along her sex and penetrated
her again, this time two of them, she thought, her heart pounding
and pulse racing.

“Promise me you'll be a good little slave
girl,” he demanded.

That was ridiculous! Outrageous!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Please! Please, sir!”

“Say it.”

“I...I...”

Crack! Crack!

“I promise to be a... a good little slave
girl!” she blurted.

Crack! Crack!

“Sir,” he said mildly.

“Sir! I promise to... to be a good little
slave girl, sir!” she gasped.

He lifted her, and then shoved her against
the side of the desk. Emma gasped, her bare breasts pillowing out
against the cool wood as he forced her legs apart.

She heard his zipper go down, and stared at
the fireplace across from her, and at the open doorway. Her wrists
pulled feebly but continuously against the metal restraints – not
to escape but for a continuing reminder that she was bound!

She felt his hard, thick flesh pressing
against her from behind. Just as the other day, it felt cold and
impersonal – and also wickedly carnal. As if she were being taken
by a force of nature, by a barbarian, by an animal!

“Oh!” she cried as his cock slowly forced its
way into her.

He felt so enormous!

“Hot, tight, wet and beautiful,” he said.

He thrust himself in and out, then gripped
her hair, yanking her chin up and back off the desk, sending sharp
pain into her scalp.

Emma didn't care about the pain. She cared
about the shocking thrill of being... manhandled, so roughly, so
firmly, by a man so powerful! And she cared about the feel of his
thick cock driving deep into her belly, and then the harsh echo of
power as his hips slapped against her buttocks!

“Hungh! Hungh! Hungh! Hungh! Hungh!” she
cried as his cock drove into her again and again.

“This is what you were built for, you hot,
gorgeous blonde,” he said. “To be used for the pleasure of
others.”

He yanked back on her hair, and she cried in
pain, jerking her torso up off the desk as he brought a hand around
and covered her throat.

“Tell me you love it, slave girl!” he growled
harshly into her ear, his voice low, deep and almost angry!

Her eyes were slits, her jaw wide as she
gasped for breath. His fingers made her eyes bulge.

“Say it, slave!”

“I-I... I... l-love it!” she gasped.

He cupped one of her breasts and squeezed
harshly.

“Say master. Say it, slave girl!”

Emma shuddered as he ground his hips against
her buttocks, his big cock twisting around in her belly.

Master, she thought dazedly. That was...
outrageous!

“Say it!” he demanded.

“M-Master!” she gurgled.

He released her throat, and she gasped for
breath, crying out as he caught at her hair again, yanking her head
up and back against him.

“Say it!”

“Master!” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you. Beg!”

“Please! Please... please... fuck me,
Master!” she half sobbed.

He shoved her face down against the desk
again and his hips began to work in and out, his thick shaft
sliding in and out between the tautly stretched lips of her sex as
his hips slammed bruisingly hard against her upraised buttocks.

Heat poured through her in waves, and she
gurgled and gasped and whimpered helplessly, crying out with every
savage thrust as his hips hammered against her! It hurt... but it
hurt so incredibly passionately!

The orgasm tore up through her abdomen, and
she cried out, then cried out again as it grew more intense,
spreading up through her body and setting every muscle spasming.
Emma writhed in the embrace of a howling flood of intoxicating
pleasure, and sobbed brokenly as she surrendered herself to the
passion and wonder and the overload of sensation swept aside
everything else in her existence.

Rapture!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Emma stared at herself with a sense of
astonishment.

She hadn't anything else to do at that moment
anyway, and the sight of herself continued to astonish her no
matter how long she looked.

There was a full length, gold-framed mirror
on the wall in front of her, a rather large one. She was in Stone's
bedroom, literally chained to one of the tall posts at the foot of
his bed. She was naked, her wrists locked together above her head
on the inside of the post – which forced her arms back and her
chest out.

She had a collar around her neck, made of the
same sort of metal which surrounded her wrists. It was stainless
steel, with a large thick ring dangling from the front. Aside from
this she had a ball-gag in her mouth and stared at her image in
continuing amazement.

She still didn't quite understand how she had
allowed this to happen, why she had never demanded he stop, never
resisted with any real force or tried by word or deed to indicate
to him that his behavior was unacceptable.

Because, baldly speaking, his outrageous
behavior had turned her bones to rubber and made her insides burn
with a dark sense of hunger she had never known. There was no point
in denying it to herself. She didn't really understand, but
this...patently absurd idea of herself as a 'slave girl' was
desperately exciting.

Especially as compared to what she ought to
be doing right this moment, which, given the day and time, would be
sitting at her desk examining torts laws and court precedent and
writing up memos for more senior solicitors to examine.

But it was just that this was so horribly
destructive to her self-image and pride! If she could at least
pretend she didn't welcome it, that would be a comfort, but that
was impossible to do in the cold reality of her mind.

Even now, having been standing like this for
twenty minutes or more, she could still feel the dark squirming
heat and excitement in her lower belly. Her chest was still tight,
and her nipples remained stiff and hard.

Memories of him spanking her, fondling her,
fingering her, made her face hot with shame for the way she had
reacted. But they also made her nipples tingle even more.

Then the door opened. She gasped, her face
heated and she dropped her eyes as he came in, carrying a glass of
some liquid. He came closer, and his big hand slid in, his fingers
under her chin, forcing her head up.

Emma glowered indignantly at him and he
smiled.

“It's difficult coming to terms with your
inner self, isn't it, Sanders,” he said.

His hand slid down and cupped one of her
breasts gently, kneading it, his big thumb stroking her nipple.

“Society has taught you that you have to
insist on being an equal, and that you have to be treated in a
respectful, even obsequious way by men. Why, they're not even
allowed to flatter you or compliment you at work because that would
indicate they've taken note of your feminine beauty. And we can't
have that.”

He rolled her nipple between thumb and
forefinger and Emma swallowed, maintaining what she hoped was a
look of defiance.

“But inside you, ah, inside you is instinct.
And that instinct says you want to show men how lovely your tail
is, how beautiful your long legs are, and how firm and full your
breasts are.”

He let his hand slide down her body until his
fingers found her sex, and Emma gulped but fought to stay still and
show no reaction.

“Your instincts are telling you that when you
see a man like me you need to bend over and do whatever you can to
draw me in. You're genetically coded to seek out big men, strong
men, men who are powerful. You don't want some prissy little man
who will treat you with respect. You want a man who will throw you
on the bed and fuck you and show you who the boss is.”

That was absolutely... not true, Emma
thought, glowering at him. At least... mostly. Most of the time.
With most men! Usually!

His fingers were very talented, and she began
to feel an increase in the thrum of sensation and heat in her lower
belly.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

Emma gulped, but felt she really did have to
show at least some sign of resistance!

“Spread your legs, slave girl, or I'll let
you see what a flog feels like on those proud breasts of
yours.”

She gaped at him in astonishment. Flog? Her
breasts! What!? A spanking was one thing but if he dared –!”

“Now!” he barked.

She gulped and shifted her feet apart on the
floor. That tightened the shackles around her wrists but she didn't
really want to see if he was making an idle promise!

“Nice, neat, tight little pussy, hardly ever
used,” he said, his finger slowly pushing into her.

He grinned at her glare of indignation.

“That's it. You keep glaring at me to show me
how proud you are and how this kind of thing doesn't turn you on at
all,” he said in amusement.

Then he dropped to his knees before her.

“Very nice and tight, and nicely waxed,” he
said, his fingers rubbing along the edges of her sex.

A moment later he leaned in, let his thumbs
peel back her opening, and then began to tongue her.

His tongue was surprisingly delicate at
first. It circled and circled her clitoris, and brushed back and
forth across the hood. His lips pushed in and he sucked gently and
rhythmically as she gulped and fought to keep still.

Then his tongue began to sweep from side to
side, and she felt waves of sensation flowing up her body, waves of
sensation which turned to heat. Her muscles began to spasm,
especially in her lower body, and her hips began to twitch and
jerk.

The heat grew more intense, especially when
one of his big fingers pushed up inside her, then was joined by a
second. They pumped slowly, rubbing against the front wall of her
sex as his tongue alternated between circling and caressing her
clitoris.

Emma laid her head back against the post,
closing her eyes, moaning low in her throat as her nipples hardened
into burning embers. Her determination to resist and show no
response melted away under the scalding heat. The heat became a
fever, and the last of her inhibitions faded.

All she cared about was the pleasure, the
raw, burning, animal hunger that had her hips jerking and bucking
and spasming helplessly as she gasped and moaned into the ball
gag.

He stopped, rising before her, a dark glint
in his eyes as he seized her hair and jerked back sharply.

Emma cried out, gasping, staring up at
him.

“Have you ever been... beaten, slave
girl? Beaten as a slave girl ought to be? Hmm? That seems a proper
part of being a slave girl, don't you think?”

She felt a crackle of anxiety intrude on her
panting heat as he turned away. He went over to a dresser, then
returned with something in his hand. More than one thing. She
gasped, eyes widening, and head shaking rapidly at what looked like
a whip! A real whip!

He ignored her, tossing it onto the bed
behind her. Then he took the other object, which was clearly a
dildo, a very large, realistically shaped dildo – mostly – except
for the base. He rubbed the head over her face.

“You haven't been getting enough of these,
slave girl. You really need to get many, many more.”

He slid it down across her breasts, and then
it started to buzz, to vibrate. She gulped, heart beating faster as
he rolled the helmet-head around and over her nipples, making the
already tingling buttons tingle even more!

He bent and took the center of her left
breast into his mouth, sucking and licking at her nipple, while he
played the vibrator over the other. Then his teeth nibbled lightly
at her nipples, making her gasp and moan helplessly.

He shifted his mouth, and the vibrator to
opposite breasts, and Emma felt the sensation in her breasts
reaching shocking intensity as they throbbed powerfully.

Then the vibrator slid down until it was
rubbing against the line of her sex.

Emma couldn't stop her hips from jerking and
bucking as something inside her sought to impale herself on the
thick toy!

Stone complied with her body's desire,
changing the angle and then penetrating her, stretching her wide as
he slid the thing slowly up into her pussy.

Emma shuddered as she felt it push deeper, a
part of her glorying in the thick, hard penetration. Her legs
shifted wider, and she arched her back as the dildo drove deep into
her abdomen!

The base pressed firmly into the mouth of her
sex, and then Stone drew a pair of thin straps up across her hips
to fasten behind her.

He grinned and stood back, obviously intent
on watching.

Emma felt a sense of dismay, her original
intent of showing no response rising once again in the face of his
smug observation. She forced herself to resist, to keep still, but
that had only a temporary effect. As the pleasure coursed through
her system her resistance began to melt away as it had before, and
she trembled, her hips grinding helplessly.

It was so deep! So hard! So thick!

And the vibrator was driving her insane!

Stone stepped forward, his fingers kneading
her breast as he reached behind her, then stepped back holding the
whip.

And it was a whip. There was no mistaking it
for anything else, she thought dazedly. She stared at it, moaning,
transfixed, her body churning with hunger and passion.

It had a short, thick, leather-bound handle,
and then... an then it was a mass of perhaps two dozen thin black
laces, perhaps a foot and a half long. She felt her anxiety rising
as he drew his arm up and back. Then the thing swept out, the thin
laces spreading out until they all landed across her chest – across
her breasts!

She felt a momentary rush of relief. She felt
how lightweight each laces was. And while they each stung slightly,
she realized it wasn't really that much of a whip at all! It was
just a sort of toy! He was just pretending! Then a surge of dark,
delicious heat swept through her.

He raised his arm again, and the flog came
down across her breasts. The thin laces snapping across her breasts
and chest. She shuddered, crying out, heat pouring over her in
waves! She arched her back as if thrusting her breasts up to meet
the next blow. This time it stung a little, but that only made it
wilder, darker, and more thrilling!

She was gulping in air in ragged gasps as he
brought it down across her breasts again, and again, and again. Her
breasts began to throb and burn and ache, the laces stinging more
now. Yet all she could do was arch up to meet each new blow and cry
out in wonder, heat, and pleasure, the stings only reinforcing the
intensity of the churning heat within her.

The vibrator was driving her insane all on
its own! And when the flog came down across her breasts again she
felt the orgasm well up inside her, rising like a monstrous beast
until it exploded and ripped apart her mind.

The intensity was like nothing she'd ever
experienced! She screamed, howling like an animal, twisting and
writhing in place, but always arching up to meet each new blow from
the flog, even as it began to sting more and more harshly.

Her breasts were on fire! But they burned
with a stunning, furious heat that seemed joined directly to the
same heat between her legs.

Slave girl, she thought dazedly. Sex
slave!

It was too ridiculous and too dark and
shocking and wicked to be real, but that didn't stop her from
wallowing in the idea. Every time the flog cut across her taut
breasts she felt as if each individual strand of leather was
caressing her, with a sharp, stinging kiss!

He stopped, and she fell back against the
post, sobbing for air around the gag. He spun her around then, her
arms crossing before her against the post.

Crack!

“You know what a proud woman needs to show
her the error of her ways?” he asked.

Crack!

“A stiff cock up the ass.”

He jerked back on her hips and Emma shuddered
weakly. She felt him pulling at the plug in her bottom, felt the
thickness of it pushing out through her tight opening. It slid out
of her, and a moment later she felt what had to be him – hard –
warm – thick – pushing up into her opening.

She felt a tremendous jolt of realization,
even as his cock slid deeper. She'd never done anal sex,
considering it both dirty and degrading. Now she felt him pushing
deep into her abdomen, alongside the thick, buzzing dildo/vibrator
already filling her!

It was an overdose of sensation, and overdose
of dark, seething sexual excitement and heat. She grunted and
gasped as he pushed deeper. The thrill of it deepened as well, as
she felt herself surrendering to the wall of sensation, to the
helpless thought of being his slave girl, of being his
possession!

His cock drove achingly deep, so deep that
the head gave her cramps even before his bare flesh was jammed
against her trembling buttocks! Then his lips were on the nape of
her neck, one of his hands was roughly squeezing her breast, and
the other descended to grind the base of the vibrator against her
sex.

It was too much for Emma, and she screamed
into the gag as she came again, her mind flayed and torn apart by
the wild intensity of the pleasure rippling up and down her spine.
She felt as if she was being battered and thrown around by a heavy,
pounding surf of liquid heat and passion, and didn't care if she
drowned!

The feel of his thick cock thrusting up into
her again and again, and now his hips slapping against her buttocks
– in combination with the vibrator inside and against her –
threatened to drive her out of her mind!

The orgasm left her a dazed shell, eyes
slitted, moaning, and, she vaguely realized, drooling around the
ball gag. She didn't care. She gasped and grunted as he jerked back
on her hips and continued to use her, to drive himself deep into
her ass again and again.

Finally, he halted, with every inch inside
her. She moaned as he jerked back on her hair, forcing her head up
and back as he ground himself against her

“Remember this, slave girl,” he said. “the
next time you feel like men should treat you politely. Remember
what it feels like to have a man buried to the balls in your tight
ass.”

He jerked back more harshly on her hair and
leaned in to chew his way along the nape of her neck.

“And remember that you loved it when he
fucked your ass while you were chained up like a slave girl.”

She gasped as he threw a final flurry of
thrusts into her, then came inside her.

He slid out of her, then replaced the plug
thing and left the room.

Emma felt like falling to the floor, but of
course, her wrists were still locked together around the post above
her. She slowly turned, groaning, uncrossing her arms and feeling
the solid post against her back instead of her belly.

I'm going out of my mind, she thought
weakly.

The vibrator was still jammed deep inside her
and held in place by the straps, but it wasn't vibrating anymore.
She raised her eyes and stared at herself in the mirror again.

Slave girl, she thought dazedly.

Sick. I'm sick. He's sick. This is all
sick.

But her body continued to tremble in the
afterglow of the tremendous orgasm.

He was a bastard for treating her like this!
But why did treating her like this turn her on so bloody much!?

She was an intelligent, educated,
sophisticated woman, not a mass of instincts!

Then, as if to give the lie to that, the
vibrator began to thrum with life once again. She gasped, her hips
jerking and twisting. Not only was it vibrating all the way up the
length of her tightly clutching vaginal canal but the base of it
was jammed against the mouth of her sex. The sensations were
overpowering and uncomfortable, and she twisted and wriggled
helplessly.

There seemed no way to dislodge it or to
lessen its power, however much she squirmed. However, they seemed
to diminish after a minute or so. Or perhaps her nerve endings
began to accept its effects. The thing seemed to … thrum, as if the
vibrations were not steady but pulsed upwards along its length.
That gave her the breathless sense that it was actually
thrusting into her again and again!

She moaned as her body began to thrum in tune
to the device, and she laid her head back against the thick post,
eyes closed, moaning low in her throat as her breathing became more
ragged. Her nipples became fine pinpoints of trembling
hypersensitive flesh that longed to be touched. She turned around
towards the post, crossing her arms above her, and ground her
breasts against it. Then she discovered a more powerful source of
sensation as the base of the device pressed against the post.

She cried out, moaning more loudly now, and
began to grind herself hungrily against the post. Her right leg
curled around it, and she arched her upper body back, trembling and
jerking as the sensations redoubled, crying out now as she jammed
herself against the post with ever increasing desperation.

The hunger grew into a fever, and she cried
out as the orgasm swept through her, hips grinding and rolling as
the air sobbed through the gag filling her mouth.

In the aftermath, she gasped, twisting around
again, half hanging by her wrists, her body weak and boneless,
panting dazedly and lamenting her weakness. Not her physical
weakness, but her emotional weakness, her inability to stand up to
the hunger of her own body, not to mention her own subconscious
desires.

The vibrator stopped, but it was a short
pause. It started up again, and she moaned in denial. She spread
her legs wide and braced herself to ignore it, casting her mind out
for something to distract her. It certainly wasn't her image in the
mirror, so she closed her eyes.

But that allowed other images to flitter
through her mind, images and memories of what Stone had done to
her, and how she had felt when he was pounding her,
riding her, using her so roughly, so... crudely, so
powerfully!

The hunger, passion, and need crept up her
body, and her determination began to weaken, then melt away as the
fever overcame her once again. She turned, moaning, grinding
herself against the post, grinding her breasts against it, crying
out as another orgasm tore through her.

She turned, panting, gasping for breath, her
abdomen aching from the muscle spasms. She stared at her image, and
felt a sense of astonished heat and delicious arousal as she
realized or at least, absorbed the thought that she was being
tortured! She was being tortured with pleasure by her
cruel captor!

Like a slave girl!

And she could not escape her torture. For the
device lay almost buried inside her, thrumming powerfully. Again
and again, she twisted and writhed and turned and ground herself
against the post, only to cry out her pleasure in increasingly
wild, animal howls as her mind was taken by the dark hunger,
passion, and pleasure.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


She did not go home that evening. He insisted
they have dinner together in the suite. Emma would have liked to
get away in order to think about what had happened that day, and
where she should go from here, but didn't seem to be able to stand
up to him and refuse.

She sat to his right while he sat at the head
of the beautiful dining room table. The butler presented the wine
for his inspection, then more service people produced an array of
sumptuous food choices and spread them over the table.

Stone dismissed them for the night at that
point.

That made her nervous, though she also found
herself looking hungrily at all that food. She hadn't had lunch.
She'd been... preoccupied at the time.

She reached for a dumpling only to have Stone
interrupt her.

“Take off your clothes,” he ordered.

She felt a sudden jolt, and her head turned
instinctively towards where the service people had departed.

“They're gone. And anyway, why are you
ashamed of your beautiful body?”

“I don't see you getting naked,” she said in
irritation.

“I've no desire to be naked.”

“Nor do I!”

“Your desires are under my control at the
moment, slave girl.”

She gulped. “I'm not your slave girl!”

“Let's pretend, shall we? Take off your
clothes.”

She stood up reluctantly.

“Unless you'd like another spanking.”

She bit her lip, glowering at him. It seemed
absurd to give in to such a threat when she was perfectly free to
simply turn and march out of here! But she simply did not know her
own mind on what to do about him and his demands and offers
yet!

She removed her blazer, putting it on the
back of the chair, then undid her blouse and opened it, feeling a
little pulse of heat as his eyes followed her. He'd seen her naked
all day. She had no idea why she would find it the least
bothersome, not to mention arousing, to strip in front of him
now.

She did so, determined to ignore such
sentiments and treat this as unemotionally as possible. That would
give him no satisfaction nor sense of superiority.

“There. Happy?”

“No. Come here.”

She moved closer and he gripped her wrist,
his fist huge and powerful, and jerked her down onto her knees.

“Kneel.”

“Mister Stone!” she protested. “This is –
.”

“My will. And you are my employee.”

“I haven't... agreed to that y – .”

“Sit on your heels. Spread your knees. Wider,
girl.”

He stood up, and she gulped and obeyed, but
he only moved to a sideboard, opened it, and drew out the big,
stainless steel collar. He turned and placed it around her neck
again, then sat down.

“Place the backs of your hands on your
thighs.”

“Why?”

“If you ask why again in response to my order
you'll get a spanking.”

She flinched and then did as he ordered.

“Straighten your back. That's it.
Lovely.”

“May I ask what this is in aid of Mister
Stone?” she asked, trying to sound almost casual about it.

“It's in aid of presenting yourself as
submissive eye candy for my appreciation.”

Emma felt herself flush.

“Is that all you think I am?”

“What more are you? A solicitor? Do you
imagine I value solicitors? No powerful man values solicitors.
Beautiful, submissive women, on the other hand, are priceless.”

“I'm not... submissive,” she said firmly.

He snorted, and she flushed.

“I'm not!” she said stubbornly.

“You're kneeling naked on the floor next to
my chair with a slave collar around your lovely neck.”

“You... bullied me into it!”

“Nonsense. I merely seduced you by appealing
to your own innermost desires. I turned your own mind against you.
A stupid girl who had little imagination would not have responded.
But you're a bright, well-read girl exposed to many thoughts with
many fantasies, including erotic fantasies.”

He reached out, and his fingers combed
lightly across her bangs, brushing them away from her face.

“Do you know what the top erotic fantasy is
for women, Emma Sanders?”

She shrugged minutely.

“To surrender to a strong, powerful man, to
be taken and mastered.”

“That's ridiculous.”

He held out his hand, and in it was a very
sweet smelling piece of meat.

“What is that?' she asked uncertainly.

“You don't need to know or care. You need
only understand that your master has decided this is what you are
to eat, and then do as he desires.”

“I'm not your slave girl,” she said, her face
flushing.

“But what an appealing thought,” he said. “No
troubles, no concerns. All decisions made without you having to
worry about them.”

“I like to make my own decisions.”

“Eat,” he growled

Well, I am hungry, she thought. She reached
up.

“No. Hands on your thighs. Take it with your
lips.”

She felt a jolt and almost refused, but the
thought was... attractive, even... bewitching. She leaned in and
took the piece of meat from his fingers and began to chew.

“You like to make your own decisions yet
often make the wrong ones for the wrong reasons. You want a life of
respect and with the money to bring you the appropriate consumer
goods, but to get it you tie yourself to a profession which will
suck the life and youth from you.”

He held out his fingers again, and she took
the meat – some sort of steak, she thought, from his fingers.

“Respect? You'll get no respect from that
bunch you work for for at least twenty years. You'll be a serf, a
peasant girl doing as she's told, scurrying around to do your
masters' bidding. What is that but a wage slave?”

He leaned forward and fed her another
piece.

“And how much excitement do you think you'll
get along the way, hmm? How much pleasure?”

He put another piece in the palm of his hand
held it before her.

Emma gulped and then leaned in to lick it
from his hand, feeling a strange, swirling mix of emotions. This
was degrading, but it was degrading in a darkly sensual way which
had her nipples tingling and hard.

“What do you want from me?” she gulped.

“Master,” he said.

She made a face. “Master.”

“I want to make you my slave girl, of
course.”

“You don't pay slave girls.”

“Ha. You think I'm trying to cheap out? I'll
pay you far more than those pikers at your firm ever would. But
it's not the pay that will keep you with me. I aim to turn you into
a slave girl in reality. Oh, not because you can't escape me but
because you won't want to.”

“You think you can brainwash me?”

“Master.”

“Master.”

“I think I can convince you that a life as my
slave girl would be infinitely more fun and exciting, not to
mention more rewarding than life as a solicitor. And then condition
you to instant obedience and submission.”

She raised her eyebrows.

“That's not bloody likely.”

“Master.”

She tsked in annoyance. “Master, if you
really need it.”

“Stand up, slave girl.”

She looked at him uncertainly, then rose to
her feet.

“Turn around.”

She felt a wary sense of anxiety but
obeyed.

“Bend over.”

“What? Why?”

“Because your master told you to. Bend over.
All the way.”

She flushed, for this was an extremely
undignified, not to mention degrading pose! It was also, of course,
obscene given how close he was.

“Further. Wrap your arms around your
legs.”

Emma wanted to refuse, but obeyed, her
breasts pillowing against her legs as she wrapped her arms around
her legs. A dark rush of heat was spreading through her even as her
head began to throb.

“What do you call me when in private?”

“M-Master?” she gulped.

Crack! His open hand slapped her
bottom stingingly.

“Correct. What do you call me in public?”

“Sir!”

Crack!

“Correct. And when you're told to do
something, do you argue or question?”

“No!”

Crack!

“No what?”

“No, Master!”

“Every time you forget you're going to get a
slap on your beautiful ass, even if we're in public. Now turn
around and resume your position on your knees.”

Emma did so, though her pulse was racing and
she was again beset by a wild swirling rush of emotions, from
resentment and indignation to that now-familiar dark heat.

He held out another piece of meat and she
took it from his fingers with her lips.

“A life of excitement, slave girl, and
pleasure, and luxury. That's what I offer to slave girls. But they
must learn discipline and submission. Do not consider whether to
obey an order; simply obey it.”

He held out another piece.

“Lean back.”

She did so.”

“Open your mouth.”

She opened her mouth, and he simply placed
the food inside.

Emma flushed but closed her mouth and chewed
and swallowed. Then again opened her mouth, and again. Each time,
he placed a piece of meat into it, and sometimes a piece of
buttered bun, or a bit of pie into it.

“The key to turning a dull British working
girl into a happy slave girl is removing her inhibitions,” he said.
“Those nasty inhibitions that tell you you're a slut and a whore
for doing things like this.”

“I am,” she said somewhat bitterly.

“Master.”

“Master.”

“Stand, turn and wrap your arms around your
legs.”

She flushed but obeyed.

Crack!

“What is my title?”

“Master,” she gulped.

Crack!

She winced.

“Again.”

“Master!”

Crack!

“Again.”

“Master!”

“Resume your position.”

“What's the job of a slave girl?”

She looked at him uncertainly.

“To please her master,” he said, answering
his own question.

She snorted slightly.

“What is the job of a junior would-be
solicitor?”

She looked up at him and frowned.

“Ultimately, to please her superiors, is it
not?”

She made a face.

“Is it not?”

“Yes... master.”

“Submission means freedom from all concerns
and worries. Losing your inhibitions means you won't find kneeling
or obeying me degrading.”

*

“My feet hurt, master!” she moaned.

Crack!

She winced. He wasn't using his hand on her
bottom, but a thin crop.

“They'll hurt less as your muscles get used
to proper use.”

She was standing on the balls of her feet.
Naked, of course. He'd put the metal bracelets around her wrists
again and lifted them up behind her back. They were now attached to
a chain which had once held up a potted plant. If she lowered her
heels to the floor, her hands were pulled up uncomfortably
high!

“You said you used to do this when you were
taking ballet,” he said mildly.

“I was a lot younger then!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Master,” he said.

“Master!”

“Your muscles remember. They just need
conditioning. Like your mind.”

Her ankles trembled as her feet began to burn
fiercely.

“Please, Master!” she moaned.

“Very well. But we'll practice this until you
can stand like this unaided.”

He removed the chain and her wrists came
down. She sank to her heels gratefully, the front of her feet
aching! She felt his hands on the bracelets, then they came
apart.

“Turn around.”

She turned to face him.

“Hands behind your neck. Feet apart. Push
your chest out. That's it. Lovely.”

She obeyed, feeling a squirmy sensation as he
examined her, then ran his powerful hand over her body.

“Gorgeous. On your knees.”

She dropped to her knees.

“Did I say to take your hands down?”

She quickly brought her hands back up behind
her neck.

“Now remember the position I first took you
in, with your ass in the air and your face on the bed?”

She flushed.

“Assume that position, slave girl.”

Emma licked her lips, then dropped to all
fours before lowering her chest to the ground.

“Raise your ass high, spread your knees.
That's it. Tuck in your belly more. Arms out front. Ready and
waiting to be taken the way you deserve to be.”

Emma felt her insides fluttering. This was
all so ridiculous! So degrading! So outrageous! But it was also
strange, darkly exciting and desperately erotic. She gasped as she
felt the crop sliding back and forth between her thighs, the shaft
stroking against the line of her sex. It raised up and the tip
slapped against the base of the butt-plug.

He moved up alongside her and then she felt
his foot pressing down on her back just below her neck. She gasped,
heat flooding her face at this new degrading act!

“Who is your master?”

“Y-You are, Master!” she gasped.

“And what are you?”

“I'm... I'm your... slave girl, Master!” she
exclaimed.

“Who owns you?”

“You... you do, Master!”

“Who owns this body?”

The tip of the crop traced its way up along
her spine.

“You do, Master!”

This was so outrageous! Was he really crazy
enough to believe this!? No, of course not! It was just a kinky
game for him.

And for her!

I'm such a slut! she thought in
disgust.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


This was insane! Emma's heart was pounding as
she walked through the lobby of the hotel, scurrying to keep up
with Stone!

She was wearing the collar, as well as the
metal shackles on her wrists and ankles. The ball-gag was firmly
stuffed into her mouth, and the vibrator/dildo was jammed up into
her sex and held in place by the narrow straps as she shuffled
along.

And she had to shuffle. The ankle shackles
were linked together by a chain which was not much over a foot
long!

Fortunately, no one in the hotel lobby could
detect any of this. Stone had procured a burka somewhere, one of
those Muslim shrouds, and dropped it over her head. Now only her
eyes were visible as she followed him through the lobby and out
through the doors to where his limousine waited.

She'd had no idea this was his intent when
he'd drawn her wrists back and locked them together. And once he'd
placed the ball gag into her mouth it wasn't like she could
complain. Then the hotel people had arrived to take away his
luggage, leaving her little choice but to follow him out into the
hall!

It wasn't like she could stay there on her
own like this!

She got awkwardly into the car, assisted by
the chauffeur, then winced as she sat down and the seat – soft as
it was – pressed up against the base of the dildo. Stone got in the
other side, and the car started forward.

It was like she was being kidnapped, she
thought, her pulse racing, like... like white slavery!

Of course, she had agreed to go with him and
had her passport. Or at least, he had it. He'd asked to see it. Was
she going to go through customs like this!? What if they decided to
search her for some reason!? That would be utterly mortifying!

He spent most of the ride, talking on the
telephone. They arrived at the same place he'd landed last week,
and she was helped out of the car again and shuffled across after
him. When she reached the jet she discovered the chain between her
ankles was too short to climb them. She stood there uncertainly,
heart pounding, then gasped as someone lifted her up!

She was dropped, belly-down, across a man's
shoulder, then carried up the stairs like... baggage, before being
placed on the floor just inside. Then a small Asian woman in a
flight attendant outfit – with a very short skirt – took her arm
and led her into the luxurious interior.

Emma was grateful for how soft and thick the
carpeting was on her bare feet. Walking out on the cold pavement
had made her want to dance about. But then as they reached one of
the luxuriously padded seats, which was set on a swivel, the woman
casually yanked up the burka, pulling it completely off!

Emma's face went red hot, and she gasped in
horror, dropping her eyes to her feet. But the woman didn't seem
surprised.

“Kneel,” she ordered curtly, pushing down on
her shoulders.

Astonished, Emma knelt, still staring
downward, mortified.

“Spread your knees,” the woman ordered.

Emma ignored her and then gasped as the woman
yanked on her hair.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” the woman
barked.

Dazed, Emma complied, and the woman turned
and walked away, leaving her there – naked!

She knelt there in a state of shock as Stone
came forward and sat down. She stared at him furiously but then the
woman came back and she dropped her eyes again, cringing.

“Get me a Scotch and soda, Sara.”

“Right away, Mister Stone,” the woman replied
in a perky voice.

Stone put his laptop on the foldout desk and
plugged it in, largely ignoring her until the girl returned with
his drink.

“Are we going to be delayed?” he
demanded.

“The captain hasn't said so, sir.”

“Then you'd better strap her in,” he said,
flicking his fingers at Emma.

“Right away, Mister Stone.”

“Come, you.”

She gripped Emma by the hair and she squealed
into the gag, turning and climbing to her feet as the girl drew her
across the aisle and then pushed her into a chair similar to
Stone's. She leaned over then and drew the seat belt across her
chest and hips, buckling it in.

She paused and smirked as she looked down,
and Emma dropped her eyes again.

“Nice tits,” she said, reaching down and
pinching one nipple.

Emma gasped, but the woman was already moving
away. She raised her eyes to watch her go, astonished at how casual
she was reacting to Emma being bound and gagged like this. Did she
see this often!? Was this the way women normally rode on Stone's
airplane!?

What kind of insanity had she let herself
become involved in!?

The aircraft taxied, and she wondered why she
hadn't had to go through any sort of customs check. Then it took
off, angling up more sharply, it seemed to her than the big
airliners she'd been on. After it had settled on course, the Asian
woman came back again to see if Stone wanted anything.

Again, Emma dropped her eyes, still horribly
self-conscious in front of her, if not quite as intensely mortified
as before.

“Take the slave back and put her to bed,
Sara,” Stone said.

“Yes, sir. My pleasure, sir,” the Asian woman
said.

She turned and unbuckled the seat belt, then
gripped Emma by the hair to tug her to her feet. She then led her
back down the aisle, just past the door, and into a small cabin
which was equipped with a double bed.

“Into bed, slave girl,” the woman ordered,
giving her a push.

Emma squeaked and fell into the bed. The
woman then looked at her with a smirk, turned and left.

Emma glowered at the closed door, then looked
around her. It wasn't a very big cabin, but it was, at least, a
bedroom, with some degree of privacy. She was grateful to be away
from the woman, and anyone else – like the pilot – who might come
back into the cabin! But she was still bound and gagged!

Then the vibrator began to buzz.

She gasped and jerked uncomfortably. She
glared at the cabin door. If Stone thought this was going to arouse
her given the kind of shock she'd just gone through he was out of
his mind! Once he took the gag out she was going to demand to be
let go and given her clothing, and then she'd fly right back to the
UK after they landed!

How dare he expose her like this to
strangers.

Or one stranger, anyway. Even if it was a
woman!

The vibrator buzzed uncomfortably for several
minutes, making her squirm, but did not really arouse her. She
simply wasn't in the mood. It stopped, and she heaved a sigh of
relief.

Thirty minutes later it started again, and
she gasped and squirmed some more. She was less embarrassed by then
and had calmed down. So one single woman had seen her like this,
well, so what? It wasn't like she knew anyone Emma knew, after all.
It wasn't like Emma would ever even see her again.

She was still feeling highly indignant
towards Stone, though.

The vibrator had some impact, this time, but
she was determined to ignore it. And eventually it stopped.

Thirty minutes later she was starting to get
a bit bored. There wasn't much to see out the cabin windows as they
were above the clouds. And she couldn't open any of the sliding
doors. All she could do was lay on the bed and do nothing. The
vibrator started to buzz again and she gasped and cursed.

She was again determined to ignore it, but
her determination was less now. And as the vibrations continued she
could feel her body responding more and more. As for her mind,
well, it was at least a pleasant diversion, a distraction, and
relieved the boredom.

Her hips began to roll and the more aroused
her body felt the more it drew her mind into the desire and heat
and hunger for more. She squirmed helplessly, trying to grind her
thighs together. She rolled over, feeling a surge of pleasure as
her breasts pillowed against the mattress, rubbing her stiff
nipples against the covers as she spread her legs wide.

She tried to grind her hips into the bed, to
put pressure on the base of the vibrator, but it was difficult, and
she was becoming frustrated as her hunger and need grew more
intense. She rolled over, panting, eyes flitting around the room,
searching for something. The bed didn't have the tall posts the one
at the hotel did. But there was an armchair by the door, and she
could straddle the arm...

She grunted as she threw her legs out of bed
and stood up. Heat radiated from her body and the vibrations were
making her feel quite frazzled. Hunger roiled her mind and a hot,
pulsing rush of sensations flowed upwards through her body.

She put a knee on the seat of the chair and
then angled herself in to straddle the arm, then began to gently
grind herself – and the base of the vibrator - against it.

Oh God, yes! she thought, as her
movements ground the base roughly into her clitoris.

She threw her head back, shuddering, her hips
grinding faster as the pleasure rose and grew more powerful. She
gave herself to the dark hunger and felt the orgasm explode within
her.

She did her best to keep her voice down as
the ecstasy rolled through her, gasping and moaning into the gag as
her hips worked furiously, her head thrown back as she reveled in
the spreading waves of pleasure tearing through her.

“Well, that's certainly one way to occupy
your time,” she heard.

She screamed in shock, staggering back and
then falling against the bed as the Asian woman smirked at her from
the doorway.

“Back into bed, slave girl,” the woman said
sternly.

She stalked forward and gripped Emma's blonde
hair, pulling it up until she squealed and forced herself to her
feet, then pushing her back onto the bed.

“I can see you need some restraints,” the
woman said.

Emma was in shock again. As if she hadn't
already been mortified by her earlier encounter, now the woman had
caught her masturbating, had caught her in the midst of an
orgasm!

She wondered if it was possible to die
of embarrassment!

The woman leaned over the lower corner of the
bed and then pulled a strap up. She gripped Emma's left ankle and
jerked it out to the side, then attached the strap. Emma was doing
her best not to look anywhere near the woman as she burned with
shame, but still found it odd when the woman pulled her right ankle
out sharply and then drew another strap up to attach to the metal
shackle around it.

This was an even more horrible position; on
her back with her legs spread wide!

And then, though she was doing her best not
to look at the woman, she became aware, out of her peripheral
vision, that the woman was removing her clothes!

She jerked her eyes back as the woman stepped
out of her short dress, then reached behind and undid her bra! She
gaped as the woman dropped the bra, revealing small, pert breasts,
then slid her thong down and off, and climbed naked onto the bed.
Surely the woman wasn't...!

The woman dropped onto her belly and then
stared into Emma's groin. She snorted, then undid the straps and
pulled the vibrator/dildo out.

A moment later she began to lick her!

Emma was dumbfounded. On the one hand, she
wanted to express her outrage, but on the other, the woman
obviously thought she was as brazen a slut as it was possible to be
since she'd seen how she had come aboard, and then witnessed her
getting off against the armchair!

It was kind of hard to pretend she was some
shy virgin!

Still, she was outraged the woman thought she
could just do whatever she wanted with her body! Then again... the
woman being naked, having sex with her, involving herself
physically in this... perversity... began to relieve Emma of the
terrible sense of shame.

If the woman – Sara – was involved sexually
in Stone's slave girl fantasies than that meant she wasn't judging
Emma the way a normal woman would who encountered her like his.

Normal? She used to think she was
normal!

But the woman being as naked as she, and
running her small hands over Emma's body, gave her a great sense of
relief from the embarrassment and shame she'd been feeling, and she
could feel herself calming.

The woman's tongue was very quick and soft.
It dipped and darted more than Stone's had, and her small fingers
felt quite a bit different as they slid slowly down into her body.
Emma stared at the top of the woman's head, watching her.

The woman looked to be around thirty. She was
quite pretty, with dark hair which hung well down her back and was
now sprayed across her bare back. She rolled her dark eyes up, and
Emma flushed and turned her head away. That made the wmoan laugh
softly, and when Emma turned her eyes back, the woman was looking
down again as she began to suck gently on her clitoris.

Emma gasped as two fingers pushed into her,
then a third. It was impossible to deny the heat which began to
spread up her body. It radiated upward from between her legs, and
soon her entire body was sheathed in it as she did her very best
not to appear to be responding in any way.

“Mmm, you taste delicious,” the woman said,
pulling her fingers out of Emma's pussy and licking at her
instead.

Emma gasped as the woman's tongue pushed
shockingly deep, twisting and caressing the inside of her sex.

“You're sopping wet, slave girl,” she said,
raising her eyes to smirk at her.

Emma dropped her eyes, embarrassed, and the
Asian woman giggled softly.

Then she began to slide her small, smooth
body up along Emma. She paused to suck and lick and lightly chew on
her nipples, her fingers kneading Emma's breasts as she mouthed
them.

“Stone has always liked big tits on a girl,”
she said, turning her head up to smile at her again. “Especially on
blondes.”

She slid upward until her small breasts were
pillowed out against Emma's larger ones, and Emma could no longer
pull her head away.

“I think you're going to enjoy being a slave
girl,” she said with a grin. “It brings such... freedom!”

Freedom!? Emma thought. That sounded
crazy!

The woman slid back down, pausing against to
suck and lick and tongue her nipples and massage her breasts. Then
she was once again working on Emma's clitoris as she pumped three
fingers inside her.

Her embarrassment had mostly faded by then.
And the heat gripping her began to banish what was left, along with
her inhibitions.

She moaned helplessly as the Asian woman's
talented tongue made the muscles in her hips spasm upward again and
again. Like Stone, her fingers were stroking in and out and
pressing up against the front wall of her sex as her rapid little
tongue sent waves of sensation through her nervous system.

The orgasm took her by surprise. She didn't
have time to pretend it wasn't happening, as her back arched and
her hips bucked up against the woman's fingers and tongue.

The woman did not even pause, though. Her
lips sucked hungrily and her tongue swirled and stroked as her
small hands slid up to knead Emma's breasts. And while the orgasm
lowered the pressure on her body Emma found she was still deeply
aroused.

The woman licked her to a second orgasm, then
a third, now with four fingers thrusting into her burning, sopping
pussy. She got up then and opened a drawer of the night table,
taking out a small squeeze bottle. She returned, squeezing out some
thick, clear liquid onto Emma's pussy.

That proved to be some kind of lubricant, as
her fingers returned, sliding into her much more easily, twisting
and turning and pumping in and out as she resumed sucking and
licking her clitoris.

Through it all Emma found herself along for
the ride, unable to influence any of what was happening, unable to
speak or even communicate. That left her mind free to simply
experience the pleasure and sensation, and to drift on a current of
dark, outrageous hunger and heat as the girl twisted and turned and
pumped her fingers inside her.

The pressure mounted, and Emma, gasping and
moaning, raised her weary head, staring down between her legs as
the woman licked her. She had four fingers inside her now, and as
she stared, she realized that what the woman was trying to do was
force her thumb inside her, as well!

She felt a jolt of shock and moaned in
denial. The woman ignored her. Her small hand was formed into a
wedge, and as Emma stared, she saw – and felt – her thumb pushing
into her, stretching her aching pussy wider and wider. Then it slid
into her, and she gaped at the sight of her hand disappearing into
her body!

She cried out, her head falling back, then
raised it again, eyes wide, feeling – and watching – as the woman
slid her entire hand slowly up inside her! She shook her head, then
dropped it again to the bed, gasping, chest heaving, as she felt
the woman's hand pushing deeper into her belly!

She could feel it twisting and turning inside
her as she gaped up at the ceiling. She jerked her head up again,
staring, watching as the woman's wrist slid through the lips of her
sex!

“You blondes all like to be filled up,” the
Asian woman said.

She picked up the vibrator and turned it on,
then pressed the nose against Emma's clitoris, rubbing it from side
to side as her fingers drew slowly into the palm of her hand,
forming a fist inside her!

It was too much for Emma. The orgasm screamed
up through her body and then out through her mouth as she writhed
and bucked and strained against the restraints. She didn't care if
the woman heard. Her inhibitions were shattered as the pleasure
overwhelmed her senses, overwhelmed her mind!

She writhed in the grip of an inferno, liquid
heat pumping through her veins as she twisted and arched and cried
out again and again.

Sara was pumping her fist slowly in and out
now, as she ground the vibrator back and forth, smirking as she
looked up at Emma's response.

The orgasm seemed to go on and on, and when
it faded, left Emma gasping for breath and dazed. But her body
continued to burn, and now Sara traded the vibrator for her tongue
and lips, pumping her fist faster, and driving the helpless blonde
into another orgasm, then another!

Finally, she relented when Emma thought she
might pass out from lack of breath. She slid her hand slowly out of
her, replacing it with the vibrator/dildo. Then she climbed up
Emma's body and undid the strap before tugging the ball-gag out of
her mouth.

“Slave girl,” she taunted as she kissed
her.

Emma moaned dazedly.

The Asian girl kissed her for long minutes,
her hands caressing her body, then she climbed higher until she was
straddling Emma's face.

“Now please your mistress, slave,” she said
in a haughty voice.

Emma panted and moaned. Then gasped as Sara
caught at tendrils of her hair, wound them around her fingers, and
tugged up even as she pressed her sex down against her mouth.

“Now, slave!”

Emma had never had sex with another girl, but
she'd just gotten an awfully good example of what could be done
with her mouth. She began to lick awkwardly, astonished, yet again,
to find herself in such a position.

Sara was a stern teacher, tugging on one
tendril, or both, guiding her lips and mouth and instructing her on
how hard or soft she wanted things done. Before long she was
grinding her hips and moaning herself, and Emma felt a sense of
accomplishment.

She had come twice by the time Stone entered
the room. Then she immediately climbed off.

“Would you like to use your slave girl,
Mister Stone?” she purred.

He jerked his head towards the door, and Sara
quickly gathered her clothes and left.

Stone came forward with a grin on his face
and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Been learning a few things about yourself?”
he asked, his big hand sliding up her bound leg.

Emma didn't know what to say.

His hand glided up her thigh and then pressed
against the base of the vibrator Sara had thrust into her
again.

“Bet you wish you were back at work reading
through old law precedents,” he said.

The vibrator was turned on, and she shuddered
as her body began to thrum with energy again.

Stone reached down and undid the straps from
her ankles, then stripped.

Emma stared up at him, chest rising and
falling more and more rapidly. Her ankles were untied but she
hadn't moved her legs at all. She continued to lay as Emma had
placed her, on her bound arms, her legs spread wide to the
sides.

His eyes caught hers, and she shuddered,
feeling a wave of heat passing through her. He climbed onto the
bed, gripping her legs and lifting them up high onto his shoulders.
His big hands slid up her body and squeezed her swollen
breasts.

“You were made for this,” he said. “Slave
girl.”

Emma moaned, her head falling back as he
reached down, gripping the butt-plug. He pulled it out of her and
then his big, thick cock was pushing into her in its place.

Her breathing became more and more ragged as
he drove himself deeper. He leaned forward, pressing her legs back
against her, and she stared up at him, lost in those dark, hungry
eyes. His cock slid deeper, deeper, then the cock was high in her
belly, giving her cramps.

“Beg me to fuck your ass, slave.”

Emma moaned.

“Please... please fuck my ass, Master!”

She cried out as he leaned in further, her
legs pressing back against her chest, against her breasts, then
spreading apart as he shifted his grip to her ankles. He held
himself above her, his weight on her ankles which were now pinned
to the bed above her head.

And he began to move his hips, thrusting into
her again and again, harder and faster as she gasped and moaned and
trembled in the rising heat.

The heat burned its way up through her body
and drowned her. Her inhibitions faded away, leaving her
surrendering to the heat and pleasure and lust and the
inevitability of whatever they did to her. She stared up, for the
first time completely accepting how helpless she was here beneath
him, folded up, arms bound, his heavy weight atop her.

She was his to do with as he chose, and she
could only gasp and cry out as his cock thrust into her belly again
and again. The vibrator buzzed and throbbed, and her body flared
with wild, raging waves of heat that washed away her mind and left
her nothing but an animal gripped by a feverish hunger and
need.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Emma was grateful American paranoia about
security did not allow even Stone to take her into the country
naked and shackled. She was a little self-conscious about what he'd
brought for to wear, however. It was certainly not what the firm in
London would accept!

“How long will you be staying?” the man at
customs asked.

“Uhm, uh, some time, I believe,” she
said.

He raised his eyebrows. “You believe?”

“I'm working for a gentleman as his personal
assistant.”

“Do you have your visa?”

“A wh... er, no.”

He gave her a look, the sort of look you gave
to dumb people.

“Well ahm, this was all very rushed,” she
said, feeling flustered.

“What is the name of your employer?”

Just then another uniformed man came over to
the counter. He drew the first man back and they spoke, then looked
at a computer monitor.

“Your employer has filed an H-1B visa
request, and it's approved, Ms. Sanders,” the man said. “Welcome to
the United States.”

He handed her back her passport, and she
walked through, feeling both relieved and surprised.

She looked around for Stone, wondering where
she went now, and felt self-conscious again as her eyes skimmed
over a number of men she thought were clearly looking at
her.

Which was small wonder given how bloody short
her skirt was!

The 'business outfit' Stone had given her to
wear was dark blue, and consisted of a lovely silk jacket with very
wide lapels, and a tight skirt which was actually shorter than the
jacket. And in place of her sensible shoes were black, strappy ones
with six-inch stiletto heels. Which, she conceded were very sexy.
But they made her feel self-conscious all on their own. She was a
tall young woman and so avoided wearing high heels, especially
very high ones!

Now she was looking down on most of the men
she passed!

Not, however, on one man. Stone came up to
her, trailing bodyguards. Where had they been on the plane, she
wondered? He must have locked them away somewhere to let him do...
what he'd intended to do.

Then again, she couldn't imagine he normally
had them sitting around with him while he worked. So there must
have been another section in the rear of the plane.

“You look incredible in that outfit,” he said
approvingly. “Sara has good taste.”

“Thank you... sir,” she said, gulping
uncertainly.

He jerked his head, and she followed as they
headed through the airport.

“This is the sort of business outfit you
should have been wearing all along.”

“I don't think my firm would approve, sir,”
she said.

“No, I don't think that prissy bunch would
approve of very much,” he snorted.

They walked out onto the tarmac through
another door, and there was a helicopter waiting! Emma had never
ridden in a helicopter before, but she climbed in – awkwardly given
her short skirt, behind Stone. It took off and headed across the
city for Manhattan.

Stone's bodyguards remained behind.

She stared through the window as Manhattan
approached, watching excitedly as they passed over the river and
then landed at a small helipad in midtown Manhattan. They climbed
out to find more bodyguards waiting, along with a long black
limousine.

They got into a limousine while the guards
got into a pair of cars, one behind and one in front of them.

“Do you need bodyguards?” she asked
curiously.

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir.”

“Need? Do I need insurance? That's what they
are. You never know when you need insurance, slave girl, but it's
too late to ask about it when you do.”

He started checking his messages while she
stared around at the towers. The ride did not take long. They
pulled up in front of a building. The guards got out of their cars
and surrounded the limousine, then the chauffeur opened the door
and helped her out.

I'm going to have to learn how to move around
in short skirts, she thought.

The lobby had a ceiling forty feet high. The
floor was marble and there were shining marble columns framing the
elevators. The guards got into the elevator and they rode up to the
penthouse. It appeared the elevator went nowhere else.

They arrived at the top, and there was
already a man, a butler, she presumed, standing at the open
doors.

“Welcome home, Mister Stone,” he said.

“James. This is Sanders. She'll be staying
with me. Prepare the usual room.”

“Yes, Mister Stone,” he said.

The bodyguards stayed outside as the butler
closed the door.

“The uhm, usual room? Do you do this often...
sir?”

“Master,” he said.

She flushed. “Master.”

“Infrequently, but James has been with me for
some time. The last time would be a year or so ago.”

“And what happened to her?”

“She divorced me.”

Of course, Emma mouthed without
speaking the words.

The penthouse was... eye-opening, to say the
least. It was also very masculine. There was none of that gaudy
french provincial stuff. It was all leather and glossy dark woods
and marble. The great room was forty feet wide and seventy feet
long, with a twenty-foot high ceiling and a wall of glass looking
out on Central Park.

It was a mesmerizing sight. They were high in
the air looking down the length of the enormous park, with walls of
luxury towers bordering it on the sides.

He led her down a black marble hallway, then
up a wide staircase to a second floor. Here the ceiling was lower,
the floor of dark wood.

“This will be your room, slave girl,” he
said, pushing open a door.

It was, by any account, a spectacular looking
bedroom! No, a suite! The door entered into a front section with a
sectional sofa facing a fireplace with a large screen TV above it.
Beyond a screen was a short hall with an absurdly large walk-in
closet on one side and a ridiculously large bathroom on the
other.

“Wh-who do these clothes belong to?” she
asked.

“You, slave girl.”

She turned and stared at him in astonishment,
then examined one of the labels.

It was her size!

“But how!?”

He shrugged. “I give orders. People do what I
want. Isn't that how life is supposed to work?”

“Maybe if you're a billionaire!”

“As luck would have it, I am.”

She pulled out a dress with a plunging
neckline and bare hips.

“You must be kidding!”

“Do I strike you as the joking kind, slave
girl? And if you forget to call me master again your ass is going
to get punished.”

She gulped.

“Anyway, those are for special occasions. You
won't be wearing a lot most of the time. Especially at first.”

“W-Why at first?” she asked as he moved
closer, right into her personal space.

He looked down at her, even in her high
heels.

“This is when I train you,” he said
softly.

“Train me in what?” she asked warily.

“Discipline, obedience, respect. Also where I
train your mind, your subconscious, your instincts, get you used to
your new occupation, so to speak.”

“I'm not – .”

“Strip.”

“But – .”

“Strip. Now.”

She gulped and licked her lips, but it was
almost impossible to say no to this man! To that voice! To those
eyes! She felt her stomach fluttering just with him looking at
her!

She removed the jacket, then the blouse. The
skirt slid down her legs, and she stepped out of it, then skimmed
down her thong to stand in only the high heels.

“Those can stay for the moment.”

The closet was massive, and in the center was
a... she had no words for a dresser eight feet long and perhaps six
feet wide with drawers on both sides. On top of it sat a wooden
box, and Stone opened it to remove a collar. It was identical to
the one she'd worn in London, and she gulped as he slid it gently
around her throat and then locked it.

Almost immediately she felt a thrumming sense
of pressure and heat down low in her belly.

He placed the matching metal shackles on her
wrists. But then placed two more around her upper arms above her
biceps!

“What...”

“Allow me to indulge my own fantasies, slave
girl,” he said.

He turned her around, then drew a length of
chain from the box. As her heart rate increased he fastened one to
the two metal shackles around her upper arms, and another shorter
one to the two around her wrists. A longer chain was attached to
the back of the collar. And then the one linking her arms was drawn
in against it.

“Are you afraid I'll overpower you, Master?”
she gulped, raising her eyebrows.

“These aren't to bind your arms, slave girl,”
he said softly. “They're to bind your mind.”

She looked at him in confusion.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“And slave girls who show disrespect to their
masters get punished,” he added.

His big hand caught the back of her neck and
bent her over the dresser, then he opened one of the drawers and
took out a small bottle of lube and a stainless steel butt-plug. He
squirted some of the former on the latter and pressed it against
her back entrance, slowly working it up inside her.

He took out another object, and a moment
later Emma felt it pressing against her sex. It was not stainless
steel, but certainly thick and hard as he worked it up into her
body. Like the vibrator/dildo he had used on her before, this one
had slim chains that went up diagonally across her hips and
fastened together behind her back.

He pulled her erect, and she looked down
anxiously. The thing he'd pushed into her had a narrow base which
looked like it was shaped to largely mirror her anatomy. It covered
the line of her sex much as the base of the butt-plug covered her
back opening.

Which did not mean she felt any less naked,
especially with the solid feeling of the dildo deep in her
abdomen.

A moment later he pressed a ball-gag against
her lips, and she reluctantly opened her mouth to admit it.

“Much as I adore your lovely Irish accent, my
dear, I think this helps add to the sense of being a slave girl,
being helpless, of everything being out of your control. The more
you accept that, the better a slave girl you'll be.”

I'm not a slave girl, she wanted to
insist, but of course, could not.

A moment later he snapped a thicker chain to
the front ring of the collar and tugged.

“Come, slave.”

He led her to the door and opened it, and
before Emma could realize his intent or decide how to oppose it she
was out in the hall! She looked around anxiously for the butler,
but the upper corridor seemed empty as Stone showed her a few of
the other rooms, including the master suite.

It was enormous, and it had a large deck
overlooking Central Park.

She squirmed as he led her out onto it. They
were in the middle of Manhattan, after all, and the buildings were
crowded tightly together. They would be easily visible to anyone at
the windows of the nearby windows! Of course, it wasn't like anyone
would be able to actually tell she was naked, not to mention in a
collar and shackles, not unless they had a very good set of
binoculars or a telescope.

But what if they did!?

“Lovely view, isn't it? Given the kind of
idiots we usually have running this city it's kind of amazing they
never paved any of it over or sold it off to developers.”

It was certainly an amazing view, Emma
thought, but she was gripped by anxiety anyway. It felt very, very
strange to be outside with dozens of buildings and thousands of
windows in sight, and she entirely naked!

He reached out and cupped her breast,
squeezing it casually.

“Don't worry. You won't remain naked, nor
shackled, not all day anyway. But for the start, I think it will
put you in the right frame of mind.”

He led her back inside, pulling her as if the
chain was a leash.

Which it was, she thought wildly.

The thing in her belly started to buzz just
then, confirming her suspicion it was probably a vibrator, and she
moaned, grinding her thighs together.

He led her into a small room which turned out
to be an elevator, and they descended to the first floor. She
looked around anxiously again as he led her up the corridor,
showing her a lovely library, a beautiful home theater, a den, an
enormous home gym, and a games room which had a pool table as well
as card tables and various pinball and video games.

He took her outside again, to a far larger
deck, more of a terrace really which was lined with potted trees
and plants and had both a swimming pool and a hot tub. More amazing
still, it had an overhead glass roof which curved in and then down
to completely enclose the rooftop deck during bad weather!

Stone showed her how it retracted at the push
of a button, then slid it forward again.

Emma found it quite interesting, and very
impressive, but the vibrator inside her was starting to make her
lower body thrum. The base part itself was pressing directly
against the mouth of her sex, and it was getting very hard to
ignore it!

He led her back inside and down the hall,
then out into a huge formal dining room with a table for fourteen,
then to an enormous kitchen – where the butler was working.

Emma squealed and twisted around, but
couldn't run away because of the leash.

“My new slave girl is still quite shy,” Stone
said.

“I'm sure she'll lose that quite quickly,
sir,” James said.

“That's my hope, too.”

Emma gasped as he gripped the thick mass of
her hair behind the neck and swung her back around to face James,
then jerked back on her hair.

“What do you think, James?”

Emma felt her face burn! To be seen like this
by a stranger! A man! It had been bad enough when the Asian woman
had seen her, but a man! She felt horribly embarrassed!

“She's quite impressive, sir,” the man
replied. “Her breasts seem particularly visually appealing.”

“Yes. She's gorgeous,” Stone agreed. “Sara
will be coming by to help train her. And let Julian know. He can
come by on Tuesday morning.”

“I'll let the front desk know to admit her
and contact Mister Baker.”

Stone released her hair and then tugged on
the chain and, dazed, Emma scurried after him, eager to be out of
the butler's sight!

“You'll get used to being seen naked,” he
said. “You have a fantastic body, and it's silly for you to be
embarrassed about anyone seeing it.”

He turned and looked at her. “It's social
conditioning at work, that's all. I'm going to replace it with
mine. You'll be surprised at how quickly that can be done.”

He drew her back up the hall, with Emma only
starting to think about how she could communicate her sense of
indignation and outrage at being forced to be seen naked by the
butler. Then he abruptly stopped as they passed the two large doors
and opened one.

Again she came face to face with a stranger!
Only this time it was one of the bodyguards, who had been standing
there! He looked at her with interest as Stone grabbed her the same
way he had in the kitchen, pulling her hair down to force her back
to arch.

“Kevin, you'll need to find a female guard
for my slave girl. Not immediately. She won't be going out anywhere
without me for a bit, but say in two weeks or so?”

“That won't be a problem, Mister Stone,” the
man said smoothly.

Stone nodded and closed the door, and Emma
felt another wild rush of emotions. How often was he going to do
that!?

“Quite a change from you doing everything to
downplay your beautiful body, huh?” he said. “But you don't need to
worry about being harassed any more – except by me, of course. And
you don't need to worry that people will think you're a slut.
You'll take pride in being one.”

He brought her into the great room and out
onto the deck, then had her kneel – with her legs spread, of
course, in front of and to the side what looked like a comfortable
looking leather recliner. She ran her eyes up along the wall, and
sure enough, it looked like the same sort of glass wall and roof
which had unfolded on the main deck could be brought out and down
here if the weather was bad.

Stone might think the weather was unavoidable
for ordinary people, but evidently not for him!

The vibrator was buzzing again, more
powerfully than before, unless she was mistaken. She'd seen Stone
pulling a little box out of his pockets before it happened, and
thought it must be a remote control of some kind. She glowered at
him anxiously, but that didn't make the vibrations diminish!

She drew her legs closer together, grinding
them against the base.

“Legs apart, slave,” he ordered.

She ignored him, and he snorted, sitting
forward and gripping her by the hair. She squealed as he pulled her
up across his lap.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“When your master gives an order, you
obey.”

He pushed her back down, and she gasped,
settling onto her knees once more.

“Legs spread wide,” he growled.

She flinched and obeyed, her bottom
stinging!

“And if you think I'm being unfair, little
girl,” he said, “Consider what your boss back at the firm would do
if he gave you an order and you ignored him.”

She glared at him.

“Are you giving your master the evil eye,
slave? Because that will get you another spanking.”

She smoothed her face instantly,
anxiously.

“Partners would not tolerate impertinence
from lowly solicitors, and I certainly don't tolerate it from slave
girls – or anyone else.”

The stinging in her bottom didn't do much to
diminish the throbbing inside her, not for long anyway, and Emma
struggled to show no physical reactions as she felt her insides
beginning to melt!

Her hips began to grind, and her breathing
grew more ragged. Then she stiffened as the butler came out onto
the deck.

“You wanted something, Mister Stone?”

“Scotch and soda.”

“Right away, sir.”

He disappeared, and Stone grinned at her.

“Get used to it, slave girl. That's what it
means to be a sex slave. Your body doesn't belong to you anymore
anyway. It's mine, to do with as I choose.”

She glared at him, which got her yanked up
across his lap for five more painful slaps to the backside. She
settled back down onto her knees, her bottom starting to turn red
now, and froze as the butler returned with Stone's drink on a
silver tray, set it down, and then started to leave.

“Oh, get a bowl of water for the slave,
too.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Emma stared at him in confusion.

“Slaves need to drink too,” he said as he
took a sip. “But not alcohol. Not yet.”

She fought to keep her hips still as she
waited. The butler returned with a stainless steel bowl on a tray.
He set it down on the deck, then turned and left.

And how does he expect me to drink with this
gag in my mouth, she wondered.

“You might have noticed that if you're not
careful, that ball in your mouth will make you drool,” he said.

Emma flushed.

“If you push your mouth into the water you
can suck water in around the ball.”

Emma had no intention of doing any such
thing!

Though it was hot outside, and her insides
were thrumming and pulsing with growing intensity.

Then the sun, which had been blocked by the
edge of the building, moved slowly forward and shone directly onto
the deck – onto her. She began to heat up even more, then.

Stone put down his table and snapped his
fingers at her.

Emma looked at him in confusion. She was more
than slightly frazzled, and overheating on inside and out, but then
she rose on her knees and moved a little closer. He had a squeeze
bottle in hand, and as she knelt there, he squirted some cream onto
her chest.

He began to spread it over her shoulders,
then, up across her face, then down along her neck and over her
breasts. He spent considerably more time spreading the slippery
cream on her breasts then on the rest of her, though!

He squirted more and spread it down her back
and sides and belly.

“Stand up, slave.”

She got up, her legs shaky, and he spread the
cream over her abdomen and along her buttocks, then down her hips
and thighs until her body glistened in the sunshine. He motioned
her to kneel again and used a wet cloth to wipe his hands, then
picked up the tablet again.

This was sooo insane, Emma thought,
moaning.

The buzzing continued, and the feel of the
metal shackles around her arms and wrists was... surreal. Looking
out over the city, while kneeling naked like a … a sex slave was
incredibly strange! And the buzzing inside her and against her was
making it almost impossible to keep still.

She moaned into the gag, panting, and closed
her legs, grinding her thighs together.

“Legs spread.”

She snapped them open again, moaning a
protest.

She instead angled her heels in, trying to
press them against the base of the vibrator and grind it against
herself.

“Come here, slave girl.”

She rose on her knees again and gasped as he
gripped her hair and dragged her across his body. She braced
herself for more sharp blows to the bottom, but instead, he undid
the chain behind her back and then slid the vibrator out of her
throbbing belly!

A moment later his big thumb was thrust into
her, and his fingers began to grind her clitoris in against it. The
sensations redoubled and her hips began to buck up and back
uncontrollably! She felt an incredible surge in sensation! Though
she no longer felt the intensity of the vibrator against her the
soft warmth of his fingers felt far more erotic.

The orgasm surged up through her body, and
she cried out again and again, wriggling and writhing and grinding
herself back against his fingers as the pleasure coursed through
her system like a raging flood.

He caressed her soft flesh, then put her back
onto her knees on the deck.
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Emma didn't get the gag out of her mouth
until dinner. She'd spent all day naked and shackled, and had been
seen by James, the butler, on any number of times. She suspected
Stone was arranging that deliberately to shatter her
inhibitions.

And, she grudgingly admitted, it was working.
She no longer felt the sense of incredible embarrassment whenever
he appeared. Now she was just deeply self-conscious.

She'd been smacked on the bottom a number of
times by Stone, so that when he finally took the ball gag out of
her mouth and told her not to talk she hesitated to voice any
protest. What was she going to protest about anyway? Him showing
her body to strangers? He wasn't going to stop, that was clear. He
thought it would remove her sense of embarrassment about being seen
naked, and he was probably right, at least to an extent.

She could protest about being shackled naked
all day, but he'd already told her that wasn't going to continue.
He was doing it now as a kind of... mental training, to put her
into the right 'mood'.

She hardly blushed at all when James brought
out the food, until Stone began to feed her by hand in front of
him.

The vibrator began to buzz again, and she
moaned weakly. She'd already had several orgasms since they'd
arrived because of a combination of the vibrator and Stone's
talented fingers. He didn't seem to have any intention of giving
her one during dinner, though.

After dinner, he brushed her teeth for her!
Which was very strange, then he led her up the hall and into a room
they hadn't seen yet.

She blanched to look around. It looked like
some kind of torture chamber!

“I thought I'd give you a look at where bad
little slave girls are taken to be punished,” he said.

“I... I refuse!” she blurted.

He raised an eyebrow. “Refuse? Refuse what?
You're already here.”

“I mean... I refuse to let you... beat
me!”

“First, slave girls don't get to refuse,
second, if you recall, you've already been flogged, and came rather
violently while I was doing it.”

She flushed, remembering. But that wasn't a
real flogging! Maybe all his punishments were like that, though,
she thought anxiously. That wouldn't be so... so very bad!

“I think that you need a lesson in
submission, slave girl,” he said.

There were some strange looking devices and
frames around the room, but after removing the chains binding her
wrists and arms together, He made her kneel in front of what looked
like a pair of leather-covered stairs. They didn't go anywhere,
though, except to a low leather platform.

Stone dragged her up across it, holding her
wrists together in one large hand, then drew them down the flat
back side and locked her shackles to it. He then rolled her over
onto her back. That left her sprawled back across the 'stairs' and
onto the platform, with her head fallen over the far side.

She felt him drawing her legs apart, wide
apart and then attaching them in place somehow on the floor.

“I-I'll scream!” she gulped.

“Of course you will.”

She felt the vibrator chains undone, then the
device was pulled slowly out of her overheated depths. She raised
her head, not easily, trying to see what he was doing, then gasped
as she saw the size of the dildo in his hand.

“That's too big!” she blurted.

“You'll be surprised at what is and isn't too
big for you, slave girl.”

She moaned as he rubbed the head up and down
against her hyper-sensitive sex, her hips instinctively grinding up
against it even as he pushed harder. He'd put some kind of lube on
it, but even so, she ached fiercely as he increased the pressure!
Then, every so slowly, the thing forced her open wide enough to
slowly push into her!

“Oh! Oh, God! Oh! Please!” she moaned.

“Please master,” he said.

“Please, Master!”

“I want to hear you scream first.”

The thing pushed up deeper, stretching the
elastic walls of her sex to their limit!

Then she felt his fingers at her clitoris,
rubbing skilfully.

She shuddered, gulping in air, the blood
rushing to her head as the ache in her neck muscles forced her to
let it hang back upside down once again.

Her hips began to roll slowly, and the heat
deepened. Then she felt the vibrator pressing against her and cried
out weakly, then again as her movements shifted her on the thick
dildo. Hunger rose and became ferocious. She whimpered, forcing
herself down deeper on the thick thing, crying out softly as it
slid higher inside her.

“You're a slave girl now, just a helpless
slave girl,” he said. “A sex slave owned by her master.”

She cried out as she felt the laces of the
flog cut across her breasts! Her head jerked up, and she gasped,
wide-eyed, to see him holding what looked like an identical flog to
the one he'd used at her in London!

He paused, then pushed the ball gag back into
her mouth again. For some reason, Emma found that almost
comforting, as well as increasing the heat within her. She writhed,
arching and twisting as he rubbed her clitoris or used the
vibrator, and brought the flog down across her straining
breasts.

The heat became overpowering, a feverish,
intoxicating heat that drowned her in passion and lust. Her feet
pressed firmly against the floor, forcing her buttocks up, only to
let them sink down again, and again, and again, crying out as she
impaled herself on the big dildo, as she forced it achingly
deep!

The flog cut across her breasts repeatedly,
harder, the stings getting worse as she twisted and strained and
writhed in the grip of a wild animal heat.

She screamed as she slid even further down
the dildo, her head thrashing, her body straining against the
restraints. Then the orgasm flashed through her, and she screamed
far more loudly, her hips frantically riding the thick dildo as the
hunger and ecstasy overwhelmed her.

She was going out of her mind but didn't
care.

She stared almost sightlessly at the wall
behind her, her hips jerking and rolling, sliding her aching sex up
and down the thick dildo as the laces cut stingingly across her
taut breasts! An intoxicating heat was gripping her mind, and she
wallowed in the rush of pleasure and passion that filled her.

Again and again the flog cut down across her
breasts, until they burned redly. But her hips rode the dildo with
maddened need as she sobbed and moaned and the world swirled around
her. Then she felt the vibrator grinding against her clitoris again
and screamed as the orgasm, which had just begun to subside,
exploded once again.

Her mind felt fried, as the orgasm finally
relented. Her eyes were glassy, and her body trembled as she lay
impaled on the dildo. She saw movement but did not care. She felt
hands on her head but ignored them. The ball gag was pulled from
her slack jaw, but she only groaned.

He slid his cock through her open mouth and
straight down her relaxed throat, and she ignored this too, moaning
around it as he began to pump in and out, using her throat and
mouth, his hands roaming over her aching breasts, rolling and
caressing her stiff, hot nipples.

He drove himself into her to the balls, then
drew back, then pushed forward again, pumping the long length of
his thick shaft up and down her throat.

*

It had been an exhausting day, both
physically and emotionally. Which was the only reason Emma was able
to fall asleep so easily.

She woke to sunlight streaming through the
huge glass windows of her bedroom, woke to an unfamiliar sense of
space and luxury. And to her own nudity. She did not normally sleep
in the nude, but she had been too tired to care the previous
night.

She moaned and raised her hand to her face.
The things she'd done! The things she'd let him do to her! God! She
must have been out of her mind when she'd agreed to come here!

She gazed at the metal shackle around her
wrist and ran her fingers over it, seeking a way to unlock and
remove it, but could not find any. She could feel the collar still
around her neck and felt a dark little thrill of the forbidden, of
the outrageous.

To wake naked and collared and shackled in a
strange room far from home...!

She sat up, and the soft sheets slid off her
breasts. She looked down and felt another surge of outrage mixed
with a strange sense of thrilled delight. He had whipped her
breasts! God, that had felt so astonishing! Yes, he'd done it
before, but this time it was... just more... dark and perverted
and... and outrageous!

Her breasts still had faint, thin lines upon
them, and her nipples still ached, having been caught by the laces
repeatedly! They were also erect, as her stroking fingers
discovered.

She swung her long legs out of bed and felt
the soft, plush warmth of the rug beneath, then walked across to
the bathroom. She stared at herself in the mirror with a mixture of
anxiety and a strange, sense of something like exhilaration.

Slave girl! What a kinky and wild and
shocking and outrageous idea! But she sure looked like one just
then!

She realized only then that she still had the
big butt-plug in her bottom. She felt a twisting mix of
indignation, excitement, and confusion. Then she went back into the
big bedroom and over to the windows. She slid the door aside and
hesitantly eased out onto the balcony. They were quite high up, and
it didn't seem likely anyone would be looking with binoculars just
then.

It felt... kinky and daring to be out here
naked like this!

She looked out at the city and the towers
behind and shook her head. To live here... in a place like this...
It would be... exciting. At least, once he stopped this slave girl
stuff and let her wear clothes and go out and explore it!

She went back to the bathroom, intending to
shower, and examined herself again, running her hands over her
body, including down between her legs. She still ached a little
there, and more inside, from how big that dildo had been, and how
hard she'd ridden it.

She felt embarrassed at herself, at her
response, at just how excited and passionate she'd become. How was
she ever going to make the case to Stone that he ought to treat her
in a less degrading manner when she continued to respond so
passionately to what he was doing to her!?

“Don't bother,” a voice said as she slid
aside the doors to the shower.

She gasped and spun around, her arms
instinctively going in front of her to hide her body, even as she
recognized the voice.

It was the Asian woman from the plane:
Sara.

That brought back more embarrassing memories,
and darkly passionate ones. The woman had thrust her whole fist up
inside Emma!

Her face colored as Sara stood there, clad in
shorts and a tank top.

“Your day begins with exercise, slave girl,”
she said. “No point in showering first. Come along. I'll see to
your initial training.”

“But...”

“Slave girls don't get to say but or no. Come
along.”

Blushing, Emma followed her, looking around
anxiously, wishing she'd be allowed to wear clothing. They went to
the home gym, and Sara led her through some stretching and warm-up
exercises which had her nearly breathless. Then came a punishing
series of exercises on the machines which had her sweating and
exhausted in no time while the Asian woman mocked her for being out
of shape, and applied a thin, stinging switch to her bottom, or
even, on occasion, her breasts, when she slowed!

She was aching a good deal more after Sara
finally called a halt to the exercises than she'd been after any of
Stone's punishments! And the woman insisted she do them every
day!

“Now, about that butt of yours,” she
said.

Emma looked at her uncertainly.

“It's part of your job to ensure your bottom
is ready for your master's use,” she said. “That means cleaning it
out every morning with a good enema.”

Emma blushed. This was so degrading!

“That should be part of your morning routine.
I'll do it this morning, then you can do it from now on.”

“I can do it!”

“Yes, you can, but I'm still going to do it.
Because you also need to learn that slave girls don't have 'private
parts'. Every part of them is owned by their master.”

That was humiliating! What was worse,
afterward Sara slid the vibrator up her pussy and then put on a
strap-on dildo to sodomize her.

And Emma came explosively!

I'm such a slut, she thought helplessly.

Sara then removed her own clothes and drew
her into the shower, where she soaped her up and made her soap her
up in return. Then she drew her in tight against her body and spent
long minutes kissing and caressing her as their soapy, slippery
bodies ground together.

Despite herself, Emma found the heat rising
inside her once again, and began to kiss back with more and more
enthusiasm until they were grinding their pussies together in eager
passion and pleasure.

Sara then brushed and dried Emma's hair the
way she wanted it, not the way Emma did. This was with a lot more
bangs, and was more girlish, less... businesslike than Emma usually
did herself.

Then with her wrists locked behind her, and a
leash on her collar, she was led down the hall and into the dining
room, blushing as Stone looked up.

“Kneel,” Sara barked.

Gulping, Emma obeyed, and at another barked
command, spread her knees wide.

Sara left and Emma dropped her eyes, her mind
assailed by contrary emotions again.

Stone fed her by hand, as he had at
dinner.

“Don't worry. You'll get to sit on chairs
again soon,” he said. “You're making good progress.”

Emma wanted to complain, to issue a number of
complaints, about how he'd flogged her breasts, about the dildo,
about him fucking her throat so roughly, about how degrading this
was, but knew none of it would avail her anything. Nor was she
prepared to demand he release her. Release her to what? To go home
again?

This was, however nervous she was about it, a
darkly thrilling adventure she couldn't quite bring herself to
abandon.

He didn't show any sign of wanting to use her
body, other than casually groping her breast, and she felt a sudden
pang of jealousy. Had that Chinese bitch taken care of him already?
In her experience men always wanted sex first thing in the
morning.

She certainly wasn't going to ask!

After breakfast, Sara came and got her again,
and then led her down the hall to the gym again. This time she
ignored the machines and instead had her stand on a mat. A moment
later a man came in, and Emma squealed and spun around trying to
hide herself.

She gasped as Sara gripped her hair and
dragged her back around to face the man, forcing her head up.

“Devon, this is slave girl.”

“Hi, Slave girl,” the man said with a
grin.

“She has lovely breasts, don't you
think?”

“If you like that sort of thing,” he
replied.

Sara laughed softly. “He's gay, you see. He's
also part of Mister Stone's security detail.”

That calmed Emma only a little, adding some
confusion. Still, gay or not he was a man and she was completely
naked and clad in collar and shackles like some kinky pervert!

“As you're aware, Mister Stone wants you to
lose some of that body consciousness of yours,” Sara said. “He
thinks you have a gorgeous body. I agree, by the way. He does not
think you should be so ashamed of people seeing it.”

“Easy for you to say!” Emma gulped.

“Very. Now, this is about getting you into
the habit of things. So you will respond to every statement I make
by calling me 'mistress' and every statement Devon says by calling
him 'master'. Is that understood?”

Emma blinked in surprise as Sara released her
hair.

“But – .”

The thin switch flicked out and snapped
across her bottom with a thwip sound, and she gasped at the
stinging pain.

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Good slave girl. Kneel.”

Blushing in front of Devon, Emma dropped to
her knees. It was impossible to ignore the fact that her face was
looking into his groin!

“Now sit on your heels.”

She blushed again. That lowered her, but she
knew she had to spread her legs, and when Sara raised the switch
she did so, blushing hotly.

“Keep your back straight, slave,” the woman
said, sliding the tip of the switch along her hip.

She raised it and rubbed it against Emma's
nipple.

“Shoulders back, push those titties out.”

Emma blushed again.

“Lovely, sexy slave girl,” Emma said. “Now
stand up.”

Emma stood up again, and the switch tapped
her lightly on the bottom.

“Always keep your shoulders back and chest
out, slave girl. Say yes mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Emma said, still
blushing.

“Kneel.”

She knelt again, then sat on her heels
again.

“Now, face against the floor, bottom-up and
legs apart.”

Emma groaned in embarrassment but obeyed when
the switch cut across her bottom.

“Tuck in your belly.” Thwip “ Keep
that bottom high.” Thwip “Spread those legs wider.”

Emma's face burned in the degrading post,
with her bottom lifted high and her sex on display for Devon. That
he was gay did not offer her much relief!

She stood up again, then knelt, then sat on
her heels, then resumed the same position again, all while Sara
applied the switch to her soft anatomy whenever she thought she
wasn't moving quickly enough.

Worse. This time the woman slid her fingers
along Emma's sex, then slowly worked the vibrator into her body!
All while Devon watched! It slid deep, then the thin chain went
over her hips and locked together behind her.

And the vibrator began to buzz.

Sara stepped back.

“Beg Devon to fuck you, slave girl.”

Emma cringed.

Thwip

“Obey your mistress, slave girl.”

Thwip

“Please... fuck me... Master!” Emma
moaned.

She cringed again at how degrading it was to
say such a thing to a stranger while naked and in this
position!

“Now beg me.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

“Beg Devon to fuck your ass. He's gay. He
might like that.”

Thwip

“Now, slave girl.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” Emma
moaned.

“Again.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!”

“I don't usually fuck women in the ass,”
Devon said. “Do you have a nice tight ass, Slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

Thwip

“Say it, slave.”

“I have a nice tight ass, Master!”

“Is your ass warm and will it suck and
squeeze on his cock?”

Thwip

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

Thwip

“Say it, slave.”

“My... I... My ass is warm and... and it will
suck and squeeze your cock, Master!” she gulped.

“I don't know. Maybe I'd rather have you suck
my cock.”

“Beg him to let you suck his cock, Slave,”
Sara ordered.

“Please... p-please may I... suck your cock,
Master!?” she gasped.

This was all insane! Her emotions were
twisting and roiling, and at the same time, her body was starting
to tremble and squirm under the influence both of the vibrator and
the outrageously sexual nature of what was happening.

To be naked in front of a man, a handsome
young man at that, and saying such things! It was certainly
mortifying! But it was also doing something strange and dark to hr
mind.

Sara leaned over her and unlocked the wrist
restraints so that her hands were free.

“Get on all fours, Slave girl.”

Panting, Emma obeyed.

“Keep those legs apart.”

Devon moved several feet forward in front of
her.

“Come here, Slave girl,” he ordered.

Emma crawled forward a few feet.

“Sit on your heels and put your hands behind
your neck. Arch your back,” Sara ordered.

Emma did, her face still burning.

“Beg him to use your body. But don't say
'my'. Say 'this slave's body'.”

Emma blanched.

“Please... please use this slave's body,
Master!” she gasped.

“Get on all fours,” Sara ordered. “Turn
around. Come here.”

Sara had moved back, and Emma crawled forward
a dozen feet.

“Present yourself.”

Emma stared at her dazedly.

“That means sit back on your heels, spread
your legs and present your body as you did to Devon.”

Emma did so.

“Please use this slave's body, Mistress!” she
gulped.

I'm going to go insane if this lasts much
longer, she thought dazedly.
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Emma spent half the morning presenting
herself, and saying degrading things to Sara, Devon, and then to
other men who came in, one by one, to observe her. Only these men
weren't gay!

What was worse, she began to simply
drown in the dark, eroticism of what she was doing, slowly
falling into the role Stone and Sara had designed for her, losing
much of her embarrassment, and feeling a strange, breathless rush
at such openly displayed and uninhibited sexuality.

When Sara ordered her to rub her face and
mouth against a man's groin, she obeyed. When she ordered her to
open one of the men's zippers and then draw out his cock, she did
so. Then she began to lick and suck it as ordered, feeling an
almost unbearable level of heat and arousal as her lips bobbed up
and down its length.

She swallowed his semen, and that of the next
two men as well!

By then she was capable of anything, and when
Sara undid the chain and ordered her to lay on her back, draw her
knees up, spread them, and masturbate, while she and two of the men
looked on, she did it, plunging the dildo/vibrator into her body
frantically, and coming so powerfully she almost lost
consciousness.

In the afternoon, Sara taught her
lap-dancing, again with the bodyguards as the display dummies. Emma
straddled them, ground herself against them, and danced lewdly
before them as Sara critiqued her movements.

She finished up each demonstration by
performing oral sex on the man until his sexual tension had been
relieved. Then they left, and another man came in.

The next day dancing was introduced into her
training sessions. She learned to dance nude in the most erotic
manner possible, lithely and languidly positioning and posing her
body for the spectators.

It astonished her how quickly she had adapted
to the atmosphere of hedonism and darkly erotic passion which
enveloped her. It continued to embarrass her at times, but she was
also becoming helplessly addicted to the intensity of the heat and
dark, thrilling, forbidden nature of what she was doing.

After the introduction of crawling back and
forth between Sara and whoever else was in the room, crawling on a
leash only sent another heady rush of dark thrills through her.

It's like I'm some kind of animal! she
thought with awe.

She was constantly beset by anguish and
uncertainty about what she was doing, but it was simply too
incredible a thrill ride to get off. And the constant Thwip!
Thwip! Thwip! of Sara's switch at any hesitation encouraged her
to obey quickly and think about it later.

Her days were mentally and physically
exhausting but filled with excitement, orgasms and wild, thrilling
bouts of passion and heat.

One day Stone hung her by her ankles and
flogged her, then buried his cock in her ass while she hung upside
down. The next day he hung her by her wrists and flogged her
harder. Then, once again, he drove his cock deep into her ass and
fucked her.

It was insane! It was rabid debauchery!

She spent an entire week naked and in
shackles before being allowed to wear clothes. It felt very strange
to be doing so by then. She wore a very short leather skirt and a
white blouse, as Sara took her shopping for lingerie.

The next day Sara took her out wearing a
short black sweater-dress with knee length boots. Because the
sweater-dress had a turtleneck and long sleeves, she kept her
shackles and collar on and wore no underwear.

That evening she went out to dinner with
Stone. She wore a short white dress with a plunging scoop neck. The
dress had a very short hem but was also slit up almost to the top
of the hip on her right. And once again, she wore no underwear.
Though she did have the butt-plug inside her.

By then, her entire attitude about sex had
been radically altered. Sex and eroticism were now the central
focus of her life, and while she remained uneasy and anxious at
times about baring her body and doing 'slutty' things in front of
strangers, the intensity of the heat which so quickly enveloped her
mind would not allow her to stop.

Many men used her mouth during those first
weeks, but only Stone used her body – roughly, even savagely,
riding her to screaming orgasms as her mind dissolved under the
floods of liquid heat he forced upon her.

She began to accompany him on trips, then,
both around the city and around the world. She acted as his
personal assistant, taking care of the little things, and learning
to organize his itinerary. But however smart and expensive her
suits were, she was never able to forget the sexual nature of what
she was.

Her skirts were always short, her tops tight,
and she rarely wore underwear. She always had the butt plug inside
her, and almost as always, smaller versions of the vibrator so that
Stone could amuse himself by turning them on and off and changing
the rhythms to make her squirm and pant and desperately fight to
avoid climaxing in public.

She got to see California, then Hawaii,
Tokyo, and Shanghai. They flew to Melbourne for a month, then to
Houston, Texas, before returning to New York. When the weather got
colder, he shifted to Los Angeles.

There was not a day which did not bring her
multiple orgasms.

The money he paid her was building up to a
fascinating amount in her bank account, for she never used any of
it. But that wasn't why she stayed. He began to give her more
responsibilities, and she began to learn more about how he did
business, and how to act on his behalf. Which was satisfying in an
entirely different way than the sex.

But it was that raw, hot, unbridled lust and
heat of her life which kept her there. It was so incredibly
different from the boring nose-to-the-grindstone existence she'd
had before! All she'd been doing then, she thought, was doing the
preparatory work to one day have a life. What Stone had given her
was an entirely different kind of life, but it WAS a life, and a
hot, delicious one filled with excitement and pleasure.

And as she fully embraced the role of an
obedient, disciplined slave girl the role became a reality. There
were no chains imprisoning her, but Emma was a slave girl, and had
no regrets about it.

 


END
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