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Fiona was too tense to read. That was an
unusual happenstance for her, but she really needed this job. She
wasn't at all sure how long she could stand the one she had, and it
wasn't as if new jobs grew on trees – not that trees were much of a
common feature of her life.

She had a paperback open in her lap, but her
head was turned and she looked out the window of the bus as it
chugged south on Bank Street. There really wasn't much to see. The
street was zoned commercial on both sides, and that was all they
passed; block after block of car dealerships, auto body shops, fast
food restaurants, grocery stores, electronic shops, and every other
kind of small retail outlet – other than clothing – imaginable.

Occasionally a small office building reared
its head, usually with stores on the ground floor, but basically,
it was a busy and ugly street, without a sign of green to be found
anywhere. She did her best to watch for addresses, nervous she'd
miss the one she was looking for. Her eyes, even with glasses,
weren't the best. She probably needed to upgrade her prescription,
but didn't have the money.

She noted a 3745 on a bedding shop and
reached up to pull the cord. The address she wanted was 3815, so it
had to be around there.

The bus let her off in front of an odd
looking little building which consisted of a veterinary clinic on
one side and a plumber on the other. The plumber was 3777, so she
set off up the street at a brisk walk. Fiona was a girl used to
walking, and was invariably impatient to get where she was going. A
slim young woman with untidy brown hair, she wore a long beige coat
which buttoned up the middle, and loose brown trousers underneath.
She had a large black purse on her shoulder, with square buckles on
one side and innumerable pockets inside for all the things she
carried about 'in case of'. She wore flat black walking shoes which
laced up, and black mens socks she had found on sale at the dollar
store.

She found the shop and her heart beat faster.
She was not a people person, and she hated strange places, hated
the unfamiliar. She loathed applying for jobs, partly because it
presented her with all manner of possible problems in not knowing
the work, in having unpleasant people to deal with, and most of all
because she felt as though she were coming cap-in-hand when asking.
Fiona never asked anyone for anything, nor did she expect to be
given anything.

Her parents had been lower middle class. She
had not been poor, exactly, but there had never been much money.
Certainly there'd never been money for the luxuries other children
took for granted, like computers, big screen televisions, and game
consoles. They lived in a series of low-rent townhouses or
apartments, and barely made the rent most months. She'd quit school
at sixteen to work as a waitress after her father had died, because
her mother needed the extra money, and she'd been working a series
of not-very-well-paid service jobs ever since.

She spotted the store. The address was right,
anyway. There was a painted over sign above advertising a
consignment store. But the windows were filled with books.

She braced herself and walked up to the glass
door, then stepped inside. The floor to ceiling bookcases along the
walls were cheap, but wood, or at least, wood-like. The ones which
ran the length of the store were of the same press-board material,
stained dark oak, but waist high.

The counter was hand-maid, and not exactly by
a master carpenter, but it seemed sturdy enough. And there was a
proper, electronic cash atop it. The store, however, was empty of
people, including staff, so far as she could see.

“Uhm, hello?” she called tentatively.

There was no answer. She stepped deeper into
the store, then walked to where she saw a doorway into the rear.
“Hello?” she called through a curtain.

“Just a minute!' a high pitched male voice
called out.

A moment later a short, round man with Harry
Potter glasses came through the curtain with an armful of
books.

“Sorry, sorry. We're short staffed,” he
called over his shoulder as he bustled past her.

“Well, actually,” she said. “I uhm, called
about the job earlier.”

He dropped the books on the counter, where
half of them spilled over and tumbled to the floor on the other
side. He turned around, a trifle breathlessly. “Your hired!”

She blinked in astonishment. “I am?”

“I need help. You said you'd worked in retail
before. You certainly look like a bookish person,” he said in
something like a falsetto voice. “I bet you've read a lot of
books!”

“Well, yes, I have.”

“Thought so,” he said, smiling smugly to
himself. “You sure don't look like some bimbo cheerleader
type.”

Fiona wasn't sure whether to be offended or
insulted. Although she reluctantly admitted that 'bookish' was
really not a bad description of either her looks or her
personality.

“I'm Andrew,” he said. “I just opened
yesterday, and the person I had hired quit because they found a
better job somewhere else! When can you start?”

She had to negotiate over the start time, for she hadn't yet given
her notice at the dry cleaning shop she worked. She wasn't one to
normally burn her bridges behind her, but it was clear Andrew
needed someone immediately. And if it wasn't her it would be
someone else. Besides, old Mrs. Chin, who ran the place with an
iron cane, was deserving of no notice at all, so far as Fiona was
concerned, and was most unlikely to give her any kind of a good
reference in future anyway.

She'd always wanted to work in a book shop.
She'd been a bookish girl, a voracious reader since she was a young
girl, and had always felt wonderfully at home at libraries and book
stores. Andrew was an odd man, but the shop was bright, and there
were so many books everywhere! She sighed happily, just looking at
them.

* * *

It took a few weeks to get the store squared
away, and then Andrew was able to leave her alone for long periods
of time while he went out looking for more books. It was a used
book shop, which he felt would do especially well given the poor
economy. He hadn't advertised yet, but he was already getting some
drop-in customers, and was sure that would pick up as people became
more aware of the place.

In the meantime, Fiona kept busy sorting,
recording and cataloging the wild assortment of books there. It was
not exactly demanding work, intellectually, but it kept her mind
occupied and free of boredom, and there weren't too many customers
to interrupt her or cause her stress.

Each day, she road the bus for thirty minutes
from her tiny apartment downtown, then spent the day with the
books. As she finished cataloging and stacking everything, the
workload dropped off dramatically, though, and she found herself
making use of the products to keep herself from getting bored. They
were, for the most part, cheap paperbacks, which were not the kind
of books she normally read, but she couldn't pass up the bargain of
free reading material.

She had few customers, and most were middle
aged women buying romance novels and teenage boys looking for
science fiction and fantasy. Then Andrew got the bright idea of
selling newspapers, and that began to pull in more traffic.

Fiona read the papers herself, wanting to
know what was going on in the world, and what the opinion writers
thought of it. Self conscious about her lack of education, she
tried to improve herself by reading newspapers, magazines, and all
the classics, and pondering the the messages and philosophies they
imparted. At home, she watched the Discovery Channel on TV, passing
over reality TV for documentaries.

The first time she saw Nick Thompson she took
little notice of him. He was a middle-aged man in a green short
sleeved shirt and khaki pants, a customer like any other, who
browsed the store's offerings and, as she had predicted to herself,
stopped at the mystery section. She couldn't have said precisely
why she had suspected he'd be a mystery reader except that he
looked like a mystery reader. She certainly didn't think he'd be
after the romances, and most men by his age were over their 'elves
and orcs' phase.

He had a few gray hairs in his tousled brown
hair, but was otherwise unremarkable. He was slender, with a flat
belly, and attractively tanned and muscled arms showing under the
short sleeves. Had had thin glasses which he kept in his shirt
pocket and used only for reading, and had a smart phone on his
belt.

“Did you find everything you were looking
for?” she asked as he dropped several paperbacks on the
counter.

“I didn't find the love of a good woman,” he
replied.

She was briefly startled then laughed in
amusement. “I guess no one has sold us any yet.”

“If that comes in hold it for me, would
you?”

“Sure thing,” she said.

He left with his books and she looked after
him, wondering why she'd felt so comfortable with him. Probably
because he was an older man. She disdained most of the men her age
she'd met. They tended to be rowdy, undisciplined, heavily into
drinking and sports, and totally unreliable. And the only thing
they saw in her was a body to make brief use of before going back
to their buddies. They were either lewdly insulting, or lewdly
complimentary, depending on whether they wanted to sleep with her
or she had just turned them down.

It had been some time since she'd met a young
man she hadn't wound up wishing would smack his face into a brick
wall a few times. She told herself that it might be the
environment. After all, she lived in rather low-rent housing, and
rarely met many guys there that her mother would have described as
'promising'. She didn't drink and was too embarrassed at her poor
dancing to go clubbing. So she met very few guys at all.

She had, for the most part, written men off
as obnoxious, ignorant, sex maniacs, and since she had little
experience with them she preferred to spend her time with her books
and documentaries. They were far more comfortable and
predictable.

The shop did not do a brisk business, and
many of the customers were repeaters, including the middle aged
guy, who picked up two newspapers each day, was always friendly and
easy-going, and often had something dryly amusing to say. His name
was Nick, which she assumed was short for Nicholas, and he worked
in the office building up the street a ways.

Andrew had told her to just close up shop for
fifteen or twenty minutes if she had to go and get something to
eat. There were a number of fast food shops along the street, but
just around the corner and two blocks up Heron Road was an Irish
pub which had a great Irish Stew, and did take-out in Styrofoam
containers. It was a dead quiet, chilly, rainy Monday morning, and
there was, of course, no heat in the building because the landlord
didn't turn it on until October.

She'd brought a sweater, but her hands and
toes were cold, and when it stopped raining she decided to dash
down the street and around the corner to get some stew. The trip
there was fine, but as she stepped out of the restaurant with her
bag she realized it had started to rain again. Never one to be
caught unprepared, she pulled her folding umbrella from her purse
and popped it, then hurried out into the rain.

There was a large puddle at the street, so
she moved well around it to cross a side road, then headed back up,
but as she reached the corner a car turned off, moving quickly.
There was another puddle there, and, seeing the inevitable, she
jumped further in from the road and swung her umbrella around.
Water sluiced up against it, splashing her lower legs, but doing no
other major damage. However, there was a ditch on the other side of
the path and in her haste to jump aside, and her focus on the car
and puddle she didn't take proper note and lost her balance.

It wasn't a deep ditch, but it was deep
enough, and trying to keep from dropping her stew didn't help her
balance as she slipped on the grass and fell full length into
it.

It was a very muddy ditch.

She sputtered in disbelief as she pushed
herself to her knees and then got to her feet. She was utterly
soaked, and coated in mud from head to toe! Her bag had dropped,
despite her best efforts, hitting the edge of the sidewalk and
springing the plastic top of her stew so that it poured out and
down into the ditch.

For the first few seconds Fiona simply stood
there, eyes slitted against the mud dripping down her forehead,
incredulous at her own clumsiness. She felt a great upwelling of
fury and indignation at the world that this should happen to her on
what had already been a miserable Monday (not that any Mondays'
were pleasant), and then resisting the urge to scream out her
frustration, she kicked the Styrofoam container, and, fuming,
looked for her umbrella.

She spotted it, on the other side of the
ditch. She grimly marched down and through the ditch, not even
bothering to try to jump over, picked up the umbrella, and folded
it, then turned and marched through the muddy ditch again and back
onto the sidewalk. And as she did, Nick rounded the corner, quite
dry, wearing a raincoat, and holding a large umbrella overhead. He
stopped in surprise and stared at her, and then, to her anger,
clearly fought to restrain a laugh.

“Uhm, are you... all right?” he asked
hesitantly.

“No, I'm not all right! I'm soaking wet and
covered in mud!” she yelled.

“Well, yes, I suppose you are, at that. I
guess I meant, physically, as in hurt.”

“Only my pride,” she grumbled, regretting her
outburst.

It wasn't his fault she'd been a clumsy
idiot, after all.

“Do you uhm, live nearby?”

She shook her head wearily.

“Got a change of clothes in the store?”

She rolled her eyes at him.

“Well, you know, I rarely make this offer to
women I barely know,” he said, “but you see that house there?” He
indicated a bungalow on the other side of the street, right next to
the restaurant. “I actually live in the house right behind that. I
do have a shower and a washer and dryer. And if you promise not to
make rude advances with me, I could let you use them.”

She stared at him for a moment. “Rude
advances!?”

She almost giggled. But she was too
miserable. Then she felt a sudden sense of anxiety. He seemed like
a nice guy, but how was she to know he wasn't some sort of serial
killer?

“That's okay. Thanks anyway,” she said.

“There's actually a bathroom down in the
basement with the washer and dryer,” he said. “I promise not to go
down into the bathroom at all.”

She bit her lip. The thought of returning to
the cold store like this, or even closing up and riding home on the
bus like this – where everyone would stare and giggle – were
extremely unpleasant. But at least they weren't dangerous.

Fuck it, something inside her said.

“All right,” she said, surprising
herself.

The moment she said it she wanted to retract
her agreement, but he started walking, and she turned to follow
him, still gripped by anxiety.

“I'm a financial adviser,” he said. “I rent
an office in the building up the street for clients, but I set my
own hours, and since I live so close to home I can just walk home
for lunch, or any time I'm between clients for a while.”

“That's pretty lucky for you,” she said.

“No luck to it. I arranged it that way. I
hate commuting.”

The bungalow had one of those sunken
driveways which led down into a garage. He unlocked it and raised
the garage door, and she saw a metallic blue Mercedes sitting in
the garage. Then he unlocked the inner door and gestured her to go
in.

“I'll be upstairs if you need anything,” he
said, grandly waving her past.

“Uhm, thank you,” she said, blushing
hotly.

She simply was not used to taking favors from
anyone, and so wasn't very good at accepting them.

He shrugged it off, waved her in, and then,
keeping to his word, closed the door behind him. She heard the
garage door being closed and then turned to look before her. She
was in a narrow hall with a thickly carpeted floor. She immediately
took off her muddy shoes and socks, and then then moved
forward.

To her right was a large rec room with a pool
table and fireplace. Straight ahead was a doorway which had a tiled
floor. She stepped through it, flicked on the light, and followed
the floor around beneath the stairs which led up, and found herself
in a laundry room. There were a pair of blue, side mounting
machines to her left, built into a cabinet, and another cabinet
with a sink to her right. Past them was the doorway to a small
bathroom with a shower.

She dropped her shoes and socks on the
counter, then flicked on the light and went back around the corner,
closing and locking the door there, then closing and locking the
door to the bathroom. Now feeling a little more secure, she glanced
at the curtained window to make sure no one could see in, then
stripped to the skin.

She didn't bother with the washing machine.
She shoved her clothing into the sink and let the water rinse
through it, mashing it about in the sink. Then she rang it dry as
best she could and threw it into the dryer, setting it on high.

Naked, hair still dripping muddy liquid
slowly down her body, she stepped into the little bathroom. There
was a toilet to the left, a small sink with mirror before her, and
a narrow shower to the right. She gazed at herself in the mirror,
appalled at how horrible she looked, cringing at the thought of
him, of anyone seeing her like that. She was normally very
self-conscious about her appearance, perhaps, in part, because she
didn't think much of it.

Sighing, she pulled open the glass door of
the shower, turned on the water, set the temperature, and then
stepped under it. She groaned with relief as the hot water poured
over her, rinsing away the mud and finally thawing her out. She
told herself there was no point in hurrying too much since the
dryer would need some time, and luxuriated in the hot water for a
few minutes before soaping up and rinsing off.

She was not relaxed, however, not for a
moment. She was naked in a strange man's house! She knew very
little about him other than that he was, of course, a MAN, and if
there was one thing she knew about men, it was that they were all
horny bastards without an ounce of integrity when it came to
getting sex. And just because the doors were locked, well, he could
certainly get through those flimsy doors if he wanted to.

She was too anxious to stay in there long.
She turned off the shower and opened the door, then slipped the
waiting towel off the rack and dried her hair – more or less,
before patting dry the rest of her. There was no hair dryer, but
there was a comb, and she used it on her hair, which, of course,
hung straight down on both sides, still quite damp, if not
dripping.

She was still damp as she stepped back out
into the laundry room. She stopped the dryer, pleased to find her
clothes, though still a bit damp, were wearable. She put them on
quickly, intent on getting out of there and away from this
embarrassing situation. She gazed at her shoes and sighed. There
was very little she could do about those other than walk back in
them. That, of course, would make her feet wet and cold and filthy
again, but she didn't see an alternative.

She opened the door, then the next, and found
a hair dryer sitting on the rug. She gave a little squeak of
relief, snatched it up, and went back inside, locking the door
again. She dried her hair to the point where it looked presentable,
then stuck the nozzle of the dyer into each shoe for a few minutes.
That wasn't enough but they were still a lot better than they had
been.

She went back into the hall, then climbed the
carpeted stairs to the doorway at the top. Opening it,s he found
herself in a galley kitchen, with an astonishing amount of
cupboards and counter space. I twas about four times the size of
her tiny kitchenette, and she shook her head, thinking rich
people.

It wasn't that she had anything against rich
people. But she was decidedly not rich, and so felt self-conscious
about her inferior status. She knew that was silly, but she had
always been aware of how poor she was compared to some others, and
it always made her feel self-conscious.

He rounded the corner and she drew back a bit
in alarm.

“Ah, there you are. You're looking much
better,” he said with a smile.

He reached down and pushed the button which
started the microwave.

“Would you like some Irish stew?” he
asked.

She stared at him in astonishment for a
moment and he laughed at her.

“I usually stop off at O'Brien's to pick up
my lunch,” he said. “Sometimes I eat there, sometimes here. In any
event, once I'd settled you in I went back to get my lunch, and
remembered seeing you'd dropped yours. I went over and got it and
went back to O'Brien's for a refill.”

The microwave dinged and he opened it, and
there was, if not the same container, at least A container, which
smelled very much of heavenly Irish Stew.

“Oh you... shouldn't have bothered,” she
gulped, embarrassed again.

“No bother. I wanted my lunch, so it was
really nothing.”

He waved his hand disarmingly.

“Come eat.”

He led her around the corner, to the dining
room. The table was one of those raised ones, with padded, bar
stool type chairs around it. It was gleaming as if recently
polished and she felt reluctant to put her container on it. Nick
was already seated, though, and had spread out what looked like
mashed potatoes and sausages with no apparent regard for the table,
so she set the container down and pulled out a chair across from
him.

“So how's business?” he asked.

“Okay,” she said shyly.

“Never seems to be much of a crowd in
there.”

“Well, we're just getting started,” she
said.

“It's really not the best of neighborhoods
for such a store,” he said. “Most of the residents around this part
of Bank are not exactly hurting for money. You have to go about ten
blocks up to where the apartment buildings are to get that kind of
clientele.”

“Poorer people are used to taking a bus to
get to what they want,” she said. “And the bus service is very good
on Bank.”

“So do you like working in a book store?”

“Oh I love it!” she said. I'm a real book
person. I love reading.”

“Me too,” he said.

“I tend to prefer the classics, though,” she
said. “Like Chaucer, Steinbeck, Hemingway, Dickens, Jane Austin –
.”

“Dickens, Eliot, Becket,” he interjected.

“Yes!”

“I learned how to write run-on sentences from
Dickens,” he said with a smile.

“He was very good at it,” she admitted with a
smile.

“Let me show you something,” he said.

He got up and went past her and up the hall,
turning into another room. A moment later he returned with a small
book, which he set on the table before her. It was Dickens
Christmas Tales, and it even smelled old.

“How old is this?” she asked in delight.

“It's from 1850. This is the first published
book which gathered all his Christmas books into one.”

“Wow,” she breathed, running her fingers
reverently across the leather cover. She stared at it, imagining
seeing it on a shelf at a store in 1850, just a normal book in a
normal book store. She sighed, shaking her head.

“Looking at it, I try to imagine the person
who bought it and read it back then,” he said, sitting by
candlelight, perhaps.”

She raised her eyes and smiled at him,
feeling a sense of kinship about the books and history. They talked
about Dickens and his time, and his other books, and then she
gasped as she noted the clock on the wall.

“Oh God, I've been away from work for over an
hour! I'm only supposed to close the shop for fifteen minutes or so
to get food.”

“I'm sure your boss will understand. And if
you'll notice,” he said, gesturing at the window beside them, “It's
freaking pouring out.”

“I have an umbrella,” she said.

He shook his head. “I'll drive you back.”

“Oh no, I can't put you out like that! It's
only about three blocks!

“You can get very wet in three blocks. And
why should you?”

“No, no - .”

“I insist,” he said. “It's my job
anyway.”

“Your job?” she asked in confusion.

“I'm a guy, right? It's the job of all guy's
to keep all girls safe from and sheltered.”

“I don't think that rule has been in effect
for quite some time,” she said.

“Well, I'm old. I have old rules.”

He led her back downstairs and even insisted
on walking her around to the passenger side of the car and holding
the door for her, then closing it behind as she sank into the
leather seat. It was a beautiful car, and she fought back envy as
he got in beside her and flicked a switch which sent the garage
door sliding upward. The car rumbled softly into life, and the slid
out into the pouring rain and cold in a smooth, warm cocoon.
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She wasn't sure when she first started
falling in love with Nick. Or perhaps, since she'd never been in in
love with anyone, it was more like a crush. Fiona wasn't sure. They
shared a love of books, liked the same sort of music, and had a
similar love of history. Him stopping by for his newspapers became
the high point of each day, and he was the first man she'd ever
felt this comfortable with. She'd never even felt that comfortable
around her father, who had been gruff and unable to show affection,
assuming he had any.

She fantasized all the time, and now let
herself fantasize about Nick and her, living together, in his
lovely bungalow. She would be, like in that Mercedes, protected in
a warm, safe cocoon from all the storms of life. Nick was funny,
intelligent, well-read, and just great to talk with. It was true he
was a good fifteen years older than her, but he was a very fit man,
with nice hair and a handsome face with nice blue eyes and lovely
lashes.

One day he invited her to come over for
lunch, and she got permission from Andrew, reluctant permission, to
be off for an hour. He picked her up and they walked over to his
place, stopping off at O'brien's for their lunch. Instead of
walking in the front door he led her up the side of the house to a
high gate. He pulled a lever and then pushed open the gate into –
paradise.

Like most bungalows, his had a large back
yard. Twelve to fifteen foot cedar hedges surrounded it on all
sides, shielding it completely from the other nearby houses, which
were all bungalows, as well. There were several trees scattered
around the yard, and a two level deck. The centerpiece of the yard
was an enormous pond a good twenty feet across, with a mound of
stone behind it. There was a beautiful deck built up before the
pond, and an overhead umbrella providing shade.

He led her in and then up onto the deck,
before flipping a switch which set a waterfall tumbling down into
the pond from the five foot high stone mound behind it. She sat
down at the low table there, on a heavily padded chair, and stared
around her in amazement that such a serene retreat from the nearby
steel and concrete of the city could be hidden away here.

“It's like a hidden grotto!” she sighed,
staring at the wild grasses and plants which surrounded the pond,
and the vines which crept over the rear and hung down along the
stone wall. There was a pergola on the right side of the deck, with
a wooden bench running along its bottom. Vines crept up the pergola
and across the top, as well, and Fiona felt a sense of wonder and
delight as she saw a dragonfly buzz across the pond and disappear
behind an apple tree.

“This is amazing!' she sighed.

“It's taken some years,” he said, sitting
down across from her. “This was nothing but bare bones when I
bought the place five or six years back. I put in everything here
but the apple tree and the grass.”

“Wow,” she said, shaking her head, “You are
so lucky!”

“I know,” he said.

Of course, it was more than just luck, she
thought. He was a smart man who was educated. He'd gone to
university, and he knew a lot. But he was not arrogant about it,
and she felt completely at ease revealing what she didn't
understand and asking him about things. She was reluctant to go
back to work afterward. She would have liked to sit there and chat
with him for hours!

Back inside the house, she dropped her empty
container on the floor, then gasped and snatched a paper towel off
a roller to clean up the bit of soup spilled.

“Don't worry about it,” he said to her
apology. “The floor hasn't been cleaned in a month anyway. The
cleaning lady isn't exactly the most reliable and she didn't show
up yesterday like she was supposed to.”

“Does that mean she quit?”

“Oh no. She often doesn't show up. She has
another job and shows up when she finds the time. Half the time she
calls and then doesn't show up. I gather she has a pretty hectic
life.”

“You could do your own dusting and
vacuuming,” she said reprovingly.

“Me? Do work? Perish the thought. Why do that
when I can pay others?”

“How much do you pay her?”

“Twenty five an hour.”

“Dollars!?”

He laughed and nodded.

That was almost twice what she made.

“What does she do!?”

“Vacuums, dusts, cleans the floor, does the
bathrooms. Takes her three hours in total.”

“I could do that!”

“Oh don't worry about it. She'll show up
eventually.”

“I mean, I could really use the extra money,”
she confessed.

“Well...”

“And you shouldn't have to go a month without
having your floors cleaned!” she said indignantly.

Seventy five dollars for a mere three hours
of work!? She wanted that money, and she managed to prevail upon
Nick to give her a shot.

She had Thursday and Friday off that week
because she had to work Saturday and Sunday. Nick agreed to let her
in at noon, and did two days later. They had lunch together again,
and Fiona thought again of how nice he was, how smart, and how fun
it was to talk to an intelligent man who didn't act like an ass or
look down at her. She found herself watching his lips and wondering
what he would do if she kissed him.

So far he had been a perfect gentleman. At
first that had been a relief, but she was now starting to wish he
would be a little less gentlemanly, at least give her an opening.
She simply didn't know how to segue into anything so delicate and
embarrassing as suggesting some sort of – date, unless he did so.
What if he got embarrassed and refused? She was way younger than
him. Maybe he just didn't see her as anything more than a kid.
Maybe she ought to dress up a bit, she thought uncertainly, wear
something sexy.

He went back to work after lunch, leaving her
alone, and she set out to clean with a vengeance, determined to do
a good job. She scrubbed the floor in the kitchen, then did the
downstairs bathroom and laundry room, and finally, the upstairs
bathroom. She determinedly resisted the urge to try out the
gorgeous raised bathtub, or the enormous walk-in shower with the
multiple shower heads. She cleaned the sinks and faucets and
mirrors, then vacuumed, before polishing the floors.

It wasn't hard work, but it certainly was
energetic. And she wasn't really used to it, at least, not for
hours at a time. She never let her little place get dirty, and so
her cleaning of bathroom or kitchenette was a sort of continuous
thing with little need of a major scrubbing.

She didn't have to do much more than dust in
the big master bedroom. His bed was made, and he had heavy wooden
dressers along with an enormous wooden bed which had high wooden
cases attached to the headboard. She guiltily let herself peek at a
few things, sliding open drawers to examine the contents. She was
not surprised he was a boxer man, not a briefs man.

His den was a marvel to her, with wall to
wall bookcases, the good kind, of real wood, not the press-board
ones from the store. And he had mostly hardcovers, and many of them
were very old. It was very distracting dusting, doing the floor and
vacuuming as she kept stopping to examine the books. Intriguingly,
most of the books were ones she herself had either read, or was
interested in reading.

There was a large double pedestal desk in the
den, with a computer on it. She flipped it on as she cleaned,
again, feeling a sense of guilt. He had trusted her in his house
and here she was snooping. But she was determined to find out more
about Nick, to see if there was some way she could discover whether
or not he might be enticed to take their relationship to a
different level. She just couldn't throw herself at him! The very
thought made her face redden.

She was in a hurry, and didn't understand how
the thing was organized at first, but the folder marked pictures,
was obvious enough. Inside were all manner of pictures of Nick and
other people she didn't know, friends, she presumed, some of them
female. She scrolled through them, and paused at a beach picture in
surprise.

Nick was there, shirtless, and she felt a
sudden sense of breathlessness. He might be forty but his body was
well-conditioned. He wasn't any sort of bodybuilder, but he had
well defined muscles on his chest and abdomen. It wasn't quite a
washboard stomach but it gave her an unexpected twinge of heat
between her thighs as she imagined running her fingers across
it!

She flipped to another folder, and this one
made her eyes go wider, for this was nothing but girls, pretty
girls, pretty girls who were often not entirely fully clothed. They
weren't, he thought, couldn't be, all former lovers. There was
simply too many of them, and she realized most came from web sites,
for the watermark was visible on the pictures. Not all were naked.
Many were in lingerie, and many were fully clothed. These were not
models, she realized, but ordinary girls, though very pretty
ones.

The only common theme she saw was they were
young, pretty, and slender. Many, statistically too many, were
blondes, with straight hair falling over their shoulders. She
examined them all with a critical eye. The girls who were clothed
tended to be wearing either revealing tops, or tight ones.
Sometimes their midriffs were on display, sometimes cleavage. They
were mostly in pants, and those pants tended to be tight across the
bottom and low riding.

There were some girls in glasses, too, she
saw with relief, as she skimmed through all the pictures and then
skimmed through them again. Why, she was older than some of these
girls! And from the file dates they hadn't been sitting there for
very long, no more than a year or two or three. So Nick did feel
the hots, or at least, appreciate the attractiveness of younger
women.

Now she had to make him feel the same about
her!

* * *

She was very nervous Monday morning. She'd
gone to the hair stylists and had her hair dyed blonde over the
weekend, and she was wearing clothes which, for her, were unusually
tight and attractive. She had gray dress slacks on which were tight
across the bottom, holdovers from an office job she'd briefly held,
and a light blue turtleneck which she'd never worn because it had
proved, after one washing, to be a little too tight across her
chest for her comfort.

It was not exactly a slutty outfit, but
Fiona's favorite color was brown because it was largely
unnoticeable, and that was generally the way she preferred. She
didn't want creeps panting after her and making rude sounds and
gestures on the bus! She'd worn a jacket today, though it was
really a bit warm to need one. Now in the store, she was
self-conscious as she moved about. She was not a flat-chested girl,
and the sweater was – clingy.

Nick was late, and she fidgeted anxiously.
Was this going to be one of the few days he didn't show up? She
muttered curses to herself as she tried to distract herself while
keeping an eye on the clock.

Then he was there, and she froze, then did
her best to smooth her face into as casual a smile as possible.
There was nothing at all unusual in her outfit, she told herself
sternly. Well, to any girl but her anyway!

He looked startled as he saw her and she
smiled, being sure to stand up very straight.

“Who is this?” he demanded in amazement.

“Oh, well,” she said, blushing, “I just
thought I would try it out and see if I liked it.”

“You look great as a blonde!” he said. “Very
hot!”

“You think so?” she asked shyly.

“Definitely! Not that you didn't look fine as
a brunette, of course.”

“Well, I do kind of like it. I'm not sure if
I'll keep it, but it's not horrible.”

“No, it definitely isn't that,” he said.

She caught his eyes flicking downward and
felt her skin redden at him taking notice of her breasts.

Yes, I've got them, Nick, she thought to
herself in satisfaction. Still, it was embarrassing, and she
floundered for something to say.

“So you up for lunch?” he asked.

“Sure!”

“It's a gorgeous day,” he said as she run up
his papers. “I'll see you at lunch then.”

“Looking forward to it,” she said.

Fiona felt a little giddy after he left. That
had gone better than she had hoped! Now if only he did something
during lunch, or at least said something she could latch on to. She
was just so not good at flirting! She'd never been any good at it,
and certainly wasn't any good at trying to seduce men!

Was that what she even wanted, she wondered
anxiously. She was not exactly enthusiastic at the thought of sex
with Nick. The idea was fraught with potential humiliation and
miscues. Would an older man like him have a lot of experience? She
wasn't, she was sure, any good at sex, having very little
experience with it, and not particularly enjoying that experience.
It wasn't so much she wanted Nick as a lover, so much as she wanted
Nick as … something indefinable.

She wanted to hug him and be hugged and held.
She wanted to kiss him too, and be kissed. Beyond that... she
wanted... comfort... protection... and companionship. And, she
admitted a little guiltily, she wanted security. She knew
intellectually Nick wasn't rich. But she'd always, since she'd been
a child, thought of people who owned their own homes, particularly
detached homes (which she'd never lived in) as 'rich'.

Certainly they were rich compared to her!

Imagine being able to turn the stereo up as
loud as you wanted at any time you wanted without anyone banging on
the walls! Because the walls belonged to you! Imagine lazing away
in that paradise of a back yard, just relaxing and enjoying the
peace and harmony! Imagine bathing or showering in that fantastic
bathroom!

She sighed. All that was just a fantasy, of
course. She didn't really know if she and Nick would be compatible
beyond the odd little friendship they seemed to have developed.
They had a lot in common, though, and she'd never met a guy before
she wanted to be around like she did with Nick.

She was going to cheat by closing the shop
over lunch. Andrew was out in the 'burbs searching for books, and
he had another two stores he was helping run and buy for, so he
left this place pretty much to her. She felt guilty about closing
the store but she had no intention of turning Nick down, and if a
few customers went away disappointed, well, she was willing to risk
it, and risk her job, for that matter. Maybe she'd keep the store
open a little longer every day to make up for it...

She felt self-conscious as she walked up the
street. The turtleneck was tighter than she'd remembered. She'd
tossed it into the bottom of the closet in irritation after seeing
how it had shrunk, and had intended giving it to charity but never
quite gotten around to it. Now it sat all too snug across her
chest, and barely reached her trousers.

She thought about that, thought about the
pictures she'd seen, and wondered if she ought to get some pants
that were lower riding. She didn't own any, but she knew they were
plentiful in stores. Then she had a thought as she reached his
house. She went up the side to the gate, and there, hidden away,
she tried out a stretching yawn. As she'd expected, it pulled the
turtleneck up to reveal a few inches of her midriff. It also tended
to make her breasts stick out rather obviously, she thought, face
flushing a little.

She and her breasts did not have a
comfortable relationship. They'd arrived rather late in her teens,
and caused nothing but problems. She'd had to get new clothes, for
one thing. For another, guys were always staring, and saying rude,
embarrassing things which made her blush. They always wanted to
touch them, too, and not in any gentle sort of way. Her breasts
were more sensitive than just about any other part of her anatomy,
and yet the guys seemed to like to grab and squeeze them like they
were children with plush toys!

She wasn't sure if they thought she was
supposed to like that, but it actually caused nothing much but
pain.

Guys were, as a general rule, idiots.

She was hoping Nick would be a lot smarter,
but even so, the thought of him touching her breasts, much less
looking at them naked, was horribly daunting. Not that it would be
happening today, of course, but if she carried on with this, if she
was successful, then eventually he would have to see her entirely
naked. But she had time to get ready for that. She wanted to start
exercising more, for one thing.

She reached up and pulled the little ring
which opened the gate then walked in and closed it behind her.
She'd brought her own lunch today so as to speed things up. She
didn't want to waste time at O'brien's. He wasn't here yet, though,
so she climbed onto the deck, then cranked open the big overhead
umbrella and swung it over the low table.

There were two metal chairs on the deck,
along with the low, round metal table. The chairs had heavy green
cushions on them, and were quite comfortable. She bent over and
flicked the red switch which started the waterfall going, heard a
chugging sound, then the splashing of water into the pond as the
water came flooding out of the narrow opening above the rocks. It
shut out the background noise of road traffic, and set a
wonderfully peaceful mood as she sat down and opened her lunch.

God, what if he didn't come home for lunch
for some reason, she thought anxiously.

“Hey, blonde girl,” she heard his cheery
voice call from the gate.

“Hi,” she said, turning as he came
through

He stepped onto the deck and set his lunch
down as he sat across from her.

“It's so beautiful here,” she said.

“And I like the company,” he said with a
grin.

She beamed.

They had lunch, with Fiona desperately
searching for a way to bring the conversation around to something
related to them, as opposed to politics or what was going on at his
workplace.

“So how are things at the shop?” he
asked.

“Dull, quiet. I'm not sure if it will stay in
business,” she said. “I might wind up having to find another job
somewhere. God knows what I'll do.”

“You're a blonde now. You can become a high
fashion model,” he said jokingly.

She snorted and rolled her eyes. “I don't
think they have fashion models who are five foot three.”

“I like short girls,” he protested.

“I'm not short, exactly,” she said.

“You're not tall,” he laughed.

“Anyway,” she said, “I'm not skinny
enough.”

“You seem fine to me,” he said. “Maybe your
boobs are a bit big.”

She felt her face redden even as he chuckled
in amusement.

“They're not... big,” she protested.

It was embarrassing to be talking about her
breasts but a part of her felt a hot little thrill at the same
time. After all, it was far nearer the territory she wanted to be
on than talking about the financial investments at his job

“They're not small,” he replied with a
grin.

“I just have … I mean, I have a narrow chest,
I mean – .” She flushed. “I mean my rib cage is narrow. So uhm,
they sort of, appear bigger than they are.”

“Especially in that sweater.”

“It shrank in the wash,” she said
defensively.

“Hey, don't apologize. I think you look great
in it. You don't wear enough light colors. You're in brown and
black too often.”

“You don't think it's too uhm, tight?”

“Do I look gay?”

“No. What's that got to … oh.”

He laughed and rather obviously ogled her
breasts. Fiona blushed and crossed her arms over her chest and he
laughed again.

“I can't believe you don't have a boyfriend,”
he said with a grin. “I'd think you'd have to fight the guys off
with a stick.”

“Most of them I'd want to fight off with a
stick,” she said sourly. “They're all jerks.”

“Well, not all of us.”

“You're not a jerk,” she said. “You're more
mature.”

“You mean old.”

“You're not old,” she said.

“I'm not young!”

“Well, anyway, if guys were like you I'm sure
I wouldn't be fighting them off with sticks.”

“Ah, if only I was younger,” he said.

“Lots of girls date guys who are older than
them,” she replied, looking down at her hands.

“Not that much older.”

She shrugged, mind searching for a way to
make herself more obvious.

“So let's call this a date then,” he said
with a casual grin.

“Okay. But you should have bought my lunch
then,” she replied.

“Wow, whatever happened to feminism?”

“Screw that,” she said with a grin. “Let the
guy pay!”

“Well, I'm willing,” he said, “but that means
I need to get a kiss in the end.”

“I'm not kissing your end,” she said
lightly.

He laughed.

“Well, on the cheek will do, I suppose. But
now I want to hurry up and finish lunch so I get my kiss.”

“Riiiight,” she said with a roll of her eyes
and a smirk.

Her heart was thumping and pulse racing, but
she was doing her very best to appear laid back and casual.

But now she was eagerly awaiting the end of
lunch, too.

“If you made this pond a little deeper, you
know, you could swim in it,” she said into the silence.

“I've thought the same thing, as a matter of
fact. When I put it in I thought two and three feet was plenty. And
I didn't want the expense of something huge. If I was going to swim
in it I'd have to do a lot more to make the water cleaner, with
filters and chemicals. I didn't want the expense at the time, but
now, well, I'm making a lot more money this year so I could do it
easily enough.”

“Why not? Maybe you'd get to see me in my
bikini then,” she said teasingly.

“Ooo, for that I'll start digging right after
you leave,” he promised.

Fiona didn't own a bikini, and hadn't been
swimming since her grade nine class went to a city pool eleven
years ago, but she felt another little thrill of pleasure at his
words.

“I really do have to get back to work,” she
said reluctantly, packing up her things and stuffing them into a
bag.

“Ah, the poor working girl,” he said, getting
to his feet.

They put the things in the garbage and he
walked with her to the gate, but then took her arm and swung her
around gently, grinning impudently.

“Where's my goodbye kiss, lady?”

“Ha,” she laughed.

Her chest was tight and she felt an
incredible pulse of tension and anxiety as he bent over. He turned
his head a bit so she could kiss his cheek, but with a daring she
didn't know she had, she put her hands on his shoulders, and then
kissed him on the lips. He seemed a little surprised, but not
unhappy, and kissed back. Then his arms slid around her and she
thought her heart would explode. She drew back instinctively, but
his lips followed hers, and his arms pulled her in tighter, and the
next thing she knew she was kissing him deeply, their lips sliding
slowly, tentatively together, his tongue sliding along her lips,
then dipping lightly inside.

The kiss seemed to go on and on, and then she
felt his hands, which had been sliding up and down her back, slide
all the way down to the small of her back, and then lower, sliding
gently onto the round curves of her buttocks. She felt breathless
and trembly inside as his fingers lightly kneaded her buttocks, and
she forgot everything about work, and everything else, as the kiss
continued and she lost herself to it.

She could feel her nipples hardening within
her bra as her breasts pillowed against his chest, and was
surprised as she felt the beginnings of arousal, and felt a thrill
of excitement ripple up her spine. The kiss seemed endless, for she
had no intention of breaking it even as his fingers continued to
squeeze and caress her buttocks. Finally, he eased back, and she
stared up at him, her eyes a little glazed.

“Did I ever tell you, you have a gorgeous
little ass?” he said softly.

“N-No!” she squeaked.

He kissed her again and she moaned into his
mouth, her heart beating even more loudly as his hands slid up off
her buttocks, but this time, up underneath her turtleneck in back,
stroking and caressing the soft, bare skin of her back. They slid
higher, and then higher still and she felt them slide across her
bra strap, then felt he strap give way.

She gasped and jerked back instinctively, and
he eased his arms back.

“Sorry,” he said.

“No! I mean, I... it's okay,” she gulped,
face flushed.

He grinned and drew her in against him again,
kissing her as his hands cupped her buttocks. Then he lifted her up
and she gasped, tightening her arms over his shoulders. He turned
and walked back to the deck, then sat down with her straddling
him.

His hands slid up under her sweater again,
caressing her bare back, and then she felt a shock-wave go through
her. His forearms had, of course, been pulling up the sweater in
back as his hands rose along her back, and then, with the stretchy
fabric gathered in under under her breasts, he gripped it and
pulled the sweater right up over her shoulders and head!

Fiona went beet read and, panicking, covered
her chest with her arms, but he only smiled, took her wrists and
gently eased them away, slid her bra off, then pulled her mouth
down against his once again.

She felt a little more at ease since he
obviously couldn't see her as he kissed her, and his hands moved
behind her, again stroking up and down her back as they kissed. Her
panic subsided, and when one of his hands moved around before her
and caressed her breast she felt only a surge of pleasure and
excitement instead.
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He eased back from the kiss, and her hands
went up before her again, but he gripped her arms, pulling them
down to her sides, and then leaned her back. Fiona didn't fight
him, face hot as he examined her breasts. She looked away from him,
staring around her at the hedges, making sure that they couldn't be
seen from the neighbors' houses.

“You have gorgeous little nipples,” he
said.

Fiona felt a surge of embarrassed pleasure at
the words.

He bent in and licked at one nipple, then
began to suck on it softly, gently, rhythmically, and she felt a
sense of burning and a delicious ache in her nipple. Her entire
body, she now realized, was hot and electric with something,
charged, almost trembling as he licked and sucked gently at one
nipple, then the other.

He eased back, then gripped her nipples
between thumbs and forefingers, squeezing them rather tightly as he
pulled her forward again by them. Then he released them as they
kissed again, his hands caressing her back, sliding down onto her
ass, then back up again. He pushed he back once more, way back, and
licked a trail up her belly and between her breasts before lightly
squeezing and kneading them with his fingers.

He leaned in to suck on one of her nipples
and one of his hands slid down her belly. Fiona barely noticed him
releasing the clasp of her trousers, but felt it when the zipper
slid down.

Oh my God! – she thought in shock.

He pulled her forward again, leaning back
himself, and his hands slid down her back, this time into her
loosened trousers. The chair was made for relaxing on a deck, and
leaned back at an angle. He pulled her forward all the way as his
hands slid onto her bottom.

Fiona tended to not wear thongs, but she did
have one or two, and had, due to her nature of preparing for any
possible eventuality, however unlikely, worn one today after
noticing so many of the girls in his pictures wore thongs. She had
thought the odds of him seeing it were extremely remote, but now
was relieved she had.

She had never spent so much time kissing a
guy, she realized a trifle dazedly. Most of them were fairly eager
to move on to more interesting things. His big hands slid around
her ribs and he pulled her up so he could lick and suck and chew
lightly at her nipples again, and she gasped softly at the
crackling sensations of pleasure coming from them. Her breasts felt
swollen and throbbing as his fingers stroked across them, and her
chest was tight as she trembled with an unfamiliar sensation of
lust.

Fiona had never felt so aroused in her life.
In fact, it was a rare thing in her life she felt aroused at all.
Now the energy gripped her, singing through her nervous system, and
it was all she could do to breath as Nick's hands slid down into
her pants again and this time forced them right down around her
thighs. She felt another hot surge of embarrassed excitement, but
by now, such was her state she was simply letting him do whatever
it was he wanted to do.

She did feel a quick rising anxiety, though.
He was very good at this stuff and she was awful! What would he
think of her when she revealed her ignorance!?

“I-I'm not very g-good at this,” she gasped
breathlessly.

“Doing fine so far,” he murmured, his lips on
her earlobe.

His hand slid right down between her
buttocks, eased under the thong, and touched her right there,
between the legs. Fiona cried out in sudden surprise and twisted
herself away and to the side, almost falling off the side of the
chair. He grabbed her and she found herself first laying across his
lap on her belly, then, as she scrambled to turn and he helped her,
sitting across his lap, back against the arm of the chair, staring
up at him with wide, anxious eyes.

He smiled in amusement and skimmed her pants
the rest of the way off her legs. They got caught up in her shoes
and she toed them off, then moaned as his hand gently moved up and
down her nearly naked body. He bypassed her thong and then slid his
fingers through her hair as he caressed her breasts. She felt him
tighten his fingers around her hair, and pull back, then ease her
up to kiss again.

A long kiss later he eased her hair back,
pulling her head back with it, way back, so that she gasped and
arched above him. Then she felt his mouth on her breast, felt him
licking and sucking, harder than he had before. His other hand was
caressing her stomach, but then slid down between her legs and
rubbed her lightly through her thong.

She felt a startling degree of heat between
her legs, felt as though she were burning there as his fingers ran
up and down against her. Then he slid his hand higher and when it
pushed forward, his fingers slipped under the waistband and moved
down inside. She felt an intense urge to jerk away, but fought it,
and then cried out softly as his fingers found her naked sex, found
her clit, and rubbed her gently, then faster.

The orgasm arrived unbidden. Her trembling,
over-tensed body suddenly simply flashed fire and she cried out,
arching back, hips bucking frantically against his fingers. His
light touch pressed suddenly harder, rubbing quickly as the wonder
of the climax flashed higher, and Fiona felt herself writhing and
twisting on his lap as she gurgled breathlessly in wild, carnal
pleasure.

The orgasm eased, and she became horribly
sensitive there. She tried to close her thighs, feeling the need to
curl up in the fetal position, but his fingers slipped out of her
and he readjusted her on his lap so he could gently kiss her lips
as she gulped in air.

“Are you a virgin?” he asked softly.

“No,” she said breathlessly.

“Wow, I must be better than I thought,” he
said jokingly.

“Maybe I'm just a nympho,” she said,
blushing.

“That would be too much to hope for,” he said
with a laugh.

His hands were lightly caressing her body as
he spoke, and he began to kiss her gently, first on the lips and
cheek, then on the neck and shoulders and chest. He caught her hard
nipples in his teeth and nibbled lightly, making her gasp and tense
each time. But then he sucked and licked gently and her nipples
felt a delicious sense of surging pleasure.

His hand moved down along her side and hip,
then his thumb hooked into the waistband of her thong and he tugged
it firmly down. She gasped and tried to jerk her thighs closed
again but he pulled insistently and they slid down around her
knees, then down and off.

Blushing, she kept her thighs closed, but his
hand slid between her thighs.

“Open,” he said.

She obeyed almost without thought, and his
hand caressed her inner thighs.

“Wider.”

Blushing, she obeyed, looking away, at the
apple tree, at the pond, at the pergola, glad that she had again
taken no chances. She hadn't thought for a moment things would get
to this point so quickly, but on the weekend, one of the things
she'd done was to shave off her pubic hair. She'd noticed almost
all the girls in his pictures were bare, and so clearly that was
something he thought attractive and sexy She needed to start
preparing for. And had.

She squeaked as his fingers lightly brushed
across her labia, then shuddered as they delicately parted the lips
of her sex and traced up and down within them. This was quite far
from the harsh grip she'd felt from men thus far in her life, and
she felt that quivering power again beginning to rise within her.
Her pussy was still sensitive, but not as much as it had been, and
she moaned as his fingers pushed into her tight, hot depths.

It felt incredible!

Always before it had ached and hurt. Not now.
Now his fingers slid slickly up and down within the mouth of her
sex, dipping deeper and deeper. And when he brought his thumb up
across her clitoris she felt her hip spasm.

“Oh God!” she gasped.

“Yes, my child?” he said with a grin.

He slid two longer fingers deep into her
pussy and Fiona shuddered and let her head fall back with a groan.
His fingers slid slowly in and out as his thumb moved across her
clitoris, and then he bent and began to lick and suck on her
nipples again.

Her breaths became more and more ragged, and
her hips could not keep still, writhing and rolling and rising
against his fingers as her chest began to heave with the strangled
gasps of breath she drew in. She arched back across the arm of the
chair, head hanging upside down, and let her arms fall back too,
her hands dangling just above the deck. Her eyes closed and she
moaned as sensations swirled and churned within her.

And then the second orgasm arrived, and her
hips bucked desperately up as her eyes widened and she fought to
keep from crying out, her harsh, ragged gasps of passion rising
above the splashing sounds of the waterfall as he jammed his
fingers deep inside her, twisting and turning them while his thumb
rubbed rapidly across her burning clitoris.

“Oh God!” she whimpered.

He chuckled and dragged her upper body back
up, and she blinked her eyes, light-headed. He turned her, twisting
himself, and then sat her down on the chair as he slipped off. He
gripped her legs behind the knees, raising them up and spreading
them apart, dropping them across the arms of the chair, then
tugging so that her buttocks slid to the edge and she was slumped
against the angled backrest.

He was kneeling on the deck before her, and
his tongue kissed her on the knee, then kissed higher, and then
higher, his fingers stroking her thighs as his mouth moved towards
their apex.

Fiona stared, wide-eyed, chest having, as his
fingers parted her legs further, and his tongue slid up and down on
either side of her naked sex. A part of her was horribly
embarrassed to be so lewdly, so obscenely exposed before him. A
couple of guys had made tentative efforts at oral sex on her
before, but they'd been in darkened rooms. She was splayed open in
the bright sunshine, and he was looking right into her recently
shaven sex!

She couldn't look at him! She stared at the
pond, at the waterfall, at the row of greenery behind them, up at
the birds in the blue sky overhead as his tongue slipped between
the lips of her sex, then began to trace up and down its length.
His fingers spread her open and his tongue and lips moved in,
licking and sucking and caressing her as Fiona jerked her eyes back
to him and stared, gasping and trembling. And when his lips moved
higher and she felt his tongue begin to move across her clitoris
she lost any sense of care for anything but the sensations which
began to flood her body and mind.

Her voice became harsh and rasping as she
gulped in air with more and more ragged breaths, her head lolling
back as her leg muscles spasmed repeatedly, jerking her hips up
against his lapping, licking tongue.

And then it stopped, and after a long moment
she opened her eyes to see he had undone his pants, to see his
thick, rigid cock pointing at her helpless sex like a spear. A
shock went through her, and a thought to stop him, but she didn't
want to stop him, and when she saw and felt his cock push against
her and spread her apart, she lay her head back, closing her eyes,
clenching her fingers into fists against the wild, spiraling surge
of pressure inside her.

He pushed into her, and despite how moist she
was she felt the strain, the ache as he spread her open wide. She
writhed below him, moaning and whimpering and gasping, her hands
jerking feebly, rising and falling, clasping at his arms and
shoulders, then falling again as he pushed deeper and the
sensations grew more intense.

He bent over her, and she cried out as he
gripped her hair roughly, jerking her head up and back as he
crushed lips with his. Her arms rose around him and then she cried
out into his mouth as his cock gave a sharp thrust and she felt him
buried inside her.

The sensation was glorious!

She moaned and sobbed in pleasure as his hips
began to rise and fall, as his cock thrust into her. She drew her
knees up higher, and then he helped, gripping her legs under the
knees, jerking them up and back, raising her legs high into the air
and out to either side. She felt small and crushed under his power
and weight and hardness, and stared at him desperately as his hips
worked in and out, harder and faster, driving her into the
cushions.

Her breaths became gasps, and her gasps
became helpless cries of pleasure as he thrust down into her again
and again. She felt his hard spear of flesh deep in her belly,
tearing up and down, slicing through the soft, quivering flesh as
his tongue thrust into her open mouth and his lips came down on
hers to muffle her hapless cries.

Again and again he drove into her, and every
thrust made her cry out, every thrust made her body sing with a
delirious sense of passion and ecstasy.

And then another orgasm tore through her so
that her very skin felt aflame with the flashing heat.

* * *

Fiona felt alive! She felt giggly and girlish
with what had unquestionably been the most searing, exciting sexual
experience of her entire life! She had never had an orgasm with a
guy before, nor come close. But she had climaxed three times with
Nick, and they had been incredible!

She would have stayed with him all afternoon,
and the hell with the store! But he'd had to get back to work for a
meeting, and so she'd had to get dressed – forgetting her thong
there – and come back to the shop to open it again. She spent the
afternoon in haze, though, with fantasies of him and she filling
her mind.

But there had been doubt, too. The experience
was a massive thing to her, but was it to him? Did he have a whole
string of romances in his past, with all sorts of wild sexual
experiences? Guys, she knew from her own limited experience, never
mind from her reading, did not necessarily feel sex was any big
emotional thing. Just because she had let him 'have his way' with
her, that didn't mean he was going to suddenly fall in love and
make her his girlfriend.

Looked at coldly, what forty year old man
wouldn't have been delighted to have sex with a reasonably
attractive blonde of twenty four? Even complete strangers, surely.
So while she'd certainly managed to move their friendship onto
another level that didn't mean she and he were destined to live
happily ever after. And if she thought otherwise, she told herself,
he'd probably think of her as some sort of crazed stalker and ditch
her quickly.

She'd wanted to come over after work, but
he'd said he had a dinner meeting with his sister and begged off.
Already she felt a sense of anxiety that he'd just made it up.
Maybe, now that he'd gotten what he wanted of her he'd never want
to see her again. She'd experience with that, too, and had little
trust in men because of it.

It was her habit to be defensive, and so she
decided she would be defensive here, too. She didn't even have his
phone number, come to think of it, so her only choice was to either
go and see him, hoping he wanted to see her knocking on his door,
or wait for him to come and see her. She would wait, and play
things casual. Of course, she didn't want him to think she did that
sort of thing every day either!

That evening she looked at internet porn
sites, watching how the girls behaved. She hadn't really done
anything herself, she realized. She might as well have been
unconscious! She tried to find some advice sites, looking for those
offering information on what made a girl a good lover, for she was
desperate to please him and make him think highly of her.

She tried practicing oral sex on a hot dog,
but that just seemed silly given the comparative sizes, so over the
weekend she bought a package of extra large frankfurters and then
tried to see if she could learn how to deep throat. She'd seen
enough of that in the videos, and from what she read, guys went
crazy for it. All she succeeded in doing was almost throwing up
several times. Undaunted, she tried again the next morning,
foregoing breakfast.

Now, with her stomach empty, she held the hot
dog carefully, thinking of how silly it would be if she wound up
choking to death on a hot dog while trying to improve her oral sex!
She gagged many times, and wasn't getting anywhere. Then she read
some comments on one of the sites which spoke of finding it much
easier to do when aroused.

Fiona did the best to arouse herself. She
stripped, and thought of Nick and what had happened. She let her
hands run over her body, stroking her breasts, fingering her
nipples, then slid her fingers down between her legs. She was not I
the habit of masturbating, and was surprised at how much more
erotic it felt down there without any hair. She let her fingers,
oiled with baby oil, slide into her body and across her clit, and
closed her eyes to remember what had happened the other day.

Her body began to heat up, and she felt the
wild thrill of arousal once again, letting herself imagine it was
Nick's hands on her and in her. She found a plastic bottle she had
used as a dildo in previous times, and slowly worked herself down
onto it, then, a trifle breathless, she began to practice with the
hot dog again, pretending it was Nick.

The first time it slid down her throat she
panicked and jerked back, gagging a little. But she felt a sense of
elation, as well, at having succeeded – sort of. She forced her
mouth down on it again, and then again, and the more she did it the
easier it got, until she was bobbing up and down on the hot dog
with relative ease, even while she rolled and ground her hips
against the bottle below her, rubbing at her clit and thinking of
herself as a hot, slutty blonde nympho.

She went to work Saturday, fidgety and
anxious knowing how close his house was. He never came in on
weekends, or at least, he never had before, but just in case, she'd
worn something else she thought he might like. It was a cardigan,
sort of. It was midriff baring, and she usually wore it with
something underneath. This time, she wore it alone. Three buttons
held it together in the middle. It was suggestive, in a teasing
sort of way, but showed nothing other than some of her stomach.

She was a bit embarrassed about that, but it
was a warm day, so she decided to risk it. She wasn't sure it was
entirely proper for a book store, but then, the place had little
business, and it was kind of a casual sort of store anyway.

She kept watching the door, hoping to see
him, even while telling herself he wasn't likely to show up. He
didn't even know her schedule, really. Maybe he thought she was
home on the weekends like normal people.

Like he was. But no, she was so not going
over there!

And then her heart leapt as she saw him
outside the door. She froze, felt her chest tighten, and smiled in
a way she hoped was pleasant but not too delighted. She was not
very good at playing hard to get, though, and fought off giggling
in happiness as he came in and waved casually.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said.

She blushed for there were two people in the
shop, and both turned at the comment.

“Hi Nick,” she said with a too-large
smile.

“I wasn't sure if you'd be working today or
not. But if you're off on Thursdays and Fridays I figured that
meant you worked weekends.”

“It varies. I rotate through. Next time I'm
off Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, but that's not until after this
week.”

“Well, that sucks. Doing anything interesting
tonight? I'll get us some dinner and we can relax by the pond.”

He winked and she flushed again, her eyes
flicking out to the others in the shop.

“Sure,” she said without thinking. “I close
the store at five thirty, and leave at six.”

“I'll see you just after that, then,” he said
with a wink and a smile.

His hand slid along her arm and hand quickly,
and then he left.

The rest of the day went very, very slowly
for Fiona, and she found it difficult to concentrate on her work.
She wondered, not without a shudder of excitement, what Nick would
do to her that evening. There was a sense of nervousness with that,
for she was still woefully aware of her lack of experience and
skill compared to his, and she was desperate to not be seen as bad
in bed.

She knew enough about Nick by now to realize
he would not spend time around anyone he didn't respect. Oh, he
might have sex with her, for what man would refuse that, but if he
didn't respect her that would be the extent of it.

Not that that was something to turn down on
its own, she realized in surprise. For the sexual experience she'd
had with him had been the high point of her year thus far, and she
wasn't about to turn down more of the same.

But she wanted more. She wanted Nick to care
for her, not just lust after her. And that got her thinking of what
she could do for Nick, what she could do to make him happy – aside
from the obvious. She knew the kinds of things he didn't like
doing. He even sort of bragged about them. He had little interest
in manual labor, in things like mowing the lawn, trimming his
hedges, weeding the gardens, or in the routine maintenance a house
needed.

Fiona, of course, had never had the kind of
money which would allow her to get out of any of those sorts of
chores. If she wanted something done she had to do it, and since
she had little confidence in others she tried, whenever possible,
to learn how to do things properly by herself.

I could do a lot for him, she thought to
herself. She had tons of energy and was more than willing to use it
if it would please Nick and make him happy. But how to arrange for
that?

Of course, if she asked him he'd just
jokingly tell her to take off her clothes. Not that he'd be
entirely joking, she thought with another hot little thrum of
excitement.

Six O'clock finally arrived, and she quickly
locked up and hurried down the street towards Nick's place. The
walk took her about two and a half minutes, and she went
automatically to the gate rather than the door, letting herself
through. She sighed in delight at the look of the yard, closing the
gate behind her as she moved forward under the plum tree and
hydrangea bush, then past the big honey locust, then stepped up
onto the deck.

She let her eyes sweep the tall cedar hedges,
reassured that no windows, nor indeed roofs could be seen through
or over them, then turned and walked up the stairs to the back door
and knocked. There was a long minute of waiting where she half held
her breath, then the door opened and he was there with a big smile
and open arms.

“Hello, gorgeous!” he said, throwing his arms
around her and half dragging into the kitchen.

“Hi,” she said happily.

“You're right on time. Ready for steak?”

“Sure!”

“Rare, medium, well done?”

“Medium, please, sir.”

“Sir. I like that,” he said with an airy
smile. “Yes, indeed. Sir, is the way a man of my immense qualities
ought to be addressed by a mere chit of a girl like you.”

“Uh huh,” she said, rolling her eyes and
smiling.

His arm snapped out and he caught her bottom
in his hand, jerking her up and off her feet to kiss her solidly on
the lips. She yelped, but through her arms over his shoulders to
hold herself in place for the moment or so before he set her down.
Then he slapped her bottom and she yelped again.

“No eye rolling towards the master,” he
scolded. “Sir it is to the likes of you.”

“Oh right,” she snorted, as he carried the
steaks out onto the upper deck and set them on the gas barbecue. “I
call the customers sir, you know.”

She followed him out the door and leaned
against the railing to watch. The flames were already flicking up
around the steaks, and the juice was hissing as he pressed down
with the spatula.

“Oh, and how much will you charge me for
tonight?” he asked with a twinkle in his eyes.

“Not funny! You don't have enough
anyway.”

“And how much would that be?” he asked,
waggling his eyebrows.

“A thousand dollars!” she said.

“Thousand bucks, huh? And what do I get for
that much?”

“You get my fine body,” she teased, leaning
back against the counter.

“For keeps, or just for rent?”

“Just for rent,” she said. “It belongs to me,
after all.”

“I've never thought renting made a lot of
sense. I prefer to buy permanently.”

“Oh well, that'll cost you a lot more.”

He grinned. “Or maybe I can convince you to
just give it to me.”

“And what would you do with it?” she asked, a
little breathless as her chest tightened.

“Oh many things,” he said in a purring voice,
“Many wicked, nasty things.”

“I'm sure!”

“I'd dress you much more attractively
too.”

“What's wrong with how I'm dressed?” she
asked, a bit self-conscious as she looked down at herself.

“You're wearing too many clothes!”

She laughed and blushed.

“I like how you blush.”

“I don't,” she said.

“Yes, you do. And when you're aroused that
blush slides right down your chest.”

She blushed even more and looked away
nervously.

He laughed and turned his attention back to
the barbecue, and she had a delicious thought which she immediately
discounted. But then she felt her heart thumping, and her stomach
churning, and she went for it. She undid the buttons of her top and
slipped it off, undid her bra, removed it as she was toeing off her
shoes, then pushed her pants and underwear down and off, setting
them on the table nearby.

“How about now?” she asked, blushing
furiously.

He turned back and his eyes widened, then his
lips drew up in a wide grin.

“Much better!”

She giggled, and bent to scoop up her bra
again, but he reached out and snatched it from her.

“Oh no,” he said. “Once your naked, you don't
get to wear clothes again.”

“I can't eat naked!” she exclaimed.

“Sure you can. Your body doesn't need
clothing to eat.”

“I mean... “

“I know what you mean but I like you better
this way. And it's my food!”

“Oh brother.”

“You mean sir, don't you.”

“Sir,” she snorted.

“Turn around so I can smack your impertinent
little butt.”

“I don't think so!”

He turned back to the grille, after pointing
threateningly at her. She pointed back in the same way, then stuck
her tongue out to boot.

“You should have to eat naked too,” she said,
crossing her arms across her chest beneath her breasts.

“You want me to grille steaks naked? I don't
think so, little girl.”

“Well, after that.”

“Oh never fear. I'll be getting naked,” he
said with a grin.
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It felt very odd being naked outside. She'd
intended it as a sort of teasing joke, but then Nick wouldn't let
her get dressed again! She had to go back and forth into the
kitchen to fetch things for him, and to put plates, utensils and
spices out while entirely naked! And every time she caught his eyes
on her she felt a flush run down her chest and her nipples tingled
and ached.

“You forgot the napkins, wench,” he said.

“I'm getting them. Keep your pants on, or
don't,” she said. “Just focus on my steak. And it better be good,
too.”

He smacked her ass when she walked past
behind him and she yelped again.

“Respect your betters, wench,” he said.

She stuck her tongue out at him again and
went inside, her pussy thrumming excitedly.

Her butt stung a bit, though, and she rubbed
it with her hand. Yet, she wasn't the least annoyed at being
slapped. Quite the contrary. For some reason she felt a wild thrill
of excitement! She'd never been naked around someone like this
before, just... just naked! And it was wild and strange and daring
and exciting. Him smacking her butt like that was something else
novel, but it gave her strange, squirmy feelings inside.

Nick being older than her, not to mention
more educated, more accomplished, and more sophisticated, meant she
didn't feel the need to try to hold her own against him, to assert
her equality. She wasn't equal, after all. She'd always felt a sort
of, not rivalry, exactly, but a determination to be treated as an
equal by guys. Now she didn't. And she felt herself falling almost
naturally into a sense of submission to him as the dominant member
of their little relationship.

She was teasing him like a silly girl, like
his little sister, she knew, but she liked being able to do that,
liked being able to cast away her dignity and maturity and act like
a giggly girl. She had very little experience at it, of course, and
none doing it naked! But she was enjoying it immensely on any
number of levels! And she was aroused in a way she didn't ever
remember being aroused. It was a sort of giddy breathlessness, a
throbbing heat down low in her belly, and a delicious sense of
anticipation.

She stepped back out onto the deck with the
napkins.

“I get your napkins, mean old man,” she said.
“You probably need them so you don't drool all over yourself.”

She was expecting the slap that time and
leapt out of its way with a taunting laugh as she went down the
stairs to the lower deck and deposited the napkins on the
table.

“You're asking for it, brat,” he called
down.

She stuck her tongue out at him. “Don't
interrupt me while I'm placing the napkins,” she chided him.

Then she bent over at the waist, with her
bottom facing him, bent way over, and carefully placed the napkins,
taking quite a bit of time to do it, too.

“Are you mooning me or asking me to to jump
your bones?”

“I can't imagine what you mean?' she said,
straightening.

“Hmm,” he said. “Someone is feeling a little
bratty this evening, I see.”

“Just do the cooking for me while I relax,”
she said.

She turned on the waterfall and sat down in
one of the padded deck chairs, slouching down with her back to him,
and spread her legs, dropping them over the arms of the chair.

She felt that thrum of heat grow in power,
and wondered excitedly what he was thinking, and whether he was
staring at her, wanting her. She couldn't see him, for he was
behind the chair and she was slumped in it, but she was sure he
could see her legs sticking out over the sides, and would know very
well what the view would be from in front of her.

“No playing with my toys,” he called
down.

“They're my toys,” she called back. “Just
because I let you touch them once or twice doesn't make them
yours!”

She twisted her upper body, peering around
the side of the chair. “Maybe if you're very, very nice to me I
might let you touch them later,” she said. “Maybe. But you'll have
to beg me, on your knees, and be properly meek about it.”

“Uh huh,” he said.

“Now finish my steak,” she barked, waving her
hand dismissively and turning away.

She grinned to herself. Yes, she was
certainly being bratty! But then, she figured she could get away
with that so long as she was naked!

She felt rather than saw him, and had only a
moment to squeal and try to leap away before he had grabbed her,
lifted her out of the chair, and then flung her bodily into the
pond.

She landed with a heavy splash and water
sprayed all over. Sputtering, she stood upright, soaked, gasping,
staring at him as he smiled and waved. He was already back on the
upper deck by the barbecue.

“You bastard!”

“Not true. My parents were married well
before I was born.”

The pond was about hip deep. She had no
difficulty climbing up the rocks on the edge and back onto the
deck.

“I'm all wet!”

“I bet you were wet before you ever got in
there, just thinking about me,” he said smugly.

She climbed up the stairs and shook out her
hair so that water splashed against him.

“Hey.”

“Prick!”

“You want me,” he said smugly, wiping water
off his face.

“I do not! You, you... pervert!”

She walked past him, dodging his hand again,
and went into the house.

“Where are your towels?”

“Hall closet. But don't bother. I like you
wet.”

“Too bad!”

She got a towel and rubbed at her hair, then
threw it around herself and padded to the bathroom. She found a
comb and combed out her hair but glared at it. Wet, it didn't fluff
out the way she liked. But there was no point using his blow dryer
at that point. The pond water, she now remembered, was probably not
altogether clean. She needed a shower. Well, she would do that
later.

She padded back into the kitchen and opened
the door.

“Dick!”

“No, Nick. Have you forgotten already,
blondie?”

“That pond water isn't exactly clean, you
know!”

“I see dragonflies around it, so it can't be
too dirty. Just try not to drink it.”

“Oh very funny!”

She pulled off the towel as she eased around
him, then snapped it at his butt.

“Hey!”

She snapped it at him again, and again but he
managed to grab it and yank it out of her hands. She turned and
dashed away, laughing, and he returned to the barbecue.

“You're lucky the water didn't splash on the
chairs,” she said, returning to the lower deck.

“It's too high above the pond.”

“Hmm.”

She bent over one of the chairs, showing him
her butt again, and more besides.

“If you don't stop teasing me I'm going to do
something you're going to regret,” he said.

“Like I'm scared,” she said airily.

He snorted, then closed the barbecue and went
inside.

Fiona straightened and turned warily,
wondering what he had gone to get. But he returned int a moment
with nothing in his hands but a long fork, and she relaxed,
considering how next to tease him. She didn't even notice, at
first, when he put down the fork and slid silently down the stairs.
By the time she did and leapt off the deck he was already upon her
and tackled her quickly.

“Let me go! You big bully!” she squealed.

“Brat!”

He pinned her easily, not that she was
exactly resisting, and pulled her arms back behind her. A moment
later she felt something metallic slipped around them, and gasped
as he handcuffed her wrists together behind her back.

“Hey!”

“I think you deserve a little something for
your cock teasing,” he said.

“Like I'm scared!”

He rolled her onto her back and spread her
legs, then sort of pinned them with his knees and produced...
something.

“What's that?” she demanded, chest
heaving.

“A little toy for cock teasers,” he said.

It looked like a largish hair clip, colored
blue. And she gasped when he brought it down to her naked sex, his
fingers spreading her open as he slid one arm of the clip into
her.

“Hey!”

It was narrow, about as long and narrow as
his finger, and it slid easily into her. The other arm of the clip
slid up over the outside of her sex and her pubic bone, and after a
moment, he did something which made it buzz softly against her.

Then he sat up and grinned.

“Enjoy,” he said.

She sat up gingerly, staring between her legs
as he went back to the barbecue. It was a sort of little vibrator!
She'd never had a vibrator before, though she'd been semi tempted
to experiment. There was enough pressure between the two arms of
the clip to squeeze them towards each other, and thus the one on
the inside was pressing against the side of her pussy, while the
outside went right over her clitoris.

She stood up and shook her hips to see if she
could dislodge it, even while pulling her wrists against the
handcuffs.

“You pervert!” she called in shocked
delight.

“Uh huh,” he said.

She walked back and climbed onto the deck as
her body felt a rising sense of churning excitement. The handcuffs
meant she was helpless to do anything, such as remove the vibrator
thing, and meanwhile the feel of inside her, and against her, was
making her want to squirm and roll her hips.

“It's supposed to stimulate your clit while
putting pressure against your g-spot. Let me know how that works,
will you.”

“Why? You want to use it on yourself!?” she
taunted.

“I don't have the right equipment. But I can
experiment with yours.”

“You can't just handcuff a girl naked! What
are you, a white slaver?”

His face lit up at the words. “Ah yes,” he
said, his voice turning into that of a mock villain. “After I
sample your wares thoroughly, I will sell you to the Arabs and ship
you off to a hareem in Saudi Arabia!”

“Well, go ahead. Maybe the men there will use
their own toys on me instead of ones they bought!”

“Just pipe down, slave girl, or I'll find a
gag for you.”

Fiona didn't want to pipe down. She wanted
his undivided attention. She was far less interested in food now
than in sex, and the longer his toy was inside her, and purring
against her, the hotter she was becoming, not least in part, for
some reason, because he'd been so daring in manhandling her, and in
handcuffing her of all things!

“Where did you get this from?” she demanded
suddenly, staring down at it.

“I bought it for a girlfriend a year or so
ago, but never wound up giving it to her because we broke up.”

“Probably because you were so bad in
bed!'

“You didn't seem to think so the other day,”
he said in amusement.

“I was being nice!”

“Well, I promise to try and do better
tonight.”

“That's if I let you!”

He laughed, and she flushed. Given how hot
his silly toy was making her – not that she hadn't already been
aroused – she would have begged him to have sex with her!

“Dinner's ready.”

“I don't want dinner. I want...”

She caught herself before finishing, and
blushed as he grinned.

“You want what?”

“Never mind!”

He laughed again and brought the plates over
to the table.

“Come eat, wench.”

“How am I supposed to eat with my hands
cuffed, pervert?” she demanded, following him down the stairs.

“That is a problem isn't it? I guess you'll
just have to watch me eat.”

“I don't think so!”

He put their plates down on the table and sat
down, then cut off a piece and popped it into his mouth.

“Nick!” she protested indignantly.

“Yes, wench?”

He looked at her calmly.

She glared at him and he cut himself another
piece.

“You think you're funny, don't you?”

“Not in the least.”

She squirmed, trying to pull her wrists out
of the cuffs, but that hurt so she gave up and glowered at him. She
was thoroughly turned on, and yet had to admit the smell of the
steaks was awfully nice as her stomach rumbled with enthusiasm. She
hadn't eaten much that day.

She put her bare foot on the arm of his
chair, then began prodding him with her toes.

“Uncuff me, perve,” she said, prodding him
again.

“You don't need arms to eat me,” he said.

She felt another surge of outraged delight at
his words.

“I don't want to eat you! I want some
steak!”

She prodded him again and he grabbed her
ankle, then pulled her forward. She yelped and lost her balance,
and he grabbed her wrist and yanked her across his lap. He slapped
her bottom sharply and then rolled her over.

“Sit up, brat.”

She squirmed into a sitting position across
his lap and he cut another piece of steak, then speared it with the
fork and brought it to her mouth.

Fiona glowered at him but then took the piece
of steak off the fork and began to chew it.

He cut himself a piece, eating it, then cut
another piece, and fed it to her.

Fiona wasn't at all sure what to think of
this, but with the thrumming heat between her legs, and the
crackling excitement in her body, the thought of him feeding her
was not really all that awful at all. In fact, she felt something
quite different, a strange sort of sense of emotional pleasure that
had little to do with arousal. Him feeding her was romantic, sort
of, but it was more than that. It clicked with some subconscious
part of her mind which had not had anyone to look after her in any
sense since she was very young and had to work to help out her
mother, who had always been a hapless sort of woman.

He combed her hair out of her face with his
fingers, and fed her again, and she felt the sense of joking and
humor fading, to be replaced by something she wasn't at all sure
she could even identify.

He fed himself, and he fed her, and in
between feeding her he kissed her lightly, gently, on the shoulder
and on the cheek.

She felt her soul soaring as he felt the
warmth of his body against her, felt protected, felt looked
after.

Then he cut another piece, but instead of
spearing it with the fork, he picked it up in his fingers and held
it out to her. She caught her breath, feeling her pussy throbbing
and burning again. She looked at him and then leaned in and licked
it out of his fingers.

There was no denying the sexual aspect of
that, but it enthralled her, and she squirmed helplessly against
him as she felt the sexual pressure rising within her. Her hands
kept jerking against the cuffs, instinctively trying to reach
around to her throbbing sex, to touch herself...

He ate another piece, then cut a piece and
again, let her eat it from his fingers.

It was a warm evening, but she felt hot,
breathless, and her insides were wild with sexual energy and
arousal as he fed her another piece. She chewed it and swallowed,
paying little attention to the actual taste. He left his fingers
near her lips, and she licked at them again. He slipped them slowly
forward into her mouth and she licked and sucked at them, rolling
her eyes up to meet his as his fingers turned slowly within her
mouth.

Her heart was pounding and her blood racing,
and she couldn't keep still as she felt his hardness beneath her,
against her bare flesh. Again, her hands jerked against the cuffs,
to no avail, and she felt a rush of strange dark excitement at how
helpless she was, how much under his control. Normally that would
have bothered her, but now she exulted in it, for it absolved her
of any responsibility for responding in some skillful or
knowledgeable way to what he was doing.

She gasped as she felt his fingers in her
hair, tilting her head back, then he licked lightly along her
exposed throat.

“Are you my little slave girl?” he
whispered.

“Yes!” she groaned helplessly.

He chuckled throatily, and licked and chewed
along the nape of her neck. Then he released her hair and fed her
another piece. She took it, chewing, then licked at his fingers
again, sucking as he slid them slowly in and out.

It was like nothing she'd ever done, nor ever
seen. She was acting on pure instinct as she pressed her cheek
against his chest and rubbed her head against him.

He stroked her head and kissed her, then
gripped her hair firmly but gently and pulled her head up and back,
then back further, and further still as she gasped and moaned. Her
back arched as he forced her head over the arm of the chair. Then
she felt his hand between her legs, and cried out helplessly, her
hips bucking up against his fingers.

“What do we have here?” he asked in
amusement. “Hmmm. Is something bothering you, little girl?”

“Ooh!” she gasped. “Oh God! Nick! Nick! Oh!
OH!”

His fingers were firm in her hair, and her
arms were tightly locked beneath her by the handcuffs so that Fiona
felt utterly helpless in his arms, and yet at the same time wholly
safe. She could not see, but could feel his fingers sliding gently
up and down, caressing her breasts, then pinching her nipples
lightly. She felt his hand glide down her trembling abdomen, felt
his fingers against her sex again as she felt his lips come down
against her breast.

She yelped as his teeth bit lightly at her
swollen nipple, but then he began to suck rhythmically against it
and she shuddered, her hips grinding against his fingers. She felt
him pressing down against the vibrator, then rubbing it lightly up
and down. It was made of silicone, and the rubbing motion in
addition to the buzzing made her cry out, her hips bucking up
violently as the orgasm lashed her senses like a storm.

Her head jerked against his grip, her hips
rolled frantically up, and her insides flared white hot with a wild
rush of energy and pleasure that howled through her mind like a
freight train. She gloried in the dark heat of pleasure, writhing
and twisting as it battered at her senses. She strained desperately
to keep it at its peak, to extend it, but slowly, it eased, and
fell away, leaving her limp, gasping, chest heaving, moaning as he
raised her head back upright and kissed her.

“Did you like that, wench?” he asked, sliding
his hand up to gently knead her breasts.

Fiona could only moan weakly, dazedly, still
wrapped in the languorous afterglow of the incredible orgasm. The
clip was no longer buzzing, but it was still inside her, pressing
against her, and she felt her pussy throbbing against it even as
she let her head lol against his shoulder.

“Responsive little slave, aren't you?” he
said in amusement.

“Mmm,” she said, starting to blush a little
now.

He chuckled and let his hands slowly move
over her body, caressing her, stroking her, enjoying the tactile
sensation of her soft, warm flesh against his.

Fiona could still feel his erection under
her, and the need to do something for him, to give him back the
pleasure he had given her was rising within her. It just wasn't her
normal nature to be passive, and she felt guilty over it.

“You should uncuff me so I can touch you,”
she said softly, kissing his shoulder.

“I like you under my control, like my little
slave girl,” he said with a grin.

He combed her bangs away from her forehead
again, then picked up a cup of milk and held it out before her. She
bent and drank, her eyes looking up at him as she did, feeling
another strange emotional surge of pleasure at how he was, in
effect, taking care of her.

“Don't you want to fuck me?” she whispered, a
bit shyly.

“Oh I promise you that's going to happen,” he
said with a grin.

He let her drink more milk.

“It's gotten kind of warm,” she said, after
drinking a little.

“Has it? Hmmmm.”

He sipped from the cup and nodded his head.
“It has.”

And then he slowly tilted it over her
head.

“Nick!” she gasped, twisting away.

“Sit still,” he ordered.

She obeyed, and he grinned, and let the milk
pour down over her chest, over her breasts, so it spilled down her
belly and between her legs.

“You're getting it all over you too,” she
said.

“Then I'll have to take my pants off,” he
replied in amusement.

He had filled two cups. Now he picked up the
second one and Fiona closed her eyes as he poured it slowly down
over her head. She tilted her head back, letting it pour over her
face, and opened her mouth. She felt the milk pouring into her
mouth, but didn't swallow, letting it overflow and fall down her
chest again until he was done.

She was soaked in milk as he kissed her
again, but didn't care. She giggled and then gasped as his hand
went between her legs and he did something to the clip so it turned
on once more, buzzing softly against her clit.

His arms slid under her, then, and he lifted
her off his lap and bent forward, setting her on the deck before
the chair on her bottom. She shifted onto her knees as he unzipped
his trousers then stood and dropped them, along with his underwear.
He stepped out of them and she felt her pulse race as she stared at
his thick cock pointing menacingly at her.

“See something you like, little girl?”

“Mmmm, yes,” she said, rising on her
knees.

He slid his hands through her still dripping
wet hair as she leaned in and licked at his cock. She rolled her
eyes up towards him and moaned as she took his cock into her mouth
and slid her lips down the shaft.

He removed his shirt and now he was naked, as
well. Fiona's hands jerked against the handcuffs again, wanting to
touch him, to slide her hands up his body, over his well-muscled
abdomen. But as he pulled her hair in a wet mass together above her
head she slid forward, taking his cock deeper, sucking and licking
at it as his hips began to slowly thrust in and out.

She was just preparing herself to slide her
lips all the way down, psyching herself up as her pussy began to
thrum with excitement, when he pulled up on her hair, raising her
to her feet. Her eyes hit him mid chest, so she had to tilt her
head back to look up at him, and then he kissed her again before
sitting down.

He motioned her forward and, hands still
cuffed, she awkwardly slid onto the deck chair, straddling him. She
managed to slide each leg under the steel arms of the chair so that
her bare feet were flat on the deck, and watched eagerly as he slid
the vibrator out of her, and then positioned his thick cock at the
entrance to her pussy. She raised herself and felt a wild, churning
sense of excitement as she watched and felt the head of his cock
push into the mouth of her sex, spreading her open.

Her breathing began to get ragged as her
chest tightened, and she lowered herself slowly, moaning in delight
at the feel of his rigid cock sliding up through the hot, velvety
flesh of her belly.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned, arching her back.

“Definitely,” he said, before taking the
center of her right breast into his mouth.

She took him deep inside, achingly deep,
refusing to countenance a single inch of his cock being outside her
body even if it hurt. It did hurt, but it ached, but she would
adjust, she knew. She impaled herself on him, delighted at the
fullness within her, the hardness, the heat, as she looked down at
his lips and mouth on her throbbing breast.

She felt his hands on her ass, squeezing and
kneading her buttocks, drawing her forward and back so that she
ground herself against him. He lifted up and she used her leg
muscles to slide up, with a gasp, letting three quarters of his
cock slide out of her. Then she sank down with a shuddering groan
of pleasure and another curse.

She began to ride up and down, pausing every
half dozen strokes to grind herself against him as he shifted his
lips from one breast to the other. His hands continued to maul her
bottom and race up and down her back as she rode him. But then one
drew back between them and Fiona shuddered as she felt his fingers
stroking rapidly across her clit.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Oh! Nick! Ungh!
Fuuuuck!” she gasped.

“Such language. Gonna have to wash your mouth
out with soap one day, nasty girl,” he said, panting himself.

Fiona ignored him, riding faster, bouncing
atop him now, heedless of the growing ache in her legs as she
forced herself up and down the long length of his cock. Her body
was thrumming with sexual heat and power and she felt a feverish
need creeping over her, a need to ride his cock for all she was
worth.

Then another orgasm hit and it was all she
could do to not scream with the hurricane force of sexual pleasure
howling through her mind and body.
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She was too dazed to realize he had come, as
well, nor did she care. She collapsed atop him, gasping ,boneless,
gulping in great lungsful of air as his hands stroked her back.

When he eased her off of him, however, and
unlocked her handcuffs, she realized he was soft, so knew he she
had succeeded in giving him pleasure, as well, and at least she
hadn't been just a passive receiver, that time. The aching muscles
in her legs would testify to that!

They cleaned away the cups and dishes,
bringing them inside, and he tossed his clothes down the stairs to
the basement before leading her, both of them still naked, into the
bathroom and the big walk-in shower there.

The water flowed over them from above, and
from three sides, and Fiona luxuriated in it. She'd been filthy
with sweat and milk, and was happy to get rinsed off. Then he shut
off the water and picked up a bar of soap, running it over her back
and shoulders, then bringing his soapy hands around front to knead
her breasts.

She tried to take the soap but he would have
none of it, intent on soaping her up from neck to toes, and all
points in between. He spent a particular amount of time on those
'points in between' and Fiona found herself squirming under his
slick, soapy touch until he finally put the soap into her
hands.

She ran her hands over his bare chest at long
last, her fingers slow and caressing. That his flesh was wet and
her fingers slick only made the feel of him even more delicious
against her fingers, as she slid them downward, over his firm
abdominal muscles, then lower still, blushing now as she gently
soaped up his soft cock, which began to harden in her soapy
hands.

Their lips moved together, their tongues
teasing and dancing as she slid her soapy hands over his shoulders
and up and down his arms, then around behind him, onto his back and
down onto his buttocks. The soft heat and passion within her
bubbled hotter and higher with each passing minute, interrupted
only once, when she gasped and temporarily drew back at the feel of
his fingers rubbing directly back and forth over her wrinkled
little back opening.

He smiled and drew her back in against him.
“Have you ever had anal sex?”

Fiona blushed and shook her head.

“You will.”

“Don't I get a say in that?” she asked
softly, though she knew she would acquiesce if he wanted to.

“No,” he said, with a deliberately arrogant
tone that made her snort.

“Do you know how gorgeous your ass is?”

Fiona opened her mouth to protest and he
kissed her lightly.

“Your ass is fantastic, even in those loose
pants you usually wear. Naked, it's irresistible.”

“Oh please,” she said, pleased but
embarrassed.

“An ass that beautiful has to have a cock
inside it,” he said, “But not just yet.”

Fiona was not happy at the thought of anal
sex, which she considered rather gross, but at least he didn't
intend to do it now, and the feel of his soapy chest against her
soapy breasts was so delicious she could think of little else but
rubbing and grinding herself against him as they kissed.

He turned on the water and they both rinsed
off, then stepped out of the shower. There were large, fluffy
towels nearby and they both dried off. His hair was short enough he
didn't need to do more, but Fiona determinedly combed hers out and
used the blow dryer to style it as he left the room.

“Would you like a drink?” he called.
“Wine?”

“I wouldn't mind it,” she said.

Fiona wasn't much of a drinker, and she had
little experience with wine. It simply wasn't in her budget, but
what she had tasted of it she liked.

She finished her hair, and grinned at herself
in the mirror, feeling a little giddy and daring. She had nothing
to wear, and wrapped one of the towels around herself as she padded
up the hall to the kitchen. She gazed out the window but didn't see
her clothes, nor were they on the kitchen floor. She turned and
headed for the living room, where he was sitting on the sofa. The
fireplace was lit and the fire crackled softly as she looked around
for her clothes.

“What are you looking for? The clip?”

She blushed and laughed. “My clothes.”

“What do you need clothes for?” he asked with
a grin.

He was wearing long, khakis and a green short
sleeved golf shirt.

“You're dressed,” she said accusingly.

“But my body wasn't designed by the gods to
be the height of beauty.”

“Oh please,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Get over here, wench.”

She smiled and walked over to him, and he
yanked the towel away and pulled her down on him again. For long
minutes they kissed and ran their hands over each other, and Fiona
managed to get his shirt unbuttoned so she could slide her hands
inside and feel his bare skin.

Then he shifted her so she was sitting
astride him, leaning back against the arm of the sofa, and reached
for the wine.

“Have a sip. It's a lovely, dry Australian
wine.”

She sipped, and agreed. It was delicious, in
fact.

He plucked a chocolate from somewhere, a bowl
behind her, she thought, and held it up to her lips. She looked at
him, then let her lips form a pucker and kissed it, sucking it
slowly into her mouth.

“Mmmm,” she said as she swallowed.

She kissed his fingers, then slid her lips
over them, and he slid two fingers through her lips and over her
tongue, sliding them slowly in and out, deeper than he had outside,
as she sucked and licked.

She pulled back and laughed. “Now your
fingers are all chocolaty,” she said.

“Brat,” he said.

“Hey, you poured milk over my head!”

“Yes, but you deserved it.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

“Yes, daddy,” she said with a snort.

“Definitely not that,” he said, his hand
sliding in along her inner thigh to cup her sex.

Fiona inhaled sharply and felt a hot rush of
excitement.

He kissed her again, then picked up his glass
of wine. She did the same, then after a drink, spilled the rest on
his shirt.

“Ooops,” she said with a mischievous grin. “I
guess you'll have to take it off now.”

“Are you looking for trouble?” he
demanded.

“Maybe,” she taunted.

She yelped, then, as he quickly flipped her
over onto her belly, which left her bottom up across his lap, with
her torso half hanging over the side of the sofa.

“Hey!”

He slapped her bottom and she squealed at the
sting.

“Young people, these days, don't have the
proper respect for their elders,” he said.

“Why should we? We're way better than you old
farts!”

She squealed as he slapped her bottom again,
twisting and wriggling to pull free – but not seriously
struggling.

“If you can't respect your elders, little
girl, you'd better learn to respect your betters!” he growled.

Another slap made her bottom flare, but the
stinging didn't really daunt her, especially in light of the
rapidly rising excitement within her.

She wasn't terribly surprised when he drew
her wrists back behind her back again and cuffed them in place, and
groaned when he spread her legs apart and ran his fingers along her
naked sex.

But she gasped and twisted her head up and
around, trying to see what was happening when she felt something
large, something thick pressing against her. He had something in
his hand, something long and black and tubular. It slowly spread
her open, even wider than when his cock was in her, and she groaned
and twisted and rolled her hips as he slowly forced it deeper and
deeper into her hungry, thrumming pussy.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she gasped, eyes wide.

“You mean don't stop?” he laughed, slapping
her bottom.

She did, actually, but still yelped as the
head of whatever it was pushed even higher into her belly.

Then his fingers were against her rosebud,
and were slippery with something. She flushed and twisted her head
around again, feeling a sudden rush of anxiety and embarrassment.
She wanted him to stop, but couldn't bring herself to demand it.
Things were so hot, so exciting, that she didn't want to throw a
wet blanket on it. And she felt a sudden sense of confidence and
trust in him. He wouldn't hurt her, she thought, relaxing.

Then she yelped as he smacked her bottom.

She felt something pressing against her,
something hard and slick, and moaned as it slowly spread her open,
as her sphincter muscle surrendered. It slid into her, getting
wider, and then wider still, to the point where it ached, but he
eased back, rolling and twisting it, then eased forward again,
slowly pumping it in and out a bit, relaxing her sphincter
muscle.

She gasped as she felt herself being spread
very wide, then abruptly, it was as if whatever it was had been
sucked up into her ass, and she felt her opening tighten behind
it.

Another smack to the rear made her yelp, but
she was focusing more on the strange feel of the thing inside her,
not to mention what had to be a dildo up inside her pussy.

“Where are you getting this s-stuff!?” she
gasped.

“I'm all prepared for you,” he said with a
smirk in his voice.

“Pervert!”

His hand slapped down on her buttocks and she
yelped in pain.

“You need to learn respect for your betters,
wench.”

“Ha! When I find one I will!”

Another smack to her bottom, and then
another, made her hips jerk and her buttocks sting and heat up.

“I think you definitely need to be taught
your place, girl,” he said.

“And where is that!?”

“Hmm, flat on your back with your legs
spread, I'd say.”

He turned her around and stood up, pulling
her up with him, then bent and lifted her right up over his
shoulder

“Hey!”

He slapped her bottom, turned, and carried
her up the hall to the bedroom.

“Let me go, perve!”

“I think not. I think I need to sample you
before those Arabs come to buy you.”

He dumped her in his bed and then stripped
off his damp shirt and climbed into bed. He straddled her body,
then reached above her to the corner of the bed, then to the other.
Fiona didn't see what he did, but when he drew back he rolled her
onto her belly, then unlocked the handcuffs before flipping her
over again.

She slid her hands up onto his chest and he
bent and kissed her deeply, then gripped her wrists and slowly
raised them up and back, forcing them down against the mattress
near the corners of the bed. He raised his lips from hers and,
grinning, released one hand, then reached up toward the other.

Fiona did nothing at first, then when she
felt something going over her hand she cocked her head up and back
to see a two inch thick leather strap just as he positioned it over
her wrist and tightened the loop.

“W-what are you doing?” she gasped,
excitement and anxiety swirling within her.

“I'm preparing you for torture.”

She resisted but he got her other hand back
and strapped in, then he backed up, pulled her ankles apart, and
strapped them in place, as well.

Fiona felt flushed with embarrassment as he
sat there between her spread thighs, but it was a miner thing
compared to the hot rush of eat and excitement.

Then he was atop her, kissing her forcefully,
his hands moving over her body, pulling at her hair as their
tongues moved together.

He eased back, and began to kiss his way down
her body. She moaned, arching her back as he sucked and licked and
chewed at her breasts and nipples, then gasped and cursed softly as
he kissed and licked his way down her abdomen and between her legs.
His tongue began to toy with her, swirling and twisting and dipping
and lightly working at her while he pumped the dildo slowly in and
out of her pussy.

The sexual heat rose higher, the pressure
inside her becoming more intense, and Fiona moaned and writhed as
he worked her up towards a monumental orgasm.

But then, when she was just short of the
peak, he halted, got up, and left the room.

She opened her eyes, chest heaving, and
stared in disbelief, writhing, pulling at the leather restraints,
her pussy throbbing hungrily around the dildo.

He returned with a highball glass with some
clear liquid in it.

“Wanted a drink,” he said casually.

She gaped at him, but then he climbed between
her legs again, and when his finger slid across her clit she moaned
and her hips ground up against him.

He eased back, and slipped his fingers into
his glass, then drew out an ice cube. A moment later it was sliding
over her clit, and Fiona felt the first rush of pleasure at its
touch give way to discomfort that literally poured cold water over
her heat.

“Ahgh! Nick!” she exclaimed, staring down at
him.

He smirked at her and slid the ice cube
slowly up her overheated belly, ignoring her complaints, sliding it
over her breasts and around her nipples. He held it against her
right nipple as the flesh began to freeze, which, she realized,
felt oddly like burning. Then he pulled it away and his lips slid
over her there instead.

The rush of relief was immense, but then he
slid his ice cube down along her ribs, and she squealed and twisted
and writhed in the hold of the leather restraints.

“Don't! Don't!” she exclaimed.

“Say please, master.”

“Please, master!” she squealed.

He pulled the ice cube away, then pressed it
against her nipple.

“Oh! Oh! OH! Oh! Don't!”

“You know what to say.”

“Please, master!”

He chuckled, sliding the cube over her other
nipple, then along her belly, then up and down along her labia,
stopping each time when she begged him.

It was strangely exciting, but at the same
time it definitely eased back the throbbing heat within her. Then
he stopped and began to lick at her clit, and roused that heat up
to a fiery pitch once again.

He stopped and this time used a long feather,
tickling her without mercy until she apologized for being
disrespectful, admitted he was her lord and master, and infinitely
superior to him.

“Do you promise to be a good little slave
girl from now on?” he asked calmly.

Fiona was writhing and thrashing in place as
the feather stroked up and down her ribs.

“Yes! Yes, master! I promise!” she
shrieked.

“Say it then, slave girl”

“I promise to be a good slave girl, master!”
she cried.

He chuckled throatily, then to her relief put
the feather down, and bent over her. His lips sucked on her aching
nipples, then he slid down again as she went limp, gasping, chest
heaving, then moaning as his tongue began to work on her clit
again, and he began to pump the dildo in and out.

Her body had found room for the dildo. It was
now all-but buried inside her, a wonderful dark ache deep within
her belly. His tongue licked skillfully at her clit, and her hips
were already grinding as he began. She felt the dark heat sweeping
through her, and twisted and arched, moaning and whimpering as she
felt her body climbing towards a peak she now desperately
sought.

And he stopped again.

“Oh God! Please, master! Please, master!” she
cried.

“Bad girls don't deserve to have an orgasm,”
he said.

“Bastard!” she cried.

He laughed, and then she saw the lighter in
his hand. Then the candle. He lit the latter, and she groaned as he
leaned over her. She stared at the candle, biting her lower lip,
then gasped and cried out as the hot wax slowly dripped down around
her right nipple. The sensation was indescribable, but pain was
only one small facet of it as she twisted and arched and cried
out.

“I'm Nick's little slave girl!” she cried, at
his insistence, as wax dripped down on her breasts and belly, and
abdomen, then around her throbbing clit.

Her chest was tight and aching. She was
aching all over, in fact, and her body was glowing with heat. Her
hair was partly matted against her forehead by sweat and her flesh
was reddened down to her belly as he flicked the wax off her and
set to work with his tongue again.

Her body began to writhe almost at once, and
when he drew back she sobbed dazedly.

“Please, master!” she moaned. “Please,
Master!”

“Would you like to come, little girl?”

“Yes! Please, master! Please make me come!”
she cried.

“Maybe if you're a good girl,” he said.

He unstrapped her ankles, and lifted them up
and back. Fiona groaned, another hot rush of excitement rolling
over her feverish body as he forced her ankles back against the
headboard above her.

She gasped and groaned as he pressed them in
behind her head, and crossed them there, holding them with one
hand. Then she felt his fingers at that.. whatever it was in her
bottom. She felt him pulling at the flat part which remained
outside of her body, felt herself being opened, pushed open from
the inside as the fat bottom of the short thick thing he'd pushed
into her spread her wide.

He pulled it free, and then he was above her,
looming over her. She whimpered and moaned as she stared up at him,
desperate now, gripped by a raging need and hunger.

“Please, master!” she gasped. “Please,
master!”

She felt his cock sliding into her back
opening, felt an incredible sense of sensory overload as he slid
downward. She was tight but at the same time her muscles had become
relaxed, and his cock slid halfway into her ass before it had any
difficulty in moving at all. He eased up, then slid down again, and
Fiona gasped and shuddered, feeling an aching sensation now as his
cock plunged deeper.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!”

“Say Master,” he growled.

“Oh master!” she gasped dazedly. “Oh fuck me!
Fuck me, master!”

He pushed deeper, and she whimpered and
gasped at the pain, but he eased back, grinding his hips, and when
he pushed forward again she felt far less pain, more a dull ache, a
bit of cramping. He pushed deeper still, and the ache grew. She
stared at his shaft, amazed that most of it was now inside her, and
that it hardly hurt at all. She rolled her eyes up at him and then
cried out as he thrust down into her.

“Ohhhh!” she moaned.

She stared and saw his abdomen flat against
her buttocks. He ground himself against her, eased up, then began
to slowly pump.

The sensation was like nothing Fiona had ever
felt before, except of course, when he fucked her. Yes, it was
quite similar to that, and as he thrust faster and harder, his hips
began to strike her upraised buttocks, and his pubic bone began to
jam down against the base of the dildo in her pussy, jarring the
nose against her insides.

He let her ankles spread and gripped them
with his hands, his arms straight as he rose his hips up and down,
faster and harder.

The hard thrusts were doing something to her
body, something to her mind, and Fiona began to cry out with every
deep stroke, losing herself to the churning flood wash of
sensations pouring through her body and mind. As she neared her
peak yet again she began to gasp out a plea. “Please, master!
Please, master! Please, master!” without even being aware of it,
desperately hoping he wouldn't stop again.

He thrust harder, his hips smashing down hard
against her buttocks, his cock plunging deep into her ass, her body
now bouncing on the mattress as she cried out again and again.

The orgasm exploded inside her and she
screamed as her muscles spasmed and sensations flared wildly within
her. The orgasm had tremendous power, and she cried out again and
again, her cries timed to every hard, deep thrust of his cock into
her ass. Every stroke sent a scalding wave of sensations washing
through her overloaded nervous system, a wild, heady mix of
pleasure and a strange, dark, wonderful ache deep inside her.
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Fiona had never wakened in a man's bed
before. She rolled over slowly and sat up, then clutched the sheets
to her bare breasts in an instinctive motion before letting them
go. A warm glow spread throughout her body which had nothing to do
with sexual arousal as she looked at him sleeping, then relaxed
back against the pillow. She looked towards the curtains and the
green glow which came through, then across at the heavy dark wood
dressers.

She had a sudden alarming notion, and stared
at him anxiously before slowly easing out of bed as quietly as
possible. Then she tip-toed to the door, closing it behind her as
she made her way to the kitchen. She found her purse and grabbed
the toothbrush she always kept on hand before rushing to the
bathroom and brushing her teeth. She used his mouthwash, and
brushed out here hair out before returning quietly to the bedroom
and taking her place in bed.

She eyed him again, wondering what it would
be like to wake up with him every day, then carefully eased the
sheets down below his chest, then lower still. The soft light
coming in through the window showed the outline of the muscles
below his chest and abdomen, and she felt a twinge of eager
arousal. She'd never thought much of sex before, but after just a
few experiences with Nick she was rapidly becoming addicted.

Even now she felt the echo of the pleasure he
had roused within her, and her face flushed a bit as she remembered
him fucking her – in the ass! She didn't quite understand why that
had felt so wild and incredibly hot. Of course, she'd already been
hot, and had that dildo jammed into her pussy, but the sensations
of feeling his cock in her bottom, of it slicing in and out,
spearing into the deepest part of her belly, it had been just...
incredible! Combined with everything else, it had driven her over
the edge into an orgasm the likes of which she wanted to experience
again and again.

She eyed him carefully, then placed herself
on her belly facing him, easing the sheet lower to see his cock
sitting limply there. Was it possible, she wondered, to get it hard
without him waking up? probably not. She instead let her fingers
move lightly across his stomach, feeling the faint ridges there
from his abdominal muscles, then she eased in and began to lightly
lick at his nipple.

“Lower,” he said, startling her.

She gasped and jerked her eyes up to see him
peering at her through half closed eyes. A grin appeared on his
face and she sniffed, and ignored him, her fingers moving more
freely across his belly and over his chest as she licked and sucked
at his nipple. He reached down and took her hand then guided it
onto his cock, pressing it down there, and he almost immediately
began to harden.

She licked downward across his belly and
abdomen, then kissed the head of his cock as she shifted her body
on the bed. He twisted his torso towards her and she moved between
his legs, sliding her lips over the head and beginning to bob
slowly up and down as he sighed in pleasure. She hadn't had a lot
of chance to demonstrate her proficiency before, but intended to
now, and did her best to give him the kind of blow job she'd
studied so carefully on the internet.

She massaged his balls, then took them into
her mouth, sucking and licking them gently as her fingers caressed
his cock. She licked slowly up and down the shaft, then mouthed it
from the sides, letting her lips sliding along it before reaching
the throbbing head. From there she began to suck and bob, licking
on the underside, bobbing lower and lower as she built up her
determination.

And then she plunged down, gagging just a bit
as his cock slid into her throat. She forced herself to relax, her
lips going down around the base of his shaft, and was rewarded by
his soft curse of pleasure and delight as she took him in to the
hilt.

“Oh, baby!” he groaned, his fingers sliding
through her hair.

She held her position, then slid slowly back
up, fighting her gag reflex again as his cock popped free of her
throat.

“Did you like that?” she asked a bit
breathlessly.

“Are you kidding?! Is the Pope
Catholic!?”

She giggled excitedly and took him into her
mouth again, bobbing up and down, sucking, her hands massaging his
balls, then took him deep once again, finding it easier the second
time as a heady sense of excitement gripped her. Again she got a
reaction which delighted her, and pulled free with a gasp from both
of them.

“I'm hungry, little virgin,” he said in a
husky voice. “I want something to eat, too!”

She didn't understand, at first, but he sat
up, reached for her, and pulled her around, grabbing her legs and
drawing her upside down along his body. Her mouth was still over
his groin, but her own groin was....

“Oh!” she gasped as he seemed to take her
entire sex into his open mouth.

“Mmmmm” he said, his voice muffled by her
flesh pressed against him.

She sucked his cock into her mouth again as
his tongue found her clit, and she felt the raw carnal excitement
sweeping around her with ever increasing power as she bobbed up and
down on his cock. He gripped her buttocks tightly as his tongue
rolled up across her clit, and Fiona's hips began to jerk and grind
back against him even as she plunged down to the base of his cock
once again.

And this time, to her delight, he came first!
And since he was deep in her throat she didn't have to really even
think about swallowing as his come poured straight into her
belly.

Her own orgasm was not long delayed, and she
squealed and writhed atop him as he sucked and licked wildly at her
clit, driving her over the edge.

He pulled her around, then, and she twisted
to lay across his chest, another unfamiliar sensation to her,
feeling that soft, yet hard warm flesh beneath her, against her own
naked body as his fingers combed idly through her hair.

“I have to go to work today,” she
groaned.

“Sucks to be you,” he said.

She raised her head and glared at him and he
grinned impudently.

“Brat,” she said.

“Yup.”

His hand slid onto her buttocks, squeezing
and caressing.

“I ever tell you, you had a beautiful
ass?”

“Yes. In fact, I think you fucked me there
yesterday.”

“And will do so again.”

“Hmmm,” she said.

“Maybe I'll buy you something while you're at
work.”

“Like what?” she asked uncertainly.

“Oh, maybe something lacy and see-through.”
He laughed at her expression.

“I thought you just wanted me naked,” she
said.

“Well, yeah, but I was thinking about when
you're in public.”

She rolled her eyes, but wasn't displeased,
then she sighed and rolled off him.

“I have to shower and get ready for work,”
she said.

“Call in sick.”

“I can't,” she said regretfully. “If I don't
go in someone who has counted on being off today will suddenly have
to get ready and come out here to cover for me. It'll also get me
in shit with Andrew.”

“Maybe it'll be someone desperate for
overtime.”

“Maybe, but I can't count on it. And I'll
still get in shit with Andrew. I might be able to make it for
lunch. In fact, I will make it for lunch, but I can't stay as long
as last time. I only get 30 minutes, you know.”

“I can make you come in less than that,” he
said with a lazy grin.

She blushed, gave him a reproachful look, and
left to get ready for work.

It felt almost odd wearing clothes again. She
couldn't remember having gone so long naked since forever. Maybe it
was never! She never slept naked, although she had last night, so
she'd been without her clothes since dinner right up until this
morning. She giggled a little in amazement at herself as she walked
to work, and wondered what kind of lacy things Nick would like to
see her in. Not that she would wear any such thing in public, of
course!

That day passed slowly, amid her swirling
fantasies and memories of the wild sex she'd had the previous
evening. Luckily, there was no one at work to notice she was
wearing the same clothes she'd left with. That would have been just
too embarrassing!

The phone rang at eleven and she picked it
up. “Book Nook. How may I help you,” she said.

“Do you suck cock?” a strange voice
asked.

She blushed and looked around at the two
people in the store.

“Pervert,” she said softly.

Nick snickered into the phone. “Say it out
loud. Say I love to suck cock.”

“I can't!” she said, though the thought was
wickedly exciting.

“I love to suck cock,” she said softly.

Her nipples tingled as she spoke, and she
felt a hot thrum between her legs.

“Say I love to deep throat.”

“I love to deep throat your cock,” she said
softly.

“Do you know what I”m going to do to you
tonight, little girl?”

An overweight, middle aged woman came to the
counter with several romance novels, and Fiona rang them up, the
phone pressed to her ear.

“I'm going to strip you naked,” his voice
purred in her ear. “Then I'm going to put you down on all fours and
ride you like a bitch in heat.”

“Mmm hmmm,” she said, taking the woman's
cash.

“And maybe, after I make you come, I'll
spread your beautiful buttocks and stick my cock up your tight,
buttery little ass again.”

She flushed and thanked the woman, watching
her walk away.

“You're a pervert!” she hissed.

“Yeah, so? What's your point?”

“Now while you're at work, I want you to
practice the right position.”

“I think I can manage being on my hands and
knees!” she exclaimed softly.

“You have to have your knees apart, your butt
raised high and invitingly, you know, and your back arched
properly...”

“You really are obsessed with sex!”

“You will be too, baby, once I'm done with
you,” he said in amusement.

He was probably right, she thought with
excitement.

Then Andrew came in, and wanted to do an
inventory of how many types of books they had on hand, so he could
match them with his other used book stores, and with a sinking
feeling, she realized she wasn't going to get to Nick's for lunch.
She sent him a text, now that she had his number, to apologize, but
promising she'd make it up to him that evening.

Andrew didn't leave until after one, and it
wasn't until then she could check her texts, which were mostly
obscene, from Nick, and reply in a more demure fashion. She told
him Andrew had left, though, which was to be her undoing, for not
ten minutes later he walked into the store.

She felt her chest tighten at the sight of
him. The store was empty and he grinned broadly.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said.

“Hey, hot stuff,” she replied.

He wrapped his arms around her and crushed
her lips with his, and she didn't pull away until his hands slipped
onto her ass and started squeezing her there.

“Someone might come,” she protested.

“You?”

She blushed a little. “I think it will take
more effort than that,” she said.

“Well, then, I think I have just the thing to
help me out.”

“What?” she demanded.

“Another day. For now, I thought I'd warn you
I won't be home until after seven.”

“Oh,” she said, crestfallen.

He took her hand, kissed it, then put a key
into it.

“Let yourself in and wait for me.”

“Okay,” she said, eyes shining.

He gave her another kiss, this one
accompanied by much groping of her breasts both above and under her
top, then left, promising her more once he got her naked. Fiona
watched him go, wondering if she dared risk her job by taking him
into the back room and just doing it right there.

No, no, that was silly. She wasn't some sex
crazed teenager! She was a responsible woman, and she needed this
job! What if she got fired? What if the only job she could find was
on the other side of town?

She worked until Six, in a responsible
fashion, trying to shove wicked thoughts from her mind, then
hurried to his place. She let herself in, looking around anxiously,
wondering if he was planning on jumping out to surprise her. He was
sophisticated, but a part of him was still very boyish at times, so
just to be sure, she checked the closets, under the bed, and in the
basement.

He said he'd be eating out so she had bought
something at O'briens, and ate it at his kitchen table, then
cleared the mess away. Then she couldn't stop herself from
exploring the house further, to see what else she could find about
him. She started in the den, admiring the rows of books. His
computer was open, and she quickly sat down, skimming through parts
she hadn't seen before.

She found a new folder of pictures, and felt
her stomach beginning to swirl and her pussy beginning to throb as
she moved through the pictures. These girls, unlike the ones in the
other folder, were all naked. They were also all tied up, or
chained up, or bound in some manner or other. Some were hanging
from their wrists!

She looked through them, her insides
quivering and nipples hardening as she thought of herself in those
positions. She'd sort of realized he was into some sort of control
type sexual thing form him handcuffing and then tying her up
spreadeagled to the bed. These pictures hinted at a stronger
desire, but they were all so beautiful, and so erotic! They were
also rather intimidating, at least some of them. Some of the gear
the women had on, the gags, the collars, the tight restraints, and
the punishments as well!

There were whips and crops and leather
straps. There were girls bent over being cropped and spanked and
flogged with cat o' nine tails! That made her bite her lower lip
anxiously. She kind of found the idea of being tied up arousing,
but was far from sure she wanted to be the recipient of some sort
of sadistic, painful punishment!

She closed the folder and went out into the
hall, pacing a little. Nick seemed so nice, far too nice for her to
be worrying about him doing something awful to her! He wouldn't do
anything she didn't allow, after all. Still, it was stressful for
her to think he might want to do such things, and she would have to
say no, and disappoint him. She wanted to be the kind of woman he
would dream about!

She wandered into the bedroom and felt her
stomach tighten, thinking of the previous evening, and what he'd
promised for this evening. She got into bed, positioning herself on
all fours, raising her bottom and shifting her knees apart. She
felt a hunger in her mind, a desire to feel him behind her,
thrusting into her, using her roughly, his hips slapping against
her...

It was going to be incredibly wild and
exciting!

She spotted something on the headboard and
crawled over to it. It was a kindle. She sat back on her heels with
it in her hands and examined it, then flipped it on. The story he
was reading was called The Librarian. After skimming it a bit, she
quickly realized it was an erotic novel! Swallowing, she took it
back to the den and brought up the internet, then brought up the
book description.

It was, according to the description, the
story of a young librarian who accepts a short term work assignment
at a castle to catalog and organize the wealthy owner's library.
Only some of the books in that library are very erotic, and the
owner is into bondage and domination. Before long, she finds
herself submitting to him and being trained to be his sex
slave!

Was this what turned Nick on? The idea of
having a sex slave? He'd called her his slave girl several times!
And she'd had to call him master! The idea was both appalling and
darkly arousing at the same time! Of course, she didn't mind
playing a game of it, and that was likely what he'd like, she
thought with a sense of relief.

She could certainly do that!

She let her mind toy with the idea of her as
a sex slave, wearing a collar and chains, an obedient sex toy to
her 'master'. Her pussy thrummed hotly at the idea, and she felt
herself getting breathless. Then she heard the front door open and
gasped guiltily, turning off the kindle and swiftly shutting down
the web browser before jumping away from the desk.

“Hello, hot chick,” he said, coming into the
room.

“Hey,” she said, flushing.

“Ready for me to drive you insane with
lust?”

She snorted. “I'm ready for you to do your
best to mildly interest me,” she said in her best bored voice. “I
doubt you can, of course, but I'll be patient.”

He gave her a half grin, and then cocked his
finger at her.

“Yeees?” she asked with raised eyebrow

“Should I jump you and strip you naked, or
are you going to come over here and take your clothes off?”

“Sorry, I'm bored with men. I think I'm into
girls now.”

“I can arrange something, then, so long as I
get to watch.”

“Pervert!”

Then she squealed as he jumped forward,
ducking under his arm and running out into the hall. Her socks
slipped on the hardwood floor, though, and she hit the wall. Then
he grabbed her and threw her up onto his shoulder again as he
carried her into the living room.

“Hey! Let me down, you big ape! I want to
read a book!”

He dumped her on the sofa, then grabbed her
top and peeled it up and off with a good hard yank.

She twisted aside. “I want to see if there's
something on TV!” she said, grabbing at the remote.

He yanked her back and yanked her pants down
and off, along with her thong.

“Well, really! Some people are so rude!' she
said.

He pulled off her socks, lifting each ankle
high into the air as she squealed and twisted, then removed her bra
and, gripping her hair behind the neck, pulled her down onto the
floor onto her hands and knees.

She felt a wild thrill run through her at the
way he was manhandling her! It wasn't rough, and it wasn't mean. It
was just... forceful! And now she was as she'd imagined, on all
fours, her bottom raised, her knees apart, her back arched as she
looked up and back at him.

“Head forward, wench,” he ordered, bending to
slap her bottom.

She gasped, remembering again the pictures
she'd seen. It was bizarre to think of herself as one of those hot,
sexy girls, though, and she almost wished she had a picture of
herself now, preferably with one of those collars on.

“Am I a dog or something?” she asked
breathlessly.

“A wild hot little bitch in heat,” he
said.

She barked at him and he snorted and slapped
her bottom again.

The sting felt oddly as if it was transmitted
through her body and made her clit quiver and throb.

He tugged at her hair, forcing her head up
and back, then ran a hand over her bottom as he knelt beside
her.

“Maybe I should get a collar if I'm going to
be your doggy,” she said all too casually.

He hesitated for a long moment, and she felt
a squirming sense of delight at having surprised him.

“I suppose we could arrange that,” he said,
his fingers sliding down her buttocks and then over her pussy.

She gasped as his fingers stroked back and
forth across her there, and rolled her hips back against him.

“Sit up,” he said.

His voice was soft but there was an excited
rumble in it, and Fiona felt another hot little flutter of delight
as she sat up and back, then, remembering the pictures she'd seen,
she sat back on her heels and spread her knees wide. She blushed,
the flush spreading down her chest at exposing herself so lewdly,
but it was worth it when she saw his eyes widen and heard his
breath catch.

“Wait here,” he said.

She beamed at his disappearing back,
repressing a delighted giggle.

Oh yes, Nick, I know what turns you on! – she
thought excitedly.

He returned quickly, and she felt her stomach
clutter as she saw the collar.

“This belonged to a German Shepherd I owned
years ago,” he said. “I never threw it out for sentimental
reasons.”

She held still as he carefully placed the
collar around her throat. It was thick, and snug, but not tight
enough to at all restrain her breathing.

“How do you feel, little slave girl?”

Her pulse ratcheted up at the word.

“What would you like me to feel... master?”
she asked.

“Hmm. Back on all fours, slave.”

She fell forward onto her hands, raising her
bottom, spreading her knees apart on the soft rug, feeling her
heart pounding as he looked down at her. He knelt beside her, and
his hand slid along her spine from neck to buttocks, then between
them and over her pussy. Her hips ground against him as the heat
washed up through her belly and she repressed an involuntary
groan.

“Naughty little slave girl,” he said softly,
fingers spreading her sex and slipping into her.

“Yes!” she squeaked. “I'm a bad girl!”

Two fingers became three, and she groaned as
he pumped them in and out and she felt how wet she was, how eager
her overheated pussy was becoming.

“Are you going to … fuck me, master?!” she
gasped.

He slapped her bottom and she gasped.

“Did I say you could use nasty words like
that, slave girl?”

“No, master! I'm sorry, master!” she
gasped.

His hand came down between her shoulder
blades and pushed her upper body down until her breasts pillowed
out against the floor.

“Bottom high,” he said, slapping her buttocks
sharply.

He brought something into view, and Fiona's
eyes widened.

“This is the butt-plug I used on your tight
little ass yesterday, little slave.”

She watched him squeeze some clear fluid onto
it and rub it around, then felt it pressing against her bottom. She
blushed but remembering the wild heat of the other evening, made no
protest as he slowly forced it down into her bottom. It ached a
little, but she knew that would ease.

Then he pulled her wrists up and back
together behind her and slipped the handcuffs around them.

Fiona felt a wild thrill run through her as
she felt the cool metal closing around her wrists, felt her
helplessness, and moaned as his hands moved slowly over her body,
exploring, caressing, stroking. Two, then three fingers pushed into
her moist pussy, pumping in and out, and she felt her own slick
wetness.

“Do you want my cock inside you, little slave
girl?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

He slapped her bottom.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I want your cock inside me, master!” she
gasped.

“Where do you want my cock, sex slave?”

“I-In my pussy!” she moaned.

His hand slapped her bottom and again she
gasped.

“Say it.”

“I-I want your cock in my pussy, master!” she
gulped.

“And where else, slave girl?”

“I-In my mouth...”

His hand slapped across her bottom and she
squealed at the sharp sting.

“I want your cock in my mouth, master!” she
said quickly.

“And where else?” he asked, fingers pumping
in her pussy.

“I want – I want your cock in my ass,
master!” she exclaimed, hardly believing it was her own voice, her
own words.

She felt his finger stroking across her clit
and closed her eyes at the hot flooding heat.

“Oh! Oh! Ohh God!” she moaned.

“Nasty little slave,” he said, fingering her
clit and slapping her bottom. “If you want cock, then beg for it,
slave.”

“Please fuck me, master!” gasped.

He slapped her bottom again, stingingingly
and she gasped, her mind swimming in heat, and now uncertainty.
What had she said wrong that time?!

“Did I say you could swear, slave girl?”

“N-No, master!”

“Try again, slave.”

“Please... please ride me, master!”

“You want me to mount you and ride you like a
bitch in heat?”

“Yes, master!”

Crack!

“Oww! Please mount me and ride me like a
bitch in heat, master!”

He peeled off his shirt, and she looked up at
him excitedly as he undid his belt. He opened his trousers and
dropped them, pushing his boxers off and stepping out of them.
Naked, she loomed high above her, like a god, and she felt her
entire sex pulsing with fiery hunger to feel him inside her.

He moved behind her, and she felt her pussy
burn as it waited his touch with desperate anticipation. Then she
felt its touch, pressing against her sodden, molten opening,
rubbing up and down, up and down against her. It was impossible to
keep still, and she ground her hips back at him like a whore,
flushing in embarrassment because of it, flushing in heat despite
it.

Crack!

She felt the cock pushing into her, felt it
forcing the lips of her sex in and back, spreading them wider and
wider as it sank through the mouth of her sex and then pushed
deeper into her body.

“Ohhh!” she moaned, rolling her hips back at
him.

She felt so utterly naked, so lewdly open and
exposed in this position! And his cock sank soooo deep she ached
inside the way she had when he'd fucked her in the ass! But it felt
so wonderful she still couldn't keep still. The churning sex heat
was like a fever in her mind as he sank himself into her all the
way, then seized her hair in a thick mass and pulled up and
back.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Ungh!” she gasped as he
began to thrust in and out.

Her hands pulled wildly against the cuffs, to
no avail, of course, as he used her hair like the reins of a horse,
yanking her hips back to meet his rapidly deepening thrusts. His
cock pounded into her and his hips slapped against her. The flat
surface of the butt-plug resting against her opening on the outside
was struck again and again by his belly, and that set off an odd,
squirmy echo inside her even as his cock plunged in and out.

Fiona found herself breathless, gasping,
moaning, eyes wide, sensations overwhelming her as he rode her
faster and harder. And then she came, her cry of pleasure an
undulating wail, which was interrupted by every deep, hard thrust
inside her, every hard slap of his hips against her. He yanked on
her hair and his other hand slapped her bottom as he rode her
violently, and the orgasm tore through her with almost painful
intensity.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Nick flipped her onto her back and raised her
ankles high, then dropped her legs onto his chest as he leaned into
her, positioned his cock, and sank himself into her hot, molten
core, once again. Fiona groaned as he bent her legs back, his hips
working slowly now, pumping in and out of her over-sensitized pussy
while his hands kneaded her breasts. His fingers caught at her
rigid nipples, pinching and plucking and twisting them as she
gasped and yelped and moaned, then he bent and sucked and licked
them as her head spun.

He forced her ankles so far back the backs of
her toes pressed against the rug as his hips thrust in and out of
her again, and then drew back and flipped her onto her belly once
again. His big hands slipped under her hips and yanked her bottom
up, slapped her bottom sharply, and jerked her knees apart. Then
she felt his cock running up and down across her soaking pussy
opening before sinking into her again.

He lifted her upper body off the floor by the
hair, pulling her up and back, and then gripped her locked arms to
ease the pressure as he started to thrust into her. Fiona, dazed,
gasping, moaning, flushed with heat, could only kneel in position
as he did as he had promised, and rode her like a bitch in heat.
She was soon gasping and yelping and moaning again as his cock
drove into her and his hips slapped against her buttocks.

He rode her through another powerful orgasm,
and then finally let her slump the floor, gulping in air, moaning,
chest heaving. He sat back on his heels recovering, then got
another of his toys. She thought it was a dildo, at first, as he
slid it into her pussy. But there was a sort of branch near the
bottom, or more like a clip, which pressed up against her clitoris.
He pulled her ankles up and back behind her, and slipped his belt
around them, pulling them together. Then he fastened the belt,
somehow, to her handcuffs before turning on what turned out to be a
powerful vibrator.

Fiona squealed and her hips bucked at the
powerful buzzing, for it was too close to the orgasm and she felt
exquisitely sensitive there. But before she could protest, he had
pulled her head back by the hair, automatically opening her mouth,
and then slid a ball gag into it. Her eyes widened and a sparkling
surge of heat swept over her as she stared down at it, as she felt
the strap tightening behind her head.

And then the torture began.

Her hips bucked convulsively at the raw
sensations. They were horribly overpowered, at first, very
uncomfortable, but slowly, then began to shift as her pussy began
to throb in time to the vibrations. Her insides heated rapidly, and
she grunted and moaned and pulled against the handcuffs, rolling
her eyes up at him as he stood high above, grinning down at
her.

Another orgasm tore through her as she
thrashed and twisted and bucked on the floor.

When she came out of it he was gone, and she
moaned helplessly, rolling her eyes, staring around her, then
squirming in discomfort as her pussy, wanting nothing more after
the orgasm than to be left alone, was subjected to the powerful
buzzing of the vibrator pressing directly against it. As before,
the sensations were overpowered to her sensitive clit, to the point
she squealed and moaned into the gag and tried to dislodge it.

But the dildo part was jammed deep and
tightly inside her. And her ankles being drawn back as they were
had pressed her thighs together, helping lock the thing inside her.
She rolled onto her belly, then onto her other side, twisting and
moaning, and then the sensations shifted and she felt the rising
heat within her once again.

It took longer, this time, but as she rolled
onto her side, and her body writhed and her hips ground helplessly,
the orgasm came over her yet again, and her belly ached and cramped
as she cried out into the gag.

Each orgasm had been a strange eye opener, in
that she had always, even when alone, on those rare occasions when
she had orgasmed, always restrained her response. With the gag
filling her mouth she felt less and less need for that, and in that
began to give up all self control, virtually screaming in pleasure
into the gag as her body was wracked by convulsions and the massive
waves of crackling sexual electricity burned through her mind.

She had no idea where Nick had gotten to, and
was starting to become desperate. She was bedraggled, exhausted,
sweating, and her belly was aching horribly from the repeated wild
orgasms, which were now becoming longer and longer. She rolled her
eyes wildly, feeling the convulsions begin again, and then lost
herself to the flood waves of pleasure, arching and twisting,
crying out again and again as the orgasm set her body shuddering
and trembling and writhing in helpless overheated passion.

Finally, he was there, gripping her hair,
pulling her head up and back to look down at her.

“You look... exquisite,” he said.

She moaned dazedly, feeling totally worn out,
drooling around the gag. When his hand slid down her belly and
between her legs her hips bucked convulsively.

He turned off the vibrator, and she shuddered
in relief. He rolled her onto her belly and unfastened her ankles
from her wrists, allowing her body to stretch out at last. Relief
flooded her as he ran his hands over her warm, glowing flesh.

“Hot little sex pot,” he said.

He removed the belt from her ankles, then
undid the strap holding the gag in and pulled it out slowly, then
wiped her mouth and chin with some tissues.

“B-Bastard,” she gasped breathlessly.

He chuckled. “Are you asking for punishment,
little slave girl?”

“I – .”

Before she could answer he had pulled her up
across his knees as he sat there, sitting on his heels, and his
hand slapped her bottom lightly.

“Niiiick!” she moaned breathlessly.

“Yes, little sex slave?”

Another slap, and another, and another, and
she gasped and yelped at each.

“D-Don't!” she moaned.

“Do you apologize for insulting my mother by
calling me that word?”

“Y-Yes!” she moaned at another slap.

She gasped as his his hand slid between her
legs, his fingers brushing across her clit.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!”

His finger slid higher, and pulled at the
butt plug, sliding it slowly up to spread open her rosebud, then
letting it sink back down. He slapped her bottom again and then
again, before his fingers returned to stroking her clit.

Fiona felt out of control, and the contrary
sensations of stinging pain to her bottom and hot, throbbing
pleasure between her legs were washing over her mind like hot and
cold water so that she felt battered and confused.

His hand began to crack down against her
upraised bottom with more authority, setting her skin flaming, and
she whimpered and moaned and squirmed in pain, but his hand kept
stopping to finger her aching clit, to twist and pump the
dildo/vibrator, and to toy with the butt-plug so that her insides
churned with ever more desperate hunger, heat and passion.

When the next orgasm swept through her she
lost control, writhing and bucking, screaming as if she had the gag
in her mouth, eyes rolling in her head as her hips ground
feverishly back against his fingers and the steady slap, slap, slap
of his hand against her bottom send a rapid stream of sharp,
crackling sensations of pleasure and pain through the churning
violence of her orgasm.

From there it was into the tub, which he'd
filled with bubble bath. He carried her there and climbed into the
tub with her, setting her down across his lap with her head against
his shoulder.

That was far more relaxing, far more gentle,
but before they were done he'd still managed to finger her to
another orgasm. Then he bent her over the edge of the tub, pulled
the butt-plug out, and drove his cock into her, fucking her hard
and steady until he had his own orgasm.

He didn't take the handcuffs off at all. He
brushed her teeth for her, which was bizarre, but strangely
comforting. He gave her mouthwash, used a water-pick on her teeth
in place of floss, and then took her to bed. She slept with the
handcuffs on, and the collar around her throat.

She was off the next day, but he had to work,
so he let her sleep in – after she'd given him a blow job. He left
the key for the handcuffs on the night table, and then left her to
go back to sleep, which she did.

Waking to find herself alone, naked and
handcuffed was a strangely exciting thing. She tried, but failed to
master the art of unlocking the cuffs with her wrists behind her,
and managed to instead slide her wrists under her buttocks and pull
her legs under so they were in front of her. Then she unlocked
them, rubbing her wrists a little exasperated.

She went and got breakfast, leaving the
collar in place, for some reason. She didn't dress, either, wanting
to prolong the strange sense of sexual hedonism which she felt.
She'd been naked all yesterday evening and all night. Staying naked
a bit longer would set a new record for her, and something inside
her wanted to.

She flipped through channels on his big
screen TV. He had satellite television, of course, with what seemed
like hundreds of channels.

After breakfast, and brushing – where she was
reminded of him brushing her teeth for her the other night, she
examined herself in his mirror, not in the bathroom, but in the
bedroom. She stood before it, posing, examining herself with the
collar on, feeling a buzz of excitement at how erotic she looked.
She'd never considered herself to be particularly 'hot' but Nick
clearly disagreed, and she had to admit to herself that she looked
pretty sexy just then.

She turned and decided to make the bed. She
would clean up around here, she thought to herself, again deciding
to remain naked.

Like a slave girl, she thought excitedly.

She was drawing the covers in when she
spotted the DVD sitting beside the bed on the floor. She bent to
pick it up and saw the note beside it.

“This is the only copy. Destroy it if you
like.”

“What is this?” she asked in confusion.

Feeling her stomaching beginning to churn a
little with anxiety, she brought the DVD out to the living room and
put it into the player, then turned it on.

Her eyes and mouth both widened when she saw
herself in bright living color. It was taken while she was laying
hog-tied on the floor. Her face turned red as she watched herself
writhing, twisting, and then coming explosively. She closed her
eyes, blushing, thinking of other people seeing it. For long
minutes she was furious at him, even though he'd said it was the
only copy. How did she know that!?

She watched herself climaxing again, and then
again, and her pussy began to throb and thrum in sympathy. Then she
watched him come into the room. The camera was simply standing
there unmanned, apparently set and let to record. She watched, her
excitement and heat mounting as he drew her over his lap and began
to spank her, as he fingered her and drove her to another massive
orgasm.

Before it had done she was rubbing her clit
helplessly, gasping and moaning, waves of heat sweeping her body as
she stared at the image. And when her television self came, she
came as well, crying out, arching her back, jamming her fingers
into her sex as she rubbed desperately at her clit.

God, she thought. You bastard, Nick!

But it was hard to stay angry in the face of
that kind of arousal. And it was impossible to deny just how hot
and erotic she looked in the video. She watched it again, staring
in amazement at the wild, raw hunger on her own face, as if she'd
never seen that person before. Then, feeling herself beginning to
get aroused again, she stopped and too the DVD out. She snapped it
in half, simply unwilling to chance it falling into the wrong
hands, or even worse, getting onto the internet!

She found one of his shirts and put it on as
a sort of nightie before going into the den and turning on the
computer. She examined the books along the walls as she waited for
it to warm up, then paused as she spotted the kindle again.

She had always been more of a reader than a
watcher, and picked it up now, returning to the living room. She
sat down in one of the overstuffed chairs and began to read.

It was difficult to keep her hand away from
her pussy. She told herself rather firmly that she wanted to read
it to see what sorts of things turned Nick on, beyond the obvious
general category of bondage. But after a while she relented,
letting her fingers slide between her legs and begin to stroke and
massage herself.

The first orgasm let her concentrate better
afterward, for a while. But her body began to heat up again as she
skimmed past the non-sexual parts, wanting to see what wild word
pictures the author painted that excited Nick. She had to go and
find the dildo with the vibrator before long, and slid it into her
pussy, grinding it against herself as she read. The author made it
sound as if a girl could find it exciting to be whipped, and how
could that be!?

She remembered, though, the sight of herself
climaxing as Nick spanked her, remembered the feel of those sharp,
snapping stings striking the swirling heat of the orgasm like...
like oil on fire. Could she feel like that while being whipped? The
thought was wild! But maybe if it wasn't a harsh whipping, just a
little whipping? Maybe that wouldn't be so bad.

The idea of herself standing naked, arms
bound above her, was deliciously arousing, and whens he turned the
vibrator on she began to roll and grind her hips against it as she
imagined herself spreadeagled, arms and legs tied, being whipped by
Nick.

She returned to the den and went on the
internet, trying to learn more, her mind awash with eager interest
in the wild, nasty things people did, and how incredibly arousing
they might be if it were her doing it with Nick. She stared at
bondage pictures, then found a site which sold an astonishing
variety of restraints, dildos, vibrators and punishment devices.
Some of them were eye-opening, indeed, and others made her pussy
throb just thinking about having them on her!

She found his camera, set it to delayed
pictures, and then removed the shirt and put the handcuffs back on
– in front of her. She posed for a variety of pictures, some of
them fairly modest, some of them graphic.

Many of them didn't really turn out very well
because of lighting or because she wasn't properly framed within
the picture. But some were delicious! She had misgivings, but
loaded them onto the computer so she could see herself on the big
screen. Then, caught up in the moment, she positioned the camera,
turned it to video, then lay back and masturbated in front of it
with the dildo vibrator.

She delayed putting the shirt back on. There
was just something so strangely erotic about being naked now,
especially with the collar and cuffs on. When someone rang the
bell, though, she dropped to the floor on her belly, gasping,
terrified they would look in a window and see her. She scuttled
behind a wall, waiting, with her heart pounding, for them to
leave.

Imagine being caught like that! – she
thought

She examined the steel cuffs on her wrists.
There was something deliciously arousing about them, but they
weren't nearly as exciting as the ones she'd seen on the internet,
the shackles and restraints, the chains and other devices. She had
a hot, bubbling sense of excitement at the thought of actually
getting such things, of wearing them. Even better, getting them
secretly and letting Nick find her with them on!

There was a store down the street from her
shop, a 'couples' toy store which she'd passed on the bus but of
course, never even considered entering. Now she paced back and
forth, filled with anxiety, thinking about going in and looking
around. They probably had some of the things she'd seen on the
internet, but going in and buying them in person was... daunting,
to say the least. Weighed against that was the thought of Nick
coming home and seeing her in a real collar, not a dog collar, and
real restraints, like those thick leather ones she saw so often.
They'd look amazing against her pale skin!

She dressed and, with key carefully in her
pocket, headed up the street and around the corner. She glanced
around her at the quiet, tree lined street, and let herself
fantasize about living there, and not in her boxy apartment on a
busy street with horns honking and sirens wailing and very little
sign of anything green. Maybe, if things worked out with
Nick...

But it was far too early to even consider
that sort of thing, she chided herself! She'd only really been in …
a relationship... with him for a few days! He might think she was
just a fun diversion. He might have no interest in commitment or
even in continuing with her as his … girlfriend beyond the short
term sexual fun and games.

Still, the way they talked, quite aside from
the sex, the shared interest in so many things, led her to believe
that he was a man who, if not the man of her dreams, was certainly
a man she wanted to retain as a friend for a very long time.
Hopefully, he'd be more than that, but at the very least she wanted
to stay connected to him.

On top of that, she was developing what she
told herself was probably an unhealthy fascination for bondage and
the accompanying games. She had all these fantasies in her head,
with herself as a sort of beautiful erotic victim being used and
abused by forceful and handsome men – mostly Nick, of course.

She reached the store and walked slowly past,
eying it carefully. It looked respectable, or at least, as
respectable as that sort of place could look. It didn't seem
particularly sleazy or run down. It was in the same sort of glass
windowed shop as all the other stores, except its windows were
darkened. What would people think if they saw her in there? They'd
think she was some kind of slut!

Of course, they would have to be in there
too... but what if there were men in there? There were almost bound
to be, and men, as everyone knew, were supposed to sex maniacs.
They were allowed to be perverts! So there was no particular shame
involved. And they'd all stare at her! Her face flushed jut
thinking about it. But then she thought again about Nick coming
home and seeing her like that, and she forced herself to walk
in.

The first thing she saw was a rack of edible
underwear. She jerked her eyes away, doing her best to seem casual
and nonchalant, not wanting anyone to know how tense and
embarrassed she was about the place. There was a girl at the
counter, one of those silly goth types, younger than her, with
frizzy black hair and a ring in her eyebrow. Aside from her, the
store was blessedly empty; perhaps the benefit of coming in on a
Monday morning.

She walked past shelves filled with dildos
and gaped at some of them. They were enormous! Maybe they were for
really fat people, she thought, awed at the length and girth.
Others were oddly shaped, some curved, some with lumps. Then there
were vibrators, an amazing array of vibrators in every conceivable
shape and size.

Past them, near the back, she saw the black
leather, and her heart beat faster. She strolled over and looked
casually at the many different types of restraint, then bit her
lower lip at the prices. She didn't have a lot of money, even
though he'd recently given her an extra $75. But leaving without
the restraints, after working up the courage to come inside, was
out of the question.

There were cheap ones, not real leather, but
they looked the part, for under thirty dollars a set. And just a
little further along, the collars, again in a wide array of types.
But the cheapest could be had for under forty dollars. The thought
of bringing the collar and restraints up front and putting them
down in front of the goth girl was daunting, and she knew that no
matter how casual she tried to be, her face would be red.

She thought of Nick again, and her pussy
thrummed excitedly as she imagined herself wearing the things,
imagined him seeing her. She scooped them up and marched up front.
Best to get this over with, she told herself. Too much thinking
about it would just make her even more anxious.

The goth girl looked at them and began to
ring them up right away, with hardly a glance at her. Fiona
wondered what it would be like to work in a store like this, where
people were bringing up odd things, giant dildos and masks and
hoods and chains all the time. How bizarre would that be?! But she
supposed one got used to it.

As the girl handed her the bag, though, she
looked up at her, and Fiona felt her face flush at the look the
girl gave her. It was not one she was particularly used to, but she
understood it on some level. The girl was imagining her wearing the
collar and restraints, and wishing she could see it. The girl was,
if not gay, then bisexual, Fiona thought, turning away with her
package and leaving as quickly as she could without seeming to be
rushing.

Once free of the shop she felt as though a
huge load had been lifted off her, and hurried back to Nick's place
with her treasures. Once inside she instantly stripped naked, then
took the tags off the restraints and collar and put them on. She
hurried into the bedroom to check herself out in the big mirror,
and felt heat rush through her at the sight.

Her hands moved slowly over her breasts, her
fingers stroking her erect nipples. She stared at the collar, which
had a large, sturdy metal ring in the center, and wondered what
that was good for. A leash, perhaps? Her pussy throbbed at the
idea, and her thighs rubbed together before her fingers slid down
between them and rubbed lightly against her already swollen
clit.

A slave girl!

She decided to do some housework. She cleaned
the counter and sink in the kitchen, dusted the furniture, then
pulled the sheets off the bed and replaced them with fresh ones she
found in the closet. She then carried them downstairs and washed
them, thinking as she did, about the first day she'd been there,
also naked.

She went back upstairs while she waited for
the laundry, and then decided to take more pictures of herself, now
in the leather restraints.

God, she thought, I'm becoming as perverted
as Nick!

And was that a bad thing?

She took more pictures, then started watching
carefully for Nick to come home for lunch, checking the windows
almost constantly. When she spotted him walking up the street she
raced into the bathroom and turned her back to the mirror, twisting
her head around as she tried to get the restraints to clip
together. She couldn't, and had to run back to the door, then drop
to her knees in front of it. She put her hands behind her back and
spread her knees wide as she sat on her heels.

And that was how Nick discovered her when he
came in.

He stared at her, and she dropped her eyes
breathlessly, half afraid he would think she was some sort of crazy
woman for going and getting this stuff on her first day here. She
waited in an agony of slow moving time as he stared at her while
she looked down at the floor. Then his hand came down beneath her
chin and raised it up.

He examined the collar and smiled, but his
eyes held something dark and hungry.

“Well, well, well,” he said. “My little slave
girl looks incredibly sexy.”

“Thank you, master!” she said breathlessly,
her insides squirming with excitement.

She saw the bulge appear almost immediately
in his dress pants, and felt another hot sensation of delight
knowing how quickly she had aroused him, how the sight of her had
turned him on so much, so fast.

He stepped forward, and slid his fingers
through her blonde hair, then down along her cheek and Fiona,
compelled by some impulse she didn't quite understand, turned her
head into his hand, licking and kissing his fingers. She heard his
sharp intake of breath and felt another hot pulse of arousal and
delight.

He let her lick and suck on his fingers,
sliding them slowly in and out of her mouth as he gazed down at
her, then moved slowly around her. She turned her head and held her
hands up regretfully.

“I couldn't fasten them together,” she
said.

“That's all right. I'm sure I can. Where did
you get them?”

“Up the street. I used all my money,” she
gulped.

“They were worth it. I'll reimburse you. I
think they're more for my benefit than yours.”

He moved around in front of her.

“Since your hands are free, undo my pants,”
he said.

Eagerly, her fingers trembling slightly, she
unzipped his pants and reached inside, but he slapped her hand.

“Wait for me to tell you what to do, slave
girl,” he said.

“Yes, master!” she gulped.

He looked down at her, and she looked back
up, heart thumping, pulse racing, feeling her pussy squeezing
excitedly on empty air, wanting something inside it.

“Undo my belt.”

She obeyed, and waited.

“Undo the buttons.”

Again she obeyed, and his pants fell down
around his knees, then around his ankles.

He reached down for her hair and gathered it
in a loose mass, then pulled her face into his groin, rubbing her
gently against his crotch through his boxer shorts. She could feel
his hard cock inside them as he eased his grip.

“Now reach into the fly and pull my cock
out.”

Again she obeyed, a wild rush of excitement
gripping her as her fingers felt his warm hardness. She pulled his
cock out through the fly and licked her lips, looking up at
him.

“Now lick the head.”

She gripped his cock in her hands and raised
it, then licked slowly, gently at the underside of the head.

“Now slide it into your mouth, little
slave.”

She started to, then hesitated and looked up
at him, her lower belly swirling with excitement.

“Master?”

“Yes, slave girl.”

“I was reading – ” She blushed and swallowed
nervously. “I was reading about stuff on the internet.”

“Uh huh.”

“Could you... could you talk dirty to
me?”

He looked at her in surprise, then smiled.
“Talk dirty?”

She inhaled a shuddering breath. “Call me
nasty names, like whore and slut, like... in some of the
stories.”

“It's called verbal domination. Some girls
hate it. Some … get off on it.”

He tightened his grip in her hair and gave it
a sharp tug which made her gasp in pain.

“Suck my cock, whore,” he growled.

The words, the tone, struck her dumb for a
long moment. She felt a strange mixture of anxiety that he was
angry at her, or that he had lost respect for her, combined with
wild, dark thrill of heat that made her pussy burn even hotter
around the dildo. She slid her lips over his cock, rolling her eyes
up at him as she began to suck, as she slid her soft lips up and
down the length of his throbbing shaft and, feeling it sliding
across her tongue, deep into her mouth.

“Ahhh,” he sighed. “That's it, you hot little
slut. Wrap your lips around my cock and suck it. Filthy little sex
slave. Swallow that cock, baby!”

She moaned around his cock, her hands
massaging his balls, her lips sliding up and down, going further
and further until the head began to push into the back of her
throat. She swallowed it and forced her lips all the way down to
the base, and moaned again as she felt his hands behind her head,
jamming her in harder, crushing her against him, trapping her with
her face squeezed into his groin and his cock deep in her
throat.

She felt a flutter of panic, but he eased
back within seconds. He bunched her hair up again, though, and held
it in his fist, then for the first time, began to use it to pull
her forward and back. More heat pulsed within her, but something
wasn't quite right, and she knew at once what it was. She pulled
back, and after a moment's hesitation he relented.

She hesitated, then put on a bratty
expression and tone. “I changed my mind,” she said haughtily. “I
don't think I want to suck your nasty old cock.”

She sniffed arrogantly and turned her head to
one side.

“Oh?” he said, eyes narrowing.

“I think my soap opera is on,” she said,
getting to her feet. “Suck your own cock.”

He grabbed her from behind and she squealed
as he pulled her arms back behind her and then locked the
restraints together.

“I think someone is being bratty again,” he
said.

“You can't make me,” she said sulkily.

She didn't resist, though, as he shoved her
back onto her knees.

He rubbed his cock back and forth over her
face, over her lips, which she kept obstinately closed, but when he
jerked on her hair she gasped and opened her mouth, letting him
push his cock through. She began to suck it at once, sliding her
tongue eagerly along the underside as her wrists pulled excitedly
against the restraints. She quickly found that she didn't need to
bob her lips any more, however, as he began to thrust into her
mouth while pulling on her hair.

That was completely new to her, and she
gagged a few times before she began to get the hang of it. Then she
fell into the role of a submissive slave girl, not merely as a game
but in her mind, moaning in excitement as he forced his cock into
her throat. She gagged again, several times, as he pulled her in
and out, as he in effect, fucked her face and throat. It was more
uncomfortable than when she did it, but there was a crackling sense
of sexual passion added to it, a fiery reality that made her pussy
burn hotter.

He pulled his cock free as he yanked back on
her hair, and she gasped in pain again.

“Do you love cock, slut?” he growled.

“Yes, master!” she gasped.

“Say it, slut!”

“I love cock, master!”

He slapped his hard cock against her
cheek.

“Again, whore!”

“I love to suck cock, master!” she cried,
chest heaving, face and chest flushed.

“Are you a nasty little sex slave?”

“Yes, master! I'm a nasty little sex slave!”
she moaned, writhing and pulling against his grip on her hair.

“Then swallow my cock, you nasty slut!”

He thrust into her open mouth and forced her
forward so that his cock plunged into her throat and her face was
jammed against him once again. Fiona gagged and gurgled, then
choked a little as he pulled back, then pushed forward, now
thrusting in and out in earnest. She fought desperately to cope
with what he was doing, and the wild sense of sexual heat, hunger
and passion aided her even as he pulled out, squeezed his cock
repeatedly – and came in her face.

She'd seen pictures, and heard of it, but
never seriously considered it. Now his semen, and there seemed to
be an awful lot of it! – spurted out onto her cheeks and nose and
lips and into her open mouth as he poured his excitement over her
upturned face.

He yanked back on her hair so she fell back
onto her buttocks.

“You had better learn to be a more respectful
little slave girl, or I'm going to have to tan your pretty little
ass,” he growled.

“Yes, master!” she panted.
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Fiona made him lunch, and then, again without
any instructions from him, went to her knees beside the table,
still, of course, naked. He flicked his fingers at her and she
turned around and locked her restraints together again, then
started eating. He fed himself for a while, and then began to feed
her bits, as before, letting her eat out of his hand and lick his
fingers clean.

“I think what you should do, little slave, is
pick out what other … items, you might like to buy, to wear, to
use, and I'll get them for you,” he said, “or at least, I'll pay
for them.”

“Yes, master,” she replied.

“You like being a little slave girl, do
you?”

“Yes, master!” she said shyly.

He returned to work, and Fiona went back on
the internet, feeling a little like a kid in a candy store as, no
longer restricted by her own modest budget, she looked at the
numerous items of bondage wear and then began to save pictures of
them to a file so he could look when he came over. He hadn't said
he would buy her everything she wanted, but she decided to save
whatever looked exciting so he could pick out which of them he
liked the most.

She felt intensely sexual all afternoon. She
hunted out and found the clip thing he had used on her before,
turned it on, and slipped it into her pussy, and that turned her on
even more. She resolutely tried to not masturbate, though, to not
even touch herself, enduring the swirling cloud of sexual haze
which hung around her as a kind of challenge, a hot, delicious
torment, and a way of both prolonging her heat and ensuring that
when she did finally relent and climax it would be a big one.

When she could take no more, when she was
panting and quivering and wildly overheated, she set up his camera
again, turned it onto video, set it to record the sofa, and then
lay back with legs spread and the vibrator/dildo in her hand. She
eased the clip out of her pussy, then thrust the dildo deep,
bringing the vibrator part in against her clit and grinding it
there.

Her hips bucked up convulsively as she began
to cry out, louder and louder as the sensations became more and
more explosive. Then the orgasm hit and she screamed, arching and
twisting, grinding and jamming the dildo and vibrator as the storm
of passion swept around her and carried her off.

Later, she stared at herself on the computer
screen, entranced, and masturbated to a second powerful orgasm even
as her video self cried out and jammed the dildo into her
pussy.

She was alone with her hunger, her passion,
and the excitement at the thought of being a collared slave girl.
She reveled in it all afternoon, but felt a desperate eagerness for
Nick's return.

She opened the back door and stepped out onto
the deck – naked. It was different than doing it with him there,
and she felt very vulnerable as she gazed around nervously. She
went to the gate, and found it closed but unlocked, so slipped the
padlock she saw sitting next to it through the hasp to lock it –
just in case.

She padded naked around the yard, examining
the flowers, then sat down on the deck, turned on the waterfall,
and read more of the erotic stories on Nick's kindle. She felt a
sense of fascination with a number of the scenes, and she pictured
herself in every one of them.

She managed to get her wrist restraints
locked together in front of her, this time, then struggled to pull
her legs up and slide them and her buttocks through so her wrists
were behind her. It was a lot easier than the reserve would have
been, and she was pleased with her cleverness as she watched for
Nick. And then, as she had at noon, she was waiting on her knees
when he opened the door.

“How have you been, little slave girl?”

“Wonderful, master!” she said.

“Found something to amuse yourself this
afternoon?”

“Yes, master!” she said, face flushed.

He gripped her hair, then brought her to her
feet as he crushed her lips with his own. She pressed her body
against him, her tongue flittering against his own as one of his
hands came down to squeeze her buttocks.

“I see you've figured out how to lock your
restraints,” he said.

“Yes, master! I can't get them unlocked,
though!”

He chuckled, examining them, then pulled her
head up and back again to kiss her once more.

“And did you find other items you'd like to
wear?”

“Yes, master,” she said, blushing. “I saved
them on your computer.”

He led her into his den and sat down before
the computer as she knelt beside his chair.

She pointed up the folder and then blushed
even more deeply as he examined the pictures.

“Well, well, well. Aren't we ambitious,” he
said. “You don't have any experience with bondage and stuff, do
you, little slave girl?”

“No, master.”

“But you really get off on it.”

“Yes, master!” she said enthusiastically.

That was something of a massive
understatement. The more of it she experienced the hotter and more
wonderful it felt to her.

He examined a leather flog and raised his
eyebrows to her.

“I... don't know if I would... if I could
take the pain,” she said uncertainly. “The idea is exciting, but I
really don't know... I'd like to try something like that, though,
master.”

“Well, before I go and buy all these things,
maybe we should test out just how well you can take pain.”

She felt her stomach give a lurch, and
anxiety rose quickly within her.

“Yes, master,” she said nervously.

He chuckled. “Nothing severe, little slave.
But school children have been punished with corporal punishment for
centuries without any lasting harm. Do you think you could take
that sort of punishment?”

“Yes, master,” she said with more confidence
than she felt.

“Let's see, hmm?”

He thought a moment, then got up and motioned
her to follow. He turned and pointed at her when they were in the
kitchen. “Sit on your heels.”

She sank down at once, and he walked away,
turning the corner. She heard the basement door open, and his
footsteps going down the stairs. After a couple of minutes, he
returned with some black rope in his hand.

“I knew I had this somewhere,” he
remarked.

He motioned her to follow him into the dining
room, and pulled out one of the heavy chairs.

“Bend over the back,” he ordered.

Swallowing nervously, Fiona complied.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She inhaled sharply, and obeyed, heat surging
through her as she felt the rounded top of the seat back against
her abdomen.

“Put your hands down past the seat on either
side,” he ordered.

She obeyed, and he fed the rope through the
rings in her restraints, and under the chair, then pulled it back
to the rear legs.

She felt his fingers at her sex, and then
gasped as the dildo with the vibrator thing was pushed into her and
turned on. The butt-plug followed, then her ankles were tied
together and bound to the rear legs. She was locked in place, her
bottom raised and vulnerable. He left her like that for a few
minutes while he changed out of his dress clothes.

What am I doing!? – she wondered frantically
as she stared at the seat below her face. Am I crazy or
something!?

The base of the vibrator was squeezed between
her thighs, and she found her breathing getting more ragged as her
hair hung around her face. She pulled against the ropes, reassuring
herself she was tightly and helplessly bound in place, and looked
behind her, waiting for Nick.

He arrived, wearing nothing but boxers, with
a belt in his hands. Her eyes widened and she jerked against the
restraints, starting to feel a bit of panic as he rolled the belt
in two and slapped it against his hand.

“Kids have been getting the strap for ages,”
he said. “But we'll start light. If you think it's too much or you
want me to stop stick your thumbs out, straight out away from your
hands and kind of waggle them. I'll be watching for it.”

He leaned over her and his hand went under
her to cup and roughly grope her breast, then to pinch the nipple.
Then he paused and let out a grunt of laughter.

“Had an idea,” he said.

He gripped the seat and tugged it, then
reached beneath and did something which allowed him to take the
seat right off. What was left was the square wooden frame, and she
could see through it to the cross pieces which went between the
chair's legs. He left her for a minute, returning with some thin
waxed cord. Humming to himself, he tied a loop in the cord then
slid the loop up against the center of her right breast, placed the
loop over her very erect nipple, and slowly and carefully tugged it
tight.

Fiona began to gasp and squirm as it
tightened, then let out a cry of pain as it pinched her nipple
cruelly. He tied a knot to lock it in place, then drew the cord
down to the brace between the chair legs. He pushed down on her
back a little, then wrapped the cord around the brace and tied it
off.

The sharp burning in her nipple slowly began
to ease to tolerable levels, but never left her as he tied a
similar loop in a fresh piece of cord and then pinched it tight
around her other nipple. There was now two taut, thin cords binding
her burning nipples to the brace between the chair legs.

He chuckled at her moans and wide eyes, then
removed her gag and rubbed her face against his groin. He held her
hair in his fist again, then pushed his boxers down. His cock was
thick and hard and he thrust it into her open mouth.

“Suck that cock!” he growled.

Fiona obeyed, sucking and licking as he began
to slowly pump his cock in and out between her lips. He pulled on
her hair, forcing her head back, and every time he did it forced
her nipples against the cords, tugging sharply against them. Then
he slid his cock right into her throat, and she swallowed weakly,
gurgling and rolling her eyes up at him.

“That's it, you filthy slut!” he growled in a
voice which she, with some amusement, compared to a ham actor
playing a pirate. “You're a sex slave now! Soon you'll be doing
this for all my friends too! And then it's off to the harem to
service the sheik and all his men!”

His voice didn't sound amusing now. It
sounded... darkly exciting, and the words were even more shocking,
making her pussy quiver and throb around the dildo!

Her nipples sparkled and spat like live
electrical wires as he started thrusting his cock into her even
while he was buried in her throat. That ground his pubic bone into
her face, forcing her head up and back again and again and again,
which of course, tugged on her nipples repeatedly.

It was wild, it was nasty, it was horribly
exciting! Fiona's body thrilled to a hot, gushing sexual steam-bath
even as her head pounded from lack of oxygen.

He slid himself back and she gasped and
moaned, gagging weakly, saliva trickling over her lower lip as he
pulled free.

“Nasty little slave!” he growled. “You need
to learn more respect for your master!”

He shoved the gag back into her mouth and
moved behind her, then swung the doubled up belt backhanded across
her bottom.

Fiona yelped and jerked against the
restraints – and against the cords bound to her nipples.

“Bad little sex slave!” he said.

The next blow struck harder and she cried out
weakly, flinching, moaning.

Another blow, and another, and still another
fell, each slow, precisely laid, striking her soft, pale, upturned
bottom, and each made her flinch and jerk and moan and cry out.

Each of them stung fiercely, and she felt her
bottom beginning to heat, to flame, but the wild thrill of sexual
heat and passion was filling her, and the blows didn't seem to be
diminishing that at all. In fact, if anything, she felt more
aroused!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Filthy slave! Nasty little slut! Bad little
fuck toy!” he growled in between blows.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The pain mounted, or rather, the heat
mounted, as her bottom was soon on fire from the sharp blows of the
strap. But Fiona never considered putting her thumbs out. In fact,
she had forgotten that was even an option. She twisted and writhed
and moaned, enveloped in a dark, churning passion which centered on
the hot burning ache of her pussy – not her bottom. Yet the blows
continued to land, harder still, and she cried out with every one,
now, gasping and moaning, eyes filling with tears.

Her nipples burned just as much, but there
was something odd about the flaming heat there, for it slowly
twisted and shifted into something else, until her nipples felt raw
and throbbing and the pleasure began to rival the flooding heat
from between her legs.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She was sobbing openly now, as the fresh
blows fell, and Nick stopped at last.

She squealed in pain as he yanked her head up
and back by the hair.

“Are you going to be a good girl?” he
demanded.

“Yess!” she sobbed through the gag.

“Are you going to be an obedient little sex
slave!?”

“Yess!” she sobbed.

He unfastened the strap around her head and
worked the gag out of her mouth, and she sobbed weakly.

“Let me hear you say it,” he said.

“I”ll be a good girl!” she sobbed. “I'll be
an obedient little sex slave, master!”

“Do you want it up the ass, slut, or do you
want more of the strap?”

“Please fuck my ass, master!” she gasped.
“Please fuck me in the ass!”

He swung the strap again and she cried out in
pain.

Then he squatted before her, gripping her
hair in both hands on opposite sides of her head.

“Beg for it, slut,” he whispered.

“Please fuck my ass, master!” she gasped.
“Please fuck my ass! Please fuck my ass!”

He moved behind her and she stared down
through the opening where the seat had been, watching him untie her
ankles. He then spread them apart and retied them so they were
tightly locked to the opposite legs of the chair. A moment later
she felt him working the butt plug out of her ass, and then his
soft, slick cock pushed into her, drawing a choked moan of pleasure
from the bedraggled girl.

She felt his hands sliding up and down her
back, then ease beneath her ribs, cupping and kneading her breasts
as his cock worked deeper. She got control of her sobs and began to
moan as he worked his cock in and out, as she felt the nose
plunging deep into her quivering belly.

She gasped weakly, eyes wide, gulping in air
as his cock speared deep into the center of her belly. It ached,
when he pushed it that deep, but with the fire engulfing her
system, even that ache was mere fodder for the flames. He began to
thrust into her, and then began to grip her hair and jerk her head
up and back in short little jerks that pulled her nipples against
the cords.

She cried out, eyes bulging, then screamed as
the orgasm tore through her. It was a monster orgasm, even more
incredible than the ones she'd already experienced, both at his
hands and earlier today, at her own. Her entire body thrashed and
strained as her mind was flooded with the tidal wave of pleasure.
Her body screamed within itself at the intensity of the sexual
pressure that exploded through her nervous system, and she felt her
mind floating free on a hazy, steamy cloud of orgiastic energy.

It was as if she were drunk, or stoned, her
mind blasted by a howling storm of pleasure that left her dazed
and, quite literally, drooling as he continued to thrust into her
with longer, deeper strokes.

Between her legs, the vibrator buzzed against
her clit, and her pussy spasmed around the long, thick tube of the
sex toy inside her. Her nipples were throbbing and her belly felt
the hot, dull pleasure of his cock slicing through it.

I'm going insane – she thought, dazedly, eyes
slitted as she fell slowly out of the orgasm.

And still he thrust, hard, deep strokes that
jerked her body forward and back, as he jerked on her hair and
pulled on her nipples. She grunted with each struck, and her hips
squirmed against the buzzing of the vibrator pressing against her
overheated, over sensitized clit. But as he continued the
sensations began to shift, and so rapidly it literally took her
breath away. Her body heated rapidly and then again she fell over
the edge, tumbling and turning in the flood of sensations as a
second orgasm took her and shook her like a dog with a rat in its
mouth.

* * *

“That will be four dollars and fifty five
cents, please,” she said to the chubby bald man.

She was wearing a loose, blue, ankle length
dress with a high necked collar. Nick had bought it for her, thus
relieving her fear that he would buy her something to wear in
public which resembled a tube top and plastic miniskirt. She was
quite pleased with it, and though it quite fitting for working at
the book shop.

She had a hard time concentrating, though, as
she often did of late. She had spent most of the previous day
naked, tied up in various positions, and being either tormented or
teased or sexually used by Nick in one way or another. She felt
quite the slut, but that word didn't have the connotations for her
it once would have. Now it made her feel hot, sleek, and
sophisticated. She was quite proud of being a slut, though of
course, happy no one else knew it.

She and Nick had spent hours chatting, with
him slouched on the sofa and her sitting, or sometimes laying on
her belly across his lap. He was fully clothed, but she was naked
and bound. The odd thing was they didn't, for the most part, talk
about sex. They talked about current events, and politics, and
people he knew and she knew, his family and hers, what his job was
like, why she'd never gone higher in school, and all the normal
things couples talked about.

But she was aroused, either at a low,
moderate or high level, through most of the conversation, for Nick
kept touching her, stroking her, caressing her, and he had quite
skillful hands.

She'd slept with her collar on, with her
restraints on, and her hands locked together in front of her. And
she'd wakened him with a blow job this morning, after which he had
thrust into her hard and deep and driven her quickly over the edge
into orgasm.

So being such a slut, it seemed almost as
though she were in disguise as she walked about in public dressed,
well, normally. She felt a little secret sense of smugness that no
one would guess the sorts of nasty things she had been up to.

She went back to Nick's place for lunch,
eager to get there before him and don what she thought of as her
'uniform', but was disappointed to find him there ahead of her.
That disappointment ended quickly when she saw the bag on the
dining room table, and the array of objects sitting around it.

“Oh! What did you buy?!” she asked
eagerly.

“Ah, ah, ah, strip first. No clothes past the
door, slave girl.”

Fiona didn't think to protest. She quickly
undid the dress and skimmed out of it, stepped out of her shoes,
peeled off her bra, and slipped her panties down and off, before
hurrying forward.

“Wow!” she gasped, eyes shining as she looked
at the table filled with leather. The largest objects there were
boots. They were the highest boots she'd ever seen, and not on her
list of things she wanted, but the first time she set eyes on them
she saw herself wearing them and felt a hot thrill run up her
spine.

She grabbed the first boot and giggled as she
saw how high it went.

“Is this how high it's supposed to go?!”

“Yup.”

She slipped her foot, her leg into it, and
then sat down as she saw pulled the zipper slowly up the inside,
past her ankle, past her knee, then had to straight out her leg to
slide it all the way up her thigh. The top of the boot, which was
tight around her thigh, was less than an inch below her pussy.

“Oh my God!” she gasped.

She took the second boot as he handed to her
and put it on, then, with him holding her for support, stood
up.

“Oh God! I've never had heels this high!
They're ridiculous!”

She swayed a little, but soon got her
balance. He handed her a pair of gloves which were equally long,
and she slipped them on. They were very thin, and slid all the way
up her arms past her elbows, almost to her shoulders.

He had gone and gotten the collar, and now
slid it around her neck.

“You should have brought the restraints,” she
said.

“I'll get them.”

He went back and she stared at some of the
other things. Her gloved fingers rested on the flog and she felt a
sense of awe, and a little shiver of fear. The handle was thick,
and it had long, thin laces attached, perhaps a dozen. She picked
it up and slide them through her fingers, and felt her chest
tighten, felt a flutter in her stomach.

“Here,” he said.

He put the restraints around her wrists, then
her ankles as she picked up a strange affair of straps and metal
rings. She had seen it, or something similar, on a model on the
internet, and now eagerly put it on, though she needed Nick's help.
He adjusted the straps to be tighter around her breasts, tighter
across her back, and then jerked up the strap between her legs that
made her squeak as it pulled right up between her pussy lips before
sliding up between her buttocks and fastening at the small of her
back.

“I-I think that's too tight!” she gasped.

“Or not,” he said. “Come and see
yourself.”

He had to hold her hand as she moved
carefully up the hall and into the bedroom, then stared at herself
in the full length mirror which covered the closer door.

“Oh wow!” she breathed.

Her pussy ached against the strap, ached in a
hot, throbbing way which was making her belly quiver. Her nipples
were swollen out, for the straps surrounded them, squeezing them on
all sides. The straps criss-crossed her belly, as well, making it
hard to draw in a full breath. The strap going between her legs was
almost an inch thick, but there was a cutout just wide enough over
her clit to leave it exposed.

She gasped and her hips jerked back as Nick
slid a hand down and rubbed the pad of his thumb lightly across her
clit, which bulged within that cutout. He chuckled, then drew her
wrists back together behind her back and locked the restraints.

“Oh wait,” he said.

He walked out of the room, leaving her
staring at her image, squeezing her thighs together, and then
returned a few seconds later. Fiona stared at the leash in his
hands, and watched, entranced, as he attached it to the ring in the
front of the collar, then stared at her image in the mirror again.
An orgasm took her, and she cried out, her hips bucking helplessly
as she writhed and shook and nearly fell to the ground.

Without any direct stimulation of her clit it
was a weaker one, but left her gasping on her knees, gulping in
air.

“I guess I don't have to ask if you like it,”
he said.

He let her recover a bit, then pulled her to
her feet and helped her walk back up the hall and into the dining
room. He unclipped the strap at the small of her back, and she
groaned at the relief of pressure inside her, but then he picked up
a thick black dildo and, gripping her hair, bent her over the
table.

She mewled helplessly as she felt the
pressure against her swollen pussy lips, and groaned as he pushed
it up into the tight, quivering depths of her pussy. Cheek against
the table, she saw him pick up a second dildo, and then, after a
moment, she felt it against her rosebud, against her wrinkled back
opening, and spread her legs eagerly as he slowly worked it up
inside her.

The dildos were thick, and almost ten inches
in length. He managed to get them both almost completely into her
slender body before drawing the strap up between her thighs again.
He pulled it up flat against the base of the dildo still protruding
from between her pussy lips, and then began to slowly tighten
it.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped as the dildo was
forced deeper.

Then it began to press against the base of
the one in her bottom, and again she gasped and writhed, moaning in
pain and discomfort as he tightened the strap.

He did not – quite – get both into her, but
the one in her bottom was almost flush with her opening and the one
in her pussy was only sticking out slightly. But it was held in
place by the strap which was firmly up against its base.

Nick straightened her up and then picked up a
small object. It looked like a handle with a metal pencil on it,
and a round oversized marble on the end of the pencil. He pressed
it against her clit and it began to vibrate.

Fiona felt the buzzing like a sudden scream
of sensations, and her body jerked convulsively. Nick held her by
the arm as she arched and her hips bucked violently against it
while her mouth gave off wild, mindless gasping moans of pleasure.
It took mere seconds to send her into another orgasm, and Nick held
her tightly, the vibrator jammed against her helplessly framed
clitoris while she squealed and shook and her rubbery legs again
dropped her to her knees.
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Fiona wore the harness back to work under her
dress, and was gripped by a hot, aching, churning sexual hunger all
afternoon. It grew strong that at one point she had to lock the
door, go into the small back room, pull up her skirt, and stroke
her finger across her aching, swollen little clitoris. It drove her
into orgasm within seconds, and she arched back across the small
desk and cried out in pleasure as the orgasm crashed down upon
her.

That let her get through the day – barely.
She rushed home, though, hungry for Nick's touch, for his cock, for
more experiments with the toys he had bought for her, for them.

She was waiting for him on her knees when he
got home, dressed in the harness, boots, gloves, restraints and
collar, and with the dildos jammed up inside her body. Her body was
pulsing with heat and arousal as he entered. And she looked up at
him with excitement in her eyes as she saw it mirrored in his.
Enthralled with the vision of herself as a sexual slave, she let
herself fall forward onto her hands, then her elbows.

“Welcome home, master,” she gasped, her voice
a low moan as she brought her lips to his foot.

He stared down at her in wonder as she began
to kiss his polished shoes, then, carried away, she let her tongue
slide out, licking along his shoes, her hands clasping his ankles.
She moaned and rubbed her cheek and the side of her face against
his lower legs like a cat, then raised her eyes to his, high
above

“How many I serve you, master?” she asked
breathlessly.

He stared down at her, apparently speechless,
but she saw that his pants were now bulging out. She felt a smug
sense of delight again that she had aroused him so quickly, and
gripped his legs, rubbing her face against them as she raised
herself higher. She ran hand hand gently over his bulging groin,
then her face followed as she nimbly undid his belt, opened his
pants, and ran her hands up and down his bare thighs as she licked
and rubbed her face over his groin again.

“You are amazing,” he said in wonder.

“I live to serve, master!” she breathed.

She eased his cock out of his boxer shorts
and rubbed it back and forth over her face, licking lightly at it,
then licking and kissing up and down the shaft.

“I'm your slut, master,” she said, licking at
it, rolling her eyes up at him. “I'm your slave girl. I'm your sex
slave. I'm your nasty little fuck toy. I'm your animal, your pet,
your naked sex toy.”

She took him into her mouth, bobbing up and
down slowly, sucking, licking, rolling her eyes up towards him as
he stared down. She took him into her throat, moaning, rubbing her
face against his groin as she reached up and squeezed his buttocks,
pulling her in tighter.

She pulled out, gasping.

“Do you want to fuck your little whore,
master?” she said, panting. “Do you want to mount your filthy
little bitch?!”

She threw herself back and twisted to put
herself on all fours, facing away from him, raising her bottom and
shifting her knees wide. She let her swollen, overheated breasts
press against the floor and groaned as they were mashed beneath her
weight, then spread her arms wide, offering herself up as lewdly
and blatantly as she knew how, her pussy burning at the mental
vision she had of herself, of her position, of how he must be
staring at her.

She whimpered at the rush of heat as she felt
him drop to his knees behind her. She gasped excitedly as he
slapped her bottom, then felt him undoing the strap which dug into
her pussy. He unlocked it, and she felt a surge of relief as the
pressure ended. The base of the dildo, which had been jammed into
her pussy, slowly oozed out and he gripped it and tore it free. She
felt empty, and dug her fingers into the palms of her hands as she
waited breathlessly for him to enter her.

The feel of his cock against her sopping wet
opening made her cry out helplessly, and when he slid into her she
came, her hips rolling and bucking violently as he forced his cock
deeper and deeper. She felt her hair twisted and yanked up and back
as he sought to control her movements, and ground her buttocks
frantically against him as his cock twisted within her.

Another sharp slap to her buttocks, and a
curse followed, as he yanked more harshly on her hair and began to
thrust into her. She stared ahead of her, dazed, gasping,
shuddering as she felt a hand on one of her breasts, felt it
squeezing, digging achingly hard into the sensitive flesh as he
began to ride her.

Heat suffused her body and mind, and she felt
dazed by the intensity of the sexual hunger as his hips began to
strike her buttocks, his cock to spear into her belly again and
again. She couldn't speak, but only grunt repeatedly with every
powerful stroke. She felt heat flooding her, felt her breath
leaving her. She was light-headed, whimpering, overwhelmed by it
all as he continued to slam into her upraised bottom.

She felt like a wild animal a wild sexual
animal, with swirling erotic hunger and passion setting her mind
aflame with a sense of incredible sex heat and desire. Her grunts
became helpless cries of passion as he rode her, as he yanked back
on her hair, slapped her bottom, groped her breasts, and rode her
ruthlessly.

Another orgasm tore through her senses, and
she cried out again and again, rutting back desperately as her body
spasmed and writhed through the building ecstasy. Nothing could be
better, she thought dazedly. Nothing in the universe could be more
incredible and wonderful as the orgasm set her blood flaming and
mind tumbling.

When it was done, she lay, chest heaving
gasping, moaning weakly, wearily, but it wasn't over, and she
wasn't finished. Nick tightened the harness again, bringing the
strap up tight between her pussy lips, and she spent the evening
naked and in various types of bondage. He bound her arms behind
her, and, as before, she ate from his hand while on her knees on
the kitchen floor.

Afterward, he put tight little clips on her
nipples, and then her clitoris. They hurt, and she cried out into
the gag as she writhed and twisted, but the pain gave way to heat,
and she reveled in the heat, and on the little weighted balls
dangling from the clips.

He attached the leash to her collar but this
time had her crawl like an animal, outside, out onto the deck, then
down onto the lower deck by the pond. Every movement made the
weighted balls swing and pull at her aching nipples and clitoris,
but that only aroused her further.

“Are you my little bitch dog?” he asked,
fingers combing through her hair, patting and stroking her.

She answered by moaning and rubbing her face
against him like a cat, then licking his fingers.

He chuckled and sat down, then pulled her
onto his lap. She sat across his lap while he talked about his work
that day, about current events, about politics, about his friends.
His fingers idly stroked and touched her now and then, and he
interrupted his talking to kiss her repeatedly. A couple of hours
passed that way, with Fiona almost unconsciously adjusting her
tone, and her attitude to the manner and style she thought a
properly submissive sex slave ought to talk.

The thought of herself as his slave, his
belonging, his to do anything he wanted to, was incredibly arousing
and exciting on several levels.

He put her off and went inside to go to the
bathroom, then returned with a dildo, a small one. Fiona felt her
pussy thrum with interest, but then he threw it across the
yard.

“Fetch,” he said.

Almost breathless with the sudden tightness
in her chest, she scrambled off the deck and crawled across the
soft grass to it, then gathered it in her mouth and turned to crawl
back to him and set it in his hand. Again he tossed it, and again
she crawled after it, returning to him like a faithful dog – like
his bitch.

She was starting to sweat, and her nipples
and clitoris were burning as she moved rapidly back and forth.
Crawling was not something she had done a lot of lately, and she
was out of breath and panting as she fetched repeatedly. He tossed
the dildo into the pond, and she stared, hesitating only a moment,
then crawled up and leapt in. Continuing her play as an animal, she
kept her head aloft with a dog paddle movement, grabbed the dildo
in her mouth, turned, and paddled back to the edge, then climbed
out and moved over to give it back to him.

He let her lay down next to him on the warm
deck as he read from his electronic book, and at one point he
stretched his legs out and put his feet on her hip to prop them up.
When he decided to go inside, he whistled to her as if she were a
dog, and she crawled in behind him.

He brought her to the bathroom, removed all
her restraints, and washed her, making her kneel on all fours in
the tub as though she were a dog. He dried her the same way,
patting and stroking her. Every time his fingers slid over her
nipples she felt a hot burning sexual ache. They were still sore
and swollen from the clips.

Her clitoris was worse. She couldn't keep her
hips from jerking and bucking whenever his hand moved near her
there, and felt a rising desire for something she couldn't quite
understand.

She wanted... she wanted to be punished. That
was what she wanted. She didn't understand why nor care.

He was brushing her hair. She shook her head,
thrashing her hair around, and got a slap to the bottom.

“Keep still, girl,” he ordered.

But she didn't, despite another slap, and
then a sharp jerk on her hair. In fact, she turned her head and bit
his arm, though not, of course, seriously. She almost spoiled her
little play by laughing out loud when he cursed in surprise and
jerked his arm back, but controlled herself, barely.

“I think you need a little discipline, you
nasty little slave.”

She stuck her tongue out at him insolently,
and he snorted, brushed her hair rapidly as she dried, then put her
collar back on and attached her ankle and wrist restraints. She
gasped in pain as he pulled her to her feet by the hair, but didn't
resist as he moved her into the open area between the dining room
and the living room.

He had placed rings in the beam overhead, and
now hung chains from hooks on them, drawing her wrists up and out
to lock them in place. He spread her legs wide, to the point where
she was on the balls of her feet, and chained them in place, then
fed two thick black dildos up into her pussy and ass. There was a
small ring in the base of each, and he fed a narrow chain through
it. The chain went up between her buttocks, and up across her clit
and abdomen to meet another which went around her hips.

He yanked back on her hair and pushed the
ball-gag into her mouth, then took the flog out of the box where
he'd put it and showed it to her. Fiona stared with wide eyes which
were filled with both fear and excitement.

The first blow across her back stun, and she
gasped and arched away from the sharp pain. It left behind a
feeling of heat which began to fade – until the next blow landed.
After a half dozen blows, her back was hot and raw and her mind was
aflame. Her pussy spasmed and clutched at the dildo he'd jammed
into her, and her pulse raced as she writhed and twisted and arched
and moaned in pleasure and pain.

Another dozen blows, with the blows growing
harsher, made her cry out louder and louder, though the gag muffled
the cries nicely. Her back was burning hot, now, and she was
beginning to think it would be more than she could take. He eased
down, slashing at her bottom again and again, producing more sharp
pain, then stopping to rub harshly at her clit, driving her into a
hip bucking, screaming orgasm that clawed at her mind.

He let her recover, kissing her on the neck,
on the breasts, sucking and licking at her nipples, then went back
to whipping her. The thin leather laces began to cut across her
ribs and sweep around her to snap at her belly, and then at her
breasts.

Pain and a wild sense of something like
elation gripped her. She fought through the pain, clutching at the
pleasure, as the hunger and need. He aimed at her breasts more and
more, and then moved around in front of her, his arm sweeping down
hard and fast now with each blow, slashing the flog across her
aching, burning breasts as she sobbed and screamed and twisted and
bucked wildly.

He stopped, rubbed his fingers harshly across
her clitoris again and she came, screaming, writhing, tearing and
thrashing at the restraints in uncontrollable convulsions.

Moaning, hot and raw front and back, she half
hung by her wrists, drooling through the gag as he pulled the dildo
from her bottom, pressed himself against her, and sodomized her
hard, fast and deep. As he did, he sucked and bit at the nape of
her neck, and whispered to her of what a hot, sexy, slutty little
slave girl she was, and how he was going to build a cage for her to
live in.

That night she slept, not in his bed, nor in
a cage, but in a large, padded dog bed he put next to his bed. She
went to work the next day with thin red lines criss-crossing her
body, wearing the harness, and the clip buzzing away at her
clitoris while it pressed against her G-spot. She apologetically
gave her notice to Andrew, who was not happy, and then tried to
concentrate on work while sexual heat swirled around her mind.

* * *

Their relationship evolved, in large measure
as her imagination took her to new levels of submission and slave
like behavior. She did chores during the day, wearing the harness,
collar and restraints. She cleaned the house and weeded the
gardens, always naked, often crawling. In fact, she cleaned floors
on all fours, rather than on her feet with a mop. And when she was
out back one afternoon chasing, not a dildo, but a dog bone he had
purchased, and she felt the need to void her bladder, she went over
to a nearby tree, and did so there, on all fours, like a dog, while
he looked on.

He often told her he was going to train her
to be a sex slave, sell her to a harem or to a bordello, or give
her to a football team – a black football team to use and
gang-bang. She knew he was just saying it to arouse her, though.
She had come to feel a sense of total reliance on him, and trusted
him implicitly. She knew he wouldn't send her away.

And then, one day, David came over. She had
warned her he was going to bring a friend over to introduce him,
and she'd been gripped by horrible anxiety all day. He had given
her her choice as to whether to greet David on her feet on on her
knees, and she had chosen her knees because she felt more
comfortable, more protected, as an animal, as Nick's pet.

Still, when the strange man came in her face
flamed. She and Nick had taken to coming her hair in thick, loose,
untidy braids which stuck up from the sides of her ears before
tumbling down, somewhat akin to floppy dog ears. She also had a
butt-plug which had a tail attached to it, and her hands, by then,
were in a kind of doggy mitten without thumbs to resemble paws.

David was a little younger than Nick, but a
handsome man with blonde hair and wide shoulders. Fiona could not
bring herself to meet his eyes, and dropped her eyes low as Nick
introduced him to “My little pet.”

As a sexual animal Fiona didn't have to
speak, which was a good thing since she didn't think she could have
if she'd tried. Nick treated her as though she were his pet, even
to the extent of having David dangle his fingers before her face so
she could smell them – and lick them.

Then, with a thin riding crop in hand, he put
her through her paces, which was mainly a series of positions she
had to assume – quickly – shifting from one to the other at a
quickly barked word like a dog performing tricks. Most of the
positions were very submissive, and exposed her obscenely to his
eager gaze.

She was humiliated by the audience, but
oddly, that only served to deepen her arousal and excitement.

David kept cursing in astonishment and wonder
and telling Nick how lucky he was. That made her heart glow, and
filled her with pride, despite how embarrassed she was.

They ate out back, with Nick letting her eat
out of his hand, then letting David feed her. He set down a bowl of
water, and she drank like a dog, without using her 'paws', and then
fetched bones while he tossed them, and David looked on in
amazement.

David had a huge erection, and Fiona was torn
between a desperate desire to further degrade herself by performing
oral sex, and the deep reluctance she had to give herself to anyone
but Nick. But when Nick ordered her, she crawled between David's
legs, and began to give him the most artistic blow job she possibly
could. He came before she even got him into her mouth, but she
continued, getting him hard again, then bobbing her lips up and
down, taking him deep into her throat to swallow his come a second
time.

Nick brought her inside, then flogged her
while David looked on, before sodomizing her.

David would come over now and then, and then
Mike and Steve were introduced to her. They didn't come over often,
but whenever they did they set her mind aflame as she performed
like Nick's sexual slave an animal before them. At first it was
only oral sex, but as she got used to that, Nick started putting
her down on her knees and letting them sodomize her.

And then there was the unforgettable day when
all three came over the same evening. Fiona got to see what it was
like to have three cocks inside her at the same time, while Nick
looked on and captured the event on his video camera.

Her days, when Nick were gone, were still
busy. She had an exercise regimen which required at least one hour
of exercise each day. On top of that she kept the house spotless,
and the garden free of weeds. She did his laundry, and ordered
groceries, which were delivered when Nick was home. She cooked his
meals and took care of paying the household bills from his on-line
bank account. When there was time, she took courses, mostly on-line
in erotic massage, in erotic dancing, in sexual techniques, and
nude modeling.

By then, Nick had taken numerous nude
pictures and videos of her, but she liked to take them herself, as
well, judging each according to how stylish and erotic it was
before deleting it or passing it on to him for his judgment.

At one point she realized she hadn't worn any
clothes at all in over two months. The realization gave her a hot
rush of excitement and squirming delight.

She lived in a hot, squirming world of
constant sexual arousal, where everything she did, however mundane,
was suffused with sex-heat and eroticism simply because she did
them naked, harnessed, shackled or restrained. Even scrubbing the
floor was enough to get her to climax, for she always did it on all
fours with the weighted balls dangling and tugging at her nipples
and clitoris.

Her 'animal phase' as Nick called it, lasted
for months before a more sophisticated image of herself as a sex
slave took place in her mind. That had her in metal collars and
shackles, bowing and prostrating herself before Nick as though he
were a god. He began to take her out, then, usually in revealing
dresses, to restaurants, or clubs, sometimes to museums or
galleries.

That men were staring at her, wanting her,
would have made her pussy burn even if she hadn't had a vibrator
inside her, and she preened under the attention, even as it
embarrassed her. She wanted to rip off her clothes and have sex
with all of them at once! Eventually, they wound up in a strip club
which was having amateur night, and was both horrified and
intensely aroused when Nick had her perform one of the strip teases
she had practiced and used with him so often.

Doing it in front of a bar full of shouting
men almost made her catatonic with shock, but also made her climax
while grinding herself against the pole. She came, all told, seven
times that evening, before they even left the bar.

Her life became more full, now, and she began
to strip and give lap dances two days a week at the club. She
always made sure she was home in time to greet Nick, however, when
he arrived home.

It was a richly exciting and fulfilling life,
and while it might not have been what many women had dreamed of, it
was an evolving world of sexual pleasure, excitement and delight
for Fiona, and a far cry from her boring drudgery in service jobs.
The wonder she always felt, however, was how utterly sexual she had
become compared to the girl who had little interest in it such a
short time before. It was as if a dam or a wall had been shattered,
and all the lust, excitement and pleasure had come bursting into
her mind and body.

Every time she met one of the girls she had
grown up with, most living drab, boring, ordinary lives, she
wondered if there was a similar dam within them which they needed
to release in order to so thoroughly enjoy life as she was.

But she didn't give it a lot of thought. Life
was for living. Life was fun. Life was a spectacle, and she was a
part of it. And she hoped she always would be.

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!

 


 




cover.jpeg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



