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I woke up feeling a little smothered, opening
my eyes to a dimly screened vision of light coming through the
large back window. I reached up and pushed my hair out of my face,
then sat up with a sigh. It was a work day, so my mind kicked
quickly into gear and I swung my legs out of bed.

I live in a brownstone in Brooklyn. It wasn't
the whole brownstone. Like many of the older places it had been
subdivided into four different apartments on the four floors. I got
the top floor, which was good, in a way, but bad in most.

No elevators, of course, would be the worst
of those ways.

But it was a gorgeous apartment, for all of
that. I guess it had to be to make up for the walking. The twelve
foot ceilings, huge bay window in the living room, the fireplace
and old mahogany panels and wainscoting all helped to give it a
sophisticated tone.

But your furniture had better be either
lightweight or easily disassembled, and you had to get your
groceries often, because you had to haul it up the stairs yourself.
Or I could let Jeff on the second floor help me, but I didn't want
to encourage his already very obvious interest.

Letting unrelated men help me with things
like that was always an uneasy exercise for me. None of them
expected me to sleep with them as immediate payment, of course, but
they were pretty much all aiming in that direction, instinctively
if not intellectually.

I haven't quite figured men out yet, at least
to sorting out what they did because it was in their nature, and
what they did because they thought to ingratiate themselves with me
for more than friendship, but my mother was Catholic and so I was
ever wary of appearing to promise more than I wanted.

I knew men hadn't figured women out yet
either, you see. It was fairly easy for some of them to completely
misinterpret what I hoped to be friendship into something more
along the lines of romance or 'friends with benefits'.

The truth is I'm not that into men. At least,
most men. I have a narrow set of criteria which I kind of keep an
eye out for in terms of a guy who I would actually be very
interested in dating, and I don't come across it as often as I'd
like.

Looks, yes, that plays a part. I'm not above
it. Few people are, no matter how they say otherwise. But I was
introduced to modeling at the age of twelve. By the time I quit at
eighteen my view of humanity had become more than slightly
jaundiced.

Too many of the other girls were vapid,
self-centered and emotionally immature. Too many of the men were
either not men at all by my standards, or totally into thinking
with their little heads instead of their big ones.

Thank God I'd quit when I had before I got
sucked into that horrible culture permanently.

I looked out the window and made a face as I
noted the temperature on the outside thermometer I'd screwed to the
frame. It was already hot, and, according to last night's weather
report, was going to be hotter. I like hot, sunny weather if I'm
going to the beach or something. Otherwise, forget it.

I padded out of the room and out to the
kitchen, phone in hand, scanning overnight texts and emails, and
doing a quick response to ones from my mom “Good morning to you
too. Yes, I had a good sleep. Yes I'm working today”, my friend
Andrea “I told you he was a jerk”, my cousin Devon “You two look
great together!”, and then a <hug> and sad smiley to my
friend Suzanne whose boss yelled at her and who was taking the day
off.

The kitchen was small, but tidy, and very
modern and brightly lit. I made an instant breakfast, then carried
it to the bathroom to get ready for work, checking first personal
emails, then my work account.

Getting ready for work, and the time it took,
depended on the work. Since appearance is important among the class
of people I would be associating with today, and I didn't know
them, I had to be at my very best. Fortunately, my years as a model
did give me considerable insight into how to do that with minimal
fuss. And it wasn't like I was making myself up for an evening out.
The standards are quite different for daytime business.

Most of my time was spent on my hair, as
usual. It's longer than most women, hanging halfway down my back,
but if I take pride in anything it's my hair. My main nervous habit
is sliding my fingers through it.

Five years ago my hair was rough feeling and
fragile, but after escaping from the life of a model, and all the
chemicals their hairdressers insist on using, it's reverted to a
soft, silky texture, and a natural chestnut. For business, I part
it in the center of my forehead. And since the client was a man, I
let it hang straight, rather than drawing it back.

With my toilette done I padded back into the
bedroom. There I opened the doors of my grandmother's armoire, the
one where I kept the pricey work clothes I used only when going on
a job for important people.

I couldn't afford any of the clothes in
there, except that I only used them for business, and was able to
write off the cost on my taxes.

I'm a translator. I'm good with languages.
It's a natural aptitude which has seen me in good stead so far, and
promises to continue on into the future. I speak three languages
well enough to call myself a professional translator, aside from
English, that is. The languages are related, which helps
enormously, of course. They are French, Spanish and Portuguese. I
am reasonably good with Italian, too, but not good enough, in my
opinion, to take a job as a translator.

The reason I've never accepted a permanent
position with any of the organizations which have offered to hire
me is that working as a contract translator offers up something new
with every job. Not only does it keep things from being too boring,
but it helps expand my vocabulary and repertoire.

I also prefer to act as a personal
translator, rather than sitting in an office translating documents.
Mind you, the latter is actually much more difficult and pays
better.

I've worked on and off for the United Nations
on contracts, but the private sector, most especially the higher
corporate levels are my main customers. If I'm translating
documents I sit at home in my pajamas or sweatpants and tank. If
I'm doing it in person, of course, then I have to dress quite
formally.

This is especially so if, instead of
translating for a group, say on a tour, I'm translating for one
individual who is up reasonably high on the power scale. Such
people move in circles where others can fairly easily determine
from your clothing, mannerisms and the inflection of your voice,
whether you belong or not.

Since I was going to Dirageo's, then, to
translate for Victor Sebastien, who was, I had been informed, the
CEO of something called XM Incorporated, out of Paris, I had to
dress with all due care.

I didn't know where we were going. Monsieur
Sebastien was to meet with various clients to consider their offers
of production, and would be eating at L'escale, an upscale French
restaurant, and I would be joining him.

I was intending to wear my Philip Lim outfit,
which was very lightweight ivory linen, so opened a chest and drew
out a lacy white thong and matching bra. Then I pulled on the soft,
pale green silk button-down blouse with the high collar. I stepped
into the wide leg, drawstring trousers, then slipped on the blazer.
Together with my strappy, open toed leather sandals it was an
outfit that set me back two thousand dollars.

I make a good living as a translator, but in
no way can I afford to lavish that kind of price on clothing. Nor
would I, if I didn't believe it was required. Repeat business is
what I'm after, and the impression one makes, both with my client
and those other high echelon people he deals with is very
important.

I said he. It is almost always a man. And on
those occasions when my client is a woman, well, I rarely get
repeat business. I'm not really quite sure why. I treat them
exactly the same. But it is true that men, even wealthy men, if
given a choice, would rather have me accompanying them than, say,
another man, or even, perhaps, a less attractive woman.

Meanwhile, some women, I've discovered,
particularly older women, don't really want to be shadowed by a
tall, attractive girl who makes her age and weight issues seem even
more apparent to the casual eye.

I don't say that arrogantly or with pride. I
freely acknowledge that my looks are largely a product of the
genetic lottery, though I do work out carefully to keep in shape. I
am also blessed, at twenty three, with youth, and have never had
children. Saying I'm better looking than them is simply
acknowledging a fact.

But while I don't take pride in it I resent
being the subject of their jealousy and resentment. It smacks too
much of the mentality of teenage models I fled years ago. As for
the men, well, it embarrasses me sometimes, to be frank, that men
would choose me over one of my colleagues because I am, in the
words of one client “easy on the eyes”. I consider myself a
professional, and it annoys me to have men consider me eye
candy.

That's one of the reasons I prefer to dress
in suits, including trousers, to discourage that sort of thinking.
I can't afford to entirely discourage it, of course. I want the
repeat business, as long as they mind their manners. I have not
accepted followup requests from the man who told me I was easy on
the eyes, for example.

I took a cab to Manhattan. There was no way I
was going to risk showing up sweaty with my hair blown around by
the wind. Worse would be sitting in something on the subway.

The cab driver kept glancing at me in the
rear view mirror. I pretended not to notice, looking out the window
instead at the people walking by, and the various shops. I love
walking in Manhattan. There's so much to see here! There's so much
diversity, so many different types of activities, shops and
people!

But getting around can be difficult. The
traffic, especially if you're not willing or able to ride the
subway, is horrible during rush hours. That's why a wise New Yorker
takes such things into consideration and leaves early, particularly
when she has an appointment she can't afford to be late for.

And I can't afford to be late for any
of my appointments.

There are layers of ability in translating,
in shifting through context when words can't be exactly translated.
All the client really notices, though, is how quickly you
translate, and they generally can't tell if you're better or worse
than the last translator they had. So what do they base preferences
on when looking for one? Reliability, of course, but looks,
unfortunately, do come into play.

And yes, that's a natural advantage I do have
which some of my colleagues do not and which they quite naturally
and understandably resent. I don't blame them, though I swear I
don't court that sort of thing. At the same time, I refuse to dress
down or make myself look less than my best.

I like being attractive. Who doesn't
appreciate being considered beautiful? I have a friend who dresses
down because she hates being stared at by men. Perhaps that's one
of the only things my modeling taught me which was of value, that
is, to take that sort of thing for granted and shrug it off.

Like the staring cabby.

The model stare comes in useful as well, of
course. When you're on the runway, even as a fourteen year old, you
are strictly taught to notice nothing. You pretend there is no one
in the room and you're walking down an empty stage. Your eyes see
no one's face, meet no one's eyes.

It can be seen as arrogance or snottiness, in
other circumstances, but when men are being rude by staring, it
comes in quite useful. I worked with a Japanese businessman for two
weeks once. He knew English very well but needed a translator in
dealing with a Spanish Client. That inscrutable look the Japanese
did so well was also highly useful.

If the Japanese decided not to notice
something then it was as if it wasn't happening. No expression, no
response, no notice whatever. I had been very impressed.

I had been less impressed when his assistant
suggested, obliquely, that a ten thousand dollar bonus might be
added to my account if I were willing to be... nice... to Mister
Hiromoto on his last evening in New York. Since I was fairly
certain his definition of 'nice' meant translating in his hotel
room sans clothing, I declined.

The Japanese are incredible perves, but they
are generally, unless drunk, flawlessly polite about it. Such an
offer from a Japanese businessman (who was all of five feet tall)
wasn't entirely surprising, from what I had gathered from my
colleagues who translated Japanese. And they bore no ill-will for
being turned down.

I wasn't insulted, given the context of their
culture. To be perfectly honest, I was even kind of flattered. I
mean, ten thousand dollars for one night? That's a lot of money. He
could have hired five of the top escorts in New York for that, as
far as I know about what those girls charge.

There was a small bell at my hip and I
reached down and slipped my phone out of its holster, then opened
the text message. I felt a bit of a shock, though since it was from
Emily, I probably shouldn't have. It was a cock, an erect one,
black, and from the looks of the small hand around its base, a
pretty damn big one.

You are such a slut, Emily, I thought
ruefully.

“And what did YOU do yesterday night?” the
text said.

Emily had been a model with me. We even
looked superficially alike, save she was a blonde, and had smaller
boobs. But she was the next thing to a nympho, and very determined
to enjoy her youth, sexually and every other way. Some models got
to be that way. They lived for the moment, becoming real party
girls.

“SLUT!” I typed in capital letters, before
sending it.

“What's your point?” she texted back.

I smiled and shook my head. Emily was very
enthusiastic about physical pleasure, and almost totally
uninhibited. I envied her, to a degree. But I have an innate sense
of personal dignity and pride (and that Catholic upbringing) which
won't allow me to indulge in the sexual behavior she often
enjoys.

But my sexual fantasies, such as they are,
are often derived from the outrageous stories she tells me about
things she's actually done. How can I condemn her for doing
something I secretly fantasize about doing myself?

Like that black erection she'd sent me. Sure,
that's one of my fantasies. I've never slept with a Black man,
though. There were very few of them in the modeling business, and
most of those were gay. And I meet even fewer of them now.

The men I've mostly encountered over the past
ten years have been sleek, slender, sophisticated, and urbane. The
mythos of the rough, wild, powerfully built Black man who would
just throw a girl down and pound her like she was some kind of
slut, well, that's darkly exciting, in a fantasy sort of way.

And it's a lot more in line with my idea of
real men, the kind of men I really like, which are honest, open,
powerfully built, and blunt talking. Sophisticated, of course, but
with that raw, machismo you simply do not run into at all in the
modeling business, and rarely among businessmen.

Mind you, there are a lot of tough, A-type
personalities among the upper echelons of the business world.
Unfortunately, they are normally ensconced in bodies which are
twice my age and more than a little pudgy.

Another text from Em. I pulled out the phone
and checked it.

“Do you think you could get this down your
throat, bitch?”

I snorted. Emily called herself the fellatio
queen. She taught me how to deep throat when we were roommates. We
had practiced with a twenty inch double-headed dildo.

And no, that wasn't the only thing we'd done
with that particular toy. I might not be a nympho but I spent six
years as a model in New York. You don't come out of that lacking
sexual experience.

The cab stopped and I waited for my receipt
so I could claim the ride as an expense, then opened the door and
swung my legs out of the car as he continued to stare at me. The
blazer was hip length, so the cabby was going to be deprived of a
chance to scan my ass, I thought, partly amused, partly pleased at
his frustration.

I hate staring men. Have a little pride in
yourself, for Gods sake. Learn how to behave properly.

Dirageo's is a chic cafe which caters to the
business set who don't care about prices. It has a variety of
obscure coffees and teas, and makes a very good cappuccino. Usually
I met my client at the airport, or their office, but if they were
out of the way, sometimes we met at places like this.

I checked my hair in the mirror just inside
the entrance, then walked through the inner door and a girl in a
very short black dress greeted me.

“I'm here to see Mister Sebastien,” I
said.

“Oh, he's over in the corner,” she said,
pointing.

I nodded my thanks and headed through the
wide aisle (the clients liked their privacy) to the small square
booth in the corner. A man there was already standing up, and I
felt a kind of inner purr begin at the sight of him.

Yes, he was older, probably in his mid
thirties. He was tall, though, and broad shouldered. He had very
short hair, almost a crew-cut, a square face with a nice chin which
softened the look a little, but piercing brown eyes.

There was a rough look to him for some
reason, though he was wearing an expensive suit, probably Armani.
And it was obviously tailored to fit him like a second skin, yet
somehow he looked ready to burst out of it at the shoulders.

“Monsieur Sebastien?” I asked, extending my
hand along with my most professional smile.

“Mademoiselle Caldwell,” he said with a
smile.

His hand was large and firm, yet gentle at
the same time as he raised my hand and bent to brush his lips
across my knuckles. “Enchanté ,” he said, in a soft,
quiet, yet deep, almost gruff voice.

Whoa, I told my inner slut, even as my
chest tightened.

He was half a head taller than me, and since
I was five feet eleven, that was no small thing.

He gestured for me to sit, and I slid into
the booth. He then signaled to the waiter and slid in across from
me.

His eyes were openly, frankly admiring, but
briefly, and not in that leering way so many men used.

“Gilles Deschamps spoke glowingly of your
work for him when he was here,” he said.

“I thank Monsieur Deschamps for his
kindness,” I said modestly.

The waiter arrived and I ordered a tea, and
he quickly departed.

“I have an unusual situation,” he said in
French. “In that I wish to visit a number of places to inspect
them, yet do not intend to give them prior notice. These are
manufacturing premises which supply items for my company, and are
bound to meet strict requirements. I will not say I do not trust
them, but only that I have a healthy lack of trust for the world in
general.”

“I understand,” I said, determined to keep
myself as professional as possible, regardless of what appreciation
I might have for his physical appearance.

It wasn't just the appearance, though. There
was something about this man, something which said you better not
cross him or else, which stroked something down low in my
tummy.

“I am in the security business,” he said. “My
company provides security to a wide array of businessmen and
government officials around the world. We do not subcontract work
to third world countries for the manufacture must be utterly
reliable. But even in the West, people will try to cut corners to
increase their profits. Unannounced visits are one of the ways I
put a stop to that.”

The waiter brought over my tea and I thanked
him.

“One of the reasons I hired you was for your
voice,” he said, surprising me as I sipped at the tea. “I spoke to
Gilles about your voice. I wanted someone with a firm voice, for
you will be my voice at times. I do not wish your voice to be soft,
gentle, or apologetic, nor timid or girlish. He said you had a
well-modulated voice, and I see he was, as he usually is,
correct.”

“I believe it's important to speak decisively
when interpreting,” I said.

He sat back, eyes on mine, face serious.
“That is good. And you have a good, natural voice for it, perhaps a
soft soprano, or even a mezzo-soprano. It will serve quite well
indeed.”

He sat forward suddenly, eyes stern. “But you
will resist the natural inclination to soften my words,” he said.
“I am a blunt-spoken man when I find someone has failed to live up
to strictly defined standards. I can be insulting, and I wish my
insults translated as they are. Will that be a challenge? You are
clearly a lady, and such words might be offensive to your ears,
never mind such delicate lips.”

I flushed a little.

“Uhm, well, what kind of insults are we
talking about?” I asked warily.

“Obscenities are the province of the
uneducated,” he said. “Or those who lose control of themselves to
anger. I will certainly do my best to ensure I keep control of my
anger. Aside from that, I make no guarantee.”

“French obscenities are unlikely to be
understood by Americans in any event,” I said, “even if
translated.”

He snorted in amusement and nodded his head
as he sat back. English insults tended towards bodily functions.
French insults tended to be religiously oriented.

“You will find I am a man of the world,
Mademoiselle,” he said. “I have picked up bits and pieces of
languages across the whole of it, most of which I would be
reluctant to voice in your presence. In fact, that is one of the
reasons I hired you. Your presence will help restrain my
vocabulary, where the presence of a man would not.”

Well, that was a first, being hired because a
man was reluctant to curse in front of a woman. But I understood
what he meant. And he was French, so I wasn't at all offended. I
wasn't offended when we left, either, and his arm guided me to the
door. He was French, and that was how they were. End of story. Only
a fool got indignant when people behaved as their cultural values
said they must.

The limo stopped out front, without regard to
the traffic behind it. I reached for the passenger door but Mister
Sebastien reached past me quickly.

“Let me get that, Mademoiselle,” he said.

He pulled it open, and I had a moment to
blink in surprise at how thick the window was before I bent over
and slipped inside. I guessed the windows were bulletproof, and
then told myself I shouldn't be surprised. If he was in the
security business, then he probably used what he sold if only for
demonstration purposes.

He slipped in behind me and the driver pushed
the door firmly closed before crossing around in front.

“One of the places we will be visiting is one
which manufactures the windows for these cars,” he said.

He reached for the cabinet in front of him
and took out a bottle, then poured some into a small glass.

I raised my eyebrow, but said nothing.

He glanced at me over the rim and sighed as
he set it down on small holder.

“It is much later in Paris,” he said.

Ah, I thought. “Did you just get in,
Monsieur?”

“Call me Victor,” he said. “That monsieur
business will get old very quickly.”

“Of course, sir, I mean, Victor. You can call
me Nick,” I said.

“That is a very masculine name for such a
lovely woman,” he said.

I flushed. “Well, Nicky, then, my friends
often use that.”

“These are short forms, I believe.”

“For Nicole,” I said, a bit reluctantly.

“Nicole is a fine name,” he said.

“It's a bit old fashioned,” I said.

“You used Nicky when you were modeling, I
believe.”

I stared at him in surprise.

“I am a security specialist, Nicole. I do not
do business with people without checking them out beforehand,
especially in the case where discretion and integrity are
requirements.”

“Uhm, yes, I did. My agent thought it was a
much better, more youthful image. About the only people who call me
Nicole now are my parents and uncles and aunts.”

“Then by all means I shall use Nicky,” he
said with a smile. “I do not wish to be placed into the same
category as older relatives.”

I smiled lightly.

“So why did you stop modeling?” He asked.
“You are clearly still more than adequately capable of doing the
job.”

“It was tedious, and I didn't like the people
I was required to work for or with,” I replied honestly.

“Well, tedious is not a word I believe you
will use when you look back at this particular day,” he said. “As I
mentioned, I am a blunt man at times, and the places we are to
visit are suspected of cutting corners. If that is the case I
intend to chastise them most... firmly.”

I felt a sense of wariness at that, but then,
I was only the translator.
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“Monsieur Sebastien asks whether your entire
family going back many generations were swine. Because if that is
the case he will congratulate you on at least adhering to the
mean,” I said firmly.

Though not without a lot of reluctance and
anxiety.

The man I was speaking to was big and angry,
his face flushed, and he glared at me for a moment before turning
his eyes on Sebastien, who glowered back almost menacingly. I felt
my pulse pick up as I nervously edged back a bit, fearful they
might come to blows.

“You tell Sebastien to go fuck himself!”
Mister Kennedy snarled.

And then my fears were realized as
Sebastien's right hand shot out and grabbed Kennedy by the throat!
Not by the scruff of the neck, but by the throat! His big hand
wrapped itself around the other man's neck and shoved him hard
against the wall behind him!

Kennedy grabbed at Sebastien's hand with both
of his but seemed unable to move it.

“Inform Mister Kennedy that I am quite
familiar with that word and I find it ungracious to use it in the
presence of a lady,” Sebastien said in a low growl.

“I don't mind!” I gulped.

He turned his eyes on me and I felt my heart
lurch.

“Uhm, mister Sebastien says that he does not
find the use of that word polite in front of a lady!” I said.

Kennedy was big, but I suddenly realized,
flabby. Sebastien was just big. Kennedy's anger left him and I saw
fear in his eyes even as Sebastien jerked him forward, then shoved
him back against the wall again hard enough to smack the back of
his head against it! Then he let him go and Kennedy stumbled a bit
before recovering his balance.

“I do not like people who place my clients'
lives in danger in order to scrape out a tiny increased profit,”
Sebastien said. “I take it quite... personally. You are aware of
the sanctions available in the contract, I'm sure.”

Now Kennedy looked even more anxious.

“Wait! Uhm, that's not necessary! I'm sure we
can fix this.”

“Mister Kennedy says that's not necessary and
he's sure this can be fixed,” I translated.

Sebastien leaned in so close his nose was
almost touching Kennedy's

“How do you intend to fix this?” he demanded
in a slow voice.

I translated and Kennedy licked his lips
nervously.

“We will scrap the current consignment, of
course,” he said, “And I will personally make sure that the correct
formula is followed in future.”

“You were to do that to begin with!”
Sebastien shouted.

“Mister Sebastien says you were to do that
from the start,” I said.

“Sometimes I delegated,” Kennedy said in what
even I believed was a bald-faced lie.

“Sometimes Mister Kennedy delegates,” I
said.

Sebastien snorted in disbelief.

“I will make a new agreement with you,” he
said. “And if I return and find you have violated it, I will break
your arm. Personally, and literally. Do you understand me?”

I blinked in shock until Sebastien turned and
glared at me.

“Uhm, Mister Sebastien says he is willing to
make a new agreement,” I said. “But if you break it he will
personally break your arm.”

Sebastien glared at me, maybe because I
wasn't being firm enough.

“Literally,” I added.

*

“You should not use that uhm thing before
translating,” Sebastien said on the way back to the car. “It shows
hesitation.”

“You can't just physically attack people!” I
exclaimed.

“Why not?”

“It's against the law!”

“Are you a lawyer?”

“I don't need to be a lawyer to know
that!”

“I am rich. There are different rules for
rich men.”

I stared at him, open mouthed, and he smiled
slightly, then pressed his hand up under my chin to close it.

“I did not create the world, girl. I merely
exist within it,” he said as the chauffeur opened the rear door of
the limo.

“The law is the same for everyone,” I said as
I got in.

He snorted derisively behind me, and I
flushed. It was hard to say that money didn't make a big
difference, of course. I knew it did.

“He could still have called the police.”

“Then I would say it was all an error in
translation,” he said.

“Oh, right, it's my fault you grabbed that
guy's throat!?”

“Clearly. A man of my esteem and dignity
would never do such a thing without great provocation.”

The point was he didn't really have
provocation. He had confirmed his suspicions about how Kennedy's
company was making the windows, and not been particularly shocked
by that confirmation. His grabbing Kennedy was not an act of losing
control at all. That was what was so shocking. And his threat to
break his arm was said in a very believable tone of voice which I
believed he meant!

“You didn't act like an esteemed and
dignified man,” I complained.

“Ah, well, I was not born rich. I made myself
rich. I worked hard and used my head, and I do not intend to let
anyone mess with my business. I understand men like Kennedy. They
are like children with no sense of personal responsibility. They
have lawyers to insulate them from their actions.

“You show them they, personally, will be
punished swiftly, and certainly, and they will comply. So I
threatened to spank him, if you will.”

“You can't spank adults,” I said firmly.

He gave me a slightly mocking look with
raised eyebrows. “I know of some young ladies who enjoy being
spanked,” he said.

I flushed, and I felt a hot little thrumming
down low. I had never indulged in that sort of thing, though of
course, Emily had, but I had a sudden quick, sharp view of myself
across his lap as he spanked me, and I felt a tightness in my
chest.

“Others could use it to instill a sense of
discipline and obedience in them,” he said.

“That's a very old-fashioned attitude,” I
said uncomfortably.

“I am very old fashioned in some ways. I do
not believe men should swear in front of young ladies, for
instance.”

I rolled my eyes. “I've heard the word
before,” I said.

“I also do not think rolling your eyes at
someone is polite,” he said, voice hardening.

“I'm sorry,” I gulped.

“And since I am paying the bills we will
respect my values, yes?”

I nodded.

“Otherwise perhaps we will see what a hand
applied to the seat of the issue might do to remedy your behavior,”
he said.

I turned my head, jaw dropping. “You wouldn't
dare!” I exclaimed.

He smiled, and his eyebrows waggled a
little.

“Monsieur Deschamps was most precise in his
description of you,” he said, “And most admiring of your bottom. I
would hate to have to abuse what he described to me as a sample of
God's own art.”

I blushed even hotter.

“You are being improper, Monsieur Sebastien”
I complained.

“Victor,” he said in a low, rumbling
voice.

*

We stopped for lunch at a French restaurant
in Manhattan. Of course, Victor had to hold my chair for me and
push it in. Though at least he made no attempt to order for me.

“So do you dance, Nicky?” he asked.

I looked up distractedly from the menu.

“Well, of course,” I said hesitantly.

“Yes, almost all women enjoy dancing. Have
you noted how many men do not?”

“Yes. They often feel uncomfortable
dancing.”

“Men associate dancing as a feminine thing.
Also, women are more exhibitionistic. They like to show off. Men
usually do not except in sports. And, of course, women look much
more graceful dancing. Men do not generally wish to look graceful,
even when they can do so.”

“Do you dance, Monsieur Sebastien?”

“Victor,” he said. “I do dance, but in
classical styles.”

I frowned. “What does that mean?”

“It means I can dance, but not in what you
might consider the modern manner, where your arms and body are
thrown about wildly with no particular pattern to follow.”

“I'm guessing that doesn't mean hip hop,” I
said dryly.

He snorted in disdain.

“A confident man can dance any way he wants,”
I said.

“I did not say I could not. I said I did not.
There is a difference in the words, translator.”

“So if I wanted to go to a disco you'd be
insisting we do the tango?” I asked wryly.

“All things in their proper place, Nicky,” he
said, motioning the waiter over to order.

I ordered a salad, and he snorted. “You need
to eat more than that. You are not a model any more.”

“I eat fine,” I said. “I am in excellent
health.”

He ordered a steak, of course.

“Do you run?” he asked.

“Pardon?”

“A girl with long legs like yours should
run.”

“I have a treadmill at home,” I said.

“Not the same thing.”

“I know. Sometimes I run in the gym.”

“I run at le Bois du Boulogne. Have you ever
been there?”

I nodded. It was a huge park in Paris.

“It is more than twice the size of your
Central Park, you know.”

I gave him a jaundiced look. One of the
things about Frenchman is they have too much of that same arrogance
Americans have where they think everything there is twice as good
as everyone else.

“Central Park is more than big enough for
running,” I said.

“Then why don't you use it?”

“Because I don't live in Manhattan.”

“Does Brooklyn have no parks?”

“Brooklyn has some fine parks. My hours are
odd, and I don't like jogging outside daylight hours.”

“Learn to run fast and you will leave the
jackals behind,” he said.

“Jackals can run fast too,” I said.

“Jackals do not bother me.”

“Oh duh,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows.

“You weigh what, two hundred and forty
pounds?”

“Weight has little to do with things. It is
confidence which matters.”

“Oh right.”

“It is true women lack upper body strength.
They should learn to defend themselves. In my hands you would soon
be more than a match for street jackals,” he said.

“And in your hands how would I defend myself
from you?” I asked with a snort.

He smiled deeply. “Ah, but I am not a jackal,
Nicky, I am a wolf.”

It was hard to argue the point!

“And you would not need to defend yourself...
in my hands,” he said in amusement.

I blushed and gave him a reproving look
despite feeling that hot little thrum in my belly again.

“Unless, of course, you were being naughty,”
he said lightly.

I thought of our brief spanking discussion
earlier and felt another little rush of heat.

“I always follow through on contractual
obligations,” I said firmly.

He chuckled softly, and I felt as if the
sound waves were caressing my body!

*

We drove to the Bronx after lunch. Victor
explained that his company did security assessments for clients,
supplied bodyguards, weapons, bomb and bullet resistant cars, and
did renovations to buildings to make them more secure. They also
set up sophisticated monitoring and security alarm systems and ran
a very secure international messenger service.

The company we were going to made sensors for
those alarm systems, and they were failing too many times in
tests.

“Why don't you just buy from another
company?” I asked.

“We have contractual agreements with this
one, and I intend to hold them to those agreements,” he said
firmly. “We prefer long term relationships with suppliers and do
not wish to keep shifting back and forth trying to find one which
is more trustworthy.”

“And are you going to put this guy up against
a wall, too?”

“I will communicate with him in the way I
believe will have the most desirable effects,” he said.

I looked at him dubiously. He was utterly
calm and matter-of-fact, which was reassuring, but also confusing.
I didn't think he'd lost his temper before, and I kind of doubted
he would now. But I hadn't yet considered that a man might commit
violence in the course of business without losing his temper.

I didn't feel, by the way, any sort of
personal danger from Victor. An old fashioned Frenchman like him
wouldn't harm a woman, especially a virtual stranger. Leaving aside
that suggestive talk about spankings, of course...

Why wasn't I on his case over his flirting?
Because I'd never met a Frenchman that didn't flirt with me. It
didn't matter if he was young or old, married or single. It was
something in the blood over there.

Besides, I thought Victor was extremely hot!
Yes, yes, I know, that should make no difference, but I herewith
admit that I am an imperfect person. If he'd been a short, dumpy
guy I might have been more stern about it, but I was uhm,
conflicted.

I wondered what it would be like to be
spanked by him. Would it be a bare-bottom spanking?! Eek!

We arrived at the next company. This one was
much more high-tech, and security at the door didn't even want to
let us in. We had no appointments or anything. I acted calm and
formal, like Victor was, and very insistent, explaining Monsieur
Sebastien was one of their major clients and insisted on being
admitted.

Eventually a Vice President showed up and
acted obsequious enough that I figured Sebastien's company must
indeed be a large account for them.

“We had no idea you were coming, Mister
Sebastien!” he said, not appearing at all guilty or reluctant.

“Tell him I was here on other business and it
was a sudden impetuous notion of mine.”

“Monsieur Sebastien was in New York on other
business and this is a spur of the moment thing,” I said.

“Well, we're happy to accommodate you, sir. I
was in a meeting so I apologize for the delay. Frank is in
Manhattan but I've put in a call to him.”

Frank was the president of the company.

“I was hoping to inspect your production
facilities, Mister Baker,” Sebastien said politely.

“Certainly! We're very proud of them. Come
right in.”

If Baker was hiding anything he was a pretty
good actor, I thought, as we got badges and were shown inside.

We walked down a long corridor, turned the
corner and then Baker led us into a small, sealed room.

“You'll have to suit up here,” he said.

I wasn't happy about that, but what can you
do? We had to put on white plastic coveralls, including hoods.
Sebastien helped gather in my long hair, and … was it my
imagination that his fingers slid through my hair a bit longer than
was absolutely necessary in order for me to draw the coverall up
around it? I could feel his breath warm against my suddenly bare
neck for a moment and felt another little twinge of heat down
low.

Would it be unprofessional to jump his bones
after work!?

We went through a big, airtight door and into
the sealed manufacturing area where Baker led us down an aisle
where alarms and sensors were being put together, mostly by
machines, but with some humans there, as well.

Sebastien's eyes were everywhere. He ignored
nothing. He looked over the shoulders of workers putting chips onto
circuit boards. He looked into microscopes inspecting them, he
checked gauges and dials and badgered Baker with questions the
entire time.

It was a grilling that I could see was
starting to wear on the slender vice president, who had to keep
coming up with answers, some of which he clearly didn't know. It
was very much an interrogation, though every word was in an
exquisitely polite tone of voice.

He wanted to see everything too. He wanted to
see where the items were stored, and how stock was handled, and
then where it was shipped, and who was responsible and how often.
He appeared satisfied with all the answers and expressed his
approval on many occasions.

We were almost done when the president joined
us. From his anxious, florid face I guessed that he was a lot less
happy about Sebastien's presence than his VP was. We got out of the
white plastic suits, and then trotted up to the executive suite,
where Sebastien, of course, immediately caused trouble.

He turned and shook Baker's hand.

'Mister Baker. I thank you for an extremely
capable tour of the facilities, and on your knowledge of the
complete process for creating and shipping these products,” he
said, and I translated. “I apologize for the number of questions I
threw at you and I do hope your day was not unduly disturbed.”

Baker, of course, seemed pleased, and said he
was happy to do it.

“Now I must dwell on unpleasant things which
I know is not your fault or responsibility,” Sebastien said,
smiling. “I would ask you excuse me while I deal with the gentleman
whose responsibility these matters are.”

Neither of the Americans seemed overly happy
at that, though the president, a guy named Schultz, seemed a lot
more anxious. As soon as Baker left Sebastien turned to Schultz,
who smiled.

“Your facilities are excellent,” Sebastien
said, in a dead voice. “You make excellent products here.”

Was there an emphasis on that last word?

Then he reached into the pocket of his Armani
blazer and came out with a small circuit board, waving it under
Schultz's nose.

“I am convinced this circuit board was not
made here,” he said. “So I am sure you can explain to me why it was
inside your LT9 alarm monitoring system.”

“Well, I uhm, I'm sure you're mistaken,
Monsieur Sebastien,” Schultz said in a patently unconvincing and
nervous voice.

He appeared to examine the circuit board and
then looked up anxiously.

“This was certainly not made by us,” he
said.

“It was certainly not made in this plant
under the proper conditions which would guarantee a high degree of
reliability,” Sebastien said in the same dead voice.

He stepped forward, inserting himself into
Schultz's personal space.

“Do you have any idea who buys these
expensive and complex systems, Schultz?” he growled.

Schultz took a step back, cocking his head
back, which was necessary given how much taller Sebastien was.

“Uhm, well, I'm sure that they value their
security and ...”

“World leaders, Schultz,” Sebastien said.
“Very powerful world leaders, many of them not particularly
democratic. I am speaking, Schultz, about men who get very angry if
a product needed for their protection fails them, men who are
likely to resort to violence rather than lawyers. Do you know the
kind of people I mean, Schultz?” he demanded.

“Er ah, I'm uhm, sure that we can investigate
and – .”

Sebastien poked a finger into Schultz's chest
hard enough the man stumbled back a step.

“Men with armies, Schultz, men with secret
police, men used to punishing those who cross them. Would you like
your name to come to their attention, Schultz?”

Another poke, and Schulz stumbled back again,
with Sebastien stepping forward. The man was sweating and his eyes
were rolling from Sebastien, who kept moving into his space and
poking him, to me, who repeated his words in English.

“I-I'm sure that if a mistake was made –
.

Another sharp poke had Schultz up against the
wall. I looked nervously at the door.

“No mistakes were made, Schultz,” Sebastien
said. “This is deliberate. This is substitution of a substandard
piece of equipment. This is fraud, Schultz. This is building cheap
copies to sell at high prices, the prices I paid you, Schultz, the
prices my clients paid me.”

“I-If you are unsatisfied with the products
shipped we can replace them of course,” Schultz gulped.

Sebastien crumbled the circuit board in his
big fist and scattered the bits and pieces on Schultz's head.

“You will replace, for free, every
substandard piece of equipment you sent us, and pay for the full
replacement cost, even if I have to fly technicians to Asia and
Africa to make the switch. Do you hear me, Schultz?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” Schultz exclaimed
anxiously.

“And you will pay the salary of an extra
inspector at my Marseilles plant who will take apart every piece of
gear you send us and inspect them for flaws.”

“Ahm, well, I don't know if – .”

Another poke shoved him back against the
wall.

“Of course!” the man gasped.

*

“That was probably less polite than Mister
Schultz is used to,” I said as we walked back to the limo.

“Schultz is a tyrant. I have seen his
inter-departmental emails. He is a bully. I treated him better than
he treats those beneath him.”

I looked up at him in surprise.

“How would you read his emails?”

He smiled at me and I frowned.

“Isn't that illegal?”

“Isn't what illegal?” he asked smoothly.

I shook my head as the chauffeur opened the
rear door and I climbed in. He followed me, and the door was
closed.

“You must have a very strong finger,” I said,
looking at him.

He held up his finger and smiled.

“I can make strong men tremble with this
finger,” he said, then raised his eyebrows, “And beautiful women
tremble even more.”

I stared at him, not getting the reference
for a moment, then did and blushed, while giving him a reproving
look.

“Does your wife know what a lech you are,
Monsieur Sebastien?”

“Of course! That's why she married me!”

I felt a tinge of disappointment.

“And that's why she divorced me.”

I felt that wave turn swiftly into something
else.

“I thought French women were more
understanding about that sort of thing,” I said.

“Oh she understood my interest in beautiful
women. What she didn't appreciate was my interest in her.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“She seemed to be operating under the belief
that once one is married, sex should no longer be necessary.”

“Uhm.”

What did one say to that?

“She was and is a very busy woman,” he said.
“She works on her little phone from the time she gets up to the
time she goes to sleep. She eats no breakfast so she can get to the
car to play with her phone. She eats no lunch because she has no
time for lunch. She grabs a dinner on the way home, usually with a
client, then collapses in bed to repeat the process the next
day.”

“Sounds like most of Wall Street,” I
said.

“Yes, it is a very American way of life. Most
of us in France put our personal lives above our work lives in
importance.”

He was absolutely right and I knew it. That
was one area where France was indisputably better than the United
States.

“It's work to live vs live to work,” I
said.

“I enjoy my work. Do not misunderstand me. I
find it extremely satisfying. I also enjoy the opera, the theater,
skiing, the park, fine dining, and many other things. I have a
Porsche I race on weekends, and skydive. Life is for living and
enjoying.”

“Absolutely,” I said.

“Excellent. You will dine with me tonight,
then, at my hotel.”

I felt my jaw drop, and my head suddenly was
filled with a buzz of uncertainty and indecision.

“The Trump Hotel,” he said.

“Really? I mean, I would have thought you'd
prefer something like the St. Regis or Ritz Carleton.”

He smiled. “I see European hotels a lot. When
in New York, I like to feel like New York. Monsieur Trump's hotel
does this quite well.”

“Uhm, I'm not sure if it would be
appropriate,” I said.

“You are not a doctor who cannot date her
patient,” he said reasonably. “Besides, we are simply having a
little dinner. Dinner with a client. Does that sound better?”

“Uhm, I uh... I guess,” I said.

“Excellent. I will send my car for you.”
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“So what's this French guy like?”

Emily's voice came over the speakerphone.

“He pokes people with his finger,” I replied,
examining my wardrobe.

“He what?”

“He's kind of... tough,” I said.

“And sexy?”

“Oh yes.”

“Trump hotel? Does he have a suite or a
room?”

“How should I know?” I demanded.

“You can tell me tomorrow.”

“I just met the man!”

“So?”

“So I'm not you!”

“You want him. I can tell.”

“I... don't... know yet,” I said.

“You want him,” she said, her voice smug.

“I do not!”

I did!

“The restaurant is called the Jean Georges.
It's very fancy.”

“Wear your green dress. The forest green one
that sets off your hair so well.”

“I thought the black.”

“No, no, everyone will be wearing black. Wear
something with color. Anyway, you're too pale.”

“I am not pale! I just have a fair
complexion!”

“You don't get enough sun. Wear the green. Or
wear the black one I gave you for Christmas.”

“I am never wearing that skanky dress. I told
you as much.”

“What's skanky about it!?”

I rolled my eyes. The dress was black, with a
nice top, but very short. It also had cutouts about six inches
above the hem on either side which left the hips naked all the way
up to my waist. The cutouts curved out across the front of the
dress by several inches on both sides. The odd thing was it covered
everything decently. It was just... it bared a part of the body
that isn't usually seen except at the beach.

“Okay, it's not exactly skanky but it's way
sexier than I would wear on a first date. Maybe to a disco, a dark
disco, with someone I knew.”

If I was feeling like an exhibitionist.

“I'm going to wear the purple chiffon.”

“Ooooh, I knew you wanted him!”

“Shut up!”

“Slut!”

“Whore!”

“I want pictures!”

“That's your thing, Em.”

“Of him! He can be wearing clothes if you
really insist.”

“I assure you he will be.”

At least at first, I thought, a bit
giddy.

“I wish I could wear strapless.”

“So go have the operation. You keep talking
about it.”

“I don't want stuff inside me, well, inside
my breasts anyway.”

“You have guys swarming all over you without
big boobs.”

“I want your boobs.”

“Well, too bad. They're mine!” I called back
at the phone.

The chiffon was floor length, strapless, and
backless, with a sweetheart neckline which, well, how shall I put
it, emphasizes the bust, shall we say, without being crude or
showing a lot of cleavage.

One of the reasons I left modeling was that
as I got older my agency began guiding me towards lingerie and
bikini contracts. Models are tall and slim, and there has always
been a dearth of such body types which come equipped with breasts
needed to make bras look their best.

It had made me uncomfortable for a bunch of
reasons. It wasn't that I was prudish or anything, and it wasn't
like I was ashamed of my body, but it shifted the mood in the
studios where I was sent, and the men looked at me differently. And
I knew it was only going to get worse as I got older. It wasn't the
only reason I'd left, but it certainly played a part.

What was it Victor had said about my ass
being an example of Gods art? My last agent, a woman, had loved my
ass, not because she wasn't straight, but because she said it would
be perfect for thongs. Now I like thongs, but I don't wear them
without pants or a skirt in public!

And... truth to tell, doing so... well, it
turned me on. I mean, when you're young and standing around in a
tiny thong and tiny bra surrounded by people, some of them guys,
some of them girls who liked girls, and they were looking at you
and assessing your body and, well, maybe I was a bit of an
exhibitionist.

Not like Emily, who had a computer full of
videos and pictures of herself naked and having sex with various
people, but still, it turned me on to be looked at as this
incredible sexy creature, you know? Not all the time, of course,
but sometimes. It turned me on to have Victor look at me that way.
That's for sure!

*

It felt.. interesting, to be riding in the
back of the limo alone. I wondered what it would be like to ride in
a limousine all the time, to live in a big house and have servants,
like a chauffeur.

I also wondered just how far I'd wind up
going with Victor. He was a man who was very determined about what
he wanted. He was an older man, too. I usually dated guys closer to
my own age. Though Victor looked to be in excellent shape. At least
he'd be less likely to drink too much than most of my dates. He
seemed like a very controlled person.

Like most New Yorkers I disdained Trump,
considering him and most of what he built to be gaudy, rather than
elegant. But the Jean George was a beautifully appointed
restaurant. The walls and ceiling were white, with huge windows
letting in lots of light in the day, and showing the city lights
above the park by night.

Victor was waiting for me and his eyes lit up
when he saw me as he came forward.

“You look ravishing, my dear,” he said,
kissing me on each cheek in the French manner.

“Well, it's a good thing we're at a
restaurant,” I said a bit nervously.

“A restaurant is a good place to be famished,
not ravished,” he said with a mischievous smile.

“That's what I meant,” I said, blushing.

He laughed and took my arm to lead me
inside.

“So, uhm, do you do a lot of traveling?” I
asked as we were seated at one of the round tables.

“A considerable amount, unfortunately, and
usually not to places as splendid as this.”

“Do you really sell security systems to
dictators?”

“Oh yes. They're very good clients, and have
stolen lots of money so can pay for anything.”

I made a face.

“Most of the people who would want to harm
them are just as bad or worse, you know. It's not like
revolutionaries tend to be paragons of democracy.”

“I suppose not,” I said.

“The Muslim world, for example, filled with
crazy Islamists who would put a black sheet over your head and hide
you from the world,” he said.

“Must be hot in the summer,” I replied.

“Of course it is. But they don't have to wear
them.”

I sniffed in amusement.

“Now if I found a revolutionary movement
which insisted all women wear miniskirts, perhaps I could get
behind that,” he said.

“Mini skirts?”

“Or kilts. I like kilts,” he said.

“Do you own one?” I asked with raised
eyebrow.

“I am not very Scottish, so no. You would not
like to see my hairy legs anyway.”

“Maybe,” I said with a grin.

“We stopped, last time I was here, at a
pub... what was it called, something about kilts.”

“Not the Tilted Kilt?”

“Yes, that was it! Now, if all women were
required to wear that, yes, I could be a revolutionary with
them!”

I snorted and shook my head. “You realize not
all women look like the girls in those pubs, right? Would you like
to see some chubby sixty year old woman in one of those little
outfits?”

“You will spoil my dinner, Nicky,” he
said.

“Well,” I said, holding my hands apart
expressively.

“Although I have known some sexy sixty year
olds,” he said.

“Riiight.”

“I am sure you would look excellent in one of
those … little outfits.”

“I'm sure I would,” I replied.

“Do you own a kilt?”

“A few,” I said, “And they're very
short.”

“You tease me.”

“No, if I was wearing one I'd be teasing
you,” I said, grinning.

“Yet you wear a floor length gown.”

“I thought it more appropriate given the
restaurant.”

“I should have invited you to the Twisted
Kilt, then.”

“It's not very elegant.”

“I am not a very elegant man.”

“You look nice,” I said.

He did look nice, very nice, in fact, in a
red silk tie and a very dark gray wool suit, which I again guessed
was Armani.

“No one in the room will notice what I am
wearing with you at my table,” he replied.

I blushed. “I think the women will notice,” I
replied.

We looked over the menus. I didn't even know
what two thirds of the dishes were. This was way above my pay grade
in terms of restaurants. When I confessed as much Victor simply
smiled.

“I shall order for you.”

“Oh no I – .”

“I have much more experience than you, my
dear. You should follow my lead,” he said.

“Suppose I don't like it?”

“Then you tell me. Though you must try it
first.”

“But I'm sure it's all very expensive.”

He waved that away as unimportant.

“But – .”

He started talking to the waiter, which irked
me just a bit, but as I said, he really was a determined guy, and
he was paying for everything, after all. Soon the table had a
number of small plates with what almost looked like samples of
foods, rather than foods themselves. I looked at it all dubiously,
but I reluctantly sampled everything provided.

Most of it, naturally, was delicious.

Victor talked about some of the places in
Africa, Asia, South America and the Middle East where he'd been,
and some of the outrageous and shady people he'd dealt with. I
talked about modeling a little, and my family, and the translation
business, but it all felt pretty boring compared to his wild
stories.

And as we began on the aperitifs I felt a
slowly rising sense of anxiety and uncertainty. The thing is, I
wanted to sleep with him. I was very curious about what he'd be
like in bed. What I didn't want was for him to think I was
easy.

Even though that didn't really matter. I
mean, he'd be gone back to France in a couple of days. What did it
matter what he thought of me? That would be Emily's attitude.
Except it did matter to me. He was very French, though, and they
had a lot less of the puritan streak America still had. Would he
think I was a silly, prudish American girl if I declined? But I
didn't want to decline!

“Have you seen Central Park from above?” he
asked smoothly. “I can have the waiter bring our drinks to the
dining room in my suite. The view is beautiful.”

I felt an instant's uncertainty.

“No, but I'd like that,” I said.

I was nervous as we rode up, and tried to
tell myself I wasn't acting slutty and that I hadn't yet agreed to
anything but seeing the view while sipping a little wine. Nothing
slutty about that, right? It was a suite, not a hotel room.

His suite was on the thirty eighth floor, and
the view from the floor to ceiling windows truly was breathtaking.
With the darkness of the park spread out below us the skyline
around and beyond them glittered.

“Wow,” I said. “Imagine waking up to that
every morning.”

“Perhaps you can give that a try,” he
said.

I blushed and gave him a reproving look.

“No wine,” I said.

“It should arrive shortly,” he said, taking
my hand and guiding me through the 'living room' to the
windows.

“Is it not New York at its best?” he
asked.

“It's lovely,” I said, my voice rising as his
hand slid up my back, my bare back, beneath my hair.

“Your skin puts silk to shame,” he said
softly, curving his arm in to curve me in against him.

“I – .”

He silenced me with a kiss, and I can't say I
struggled much. Or at all.

I should have known a man like Victor would
not beat around the bush!

His kiss was not the mad bull rush I had half
expected. He was so big and determined that I had kind of thought
he'd attack me like a starving dog, but no, his lips landed almost
lightly against mine, then caressed them in a slow, erotic dance as
they pressed in more firmly and his tongue slid lightly out.

Well, it started that way. Our lips moved
slowly together, as if tentatively exploring each other, and my
hands slid up over his chest and across his shoulders. I'm five'
eleven”, and I was wearing four inch heels, but I still had to tilt
my head back a little as we kissed.

His hands were on my back, sliding lightly up
and down, moving as high as the back of my neck, then down to where
my dress blocked my lower back. But as his kiss deepened, and I
began to feel a tightness in my chest and a fluttery sensation in
my stomach, his caressing fingers danced along the rim of my dress
in back, and undid the clasp.

I felt a jolt, but only moaned lightly into
his mouth as his kiss deepened and his tongue began to dance along
my lips. I felt the zipper easing down, felt his caressing hands
sliding up and down, and down... his wrists easing the dress
further and further apart in back until with a breathless shock I
felt the front bodice dropping away!

My face flushed and I felt a sudden anxious
flurry of indecision, but he wasn't waiting, as his hands slid
right down onto my ass! That, of course, had his arms forcing the
material further apart as the zipper went down, and then pushing
the dress down.

It slid down to my waist and then dropped
around my ankles, and I was suddenly standing there before the
floor to ceiling window kissing him while wearing nothing but a
thong! My heart was pounding now, and my pulse racing. His hands
continued to slide up and down my back, only now, of course,
sliding lower to knead my buttocks.

And we were still kissing!

His hands curved to the sides as they rose up
my back, until they rose up beneath my breasts to cup them
gently.

I moaned into his mouth again, feeling a wild
swirl of emotions, the most powerful of which was an anxious,
daring sense of excitement.

His hands slid down and curved back along my
ribs, then down along my hips, where his fingers slipped into the
waistband of my thong and carried it down over my hips with them.
Before I could even react or think of what or how or if I ought to
react my thong was sliding down to pool around my ankles, as
well!

This was not what I had planned! I mean,
getting completely naked within two minutes of walking into his
room was not what I'd planned! In fact, getting naked like this,
completely naked, with a guy right up front was... quite novel for
me. He still had his suit on!

And we were still enjoying our first
kiss!

I was kissing harder myself now, feeling
breathless as my lips moved against his, and my hands had slid down
onto his shoulders and were caressing and exploring them even as
his explored my body. Though of course, his exploration was a lot
further along than mine!

His hands cupped my buttocks again, and then
he kind of lifted as he stepped back a little. I gasped, feeling
myself raised up off the floor, and my hands tightened on his
shoulders. Oh God! Was this where I was to slide my thighs around
him!? I'd never done this sort of thing before! I wasn't some
petite little girl. Guys didn't pick me up!

But then my dress and thong slid down off my
feet and so I raised my legs up and around him as he turned and
carried me through the room to the bedroom.

And we were still kissing!

God, he was a good kisser!

There was a discrete knock at the door, and I
froze. He halted, and then as I dropped my legs, set me down. He
smiled reluctantly as he drew back and I scurried into the bedroom
while he went to the door.

God! God! God! I was stark naked, well,
except for my heels, in a man's bedroom! And I'd only met him
today! I felt deliciously … slutty!

“You may come out, Miss Caldwell,” he
called.

I bit my lower lip, then peeked around the
door frame to see him holding a bottle of wine and two glasses.

I flushed, for I had to walk straight across
the room towards him, completely naked. I braced myself, put on my
best model pose, and then walked slowly and confidently towards
him. The only change was I did indeed look him in the eye. I liked
what I saw, which was that he liked what he saw.

He pursed his lips and his head gave a small
shake.

“God's art indeed,” he said.

I flushed, not unhappy with his words.

There was a fireplace in the room, gas of
course, and he flicked it on. There wasn't much other light in the
room and he smiled and sat down on a wide, overstuffed sofa
chair.

“Have a seat,” he said, indicating his
lap.

I gulped but then did so, heart thumping as
his big hands slid under my thigh and over my hip and arranged me
seated across his lap.

I rarely sit across mens laps for obvious
reasons. But he was a big man, with a big chest, and he was
probably six foot four or five.

“What about the Central Park view?” I asked
softly.

“The view here far surpasses it.”

He held up a glass of wine. I moved to take
it but he shook his head and held it to my lips. I sipped as we
locked eyes, and he drew it back.

“Are you trying to get me drunk so I do
something immoral?” I asked.

“Do you need to get drunk to do something
immoral?”

I felt my face warm. “Not really.”

“Excellent,” he said, putting the drink down
on the table.

His left arm had slid up behind my back so
that his fingers were combing through my hair. Now his right slid
down along my inner thigh, slowly, calmly, but firmly, without
hesitation, until I felt a sudden thrill of sensation as he cupped
my sex.

His fingers rested there casually, then the
middle ones sank slowly between my labia and began to rub gently up
and down.

“Your skin is flawlessly soft,” he said.

I gulped but didn't answer as his left arm
pulled me forward and his hand suddenly gathered in around my hair
and tightened. I let out a gasp as he jerked my head in and to the
side and his lips joined together with mine once again.

I half turned towards him, my arms sliding
over his shoulders as we kissed, then cried out softly as the hand
holding my hair suddenly pulled it sharply up and back. In the same
instant, his mouth moved off mine and down along the nape of my
neck, his lips sliding up under my ear as he nibbled lightly.

I felt the middle fingers of his right hand
curve in suddenly and press against me, penetrating me, sliding
slowly through my tight entrance, wriggling slightly as they pushed
through the mouth of my sex and then deeper. I moaned, startled,
hot, and surprised at how wet I already was that his fingers could
move so easily into my body.

I wriggled atop him, but his hand remained
tight in my hair and it became quickly clear that he was in charge
here – something I didn't really mind. I mean, it seemed –
natural.

His fingers slid deep, all the way, and
curved upward and in, then began to slide slowly in and out. At the
same time, his thumb, I thought it must be, curved in against my
clitoris and began to stroke from side to side! And it was just the
right amount of pressure and speed as I found my breath becoming
ragged.

My back arched as he pulled more firmly on my
hair, and his mouth left my throat and slid down my bowed chest. I
gasped again as he chewed softly around the edges of my right
breast. Then his lip closed around the center, his teeth closing
firmly but gently, as he began to suck. His tongue swirled and
circled my already tingling hard nipple as he sucked rhythmically,
and I felt a strange sense of … something like serenity gripping me
even as excitement grew more intense.

You might find those unlikely emotions to
experience at once. What I mean to say is that his firmness, his
strength, and my ceding my acceptance of him taking charge had
almost given me a sort of languor. My body was thrumming with
energy and my mind was gripped by a growing passion, but it was as
if I was waiting and watching, rather than doing.

I had no decisions to make, no movements, no
actions to take. I could simply sit back and let him do whatever it
was he was going to do, and simply bask in the heat he roused! That
left my mind free to float and experience everything he was doing,
and it had become very quickly obvious that Victor knew what he was
doing!

His fingers were still stroking up and down,
but in short movements, the pads of his fingertips centered around
a soft little area a few inches up inside me which made me quiver
as they stroked across it. His thumb continued to stroke against my
clitoris, now moving in a circular pattern.

Meanwhile, his mouth was... was chewing at my
breast but in a way which, while it made my flesh ache, also made
it burn! His lips were sucking softly, kissing, massaging my
sensitive flesh, and his teeth were shifting position, even going
so far as to clasp just my stiff, hard little nipple, and grind it
between them!

My hips were grinding helplessly against his
fingers as I gulped in air, and my body was pulsing and burning
with ever growing passion as he shifted to my left breast. A part
of me wanted to do something, to show him what I could do, what I
knew, to demonstrate my own sexual expertise, to show I was no
novice.

But there was that languor, and a certain
knowledge that his skills far exceeded mine.

He let my hair go and slid his fingers out of
me. I moaned softly, my head falling forward. My arms shifted up
onto his shoulders again as I turned towards him. He was undoing
his tie as I leaned in and kissed him again, my tongue dipping
through his lips to meet his own.

His hands gripped my arms and drew them
firmly but gently back and then down to my sides as I turned
further towards him. And then I felt something soft, silky... his
tie, sliding around my arms, and then … drawing them back behind
me.

I paid it little heed at first, focused on
his lips and mine, but as my arms were drawn further back more and
more of my attention began to shift. I felt the material of the tie
looping around them, felt his hands on my arms, and puzzlement
rose. What on earth was he doing?

When I realized I felt a dual jolt, one of
anxiety, one of sudden breathless excitement! I had done a bit of
bondage years before, having my wrists tied briefly behind me. It
had been exciting at the time, but then, I had known the guy much
better than I did Victor, and he had asked.

Victor simply did it, and he wasn't tying my
wrists, but my arms, angling them back to cross each other near the
elbows as he tightened the loop of the tie to the point my
shoulders began to ache.

“V-Victor!” I gasped.
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I felt another loop sliding skilfully around
my arms, then another, as he tied them with an expertise I might
have put more thought into questioning save for the sexual haze
surrounding my mind. I mean, he was doing it without being able to
see what he was doing, and doing it well.

I gasped again, and then his hands let go of
my arms, which were now firmly tied. His left slid back up to
gather my hair into a firm grip, as his right slid back to my sex,
fingers pushing up inside me, thumb finding my clitoris once
more.

I groaned into his mouth as we kissed for a
long minute, then gasped again as he drew my head even further
back, so it was staring up at the ceiling behind me. I felt his
mouth on my breasts, his fingers moving more firmly within me, and
that languor settled upon me again even as my hips began to roll
against him.

He stopped, and guided my head forward once
more, and, gasping for breath, I found the wine glass at my lips. I
sipped lightly, and he smiled, then tilted my head back once more.
I felt a trickle of liquid spilling onto my breasts, then his mouth
on them once more, sucking, chewing, licking and massaging them in
a wild combination of pleasure and pain!

I felt his fingers draw back to the mouth of
my sex, then push forward once more, thicker than before, as if
he'd added another finger. As they slid into me I realized he had,
and moaned, hips grinding now as the pressure built within my
skull. I felt as if the blood was pounding in my head, and my body
crackled with sexual electricity.

His fingers moved faster, both those inside
me, and his thumb on my clitoris, and my hips began to buck
helplessly as I cried out in wild, dark heat!

And then he stopped, his hand coming out of
me, sliding up to cup my breast and squeeze it firmly. The hand in
my hair guided my head forward again, then kept going until I was
bent forward. I felt the pressure pushing me down and slid off his
lap onto the floor, my arms jerking feebly against the tie, unable
to pull free.

He unzipped his fly and my eyes zeroed in on
his hand as he reached through the opening, then emerged with his
erection in hand.

I was not disappointed!

I gulped as he drew me forward, as my bare
breasts pillowed out against the chair and he held his stiff shaft
in hand and rubbed the head back and forth across my lips. I thrust
my tongue out, licking at it in passing, and he fed it slowly into
my mouth, then abandoned it to undo his belt and open his
trousers.

He pushed them down, then the hand gripping
my hair pulled me up and back, then guided me in and down against
his balls. I moaned, kissing and licking them, then sucking them
slowly into my mouth and massaging them with my tongue. I sucked
rhythmically, grinding my burning nipples against the fabric of the
chair at the same time.

Crack!

I gasped at the sudden stinging sensation on
my bottom, startled, as it came right out of the blue! I pulled my
head up and back, briefly, but the hand in my hair guided me back
down again. I had a brief glimpse of his other hand clutching the
belt, doubled up, which he'd drawn out of the loops of his
trousers, then his cock was sliding into my mouth.

Crack!

I gasped again at the sudden blow across my
bottom. But it wasn't harsh, but almost lackadaisical. I felt a
rush of dark heat, a wild thrill of hedonistic excitement, and
began to bob my lips up and down on him, sliding ever lower.

Crack!

“Bad girl,” he said softly.

I moaned, sucking harder, forcing my lips
lower.

Crack! The belt struck my bottom
again, a little harder.

“Such a very bad girl,” he purred.

I felt his hand pushing down, and knew what
he wanted. I wanted it too! I slid my lips down, bracing
myself.

Crack!

“All of it, bad girl,” he ordered.

I felt the head pushing into my throat, and
fought my gag reflex.

Crack! The belt struck my bottom a
stinging blow.

“Every inch, bad girl.”

I forced my lips lower in a kind of excited
anxiety, if that makes sense. I had to get lower or – !

Crack!

I winced, moaning, staring, almost
cross-eyed, at the last few inches, gurgling weakly, forcing myself
to take the last of him inside me.

Crack!

“Every inch.”

And then my lips were wrapped around the base
of his cock! His shaft was thick inside my throat, making it ache
as he pressed down on my head to hold me in place. I fought again
not to gag and the brought the belt down across my ass again!

The blows were... distracting, exciting,
wild, and yes, they stung.

“Such a very bad girl,” he purred.

I tried to jerk up, couldn't, against his
hold, and felt a panicky sensation. My head pounded and my chest
began to burn! I tried again to pull up, but his hand pushed down
harder, grinding my lips against his pubic bone.

Crack!

He drew up then, and the long, thick length
of his glistening shaft slid out of me in one seemingly endless
line of gleaming flesh until with a soft gurgle, I was able to
breath again! I gasped raggedly as he held my face up.

“A good start, bad girl,” he said. “But we
can do better.”

He pulled my head up and back, so that my
back arched, and then I felt the sudden slap of the doubled up belt
against my left breast! It was again a kind of light, lackadaisical
blow, but the emotional impact was greater than the weight of the
soft leather! I cried out in startlement, moaning as he brought the
belt down against my left breast, then my right, then my left, in
short, light little slapping motions.

My flesh stung. My nipples burned! Then he
jerked my head down and forward again, onto his cock. I slid my
lips down the shaft in one long slow, steady motion guided by his
hand in my hair, and then he was deep inside me once more, my lips
pressed firmly against his groin as he throbbed inside me!

Crack!

“Naughty little girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Naughty girls often must be punished,” he
said.

Crack!

“Even spanked.”

I moaned, heart pounding, face jammed against
him until he eased up and back, and as before, pulled my mouth off
him. I again gulped in air, gasping, face flushed, slightly
light-headed.

He pulled me up and forward, and though my
arms were bound my legs pushed me up and into his lap again, this
time straddling him! I moaned as let go of my hair, finally, then
seized my hips, jerking me in closer, then shifting onto my
breasts. I shuddered as he squeezed them, his thumbs stroking the
nipples.

At the same time he pushed my upper body
back, and back further, until I was laying back, my head and
shoulders spilling back across his knees, my head hanging upside
down as his hands glided over my body. I felt what had to be his
cock pressing against my entrance, sliding up and down across my
clitoris, then back and forth, then up and down again.

I groaned as it pushed into me finally. Then
his hands gripped my waist and pulled me up and forward once more.
The blood which had been rushing to my head fled, leaving me dazed
and light headed momentarily, even as he drew me in and – down.

I groaned in heated pleasure as his thick
shaft moved up into my belly, as he drew me forward and I sank down
fully to impale myself on it. He was thick and he was long and it
felt – incredible inside me! I felt a sense of exultation as he
filled up every nook and cranny inside me and made me ache!

But he was chewing and sucking on my right
breast by then, his right hand kneading my left. I ground myself
against him, breathing raggedly, and his mouth drew back, his
fingers shifting until he had my nipples tight between the thumbs
and forefingers of both hands.

He pinched them and I gasped and jerked, but
he pinched harder, then pulled my nipples upward and forward. My
back arched and my legs jerked me upward again.

“That's it, bad girl. Ride me,” he said
softly. “Ride that lovely pussy of yours up and down my cock.”

I moaned, forced up by the pull of his
fingers. Then the pressure eased and I sank back down onto him once
more, glorying in the long, deep penetration. I ground myself
against him, then moaned as he pulled up on my nipples again,
forcing me up. And again he eased the pressure and I sank back down
with a shudder.

“Naughty girl,” he said.

It wasn't like I had never ridden a guy
before, but I'd never tried it with my arms tied behind my back! I
was used to some leverage, to leaning in and … but not this time.
Now my legs had to do all the work, and he used his grip on my
nipples to set the pace, forcing me up, then letting me sink back,
forcing me up, then letting me sink back!

It was like nothing I'd ever done before, and
my mind swirled with a wild, churning heat as I obeyed his
dictates, riding up and down as he pinched my nipples. Then,
suddenly, he abandoned them, his hands sliding down beneath my
buttocks, and lending their strength to my motions as he brought
his mouth down on my left breast!

I rode him faster, harder, gasping, crying
out in heated pleasure, reveling in every long, sliding impalement
of my thrumming, overheated sex, seething sexual excitement making
me tremble and shake as I cried out again and again, riding him for
all I was worth!

I jerked convulsively, and one of his hands
left my bottom, reappearing an instant later, fingers stroking
quickly against my clitoris. The orgasm which had just begun
redoubled, and my cry of pleasure grew rapidly in volume! I rode
him with an animal hunger, crying out every time I let myself fall
down to impale myself on his thick shaft!

God, it was sooooo good!

I collapsed against him as the orgasm faded,
moaning weakly. His hands slid around my waist once more, and then
pushed me back. I groaned weakly as I found myself sliding back,
then dropping back to my knees on the floor in front of him
again.

He gathered up my hair in a thick mass and
rubbed my cheek up and down against his thighs, then rubbed my
face, gently, along his still very hard erection.

“Bad girl,” he said.

He gripped the shaft and ran the head along
my lips as if it was a lipstick before sliding it through. I
moaned, closing my lips, sucking weakly. He pulled me forward and
down and I gurgled as the head pushed into my throat and slid
smoothly down it again.

He held me there a bit, then pulled me up,
letting me gulp in air. I was light-headed again, dazed, as he
guided me onto his balls, then had me lick my way up the shaft like
it was an ice cream cone. Again, he pulled me onto his shaft, and I
took him deep. Again, he held me in place as I began to squirm for
lack of air.

He pulled me up and back once more and I
gasped for breath, panting, moaning as he rubbed his cock against
my breasts. Then he guided me back down again. Only when I had
almost reached the bottom he began to thrust, his hips jerking in
hard, fast, frantic movements as he came.

I gurgled dazedly as he jerked me down
against him and his hips pumped wildly inside my throat, using very
short, fast strokes. It only lasted a few seconds, though, and then
he jammed my face down firmly into his groin and held me there as
he groaned in relief.

My eyes began to glaze over as I trembled and
black dots danced before my eyes.

He pulled up and back and I sucked in a
desperate breath of air, coughing a little, gasping for breath even
as he pulled me up and forward. His other hand slid down to grasp
my leg up high on the thigh, and he lifted me up across his
lap.

Only this time I was face down. Really down,
in fact, for he positioned my hips right over his, which left my
shoulders and head hanging down over the side of the chair.

I moaned weakly as his hands moved up and
down my spine, massaged my buttocks, then slid in between my
thighs. I gasped as I felt his fingers penetrating me, sliding up
into the overheated sopping depths of my body!

Crack!

I jerked and moaned as his other hand slapped
down across my upraised buttocks.

“Naughty girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped.

His fingers twisted inside me, pumping slowly
in and out.

Crack!

“You didn't ask my permission to come,” he
said in mock indignation.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped, my head jerking at the sharp
sting of the slap.

“You must always ask my permission before you
come,” he said sternly.

Crack!

His fingers slid out of me, then back in...
or, no, it was one finger, one thick, long finger. His thumb, I
thought dazedly. But he was a big man with big hands. His thumb
was... big! And it pressed in against the front part of my sex
inside, right where his fingers had been stroking before. At the
same time, his other fingers slid in beneath to begin to rub my
clitoris.

He had his thumb up inside, pressing down on
my G-spot, rubbing and grinding in against his fingers which were
on the outside of my body rubbing against my clitoris!

And then he began to spank me!

The slaps were steady and deliberate as I
wriggled and twisted and moaned and gasped and cried out in a
dazed, swirling haze of pleasure, excitement, pain and anxiety!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

My bottom stung with each blow, the stings
fading into a dull heat which grew and spread as his hand continued
to smack down against my bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

He paused as I gasped for breath and tried to
clear my head, his hot left hand sliding up and down my spine, then
down along my ribs and in beneath to roughly squeeze and knead my
breast.

Crack!

“Wa-wait!” I cried.

“No. Bad girls don't get to decide their own
punishment,” he said sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Wait! Stop!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say please.”

Crack!

“Please!” I cried, my head pounding as it
hung upside down next to the chair.

Crack! Crack!

“Please sir.”

“Please, sir!” I cried.

His fingers slid out of my thrumming pussy,
and I felt both hands gathering my hair up and back. Then I cried
out again as he pulled up on my hair, actually lifting my head and
shoulders up and back.

“Aren't you a bad girl?” he asked.

His other hand, whichever wasn't clutching my
hair, moved in to knead my breast, then slid back between my legs
again, rubbing my swollen clitoris.

“Ohh!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say it,” he ordered.

“I-I'm a bad girl!” I croaked.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Again.”

“I'm a bad girl!” I cried dazedly.

Crack!

“Sir,” he said. “You forgot to say sir.”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!” I cried.

Crack!

“You certainly are.”

He released my hair and my head and shoulders
fell down across the arm of the chair again. My body shifted, my
right leg falling off the front of the chair as his fingers thrust
in and out of my sex. I moaned and trebled as I felt something
pressing against my back passage, then felt his slick thumb slowly
sink into me there!

Crack!

“Bad girls need to be punished,” he said.

Crack!

“They must be put in their place.”

Crack!

“They must be taught discipline.”

I cried out at each blow, but more and more
focus was being torn off my burning buttocks to his fingers
thrusting into me! He worked his thumb deep into my ass while at
the same time thrust three fingers into my sex, and now he was
trying to force a fourth finger into me!

Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
demanded.

“Ow! Oh!”

“Say it.”

“I-I'm sorry for being a bad girl!” I
moaned.

Crack! Crack!

“Sir.”

His fourth finger was slowly squirming into
my pussy, stretching the lips of my sex so that they ached badly,
but when he got his finger into me I felt his thumb curling in
against the rest and my mind started to spin!

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm a bad girl, sir!” I cried.

I recognized this was kinky and wild and
nasty, but it wasn't the sort of thing I'd ever come close to
before. I mean, I was twenty three. I'd had sex, but it was just
sex, you know. I'd never felt the need for embellishments before,
and neither had the guys I'd had sex with!

But it was a wild, breathless thrill that was
making my blood boil even as my bottom ached and burned!

“Such a nasty little slut,” he growled.

I felt his right arm curling across my back,
his hand sliding down my hip and in across my abdomen. Then his
fingers found my clitoris, and my hips bucked violently.

“We French know how to treat nasty little
girls like you,” he said.

His four fingers twisted and pumped in my
pussy as his thumb did the same in my ass, and the fingers of his
other hand began to rub harshly against my clitoris. Sensations
swirled and churned and threatened to overwhelm my mind as I cried
out and my hips ground violently back!

An incredible orgasm blossomed into existence
and the heat and pleasure spread out like an explosion as I twisted
and writhed and cried out in helpless dazed response! The orgasm
tore through my body like sheet lightning, and my head and
shoulders jerked and thrashed wildly as my body writhed in its
grip!

“Naughty girl,” he said, his fingers
thrusting hard. “Nasty American girl.”
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I liked sex. Not that I was any kind of sex
maniac, but I was proud of my body, and liked the feel of someone's
hands on it. But the sex had never been as wild or kinky or
passionate, and the orgasms, well, the ones I'd just had were
intense! And so I felt a dazed acceptance of whatever nasty game he
wanted to play!

He wasn't the first older guy I'd dated,
though mostly I dated guys my own age. He was the first that seemed
intent on something other than quick sex, though. I mean, we'd had
sex, but... he wanted more, a lot more. I just had no idea
what.

But for the most part, I still felt that
sense of languor, of letting him take the lead, of doing whatever
he wanted. God knows it had paid off so far!

Still, this was weird and kinky and
exciting!

For he had made me kneel in the corner, my
face pressed to the corner, my arms still crossed and bound with
his tie.

I was being punished for not asking his
permission before coming! It was so wild and wicked to be kneeling
naked and tied up, my buttocks still throbbing softly with heat
from the spanking! My breasts felt swollen and heated, as well,
though, my nipples rock hard.

Wait till I told Emily, I thought! She'd be
delighted! She was always calling me a prude!

While I knelt naked in the corner, Victor had
gone into the bedroom, and now he emerged wearing a long black silk
robe. And... carrying something.

Crack!

“Ow!” I gasped,

It was a very thin... stick... about two feet
long. And as I'd craned my neck around, trying to see what it was,
he'd snapped it in against my bottom. It hit with a light touch,
but had stung nevertheless.

“Eyes in the corner, nasty girl,” he growled,
his big hand landing on my head and guiding my face into the corner
once more.

“That hurt!'

“Sir,” he said.

I gulped. “That hurt, sir!”

“It's supposed to hurt. It's supposed to
chastise naughty girls for improper behavior.”

I felt the thing sliding up and down my
spine.

“Back straight, eyes in the corner.”

I felt my hair gathered in and then gasped
anew as my head was tilted up and back. I felt the thin stick,
sliding in against my right breast, rubbing and rolling across the
nipple.

“Have you ever been anyone's slave girl? he
asked softly.

I jerked, a rush of heat and disbelief
sliding over me.

Slave girl!? That was so kinky!

I gasped as the little stick thing slapped
lightly against my breast, against my nipple.

“Answer.”

“N-No!” I gasped.

The thing slapped more sharply.

“Sir,” he said.

“No, sir!” I gasped.

“I would like to own a slave girl,” he said,
letting the tip of the flexible 'stick' slap teasingly against my
nipple. “If only there was somewhere to buy one.”

I looked up at him, upside down, as he arched
my body, and the stick slid down my chest and belly until it was
rubbing against my clitoris.

“I would keep her naked and in shackles at my
side so that every man I met would be envious of me,” he said.

He let go of my hair and then knelt behind
me, his left hand sliding across my hip, fingers finding my
clitoris as his right slid around my side to cup my breast. I felt
his breath hot against the back of my neck, then his lips on the
nape of my neck.

“Of course, that would be uncivilized,” he
whispered, chewing lightly along my throat. “It is the animal in me
which desires such things.”

I gasped as he bit into the side of my throat
and sucked.

“But I can make a girl a slave of her own
passion,” he whispered, fingers stroking against my clitoris.

I moaned helplessly as his fingers caressed
the hot little button, as his fingered kneaded my breast and his
lips moved along the side of my neck!

“I would do anything I wanted to her,” he
said, “And punish her for being naughty. Perhaps I'd even let my
friends make use of her on occasion, to reward her.”

Wow, that was all so darkly kinky! Of course,
I didn't take it seriously, but it still made my body burn even
more hotly as he nibbled up under my ear.

His right hand slid up my body to cup my
breast just as his left was doing. He squeezed them up and pressed
them together.

“You have lovely breasts, slave girl,” he
said, “But of course, your nipples need to be pierced.”

He rolled my nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers.

“And, of course, here as well,” he said, his
right hand sliding back down between my legs to finger my
clitoris.

His left slid up and circled my throat,
squeezing gently.

“And here you must have a collar to indicate
you are a slave girl,” he said softly, “one I could attach a leash
to.”

He drew back as I gulped raggedly, then
something slid over my head and around my neck. It was... his belt,
I realized, startled. It closed around my neck, but not
tightly.

“Come here, slave girl, over by the window,”
he ordered, pulling on the belt.

I gasped, forced around, and kind of
shuffling forward on my knees as he pulled on the belt. He stopped
right before one of the big windows and then undid his robe,
opening it and letting it slide off his shoulders.

Oh... yes!

He was a broad shouldered man, and his chest
was thick and powerful. There wasn't a trace of fat on his belly.
His arms were nicely muscled and he had just enough hair to make
him seem masculine without being 'hairy'. Most guys I knew shaved
their chests and bellies now. That was nice, in a way, when you
felt it against your skin, but something in me said men shouldn't
be quite so... soft.

He jerked on the belt and it tightened around
my neck briefly as he drew my face in against his soft cock. His
other hand came in behind my head, then.

“Let's see what you can do here, little
slave,” he purred. “It better be good or a whipping is in store for
you.”

I moaned as I licked at his balls. I wasn't
at all fearful of a 'whipping', though the words did produce a
little pulse of heat and just a bit of anxiety. I mouthed them,
working my tongue around them, looking up his long, powerful body
as he stared down at me.

He held the belt tightly, the leather firm
around my neck, but not interfering with my breathing. His other
hand was combing through my hair as I drew my head back repeatedly,
sucking on his balls and letting them ooze out between my pursed
lips. I licked my way up his shaft, sucking and kissing it, then
drew it into my mouth.

I could actually feel it starting to pulse
and harden inside my mouth as I sucked it. I had the entire thing
in my mouth, for it was still mostly flaccid. But when I sucked and
eased back, letting it slowly slide out between my tight lips, it
hardened considerably.

Without arms or hands I used my face, rubbing
my cheeks against it, then sliding in beneath, raising it up and
pressing it back against his belly, rubbing my cheeks and lips
against it as I licked, as it hardened further.

I was aware of the glow of lights out the
window to my left, the long line of buildings which surrounded
Central Park lighting the sky. There was only the fireplace, and a
small light on in the room, but it was more than enough to see by.
I wondered if somewhere someone in one of those buildings had a
telescope or something and might be watching!

It was pretty unlikely, but it still added a
tinge of heat to the moment as I took him into my mouth again and
began to bob up and down. I slid forward, heart pounding, bracing
myself, and took the head down my throat, feeling that wild mix of
heat, uncertainty, pain (my throat ached) and then exultation as my
lips slid all the way to the bottom and I took him entirely
inside.

I wasn't surprised when his hand pressed in
firmly against the back of my head, when he pulled sharply on the
belt to make doubly sure I couldn't pull back. I stared up at him
and he stared down as my head pounded and my chest began to burn,
and then he released me and I slid back off him, gasping for
breath, a bit dazed.

He was making it clear that my breathing was
only if he wished it. That was darkly thrilling and anxiety
producing all at once.

He jerked forward on my hair, then, and I
almost fell on my face, but with his hand on my hair my head was
pulled sharply back. I landed with a 'whoof' on the soft carpet,
then gasped as I felt his hands on my legs and felt my body flipped
over as if I weighed nothing.

He was kneeling there, and spread my legs
achingly wide, then dropped down atop me. His mouth found my
breasts, sucking and licking at my nipples as his fingers kneaded
the thrumming, overheated flesh. Then he licked his way
downward.

His hands stayed on my breasts, kneading them
sometimes gently, sometimes roughly, as he found my sex. His arms
were long enough to press down on my thighs to force my legs wide
while still clutching my breasts.

His tongue traced the line of my sex with
growing pressure, then sank into it, and slid across my clitoris. I
moaned, my hips rolling upward, and he licked again, and again,
giving me a series of very hard, fast licks before easing back, his
tongue circling my buzzing clitoris, then his lips taking over,
folding around it, sucking rhythmically.

I shuddered, my hips rolling up against him
with increasing passion and heat as my breathing grew more and more
ragged. I was laying helpless on my bound arms, and that too made
this seem wildly kinky and deliciously exciting!

I cried out as he abruptly sat up and back,
gripped my thighs, and flipped me roughly onto my belly again.

Crack! He slapped my bottom sharply! I
felt his big hands on my hips, jerking them up! He slapped my
bottom again, then let his hands slide up and down my hips and down
along my waist as he ground himself into me from behind.

I moaned as I felt his cock rub up and down
against me. It pushed into the mouth of my sex, spreading me wide,
then pulled out again to rub back and forth across my clitoris.
Then it pushed into me again, just the head, pulled out, and rubbed
against my sex again.

“Do you want me inside, you slave girl?” he
growled.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom!

“Yes, sir,” he corrected.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped, as he rubbed himself
back and forth across my clitoris again.

“Beg for it, then.”

I moaned, my mind a hot, thrumming haze of
excitement, the sexual pressure so intense I was trembling with the
heat!

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Sir,” he growled.

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

I felt him penetrating me again, sliding into
the mouth of my sex, pushing a little deeper. Then he pulled back
again, and I moaned.

“Beg again, slave.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I gasped.

I felt a tug on the belt, felt it tighten
around my throat, and gasped as it forced my head up and back.

Crack! He slapped my butt
stingingly.

“Beg, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” I croaked dazedly.

I was awash in heat, passion, a crackling
sense of sexual electricity filling my body as if ready to
explode!

I moaned as he pushed into me again, then
moved deeper – then deep! I cried out in pleasure and heat as he
drove himself fully into me, cried out in wild, exultant sexual
delight as the nose of his cock stretched me out, pushing hard,
achingly hard against the back wall of my sex!

He started stroking almost at once.

Crack!

“Naughty little girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Nasty little girl”

Crack!

“Filthy little girl.”

Crack!

I cried out as his hand gave a final slap,
then slid forward to roughly cup my breast. His hips thrust harder,
grinding against me at the end of every hard, deep, fast thrust,
and I came, crying out wildly! He jerked on the belt and it
tightened hard around my throat as I gurgled in breathless heat, my
head feeling ready to explode from the increased pressure within it
as the orgasm tore apart my mind!

All the while his hips slapped hard against
my buttocks as he pounded himself into me, as his big cock punched
repeatedly against the back wall of my pussy, as his fingers dug
deep into my burning, aching breast! The orgasm seemed to go on and
on, and I thought I might actually black out, from either the
intensity of the sensations or lack of oxygen!

But then I slumped, literally drooling as he
released the pressure from the belt. I moaned, and my eyes felt
glassy as the world swirled around me. I grunted as he flipped me
onto my back again, or onto my bound arms, really. Then his mouth
was between my legs once more.

I gasped dazedly, wriggling, writhing on the
floor, but his big arms forced my legs down hard as his tongue
lapped up and down my sex, then thrust into it. I wanted to push
him back, for my clitoris felt horribly sensitive just then, in the
aftermath of the climax, but of course, my arms were still beneath
me.

He ignored my moaned, gasping complaints, his
tongue lapping at me, thrusting deep inside me. His fingers
replaced it, driving much deeper as he began to suck on my
clitoris.

As I have said, I wasn't exactly a virgin.
But I'd never had a guy persist like this right after my orgasm.
The sensations were uncomfortably powerful and not pleasant at
all!

At first.

That changed very rapidly, startlingly
quickly, and all of a sudden my lower body was catching fire again
even while my head was still trying to come out of the dazed, lazy
afterglow of the climax. Then the heat spread up my body and I was
moaning and grinding my hips up again!

He climbed up my body, kissing my belly, my
chest, licking along my ribs, then sucking and chewing on my
breasts, on my nipples. Then he was above me and I felt his cock
pushing into the overheated wet depths of my sex.

I moaned helplessly as he filled me again,
his heavy body crushing my thighs to the sides, even as he propped
his upper body on his elbows. I shuddered as he began to roll and
grind his hips, his cock impaling me as his mouth found my throat,
then my own lips, his hands sliding through my hair.

He started thrusting, then, his hips moving
smoothly, in long, slow strokes. Every third one he paused,
grinding himself against me, rolling his hips against my thighs
while his tongue invaded my mouth and swirled and stroked against
my own.

For what felt like a long, long minute, his
lips were melded to mine, and his hips moved up and down and from
side to side as he crushed me beneath him. Then he raised himself
up and back, reaching back for my legs. I grunted as he pulled them
up, lifting them and then shoving them back against my body.

He spread them apart as he leaned forward
again, letting them fall onto his shoulders as he started to thrust
harder against me, letting his weight force himself down, force my
legs back further and further until he was able to kiss me again,
with me folded in two beneath him!

Now he began to thrust harder, his hips
slamming down against my upturned buttocks with hard, bruising
strokes that made me grunt again and again as his big cock pummeled
me from the inside!

I simply couldn't take that for long given
the state of my mind and body, and I came again, trembling and
jerking and crying out in wildfire pleasure as the orgasm spilled
through my nervous system! My muscles were spasming violently as
the fiery energy of the orgasm tore through my body and mind, and
my insides felt as though they were churning into a bubbling stew
of lava!

It was a wild, intense and extended orgasm,
and left me dazed and drained even as he continued to thrust into
me. I moaned dazedly as he eased his chest up and back, his hands
gripping my ankles and forcing them back down over my shoulders as
his hips thrust down even harder, shaking my entire body with the
force of the blows.

And then he collapsed atop me with a groan
and a gasp, breathing heavily as he began to shrink inside.

“Such a naughty girl,” he said, panting.

I was, but didn't care.
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He suggested I spend the night, but I was
definitely not going home in the morning in an evening dress, and
besides, I needed time to get my head straight and take in all that
had happened. The sex had been astonishing for its passion and heat
and pleasure! It was the most incredible sex I'd ever had in my
life!

But it still made me blush a little, made me
a little uncomfortable that I'd let him do whatever he wanted to
me, that I'd actually begged him and called him 'sir'. I mean, I
was a post-feminist woman in America, raised to take equality as a
matter of course. I had never before let a man use me as his sex
toy!

Of course, it had been incredibly, wickedly
thrilling being his sex toy, his 'sex slave'!

And I was sore in a lot of places, not the
least of which was inside me from the hard sex. My throat was a bit
sore, too. My breasts had bite marks on them! My nipples ached!
Holy Jeez! I had really been fucked good!

I wasn't even sure I wanted to tell Emily all
about it. I mean, yes she confessed all the nasty things she did,
but I had never been quite that open in return. I was a generally
more reserved person than her.

I could tell her about the spanking maybe, I
thought, and the tying up, but not about him making me beg him to
fuck me. Although if I just said I was going along with him it
wouldn't be so bad. What I really didn't want to admit was that I
was so out of my mind hot and aroused that I would have begged
anything to get him to fuck me!

I insisted on taking a cab home, and he
insisted on paying for it

“Slut!” I said when I looked at myself in my
bathroom mirror.

But I didn't say it with any determination. I
mean, it had been a strange, kinky, but exhilarating evening! And
if I thought of it as sport, as fun, as play, then it was just
that. If I tried to put any kind of serious, relationship sort of
label on it then it was a little hard to figure out.

As I said, I was used to being and thinking
of myself as the equal partner in any sort of relationship. That
certainly didn't exist with Victor. There was no equality there,
nor partnership. He was the boss, and I was, well, the slave
girl.

But hey, that was all right. It was only a
quick fling after all. Victor was a bit scary, quite aside from the
dominance bedroom games, for me to consider anything more. Besides,
he was French, and would be going home in a few days.

I turned my back to the mirror, feeling a
little abashed as I remembered him spanking me, slapping me, even
using that... that stick thing on me! God! That was outrageous and
kinky! But there were no marks on my bottom.

Just kinky games, I told myself. Maybe a
little weird, but no big deal to a sophisticated, modern woman.

The thought was less than convincing, though.
The evening had been a bit of a shock and a real eye-opener!

And I didn't have a lot of time to think
about it if I was going to meet Victor again the next morning for
another surprise inspection. I slipped into bed, but sleep eluded
me, my mind replaying the wild events of the evening to the point I
finally had to masturbate to relieve the sexual tension, having
aroused myself through the sharp, clear, breathless memories.

*

I was reasonably determined to keep things
businesslike today, to treat Victor as a client, as opposed to a
lover. I say 'reasonably' because the truth was I was filled with a
certain degree of uncertainty and indecisiveness when it came to
Victor.

He was an overwhelming personality, with a
size and strength to match. And the previous evening's kinky sex
hadn't done anything to give me confidence I could change his mind
about anything he wanted to do – or that I'd be able to even really
voice strong opposition.

We were going to visit a man in Brooklyn this
morning, so Victor had insisted he would pick me up. On the one
hand it made no sense to take a cab into Manhattan only to ride
back with him. On the other hand I was a bit reluctant to give him
my address, and not at all certain I wanted the neighbors seeing
that big limo picking me up.

I'm kind of a private person and I didn't
really want to be interrogated by Mrs. Saltzman on the ground
floor, or the ever-present Mrs. Bernstein, across the street, who
was always at her window. But as I said, Victor pretty much made
decisions and then stuck to them like glue.

I was ready early, which left me lots of time
to fidget and pace and consider what else might happen between
Victor and I today aside from business. I mean, what if he wanted
to go out tonight? I was a bit anxious about the thought but there
was no way I could say no!

I was not surprised that Victor arrived
early. I was surprised that he came upstairs and knocked at
my door!

I scurried across the floor, threw on my
jacket, checked my hair for a moment in the mirror, then put a
professional look on my face and went to answer the door. He was
wearing a kind of brown sport coat, with a black silk T-shirt, and
he hadn't shaved this morning so that he looked rather rough.

“Good morning, Victor,” I said politely,
professionally, and a bit breathlessly.

“Good morning, mademoiselle Caldwell!” he
said with plenty of bonhomie.

Then he took my hand again and brushed the
knuckles against his lips. He held them there, though, as he looked
up at me.

“I trust you slept well?” he asked with a
wink.

I blushed and swallowed.

“Fine,” I gulped.

“You look lovely, of course,” he said. “But
inappropriate to the day.”

“Pardon?” I asked.

“Hardly your fault as I have not given you
details of what sort of place or what sort of people we are to
meet. But in any event, Hugo Boss is not for you,” he said, moving
me back and coming into my apartment.

“It's far too mannish, and though I have no
doubt you could look lovely in a sack it is a waste for you to wear
such a mannish suit.”

“But – !”

He closed the door and looked around with
interest. “Very nice,” he said, wandering through the living
room.

“Uh, thank you,” I said, following helplessly
along in his wake.

He wandered off to the doorway of my bedroom,
then simply walked into it!

“Victor!” I exclaimed indignantly.

He brushed aside my objections and looked
around, nodding his head as if in approval. Then, as if he knew
just where my best outfits were he opened the armoire and examined
the contents with a breathtaking lack of care about whether he was
being intrusive!

He flipped through the dozen or so outfits,
then plucked down a Nanette Lepore blazer and skirt set.

“Yes, I think this would be better,” he
said.

“Victor!” I said. “I'm dressed fine! This is
very... professional!”

“It is,” he agreed. “But this will be much
more useful.”

“Useful!?”

He took my arm and turned me around, then his
hands slipped around me, gripped the lapels and pulled my blazer
back over my shoulders.

“Victor!”

“Now, now, my dear, what is that lovely
American expression you people have? The customer is always
correct, yes?”

“The customer doesn't get to dress me!” I
protested.

He had already spun me around again and was
unbuttoning my blouse!

“I know what I'm doing, my lovely,” he said.
“We will be meeting today with a Mister George Foster, a Black man
who is beguiled and enthralled with long-legged girls.”

I had gripped his big wrists, but he had gone
on deftly undoing the buttons of my blouse, and now tugged it it up
and then undid my trousers!

“What does that have to do with me!?” I asked
desperately.

“You are going to assist me by distracting
him.”

“What!?”

He tugged my trousers down, turned me again
and slapped me on the bare ass!

“Ow! Victor!”

“Get dressed, mademoiselle, we don't want to
be late!”

The outfit was one I'd never actually worn.
It was for more trendy clients, younger clients, and for going to
places like galleries. The blazer was of a knit blend, and more
feminine than the Hugo Boss, shorter and without the shoulder pads,
for example. The wraparound skirt was light and flouncy, and quite
short, though sufficiently modest to be considered professional, of
course.

I was already half naked so despite
protesting I pulled on the silk tank which went with the outfit,
then slid off the trousers and put on the skirt. Of course, I had
to change my shoes now, and found the suede booties with the
stiletto heels which went with the short skirt

I was... flustered, would be an apt
description, while Victor simply bulled ahead as if he owned me.
Though to his credit he didn't make any effort to grope me, nor did
he leer at me in my black bra and thong. He seemed rushed. As soon
as I had the booties on he took my hand and jerked me out of the
room so that I almost fell.

We headed to the door, and only once we
reached it did he stop, turn, grab me and shove me up hard against
the back of the door. Then he kissed me. Hard! His big chest
pressed firmly against my breasts as his lips crushed mine, and his
hands slid down behind me to cup my buttocks through the dress as
his tongue invaded my mouth!

I was startled and off kilter, and by the
time I steadied myself to kiss back he pulled away, jerking me away
from the door so I once again almost fell.

“We must hurry,” he said, pulling me after
him into the hall.

He rushed me down the stairs and into the
car, threatening to carry me if I didn't hurry. It wasn't the limo
from last night, however, and the driver was gone. Instead Victor
was driving a silver Mercedes sedan.

“Where exactly are we going?” I demanded
crossly.

“A tire factory.”

“And what did they do that you don't like,
sell you square tires?” I asked.

He turned his head towards me with a mild
look on his face. “You are being impertinent, Nicole,” he said.
“Impertinent girls tempt a man to put them across his knee and
teach them proper manners.”

I gulped, feeling indignant even while a rush
of heat flooded my lower body!

“Mister Foster is not currently a supplier
but would like to be,” he said. “His company makes tires. I have a
need of specialty tires and could perhaps work with him, if the
prices is right.”

“So what does my skirt have to do with that?”
I asked.

“Ahh, Black men in America have a helpless
attraction to White women, and Mister Foster in particular loves
long legged white girls. I want him distracted.”

“I – you can't – my job is not – .”

“Oh phht,” he said, waving off my sputtering
indignation. “You are paid to assist me. This will assist me.”

“I'm paid to translate for you!” I
exclaimed.

“Besides, you have lovely legs. I like to see
them,” he said.

I felt another rush of heat and a fluttering
in my belly, and that rush got much worse when his big hand
suddenly dropped onto my bare leg and began to caress my inner
thigh!

“Victor!” I protested, gripping his
wrist.

“What?” he asked in amusement. “You have no
secrets from me, slave girl.”

I blushed at the reference, but though I
continued to grip his wrist, well, I didn't put much effort into
it. At least, not until his hand slid up under the skirt! Then I
gasped and tightened my grip, but that didn't do a thing to hinder
his movement.

“Victor!

“Your skin is delectable,” he said. “I think
I am going to get aroused simply from the tactile feel of your soft
flesh against my fingers.”

I gulped, my chest tightening even as his
fingers slid calmly up and down along my inner thigh. They slid
higher, then, and I gave a gasp as I felt the backs of his fingers
rubbing against my crotch through my panties.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

“But – !”

“Do it,” he said, his voice soft, but deep
and solid as a mountain.

I gulped and jerked my legs apart, the flush
spreading down from my face to my chest as his fingers stroked
against the soft silk. Then they curled slowly around the crotch,
tugging it aside to bare my sex! I stared out the window, my mind
spinning.

“Y-You're driving!” I said in a strangled
voice.

“I am an excellent driver,” he said calmly,
his fingers brushing across my clitoris. “Slump down a little.”

“No!”

He chuckled low in his throat, then jerked
sharply on the crotch of my panties. I gasped as they pull forced
my hips forward on the seat. Then they began to stroke back and
forth against my clitoris as I held his wrist with breathless,
anxious tension and felt the heat flood up through my body!

The car pulled over next to a chain link
fence half covered in weeds, and Victor put it into park, then
turned fully towards me. I yelped as he jerked my left leg sharply
towards him, then lifted it up. Suddenly I was sitting sideways on
my seat, my right leg on the floor as my upper body fell back
against the door!

“Victor!” I cried! “Are you crazy!”

“You drive me crazy,” he said, falling
forward and jamming his face between my legs.

I was overwhelmed, shocked, helpless, and
filled with a dark sense of thrilling heat even as he tore my
panties off, literally tore them off, then buried his head between
my legs!

“Fuck!” I cried.

“Not yet,” he said, his tongue working
eagerly at my clitoris.

I clutched at the seat back, and the door
handle, my eyes barely able to see over the door, checking wildly
to see if anyone was nearby.

I felt Victor's thumbs spreading the lips of
my sex apart, then his tongue driving into me as I yelped and
moaned and my right leg jerked on the floor.

“You are insane!” I cried.

But the heat was rising rapidly within me,
and when he started sucking at my clitoris I shuddered, my hips
bucking against him as his fingers slid into me and began to pump
in and out.

Victor's hands slid up my body, up under the
silk tank top, then around my back, nimbly undoing my bra so that
it loosened against my breasts. Then his hands slid back, lifting
the tank up over my breasts as he drew his head up from between my
legs.

He pushed my blazer over my shoulders, then
lifted the tank up over my head and shoved it down my arms in one
smooth, very, very firm motion that startled me so much I didn't
have time to resist!

Then my bra was off and he was sucking and
chewing on my nipples! Right there in the fucking car! Granted, the
windows were tinted and we were in kind of an industrial area with
no pedestrian traffic, but Jesus Christ!

He slid back down between my legs, pushing my
skirt out of his way and sliding his tongue up and down my sex once
again as his hands rose to cup and knead my breasts.

I moaned, back arching as the sexual tension
built up so very quickly inside me, my breath becoming ragged as
Victor's tongue and fingers drove me into higher and higher realms
of pleasure and passion.

And then... stopped. Cold.

He released me and sat up, then put the car
in drive and pulled back into the road.

I stared up at him, chest heaving, totally
confused as he drove another half block up, then turned and drove
through an open gate and into an unpaved parking lot.

“We're here,” he said.

I still gaped at him, then started to sit up
as he parked.

“Wh-what – ?!”

He pulled my tank up and then put it over my
head as I sat up. I jerked it down immediately, anxious for the
cover, but then he turned and got out of the car. I stared at him,
then bent over and grabbed my panties. The string was torn! I
turned and grabbed for my bra, my head jerking from side to side,
and finally spotted it in the back on the floor.

Then the door opened and Victor pulled me
out.

“Victor!” I protested.

“We don't want to be late,” he said, hauling
me away from the car.

“You are out of your mind!” I said
accusingly.

“Not at all,” he said, taking my hand. “I
wanted you looking like the sexual goddess you are, and now you
do.”

I gaped at him as he pulled me towards a
nondescript door.

“I'm not wearing a bra! Or panties!”

“Excellent.”

“At least let me get my blazer!”

“It's not cold inside.”

“But – .”

“I will let you climax later, but only with
my permission,” he said sternly. “For now, just act sexy in front
of Monsieur Foster.”

“You... sexist... pig!” I blurted.

“Do you want me to spank you in front of
him?” he asked with a smile.

“You wouldn't dare!”

“Is that a challenge?”

“No!”

“Then behave.”

He opened the door and, still holding my
hand, pulled me inside.

“Tuck in your shirt, my dear!” he said.

Arrogant bastard!

But I did it, too flustered to think
straight! Of course, tucking it in only served to tighten it across
my breasts, and my nipples were still rock hard! It was starting to
dawn on me that the whole thing in the car was designed to get me
out of my underwear! I felt a sense of outrage mixed with a
helpless dark heat.

I mean, God, the gall of the man! The balls
of him to do something like that! I wasn't his little sex toy or
porn model! I had a strong urge to just turn and walk out of
there!

We were in a narrow, poorly lit hall with
yellowing linoleum tiles underfoot. There was a counter in front of
us, but Victor ignored it and led me along the hall, then over to a
small, very messy office where a large Black man sat behind a cheap
wooden desk.

He didn't look like the kind of guy who owned
a factory. He looked like an aging football player, his chest
bulging through a tank top, eyes glaring at us as Victor began to
speak.

He frowned at Victor, who stared at me, then
slapped my butt and made me gasp and jump.

“Translate,” he barked.

Shit! Blushing, I translated his greetings to
Mister Foster, identifying him and his company.

Foster rose as Victor led us around the desk
to him and they shook hands.

“This is my girl, Nicole,” he said,
identifying me.

I gulped “I am Monsieur Sebastien's
translator, Nicole,” I said.

“She has excellent legs, does she not?”

I jerked. “She is an excellent translator,” I
said, looking reproachfully at Victor.

“Pleased to meet you,” Foster said, sitting
down again.

We were standing in a narrow space between
the desk and the wall behind him as Foster sat back in his chair,
and Victor showed no sign of wanting us to move away as Foster's
eyes skimmed up and down my body.

Foster was surprisingly young, younger than
Victor, in fact, probably in his late twenties. And I doubted he
had a lot of trouble getting girls.

“You received the list of requirements?”

“Yes, I don't think we'll have much trouble.
All I need to do is buy a machine to do the inner lining for the
tires and another to pump the foam in so they can be re-inflated.
It'll cost me about a hundred thousand dollars which I'll need a
bank loan for, but with a signed contract I can manage it. Have a
seat.”

There was a wooden seat behind Victor, with
some binders on it. He lifted them off and stuck them on top of
another pile on a second chair, then turned to me and I let out a
yelp of surprise as he effortlessly lifted me up and sat me on the
edge of the desk.

“I cannot sit while a lady stands,” he said
with a guileless smile.

Then he sat down, leaving me seated on the
edge of the desk, quickly crossing my legs and glaring at him.

Of course that left my legs at eye level for
both of them, one man on each side. And I really had nothing I
could do without causing a scene. So I sat there, legs tightly
closed, and continued to translate as the two men chatted and idly
enjoyed the view of my legs.

It was a very... unnerving feeling, at least
at first. I mean, I didn't really mind Victor looking at my legs,
but I didn't even know this Foster guy. He was a handsome man,
though, for a Black guy, and as my self-consciousness faded I
started to feel a strange dark heat from the way they were both
looking at me as they spoke.

It was a small room, after all, and they were
big men, and I was kind of hemmed in there. Besides, it had only
been a couple of minutes since Victor had had me on the edge of a
climax!

Foster's eyes didn't stare at my legs, but
they did flick to them now and then, and then up at me as I spoke,
not forgetting to slide across my tank top on their way back
down.

My nipples, I was sure, though I didn't dare
look, were still hard!

“The grip of these tires must be firm on the
road, yet as soft as Miss Caldwell's lips when they wrap themselves
around a man,” Victor said, startling me and making me blush again
as Foster looked at me to translate.

“T-The tires must have excellent traction,” I
said, giving Victor another reproachful look.

“They will. Count on it,” Foster said.
“Though if they go flat and refill with the foam the pressure won't
be as high so the tires will be softer.”

I translated that into French and Victor
nodded.

“Yes, that is unavoidable and acceptable. The
tires cannot always be as firm as this lovely girl's breasts.”

I flushed again and felt another little glow
of heat. It was so outrageous for him to talk like that about me in
front of Foster! But Foster couldn't understand, which made it... I
don't know, kind of deliciously wicked but safe.

“Monsieur Sebastien says this is unavoidable
and acceptable. He knows there will be some loss of air before the
tire seals.”

I caught Foster's eyes looking at my ankles,
then following them slowly and appreciatively up to my knees, then
curving up over them and along my thighs until they met the hem of
my skirt. They slid up after that, smiling.

I felt a faint sense of guilt, like I was
being a cock-tease, like I was showing off my legs, even though it
was hardly my idea. But I also felt a glow of heat at the
appreciation in his eyes. And my lower belly was thrumming as I
imagined what Foster was thinking, and what Victor would do when we
left.

They began to dicker about prices, then,
which shifted up and down depending on how many tires Victor would
buy. That was a bit tedious, but they got closer and closer
together, until Victor said.

“Five hundred, and I will throw in the lovely
Nicole.”

“Done,” Foster said before I could
translate.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I had glared at Victor when Foster spoke, and
I turned to him in surprise to see him grinning at me and then at
Victor.”

“I had a housekeeper from Guyana when I was a
boy. I speak French,” he said in heavily accented but
understandable French.

He rose on my left and Victor rose on my
right as I blushed to think he had understood those little
smart-assed comments about me.

“Ah, perhaps I misspoke,” Victor said.

“I had heard, Mister Sebastien, that you
always honored a deal, and insisted the other party did too,”
Foster said with a grin.

“But Miss Caldwell is merely a hired
translator,” Victor said apologetically.

“I doubt that,” Foster said, eyes looking at
me with sufficient heat to cause a wild rush of alarm,
embarrassment and, yes, damn it, a sudden rush of heat.

“It is true,” Sebastien said, letting the
tips of his fingers glide lightly up and down my right leg, “that
she and I have had dinner, and perhaps, some degree of intimacy,
but I can not commit her into a bargain.”

“No?” Foster said.

I gasped as the tips of his fingers lighted
on my left leg and glided lightly along it.

“From what I've heard of you, Mister
Sebastien, you tend to get pretty much whatever you want out of
your women.”

I felt a glittering, sharp-edged sense of
sexual tension which made my chest tighten and robbed me of
breath.

“Oh, that's an exaggeration,” Victor said,
his fingers tracing my leg where it sat against the hem.

“I've heard otherwise,” Foster said, his
fingers similarly stroking my leg right against my skirt.

“In fact, I've heard that women will do
anything you want of them.”

“Were such gossip only true,” Victor said
sadly.

“And you especially are fond of girls with
long hair,” Foster said.

His right hand slid up through my hair on the
left, very lightly, combing through it as I sat, frozen, heart
pounding.

“Aren't all men?” Victor asked, his left hand
sliding up through my hair on my right.

My head was jerking back and forth between
them as I felt my pulse pounding in my ears. I had no idea what to
do or say, and was flummoxed by the wild emotions whipping through
my mind! A part of me wanted to just get up and run off, of course.
Another part was angry, indignant, outraged.

And of course, there was that helpless,
squirming sense of heat and passion which said 'just go for it!'
which I knew I should lock in a box and stomp on! People didn't do
stuff like that! Not ever! That wasn't the sort of thing even …
okay, well, maybe Emily would, but not the kind of thing decent
girls did!

Wariness, anxiety, embarrassment, fear and
uncertainty swept through me along with a sense of being
overwhelmed by the two big men, even though they were only gently
sliding their fingers through my hair and letting the tips of their
fingers caress my thighs.

But there was a shocking sense of
possibilities, of what they wanted, of what could happen if I let
it, even though, of course, there was no way in hell I was going to
let it! Or at least, I shouldn't let it! I had to just push them
back and say “that's it!” and I kept intending to say just that, to
say “that's it!” and get down and push past Victor and go out to
the car!

Any second now! I was going to!

“Her hair is like silk,” Foster said as if
reluctant to admit it.

“Hey!” I finally said in a strangled voice,
my hands rising to hesitantly push their hands back from my
hair.

But while Foster let me push his hand away
Sebastien simply shifted his up and gripped my hair tightly, then
jerked my head up and back.

“He's right. Your hair is like silk,” he
said. “I've said as much myself.”

And then he leaned in, his mouth on the nape
of my neck!

“V-Victor!” I gasped.

An instant later I jerked as his hand slid up
beneath the short skirt and his fingers immediately rubbing up and
down the line of my sex and across my clitoris!

Foster's head moved in from my left side,
filling my peripheral vision, and then I felt him inhale as he slid
his lips along the other side of my throat.

“She smells like roses,” he sighed.

I felt a hand on my left breast, and gasped
aloud, my hand jerking down to push at a very large wrist.

The hand pushed down and away, then slid in
beneath my silk tank top and pushed up firmly to cup my bare breast
and squeeze it! I felt heat oozing into my chest and my nipple
burned hotly as a large finger rose to flick across it!

“W-Wait!” I cried.

“Ah, my sweet, but the moment is here,”
Victor said in French.

His hand tugged a little more on my hair,
forcing my head further back, making my back arch and causing me to
kind of roll back onto my tail. My legs almost instinctively opened
to help balance my body, and his fingers, which had been tracing up
and down across my pussy slid into me, found me wet, and slid
deeper!

“Oh! Wait! Fuck! Don't!” I gasped helplessly
as Foster bit into the soft flesh on my left side of my neck while
Victor nibbled and sucked on my right earlobe!

I squealed as someone – Foster it must have
been, since I knew where both Victor's hands were – undid the clasp
at the side of the wraparound skirt and swept it aside. I felt a
wild rush of embarrassment, shock and heat at being naked below the
waist!

“So that's what you're doing under there,” he
said to Victor.

“She is even softer on the inside,” Victor
said.

I felt another hand, Foster's now, sliding up
and down the inside of my left thigh, and not incidentally,
spreading my leg further to the side. Victor was already inside my
right leg, and as I felt Foster sliding his fingers through my
hair, Victor slid downward, his hands now on my thighs, jerking
them apart as his tongue slid slowly up and down across the swollen
lips of my sex!

I cried out, reaching for his head to push
him back, and Foster jerked back on my hair, instinctively causing
my hands to jerk up and back and grasp his wrist. He chuckled
throatily, and I felt him quickly tugging up the thin silk tank,
drawing it up over my breasts and head, then down around my
wrists!

Another shock swept through my mind at now
being effectively naked in front of the two of them, in front of
Foster in particular!

He leaned forward, then, and closed his mouth
around the center of my left breast, his breath hot on my throbbing
flesh, his tongue smothering my nipple and swirling around it as he
chewed and sucked hungrily!

It had all happened too fast! I was
overwhelmed and my head was still spinning and sputtering! A strong
part of me wanted to put a stop to this but my mind couldn't seem
to function well enough through the storm of emotions to take any
kind of decisive action!

Meanwhile Victor's tongue was sweeping up and
down across my clitoris, and now he started moving his head, his
tongue pressed back against his lower lip so that it could lick
much more strongly. His fingers had pushed up inside me and found
my G-spot and were stroking steadily across it as he made my lower
body burn with an ever more intense fire!

“Fucking beautiful tits,” Foster growled
around my breast as he sucked and chewed.

“Beautiful everything,” Victor said.

My hips bucked helplessly and I shuddered, a
crackling sexual electricity setting my muscles spasming as my body
began to tremble with the pressure within!

Victor popped up before me suddenly, and his
hand replaced Foster's, gripping my wrists, pinning them together
in my hair, and holding my head back.

“Do it,” he growled.

Foster shifted his body quickly so he was
between my legs, and heat and emotions flooded my mind as he undid
his belt and dropped his pants. He was big and hard and long and I
had only a single long, shocked look at him before Victor jerked my
head back again, his other hand kneading my breast.

I felt Foster's big cock pressing against my
sopping, swollen, overheated opening, and whimpered helplessly as
he pushed forward, forcing the lips of my sex in and back, then
spreading them, wider, wider, wider still, spreading them so they
ached as Victor forced me to rock back further on my tailbone!

“Do her hard!” Victor growled.

I cried out as I felt Foster's cock force its
way through, filling the mouth of my sex, stretching me apart wider
than I think I'd ever been before, then pushing deeper into my
tight sheath! I could feel the walls of my sex stretched wide
around him as he slid into me, and somehow the deep ache I felt
turned into a wall of heat that fed the flames consuming my
mind!

I cried out as the head of his cock met the
back wall of my sex, and still forced itself forward. It – hurt! I
squirmed and gasped, and he drew back, then thrust forward, and I
cried out again. It hurt! But God, the raw, wild, animal heat
building inside me didn't care!

“Ungh!” I cried as he drew back and thrust
forward, battering himself against me.

“Oh!” I cried as he did it again!

“She's fucking tight!” he growled, his voice
full of passion.

“Tear her open!”

“Ungh!” I cried as he battered himself into
me!

He started pumping, now, hard and fast, his
hands on my thighs, his hips driving into me with hard, fast
strokes! I felt a sweltering heat overwhelming my mind, and my body
began to shake and tremble as that big cock drove into me with
growing power!

The orgasm exploded within me, and I jerked
sharply, then began to cry out just as Victor's hand closed around
my throat! The orgasm redoubled and I shook violently, thrashing
and twisting and screaming in my mind as Foster rammed his black
cock deep into my belly and Victor held me tightly, fire in his
eyes, as if what he was watching was almost too much for him to
keep control of himself!

“Put her back!” he snarled, shifting around to the other side of
the desk, and dragging me back by the hair.

I cried out as he released my throat,
light-headed, dazed, my mind blasted by the massive power of the
orgasm which had just torn through me. I sucked in air as the two
big men dragged me forward and my head hung over the opposite side
of the desk.

Victor's hands were fumbling at his trousers,
and now jerked them down, his cock springing out angry and purplish
with hunger and need. I felt my thighs lifted up and spread as
Foster leaned in and began to thrust even harder, and then Victor's
cock found my open mouth and rammed forward!

His hands came down on my arms, pinning them
to the desk on either side of my writhing body as his cock drove
straight down my throat! I heard him cursing, heard Foster cursing,
then the pounding in my head overwhelmed the sound as Victor
started thrusting in and out, using my throat as roughly as Foster
was using my pussy!

My hips bucked up wildly, twisting and
jerking, and another orgasm lashed my senses as my stunned mind
buckled under the force of sensations and emotions! With the way
Foster was gripping and jerking on my thighs, my lower body was
actually leaving the desk to writhe in mid-air as he pounded into
me!

Victor pulled his slick cock out of my throat
and mouth. I was dazed and light-headed then. I gasped, and gulped
in air, chest heaving, moaning as he bent to suck and chew at my
breasts and bite at my nipples.

Then I squealed with what air I had in me as
the world spun, and I found myself on my belly!

Crack!

I cried out at the sharp slap to my ass, then
whimpered at the wall of heat which struck me as I felt Foster's
cock against my opening again, then gurgled helplessly as he drove
himself in deep and hard.

Victor gripped my hair and fed his cock
through my open mouth, and I felt Foster gripping my wrists and
drawing them up and back behind my back, positioning them, hands to
elbows, and locking them there in one hand, all while he thrust
harder and harder!

Victor had both hands in my hair, spreading
it out to thick chunks on both sides of my head as he... fucked my
face. There was no other way to describe what he was doing!
Foster's hips slapped my buttocks again and again, hammering into
them with bruising force as he jammed his thick black cock deep
into my belly!

I had thought Victor was big, but Foster was
bigger still, an longer, and I ached as he used the back wall of my
sex as a punching bag! But he managed to cram every inch inside me
so that his hips could hammer against my buttocks!

Then his hard, fast strokes slowed
dramatically. They became hard, furious single strokes, each of
which ended with him sheathed within me and gasping in pleasure as
he ground his hips against my buttocks.

Again and again he speared himself into me,
groaning as he spent himself. Victor was not far behind, thank God,
spilling himself deep in my throat and shuddering as he drew back,
allowing me to breath.

I lay across the desk, belly down, dazed,
eyes glazed, the breath rattling through my aching throat as I
panted and moaned.

It was a minute or so before I felt hands on
my arms, gathering my wrists back together behind me again, then
the tape, masking tape, perhaps, going around them. I didn't care.
My head was still fuzzy and the emotional and physical overload had
left me shell-shocked.

I did care when another piece of tape went
across my mouth, for then I had to breath through my nose, but I
only moaned, eyes fluttering, then gasped as Foster's strong hands
gripped my thighs and jerked them up and around, rolling me onto my
back and dragging me towards his side of the desk until my buttocks
were right on the edge.

My eyes rolled across the ceiling, then up at
Foster's face as he looked down at my body. He pulled in his office
chair and sat down, hands spreading my thighs wider.

My eyes rolled across the room but I didn't
see Victor, and felt a breathless shock, wondering if he'd simply
left me here with this man, traded me for a deal on tires!

Meanwhile Foster was leaning in and his
tongue was coasting up and down along my swollen lips. I groaned as
he forced my leg wider, the tendons in my inner thighs stretching
and stinging. Then his tongue pushed impossibly deep inside me,
twisting and caressing as his nose pressed down against my
clitoris.

I was starting to regain some equilibrium,
starting to function again, but I found myself laying atop my
trapped arms and effectively gagged, with Foster's steel hard
fingers forcing my thighs down to either side. There was nothing I
could do about it even if I wanted to, and my mind still had no
idea what orders it ought to be giving my body!

Where the hell was Victor!?

Foster slid his mouth upward, and caught my
aching, over sensitive clitoris between his lips, and his lips
started rubbing and massaging it as he sucked. At first it did
nothing, but very quickly I was astonished to feel a resurgent
sense of heat and passion after such a cataclysmic orgasm!

Oh my God! I didn't even know this man! I was
laying tied up on his desk naked while he ate me out and I had
barely met him! What was I doing!? What was going on!? What was
happening!? This was so wrong!

But while my mind squirmed with guilt, shame,
and discomfort, my body began to thrum like a tuning fork as the
sexual energy grew. I felt a sense of utter helplessness, like a
small, rudderless boat tossed and turned on a raging, storm-tossed
sea. And as had happened in Victor's hotel room, something inside
me just let go, and I – coasted, floated.

I whimpered and moaned as his fingers pushed
into me, deep inside me, my hips grinding against his tongue as he
brought it into play and started lapping at my clitoris. The energy
seemed to pulsate within me, my hips jerking and spasming more and
more desperately as he licked and sucked.

He stood up, then, and his hands slid up my
ribs and gripped me under the arms, raising me up to a seated
position on the edge of the desk, then as his big, dark eyes met
mine, pulled me forward off the desk. My legs were rubbery as he
pushed me down onto my knees.

My eyes flitted around the room even as I
sank down. No Victor! God!

Foster rubbed his semi-hard cock back and
forth across my face as I rolled my eyes up at him, then peeled
back the tape.

I gasped as he seized my hair harshly, then
ground my face in against his groin.

“You ever sucked a Black cock, baby?” he
growled.

I blinked dazedly, then tried to shake my
head, but he jerked sharply on my hair and I gasped in pain.

“Have you?”

“N-No!” I moaned.

“No, sir,” he growled. “Let me hear you say
it!”

“No, sir!” I gasped.

He tightened his grip on my hair and then
gripped the head of his cock, lifting it and pressing it back
against his belly as he pulled me forward.

“Lick!” he ordered harshly.

Feeling a jolt of anxiety and even fear I
obeyed, licking up along his cock as if it were an ice cream cone.
He wanted long, slowly licks.

“Look at me!” he barked.

I jerked my eyes up to meet his dark eyes as
I licked, something inside me quivering and twisting in a strange,
dark, fascinated heat.

“Lick, bitch. Lick me good!”

I licked up from his balls to his head, again
and again, then sucked on his balls, drawing them into my mouth as
he hardened. He had me mouth his shaft sideways, my lips caressing
it as I sucked and licked. And then I stretched my lips wide as he
pushed into me. God, he was big!

I moaned around it as it slid across my
tongue, scraping through my lips and across the roof of my mouth,
pushing deeper as he pulled on my hair. I felt a sudden sense of
panic that something as thick as this couldn't possibly get into my
throat.

Foster showed me otherwise.

I gurgled as he pulled me forward by the
hair, as his cock was forced into my throat and down it. I trembled
and shook, my throat aching as inch after inch of thick, slick
black flesh pushed down inside me until, jerking, trembling, my
face was pressed tightly against his groin.

“She has a talented throat,” I heard Victor
say from somewhere behind me. “But she still has to breath through
it.”

The sound of his voice gave me a tremendous
sense of relief, even though I really didn't know him all that
well. Still, compared to Foster we were life-long friends.

Black dots were dancing before my eyes, in
fact, as Foster held my mouth tightly against him.

“If I let her!” he growled.

I was becoming light-headed again, my head
pounding, uncertain whether he was going to let me breath, but then
he pulled back firmly on my hair and my head slid quickly back and
off the thick plug of black flesh so that I could suck in
desperate, ragged breaths of air.

He dragged me to my feet by the hair, and I
stumbled, but he gripped my arm to hold me up and swung me around,
then shoved me against the wall behind his desk. There was a low
credenza there which was thigh high and served to keep my hips back
a foot or so.

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom.

“Hot little slut,” Foster growled.

Crack!

“Ungh!” I gasped.

I felt his hands jerk back on my hips a
little and spread my legs. Then his hot, slick cock drove between
them and found my sopping opening. He reached around my right hip
and down to grip the head of his cock, guiding himself up into me,
and I shuddered as the force of the pressure threatened to lift me
up onto my toes.

My breasts pillowed out against the wall, my
glassy eyes pressed against the cracked plaster as I felt him
pushing up inside me. His hands were on my hips at first, but then
I felt one seize my now very tangled hair and jerk my head up and
back while the other slid down across my hip and abdomen to finger
my clitoris.

I was slack jawed, gasping, moaning as his
cock pushed up inside me, but soon began to jerk and twitch and
tremble once more as he thrust up into me from behind. The force of
the thrusts striking my buttocks became harsher, and I cried out at
every stroke, the sounds of my cries rising as my mental control
faded under the onslaught of heat and dark passion.

He drew back, all the way out, leaving me
trembling there, gasping for breath, eyes fluttering weakly.

“I don't like white girls,” I heard him say,
“Snotty, stuck up bitches.”

“She is very beautiful,” Victor said
mildly.

“And she knows it,” Foster growled.

He let go of my hair, but I didn't move. My
face and upper body were leaning into the wall, my hips back as I
gulped in air. I don't think I could have stood up without leaning
against the wall. I would have fallen.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped.

That wasn't a hand! I twisted my head to the
side, my eyes rolling, and saw Foster held a belt in his hand. He
drew it back and swung it sharply and I cried out again as it cut
across my buttocks.

“Someone I know described her bottom as a
work of art,” Victor said.

Crack!

“Oh!” I cried, breasts grinding against the
plaster.

“She's got a great ass,” Foster said.

Crack!

“Oh!” I cried breathlessly.

“And she knows it.”

Crack!

“She used to be a model,” Victor said.

Crack!

“Figures!”

“P-Please!” I gasped.

I cried out as he jerked back on my hair.

“Please what?” he growled, his face inches
from my throat.

What?! What?! I didn't know what! What did he
mean what!?

He shoved my face into the wall and released
my hair.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out as the belt cut across my
buttocks!

Then he jerked my hips back again and I felt
his cock between my thighs, felt the pressure against the mouth of
my sex, and cried out again as he forced himself into me, then
started thrusting, his hands gripping my hips to jerk them back out
further.

Oh my God, he felt so good inside me!

Any thought of protest died on my lips and I
felt the resurgent heat pouring through me as he thrust hard and
fast. His cock was churning up my belly into a scalding sea of
mush, into a pit of lava swirling and rolling and bubbling
hotly!

My mouth opened and closed, my mind
sputtering, my lips searching for something to say but only able to
gurgle helplessly.

Then he drew back out of me again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt snapped stingingly across my
buttocks and I cried out dazedly. Then he was driving himself up
inside me again! His big cock was tearing me apart inside! And then
the orgasm hit and I screamed wildly, the sound muffled as his hand
slapped across my mouth. He rammed himself into me again and again
as my mind shattered and the world melted down in a sparkling
bright wall of pleasure!

“My turn,” I heard someone say as if from a
great distance.
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My parents lived in an unprepossessing brown
brick building in Jamaica, in Queens. It was ugly and square on the
outside, with a white painted guardrail bordering the stairs up to
the porch. The insides was much warmer, and surprisingly large, and
the dining room was in the rear, which had large bay windows.

Weekend dinner was mandatory, though it could
be adjusted back and forth between Friday and Sunday nights
depending on who had a date or some other event. My mom sold real
estate, and my dad was an electrician.

They were a strange couple in that mom was
religious, quiet, intelligent, and her sentences were very concise
and proper. My dad was smart too since you didn't get to be a
master electrician without being able to handle a lot of math, but
he was a very blue collar New Yorker, harshly judgmental of those
not like him.

If he'd had a clue what I'd gotten up to in
the past couple of days, for example, his head would have exploded.
My mom would have been aghast, of course, as would my sister Sarah
and my brothers Paul and Eddie, but my dad would have had a
stroke.

It wasn't just the kinky bondage stuff, but
that I'd done it with men I hardly knew, and that they'd been a
Frenchman and a Black guy. I'm not sure which would have horrified
him the most, the raw violence of the sex or the ethnicity of the
guys who had fucked me.

Fucked my brains out. Almost literally.
God!

But he'd never have looked at me the same way
again, if in fact, he was willing to look at me again.

There was no way he could know, of course. I
kept telling myself that to offset the nervousness which kept
creeping into my head. I was wearing a long sleeve printed dress,
brownish with red patterns and stitching which was flouncy, with a
short, loose skirt. It was a kind of hippie child dress, which I'd
worn very high black suede boots with.

I had a kind of reputation in my family for
fashion, and though the dress had come from Macy's and not Saks, I
thought I looked cute in it.

Eddie's wife Dawn was there, all blonde and
big breasts, but she was very Catholic so you could hardly see much
shape under her long, loose black skirt and sweater. She had
sniffed in disapproval at my short hem, even though it was far from
a miniskirt, but I had known she would, which was partly why I'd
worn it.

If she'd known what I'd gotten up to the past
two days she'd have called in a priest for an exorcism. I had tried
to imagine her having sex (not with Eddie, but with anyone) and
failed. She was attractive, and I knew she had a great body, but
she was so asexual in her dress and mannerisms!

You couldn't curse around Dawn, not even
'damn', which dad had a lot of trouble with. God knows how Eddie
managed since he'd been a foul mouthed teenager as I remember.

Paul worked for the city, for the traffic
management department, which paid pretty well for a guy his age,
and would pay even better one day. Sarah was a teller in a Bank of
America branch in Ridgewood, not far away. At twenty five she
already had two kids with another on the way.

Her husband was a bank manager (in another
branch) and usually found a way to avoid these dinners, as he had
tonight. He and dad disagreed on almost everything, and if weren't
for the kids dad would have been sure the guy was gay. I liked him,
and envied him his ability.

My dad didn't care that I didn't have a
boyfriend or kids, but mom was always on my ass about it. “You're
so beautiful, Nicole! There's a million guys in this city who would
love to date you!” she said often enough.

“No, there are a million guys in this city
who would love to have sex with me,” I had replied more than
once.

And most of them were losers.

And sure enough, we were barely started on
the roast beef when she brought it up.

“So I heard you had a big date on Thursday,
Nicole?” she said.

I stared at her, startled, guilty, and my
mind trying to work out how she could possibly have known! That
didn't take very long, of course. Emily.

“How did you know?” I asked in
irritation.

“Anne told me.”

“How did she know!?”

“Really, honey, it's not a big mystery. We
were chatting, that was all. Tanya had mentioned it in passing. I
assume she got it from you.”

She knew very well Tanya hadn't gotten it
from me, I was sure, but none of them, well, except Eddie and Paul,
wanted to mention Emily's name. My parents had tried to order me
not to even talk to her in high school, but we'd wound up roommates
in college anyway.

Since Emily was a notorious slut, and also
notorious in being bisexual, my parents were desperately afraid I
was a lesbian, despite no evidence of that. They hadn't actually
come out and asked if Emily had 'seduced' me, but I knew there was
some uncertainty there.

Thankfully, though one of Emily's faults was
a big mouth, she had never mentioned that to anyone, so far as I
knew. But she and Tanya, her cousin, did talk a lot, and Tanya was
also a friend of mine.

“It was a client,” I said. “We went to dinner
at Jean Jacques.”

“That's a very fancy place,” she said.

“Sounds frog,” my father sniffed.

“It's in the Trump Hotel,” I said.

My father loved Donald Trump, God help
us.

“Yeah? Bet that's expensive.”

“It probably was but their menus have no
prices.”

“You can bet it was expensive then,” he said
with an eye roll.

“So tell us about this client,” my mom
said.

I rolled my own eyes and filled my mouth with
roast beef as an excuse.

“Bet it was a Frenchman,” Paul said with a
smirk.

He knew my father's thoughts on
Frenchmen.

“Why would you say that?” My dad
demanded.

“Because her job is translating French,
right, and this was at a hotel, right?”

“I didn't say he was staying there,” I said
halfheartedly.

“Was he?”

I shrugged and nodded.

“And he was French, wasn't he?”

I sighed. “Yes.”

“Just what I need is my daughter dating a
surrender monkey,” my dad muttered in disapproval.

“He's not your normal French guy,” I said
defensively. “He's uh, kind of... rough and tough.”

“What's that mean?” Eddie asked.

“He's a big guy and he was pretty
in-your-face to a couple of big shots at companies we went to see
because he thought they weren't supplying the right components for
his security systems. He almost poked his finger right through one
guy's chest, had him backed right into the wall.

“That doesn't sound very civilized,” Sarah
said, frowning.

“He's civilized. I mean, he likes opera and
ballet, and he's kind of rich, but he runs some sort of
international security outfit, and he doesn't take much crap from
anyone.”

My father grunted, which for him was
approval.

I wasn't sure why I was trying to make Victor
sound good. I was kind of pissed off at him. But then my feelings
about him were really completely unfocused. I was angry at him
leading me into that slutty sex with Foster. On the other hand it
had been just about the most scorching, wicked, wild and incredibly
exciting sexual experience of my life.

A part of me felt a bit of a sense of
betrayal that he'd wanted another man to fuck me, but I knew that
was idiotic. I mean, he'd known me for all of one day. What did I
think, that he had these deep seated emotional ties to me and would
be jealous? I wasn't his girlfriend. I wasn't his anything!

And to be fair, men often had a thing about
watching. Shit, they were all raised on porn videos, so they were
all voyeurs.

And it wasn't like I couldn't have refused.
That was part of the reason I was so irritated. I mean, technically
I could have said no, but he'd pretty much put me into a position
where I couldn't – sort of.

Bastard!

But God, every time I thought back to it I
felt almost giddy! I mean, wow! Holy shit! I could hardly believe
I'd done that! It was so unlike me! Sex with two guys at the same
time!? And neither of whom I'd known for more than a day!?
Unreal!

The bondage stuff was less of a deal than
that. It had felt weird, and kind of wild and squirmy hot, being at
their mercy, and that spanking and strapping stuff, of course, but
it had also felt oddly freeing. I mean, like since I wasn't able to
make the decisions then I could just pretend I had no part in what
happened.

But I knew I did. I could have stopped it. I
hadn't wanted to. Or at least, a big part of me hadn't wanted
to.

“Well, you should see more of him then,” my
mom said.

I've seen every inch of him, some of it
really up close, I thought.

“He's flying back to Paris next week,” I
said. “His company is over there.”

“Maybe you should find some rich American
businessman who needs to have a translator go to Europe with him,”
Sarah suggested.

“Yeah, that would be nice,” I agreed.

*

I was walking briskly towards the subway
station where I intended to take the F line and head back to
Brooklyn, when the limo pulled up alongside me and slowed to keep
pace. I turned in surprise, then wariness, then a mixture of
emotions as the rear passenger window slid down and I saw Victor. I
stopped and turned, frowning.

“What are you doing, having me followed?”

“Perish the thought,” he said.

“You didn't plant a bug on me, did you?” I
demanded.

“Certainly not. That would be so declasse,”
he said.

“Uh huh. You just happened to be touring
Queens and coincidentally, here I am.”

“Well, not exactly.”

He opened the door. “Get in and I'll tell
you.”

I looked at him doubtfully, then stepped over
and climbed in, pulling the door closed behind me. I gave a brief
look to the shadowy figure of the chauffeur in the front seat, but
the glass between front and back was up so he wouldn't hear
anything.

“So how did you know where I was?” I
demanded.

He smiled. “Your phone.”

“What?”

“Your phone's GPS. It's fairly easy to
access.”

I stared at him in surprise as the limo
pulled away from the curb.

“I own a security company, my dear, Nicky.
Yes, we supply bodyguards and security equipment, and do security
planning, but we also deal in information and surveillance. Oh it's
mostly corporate espionage, but all quite legal. Well, mostly
legal, sort of.”

“You were spying on me?”

“Think of it as merely wondering where you
are, like checking to see where your next bus or subway is so you
know when it's coming,” he said blithely.

“It's not the same thing!”

“That's a lovely dress,” he said.

“Don't change the fucking subject!”

“Don't swear or I'll spank you,” he said
warningly, wagging a finger in my face.

I was about to say something nasty but
hesitated. He might mean it, after all!

“You have no right to know where I am except
when I'm working for you!”

“We aren't entirely just clients, you know,”
he said mildly.

“We're not anything else! I mean, okay, we're
sort of... more than acquaintances, but – .”

“But just think of me as an insatiable sponge
for knowledge,” he said.

“Well sponge off someone else! And where are
we going?” I demanded.

“I wish to look at an apartment which is for
sale in Brooklyn,” he said.

“In Brooklyn!?”

I stared at him in disbelief.

“Yes, why not in Brooklyn?”

“Aren't you, I don't know, a snob?”

“Just because I'm French you think I'm a
snob,” he exclaimed. “Do I act like a snob?”

“You act like a bossy, domineering, macho
pig.”

“But not a snob.”

“Why would a rich guy live in Brooklyn
instead of Manhattan?”

“I'm rich, not wealthy.”

“And why would you live here rather than
Paris?”

“Ah, well, that is complicated, but it
involves taxes, among other things. If I live here and my company
becomes an American company, that allows a number of tax
advantages.”

“Don't you have to, I don't know, learn to
speak the language then?” I asked sarcastically.

A smile spread slowly across his face.

“What makes you think I don't speak English?”
he asked in accented English.

I stared at him, open mouthed.

“But why – ?”

“Why did I hire a translator? There are a
number of advantages, but one of the main ones is it gives me time
to think about what was said before I reply. That is a priceless
advantage in some cases .”

“So I've just been wasting my time!” I
demanded.

“Hardly. You've been well paid in order to
benefit my negotiations. And you have.”

“Including giving my body to one of the
people you were negotiating with!”

He smiled again. “A loan, only, and only you
can choose to whom to loan it.”

“You knew he spoke French, didn't you!?”

“Of course,” he said.

“You are such a – !”

He reached out and gripped the front of my
dress, then jerked me towards him, kissing me hard as his other
hand swept around behind me. I tried to wriggle free, but his other
hand was in my hair, and he was leaning back, pulling me half atop
him and... well, I mentioned before he was an awfully good
kisser.

He dragged me forward and then flipped me
over on my back so that I was laying across his lap, his lips still
on mine, his left hand in my hair. His right was now free, though,
to race up and down my body as my body began to pulse with heat,
even while my mind was swirling with alarm and uncertainty. There
was the chauffeur, for one thing!

It was mainly because of him that I kept
jerking my head from side to side to pull my mouth away from
his.

“What is it?” he asked, drawing his head
back.

“The chauffeur!” I gasped.

“The glass is tinted and it is dark,” he
said. “He can see little.”

And then his lips came down on mine again,
and his hand slid down between my legs, the fingers tugging up the
material of my dress! I pulled it back down, but he managed to get
it up and his hand beneath, and it slid straight up my thigh until
his fingers were rubbing me through my panties!

“I should make a rule that you are to no
longer wear underwear,” he said, drawing his mouth up, breathing
heavily.

“You can't make rules for how I dress!” I
gasped.

His fingers grasped my panties and tugged
them down and I squealed, grabbing at them but missing.

“Victor!”

“Tinted glass,” he said, burying his lips and
teeth in the the nape of my neck.

“Bastard!” I gasped,as his fingers began to
stroke across my clitoris.

“My mother would be highly insulted,” he
said, his fingers sliding into me.

I rolled my head to the side, staring
anxiously at the glass partition.

“You are far too shy. Why would you want to
hide such a magnificent body?” he said, fingers pumping inside
me.

“You're a pervert!” I gasped.

“Of course. I'm a Frenchman. You Americans
are all prudes.”

He abandoned my hair and rolled me onto my
belly.

Crack!

“Ow! Victor!” I gasped as he tugged the dress
up higher.

Crack!

“That's for calling me a bastard,” he said as
I frantically tried to cling to the dress.

Crack!

“Ow! Stop it!” I gasped.

“That's for not translating my words
accurately to Monsieur Foster,” he said.

“You knew I wouldn't translate that!”

He yanked my dress over my head with a
triumphant laugh then went for my bra.

“We are not having sex in the back of a
limo!” I gasped, though I was entirely uncertain of that.

“I can send the chauffeur away.”

I hesitated, then gasped at the way his hand
was roaming the contours and curves of my body.

“Or maybe I will let him join us,” he said
with a chuckle.

I gasped. “You wouldn't dare!”

“You are infinitely exciting to watch,
American girl, especially in the throes of pleasure. I can watch
even better when someone else is giving you that pleasure.”

I twisted around and he helped me, then
gripped my hair so that I gasped as he pulled me into a half seated
position across his lap. His other hand was between my legs,
though, and we'd been that route before so I knew what ability I
had to say no would fade quickly!

He jerked my head back by the hair and bit
into the center of my breast. I cried out, jerking, convulsing, and
his other hand thrust three fingers up inside me to find I was
already quite wet. I felt the thumb coming down on my clitoris as
he started to suck and chew at my breast, and then that dark,
hungry, shuddering sense of lassitude crept over me again, the
thought I should just let him do whatever he wanted to do.

A wild, crackling heat filled my body and
shimmered along the skin as I gulped in air, moaning and writhing
there across his lap, a wild sense of uncertainty and anxiety
gripping me at the presence of the chauffeur. How much could he
see!?

I gasped as Victor rolled me onto my belly
again, then abandoned my hair. His big hands gripped my wrists and
pulled them back behind me, then.. then I felt him wrapping
something around one of my wrists. I twisted my head around,
gasping for breath, and stared at the – well – it was like a black
leather bracelet with two lines of studs circling it. Huh!?

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I exclaimed.

“Being a pervert,” he said.

I managed to snatch my right arm free while
he buckled the thing around my left, but then he grabbed it and
pulled it back behind me again. I was able to jerk my left free as
he slid the leather thing around my right, but that didn't really
get me anywhere.

“Victor!”

“Yes, my sweet?”

He gripped my left and jerked it back behind
me, putting them together, then locked the two leather bands
together somehow.

A moment later he brought something up
beneath my neck, something big and leathery, like a strap. I
gasped, remembering how he'd put a belt around my neck in his hotel
room, and this felt like that, only larger and thicker! He circled
it behind me, swept my hair out of the way, then buckled it in
place.

“Victor!” I gasped again. “What are you
doing!?”

“Setting the stage to make you scream, my
sweet,” he said.

I gasped as he pulled my bound wrists up
along my spine, then felt a sudden pressure on the back of the …
the collar he'd put around my neck. As he let his hands go mine
were locked up halfway up my back, bound somehow to the rear of the
collar by some kind of strap or line or chain!

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom, then his
fingers were between my legs, thrusting up inside me as I writhed
and moaned and felt the wild dark heat sweeping through me!

“Such a naughty girl,” he growled.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” I gasped.

He shoved me further over so my face was
jammed in against the side of the car, and I felt his fingers
spreading the lips of my sex. Then something slid into me which was
definitely not fingers. I had no idea what it actually was, but it
was far too thick, and cool feeling. I moaned as it pushed slowly
up inside me, twisting and writhing and trying to see up and behind
me!

It slid deeper, filling me up with a
delicious, aching heat, and then he pulled something up across my
hip! A moment later I felt pressure there, then his fingers
scrambling at my other hip, drawing something up and across it!

He turned me over and I stared dazedly. The
thing inside me was a dildo, sort of. It slid up deep, and then the
base of it was a narrow triangle of leather, like a very, very
small leather panty, with two thin leather straps curling up across
my hips to hold it in place.

And the leather thing was buzzing! It was
buzzing like a vibrator!

“Now this is the kind of underwear I give you
permission to wear, American girl,” he said as he bent to suck and
chew on my nipples and breasts.

Overwhelmed would be the correct term for my
thinking just then, and also incredibly aroused and getting more so
with every passing moment!

He slid me off onto the floor, which, on a
limo, was plenty of space for him to spread his legs and then unzip
his fly.

I moaned helplessly as my breasts pressed
into the soft leather of the seat, and he drew me forward by the
hair and pushed my mouth down onto his erection. It was all so
fucking outrageous! It was almost impossible for me to come to
terms with it!

I was in the back of a seat giving a guy a
blow job while the driver drove us across town!

But I hadn't resisted, and felt somewhat
relieved that I was down low. I didn't think the driver could see
much where I was. I slid my lips up and down his stiff shaft,
sliding lower and lower with every stroke until with a gurgle of
heat and pleasure, I took him into my throat and slid down all the
way to the balls!

He groaned in pleasure, holding my hair in
one hand and reaching down to fill his other hand with my breast as
I bobbed slowly up and down.

“You will make an excellent slave girl,” he
said.

I was in no position to argue the point just
then.

He pulled me up by the hair and I gasped for
breath as he slapped his cock against my cheeks, then dragged me up
higher by the hair and gripped my breasts to pull them in around
his cock. I moaned as he squeezed and mashed my breasts against
him, then released them, gripped my hair, and roughly shoved me
back down once more.

His cock filled my mouth and I bobbed up and
down, dazed and moaning, excited and anxious, wild with heat but
also deeply wary and uncertain. He came, filling my mouth with his
silvery seed, and I swallowed repeatedly as he groaned aloud and
combed his fingers through my hair.

“They are asking over six million dollars for
this apartment, American girl. I would pay much more to own
you.”

What, I thought dazedly.

I groaned as he pulled my head up and back by
the hair, then back further still, and suddenly there was this...
this black … ball in his hand! Before I even understood what he was
up to it was pushing into my mouth, and my jaw opened instinctively
to ease the pressure against my lips and teeth.

Then it was being stuffed into my mouth,
filling it top to bottom! It was too big, though, to all get
inside, at least, not if I was to close my jaws afterward. But
then, that wasn't the intent. He pulled a narrow cord around behind
my head to fasten it in place, and I stared at him, astonished,
horribly aroused, and effectively gagged!

“Lovely,” he said in a soft whisper.
“Everything about you is exquisite, from the shape of your body to
your soft skin, to your full lips, your dulcet voice and silky
hair, to those bright eyes and – ” His finger did a slow circle on
my forehead “This, as well.”
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The car stopped, and I felt the weight shift
as the driver got out. I felt a sudden rush of alarm, then the door
opened next to Victor. He chuckled throatily, then snapped a thin
leather strap to the front of the collar, released my hair, and got
out of the car.

I didn't have time to think, or I'd have put
up a better fight, but as it was he pulled me easily out of the
car, and then I was standing there wearing nothing but my shoes and
the collar as the chauffeur, a tall, slender man, looked on
blandly.

Oh! My! God!

It was fairly dark out as Victor headed away
from the car, tugging on the – leash, and I stumbled after him.
Well, it wasn't like I wanted to stay with the chauffeur! My eyes
were huge as my head twisted from side to side, staring around me.
I was outside naked!

We were on a narrow path of interlock stones
bordered by low hedges. There were trees around us, as we walked
through a carefully manicured garden and up to a medium high
building. My mind was filled with a clamorous alarm at being seen,
at people staring and gaping and pointing, but Victor walked on
blithely, holding the leash.

We reached a brightly lit entrance, the door
large and glass, and he opened it and walked inside, pulling me
after him.

It was very, very bright in the hall! The
floor was of white stone, the walls of a different kind of white.
There were pot lights running down both sides of a narrow corridor
as my heels clicked on the floor.

Then we rounded a corner and were in a large
open area with elevators at one end, a series of leather sofas
spaced at intervals with plants and tables around them, and a tall,
beautiful blonde of perhaps thirty or so standing by an otherwise
empty reception desk.

She was one of those icy cold blondes, with
the pursed lips and perfectly coiffed hair – dyed, of course. She
was wearing a short, black dress and looked at me with a sort of
amused half smile as I immediately dropped my eyes, my face
flaming!

“Monsieur Sebastien, it is so good to meet
you again,” she said, holding a hand out for him to kiss.

“Madam Kiely,” he said, brushing his lips
across her knuckles.

“And this is your little companion?”

“My pet,” he said. “Pets are permitted,
yes?”

“Certain types of pet,” she said in
amusement.

“Let us see the apartment,” Victor said.

The woman pressed a manicured finger on a
gold button and the elevator doors slid almost soundlessly aside.
The interior was all bluish leather and gold metal with hidden
lighting.

“She has a lovely body,” the blond said,
examining me as the doors closed.

“Yes, but she's still shy.”

“Ah, I'm quite certain you will cure her of
that,” she replied with a little laugh.

“I intend to do my best,” Victor said.

“She must be cold,” the blonde said in mock
sympathy, her hand rising to gently roll my very, very hard right
nipple between the pads of her fingers.

I jerked back with a gasp.

Crack!

I yelped into the gag as Victor slapped my
bottom.

“Behave, slave girl,” he ordered sternly.

The apartment was on the third floor, and as
we were led into it the view was enough to even catch my eye,
despite how my mind whirled. The entire far end of the apartment
was glass, twelve feet high, and the view of Manhattan's towers and
lights across the East River was breathtaking.

The apartment was very modern, with an open
concept which had the kitchen to our left with cabinets of some
dark wood and a large island with a white granite top. We walked
past it into the empty living room on light colored hardwood
floors, the walls of ivory. But the great mass of windows was the
focal point of the room.

The Brooklyn Bridge was to the right, with
the mass of south Manhattan's financial district directly across
the water glittering in the night.

“You shouldn't slap such a lovely bottom,”
the blonde girl said.

I flinched as I felt what had to be her hand
caressing my buttocks! I jerked away and she giggled.

“Stand here, slave girl,” Victor said,
tugging up and back on my hair. “Head back, chest out. Legs
apart.”

His foot shoved my ankle roughly to the side,
and I blushed hotly, my mind spinning as he forced my head
back.

“Hold that position, slave girl,” he
said.

And with no other ideas in mind I did! The
blonde led him around to the other side of the aisle, showing him
the cupboards and describing the wood and counter, the fridge and
stove.

Meanwhile, in addition to the incredible
level of humiliation I had felt earlier, and which was still quite
strong, I felt a dark, uneasy undercurrent of, if not arousal, then
certainly a sexual tension in the air. Why was the blonde not
surprised? Why had she seemed amused, even touching me?

Was this really about a possible apartment
purchase or something more?!

Victor came back around the aisle and his arm
slid around my waist as he guided me deeper into the front room and
over by the window. The apartment was clearly empty, but some
furniture had been artistically placed, like a square carpet before
the window, with a coffee table and a few small armchairs in a
conversation area.

“Priceless view,” he said, shaking his
head.

“A million dollar view, quite literally,” the
blonde replied, joining us.

“What do you think, little slave?” Victor
said, his hand sliding down to knead my buttocks, “Shall I take you
here and make you scream before the whole city?”

I flinched, still horribly embarrassed,
anxious, uneasy, self-conscious, and overwhelmed.

“Is she a a screamer?” the blonde asked.

“With the right incentive,” Victor
replied.

“Her breasts are very firm,” the woman said,
her hand sliding up to cup my right breast.

I jerked away and Victor gripped my hair,
swung me around and jerked back as I gasped into the gag.

“You're being very rude for a sex slave,” he
said mildly.

“Yes, you should learn that your body belongs
to whomever wishes to use it, slave girl,” the blonde said in
amusement.

Her hand slid down between my legs and she
chuckled softly as she felt the vibrations there, then the hardness
beneath.

“How many inches are up inside her?' she
asked.

“Ten,” Victor said.

“Only ten. Surely she can take more than
that,” she said, as fingers toyed with my nipples.

“I guarantee you she can,” Victor said in
amusement.

I felt my nipples pinched and stretched out,
gasping as Victor drew me in firmly against his body.

“Hmm,” the blonde said, her fingers undoing
the thin leather strips crossing my hips. “What have we here?”

I felt the vibrations stop as the dildo eased
downward.

“Spread her legs further apart, would you,
Victor?” she said.

I felt Victor's foot against my ankle,
forcing it further apart, and he leaned in to chew lightly on the
nape of my neck as the woman's fingers caressed my clitoris.

“American women often have difficulty
reconciling what they want with how they're expected to act and
behave,” Victor said as he cupped one breast.

“Not something which afflicts me, of course,”
the woman said.

“You have always been a special sort of
woman, Allison,” Victor said.

The woman chuckled softly, and then I felt a
mouth on my breast, and a delicate tongue swirling around my
nipple. I trembled in Victor's grasp as the woman slid down my
body, and gripped the dildo, drawing it down just as her moist lips
pressed against my clitoris.

Oh! My! God!

The strange thing was that as she began to
lick at me, the humiliation eased considerably. She was still a
stranger, of course, but clearly this was something arranged, and
she was now a … well, a participant in the outrageous scene Victor
had laid out instead of merely an observer.

That made what was happening no less shocking
or outrageous, but, oddly, less emotionally bruising.

Her fingers kneaded my buttocks as she licked
very hard at my clitoris, in a way I had never quite felt before.
Her tongue flickered against me as her hot breath washed over me,
and I felt the sexual heat rising despite the turmoil in my mind.
That heat intensified as she began to pump the dildo in and out,
and it began to melt away my inhibitions and embarrassment.

Victor was behind me, after all, his lips on
my throat, his hand on my breast, and if I could cope with Foster
then I could cope with anything this woman could do! It wasn't,
after all, my first time with a woman, though I'd only been with
Emily before.

I was still deeply in thrall to the sense of
outrageous exposure, embarrassed, stricken, but the dark tide of
heat rose within me as she sucked against my clitoris and pumped
the dildo inside me.

“Shall we see the terrace?”

I swayed in place, my legs rubbery, despite
Victor half holding me. The woman stood up, as prim as she had been
when I'd first seen her, and I dropped my eyes as Victor eased his
grip on me and followed her into the side room, the den, then slid
aside the doors to take us out onto the terrace.

Places like this didn't have balconies, they
had terraces, and the view was just as spectacular as inside,
except that now the scent of water was greater, and the sound of
the city rumbled in the distances.

The woman, Allison, pointed out landmarks,
and then led us back inside and up a staircase to the second floor.
We looked at smaller bedrooms in the front, one of which, Victor
said, could be an exercise room. The second could be for his
'collection' though he didn't say what that was.

The master bedroom faced the river, of
course, and had the same sort of hardwood floor. There was only one
piece of furniture, a sort of minimalist bed of pale, lightweight
wood, with no box springs.

They put me onto the bed on my back and the
blonde smiled at me, reached behind her neck, and undid her dress.
It slid down an ample, womanly body with large, but I thought, fake
breasts. She drew it past her hips and then down and off, leaving
herself with only what I at first took for panties.

As she climbed into bed, however, I realized
that it was a sort of odd looking garment of leather and ..
plastic? With thick straps crossing the hips. I had no idea what
sort of thing it was until she knelt between my legs, then undid
the dildo's straps and drew it slowly out of me, all the way out,
then attached it to the thing in front of her.

Oh my God, it was a strap on dildo!

Emily and I had never had one, though we had
played with dildos together. A strap-on? Neither of us was into
girls enough to have bought one. Now this blonde with the big tits
knelt before me with a big cock sticking out from her groin!

She chuckled softly, and leaned in and down,
pressing my legs apart, then running her tongue up and down the
line of my sex. My eyes were, I am sure, huge. I stared at Victor,
who was avidly watching, stared at the view outside, stared at the
roof, and tried not to look at Allison as her tongue rose up and
danced across my clitoris.

I couldn't ignore the sensations she was
rousing, however, and before long I couldn't even hide them. My
hips began to twitch as my body trembled, and my breathing was
becoming more and more ragged as her fingers pumped inside me and
her lips sucked hungrily on my clitoris!

Then she slid up, positioned the head of the
dildo, gripped my legs behind the knees to shove them up and apart,
and thrust into me!

Oh God it felt so good! It was wild and
outrageous and shocking and I didn't even know her and I was tied
up and Victor was watching! Oh, God! Oh, God!

I was still horribly embarrassed, though as
she slid her naked body forward atop mine, as she drove the dildo
deep into my quivering belly and looked down me with a dark, feral
smile.

“Are you going to be my slut, little slave
girl?” she purred.

She leaned in, her tongue and lips sliding
across my throat as her breasts pressed down against mine, and her
hips slid the dildo fully inside me, then began to grind and roll
in a slow, erotic motion as she mashed her breasts against
mine.

“Take the gag out. I want her mouth!” she
growled.

I moaned into the gag, and Victor bent over
me, undoing the strap, then gently working the gag out of my mouth.
I had only a moment to suck in a couple of deep lungfuls of air,
though, before her lips closed on mine with a hard, demanding kiss,
her tongue thrusting into mine as she ground herself harder against
me.

“Fuck her!” I heard Victor whisper harshly,
and I knew he must be getting incredibly turned on by what he was
looking at.

The blonde's hips began to rise and fall,
rise and fall, in a smooth, even motion as she pumped the dildo
inside me, and her breath swallowed up my moans as her tongue
plunged deep between my lips.

She pulled her lips away with a gasp, her
eyes intense.

“Slut!” she whispered. “Nasty little slut!
I'm going to do all kinds of nasty things to you, slave girl!”

She kissed me again, bruisingly hard, and her
hips moved faster, in longer strokes as I gasped and moaned and
cried out in helpless, wanton heat!

My back arched as a crackling jolt of sexual
electricity ripped up my spine, and I rolled my head back,
shuddering and gasping as she pulled her lips from mine and began
to chew along my throat.

“Slave,” she growled. “I'm going to make you
come, slave girl!”

And then she did, my insides erupting into a
hot, flashfire of scalding pleasure, spasming wildly around the
dildo as she fucked me, as she used me, as she made my mind roll
and churn and tumble through a wild maelstrom of pleasure and
emotions!

My mind had barely returned to sanity before
my fluttering eyes were looking up her body. She was straddling my
upper chest, her breasts sitting back on my chest just above the
breasts as she leaned forward, her knees on either side of my head,
her thighs framing my vision.

“You will learn how to please a woman, little
slave girl, she purred, twining my hair around her fingers.

And before I could catch my breath or
concentrate my mind enough to speak she was gently grinding her
naked sex up and down across my mouth.

I felt my knees spread apart and then Victor
slid into me, gasping, his upper body coming down just to the left
of her hips, a hand on my breast as he started thrusting into
me.

“Lick me, slave,” the woman ordered.

It didn't take him long. He must have been
extremely aroused by watching us, because it sure didn't take him
long. Then Allison and I rolled over. She lay back against the
headboard, her knees raised and apart, and I knelt between her
legs, tonguing her as Victor shoved the dildo into me.

“Punish her, Victor, she's being naughty,”
Allison moaned.

Crack! Victor's hand slapped my bottom
stingingly.

“Lick harder, bad girl,” she purred. “Punish
her again, Victor.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and squirmed and moaned as I did my
best to follow her instructions. I performed oral sex on Emily, of
course, but apparently the blonde had other preferences for how
that was to be done, and every time I failed she would whine to
Victor to punish me!

I did manage to make her climax, or at least,
she pretended to climax. By then Victor was hard again. Allison
drew on the leather strap-on thing, and I straddled her, still
bound, of course, gasping and moaning as I sank down atop the thick
dildo and began to ride up and down.

Victor knelt in behind me, his erection
slowly pushing against my ass, sinking deeper and deeper as his
upper body came down against my back.

It was all so insane, so outrageous! But the
feel of him deep in my ass while I rode the dildo atop Allison
churned my insides into a molten stew of steaming lava, and I came
helplessly and repeatedly, crying out again and again as the two
thrust up into me.

Victor had already come twice in the last
hour, and of course, the dildo wasn't going to soften, so they kept
at me, their lips and hands all over me as they pummeled my insides
and turned my breathless cries to long, guttural screams of
pleasure and passion until I almost lost consciousness from
exhaustion.

*

Victor carried me back to the car, naked,
over his shoulder. The chauffeur apparently thought nothing odd
about this, and we drove off as I lay dazed on the soft
leather.

“You are going to make a fine sex slave,”
Victor said with a teasing smile.

I gave him a reproachful look and he
chuckled, then rolled me over and undid my wrists, letting them
come free at last.

“I have so many new experiences to introduce
you to, American girl, and if you enjoy them all so much you will
be a very happy and lucky girl.”

I didn't know what to say. I wanted to
protest, about what he'd done, about what he was planning, but my
throat was sore. I was hoarse from screaming in pleasure. How did
one protest after screaming in uncontrolled passion and pleasure? I
was astounded by what he'd done, outraged by it, but it had been …
incredible!

“I would like to whip you,” he said, causing
my eyes to widen, “But not severely. I would not wish to mar such
lovely skin. I do want to see you writhing and twisting as the whip
cuts across your back, however.”

“I-I'm not – .” My voice felt gravelly.

“Not a masochist? Perhaps, perhaps not. You
are certainly a sexual submissive, however, and I am a dominant. Is
that not a lovely coincidence?”

I didn't think it was a coincidence at all,
though how he would have known I would get off on... well, being
tied up and helpless... I don't know. I hadn't done this sort of
stuff before. Maybe I was just a freaking slut!

Then my mind sort of skipped a beat.

“You bought that place?”

“I did, indeed. It will be a good
investment.”

“You're moving to New York?”

“Yes. And no. I will move here officially,
and move the company here for tax purposes, but most of my clients
are elsewhere so I will spend the majority of my time...
elsewhere.”

“You paid six million dollars for a condo to
keep it mostly empty?” I asked.

“Not entirely. As I said, it will be a good
investment, and it will be a comfort when I come to town, and I can
keep my slave girl there.”

I stared at him in confusion.

“Why pay a house sitter when I can put you in
there and hire you as my firm's permanent translator?” he asked as
if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

*

I moved into the six million dollar condo a
few weeks, and a lot of kinky sex later. Victor and I went shopping
for furniture, and I got to pick a lot of it out. He didn't seem to
really care what went into the place, except for one of the
bedrooms in the back.

He set that up as a sex room for his kinky
bondage games, and the first thing he did was tie me spreadeagled
between two posts and whip me.

It... hurt. But under his talented skills my
cries of pain soon gave way to screams of pleasure.

Then he went back to Paris.

The job was real. There were a lot of
documents which had to be dealt with. One of the other bedrooms
became my office, and it wasn't just translating I was doing. I was
making decisions, making calls, discussing sales plans on
conference calls, and, incidentally, making twice as much money as
I had been.

It wasn't quite enough work to keep me busy,
but Victor had an answer to that. He had me take bar-tending
classes so I could serve him drinks, pole dancing lessons so I
could dance for him – and others, massage lessons, so I could give
him – and sometimes others – massages, and learn a variety of
'slave poses' so that at a word from him – or sometimes someone
else – I would properly and obediently position my body for their
entertainment.

It was unreal but wickedly exciting, if
quite, quite daunting. I was thrilled to be living in such an
incredible apartment, though.

And every four or five weeks Victor would fly
in and I would have to explain to people why I was so exhausted and
my voice was hoarse.

 


End
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