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The office was spartan, without a single
thing to give insight into the personality of its occupant. Of
course that, in itself, gave some insight into the immaculately
uniformed man sitting behind the desk.

That would be the desk I was standing in
front of, rigidly in front of.

He wasn't looking at me, but down at a folder
on his desk. The desk itself was large, but completely empty save
for the folder. A computer sat on a credenza behind him, set
against the wall. Because he was looking down I could study him, at
least a little.

When I'd first come into the room, of course,
all I'd really noticed was the uniform, and the star on each
shoulder. His name was Thomas Laird, and he was in charge of the
base, and my new boss.

The British army uniform was a dull shade of
green, with red piping on the lapels. It was pressed and sharply
creased, clearly tailored to fit. There were a number of rows of
ribbons across the left chest, but I didn't recognize them. I told
myself to look up Brit decorations as soon as possible.

He was a big man with broad shoulders, but
the uniform fit him like a second skin. He was looked young for his
rank, surprisingly so. I was guessing he was very near forty, and
had a craggy, square jawed face. He reminded me, in fact, of Russel
Crowe when he'd played a general in Gladiator. There was a
seriousness to him, a slow, deliberate gravitas that you didn't
often see in men.

I sensed his movement and flicked my eyes up
above his shoulder as he raised his head to look at me.

“Lieutenant... Andrews,” he said, pronouncing
it in the British manner “leftenant”.

There was really no answer to that.
Affirmation would be silly and redundant, so I said nothing.

“You come well-recommended... as a
translator,” he said, in a thick Scottish burr. “But a translator
is not what I'm in need of, or at least, not entirely.”

He stood up, and I notched up my estimation
of his height. He was well over six feet, and yet even with that
height his chest seemed – broad in that tight green uniform.

“You will have been told this is a NATO
transportation base. That is not entirely correct,” he said.

Again, this was stating the obvious, and I
wondered if that was his habit. It wasn't that I was against
talking, but I had this thing about the pointless statement of the
obvious. I relented, though, for I supposed he almost had to make
that statement given the official record. We were in Spain, on the
coast not that far from Gibraltar. More to the point, we were
several miles up from Rota, an existing US/NATO naval base with an
existing air station. The US navy owned it, but the base was run by
a Spanish Vice Admiral, a sop to Spanish pride.

If the US Army was going to locate a
transportation group here they'd have put it at the port, not built
it five miles up a dirt road with no port and no runway. Of course,
if you wanted to do things that the Spanish Vice Admiral wouldn't
notice, or could pretend not to notice, you didn't put it in a port
he managed. So they'd created this NATO base, but staffed it with
only those most friendly to American aims, that was, themselves,
the Brits, and a few others, mostly English speaking countries.

“This slot required a Top Secret clearance,
sir,” I said, speaking for the first time since I marched in.

“Indeed,” he said.

The US Army had given up those cross-belts
some years ago. I had to admit his looked good on him, the leather
serving to accent his uniform as it crossed diagonally down his
chest and attached to the one at his waist.

“I require an aide who can speak several
languages. This is a NATO base, and will have service members from
a number of nations. The majority are American, but we also have
British, French, Canadians, Germans, and Dutch. Your linguistic
skills will assist me in dealing with certain of our allies. You
may also be called upon to translate orders of the day, and
personal orders to some of the attached units.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, almost to put a
punctuation mark on his words.

“The base will primarily hold long range
helicopters as well as drones. These will have a number of
missions, primarily related to North Africa. Those missions will be
discrete, which is why we're located out here on the ass end of
Spain, a reasonable distance from observers.”

Discreet, I thought. Interesting term.

“You can expect little time off as we get
this base up and running. Officers quarters are on the west side of
the base, which is too far from me. My quarters are just behind the
HQ building. You will move into a smaller building just off to the
side. It was a storage shed but it's now been made habitable. It's
not pretty, but you won't be spending much time in it with your
eyes open anyway. Once we've gotten the most urgent matters seen to
you can move. For now, get yourself unpacked, and get back
here.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Your uniform does not appear to be
well-fitted,” he said. “Change it. Your hair is too long, as well.
Cut it. As my aide, your appearance – and your behavior – is a
reflection on me. I intend that reflection to be a good one. Is
that clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Report back here tomorrow at oh six hundred.
Dismissed.”

Gah!

Working for him was going to be a barrel of
fun. I felt temporarily awash in anger and frustration. I was a
translator. I didn't really want any part of this high-pressure
general's aide stuff. I'd only joined the army to get the degree,
and now was waiting my time to get out. That was the plan,
anyway.

My family had thought I was crazy. My name is
Rebecca, but instead of being called Becky my nickname, due to
younger brothers who couldn't pronounce the whole thing when
little, was Reb. That had often enough been stretched out to
'Rebel', as a sort of sarcastic nicknack. I wasn't, you see, at all
a rebel. I liked rules and discipline. I liked order and proper
forms. I liked to know exactly how to behave in a given situation,
and what the requirements and expectations were.

The army was quite good for that. They had
rules for everything. Some of them even made sense. They even told
you what to wear, which certainly made life easy for a girl who'd
never had much interest in fashion, magazines and hairstyles.

My problem with the US army uniform was that
it was that they seemed designed for flat chested women, or women
with big hips and big waists. I had to mix and match, because if
the top fit the bottom would sag, and if the bottom fit my breasts
would be stretching out the top like I really wanted attention.

And I really didn't want that kind of
attention.

But even separately, none of them matched me
perfectly, at least, not enough to satisfy a picky, Brit officer.
It seemed like whatever size I chose would either be a little too
loose or a little too tight. I had, of course, gone with 'loose'.
It was true that 'tight' looked better, but the army was still an
old boys sort of place, and generally preferred its girls dress
like boys. Form fitting really wasn't what they wanted if you had a
shape that would draw attention.

The hair was the same problem. I'd had
complaints from superior officers before. But the army was a weird
place. If you wore your hair too short, as a woman, a lot of men
would suspect you were a lesbian. And despite all protestations to
the contrary the army did not like gay people. My hair wasn't long
by civilian standards. It was a sort of modified pageboy which hung
down around my chin. I usually was able to pull the excess back
behind my head and fasten it there but I'd just gotten a recent
haircut so it was too short for that.

I showed up the next morning at quarter to
six, wearing the too-tight uniform. The HQ building, like much else
on the base, was of recent construction, one of those modular
buildings they could snap together like a bunch of big leggo
blocks. It had standard army furniture, including the desk in front
of Laird's office.

There were several other desks set around the
office, and I met three specialist clerks, one of them a sergeant,
and a French infantry captain waiting to see the general. He did a
reasonable job of not staring at me, but he did that suave
Frenchman thing they all seemed to do around women (attractive
women, a part of me said with suppressed pleasure). I smiled and
thanked him for the compliments because you're expected to.

The army loved tough men. Tough women were
bitches unless they were careful. The army didn't like bitches.

I really didn't know how to be an aide, which
I considered something like a glorified secretary and gopher, and
Laird hadn't done anything to enlighten me. But the army was a
comforting place in that if you had no orders you didn't do
anything. So that was what I did. I sat down and waited.

Laird showed up at exactly six, carrying a
briefcase. He nodded to the Frenchman, said “good morning” to me as
I stood up, and went into his office. A few moments later his voice
called out.

“Andrews.”

I stepped inside.

He examined me carefully. My uniform fit, if
a bit tightly, and I'd found some bobbie pins to pin my hair in
behind my head.

“Establish a list of visitors,” he said. “If
someone isn't on it they don't come in to bother me unless it's
urgent. I want my mail on my desk sorted according to importance
every morning. I want emails printed out and likewise sorted on my
desk for when I get in. Any phone calls are to be written up and
placed on message sheets on my desk according to order of
importance.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Uhm...”

“You don't know what is important? You'll
learn, especially after I beat you about the head and shoulders
every time you guess wrong. Now show in Captain Declerk.”

He said that with an absolutely straight
face, not a hint of humor. I blinked in surprise, though he was
clearly not the least serious.

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I said.

It was a very long and very stressful day, to
say the least. People called or showed up continuously, many of
them claiming some kind of urgency. The general was short with all
of them, and often enough with me. I was stressed out every time I
made a decision.

He did not beat me 'about the head and
shoulders' whenever I guessed wrong. He just looked at me. Some
officers had to yell at people to chastise them. A very few could
make you cringe with a look. The look said “You're an absolute
idiot and a terrible disappointment to me and the entire
world.”.

Laird had that look down pat. It didn't seem
he even had to try, that it came natural.

That made it hard to get indignant when I
thought he was being unfair. I mean, he didn't actually say
anything, most of the time, except to tell me, in a clipped voice,
what I ought to have done!

He never raised his voice, that I heard, but
again, there are some officers who can make you want to fall
through the floor without having to raise their voice, and he was
again one of them. I began to notice that a lot of the people
coming to see him were awfully nervous. I didn't feel sorry for
them, though. I had to sit outside his office all day! And that day
was a long one. I didn't leave until after six.

The next day I came in at five-thirty, and
had his mail opened and sorted, laid in an overlapping column on
his desk. The most important was on top of the pile, but low on the
column, because he wanted to be able to see the top two inches of
every paper. So you put the least important on the desk, then the
next least important on top of it, down two inches, and so on. The
emails were printed out and set on his desk the same way, as were
any messages left on the machine, and any faxes.

He showed up at precisely six, just as he had
the other day. I had figured out by now that Laird was one of those
very punctual, very rules-oriented Brit officers. He liked his
schedule and kept to it as tightly as possible. Coincidentally, I
was of a similar mindset much of the time, so I didn't really have
much difficulty adapting.

The first several days were anxious ones, but
as I came to understand his requirements things got considerably
easier. There were less of those 'looks', and I was surprised,
really, at how easily I wound up figuring out what he wanted or
would need before he asked for it. I really liked efficiency, and
so, of course, did Laird.

Five days in, after politely seeing off a
German officer who wanted to see the General, I got another look,
this one was approving, when I told him. It was a surprised sort of
approval, but also one that made me glad down to my toes. This man
could do so much with his eyes and eyebrows and a strange little
twist to his lips! Just that look made me feel totally flush with
both relief and satisfaction!

The general had approved! Yay!

The fact I had not seen him bestow it on
anyone else that week made it even better. Laird had high standards
(as did I) and expected people to do their job. He didn't approve
of them doing it. He expected it. If you did better than he
expected, that was different, but that didn't seem to happen a
lot.

“You're working out well, Leftenant,” he
said.

“Thank you, sir!”

Okay, he often seemed like a mindless
automaton as he dealt with work, but he went through a mass of it
every day, and his decisions were quick and to the point. He rarely
ever hesitated or second guessed himself. He never expressed doubt
or uncertainty. You had to be impressed with a guy like that,
unless, of course, he was wrong a lot, and I never saw him
wrong.

Generals' aides didn't just do paperwork, of
course. Every now and then when he made a decision he'd tell me
about it and then say something like “Let me know how it comes
along” or “keep an eye on them”. That meant I had to keep track of
things, and that often meant going over to see how building
construction was coming, or how the new paving was going on what
was to be a helicopter pad, or to check on the new underground fuel
tanks.

I also often had to accompany Laird when he
went out, including driving him. Generals did not drive themselves,
after all. He disdained the big American Humvees, and his personal
car was a small German jeep called an Iltis. It was more like a
large go-cart. It was old, made by Volkswagen, and almost
impossible to keep in working order. Why Laird liked it was beyond
me, but I had numerous fights with the motor pool to ensure it was
ready whenever he wanted to go out.

Basically, my job was to take care of
whatever the general needed doing. That included overseeing his
orderly, the enlisted man who kept properly cleaned and repaired,
picked up and dropped off his laundry, got whatever personal items
or groceries he wanted for his quarters, and generally acted as his
personal servant.

US generals don't generally have orderlies,
and I didn't think the Brits still did either, but Laird had one:
Corporal Perkins, who looked in his late forties, had been in the
army thirty years, and seemed quite happy in his role.

Perkins also seemed quite happy to look at my
ass whenever I was around him, or my slightly too-tight blouse, but
was always just the right side of insubordinate about it so I
didn't make it an issue.

Laird was right about having little time to
myself. I felt exhausted at the end of every day, and practically
fell into my cot at the end of it. I couldn't really complain
though, since Laird worked the same hours, then went back to his
quarters and worked some more.

I saw a lot of people during the day, but 80%
of the time I was near Laird, or talking with him. He was a good
fifteen years or so older than me, but we seemed to have a similar
mindset about a lot of things. Then again, I'd been told I had an
old mind.

I won't say I felt myself becoming close to
him because he wasn't a man who was easy to do that with. He kept a
distance between himself and everyone else. He wasn't a man to use
first names, for example. But I did start to feel very comfortable
around him, which was a bit strange in that no one else was the
least bit relaxed whenever he was anywhere nearby. We often
discussed the translation of his orders, and the literal meaning or
perceived meaning of the translations, which meant he had to
explain exactly his intent.

We didn't just spend time together inside the
office, either. As commanding officer he had to move around,
inspect the base, see how construction was going. A commanding
officer was on duty 24/7, or so they said. Even when he was eating
at the mess hall or in the officer's mess. So I wound up eating
with him often enough. That was par for the course with generals'
aides.

Also par for the course was that very rarely
did anyone else approach his table, or even sit near it. Generals
were like lepers as far as junior officers were concerned, so none
wanted to be close enough where their every word and deed would be
scrutinized and could affect their career. That meant I was often
the only one he talked to, except on direct business.

I won't say he really relaxed with me either,
but he gradually became less stern-faced and officious around
me.

One time, after a long day of work – which
was still not over – we were at the officers' mess getting
something to eat. He almost unconsciously, I think, started to
guide me into a chair with his hand against my back. But then he
jerked it back, remembering himself, and muttering.

“What was that, sir?” I asked.

“Have you ever paused to consider the
variance in form between military and civilian culture?” he
asked.

“Well, not really, sir,” I said
uncertainly.

Another feature of being a general was that
you never had to wait long for service. The steward was there in an
instant to take our order. And you could be sure the cook would pay
extra special attention to our meal to ensure it was done to
perfection.

“I was raised to treat women in a particular,
and considerate way, Andrews, but the military discourages such
treatment on the theory all are equal.”

“Well, some are more equal than others, sir,”
I said with a smile.

He waved his hand impatiently. “I'm not
talking about rank. If I were with a civilian woman I would, as
example, pull out her chair for her, and not sit until she
sat.”

“But as your aide I'm the one who holds doors
for you, sir,” I said, understanding.

“Precisely. Twenty years of military culture
warring with twenty years of civilian upbringing,” I suppose.

“But the military has a clear rank structure
and it can't integrate women within it unless they are treated the
same as anyone else with their rank,” I said.

He nodded. “I'm not arguing against the
policy,” he said.

“It does require adaptation,” I said. “Though
not especially on my part since my generation isn't really into
those sorts of things to begin with. No man or boy has ever held my
chair for me, for example, other than my grandfather once. And
whoever goes through a door first holds it for whoever comes
next.”

“That's because you're uncouth Americans,” he
said.

“Yes, sir. You English are much more
refined,” I said blandly.

He raised his eyebrows and gave me a look,
which I returned with total innocence.

The meal was good, of course, and as we left
I very ostentatiously hurried forward to hold the door for him. He
gave me another look, but it really was, formally, the kind of
thing an aide did, so he couldn't exactly complain.

Occasionally he called me “Miss Andrews” but
that was all to the good. He'd have called me “Mr. Andrews” if I
was male. He also sometimes put his hand on my shoulder or wrist to
get my attention, and at other times would guide me with his hand
against the small of my back, for a moment, before withdrawing it.
I didn't find those touches unwelcome. I mean, it was no big deal
at all.

I'm not sure when the first time was I caught
him looking at me. Like Perkins, it certainly wasn't any kind of
leering or ogling, but it was definitely a look. I was standing
beside him leaning over his desk pointing out something on a
translation. Given my angle and his seated height, that put my
breast right beside him, and given how tight the blouse already
was, when I leaned over my breasts were – more noticeable.

It's not like he turned his head to stare at
them or anything, but his eye did flick to the side where he
couldn't have possibly be looking at anything else, and that gave
me a weird kind of squirmy sensation in my lower belly. I
straightened up casually, feeling flustered at the whole notion
that Laird had even looked at me as a woman. The man had seemed to
utterly unemotional and … I don't know, sphinx-like it was hard to
imagine him even thinking about women.

And thinking about me in particular would be
highly improper. Of course, all he'd done was, uhm, notice, so
there was nothing really improper there. And after all, what man
wouldn't have noticed!?

That evening I even bent over in front of my mirror, my side to it
as it was to him, trying to see what he'd seen. Of course, the
angle was wrong, but I blushed anyway, at how tight my blouse
looked across my chest. It wasn't like I was busty, but I wasn't
flat-chested either and that sort of view was decidedly not what I
thought of as, well, military.

I didn't see what I could do about it,
though, other than wear a larger shirt, which he'd already said was
ill-fitting. I'd just have to make sure I didn't lean over.

Not that Laird wasn't a handsome man. And not
that my fantasies, purely fantasies, didn't toy with the thought of
what he'd be like... you know. I mean, he was a big man, big
shoulders, big chest, powerfully built. I didn't have a whole lot
of sexual experience, and none with a man his size, his … strength,
if you will. I couldn't help wondering what that would be like.

I saw more little glances afterward, now that
I was looking for them. But I was never quite sure if it was just
my imagination. The general was entirely proper in what he said and
did, even formal. But as I became more hyper aware, and again, I
was never quite sure if that was making me see things, I thought I
saw him looking at me in a different way as we interacted. That is,
he wasn't just looking at me as his aide, but as a woman, if that
doesn't sound trite.

It's not that I'm not used to being noticed.
I mean, okay, I was kind of a nerd in school, but I do have a very
fit, and reasonably well-shaped body. I'm not model material, but
I'm pretty enough, I suppose. And men often seemed drawn to blonde
hair. Depending on what I wore – and I had never been one to dress
in anything revealing – it was not uncommon for men to look me over
in that old familiar way.

I knew, in other words, what it felt like to
be appreciated for my looks, and I was feeling that, in some
strange, almost indefinable way, from Laird. He never gave any
overt sign he even noticed my body but I became convinced of it
anyway. I just wasn't sure what, if anything, could be done about
it. We were in each others face almost all day every day. I wasn't
exactly ugly. He was male, and as far as I knew, heterosexual.

And, not to put too fine a point on it, I was
noticing him, too. That was especially so since I'd seen him at the
pool. Why did a military base have a pool? Well, it wasn't for fun.
The helicopters which were going to be stationed here would be
flying over water. Among the men they would be carrying would be
divers. There was training to be done, and equipment to be tested.
The pool was enclosed, and was to be used for that purposes. But it
could also be used for exercise.

General Laird liked to swim. I had an urgent
message in a sealed envelope for him, and the protocol was I would
see the messenger, sign for it, and bring it to him at his quarters
if they came in after hours. Only this time he was at the pool. So
I drove over there to hand it to him and found him swimming laps.
He was wearing a standard, military issue bathing suit.

I won't say I had never seen a man with that
sort of body, but I will say I'd never seen one up close,
especially not dripping wet. His muscles were very well-defined.
His shoulders, his pectoral muscles, his lats, his abdominals, his
biceps. He was a very … fit... man. On top of him being as big as
he was, as tall as he was, I felt this strange, instinctive sense
of... I don't know what.

It was like this big, hulking, powerful male
was suddenly right there, alone with me, and I felt very small,
very helpless, and almost a bit breathy! Shit!

He took the message and opened it casually,
read it, frowned, muttered under his breath and crumpled it in his
hand.

“We'll have to go back to the office so I can
draft an immediate reply,” he said.

He turned and headed for the locker room, and
I could not stop my eyes from sliding down his very powerful back
and realizing that the general had a very nice, tight ass!

I jerked my eyes away, though, as soon as I
thought that, and looked at the pool instead.

My next thought was that it would be nice to
do laps instead of sweating like a pig in the humid Spanish heat
jogging. I wondered when it was free for that sort of thing. Of
course, that led to the thought of me being here in my bathing suit
the same time as the general, and that just didn't bear thinking
about!

Except, of course, that I did think about it.
I even had little fantasies about it. And in them, instead of my
army one-piece I was naked and... well, you can guess.

They were just daydreams, though. I had no
intention of starting anything with my own superior officer!

But I have to admit that I was looking at him
more often now, and he was still looking at me. I began to sense a
sexual tension between us. He never hinted at it, and he wasn't the
kind of man to make any sort of suggestive jokes or
double-entendres. He didn't flirt, either, not at all. He was as
cool and unemotional as ever, so much that I often wasn't sure if I
was imagining things.

I did not, of course, take up swimming laps.
I continued to jog, despite the heat. And the next week it started
to rain while I was out. That was fine by me. It was hot and humid
and I was already soaked through my tank top and shorts as I ran.
The water was warm and it felt kind of nice running in it.

I returned to my quarters, trotted up the
four steps to the porch, and was about to open the door when it
opened and the general stepped out, in full uniform, looking
irritated. I almost ran into him, was startled, yelped and stumbled
back. The porch didn't have a railing yet and I started to fall
backwards off it when he reached out, grabbed my arm and yanked me
back. I wound up pressed momentarily against him, his other arm
around me, before we both jerked back.

“G-General Laird!” I gasped.

“Lieutenant. Do you have the drone hangar
project budget assessment completed?” he demanded.

I'd taken them back to my quarters to work on
them.

“Yes, sir!”

“Get them. Put on a uniform. I have to go to
Rota right now to see the Vice Admiral.”

There was a staff car, not the Iltis, parked
just across the street. I hadn't really noticed it.

I hurried inside. My quarters were small,
with just a bunk, table, dresser, and desk and chairs. It did have
a small bathroom with a phone booth sized shower, though. I hurried
inside, breathless, grabbed a uniform and jumped into the shower. I
quickly stripped, toweled off, brushed my hair as best I could, and
then realized I hadn't brought in fresh underwear.

“Shit!” I muttered.

I also hadn't closed the outer door. Was
Laird still standing out on the porch? Was he waiting just inside?
I couldn't very well go out into the room in a towel! And he wasn't
a man who enjoyed being kept waiting, not by a long shot!

After a frantic moment of thinking, I pulled
my shorts and tank top back on and then jerked the door open and
hurried out. He was on the porch, and turned impatiently at my
appearance. He seemed surprised and not pleased to see me
apparently having made no progress on changing, but I wasn't about
to explain. I hurried to the dresser, yanked it open, pulled out a
bra and panties, and hurried back into the bathroom, blushing.

Why was I blushing? I was modestly dressed,
after all. Well, aside from having a wet tank top on and no bra,
but it wasn't like I was standing there talking to him like that.
But the thought flitted through my head of how easily he had yanked
me up and back, and how firm his body was as I was pulled in
against it.

I shook that off as I stripped again, quickly
got dressed, brushed my hair frantically, then hurried back into
the outer room.

The rain had stopped so I just grabbed the
file and hurried out after him. We went over to the staff car, I
held the door for him.

“No driver, sir?”

“I don't want to waste time getting one for a
short drive. You can drive, I presume?”

“Yes, sir.”

I got in the front and headed for Rota.
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“Bloody Spanish,” he muttered, glancing
through the file.

I said nothing to that.

“You've double checked these figures?”

“Yes, sir.”

“If I wind up looking like a fool in front of
a Spaniard I shall have you flogged, Leftenant.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Do they still do that in
the British army, sir?”

I saw him frowning at me in the rear view
mirror, as if suspecting I might be mocking him.

“Unfortunately not. I'm quite certain it
would instill a modicum of respect for senior officers.”

“Yes, sir. I have a modicum of respect
already, sir.”

“And do you know what the term means,
Lieutenant?”

“Modicum or respect, sir?”

“Modicum,” he said dryly.

“Uhm, an enormous amount?”

He frowned again, but almost smiled.

“It means a minute quantity, Lieutenant. You
are suggesting you have a minute quantity of respect for senior
officers?”

“Sometimes even more, sir,” I said
earnestly.

“Lieutenant, I've read your record.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You haven't been in the army long enough to
be cynical about senior officers.”

“Yes, sir. ”

“Of course, you are an American. You're a
very cynical people.”

“I suppose that's true, sir.”

“Comes from not having the luxury of a
trusted nobility to look after you, I suppose.”

I looked at him in the mirror. “I suppose
that's possible, sir.”

The gate guard stiffened and saluted as I
pulled out onto the road which went past the base. The road was in
terrible condition. It had been more of a meandering country road
before someone had stuck this base on it. And of course, large
trucks had been winding their way up and down it for months.

“Try not to miss any of the potholes,
lieutenant,” he said, after we'd gone over a particularly deep
hole.

“Has anyone considered that this road might
be inadequate to the task of supporting heavy vehicles, sir?”

“The road, unfortunately, belongs to the
Spanish. The Spanish intend to strengthen and widen it.
Eventually.”

“Eventually, sir?”

“The Spanish bureaucracy makes that of your
Pentagon seem like pure efficiency.”

“Is the British army bureaucracy more
efficient, sir?” I asked.

“Of course not. It's run by the bloody
English.”

“I thought you were English, sir.”

He glowered at me from behind. “Are you
looking for that flogging, mentioned earlier, lieutenant?”

“No, sir.”

“I'm Scottish.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you know nothing about history?”

“I think the Romans built a wall to keep the
Scottish out, didn't they, sir?”

“Yes. Bloody pansies. How Italians ever
conquered anything is beyond me.”

I smiled. “Sir, can I ask a possibly
impertinent question?”

“If its impertinent, I shall certainly let
you know, Lieutenant, and you shall suffer the consequences,” he
said.

“Do you own a claymore, sir?”

He scowled and then almost smiled again. “As
a matter of fact, I do.”

I smiled slightly.

“The claymore is the best sword ever made,
Andrews.”

“I'm sure you're correct sir.”

“Americans are an insolent lot,
Lieutenant.”

“Yes, sir.”

* * *

Laird never quite broke a smile, as if he
didn't think it was appropriate, but he had a very dry sense of
humor. It was that sort of humor which deigned to even acknowledge
that it was humor. I wasn't anywhere near as good at it as he was,
but I was learning. As we drove back from the base I could see he
wasn't in a good mood.

“The Spanish, Andrews, have always assumed a
sense of superiority around others, merely from being Spanish.”

“Yes, sir? I think Americans do that, as
well.”

“Yes,” he growled. “both quite
mistakenly.”

“The British don't do that, sir?”

“There's nothing wrong with an assumption of
superiority so long as it's correct, Andrews,” he said with a
growl.

“I suppose that could be true, sir.”

“The Spanish, Andrews, want to assign a
liaison officer to us, a spy in other words.”

“Yes, sir, so I heard.”

In fact, I had translated the request.

“Bloody Spanish.”

“I thought they were on our side, sir?”

He raised his eyebrows. “Pray, why would you
have thought such a thing?”

“Well, they are allies, sir.”

“So I've been informed.”

“And it is, technically speaking, their
country, sir.”

“Are you being insolent, Andrews?”

“Certainly not, sir,” I said.

He frowned suspiciously.

“Vice Admiral Mendez is a buffoon, Andrews.
The Spanish military never progressed beyond the point of promoting
well-connected idiots to high, military rank.”

I couldn't help rolling my eyes. I mean, the
British military had a history of actually selling ranks to people
who wanted to be captains or colonels. Even if they'd never been in
the military and knew nothing about it. Of course, that was in the
past, but their history of promoting well-connected idiots,
especially if they had a title, had only started to fade away in
the recent past.

“Was that a look of disbelief on your face,
Andrews?” he growled.

I'd forgotten he was looking at me in the
rear view mirror.

“No, sir. I'm sure you're correct.”

“Then you had some other comment to
make?”

“No, sir. The British military has a glorious
history.”

“Indeed it does,” he said frostily.

“I was just thinking of my grandfather, sir,
when he was speaking about the Canadian military.”

“Oh?”

“He said they had British style officers and
American style enlisted ranks. He said if it'd been the reverse
they'd probably have conquered the world.”

He gave me a steely look “Your grandfather
was senile, I take it?”

“No, sir. Dutch.”

“He was impugning, then, the discipline of
American enlisted ranks.”

“Uhm, yes sir.”

“Unsurprisingly. They have none.”

“Of course, sir.”

“It's that bizarre idea of equality you
instill in your common man. Every barely literate hill farmer seems
to feel he's the equal of sophisticated men of means, wealth and
education.”

“They aren't, sir?”

“Not in the least. All men might very well be
created equal, Andrews, but from then on all bets are off.”

“And women, sir?”

“Women? Women were barely an afterthought,
one of Adam's ribs, hardly of consequence to worry about their
equality. No one's ever written about it, of course, and given my
experience with women, few of them seem to believe all are equal.
Women, Andrews, have a rank system, and they assess each other
according to whatever standards the hold dear to decide which
outranks which.”

“My mother never told me about that, sir.
What rank do you think I hold?” I asked blandly.

“That would depend on the company, Andrews.
Who's richer, who's got better hair, who's got a better boyfriend,
who's got better clothes, who's got better body parts. It all
figures in, Andrews.”

“I suppose so, sir, but no one has actually
explained it to me in quite those terms. My grandfather sort of
talked like that, though.”

“The Dutch one?”

“Uhm, no, sir. He was English, got divorced
five times.”

“A man with considerable expertise with
women, then.”

“Well, you could put it that way, sir.”

“Wisdom comes with age, Andrews.”

“I suppose so, sir. You're much wiser than
I.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Enlisted ranks aren't the only ones who
could use more discipline,” he growled.

We arrived back at the base and I drove him
to his office, let him off, then went to my quarters to shower. I
wasn't sure how much of what Laird said he actually believed, and
how much was just needling me. The cliché about British men,
especially the well-off ones, was that that they all got sent to
strict boarding schools where rules were enforced with straps
across the backside. And a certain number of them developed a
fascination for that sort of thing which extended well into
adulthood.

I couldn't help speculate about Laird, what
with all his talk about discipline and flogging and beatings and
such, however joking he was. It was just fanciful speculation, of
course, as I showered. I had caught him, or thought I had,
considering my own bottom a time or two and felt a strange little
fluttery sensation in my stomach at the thought he wanted to do
something like spank me.

I let my mind toy with that idea, or the idea
of him bending me over and strapping my bottom. It was a strange
thought. I didn't normally go in much for sexual fantasies. I guess
I wasn't all that imaginative. And I'd never really thought that
much about that sort of thing. But it was impossible to imagine any
sort of romantic or sexual or even platonic relationship with Laird
where he wouldn't be completely in charge.

In fact, it was hard to even imagine a sexual
relationship with him. Except... weirdly... I could imagine a
relationship in which he was, I don't know, giving me orders, in
charge. I could even imagine the uhm, corporal discipline. It was
harder to imagine regular ordinary sex!

But not impossible...

If I could get used to his sense of humor
enough to figure out when he was being serious or not.

Toweling after, in the little room, I bent
over, my bottom pointed at the door, trying to look over my
shoulders. I had a nice ass, or at least, I thought it was nice. I
mean, there aren't any set measurements, right? But from what I'd
seen in media, and some of the rude things which had been said to
me in the past, I guess I had a nice ass.

It was hard to imagine him wanting to spank
it!

But trying made me squirm a little in places
that made me warm all over.

Of course the whole idea was silly. Such
things were against the rules. That didn't stop me from playing
fanciful games in my mind but it would make any actual relationship
impossible.

* * *

I'm not sure where my head was at the next
day. I swear I wasn't trying to be a cock tease of any kind. I had
never done that sort of thing, not ever! But I had masturbated the
previous night thinking about Laird, and I had this weird fixation
on trying to see if he had an uhm, appreciation for my assets.

Like I said, the uniform pants I was wearing
were form fitting, and I spent a lot of time around the general all
day. Of course, the problem I had was that when my butt was pointed
at him, my face wasn't, so how was I supposed to find out unless I
whirled my head around and caught him staring. And how often could
I do something like that? And it wasn't like I could find a lot of
excuses to bend over in front of him either!

So it was kind of frustrating. I was keenly
aware of how my body was positioned now whenever he was around, and
almost unconsciously wound up posing it in the best position
possible – subtly, of course. I was frustrated at myself for acting
like an adolescent, especially around someone I couldn't possibly
have a relationship with, and frustrated at being unable to tell if
he was actually even noticing!

I did find a number of opportunities to lean
over his desk as I had once before when I thought I had noticed
him... noticing me. But nothing much came of that. And I
embarrassed myself with my own stupidity by deliberately knocking a
pencil off his desk and then bending over with my butt towards him
to pick it up. I felt like an idiot for doing that, and he didn't
even seem to notice anyway!

I returned to my quarters at the end of day
no wiser, and so irritated I wanted to slap myself... and not on
the ass! But slapping myself in the face would have hurt, and so in
frustration I actually did slap my ass! It stung! That made me feel
even stupider, but also gave me a hot little rushing sensation down
low at the thought of him slapping me like that.

I needed both to work out my frustration, and
to exercise. I usually jogged, despite the heat, but it was very
humid, and I debated going to the gym. Instead I put on my bikini,
then my jogging shorts and t-shirt. The plan was to jog down by the
west side of the base, right on the water.

There was a small, stony beach there. It
wasn't really much good for swimming because of how stony it was,
but my plan was to wear my triathlon shoes. They could be worn in
water, and had holes for the sides for the water to drain out of. I
was going to jog, get myself horribly hot and sweaty, then plunge
into the Med to cool off before jogging home wet.

The plan was to remove my shorts and t-shirt
if no one was there. If there were people there, men anyway, I'd
just dive in as is. I jogged that way, putting a lot of effort into
it, deliberately working up a sweat in the hot, humid air. By the
time I got to the tall grasses which surrounded the beach the sweat
was pouring off me, and my t-shirt was so wet I didn't think it'd
matter if I just ran into the water in it.

There were a few people further up the beach,
but no one nearby, and no one looking. I didn't bother to strip. I
ran out onto the beach through the tall grass, dodged a few larger
rocks, then began to jog into the water, shoes still on. The water
reached to my ankles, then my knees, and I moved slowly. When it
was mid-thigh I just let myself lean in, plunge forward and slide
into the water with a silent moan of delight and relief.

I let myself slide through the water, under
the water, then back upright. The water was only about hip deep and
I walked back off the beach quickly enough, soaking wet. Since
there were people around I didn't strip off to my bikini, but then,
the soaking t-shirt and shorts was more cooling anyway. I continued
to jog along the beach, water dripping off me, then detoured into
the water again at the far side before emerging once more and
heading back for my quarters.

As I climbed up off the beach area and back
onto the 'road' I combed my fingers through my hair, not really
trying to dry it, though, feeling the water trickling down my back
and chest. The road was unpaved, hard-packed dirt with gravel, but
there was a path alongside it worn by many joggers over the last
some months.

The wet T-shirt, though, dragged downward, so
I gripped the bottom and rolled it up, then twisted the water out
of it and tied it off under my ribs.

As I started to turn onto the trail I got a
better look at the man who had been jogging along it, and felt a
shock as I realized it was Laird.

The first thing I felt was panic at my
appearance, then relief that I hadn't, as planned, stripped down to
my bikini. The t-shirt was soaking wet, but it was a pale green,
and my bikini top underneath was also green, so it was unlikely to
be showing much. Still, the shirt was soaked, and plastered against
me, and since I'd rolled it up my stomach was bare.

“Sir!” I said.

He was wearing military issue shorts and
t-shirt. Like everything else he wore it fit perfectly.

“Andrews,” he said. “You seem to be
perspiring a good deal.”

I smiled. “The water is fine down below, sir.
If we got rid of the rocks we could have a nice beach for
swimming.”

“This isn't a holiday camp, Andrews,” he
said, “and it would be bad form to have military women in bathing
suits around military men.”

“You think the men would be unable to resist
their baser impulses, sir?” I asked wryly.

“I think it has potential for discipline
problems.”

We started to jog along together. Though that
wasn't really ideal given how much longer his legs were.

“I think a good officer could maintain
discipline even if they were naked, sir.”

I blanched the moment I said it, for it
caused an imaginary naked image of Laird to appear in my mind. I
also wondered if it caused a similar image of me to appear in
his.

“Perhaps, but I'm equally sure that some
would fail at it, and that fraternization would result.”

The trail worn by countless shoes narrowed
and I wound up going first. That made conversation a little more
difficult and also made me squirm a bit inside. My T-shirt wasn't
the only thing wet and plastered against me. My shorts were too.
Was he staring at my butt?! That felt weird, and a little
uncomfortable, but also... I don't know... strangely exciting.

The trail widened and he drew alongside
me.

“Do you do the entire circuit every evening,
Andrews?” he asked.

“Depends on how much time I have, and how hot
it is, sir,” I replied. “Sometimes I just go to the edge of the
north fence then back.”

“If it's too hot you should try swimming
laps. There are no rocks, and no enlisted men except when assigned
for dive testing,” he said.

I hesitated. “Yes, sir. I'll think about
that. I wasn't sure it was permitted.”

Of course, anything the general wants is
permitted by definition. The idea made my stomach fluttery, because
I was already feeling odd, and I knew that if I started exercising
in the pool I would inevitably, eventually run into Laird. Of
course, I could wear a very modest one piece military issue bathing
suit.

“Rank hath its privileges,” he said. “And
being you are my aide you have less time to exercise. It's also
important, as I stated earlier, to maintain a proper image. A
slovenly and out of shape aide reflects poorly on me.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

We again proceeded single file. And again he
motioned for me to go first. I didn't know if that was simple
courtesy, of the type he had mentioned before, of he was enjoying
the view of my ass. I wished I could have seen out the back of my
head!

We headed back towards the residential side
of the base, but then, motioning with his head, he indicated we
should turn onto one of the paved paths headed west. I obeyed, of
course. We headed past the gym and then to the swimming pool.

All the building locks on the base were
electronic keyed. Everyone had a key card, and it opened whatever
they were authorized to open. The general's, of course, opened
anything, including the pool building.

“I'll see that your pass gets coded,” he said
casually.

“Thank you, sir,” because what else could I
say?

We walked in and he snapped on the overhead
lights. It wasn't an Olympic pool. In fact, it was a military pool.
I thought he was just going to show me around, but instead he
casually stripped off his T-shirt, which froze me, shocked me, and
also made some part of me down low go “Mmmmm” at his athletic
body.

“The regulations prohibit you jumping in with
your clothes on, however,” he said with a faint hint of
disapproval.

He shoved his shorts down, and I saw that,
like me, he had worn a bathing suit under it. I guess it's not
exactly a unique idea to jump into cool water after a long, sweaty
jog.

“You can swim, right Andrews?”

“Uhm, yes sir.”

He nodded. “I'm correct in that is a bathing
suit you're wearing?”

I looked down. The top of my bikini was
partially visible because of how the wet T-shirt had kind of been
pulled down, and I blushed a bit.

“Yes, sir!” I said quickly, not wanting him
to think it was my bra, for some reason.

He nodded and then pulled off his shoes and
jumped into the water. I stared after him as he swam leisurely
towards the opposite side of the pool. I was feeling a tightness in
my chest, and a bit breathless. His implication had been, I
thought, clear enough. But..

I untied the side of my t-shirt, then peeled
it up and off. I quickly shrugged off my shorts, stepped out of my
shoes, and dove into the water. I swam to the other side, passing
him as he swam back. He wasn't swimming hard, and neither was I. I
was gripped by anxieties, not the least of which was him seeing me
in my bikini.

I was also feeling a strange sense of .. I
don't want to say arousal, exactly, but an almost giddy sensation
at being able to, well, not show off, exactly but... yes, but show
him my body. I have to admit it. The thought, given what had been
running through my mind the last couple of weeks, was exciting in
an exhibitionstic sort of way.

He was being entirely casual about it. If I'd
been a male there would have been no hint of anything improper. In
fact, the whole thing might well be just in my own perverted mind!
He might not even be thinking of anything other than, say, his
budget!

He did three laps, back and forth, so I did
the same, though not as fast. That meant he was standing by the
pool toweling off when I got back. I paused. Looking around for a
ladder. The nearest was well off the side, but then Laird bent
over, reaching out a powerful arm. I reached up and he lifted me up
out of the water as if I weighed nothing.

He did it so fast, in fact, that it surprised
me, and I wound up stumbling as he deposited me before him. My
hands reached out and he was in front of me. I flushed as they were
pressed, briefly, against his chest, and jerked back so fast I
almost fell back into the pool. He had to grab my arm to pull me
forward again.

“Sorry, sir!” I gasped.

“You look fit, Andrews,” he said
approvingly.

He still had my wrist, which he'd caught to
pull me forward. Now he casually lifted it up and back as if to
examine my bicep.

“I like a soldier who keeps in shape,” he
said, releasing my arm.

“Uhm, th-thank you, sir,” I said a bit
breathlessly.

It wasn't a particularly revealing bikini. I
didn't own any particularly revealing things. But it was still
three small pieces of wet fabric hiding my body from his eyes. He
wasn't staring, but he wasn't ignoring me either.

“I would suggest you wear a military issue
swimsuit next time, however,” he said.

“Sorry, sir. I wasn't expecting...”

He waved my apology off. “I'm merely thinking
of the less disciplined men around. If the specialists who maintain
this facility knew you'd be walking about dressed like that I have
no doubt they'd find excuses to do unscheduled maintenance every
time you show up. Men will be men, after all, and I'm quite certain
you don't want to be ogled while exercising.”

“Uhm, no, sir,” I said, not at all certain I
wasn't being ogled right now.

God knows I was not 'ogling' Laird but I was
certainly not ignoring him either. God, he had a nice body! And his
chest had felt very … firm.
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Every time Laird entered a room every man and
woman in the room jumped to their feet and braced to attention.
Sometimes you could almost feel the tension, especially from junior
officers. Laird was known to have an almost eerie ability to spot
anything awry, whether it was dirt on a floor beside a cabinet,
scuffed shoes, equipment in the wrong place, or improper posture.
And he had little tolerance for failure in comportment or
judgment.

We were to have inspected the armory at
eleven. It was a bunker built fifty feet below the ground with
automated elevators designed to bring ammunition up quickly so it
could be loaded on board helicopters or drones.

The soldiers were British, as was Captain
Philips. The captain braced to attention and saluted smartly, his
uniform clearly tailored and immaculate. Laird returned the salute,
but I immediately sensed he was displeased with the captain, for he
turned his back on him and headed for the men, ignoring the
man.

I followed him around to where he was talking
to the men, congratulating them on their hard work. The major
hovered at his elbow while Laird largely ignored him. I wondered
what he'd done that had ticked Laird off.

Maybe it was something about the British, but
the men seemed to pretend they weren't sweating like pigs, and
Laird, known for his insistence on clean uniforms pretended theirs
weren't sweat stained and plastered against them. The captain's was
fine, though... and then I understood. He must have been standing
in the nearby shade waiting while he kept his men out in the sun.
That was why his uniform, unlike theirs, was so perfect and crisp.
One quick look was all it had taken Laird to realize it. I shook my
head, amazed again at his attention to details most people would
have never noticed.

“You lads ought to be offering to forgo your
salaries you know, in recognition of the lovely Spanish holiday the
Queen has sent you on,” he said. “Why if you were back home the air
would probably be twenty degrees cooler and the skies cloudy!”

There was a ripple of groans as the sweating
men wistfully imagined themselves back in cool England without the
sun burning out their skulls.

“I realize, of course, that most of your time
is spent in the chilly confines of your ammunition bunker, and
Captain Philips has petitioned me to allow some of this lovely hot
Spanish air to be piped down to you, but I've reluctantly concluded
it wouldn't be safe for the ammunition if we turned off the air
conditioning.”

He shook hands with some of the men, talked
to them about where they were from, and what they did, and
continued to ignore Philips, who had finally clued in that the
General was annoyed at him, and was anxiously trying to figure out
why.

Dummy. If I knew Laird, and I was beginning
to, he was going to make the captain sweat – literally and
figuratively. It was his way of punishing him for standing in the
shade while keeping his men out in the sun standing at
attention.

The way Laird acted around the men was
entirely different from how he acted around officers. He was far
more approachable, far more tolerant and open, and displayed a
ready smile and quick laughter. It was almost as though he were
more comfortable around them, though I didn't understand why. Was
this the real him, or was this an act? Or was the way he behaved
around the officers an act? Or were both?

We inspected the bunker, and I found the cool
a tremendous relief after that hot sunshine, and left the men
behind when we returned to the surface. Laird sent me to the car
and turned to talk to Captain Philips, then the two moved away and
over to a group of construction vehicles off to the side. It looked
almost like Laird was inspecting them or something. I had the
canvas roof up, and of course, there were no side doors or windows,
but the it was still hot as hell. I was soon sweating badly, and
found a cloth to pat my forehead while I waited for Laird to finish
whatever the hell it was he was doing.

I saw the captain climb up the side of one of
the metal monsters, get into the cab, and start it up as Laird
stood back and watched. He ran the engine for a minute, then it cut
out and he came back down again. He did the same to several more
machines, and I smiled faintly. The metal would be scorchingly hot,
and I bet the enclosed cabs would be worse. Of course, Laird was
standing out in the hot sunshine too.

The captain followed Laird back to the car.
His uniform wasn't very clean anymore. It was soaked in sweat, and
sweat was streaming down his pink face. He was breathing hard, like
he'd run a marathon. Laird was almost as sweaty but acted as if he
didn't notice it. He turned and Philips braced to attention. I
didn't hear what Laird said but Philips seemed to wilt further as
Laird turned and headed for the car.

I started to get out but he waved me back,
circled the car, and climbed into the front passenger seat. I
pulled away, eying the captain in the rear view mirror.

“The captain seems unsettled, sir.”

“That's to be expected,” he replied.

The Iltis had no air conditioning, of course,
so I sped up to get more air into the little car.

“I feel like driving into the Med, sir,” I
said as the air rushed over my own sweaty uniform.

“The Iltis doesn't perform well under water,
lieutenant,” he said.

“No, sir. Probably not. I feel as though I've
been underwater, though.”

He eyed me for a moment. “Indeed. Your
uniform seems quite... dampish, Miss Andrews. You look somewhat
bedraggled. Perhaps I should cite you for failing to properly
maintain a neat and soldierly appearance.”

“Is that a flogging offense, sir?” I
asked.

“I suppose it could be.”

“Well, sir, that would at least let me remove
my blouse so I could cool down.”

I caught his eyes flicking downward, and
flushed slightly. I half expected him to invite me to go ahead, but
that really wasn't his style.

“I'm afraid that might prove distracting to
other drivers, Andrews,” he said as we headed past the main HQ.

He looked behind us. “Where, pray tell, are
you taking me?”

I looked at him in surprise. “Your quarters,
sir.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“I uhm, presumed you would want to get out of
that uniform, sir.”

“I suppose it would cause discipline issues
if I stripped off in public,” he said.

Certainly with me, it would! The sudden idea
of him stripping off, his body all sweaty, was making me have
issues with concentration.

I expected to wait outside but he motioned me
in as we trod across the baking heat of the paved driveway. Perkins
was apparently not there, and Laird frowned as if he'd expected him
to be, then he looked at me doubtfully.

“Sit down and relax, Andrews. I won't be
long.”

“Yes, sir.”

His quarters were not large. In fact, it was
a temporary trailer. It was gloriously air conditioned, though and
I groaned in relief as he went down the small, narrow hall. He
grabbed a uniform from his bedroom, then crossed the hall and went
into the bathroom. He didn't close the door all the way,
though.

“Have you ever heard of Major General Robert
Craufurd, Andrews?” he called out.

“No, sir,” I said.

The shower went on, and I couldn't help
picturing him naked standing under the water. I licked my lips and
told myself I was acting like an overheated adolescent girl, but
that image was bright in my head.

“He was sometimes rash, and was a fearsome
disciplinarian but he got the most out of his men.”

“I gather he flogged them, sir?”

“With brisk determination, at the slightest
misdeed,” he replied over the splashing water. “There was an
incident in his career when he came upon a battalion crossing a
small stream. One of the soldiers was carrying a captain on his
back as he walked through the thigh high water. Do you know what
Black Bob did, Andrews?”

“No, sir.”

“He ordered the man to drop the officer
instantly. Craufurd wouldn't allow his officers, nor indeed
himself, to evade what the men were going through.”

I nodded in understanding.

“He was Scottish, of course,” he called
out.

I smiled and shook my head.

The furniture in the front room was military
issue, and not particularly attractive. There was a bookshelf
across from me, however, and I rose to go over and look at the
titles of the books. Unsurprisingly, most were military.

I peeled my blouse away from my body as I
looked, wishing I could get into a shower myself. That, of course,
led me to think about getting into the only available shower – with
Laird! But that was just a silly fantasy. I'd be the only woman in
army history to be court martialed for sexually harassing her
superior officer!

I flicked a glance at the partially open door
where I could still hear water splashing in the shower; splashing
against his body – his nude body. I wondered if he was thinking of
me, of how close I was, and the open door, as he stood there naked.
What would I do if he came out naked, other than die of shock? My
mind played out dumb little thoughts like that as I thumbed through
his books.

The water turned off and I sat back down. A
moment later the door closed. I stood up and looked out the window,
wondering if Laird would let me go to my quarters and change. I
hadn't been in the sun as long as him, though, and my blouse was
only a little damp now. I got up and examined the books again. As I
pulled one out, though, I saw there was a slim volume behind it,
very old looking.

I reached over the books and gripped it,
pulling it out to examine it. It was in French, and the title was
Les infortunes de la vertu . It was written by Donatien Alphonse
François de Sade, and, opening the cover, my eyes widened as I
began to suspect how old the book was. The books were yellow with
age, and there was a presentation book plate on the inside cover
stating, in French, that it was a gift to Luc Denis, on his twenty
ninth birthday in the city of Marseilles in 1879.

I have mentioned my love of books, have I
not? I marveled at what great shape it was in as I flipped
carefully through the pages. Then the name hit me. Donatien
Alphonse François de Sade, unless I was mistaken, was the infamous
Marquis de Sade.

Oh shit!

“That was written while he was in the
Bastille,” Laird said from the door.

I gasped and jerked my eyes up to see him now
clad in a crisply starched uniform again.

He came over and I stood frozen as he took
the book from me.

“It was one of his earliest works, written in
the classical style, and with little of the obscenity which he
became known for.”

“Yes, sir,” I said faintly.

“After he got out of the Bastille, the book
was re-written and enlarged upon, and became far more graphic.
Napoleon had him arrested for publishing it and he spent the rest
of his life in prison.”

He put the book back behind the others.

“A lot of people think of de Sade as simply a
sadist. Well, he did give rise to the actual expression, and
there's no doubt his more infamous books did contain a considerable
amount of pornographic material. But he was also a philosopher,
Andrews, and a colonel of dragoons who fought in the Seven Year
war.”

“I didn't know that, sir.”

“He was also a blasphemer and libertine who
carried on an affair with his wife's sister. He was not a man with
whom nice young ladies would want to have close acquaintance,
Andrews.”

“I'm not a nice young lady, sir,” I said.

I had meant it as a retort, that is to say,
that I was a lieutenant in the army, but the moment I said it I
realized the possible interpretation, then blushed and couldn't
think what to say for a long and embarrassing moment.

“Uhm, what I uh, meant to say, sir, was that
I was a lieutenant.”

He smiled faintly. “A hot and sweaty one,” he
said. “Let us go, lieutenant, so you can, as you suggested earlier,
get out of that blouse.”

I blushed again but we left his quarters
without my tripping over my tongue any further.

* * *

I felt even more sexual tension around him
after that day. And yet, I couldn't point to anything he said or
did. He treated me with exquisite courtesy, and I never could be
certain if he was 'looking' at me in a perfectly normal fashion or
'looking', if you get my meaning. Was it just me? Did he feel no
sexual tension? Was I just inflicting it on myself through my own
fantasies and dirty mind? Still, we were always around one another.
I got used to the close presence of his large male body, his soft
Scottish brogue, and even the light scent of his aftershave
lotion.

But being around him put me in a near
constant state of anxiety, a sort of hyper-awareness of his very
male presence. Did he feel anything similar about me? I had no
idea. And did he really read the Marquis de Sade for his earlier
philosophy? Or did he really have a thing for that whips and chains
stuff? Ick!

Yet it was hard to see such a controlled and
flawlessly well-mannered man as a crazed sadist tying people up and
whipping them. No, no, the idea was insane. But the idea of myself
tied to a bed, or maybe standing up, tied to a post or something –
naked – with him there ready to punish me, well... it was a
strangely erotic mind picture which left my chest tight and
sometimes made me throb in parts down low.

As I said, both of us were working long
hours, and not really getting enough sleep. In addition, he was,
I'm sure, highly stressed over fitting out the base, and the
looming deadlines. The Spanish Vice Admiral in charge of Rota was a
constant irritant to him. The land all around Rota was a part of
the military reservation. It was that way for future expansion, and
to keep anyone nosy or troublesome from building too close to the
base.

This base, so far unnamed except for the
startup staff, had been placed in that area, though it wasn't part
of Rota. Mendez kept acting as if it was, however, and kept making
demands. He clearly felt that since it was part of the Rota area
military reservation it came under his command, and Laird was
equally adamant that it wasn't. Mendez had made a lot of noise in
that regard back to his superiors, and some of them, in turn, were
making noises like they ought to also have control over this
base.

Laird was becoming frustrated, and irritated
by the number of orders Mendez was issuing. Every time we got one
Laird had to issue a very careful, and exquisitely polite reply
which told Mendez to drop dead. That meant I had to write it down,
of course, then translate it. I wasn't the only one on the base who
spoke Spanish, by any means, but I was the general's aide.

One late night session we got one of those
instructions, and Laird was already angry over a screwup in
construction of the underground hangars. He was in a foul mood when
the messenger delivered Mendez' latest missive, so much so that he
crushed it in his fist after reading it.

“Get that fat little wog on the phone,
Andrews,” he growled.

I glanced at the clock on the wall. “It's
after ten, sir,” I said.

He glared at me.

“Vice Admiral Mendez doesn't work after
three, sir,” I said, helpfully.

“Do you think I don't know that, Andrews?” he
snapped.

“Sorry, sir.”

“Then call him.”

I reached for the phone, but hesitated. I
knew very well, because Laird himself had explained it on earlier
occasions, that Mendez had a lot of clout because of his family
connections. I also knew that the politicians in charge had
deliberately not put this base under his command because they
wanted deniability for whatever classified missions were launched
from it. Mendez had no real way to enforce his demands, in other
words, and Laird knew that.

He simply had this thing about the arrogant
little Spanish Vice Admiral. Maybe it was a British thing, but
almost everything Mendez did or said irritated him more than
anything else. The Vice Admiral seemed to have a way to get under
his skin like nobody else.

And he was already in a bad mood, and needed
to get to sleep. He was not, in other words, thinking clearly. If
he called up Mendez and started saying rude things to him that
could very well cost him his command. And wasn't my job as an aide
to do whatever the general needed? That included protecting him
from his own bad impulses.

“Is that wise, sir?” I asked hesitantly.

“Didn't you once point out that I was wiser
than you, Lieutenant?” he snapped.

“Normally, sir, but forgive my impertinence
but Vice Admiral Mendez seems to get under your skin and cause you
to sometimes have poor judgment.”

“Are you questioning my judgment?” he
growled.

Of course I was but I couldn't say that, and while I was trying to
formulate an appropriate answer he snatched up the phone. It was
pure instinct that had me reaching for it, and I think, pure
instinct on his part to shove me back. But an instant later he
grabbed me when I would have fallen back across a chair, and then I
was against his chest, and suddenly his arms were very strong
around me.

Then his lips were very strong on mine!

I was astonished, to say the least, and
totally flummoxed. I did nothing as his lips crushed mine, as his
arms crushed me, as his tongue started to slide through my partly
open lips. It must have lasted only about three seconds, then he
jerked free so quickly I actually fell. I caught myself on the
chair, though, as he seemed to briefly shudder before getting a
grip on himself.

“I apologize unreservedly for my behavior,
Lieutenant Andrews,” he said in a strangled voice.

I just stared at him, still stunned, my mind
spinning.

“I will, of course, file a report with the
Adjutant General in the morning so that the proper disciplinary
procedures can be instigated against me.

His face was graven in stone, and his voice
was back to that cold, emotionless tone he used when he was tightly
controlling himself. I recognized that now.

“That would be... that bad judgment we were
discussing... sir,” I said finally.

“You're correct. My judgment was extremely
poor and I again apologize. I'm sure that...”

“No, no. I mean contacting the A.G. That
would be poor judgment, stupid actually.”

“Lieutenant – .”

“General, you and I both know there are
things the military doesn't want to hear about and I'm betting this
is one of them.”

“That may well be but – .”

“And I don't think it's exactly smart for you
to throw away your career because you got horny one moment.”

My heart was pounding and I was still wildly
flustered.

“Horny?” he demanded, eyes tightening.

“Well, because you lost control then.”

“A general without self-control is of little
use to anyone,” he snapped.

“Maybe you ought to be flogged then,” I said
sarcastically.

“You find this amusing, Lieutenant?!” he
demanded.

“Only your interest in destroying your career
over this, sir. That would be idiotic. And I'm not that horrified
that I need you to tie yourself to a post before the firing squad
because you kissed me. Not that it was much of a kiss,” I said.

Why did I add that last part? I was startled
as soon as the words were out of my mouth. Partly it was true, or
at least, I was so startled and it had been so rough, well, so
partly it was true. But I just... felt an instinctive need to prick
his balloon of self-importance. If I'd thought about it, though, I
would never have said something like that. You just didn't talk to
generals that way!

He glowered. “Lieutenant, you appear to not
understand the severity of this incident,” he said, tight
lipped.

I did, but on the other hand, my mind was
still spinning, and so my mouth was running away with me. I felt
guilty, wondering if I had provoked this by my dumb behavior of
almost flaunting myself to see if I could get a reaction. This
certainly answered my question about whether he was feeling the
kind of sexual tension I was! There was more to the buzzing in my
head than guilt, though.

“It's not severe because it didn't happen,” I
said. “And I'm sure if it did you'd be a better kisser.”

“Don't be impertinent!”

“Well, don't bruise a girl's lips next
time.”

“I apologized for that,” he said stiffly.

“Very well. I guess you don't really know any
better.”

“Don't taunt me, Lieutenant,” he growled,
eyes narrowing.

“I'm sorry, general. I've only seen the one
example of your kissing and since it was so sub-optimal I can't
help judge your abilities on that basis,” I said, using his own
droll humor.

Yes, I was taunting him! I didn't even know
why, really! I mean, I heard the words coming out of my mouth and
was shocked by them. I wasn't sure what the hell I was doing
except... except I knew that if I just said forget it and we went
our separate ways he would insist on my leaving the base – or him
doing so. I knew him well enough to know he'd decide we could no
longer work together, and would do the 'responsible' thing.

And I didn't want the responsible thing done!
Which was quite bizarre for me, but then, as I said, I wasn't
exactly thinking straight. Maybe that was because my pulse was
racing and my heart was pounding and the blood was rushing through
my system so quickly you'd think I was running a marathon. And
maybe it was because of the hard, tight, unfamiliar sensation down
low in my abdomen.

He grabbed my arm and jerked me forward, his
face a cold mask.

“I am not in the mood for your – .”

I kissed him. I didn't crush his lips with
mine. And my kiss was almost as impulsive, and certainly more
desperate than his. I grabbed the front of his shirt, pulled myself
against his body, and kissed him – hard. I let my lips slide
against his, I let my tongue ease out, and I held on desperately
when his initial instinct was to shove me back. I felt a desperate
fear that he would shove me back and then banish me to some other
country, and then a desperate relief when his hands stopped pushing
me and pulled me instead.
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We stood there, lips locked, kissing, as the
clock on the wall ticked. His big hands were gripping my upper
arms. My hands were gripping the front of his uniform blouse. I was
on the balls of my feet, and we were kissing. The kiss was
shifting, changing, as the seconds ticked by. His lips moved more,
his tongue began to tentatively move against mine. He began to kiss
harder.

The clock ticked away... five seconds...
ten... thirty. His hands were iron bands around my upper arms, and
only gradually loosened. But not by much. He drew back suddenly,
turned, and lifted me as he turned, lifted me just by that tight
grip on my upper arms, turned and pushed me so I felt the edge of
his desk pushing into the backs of my legs.

Then I was sitting on the desk and he pushed
in closer again. His hands released my arms and slid down my back
as our lips connected again. My knees were spread wide around him
as he leaned into me, and I was exquisitely aware of that, aware of
his powerful, masculine bulk there in my arms, there between my
legs.

I could feel the hot thrum of excitement in
my groin, and the way my nipples were tingling and hardening within
the cups of my bra as his tongue slid through my mouth. Oh I knew
this was dumb, all right. My mind was fluttering like a bird in a
cage, not only with the wild uncertainty of where this would lead,
not only with the rising sense of heat that was making my entire
body throb, but with the surefire knowledge that this was against
the rules and that I needed to stop it. Now!

But I didn't, and instead raised my freed
arms, my hands sliding up his chest and over those broad shoulders.
The clock continued to tick as I sat there, and our lips moved
together with an almost unrestrained passion. His lips were
pressing mine back hard, forcing them open so that his tongue could
invade, could dart in and caress my own.

The tension within me suddenly took a sharp
uptick, a shock sliding through my chest and belly as one of his
hands slid around my ribs and then cupped my breast! I let out a
helpless gasp of pleasure, though as with the kiss, he was rough,
wild, passionate, almost to the point it hurt.

He unbuttoned the front of my blouse so
quickly I was hardly aware of what he was up to, then jerked the
blouse open and back over my shoulders. I gasped as I felt his hand
in my hair, felt my head jerked up and back so that my back arched.
Then his hand other hand squeezed my breast hard for a moment
before tugging my bra cup down under my breast.

I moaned as his teeth dug into the soft flesh
of my breast, his mouth enveloping the rigid, tingling nipple. A
moment later he started sucking harshly, rhythmically. I felt his
hands jerk down, then felt the front of my trousers opening.

“S-Sir!” I gasped, my mind reeling.

How far did I want this to go!? I had no
idea! I was not used to being this out of control!

But suddenly he jerked back from me, and my
upper body half fell back across the desk. At the same time he
gripped the waistband of my uniform trousers and jerked them
powerfully. I felt them forced under my buttocks, and was thrown
backwards further as he ripped them down my legs, raising my legs
up as he did, then tearing them off – popping off my shoes in the
process!

“Sir!” I squealed.

I was flat on my back, though, on his desk,
and he had my legs in his hands, jerking them apart as he dropped
to his knees. Then his mouth was over my pussy, his lips closing on
my flesh through the thin cotton of my panties. My hands fluttered
and he grabbed them, slamming them down against the desk on either
side of my body. That put his forearms on my thighs, pinning them
against the edge of the desk as he began to lick and suck through
the cotton.

“Oh! Oh don't!” I gasped at the sudden rush
of sensation and heat.

“Don't?” he asked coolly, quietly.

He stood up, now apparently fully in control
of himself. I started to sit up and he gripped my arms, jerking me
up and forward into a seated position. But in the next instant he
shoved the open shirt back down my arms, then reached around me and
undid my bra, snapping it off and forward. My arms started to go to
cover my breasts but he caught them again, jerking me up and
forward as he leaned into me.

“Don't what, Andrews?” he growled.

“I-I... I don't know!” I squeaked, wide
eyed.

“You don't know?”

He released my arms and then caught my hard
nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. I gasped as he squeezed
tightly, and they began to ache and burn.

“Oh! Oh please!” I gasped.

He eased his grip but didn't remove his
fingers, tugging, stretching my nipples

“Put your hands down at your sides,” he
growled.

It was an order, and I was used to obeying
orders, and so I did, though I trembled, and fought to steady my
ragged breathing.

“You've been quite impertinent, Andrews,” he
said, squeezing his fingers and thumbs a little harder
together.

I gasped again as my nipples burned, but a
strange dark heat was spreading down into my groin and my heart was
thumping in my chest. He eased the pressure, rolling my nipples
between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers, then increased it
again, so that I gasped once more as he stretched them out towards
him, in effect, pulling me off the desk, then guiding me down onto
my knees before him.

I couldn't help noticing how the front of his
uniform trousers were bulging, and felt a sense of wild unreality,
that I should be kneeling here in just my panties in his office! He
released my nipples, and transferred his grip to my hair, then
pulled my face in against that bulging groin, though not roughly.
He ground my face against him, and when my hands rose he barked at
me to drop them once more.

I rolled my eyes up at him as he eased me
back and saw a ferocious hunger in his eyes that both aroused and
frightened me. He held my hair in his fist, as his other hand undid
his belt and pulled it free of his pants loops. Then he slid it
around my neck and pulled the loop closed. I gurgled briefly as the
belt went tight around my throat, but then it eased as he again
ordered me to drop my arms to my sides.

My breathing was becoming more ragged, more
shallow, as he guided me in against him. He undid the top button of
his trousers, then guided my mouth to the top of the zipper.

“Take the zipper in your teeth, Andrews, and
pull it down,” he growled.

A wild thrill ran through me, for this was so
incredible, so unbelievable, and my body was already crackling with
sexual energy and hunger. I obeyed him, however, arms at my sides,
fingers quivering, as I managed to get his zipper between my teeth
and tug it down. His trousers opened and then slid down to his
thighs, then his ankles.

Beneath, his military issue boxers did little
to hide the size or thickness of his erection as it pushed out
eagerly against the loose cotton. He pulled me forward again,
rubbing my face, my mouth up and own and from side to side against
him. I felt the length of him against my lips and felt another wild
thrill run up through my belly, and down into my groin!

He released my hair though held onto the belt
which was looped around my throat.

“Now the pants, Andrews. Take them in your
teeth and pull them down,” he ordered in a strangely calm
voice.

Pulse racing, I leaned in, then slid down,
grasping the loose material near the bottom, pulling down, tugging,
forcing the tight elastic around his hips to slide downward, then
down further. The boxers slid lower, and his cock sprang up like a
weapon. It was thick and dark and hard and pointing slightly
upward. Another shock ran through me, but this time I felt it
ripple across my clit with a sensation that almost made me
climax!

Oh my God! He was big! And he was gorgeous!
His cock was... I don't know. It was circumcised, and had a
slightly darker head, with the veins thick along the sides. His
pubic hair was very neatly trimmed, and perhaps that simply helped
make his cock seem larger, but it did seem BIG! I felt daunted for
a moment, wondering if I could do it justice. My hands rose again
and he tugged on the belt so that it tightened around my neck.

“No hands, Andrews,” he ordered. “Show some
discipline.”

I moaned weakly as he pulled me in against
him. I licked at his cock, near the top, then along the shaft, then
pushed my mouth in towards the base, almost by instinct, without
thought, taking one of his balls into my mouth and sucking on it as
the long, thick length of his shaft pressed against my face.

I licked and sucked on the other one, then
licked my way up the shaft, using little butterfly flicks with my
tongue. His cock dropped forward as my face moved back and I
widened my lips and slid them over the head, amazed at how thick it
felt in my mouth! I moaned around it, rolling my eyes up at him as
I sucked lightly, forcing my lips further down the shaft.

I felt another rippling shock. Oh my God!
This was really happening!!

I felt the belt tighten around my throat as I
eased back, and moved forward once more, sucking lightly, licking
along the bottom of his shaft, letting my lips moisten the skin
with my saliva as more and more of him slid across my tongue. That
made his shaft more slick and slippery and the tactile sense of
touch as it slid back and forth between my lips and over my tongue
was incredibly erotic!

He pushed into me as he pulled on the belt,
and the spongy, helmet head of his cock pushed deep into the back
of my mouth, threatening to go down my throat. I felt a fluttering
moment of panic, and my hands started to rise to push back, but he
eased the pull on the belt, and instead his other hand gripped my
hair near the top of my head and bent my head up and back so that
his cock slid back hard over my lower lip, bending a little until
it came free.

His eyes were intent and intense as he sat
down, kicked off his trousers and then pulled me forward by the
belt. I thought he was going to pull my face into his groin again
but the belt pulled me up across his left leg, and then his right
hand reached down, gripping my hip, and lifted me up across his
lap, belly down.

I felt his open hand on my back, caressing my
soft skin, felt it sliding downward and then stroking and kneading
my buttocks.

A sharp slap made me yelp and gasp.

A moment later his fingers traced the line of
my thong, up and down between my buttocks, then under to run along
my pussy and over my swollen clitoris. He rubbed and squeezed me
lightly, then slid up and I felt his fingers hook in under the
waistband and then – pull.

I groaned as I felt the pressure of the
cotton squeeze up against my throbbing pussy, groaned and gasped as
it increased, and reached back instinctively to fend him off.

He released my thong and I felt him gripping
my slender wrists, drawing them together, then pushing them upward
along my spine, up high between my shoulder blades. He took the
length of belt which he'd been using almost as a leash and wrapped
it around my joined wrists. I don't know how he managed to fasten
it together, but he did, leaving my wrists bound up high.

Another shock rippled through me, a shock of
heat, of dark hunger, of wild sexual abandon, tinged with a little
fear and anxiety.

Crack!

His hand slapped down against my bottom, and
my hips bucked. Then he grasped the thong and pulled again, the
pressure squeezing gradually harder on my pussy until I gasped and
moaned and started to wiggle and writhe to try and ease it.

Crack!

His hand struck my bottom again, but that was
okay, because he'd let go of the thong, at least, and the pressure
eased, leaving my burning, throbbing pussy filled with a strange
sense of being swollen and exquisitely sensitive.

My head and shoulders were hanging over his
hip on the left, and so I could see nothing. I could only feel his
hands caressing my body, stroking along my bottom, then up along my
hip and ribs to cup and grope my breast.

Crack!

His hand came down on my bottom again, then
he pulled on the thong so that it squeezed up hard into my pussy,
almost lifting me off his lap!

A moment later he released it then peeled my
thong down around my thighs, baring me entirely. Another rippling
shockwave of sexual hunger and electricity ran down my spine,
through my belly and into my pussy. I almost imagined him staring
down at me, my pussy and bottom so neatly framed before him. I felt
one of his hands on my inner thigh, then his fingers traced the
line of my sex.

“Hmm, I'm glad to see you keeping yourself so
neatly trimmed, Andrews,” he said. “A clean desk bespeaks a clean
mind, they say.”

Crack! His hand struck my bare bottom
again, and I yelped and my bottom jerked.

His fingers caressed me, sliding up and down
my pussy, then under to rub against my clit. I felt something
thicker than a finger – his thumb – pushing into me. I slid in
easily, for I was that wet, and I groaned as he drove it in all the
way then pressed downward as his other fingers pressed up against
my clit.

Crack! His hand slapped down against
my bottom more sharply than before, and I yelped and my legs kicked
feebly.

My head was spinning, and I had no idea what
he was going to do next. All I could do was follow the sensations
as they raced through me like quicksilver, my nervous system
straining, my breath ragged, my pulse racing as I squirmed and
twisted and moaned and yelped at the contradictory sensations.

He had his thumb buried in my pussy as his
fingers rubbed continuously against my clit. And he was sort of
squeezing his thumb in against his fingers, if you get my meaning,
redoubling the sensations.

Crack!

Every time his hand slapped down across my
bottom it produced a sudden sharp stinging pain followed by a
throbbing heat.

And he seemed to be slapping harder each
time!

My wrists jerked against the belt, which pulled the loop against my
throat. I felt a wild, dark sense of disbelief that he had tied me
up! My wrists kept pulling against the belt, and the tight clasp of
the belt was doing strange things to my mind. I'd never really been
tied up before, nor ever really been involved in anything you might
describe as 'kinky'. So perhaps I was more shocked, more
electrified, really, by the wild thrill of it all.

But really, most of my attention was focused
on my pussy, which was hot and getting hotter. I also felt dripping
wet, and blushed at that, though since my entire upper body was
flushed it was hardly noticeable. He was squeezing my clit in
between his thumb and fingers as he rubbed the outer fingers
against it. His left hand roughly cupped and squeezed my right
breast, then drew back.

Crack!

I gasped, but then gasped again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I started to wriggle and twist more
desperately as his hand slapped down against me repeatedly. The
stinging blows increased as the heat built up in my skin and flesh,
and my wrists pulled more desperately against the belt.

He stopped, leaving my bottom throbbing with
heat. His hand ran up my back and then around to cup and squeeze my
breast again. His other continued rubbing at my clit, the thumb now
pumping in and out.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped. “S-Sir!”

The blows were steady, deliberate, his big
hand cracking sharply down against my upturned and helpless
buttocks again and again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack

“Please!” I gasped, my bottom flaming.

He abruptly shifted his grip entirely, and I
gasped as I was rolled over onto my back. He raised my head and
shoulders up, propping me into a semi-seated position. Then grasped
my hair and jerked my head back. I cried out weakly as his mouth
descended to one of my breasts and he began to suck and chew on its
center, alternately gentle and then rough. His teeth nipped lightly
as his tongue swirled and circled and stroked hungrily across my
rigid pink nipples

At the same time his right hand was between
my legs. Two, then three fingers pushed into my overheated pussy as
his thumb stroked rapidly across my swollen clitoris. My pussy felt
stretched out by the three big fingers, and my body was thrilling
to the sucking and chewing he was doing at my breast.

It was odd, but as good as the tongue felt,
he was also kind of grinding his teeth against my stiff nipple, and
while it hurt it... it hurt so good! The sharp, sparkly little
stings just made me want to scream!

My hips began to grind, to buck, as the
sexual heat grew into a fever which enveloped my body. My mind was
swimming in a steaming, bubbling cauldron of heat and I could do
nothing but roll back my eyes as I felt myself starting to tremble
and shake.

Then, suddenly, he rolled me over onto my
belly again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and jerked as my bottom stung, but
then he pushed me off onto the floor, gripping my hair once more
and drawing my face in against his erection.

His cock filled my mouth, sliding over my
tongue as I rolled my glazed eyes upward, and then gurgled as my
eyes were yanked back to his shaft. The head was deep in the back
of my mouth, and then suddenly, it was even further. My eyes bulged
as his cock slid into my throat, slick and hard and silky as I
began to gag.

“Swallow, Andrews, Swallow. That's an order,”
he said.

I swallowed, for want of anything better to
do, and he pulled forward on my hair so that the thick shaft began
to follow the head right down my throat! It was so quick, and my
mind so – distracted, that I didn't really have time to panic until
it was already done and I found my mouth pressed tightly against
his groin.

His cock filled my throat, and my wide eyes
stared up the length of his body, then at his belly, with my lips
pressed against it, filled with disbelief.

“I shall expect this service every morning
from you now, Andrews,” he said calmly, holding me in place as my
head pounded and my chest began to burn.

“So you had best master yourself and your
fears.”

He eased up, and my incipient panic began to
lessen as he let my lips slide back up his slick shaft, and then
off. I gulped in air, gasping for breath as saliva dripped off my
lower lip.

He pulled me forward by the hair again.
Manhandled would be the appropriate term, and as I gulped in air I
found myself bent across his lap once again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned and sucked in deep
breaths of air as he slapped his hand down across my sore, burning
bottom. Then he jerked me back again, and I was staring at his cock
from my knees as it pushed against my mouth.

My scalp ached from the way he kept pulling
on my hair, and my bottom throbbed hotly even as his cock slid
across my tongue. But my pussy felt swollen, burning in a far
different way from my buttocks, and with a heat which extended far
below the surface and up into my belly, chest and mind.

Again he pushed himself into my throat while
pulling on my hair. My hands jerked feebly against the belt as I
was forced all the way down to the base, my throat aching, my mind
burning with shock, and no small delight, either, that I had
mastered, or at least, that I had become an initiate of such a
thing as deep throating a man's cock.

I guess, somewhat in my innocence, I had
dismissed that sort of thing as something only prostitutes and porn
stars really knew how to do. And I, of course was very, very far
from either, not being particularly skilful in the area of sex.

But Laird was evidently determined to remedy
that.

I became light-headed from lack of air before
he drew back. Then he left the front of his shaft in my mouth for
me to suck and work my tongue against while he reached down to
fondle my breasts and pinch my aching nipples.

He drew me back by the hair, my scalp aching
again, then pulled me forward across his lap once more. His hand
kneaded and massaged my pink buttocks, then:

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I moaned and twisted even as his other hand
slid down to rub at my clit. As before, his thumb pushed up into my
overheated pussy as his fingers rubbed against my clit. I felt the
heat burning inside and out as my hips began to grind and buck back
against him. The orgasm rose with a terrible sense of force and I
felt myself cry out as it swept over me.

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

Even as the orgasm tore though my body, even
as his fingers rubbed harshly against my clit, and his thumb curled
up against it from within me, his other hand slapped down against
my bottom with sharp, fast slaps which produced sharp bursts of
stinging sensation within me. Somehow, those little eruptions of
sharp sensation only served to drive the power and intensity of the
orgasm higher, and I writhed and thrashed, my head jerking wildly
as my eyes rolled back.

The orgasm was literally of stunning
intensity, and it felt like every nerve ending in my body was
spasming and snapping, as though I were engulfed in a crackling
electrical overload of a sexual firestorm. And then it faded,
leaving me limp, gasping for breath, dazed, eyes glazed, jaw slack
as I lay across his lap, quite literally drooling onto the carpet
below.
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I was back on my knees again, his legs spread
apart on either side as he drew my mouth in against his cock.
Moaning weakly, I had little energy for anything, but the pull of
his fingers against my hair was irresistible.

His cock slid into my open mouth, across my
tongue, and that sensation roused me again as he began to almost
pump in and out, holding me in place on my knees. He slid forward
to the edge of the chair, leaning in and working his hips slowly in
and out of my open mouth until I started to suck properly. Then he
drew back, pulling on my hair.

I started sucking once again, still feeling a
little shell-shocked by the force of the orgasm, my mind still kind
of dazed as I sucked and licked almost absently on his cock. He
pulled me forward and I gurgled and choked a bit as the head pushed
into my throat. I swallowed repeatedly, fighting my gag reflex, and
he slid all the way down my throat again.

I felt oddly proud of how easily I'd managed
that, though it wasn't as if I'd had much choice.

He held me in place until I started to squirm
from lack of air, panicking, then slowly drew back so that I could
gulp in air once again. I felt pressure on my scalp, but this time
it wasn't to pull me forward across his belly. Instead he stood,
pulling me with him, then gripped my hips and lifted me up onto the
desk. A moment later he shoved me back so I fell back onto my bound
arms, bowed back across them, my head falling over the other side
of the bed.

I groaned as I felt his fingers at my sex. He
spread my legs wide, again, as he had before, only now my pussy was
naked before him as his fingers and tongue began to work on it. I
wasn't a virgin, as I said, but I hadn't a lot of experience with
oral sex on the receiving end. Now the sensation of Laird's tongue
caressing my swollen, throbbing, aching pussy sent jolts of
sensation rippling through my belly in a long, endless stream.

At first I just lay there, moaning weakly, my
head aching as I stared, upside down, at the office door. But as
his fingers drove into me and his tongue slid over me my insides
began to throb and burn anew, and the sensations only grew more
powerful, more intense from there. My hips began to grind up and my
body began to writhe and twist.

The earlier orgasm seemed to have done
something to me in that the wildfire sensations built up higher and
higher without releasing, to the point I was writhing
uncontrollably, gasping and moaning and whimpering and almost
unable to stand the force and heat of the pressure inside me! His
tongue and lips and yes, even his teeth, were driving me
insane!

I couldn't even see him! My head hung over
the edge of the desk, jerking and twisting and rolling even as my
back arched and my hips bucked. I was cursing and gasping and then
almost sobbing with the need to climax.

And then I felt him draw back. My chest
heaved, and I groaned weakly as I forced my horribly heavy head up
to look forward. He was standing now, and I stared as his thick
cock pressed against me at last. It pushed forward, spreading the
lips of my sex wide, and then it just – slid – into me. It slid and
slid and slid and I shuddered and arched, my head rolling back, my
body exulting in the thick, deep, total penetration that felt so
incredible and so perfect!

And I came, crying out, thrashing and bucking
as he immediately started thrusting hard and deep and fast. As wet
as I was, he was too big for that, and my insides hadn't really
adjusted to that deep penetration, so it ached. But that didn't
matter. Every sensation turned to pleasure in the screaming
maelstrom inside me, and his hips slapped against my buttocks as he
drove himself into me with unrestrained violence and hunger.

Funny the things you feel at a time like
that. I was aware of the papers under my back and arms, aware of
the cool wood beneath my hips. I was aware of his hands on the
backs of my legs behind the knees, forcing my legs wide and back,
aware of the sound of a heavy truck going by outside, and the sharp
pinpoints of fire at the center of each breast.

I didn't think about them. I didn't think
about anything. But I was aware of it. My consciousness, however,
was rolling over and over, buffeted and battered by the intensity
of the sensory storm sweeping through me.

More than anything, though, I was aware of
Laird's cock, so big, so thick, so long, as it drove into me again
and again in those long, glorious thrusts that seemed to never end,
but which did end, with a sharp aching punch deep into the end of
my pussy.

I was focused on that, even as I twisted and
writhed and made dazed, mindless, animal-like sounds through the
long, intense orgasm. It was all so incredible!

And then the orgasm faded slowly away,
leaving me dazed, eyes glazed, body limp on the desk. I wasn't
unmoving though. Laird was still driving his big cock into me again
and again, so that his hips continued to slap against my upraised
buttocks and my body continued to jerk to the force of his
thrusts.

With a final hard flurry of pounding strokes,
he stopped, buried within me, and I groaned dazedly, not caring,
head hanging over the opposite side of the desk again as my mind
slowly pulled free of the deep languor the orgasm had left it
in.

I groaned as I felt myself lifted upright,
his big hands strong around my ribs. My head felt slightly dizzy as
I tried to focus my eyes on him. He was naked now. When had that
happened? Somewhere he'd removed his shirt and t-shirt, and I
stared at his big chest as his fingers combed through my hair.

“Your hair is very... soft... Andrews,” he
said.

Even sitting on his desk he was taller than
I. My eyes were right at chest level, and I suddenly felt a desire
to feel his soft skin against me. My hands were still bound up
behind me, though, so I kind of leaned forward, rubbing my face, my
cheek against his bare chest, like a cat.

I licked at his skin, at his nipple, and then
suddenly gasped as his hand jerked back on my hair, forcing my back
to arch. He leaned in, his teeth against the nape of my exposed
neck as his other hand lifted, cupped, and squeezed my left breast.
I felt his teeth digging into my flesh, his lips closing tight,
sucking hungrily.

He released my hair, drawing back. His other
hand went under my right breast, then up, cupping it, squeezing it.
Both hands were flat against my ribs, squeezing harder on my
breasts now, enough to make them ache and bulge out as he pulled
his hands back, and thus pulled me forward.

Gasping, moaning, I slid off the desk as he
backed up and sat. I was forced forward, pulled, in effect, by my
breasts, having to straddle his chair to slide my lower body
forward, and then down, until I was straddling him, facing him.
Finally, he released my breasts, and bent to examine them.

I've had men lick and suck on my nipples
before, but never with such intensity and intent. He wasn't simply
giving them a little lick, but making love to them. His tongue
swirled teasingly around my nipples, his lips brushed them, his
teeth glided lightly across them. Then he altered his movements,
licking harder, and in different directions, sucking, kissing,
blowing, using his teeth to occasionally nip the rigid little
buttons.

Then he pulled his lips off completely,
catching both between his thumbs and forefingers, pinching them,
twisting them until I gasped and moaned, stretching them forward,
then up, then down, twisting them again until they burned. Then his
mouth was on them again, sucking gently, his tongue stroking
softly.

He said nothing, for the most part, and I
said nothing, because I didn't know what to say, and my mind was
still sputtering and stuttering and unable to think with any
coherence.

His hands roamed my body, caressing,
exploring, stroking and massaging everywhere, nor did he neglect to
rub and stroke his fingers against my clit, which was so
oversensitive by then it almost hurt. Almost. At first. But that
began to change.

He pushed me back, set me on my knees again,
and once more I began to lick at his balls and suck at his cock. It
was more... leisurely, in a way, less intense. It had the same
results, though, in that his cock hardened and thickened until it
was sitting up between us, pressed against my belly like a warm,
slick spear.

He pushed me back, almost roughly, so that I
kind of fell back across his knees. His hands gripped my thighs,
spreading them wider, holding me in place with my upper chest bowed
back across his knees, hanging upside down. I felt him pulling me
forward, and groaned as his cock pushed through the soft folds of
my pussy lips and into the mouth of my sex.

He pulled me forward, sliding my hips closer
to him, impaling me on his stiff cock.

He reached forward for my ribs and lifted me
upright, and my feet dropped flat on the floor. I groaned,
automatically raising myself as his hands slid onto my buttocks. He
pulled me forward and then I slowly sank down, a part of me
exulting again as his cock drove up into my belly.

He didn't have me ride him, nor did he move.
He kind of held me in place, impaled on his steely shaft, feeling
it throb up deep inside me.

His hands slid over my bottom and back as he
bent me forward, licking and sucking at my breasts and nipples.
Then he slid his hands in around my ribs, pushing me upright once
more as he looked at me.

“How many lovers have you had, Andrews?” he
asked casually.

I blinked dazedly. What?

I groaned, not answering, then gasped as he
caught my nipples and pinched them.

“How many?”

“I-I... f-four!” I gasped.

“Sir,” he said patiently.

“Four, sir!” I gasped.

He eased his fingers back, rolling my nipples
gently between them.

“Describe them,” he said.

“S-sir?” I gasped.

His fingers pinched again and I gasped in
pain.

“Describe them,” he insisted. “Who was the
first and when?”

I was sitting unmoving on his stiff cock,
straddling him, my breasts in his face, and he wanted me to talk
about former lovers!? It was hard to get my mind around that, but
he pinched my nipples again and I yelped.

“Wake up, Andrews. Tell me about the first
time.”

“I-I was at...”

“His name?”

“Jeff,” I gasped. “It was at my senior prom,
in high school.”

“How trite,” he said, rubbing my stiff,
aching nipples between the pads of his fingers.

“Then it was Peter at – .”

“We're not done with Jeffrey. Describe what
happened.”

He insisted I describe my prom dress, and
describe Jeffrey, right down to height and hair style. Then I
described how we danced, what we danced to, how I drank too much,
and how I accompanied him upstairs to a hotel room.

“So he got you drunk and had his way with
you? Rather a cliché,” he said.

“N-No. I wanted to. I – I had waited too
long. I wanted to... see what it was like, I said, panting.

“And so you were in the hotel room, and you
stripped off immediately? No? Yes?”

“We... kissed, and... stuff.”

He pinched my nipples for a second.

“No stuff. I want details.”

So I described how he had pushed me against
the wall, how we had kissed, how our hands had raced over each
other until he began to strip off my dress. Then how, in bra and
panties, I'd helped undress him as his hand plunged into the front
of my panties to rub my pussy.

His hand slid down my bare belly, down my
abdomen as I spoke, and his thumb rubbed lightly against my
clit.

“And were you nicely shaven clean then?”

“Y-yes,” I gasped.

“Why?”

“I-I don't know.”

“Why?”

“I – maybe because, the guys like it. I mean,
they seem to think you should and... it feels cleaner. It looks
cleaner,” I gasped.

“I prefer it myself,” he said, rubbing his
thumb against me.

“And did he masturbate you?”

My mind squirmed at the word and I felt
embarrassed.

“H-He... rubbed his fingers against me.”

“Did he masturbate you?” he demanded.

“I-I guess,” I said helplessly.

“Say it.”

“He... masturbated me,” I said, blushing
uncomfortably.

“Did you come?”

“No,” I said, still feeling awkward and
embarrassed.

“I don't want to pull the information out of
you bit by bit, Andrews. Describe in detail what happened,” he
ordered.

And so I did, describing how he rubbed me and
I fondled him, wrapping my hand around his cock and pumping up and
down. How he stripped me and how I sucked his cock until he came in
my mouth. I'd swallowed, knowing you were supposed to, and then we
spent more time fondling each other, both naked in bed, before I'd
sucked him erect again.

Then he'd rolled me onto my back and plunged
into me. It wasn't terribly excising sounding. He'd done me hard
and eagerly in the missionary position, and when he'd finished,
which hadn't taken long, he'd been finished and ready to go.

“And did you come?” he asked.

“N-No,” I gasped as his thumbnail kind of
scratched lightly against my swollen clitoris.

“Did you think you were supposed to?”

“I-I didn't know.”

“Ride me, Andrews.”

He slapped my bottom and leaned back. I
grunted and raised myself up, feet flat on the floor, then sank
back down again, feeling a wild thrill as he pushed up deep. I
raised myself up and sank back, again and again as his hands
fondled my breasts.

“When you rise up, Andrews, bear down on your
vaginal muscles. Squeeze them around me then relax as you slide
back down.”

I was a bit startled but obeyed, and yet even
so got a slap to the bottom.

“When you are given an order, Lieutenant,
what do you say?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“Correct.”

I rode up and down, gasping with effort and
rising heat as he alternatively rubbed and pinched my nipples, or
rubbed at my clit. It felt so bizarre, doing this as I was, with my
wrists forced up behind my back. But I never thought of asking him
to remove the belt, to untie me. I didn't exactly know why he had
tied my wrists up behind my back but I knew he wanted them
there.

And there was something strangely right about
it, because he was in charge, he was the general, he was the older
man, and he was so... big and powerful. Of course he was completely
in command. That was something I accepted without thought.

It felt incredible pulling myself up off that
hard, thick, pulsing male organ, and I couldn't stop bowing my
head, staring with a sense of disbelief as inch after glistening
inch appeared between my thighs as I moved up. Then I was high
enough so that he was just within, the fat, helmet head clutched in
the mouth of my sex just behind my pussy lips. I held for a
glorious instant of time and anticipation, then sank down, slowly,
then faster.

God it was wonderful! The intensity of the
erotic sensation of him pushing up into me, deeper and deeper,
spreading my vaginal tunnel open, penetrating deep into my belly
until, just before my buttocks touched his thighs, I began to ache
from how high he was. Then that final inch of settling, groaning as
he jammed high into my belly, gasping for breath as his hands
pulled me in tight against him, moaning.

It was as though a fever was gripping me, and
I was lost in it. I'd never felt this kind of arousal, this kind of
intensity before. It was like every other sexual experience I'd
ever had was nothing.

“Oh!” I moaned as his fist seized my hair and
forced my head back.

My chest bowed, the skin tightening across my
throbbing breasts, my nipples sparkling like live wires as I felt
his lips brushing across them, then sucking lightly, first one,
then the other. Little nips from his teeth, then his other hand was
between my thighs, a finger rubbing at my clit.

I couldn't keep still, and my hips ground
excitedly against him. My arms jerked behind me, pulling against
the belt. That, in turn, tugged the loop tighter around my throat,
making my head throb and increasing the intensity of the sensations
flooding through me.

He released my hair. My head wobbled forward,
then I gasped as he gripped my nipples again, tugging them up and
forward.

“Do you like my cock, Andrews?” he asked
softly.

“Y-Yes!” I moaned.

The pads of his fingers angled in so that the
nails pinched my nipples producing little pinpoints of pain.

“Yes, sir,” he said

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

The nails disappeared, and the pads of his
fingers rubbed my nipples between them.

“Say it.”

“I-I love your cock, sir!” I gulped.

He smiled. “I like the sound of that,
Andrews. Say it again.”

“I love your cock, sir!”

“Where, Andrews? Where do you love it?”

“I-I love it inside me, sir!”

“Do you love riding my cock, Andrews?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped. “I love riding your
cock, sir!”

“Then ride it, Andrews.”

I groaned and forced the muscles in my legs
to work, pushing myself up against the hold of his fingers. They
released my nipples, and his hands slid down my ribs, down my sides
to my hips as I began to ride up and down again. I moaned as I
built up speed, gasping in helpless pleasure as I renewed that
glorious sensation of pulling free, then sinking down.

Laird's hands caressed my outer thighs and
hips and ribs, then slid up my chest to cup and gently knead my
breasts. I just rode. Up and down. Up and down, gasping each time,
overheating on the inside and the outside. I leaned into him,
instinctively trying to change the angle, and my breasts slid
across his face so that he could lick and kiss them in passing.

The pressure built up slowly, becoming more
and more intense, to the point that I was trembling even as I
moved, my breath ragged, my head pulsing. My arms kept jerking
against the belt, which tightened around my throat like a noose.
Only I didn't care if I breathed or not. In fact, the tightness
seemed to increase the intensity, so that I began to pull harder,
gurgling sometimes from lack of breath. I became light-headed, but
didn't care.

The pleasure mounted, becoming nearly
unbearable, and then as his finger reached down and touched me –
there! – I exploded with a scream of raw animal pleasure so
powerful that it seemed to blot out the world. It engulfed me and I
rode in its center, burning, burning ,twisting and writhing and
screaming until I thought I might die, and didn't care.
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I felt as though I had been a virgin, and now
I wasn't. It was like I now had an entirely new understanding of
sex, of love-making, of pleasure, a new sophistication. That was
the good part. That was a life-altering kind of experience, after
all. And I knew that, no matter what happened now between Laird and
I, my appreciation for sex had been elevated to an entirely new
level, and I would now seek it out where I had previously made
little effort to, or even rebuffed it.

I don't meant to say that after one wild
sexual session with Laird I had become a nymphomaniac or something.
But I had become more aware, more intimately aware, of how glorious
it could be, and that made it no longer something to simply take or
leave without care.

Wow, I had missed out on a lot!

After our lust had been sated I had felt
somewhat... uncomfortable, uncertain, and he had seemed guilty and
angry at himself. He'd apologized, while grabbing his clothes,
clearly upset at his breech of all the rules of officer conduct. I
had simply knelt the floor, not really sure what to say, or even if
I could yet talk. I'd still been tied up, and felt somewhat
forlorn, like a prisoner, but in a way which still seemed oddly
exciting.

I'd felt almost regretful when he'd finally
remembered and pulled the belt away from me, as if that marked the
end of something I didn't want to see end.

I was sore on the inside, and my bottom was
still kind of raw from the spanking.

Spanking! God, the man had spanked me! My
mind had a hard time wrapping itself around that little item of
memory. But the memory was wrapped in an erotic miasma of heat and
intense sexual excitement so that every time it popped into my head
I felt a little thrum of dark pleasure between my legs.

My bottom didn't hurt that badly. It just
felt kind of tender and hot, like the skin was mildly sunburned. My
wrists felt kind of wore, too, and I was sore on the inside from
the hard deep thrusting of his cock.

My nipples were the sorest part of me. They
stayed hard for ages, incredibly tender and oversensitive to the
touch. I actually slept without my usual nightshirt that night
because the feel of the soft cotton against my hot, sensitive
nipples kept distracting me.

I wondered how I was supposed to treat him in
public now. And yet, the answer seemed clear. He'd never called me
anything but Andrews or Lieutenant. I had called him nothing but
Sir. What a strange sexual liaison that had been! There had been no
warm, tender endearments whispered into my ear, no promises of
everlasting love or even respect.

That last thought gave me the most anxiety.
How could he respect me after what I'd done, after what I'd let him
do? His respect was important to me, not just as my commanding
general but personally. I had been quite pleased at learning my
role and conducting it well, and at his reaction before. Would that
now change?

I had acted like his little fuck toy, after
all. Surely he'd now treat me like that. But he clearly couldn't at
work. I mean, he was always so very proper and formal. Surely he
was professional enough to maintain that, no matter what he
thought.

My mind wouldn't let me sleep very well. It
kept spinning through what had happened, why it had happened, and
what were likely to be the consequences. What did Laird think of
me? He was even younger than I'd thought, just thirteen years older
than me. Was it possible that we could have some sort of...
relationship? We did see eye to eye on a number of things. And if I
wasn't under his command... but that was for the future.

No matter what had happened I had a job to do
until and unless I was told otherwise. I got up as I normally did,
hesitated only in my lingerie, then dressed and went to the mess
hall. I picked up breakfast to go, and went to the office, then sat
at my desk and prepared the General's correspondence as normal. I
heated the food in the microwave and munched it as I considered the
day's schedule, then brushed my teeth just as Major Random came in
for the day. He was General Laird's C1. That is, the head of
administration and personnel.

Random was a plumpish, balding, middle aged
American. He was unimaginative, but quite efficient and had a sense
of responsibility in his role of relieving the General of the
minutia he didn't need to know about. He sat off to the right side
of the room. Next to him was Captain Legendre, the C2 –
intelligence and security. He was Belgian, tall, slim, with a silly
looking mustache. He was personable but stared at me too often,
perhaps because his desk faced towards me.

Captain Able's desk was at right angles to
mine, which meant he had to turn his head completely to the right
to see me. That was good, because he stared even more than
Legendre. And he thought of himself as a romeo. He kept hinting
that we ought to go here or there, have coffee, have lunch, etc. I
had put him off simply because I knew what he wanted and I didn't
want it. He was the C3, the Operations officer. And since we
weren't fully staffed yet he was also the C4, Logistics.

Captain Peggy Noonan sat on his left. She was
the Plans, Communications, Training, and Finance officer all rolled
into one. Since we didn't need to communicate, and had little staff
for training, that mainly meant she took care of the contracts. She
was built something like an elongated potato. She was thick all
over, constantly frowned, and was rude, at least to me, but I
hadn't heard Laird complain about her, so she had to be doing a
good job.

The room was kind of a rectangle, except for
the corner I was in, which was kind of sunk back into the wall so
that I was mainly hidden from the main room. The wall moved out
about eight feet just to my right so that I couldn't see down the
room from my desk without leaning out over the desk. I could only
see straight ahead along the wall there. Laird's door was just to
my left. It was like the room was L-shaped, except my part of the L
was very short.

I almost felt like blushing as they came in,
feeling self-conscious, wondering if I'd get strange looks, like
they might know or guess or had heard somehow. Was there a visible
sign on my forehead of what a slut I was to have slept with my
boss!?

That wasn't a little thing in the army
either. If it was found out, Laird would be relieved of his command
and perhaps court martialed. I would be forever marked, and
probably sent to a base in Alaska to be in charge of bedpans for
the local infirmary!

I had re-read the army regulations on
fraternization early that morning. They didn't absolutely prohibit
relations between officers of different rank. But given they were
replete with clauses about whether they “appeared to” or “gave the
appearance of” anything at all detrimental to order and discipline,
they were banned. In effect, given he was my commanding officer,
there would be no doubt of what would happen.

Of course, as long as we were the only two
who knew about it, we should be safe.

“Attention!”

I jumped up at the word, as did everyone else
in the room. I couldn't see Laird since the entrance to the HQ area
was off to the right, but he appeared soon enough, perfectly
dressed, as usual, and waved everyone down. I stayed standing, a
little breathless as he nodded to me and passed my desk, then I
followed him into his office.

I was all business, and so was he. You'd
never have known I had been naked on my back on his desk while he
pounded into me just a few hours earlier. That thought kept running
through my mind, filling me with a kind of general anxiety about
getting caught, and a sort of low, thrumming sense of sexual
excitement.

But the door was open and this was no time to
display it. We dealt with the correspondence and I quickly went
back to my desk. Random then got up and came to his door, knocked,
and went in, again, as was usual.

It was odd how normal it all was. I felt
that, somehow, it should be different, that last night ought to
have changed so much. But it was as if it had never happened. The
General had a staff meeting at seven, attended by his senior staff,
and I sat in on it and took notes. At nine thirty I was about to
call the motor pool and to bring over the Iltis. The General
visited some part of the base every morning, and didn't tell anyone
which part.

The phone buzzed and I picked it up.

“Yes, sir?”

“Have a car brought over, Andrews.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Not the Iltis this morning. Have one of the
Humvees brought.”

“Yes, sir,” I said in surprise.

My heart was thumping a little more as we
walked down the path to it. I got in the driver's seat, and as
usual, Laird moved around and got in the front passenger seat. It
was the first time we had been safely, or at least, somewhat alone
since the 'big event', and I wanted to say something, but didn't
know what. Would he? Or would he just try to pretend nothing had
happened? Would that be a one-time event, to get it out of his
system, and we would now revert to our previous relationship?

A part of me, the sensible part, wanted that.
But most of me didn't. Most of me, especially certain parts of my
anatomy, remembered the feel of his fingers and mouth on them and
wanted to feel that again!

We pulled away and headed down towards the
hangar.

“How are you today, Andrews?” he asked.

“Fine sir.” I hesitated. “A little sore.”

He smiled faintly. “And your bottom? Is that
sore?”

I blushed. “No, sir.”

“No? I suppose I didn't punish you enough.
Perhaps I'll do better next time.”

I blushed more, and felt a squirmy sensation
low in my belly.

“Do you remember what you said, yesterday,
Andrews?”

“Sir?” I gulped.

“About my cock.”

I flushed anew.

“Yes, sir,” I said, somewhat
breathlessly.

“Say it again. I like to hear it.”

“I- .”

I looked around. it was silly to think anyone
could overhear us as we drove, even if they were standing at the
side of the road.

“I love your cock, sir,” I said, blushing
furiously, staring at the unpaved road ahead.

“Where do you love it, Andrews?”

“I love your cock inside me, sir!” I gulped,
my eyes glancing aside helplessly.

He smiled again, faintly, just a trace.

“And do you love my cock in your mouth,
Andrews?”

“Yes, sir!” I said, face flushed, pulse
racing.

The flush was starting to spread down my
chest as my breasts swelled and my nipples began to tingle. I was
somewhat amazed at how quickly I had become so aroused.

“Say it.”

“I love having your cock in my mouth,
Sir!”

“Had you ever deep-throated a man,
Andrews?”

“No, sir!” I gulped.

“You were quite good for a first try. Quite
good indeed. I shall instruct you further, however.”

We passed out of the more built-up part of
the base and headed onto the long, empty road to the air operations
area. There was nothing on either side of the dirt road but weeds,
bushes and low trees. And suddenly, his left hand slid onto my
right thigh. I gulped, but didn't do anything even as it rubbed
lightly, then moved in to pluck at the button of my uniform
trousers. He pulled the zipper down to expose the top of the black
thong I'd worn, and his fingers slid lightly inside to caress the
soft skin of my abdomen.

“You have deliciously soft skin, Andrews,” he
said, as the tips of his fingers slid lower.

“Th-Thank you, sir!” I gasped.

He turned his head to face me, his voice a
soft, casual burr. “I want to have my cock all the way down your
throat, Miss Andrews, so that my balls are pressed against your
chin and that pretty face of yours is jammed into my belly.”

I didn't know what to say to that! It
occurred to me how incredible it was that my commanding officer was
saying that to me! And yet, rather than feeling angry I felt only a
dark sense of forbidden heat and hunger.

“Yes, sir!” I said, a bit dazed as his
fingers found my clit, which was already swelling.

They rubbed gently across it, and I could
feel myself rapidly moistening as his soft voice continued.

“I'm going to ride you like a bull the next
time I take you, Andrews. I'm going to make you scream. And you'll
be more than a little sore when I'm done.”

I felt my pulse racing faster.

“You're a pervert, sir,” I said faintly.

“Indeed. I'm male. It's a characteristic of
the gender.”

His fingers were still rubbing against me,
and it was becoming quite difficult to keep myself from grinding my
bottom into the seat.

He smiled that thin smile again. “But I
always was a good instructor. I believe you have a natural ability,
Andrews. I believe I can turn you into a pervert, as well.”

“Is that a good thing, sir?” I gulped.

“Oh most definitely.”

“If anyone finds out – ,” I gasped
breathlessly.

“What notable victory ever happened without a
commander taking risks, Lieutenant?”

The Humvee lurched on a pot hole and he
cursed softly.

“They're starting to pave this morning sir,
out on the west road.”

“Yes, two months late. Bloody civilian
contractors.”

His fingers squirmed deeper into my panties,
tracing the line of my sex as I slumped a little, heart pounding.
We came into the air operations area.

He examined the buildings we passed, all of
them either construction sites, or temporary ones like our quarters
and the HQ building. Then he turned his eyes on me.

“Stop,” he said suddenly. “Pull in
there.”

I turned the Humvee in to where a tallish,
narrow, two-story brick structure was under construction. It was
supposed to be the firehall. There was a huge open area on one side
for garage with its tall firetrucks. The other side had two floors,
one for operations and supplies, and then the upstairs for the men
to stay. The outer brickwork was completed but they were still
working on the inside.

It was empty, today, though, as he got out to
have a look.

“The've finally poured the floor in the
garage,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I said, quickly buttoning up my
trousers and following.

There was no one around. We went inside and
looked around, then he climbed the circular stairs to the second
floor. It was framed in, but the drywall hadn't been done yet, so
you could see down the length of it. You could also, by walking
towards the rear, come to the low wall which overlooked the
garage.

He turned and smiled.

“Get your clothes off, Lieutenant.”

“Sir!?” I gasped, wide eyed.

“Now, Lieutenant. You've been given an order
by your commanding general.”

“But... if someone comes – .”

“Someone is going to come: you. Let me
consider and calculate the risks, Andrews. You simply obey
orders.”

I stared at him helplessly, my pussy
throbbing, my mind shrinking from the danger. But in the end, an
order was an order. My fingers trembled as I unbuttoned my blouse,
my tight chest making it hard to fully inhale.

Laird took my blouse and folded it neatly
over the back of a chair. I removed my shoes and socks, and then my
trousers. A moment later, my bra came off, then my panties. I could
hardly believe I was standing in this open building, no glass on
the windows, no doors, completely naked! Of course, there was no
one on the long, empty road, and we'd be able to see them coming a
long way.

“Turn around.”

Somewhat confused, I obeyed, and I felt his
big hands gripping my arms below the elbows, drawing them back
together and crossing the wrists behind my back.

“Hold them like that.”

I did, my mind filling with heat and tension
as he drew a soft rope from his jacket pocket and wrapped it firmly
around my wrists, winding and tying it in place, then knotting it
tightly.

“Sir!” I said faintly.

“On your knees, Lieutenant,” he ordered.

“Sir –. “

“Now, Lieutenant. You've been given an
order,” he said with a stern look.

Pulse pounding in my throat, I knelt on the
floor in front of him.

I was getting light-headed as he unzipped and
pulled his cock out. He rubbed it against my face as he reached for
my hair and twisted it around his fist. I gasped, but kept my hands
behind me as he pushed his rapidly hardening cock against my
lips.

I opened them, licking, sucking as he pushed
it deeper. It seemed to swell inside mouth mouth, and I moaned
around it, sucking as he pumped it slowly in and out.

“I shall have to find an opportunity to
instruct you in all your new duties, Lieutenant,” he said.

I rolled my eyes up at him. My lips were taut
around his cock, and my body felt – electrified, as though a sexual
current was passing through me and sizzling along my skin! He let
his cock slide back and forth through the tight seal of my lips, my
tongue sliding along the underside as I sucked. Then he tightened
his grip on my hair, tugging just sharply enough to draw small,
pained sounds from me.

“Swallow, Andrews,” he ordered as he pushed
deeper.

I gurgled and choked briefly as his cock
pushed into the back of my throat. But he tilted my head back by
the hair and his slick, slippery flesh slid down my throat as I
swallowed. He pulled in against the back of my head, kind of
forcing me forward. I stared at his glistening cock as the tight
ring of my lips slid down it to the very base, until my lips were
wrapped around it and he was pulling my nose in against him.

I heard him groan softly, and my wrists
jerked and pulled fitfully against the rope binding them, reminding
me of my own helplessness, and how wild and kinky this all was. My
mind was still a blazing core of heat, and my body was so wound up,
throbbing and pulsing with a wild sexual hunger that I felt I could
do anything – like not breath, for example.

My head started to pound, though, as if it
disagreed, and my lungs burned. He pulled back, the long, slick
length of him coming free, and I gasped and gulped in air, coughing
a little as he pulled out

“Jesus God, Andrews!” he said in a strained
voice.

He pulled me up to my feet, where I swayed,
breathlessly, then kissed me deeply, pulling my body in tight
against his. I felt small and fragile, not to mention completely
helpless. He was fully clothed, and I was completely naked and
bound, my bare feet standing on rough wood and sawdust.

He turned me around, almost abruptly, and
bent me over a low work table. I groaned as my swollen breasts
pillowed out against the rough wood underneath.

“Keep your legs straight,” he said.

I gulped in air, sweating, breathless,
waiting. He just stood behind me, then ran his hands over my
bottom.

“What a beautiful backside you've got,” he
almost whispered.

His fingers slid down between them and then
pushed into me. I moaned, wet and sensitive, feeling swollen as his
fingers twisted and pushed.

“And such a very wet pussy,” he said.

He spread my thighs apart, then fished
something out of his pocket.

“This might hurt just a bit,” he said.

I blinked my eyes at the statement, hardly
understanding it at first. I felt him squeezing my flesh just next
to my clit, squeezing in around the base as it swelled and
throbbed. Then something hard pinched me there, and the pinch got
worse so that I gasped in pain. It wasn't on my clit, but just to
either side.

My clit throbbed even more powerfully, but
ached a little now.

Then he took something out of the other side.
It was round and phallic shaped, and I moaned as it pushed into me.
It was as thick as his cock, maybe thicker, and slid deep into my
pussy. A moment alter another item came out of his voluminous
jacket pockets.

“Oh! Sir!”

“Hold still, Andrews,” he said, giving my
bottom a slap.

I twisted my upper body, trying to see what
it was. It felt like another thick, rounded .. something... was
being pushed against my back passage!

“Sir! I don't... I've never – !”

I groaned as it pushed in, spreading me open.
It started to hurt as it slid into my ass, but then I felt myself
closing behind it. He'd pushed something into me! But then I felt
it still outside. I was confused at first. Something flat, like a
coin, was pressing against the outside of my body right over my
back opening, but there was something thick inside, as well.

His finger gently brushed against my clit and
the air hissed out of me. I had already been super sensitive. Now
it was just... incredible!

“Nasty little girl,” he growled. “Imagine
what the staff would think of you in such a demeaning position,
Andrews,” he said sternly. “There's no excuse for such
behavior!”

He drew his belt from the loops of his
trousers, and doubled it up. At first, I thought he was going to
loop it around my neck again, but then I realized his intent and
blanched.

But it didn't matter what I wanted. And in
truth, I was so hot at the moment that I was helpless to even think
about refusing anything he wanted to do to me.

The belt snapped across my bottom with a
stinging impact which drew a startled cry from my open mouth.

“This is what happens to bad little
Lieutenants who displease their commanding officers, Andrews,” he
said.

Crack! The belt snapped down across my
upraised bottom again, and my body jerked sharply as I flinched
from the pain. My soft breasts ground against the rough work table
and my mind was swamped with sensations and emotions.

He wasn't hitting me nearly as hard as he
could. I mean, I might not be in my right mind, but that was
blatantly obvious. But it did sting, and yet, I didn't care! There
was something so wild about what he was doing that my body was
suddenly boiling over with a dark sexual hunger. It was so
outrageous, yet it was sexually outrageous, which made my mind
pulse with heat.

Crack!

The belt slashed down across my buttocks a
third time, and I felt my pussy quiver, felt my clit burn. My every
moment was making whatever he'd clipped to me there quiver and
shake, and causing very strange, intense sensations to burn through
my body.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The belt slashed down, then his hand moved
in, his fingers rubbing against my swollen clit, catching it from
either side, rubbing on both sides as they kind of squeezed.

“Oh my God!” I half sobbed. “Oh! Oh please!
Please!”

Crack!

“Sir, Andrews. Sir,” he chided me.

“Please, sir!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I moaned and my body began to twist and
writhe, my hips grinding back, my bottom rolling at the feverish
intensity of the sensations tearing through me.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I was going to come! It was incredible, but I
was going to come while he strapped my bottom!

And then suddenly he was pulling the
whatever-it-was out of my pussy, and his cock thrust into me –
hard! It drove deep into that burning center of my body, so hot I
already felt I was melting there, and I suddenly felt stuffed full,
felt the swollen head of him ramming against the back wall of my
sex to produce a throbbing ache.

I came. I came like a whore! I came as though
I were some kind of maddened animal! I was screaming to the point
he clamped a hand over my mouth, his upper body coming down on
mine, pressing me into the table as his hips pounded against
me.

The ferocious energy caused my body to thrash
and jerk convulsively, even with his weight on it, and I shuddered
and gasped for breath as the frenzied heat finally dissipated and
my mind became capable of thought, once again.

I groaned weakly, my cheek flat against the
table, eyes slitted, gasping for breath as he eased up and
continued to thrust with hard, deep, powerful strokes. I groaned,
his hands on my hips jerking me back to meet his deep thrusts. I
ached inside, but in a deliciously sated way. My body jerked slowly
to his thrusts until he sped up suddenly, then lay over me once
more, his teeth and lips against the nape of my neck.

“You're incredibly responsive,” he said,
softly, breathlessly.

I could only groan.

I felt his lips on my shoulder, then on the
side of my neck, soft, gentle kisses sliding along my skin. He
eased back and pulled me upright, not by the hair, this time, and
turned me, then kissed me again, on the lips, gently once more, as
his arms slid around me and cupped my buttocks. He looked down at
me with a strangely content smile, and a sort of, well, possessive
look of approval.

But with a sigh, he drew back, turned me
again, and untied me.

“We should be getting going,” he said. “We
can't be seen to be disappearing for extended periods of time. If
you were a male aide it wouldn't matter but...”

“I doubt you would treat a male aide like
this,” I said, still panting.

He smiled. “No, I expect I wouldn't.”
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It was a very strange...relationship. He
acted, for the most part, strictly professional in our dealings, at
least when we were around anyone else. Even where we were somewhat
apart, when I would go into his office, for example, he acted just
as professionally, without any sign there was anything more between
us than a General and his aide. He was not the sort of man to grope
a woman around the office, just because someone's back was turned
to us.

When we ate at the mess, however, he talked
more about me, now, and less about work, seeming to want to know
everything about me, my background, my upbringing, and even my
thoughts and feelings about the army and politics. That led to
numerous disagreements, but friendly ones, about American politics,
which he mocked unceasingly. I was quite defenseless, on this since
I knew nothing about British politics, and honestly didn't care
enough to investigate.

He seemed much more animated and less
reserved during these discussions, though, or when we were driving
somewhere, though he still maintained that professional distance.
It was important, after all, not only to have a strictly
professional relationship, but to be seen to have one. And since we
didn't, in fact, have one, it was necessary to look like we
did.

And yet, in a way, we did have a professional
relationship, because what we'd done didn't seem to be impacting
our working relationship at all. He was very clearly the general,
and I was very aware that I was his aide. But I think one of the
things was that our extra-curricular activities were as yet mostly
physical. I didn't really know, since I hadn't a lot of experience
at seduction or romance, how to, well, how to build on that, and it
didn't seem as if he did either, or perhaps, didn't want to.

My view, from my desk, was straight across
the lower end of the main room, to the right of Captain Able and
his work station. It was often empty, as he was out somewhere on
business. When he was there he didn't move much, spending most of
his time in front of the computer monitor. So any movement caught
my attention, even as I worked on my own computer. The man who
moved into view to lean over and chat with him drew my eyes
quickly.

“Captain Moore,” I called.

He turned and looked at me, his eyes
unfriendly. He was in his mid-twenties, tall and blonde, and had
invited me out. I'd very strongly considered it, but the truth was
I had been just too tired. The fact he'd taken it poorly made me
glad I had turned him down, and I hadn't even considered subsequent
efforts on his part, giving him a cool brush-off. He hadn't taken
that well, either.

“Do you have the manning chart for the new
drone unit?” I asked.

He made a show of looking in his pockets.

“Do you see the manning chart on me?” he
asked sarcastically.

“No, sir,” I said. “It was due
yesterday.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant, but I don't need you
to remind me of deadline dates.”

I flushed, and considered my reply.

“That would suggest, Captain, that your
efficiency is of such a splendid level that Lieutenant Andrews
doesn't need to do her job,” I heard from just behind and to my
left.

Laird had emerged from his office, and the
tightness in his eyes said he was angry.

He walked past me, dropping a file onto my
desk, eyes on Moore, who had abruptly straightened up and come to
something approaching attention.

“I value efficiency, Moore,” he said,
stepping much closer, too close. Moore had to cock his head
back.

“Yet I don't seem to have that manning chart,
the Lieutenant spoke of, and she apparently doesn't either. Did
someone misplace it, Captain?”

“Sir! I uhm, there have been some
delays.”

“Delays? I don't remember hearing about
delays.”

He turned his head towards me. “Miss Andrews,
you failed to keep me up to date on the delays in Captain Moore's
project. Surely you were aware of them? Standing procedure is that
if a deadline will not be met I am to be informed beforehand
through you.”

He turned to Moore again. “You did inform the
Lieutenant that your project would be overdue, did you not,
Captain?”

“Uhm, no, sir,” he said, face reddening.

Laird looked confused, as if he couldn't
understand how such a thing could have happened.

“Perhaps then, it isn't that you don't need
Lieutenant Andrews to remind you of deadlines after they've passed,
but before they're reached. Was that what you were suggesting
earlier?”

“No, sir. I mean, uhm – .”

“I shouldn't need to be making inquiries of
you about the state of your project, captain,” he said, his voice
as toneless as it had been the entire time.

He turned and looked around the room. I
couldn't see most of the others, but I could see Captain Legendre
on his feet, as well as Captain Able. I was on my feet, as well.
You don't sit when the general is standing. That's simply the way
it is in the army, however informal the general might be, and Laird
was not particularly informal. You most particularly don't sit when
the general is standing and appears to be pissed off.

“Some of you may not need Lieutenant Andrews
to remind you of deadlines and keep track of assignments but as I
am somewhat busy, I find her assistance in this matter quite
valuable.”

He turned his eyes back to Moore. “And of
course, it ought to go without saying that when the Lieutenant is
inquiring about something she is doing so in my name.”

He looked at Moore again, standing rigidly
before him for a long second, then turned and went back into his
office.

Everyone but the unfortunate Moore started to
sit again, and I wondered if I should ask for when he might finish
his report. I felt a little sorry for him, for he looked pretty
beaten down, even though the general hadn't even raised his voice.
Before I could speak, though, I heard Major Random's voice snap out
from across the room.

“Moore!”

Moore turned and disappeared. As I said, I
could only see the lower third of the room. Whatever Random said to
him, and I doubted it would be pleasant, I didn't hear it. Random
was a pudgy, sleepy eyed man but he had a temper sometimes.

I felt a little strange about the scene. It
wasn't entirely unusual, except that it had involved me. Most
people were smart enough to not snap at me. The fact was, and I
often told myself to mind my manners and not take advantage of it,
when the general's aide wanted something, people scrambled to
provide it. It didn't matter if they were higher ranking officers.
They knew that whatever I wanted, the general wanted. They also
feared that if they were snotty about it he'd hear about it. That I
was a woman was irrelevant.

Except it felt a little relevant to me just
then. I felt gratified, and a little smug about the way Laird had
come to my defense, so to speak. I wondered if he had been a little
rougher on Moore than he otherwise would if we weren't...
lovers.

Even thinking that word made my mind squirm.
We weren't lovers in the sense we were in love, but... did we even
make love? Or did we just fuck? Actually, he just fucked me. Our
relationship, such as it was, was more than a little difficult to
pin down. I wasn't even sure what I felt about him, let alone what
he felt about me! I respected him enormously, to the point I was a
little in awe of him. I thought he was also incredibly good looking
and well-built, and I was coming to really like him – a lot.

Was that love, though, or even headed in that
direction?

Was it just lust?

My phone buzzed.

“Yes, sir?”

“You'll have to work late, Lieutenant. I have
to have dinner with that idiot over in Rota.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I'll make sure a staff
car is ready.”

I wasn't unduly surprised. My hours were
basically all day, whenever he needed me. That was what being a
general's aide was like. The reward was that you learned a lot
about how senior officers worked, and of course, you gained the
influence of your general when it was time to find another position
– or a promotion.

* * *

“Turn here, Andrews.”

I felt a sudden spike in my pulse rate, given
the last time he'd said that. I looked at him, then at the road in
question.

We were on our way back from the dinner party
at Rota. It was gray out with an approaching storm and the
approaching dark, and we had not yet reached the base. But you
didn't question an order, and so I turned down the road – really
more of a pair of wheel ruts through the trees than a road. It
angled towards the sea, rising, and when we reached its end I saw
nothing around but a block of white of stone surrounded by ten foot
high roman-style pillars.

We got out and I licked my lips nervously as
he led the way up towards it.

The view was incredible, I thought, as we
walked closer. What I had taken to be a block of stone was actually
a huge stone seat, perhaps even a throne, with faded carvings along
its back, arms and seat.

“It's called the seat of the gods,” Laird
said.

“It does have a marvelous view, sir,” I said,
looking out over the sea.

We were up on a clifftop about a hundred feet
about the water, and I could see the gray seas sweeping by
below.

“It's Moorish,” he said.

I looked at it with fresh appreciation.

“The Spaniards aren't very careful about the
historical relics of their previous Islamic overlords,” he
said.

“How old is it?” I asked, running my fingers
across the top.

“About a fourteen hundred years.”

I looked at it with a bit of awe, to think
that all those centuries ago someone had built this and sat on it
looking out to sea.

'Some sort of ceremony used to take place
here, but the Spanish aren't terribly keen on remembering what the
Muslims did when they were in charge. They much prefer remembering
throwing them out.”

He sat down on the stone chair and looked at
me, his gaze sliding up and down my body, and I felt that bubbling
sense of anticipation and anxiety again.

“Take off your clothes, Lieutenant,” he said
casually.

A jolt of mixed anxiety and excitement hit me
in the belly.

“S-Sir – !”

I looked nervously at the dense vegetation
surrounding us.

“I make the decisions, Lieutenant.”

“Yes, sir,” I said faintly.

“There's little risk.”

He sat back on the chair and I reddened,
feeling my chest tightening and my heart thumping. I unbuttoned my
uniform blouse and removed it, then looked around helplessly before
folding it and placing it on the grass. I removed my shoes, then
unzipped my slacks and slid them down. I folded them and placed
them on the grass, with the blouse atop. Then I straightened,
looking towards Laird. I felt a sudden surge in excitement, even
though I was embarrassed and anxious.

“Continue, Lieutenant,” he said calmly.

This was so weird! It was like... our roles
hadn't changed at all. I was still his aide, and he was still my
commanding officer. And we weren't … boyfriend or girlfriend or
anything. Yet... there was this sexual aspect to everything now! I
looked at him, and while I felt a sense of appreciation of him as a
man, and even as a person, I didn't feel particularly romantic in
that way. Mind you, I'd never felt really romantic before with
anyone else so wasn't sure what to look for.

Gulping, I undid my bra and removed it,
flushing anew as my breasts came free. Then, fighting to keep my
breathing from going ragged, I slipped off my panties and placed
them on the pile of clothing nearby.

“Give me the clothes,” he said.

Blinking, I bent and picked them up, then
stepped closer, handing him the pile of clothes with my shoes on
top. He nodded and stood, then walked back down to the car, placed
them inside, then closed the door – and locked it. That was
bizarre, and I stared at him wonderingly as he walked back and sat
down again.

I felt very naked indeed, and very
vulnerable. My eyes skimmed across the trees and down the road
nervously.

“Stand at attention, Lieutenant,” he
ordered.

I obeyed almost instinctively, drawing my
shoulders back.

He looked at me for long seconds while my
heart pounded.

“What am I to do with you?” he asked.

It was a rhetorical question, though, and I
wasn’t' sure whether I was supposed to respond.

“You have a very fit and attractive body,
Lieutenant,” he said.

He stood up and stepped over to me. I still
stood at attention, and rolled my eyes nervously at him as he
looked down at me. His hand came down and lay flat against my
belly, and I felt the warmth of it as it caressed me.

“Very firm,” he said, his hand sliding up to
cup one of my breasts.

This was so fucking bizarre! And yet, my
pussy was now throbbing, and a strange sense of something like
elation was making my blood race as his hand casually fondled my
breast. He thumbed the already erect nipple, then drew his hand
back and backed away, sitting down.

“Kneel,” he said.

Gulping, I got down on my knees in the
dirt.

“Sit on your heels, spread your knees wide.
Wider. Keep your back straight. Clasp your hands together behind
your back.”

I did as he ordered, feeling very strange
indeed But that singing sexual tension continued to race through
me.

“Fourteen hundred years ago you would have
been a collared slave girl,” he said. “Bought and sold at
auction.”

His voice sounded like he longed for those
days, and I felt a surge of some deep, dark heat deep inside
myself.

He reached down next to the 'throne', and
picked up an object which had been resting there amidst the weeds.
Then he stood up and leaned in to where I knelt. I felt a shock in
my belly, or perhaps something like an explosion. The sensations
from that explosion rushed up and out through my body, into my
chest, and down into my groin.

He held a collar.

It was a burnished steel, with a thick ring
in the center, and I felt my jaw drop as he bent and placed it
around my neck. My hands jerked up briefly, then pulled back as he
settled it in place then fastened it behind my neck. He stepped
back a few paces and looked at me, and something hungry appeared in
his eyes.

“Gorgeous,” he said in something just above a
whisper.

He stepped forward again.

“Hold your hands out.”

Wordlessly, I obeyed, and I saw he had two
smaller versions of the collar. He slipped them around my wrists,
then tightened them and fastened them in place before stepping back
and sitting down.

“Hands on your outer thighs. Back straight,
Andrews.”

I obeyed, heart thumping. God, he was a
pervert! Yet so were all men, in my experience. He was just more...
creative. And if he was a pervert why was I finding this so
incredibly hot, so exciting. The sexual heat flared within me and
my skin fairly crackled with lust.

“Fall forward onto your hands and knees,” he
ordered.

I did so, flushing a bit more, feeling the
weight of my swollen breasts below me as I looked forward at
him.

“Now I want you to lower your chest to the
ground,” he said, “and put your arms straight out to either
side.”

I frowned uncertainly. What the fuck? But it
was a straightforward enough order, and I knew how to follow orders
so...

I grunted as the position kind of pushed my
head up and back. I felt my breasts against the ground. The dirt
was warm against my flesh, and there were small stones there.

He stood up and my body crackled with
excitement again. I saw he had picked up something more from beside
the chair, a long, thin stick of some kind. That raised my anxiety
level, and I bit my lip nervously as he moved around me.

“Raise your bottom more, Lieutenant, and
spread your knees wider apart.”

I felt the tip of the 'stick' trace the line
of my sex, and gasped as it slid across my exquisitely sensitive
clit! My knees jerked apart, and I felt the edge of the stick as he
slapped it lightly across my buttocks.

“Draw your knees further forward. Position
yourself for being mounted, girl. Make it look inviting to the
stallion behind you.”

God! I obeyed, gasping as the tip of
the stick slid along my sex, again, then the edge rubbed back and
forth against my clit.

“Keep yourself in that position, Lieutenant,”
he ordered.

He let the tip of the stick trace a long from
my neck down along my spine, right across my puckered little back
opening, then down across my sex again before drawing back. I
gasped as the edge snapped lightly across my buttocks. It stung a
little, but just a little.

“A wonderfully inviting picture,” he said.
“No man I know could resist such an invitation.”

I imagined the view he had and felt another
surge of embarrassment mixed with dark excitement. This was
perverse!

It was also, of course, degrading. In a way.
Yet at the same time it kind of wasn't. I mean, there was no
question of any sort of equality between me and him. He was a
general, after all, so the notion was absurd. He was unquestionably
my superior. So it wasn't like I was doing this before some 'guy' I
knew. Even so, I felt a dark sense of throbbing sexual heat at so
displaying myself, so brazenly, so obscenely and so...
submissively.

I wondered if slave girls had prostrated
themselves before whatever king or... or general, had sat on the
chair centuries past.

I felt him gathering my hair in and then felt
the pull of it. I gasped, forced to react, to throw my weight up
and back so that I pulled my chest off the ground and moved
upright.

“Sit on your heels, slave girl,” he said.

There was a sharp tightness in my chest at
his words, as I sat back on my heels. Then I felt him gathering my
arms and pulling them back behind me. I didn't resist, and when he
released them the metal bands he'd put around my wrists were locked
together. He moved around in front of me and looked down at me, his
fingers combing the hair back from my forehead as he smiled.

He stepped back to the throne and laid down
the stick. I saw now that it was kind of like those British swagger
sticks, with a small rounded pommel at one end, and a small flat
flap of leather at the other. That's what I thought it was anyway.
He began to undress as I watched, and I felt another sharp twinge
down low as he bared his chest. I licked my lips, continuing to
watch, eager to see him remove his pants, to see his bare hips and
… everything else.

And then he was naked, standing there like
some ancient Adonis, perfect in the sun. God, he was beautiful! I
wanted him inside me. Wanted to kneel down and have him mount
me!

Instead he sat down and looked at me.

“Come here, slave girl,” he said in a soft
voice.

I rose off my heels and kind of shuffled
forward on my knees, very much aware of my wrists locked behind me.
He gathered in my hair and spread his knees. His cock was already
thick and hungry as he drew my mouth down against it, but then he
pulled back, holding me by the hair. He gripped his cock with his
other hand and rubbed it softly across my cheeks, down under my
chin, across my lips and face.

I opened my mouth, licking at it, and then he
guided it into my mouth, and pulled down on my hair. I moaned
around it as it slid through my lips and over my tongue, starting
to suck immediately.

He drew his hands back, letting me work,
watching me as I sucked, as my lips moved slowly up and down,
taking more and more into my mouth until I could swallow him and
slide my lips down towards his groin.

H ran the rounded pommel of the swagger stick
along my spine, then down against my pussy. I felt it pressing in,
felt it pushing the lips of my sex in and back, and felt it slide
inside me. It didn't go far, then pulled back out again, only to
slowly push in once more.

I felt his other hand on my hair again, first
holding me in place, then, after a handful of heartbeats, pulling
me back, all the way off.

He held his cock in his hand, up and away,
and guided my lips down to his balls to suck and lick, then to his
inner thigh. I licked and kissed his thigh, nuzzling his warm skin,
and he pushed my head slowly downward, so that I licked and kissed
my way down to his knee, and yet, he pushed me still down
further.

I licked downward, my eyes looking up towards
his as I licked lower and lower. I felt a hot rush of heat as I
neared his ankle, wondering how far he wanted me to go, and then
how far I wanted to go. A part of me rebelled against going lower,
but it was quickly washed away by the heat and I had to ease my
knees back to bend farther and farther until My tongue slid past
his ankle and I licking at his foot.

Heat washed over me and I moaned, grinding my
thighs together as I licked at his feet and down along his
toes.

He reached down and took my hair, pulling me
firmly up and then back so that I was again sitting back on my
heels as he rose above me. His cock pushed down as he tilted my
head back and it slid into my mouth then along my tongue. I rolled
my eyes up the length of his body to meet his as he pushed down and
I swallowed him. He slid so smoothly into my throat it was almost a
shock. He was so slick and warm and I seemed to have no gag reflex
as he buried himself in my mouth.

He pulled back slowly and his cock came free,
slick and dripping, to wipe slowly across my face.

“Tell me you love cock, Andrews,” he
said.

“I-I love cock, sir!” I panted, face and
chest flushed.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said.

He stepped back and turned. My eyes flicked
to his ass and were rewarded when he bent over the side of the
stone chair. But then he rose and turned and I saw he held
something new. It was black, and gleamed. It was thick and round,
and shaped something like a cucumber, narrowing at both ends.

He moved back to me and moved behind me and I
felt his grip on the collar, pulling up. I rose off my heels and he
knelt, then drew me back down slowly. I gasped as I felt something
make contact with my body. It was warm from the sun, and slippery
with something, and I thought it was some sort of dildo.

I thought he'd put it at the wrong entrance,
and tried to shift myself, but he was persistent in holding it
where it was.

“Down, slave,” he growled.

Gulping, I eased back down towards my knees,
feeling the thing pressing against my sphincter. It pushed in
slowly and If felt myself spreading uncomfortably wide.

“Head back, shoulders straight,” he
barked.

I groaned as I felt myself pressing down on
the thing. He released it and straightened, then moved around to
sit down once more on the chair and watch me.

“All the way down, slave,” he ordered.

There was no point in protesting, and I
wasn't sure I wanted to anyway. I was feeling a feverish kind of
need where almost anything goes, where my heart pounded and my body
fairly trembled with the pent up sexual pressure within. I felt the
weight of my body sinking myself down onto the thing, bit by
bit.

It widened towards the middle, then began to
narrow again as that passed into my body. I stopped, easing the
pressure several times. Laird did not demand I move faster. I sank
down slowly, and each bit that slid into me sent a hot thrill of
excitement through my churning belly, even as it made me ache a bit
more.

“Have you ever been sodomized, slave?”

“N-No, sir,” I said in a strangled voice.

“No master,” he said as if correcting me.

“No, master,” I breathed.

“You have a beautiful ass, slave girl. The
moment I saw it in those tight pants I knew I was going to shove my
cock into it one day.

It ached, and I groaned, but I slid all the
way back down to my heels, so it was deep inside.

“You have a body built for cock, slave girl”
he growled.

His own cock was still as throbbingly erect
as it had been, still glistening in the sun as it thrust up
eagerly.

He reached down next to the chair and came
out with a second of the tubes, then slid forward onto one
knee.

“Rise, slave.”

I breathlessly rose, only to have him place
the second one below me, this one pressed against my pussy. I
couldn't help gasping as I lowered myself, as it forced its way
into the mouth of my sex, then spread my pussy lips wider and wider
on its way inside.

I felt incredibly full inside as I sank down
on it. It went in easier than the one in my back passage, perhaps
because my pussy was hot and wet and throbbing and eager to be
penetrated. But the feel of the two of them inside me made me ache
in a delicious way I'd never felt before. I groaned as I sank
deeper, my knees wide, much of my weight pressing down as the ends
of the tubes jammed up high inside me.

“How do you feel, slave?” he asked.

“Fu-full, sir!” I gasped.

“Master.”

“Full, master!” I groaned.

He reached down next to the chair and came up
with a length of chain, reached forward, and snapped it to the
front of my collar, then sat back, pulling me forward. I groaned,
rising on my knees and shuffling forward once more. He thrust his
bare leg out at an angle, and pulled me forward so that I felt it
against my pussy, and against the two inches or so of the thing
sticking out of my sex.

“I want you to masturbate against my leg,
slave,” he said. “Rub yourself against me, but you are not
permitted to have an orgasm. Is that clear?”

“Wh-what?”

He jerked on the leash and I gasped as I felt
my upper body pulled forward and down.

He glowered at me. I felt his bare leg, his
calf, pressing up between my thighs, and I gasped as it pushed
against the end of the dildo, or whatever it was. But it was at an
angle, his leg, so that it was also grinding against my throbbing
clit, pressing it in hard against the dildo which was inside
me.

I didn't even think about his words, at
first. The sensation was too powerful for me to ignore, and my hips
began to grind against him before I even had the thought. I stared
up at him, meeting his steady eyes, mine filled with heat and a
wild, feverish hunger. I was gasping, moaning, as I felt his leg
pressing up achingly hard against the dildo thing, rubbing my clit
against his soft skin, feeling my pussy getting ready to
explode.

And then it did. I couldn't stop it even if
I'd thought to try, and I didn't. My head jerked sharply against
the leash, then again, then my whole body flared white hot as the
sensation exploded and surged up through my nervous system. I cried
out in helpless pleasure, jerking and shaking and grinding myself
desperately against him as the orgasm shook me like a dog with a
rat in its jaw.
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I'd never felt my body completely lose
control like that before. I was bucking and jerking wildly, but
still grinding myself desperately against his leg. He had thrust it
out so that it was almost horizontal now, and I was leaning
forward, pulled by the collar, grinding and rubbing myself as I
mewled and whined and moaned dazedly, my eyes rolling back in my
head.

“Tsk, tsk, that simply will not do, Andrews,”
he said. “You must learn self-discipline and control.”

I heard but paid no attention. I fell back,
shell-shocked, gasping, chest heaving, groaning in the aftermath of
the all-possessing orgasm. I was laying there on the ground,
sprawled on my back, well, on my shackled wrists, legs apart. He
raised his foot and pressed it against my sex, and I moaned
anew.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said. “You
definitely need to be punished for such disobedience.”

The heel of his foot rested right on the top
of my sex, pressing down against the thick round body of the dildo
thing he'd pushed into me, pressing down against my overheated
clitoris.

And rubbing, slowly and lightly.

“You must learn instant obedience, Slave
girl,” he said. “No disobedience and no hesitation will be
tolerated.”

He drew his foot back, but not far. He let
the ball of his foot press against the end of the dildo thing, the
cucumber thing, applying pressure so I felt it deep inside me,
against the very end of my pussy. Then he picked up the swagger
stick thing and leaned forward intently.

“You're going to be my little slave girl,
Andrews. Let me hear you say it.”

He reached out with the stick, and let the
soft leather flag rub against my clit.

“Say it, Andrews. Say you're my slave
girl.”

He drew the thing up a bit then let it drop
sharply, so the leather flap sort of slapped lightly against my
clit. Anywhere else I'd hardly have felt it. But there, especially
given how over sensitive I was now, I definitely felt it! It was a
sharp stinging … pleasure, if that doesn't sound strange.

“I-I'm your … your slave girl, sir!” I
gasped, chest still heaving, mind still gripped by a kind of hazy
afterglow.

He slapped the thing down again and again I
felt that sharp ache.

“Not sir, master.”

Again he slapped it and I gasped and
moaned.

“I'm your slave girl, master!” I moaned.

He rubbed the leather flap against me, back
and forth, then slapped it down again, and then a second time.

“You're a slave girl. Say it.”

“I'm a slave girl!” I moaned.

Again the thing slapped down, and again, and
again, each blow very light, but still, sending a hot, stinging
little shock of dark pleasure into my overheated body.

“A sex slave,” he said. “Say it,
Andrews.”

“I'm a sex slave!” I moaned helplessly.

Again the flap slapped down, and again,
faster, and then faster, and then faster still, so that it seemed
like a continuous crackle of sensation between my legs. It hurt,
kind of, but the wildfire pleasure had me quivering and shaking. My
knees were bent and spread achingly wide, so the tendons in my
thighs burned, and still he rubbed and slapped at my clit, and let
his foot press against the rounded end of the cucumber like thing
he'd pushed inside me.

“Say it,” he growled.

“I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex
slave!” I gasped, repeating it like a chant, like a mantra.

The leather slapped and rubbed, rubbed and
slapped, and his foot began to press rhythmically against the base
of the cucumber thing, slowly forcing it deeper. The orgasm
screamed up and then crashed down around me and I screamed, arching
violently, hips bucking desperately up as my mind was blown away by
the force of the sensations flooding through it.

I halfway lost consciousness, I think. I was
panting for breath, light-headed, when I realized that he had
pulled the thick thing in my ass out, and I felt his cock pushing
into me. He seized my ankles and lifted them straight up and out,
raising my bottom off the ground and holding it six inches above as
his cock slid deep into my ass.

He was not as wide as the thing he'd pushed
into me, but he pushed deeper, and he began to move in a hard,
solid thrust that had me gasping and moaning and yelping as his big
cock drove into my body.

As I'd told him, I'd never been sodomized,
and the sensation was quite novel. But it combined with the thick
thing in my pussy and the wild, almost animal heat enveloping me,
and so rather than being painful it filled me with a wild intense
heat.

I lay on my shackled arms, gasping, staring
up at him, my body jerking as he pulled up at my ankles, as his
hips slapped against my buttocks, moaning as his pubic bone
hammered against the tip of the thing in my pussy.

I soon came to feel somewhat numb down there,
where his cock thrust into me again and again. It was as if I had
no muscles clamping down, as if I was totally open, and his cock
slid back and forth with utter impunity.

The muscles of his arms bulged, but he seemed
to have no difficulty holding my ankles up and apart, in holding my
lower body off the ground as he drove himself into me. Still, after
a long minute, he lowered me to the ground, then eased his powerful
body forward. I felt his arms, extended, straight, pushing my
ankles up and back, then back farther, keeping them spread wide as
I groaned at the strain.

He leaned over me, above me, and I felt the
backs of my feet pressed down firmly against the dirt underneath me
as he bent me double, thrusting down in hard, deep strokes that
made me gasp and moan and shudder with every deep penetration.

The continued hammering against the base of
the second dildo had basically buried it inside now. The more
narrow, rounded end was now flush with my pussy, though I could
still feel the echo of the power of his body each time he thrust
down against me. I shuddered and moaned under the hard, steady
impact of his hips against my buttocks, the deep, steady thrust of
his cock deep into my belly.

I was utterly helpless to do anything other
than absorb that punishing assault. Neither my mind nor my body
were in any position to even consider doing anything myself. Only
when he'd finished, when he'd eased his crushing grip on my legs
and allowed my body to unfurl could my mind begin to function
again, at least at a low level.

I lay still in the grass, chest heaving, skin
glistening, staring up at the sky, sprawled on the ground, and
tried to get my mind focused again, tried to re-integrate with the
idea that I ought to be doing something, or saying something, or
responding to anything. My eyes blinked and I groaned and tried to
sit up as Laird came back from wherever he'd been.

He reached over and grasped my arm, pulling
me into a sitting position, then pulling me to my feet. I'm not
sure if I could have stood unaided, but it didn't matter as he bent
and then lifted me over his shoulder, belly down. I gasped as my
head became upside down and my view was restricted to his back. He
turned and walked somewhere, and I twisted my head, trying to see
where we were going.

Of course I couldn't! I could only see where
we'd been. I knew we were walking towards the cliff edge, though,
and then along it. I was just starting to get my breath back, and
my mind was just beginning to re-awaken from the sexual stupor
which had gripped it. I didn't know what to say, though, or what to
ask. We were on a dirt path headed down, and then we turned, and
then turned again and continued down.

We didn't go down far. There was a ledge
below the cliff, it seemed, and a path which had led down to it.
The ledge was only about six feet wide, but there was a cave just
there, and he set me down at its mouth and held me steady. There
were two of those tall, Romanesque pillars on either side of the
cave entrance, only three feet or so from the edge of the ledge,
and there were chains dangling from them.

“This placed served two purposes, Andrews,”
he said. “It was a lookout point for soldiers to watch for the
approach of enemy ships, and it was a place of sacrifice.”

He removed the polished metal bands which had
been around my wrists and then lifted my right arm up towards one
of the pillars. The chain on it was old and rusting, and the
shackle was thick and heavy, but apparently still in working order.
I stared at it in fascination. Surely it couldn't possibly be
centuries old.

It opened and closed through a simple pair of
hinges, and then the ends were locked together by a kind of screw
which could tighten it as far as needed. Laird wrapped a thick
piece of padded leather around my right wrist, then slipped it into
the shackle and closed it tight.

“Wha-what are you doing, sir?”

“I did say you were to be punished, did I
not? Do you regard what I did to you up there as punishment, slave
girl?”

He raised my left arm up and out and did the
same as he had with my right, then to my surprise, he did the same
with my left foot, pulling it out to the side so that I had to
balance precariously on my right foot. When he pulled my right foot
aside I was, in effect, hanging by the chains. But because my arms
were spread wide, the pressure on them wasn't as direct as it would
have been if they were straight up above me.

Likewise, my legs were spread apart, and
chained tautly, so they bore some of my weight. Still, it was not a
comfortable position! Were it not for the rapid rise in arousal,
and a kind of intrigued excitement the discomfort, the pain, if you
will, would have made me protest.

He stepped back behind me.

“You might wonder at those chains, slave
girl. The shackles are original, as are the chains. They were taken
down at some point and kept in a sealed container within the cave.
They were found during Spanish civil war, by the Fascists.
Apparently the local Fascist leader used to bring rebels here,
female rebels, and hang them like this. Then he gave them a choice
of surrendering, or being left.”

That was an appalling thought! At the same
time, the idea I was hanging here in the same place in the same
shackles as prisoners from over a thousand years ago was awe
inspiring! My mind kept veering wildly between imagining the
prisoners far back then, or the plight of the Spanish women more
than seventy years ago.

Only a few feet separated me from the edge of
the cliff, and I could hear the waves crashing ashore a hundred
feet below, could see the endless rolling waves headed in, could
see the horizon, and a distant sail.

Then I could feel his breath against the back
of my neck, and a moment later, his hands sliding up and down my
ribs, along my hips, then along my belly before sliding up to cup
and knead my breasts. His lips brushed the back of my neck, then
soft kisses moved along to the side of my throat as I moaned
weakly.

“A strong man, or a very lightweight one, can
live for quite some time hanging by the wrists, Slave,” he
whispered, his voice a soft burr. But not indefinitely. You see,
you cannot draw breath when hanging fully by your wrists. You can't
actually breath, can't inflate your lungs because of the weight on
your diaphragm. You have to use your arms to pull up a little each
time you draw breath.”

His thumbs flicked across my nipples, then
caught them against his index fingers, squeezing, rolling, then
pinching and twisting them so that I gasped in pain.

“Of course, with your legs bearing some of
your weight you could live much longer, but it's still not an
enviable position to be in. All by itself it's a punishment, but
rarely is that considered sufficient for impudent and disobedient
slave girls.”

His lips nibbled at my earlobe as his right
hand slid down my hot, slippery belly and his fingers began to rub
at my clit. I moaned, my hips instinctively flinching, grinding my
buttocks back against him.

He was taller than I, but the way I was
hanging, put my bottom at just about the same level as his cock. He
wasn't hard yet, and I wondered how long that would take him.

I stared at the sea, letting my mind swirl
back centuries, imagining I was the slave girl to some Moorish
general. This was all so wild! So beyond my experience!

I moaned as he pulled on my hair, forcing my
head far back across his shoulder, his teeth and lips sliding
further forward.

His fingers pinched in against my flesh on
either side of my clitoris, and then his other hand eased down and
I dropped my eyes, seeing the clip in his hand.

“Oh don't!”

He ignored me, and the clip slowly closed on
my soft flesh, squeezing it in around my clit, making my clitoris
bulge. Yet this clip, unlike before, had a tiny chain attached,
about an inch long, with a metal ball on the end.

“You're my prisoner, slave girl,” he purred.
I can do anything I want to you.”

My hips were grinding futilely back at him as
his fingers brushed lightly against my clit! And I quickly realized
that such movements made the ball swing and tug and dance on the
chain, pulling against the clip biting into me. That did strange
things to my body, making my clitoris burn and throb wildly.

I found my breathing quickly getting ragged,
and my mind starting to swim in heat. But then he drew back
abruptly and I sagged, gasping, moaning, hanging by my wrists, in
effect, like... well... a slave girl!

“As I said, slave girl. You must be punished
for disobedience,” he said.

I turned my head and saw him holding...
something. I focused my eyes, doing a kind of double take and saw
it was a kind of whip. I felt a jolt of alarm and anxiety, but
didn't protest. Partly, the idea of him whipping me made something
dark and wild inside me burn with excitement. But of course, that
in turn was because I didn't believe he'd actually do anything that
would really hurt. He'd strapped my bottom, but not hard. He'd
spanked me, but not in a bruising way.

He had some kind of inner demons which got
turned on by this 'punishment', but he wasn't a cruel man, so he
hadn't taken it too far. At least... not yet...

The whip consisted of a single strand a
thumb-width wide which then split into a dozen or so thin leather
strips. My mind began to swirl as I wondered what he intended to do
with it, and how hard – .

And then he swung his arm and I yelped even
before it hit. I felt the blow, startling me, across my back!
Across my back! Like... like I was being... whipped!

The impact wasn't heavy. The strips were
individually quite thin and not particularly heavy. They were like
shoelaces, or boot laces, perhaps, but leather. And yet each one,
when it struck, stung!

It wasn't a terrible sting. It wasn't like
getting stung by a bee, for example. But there was a rain of them
all at the same time, all across my pale back. So they all came at
just about the same time, an explosion of tiny pinpricks of
stinging pain which caused me to jerk sharply forward, arching my
back.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he growled.

It was on my tongue to tell him to stop, but
for some reason I didn't.

Crack! The thin strands of leather cut
across my back a second time, though lower, and again I squealed,
jerking against the shackles like... some ancient slave girl! Of
course, my movements caused the little round ball to jerk on the
clip pressed in against my flesh around my clit. And my pussy
throbbed and burned around the thick dildo thing he'd stuffed up
inside me. I could feel my slick sex lips squeezing tight around
it, yet straining wide, bulging to accommodate such thickness.

Crack!

An explosive gasp escaped me, my body
twisting, writhing.

Crack! Crack!

I moaned and half sobbed, the thin leather
strips stinging again and again.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows were slow and measured. They...
they hurt... but it wasn't severe. More importantly, the wild dark
heat upon me seemed to almost absorb that pain and twist it into
something exciting, something wickedly thrilling!

The whip cut across my back, high and low,
across my buttocks, sending my hips jerking forward. Then he
stepped closer, and instead of feeling just the last six or eight
inches of the strips, I felt more of them as he began to let the
whip curl around my waist, around my hips, around my ribs. My
squeals grew in volume as I felt the thin, stinging blows snap at
my belly and my breasts.

My breasts especially stung, the skin more
sensitive, my nipples rigid and tingling so that my squeals turned
to cries of pain whenever one of the leather strips sliced down
across it. And yet the heat within me had grown to a feverish level
where nothing mattered but the wild dark heat and pleasure. I was
as much a prisoner to my own lust, my own arousal as to him and his
chains.

I felt the thin strips cutting down across my
abdomen, even striking my clit as I thrashed and twisted and bucked
in the grip of a terrible animal heat. I don't think I could have
said no to anything he wanted to do at that point, to anything
anyone wanted to do. The heat was all-consuming, and I could do
nothing but writhe in its powerful grip.

The round ball thing was bouncing and lurching and tugging at the
flesh around my clit. The clip itself might not be directly
touching my clitoris but the effect was to make it so screamingly
sensitive that almost anything, even the breeze drifting across it,
sending a shuddering wave of sensation through me.

It was, in a way, as though I was having an
orgasm, a somewhat weak orgasm, but one that never ended! The
pleasure was that intense, the arousal that deep!

I gasped in pain as my head was jerked back
by the hair.

“Are you my sex slave, Andrews?” he asked in
a low growl.

I couldn't speak, and he pinched my nipple
sharply and repeated the question, then again.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped helplessly.

“Say it, slave!”

“I-I'm your sex slave, sir,” I gasped in a
ragged, breathless moan.

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

“Yes! Oh yes! Please!” I moaned.

“Please master.”

“Please master! Please fuck me, master!” I
moaned.

“Nasty little slut,” he growled. “Always
wanting cock inside you.”

His other hand came around and pressed up
against the dildo in my pussy so that the ache inside me grew
intense and I writhed in pain.

“Are you going to obey your master from now
on, slave?”

“Yes!” I gasped breathlessly. “Yes!”

“Master,” he growled, twisting my hair.

“Yes, master!” I moaned.

I could feel him grinding against me from
behind. He was definitely hard now! He drew back, then pushed
against me. My buttocks were slick with sweat, but there was
something else making his cock slick as he pushed it up into me. I
shuddered and moaned as his hands roughly mauled my breasts and his
teeth bit into the side of my throat.

“Sex slave,” he growled. “Say it.”

“Sex slave!” I moaned. “I'm a sex slave!”

I shuddered as his cock pushed deeper into my
already overfilled belly, as it forced its way higher and higher
into my anal tunnel. I looked out at the sea, dazed, mind swimming
in a dark, burning heat, and welcomed every inch of him as he
pushed higher.

Then he reached down and removed the clip
squeezing together around my clit. A moment later, his fingers,
slippery with whatever he'd coated his cock with, began to rub
against me there.

The orgasm tore shuddering screams from my
throat as he began to ram his cock up and down inside me. He drove
it deep enough that cramps tore through the massive orgasm, but the
sensations only seemed to lend it more power.

He thrust up again and again and again as I
screamed and twisted and bucked, violent convulsions tearing
through me as the orgasm went on and on and on rising and falling,
rising and falling, until I thought it might never end!

A part of me kind of understood it wasn't one
orgasm, but many, snapping off again again, but I was overcome by
the wild force of the sensations, insensible, and down to the level
of a base animal who was only reacting to sensation. My mind spun
and the world spun around me, and then it all disappeared into
blackness as my consciousness faded away entirely.

 


 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Our relationship was strictly against
regulations, and so both of us had to keep it as discrete as
possible. It was too risky for me to be seen going into this
quarters and staying for long, for the most part, unless someone
was there. It was even more risky for him to be seen entering mine.
We saw each other every day, of course, for much of the day, but
that portion of our relationship had to remain businesslike and
professional.

We also ate together in the mess, but had to
be careful about our topics of conservations in case someone walked
by and overheard. I found that quite frustrating. Partly, it was
because the sex was so white hot that it was taking over my mind.
Even when I wasn't doing it I was thinking about doing it, and
remembering doing it, and wanting to do it!

I took to taunting him in small ways during
the day, where no one could see or hear, just to get a rise out of
him, to provoke him, to want him to 'discipline' me. But he never
rose to the bait. He continued quite professional and overlooked,
ignored or pretended to not notice my little bits of insubordinate
indiscretions. In fact, for the most part, there was nothing about
our working relationship that even hinted we were doing anything
improper or sexual.

Even though this made perfect sense I began
to resent it. This … affair... was the biggest thing that had ever
hit me! And yet he seemed to have no difficulty pretending nothing
was happening whenever he wanted to! I mean, a girl wants her lover
to … to touch her in little ways, to say little endearing things
from time to time, and he never did.

Was I just his fuck toy? Did I mean nothing
to him beyond that, I sometimes thought in frustration.

Leave aside the fact I wasn't sure if he
meant anything more to me than that, than the wild, exciting,
incredible sexual pleasure. I still felt... offended... indignant.
I wanted to know if there was a path to something more but without
being able to spend time with each other alone – other than fucking
– I didn't know how to figure that out.

And even when alone, well, we hadn't built up
the kind of intimacy (for lack of a better word) where I could
address him as anything other than my commanding officer. Moving
from that talking to him like a normal man – like not appending
'sir' onto every sentence, for example, was proving difficult.

I mean, I'd never even used his Christian
name, for Gods sakes!

And he had never used mine.

I was 'Lieutenant', or 'Andrews' or
'slave'.

And it troubled me how quickly and smoothly
I'd fallen into that role. I still hadn't really learned a lot
about sex because, for the most part, we didn't fuck each other, he
fucked me. My role was to hold still, often enough tied up so I
couldn't move, and be the receptacle for his cock.

And that aroused me to no end, even though I
didn't understand why. Maybe it was because, since I had no
responsibilities, no role to play but being there, I didn't have to
think about anything, make any preparations or decisions, but could
simply feel what was happening. All that existed was sensation, and
the sensations were often overwhelming!

Maybe I should have been content with that. I
was getting incredibly exciting, mind blowing sex with no strings
attached. I knew he sort of liked me and sort of respected me, but
that knowledge was more about my work than me as a person. He had
asked me a lot about myself, my background, my family, but he was
close-mouthed about himself, so I didn't really know much about his
background before the army, or even what previous assignments he'd
had.

I resolved to remedy that, to find our more
about him.

In the meantime, work on the base was
proceeding, and nearing completion. The fuel depot and hangars were
done, and one night a group of helicopters landed and were quickly
rolled into those hangars.

The next morning the general inspected them,
and over the coming days all of the helicopter pilots had brief
meetings with the general. That was normal since the general liked
to meet all the officers under him. What I quickly gathered from
those meetings, or really, from when they showed up, was that
helicopter pilots were a cocky bunch. At least, these ones
were!

They were also uniformly young, well-built
and macho, and had a high level of interest in my tight uniform
blouse. They were quite a different breed than the officers I'd
been in contact with before because they were combat officers. They
weren't administrators or paper pushers, if you will. These were
the guys who got shot at and who killed people.

Some of them were discrete about checking me
out, and some weren't. One of the latter was a guy named Shane
Rollins. He didn't stare... exactly. But he sure didn't do anything
to hide his appreciation of the view. That normally irked me, but
for some reason, his attitude was so natural and inoffensive that I
felt flattered instead. Okay, and he was hot. I admit that might
have some influence.

He was personable, friendly, funny, and
filled out his uniform very well indeed. He had shortish brown
hair, a tanned, oval face with boyish good looks, and a sense of
absolute confidence I really liked. He wasn't big like Laird, but
lithe and athletic instead. He didn't have the huge shoulders but I
was willing to bet every inch of him was … hard. He had slim hips
and I found my eyes glancing at his perfectly flat stomach,
wondering what it looked like without the shirt over it.

All that, though, was just a minute or two
while he was waiting to get into Laird. Just a little flirting and
chatting and fantasizing and then he was gone.

Until a couple of hours later, that is. I
went to get myself and Laird something to eat and ran into him
again in the mess. He was as flirty and charming as before, only
more obviously in pursuit of me. A part of me felt flattered, and a
part bemused. I mean, it wasn't like I had a boyfriend, not really.
I had wild and crazy and kinky sex with Laird, but he wasn't
exactly a boyfriend, and I guess I was feeling a little pouty about
that at the time.

Rollins was about my age, maybe a few years
older, and came across as kind of refreshingly ordinary. I mean, at
least I wouldn't have to call him 'sir' and be tied up all the
time! I guess what I really liked, though, was we could talk like
ordinary people, not like Lieutenant to General.

He wore the same basic uniform, the navy's
'working uniform' which was a camouflage pattern much like mine,
only bluer. And we seemed to get along quite well, in a back and
forth kind of way.

He was definitely an A-type personality, but
that was not unusual in military officers, and he made no secret
that he had designs on my body – also not unusual among the men I
met. Since we didn't work together, though, he was a lot more
blatant about it, without being rude or obnoxious.

He was a bit pushy, though. But then again,
how do you judge pushy when your current 'lover' starts out
personal conversations by saying “Strip off, Andrews”? So I guess
that part of him didn't really bother me a lot.

I'm not sure if it was by design or accident,
and I was suspecting the former, but we 'ran into' each other a lot
over the coming days, at least enough to get onto a first-name
basis. It was actually nice calling someone by their first
name!

Laird was extremely busy over this period,
and so was I, as his aide. But it also meant he wasn't taking time
out to find a discreet place where we could 'meet'. I don't know if
that was bothering him since he wasn't about to say anything about
it, but it started to bother me. I was feeling hornier each day,
and kind of sexually frustrated that I couldn't do anything about
it – except alone in my quarters.

That was a poor substitute for the kind of
wild kinkiness Laird had exposed me to, though.

Nor was our 'relationship' one in which I
could push these things very much. I kind of hinted that maybe the
general was feeling tense and he might find some recreation time
helpful for his efficiency, which was kind of an obvious hint given
the way I was looking for him, but he just said he didn't have time
just then. Maybe the next day.

Next day came and I was hopeful, but then he
sent me home around nine pm saying he would have to stay and deal
with budgets. It was a firm 'go away' and I felt annoyed and
frustrated as I left.

I was no sooner out the door when Shane came
out of the darkness.

“Hey, lonely girl,” he said.

“What are you, stalking me?” I asked, still
annoyed and frustrated.

“Not quite,” he said with a smile. “I do
admit that when I have to travel between any two points which has
HQ somewhere nearby I do make a point of ahm, adapting my route
just to see if I get lucky.”

He'd done that a few days earlier as I'd
started out jogging, and accompanied me. Then he was eager to be my
jogging partner every evening, which admittedly made it a lot less
boring, but I knew he was taking it easy so I could keep up.

“You're not going to get lucky tonight,” I
said dryly, walking on towards my quarters.

“Too late. I already have?”

I raised my eyebrows.

“By getting lucky I meant running into you,”
he said with a huge but not very convincing smile.

“Riiight,” I said.

“Heading to the mess?”

“It's been a long day and tomorrow will start
early. I'm just going to head back to my quarters.”

“All work and no play makes Becky a dull
girl, you know.”

“Don't call me Becky. And I admit I'm not the
life of the party. I'm really pretty boring.”

“Oh I don't see how. Just you being nearby
would provide excitement for most men.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Does this routine work on the Spanish
girls?”

“What routine?”

“This charming, friendly, just want to be
near you kind of thing?”

“What makes you think that's not who I really
am?” he said “And why wouldn't I want to be near you? Not only are
you a knockout but you're interesting and fun to talk with. I mean,
what's not to like about you? I like women, you know.”

“There's a surprise,” I said mockingly.

“As friends or girlfriends,” he protested.
“Women are good people!”

We reached my quarters and I turned at the
door. I intended kind of giving him the brushoff, you know, saying
goodbye, thanks for the walk and all, but he stopped a lot closer
to me than I'd expected, so that when I turned he was awfully
close. I reached out a hand, my fingers pressing against his chest
to back him off, but he kind of leaned over me a bit, grinning that
big toothed grin.

“I think you can go back to your quarters
now, mister Rollins,” I said with a bit of a smile.

“But it's so boring back there,” he said
mournfully. “There's no one nearly as nice, as beautiful, as sweet
smelling as you there.”

He sniffed at my hair and I turned my head
aside.

“I'll give you the brand of shampoo I use and
you can get that smell yourself.”

The truth was I wasn't finding his attentions
unflattering by a long shot, and I was feeling the affects of
deprivation and sulkiness at Laird, a resentment of his attitude.
Maybe I should look for a real boyfriend, one who cared about me
more, one I could talk to and do more with than have sex.

“But it won't smell nearly as good as it does
on you,” he said, leaning in more, along the side of my head.

I felt his breath against the nape of my
neck, and wasn't really trying to push against him much now so that
my hand was more or less just pressed against his chest. My heart
was beating faster because I was considering... just considering...
whether I wanted to do something.

Then his arms slid around me, and I felt the
warmth of his hands on my back. My mind really started to swirl
then. A part of me wanted to shove him back and insist he leave.
But I was feeling a lot less assertive of late, perhaps because of
so much time spent with Laird were absolute obedience was a
requirement – even in sex.

“Shane – ,” I said warningly, but
uncertainly.

“Hmm?”

He started to kiss the nape of my neck, very
gently, then a little harder. His hands slid down onto my buttocks,
and when I turned my head aside to knock his head away his lips
came down against mine and just like that we were kissing. I should
have broken it off, but I didn't. The longer we kissed the more
passionate the kiss became.

I kept wanting to break it off, if for no
other reason than we were standing in front of my quarters.
Granted, it was dark and there was no traffic out front, but even
so, the need to be discrete had kind of taken hold of me over the
past month – actually only adding to a prior need I'd always
felt.

So I kept trying to squirm or twist aside, or
push him back, but lacked the determination to actually accomplish
anything. He persisted, probably thinking I wanted him to leave,
but really what was occupying my mind was the thought of going
inside to continue this.

Finally I just grabbed his hair and pulled
his head up and back, held it long enough to get my breath, and
said.

“W-We should go inside!”

“Yeah,” he said, breathing hard.

Sex with Laird was very deliberate, very much
a matter of him telling me to assume a particular position, or him
positioning me, and then him using me however he chose. There
wasn't anything very, well, spontaneous about it.

Shane was entirely different.

There were no instructions, just a wild,
raging animal passion! I barely got inside, and I still hadn't
actually decided to do more than maybe fool around a little, and
even as I was closing the door he was up against me, his arms
around me, his lips on the nape of my neck, his hands cupping my
breasts!

I got the door closed and he yanked me
around. I twisted, and wound up kind of backed against the narrow
telephone table by the door, half sitting, half bent back against
it as his lips sought mine with a kind of voracious hunger and
passion! His hands were around me, his body against me, and his
tongue inside my mouth. His mouth was practically devouring me as
my hands slid over his shoulders.

Then his hands were squeezing my ass, then
tugging my blouse up out of the waistband. It was a button-up
blouse but Shane didn't try to unbutton it. Instead he just pulled
it up my body, forcing my arms up and yanked it off over my head to
toss behind me.

The interruption in his demanding kisses was
only momentary, then his lips were back on mine again, his hands
now racing over my bare back. A moment later my bra clasp was
undone, and then one of his hands was cupping my bare breast. I had
a moment of thought for protesting, for delaying, but was kind of
overwhelmed by the force of his hunger and the rising passion in
both of us.

I ran my hands over his bare chest. It was
strong, but not as muscular as Laird. It was also shaved smooth,
and my fingers reveled in the tactile sense of warm, downy skin
against them even as he shoved down my trousers.

“W-wait!” I gasped breathlessly.

He had no interest in waiting and I had no
force of will to impose it. He had my pants off, and took me right
then and there, up against the wall, half propped on the edge of
the telephone table. My legs were wrapped around him and he was
inside me pounding away. The phone table banged against the wall
and the phone fell to the floor as his lips continued to ravish
mine.

We were both gasping and panting and his cock
was driving up into me with an incredible speed and power, yet
without the hard pounding of his hips against me I had come to
expect from Laird. Then he picked me up in his arms, hands under my
buttocks, and carried me into my quarters.

He knelt on the edge of the sofa, and eased
me down onto my back, and eased down atop me, his cock never
slipping free. Then he was on me, his hips working furiously, up
and down, up and down, as we continued to kiss, as our tongues
continued to swirl and twist and writhe together.

My head was kind of propped up against the
corner of the sofa, and he was overhead, thrusting into me as I
held my knees out and back. I was gasping and moaning, and feeling
the wildness of the sexual storm within myself, and the orgasm came
quickly. I shuddered and arched, the sizzling sexual release
pouring through my system as he continued to pound his hips down
against me.

He pulled out, pulled back, passionate kisses
sliding down my chest until he was sucking and chewing and licking
at my breasts. My chest heaved as I caught my breath, but he wasn't
nearly finished, moving slowly down until he was kneeling on the
floor, his hands on my thighs, spreading them wider as his tongue
went to work on my clit.

At first the sensation was uncomfortable,
overpowering, given the orgasm I'd just had, but that passed
quickly, and I was soon grinding my hips up in renewed lust. He was
not as skilled orally as Laird, but he almost made up for it in
enthusiasm. I was soon grasping his hair and trying to pull his
mouth down harder as my pulse raced and the sexual heat rose like
burning flames within me.

He pulled up, slid atop me, and I shuddered
as his cock penetrated me again, driving deep and thrusting hard
almost at once. This time my right leg was forced up and back, and
I grunted and moaned as he pumped into me, head rolling in the
sweltering waves of heat sweeping through me.

Another orgasm battered at my mind and swept
it tumbling and turning off a cliff. I cried out as I rode the
orgasm, as he rode me, as the pleasure screamed through my veins
and his hard body crushed me into the corner of the sofa.

He picked me up again, still inside me, and
carried me into the bedroom, then settled me on the bed and pulled
out again. Once again he let his tongue and lips enjoy my breasts
as his hands roamed my body, then licked and kissed his way
downwards until he was once more lapping and sucking at my pussy.
My knees were bent and legs spread achingly wide as he pressed his
forearms down against them. His fingers were pulling my sex lips
open so his tongue could thrust into me and lick away at the mouth
of my pussy.

Then he was atop me once more, blotting out
the world, his body pinning me down, my knees almost straight out
to either side. He lay atop me, bigger than me, of course, his
chest on mine, his lips against mine, my hands around him, stroking
his back and sliding down to squeeze his buttocks. He was half
grinding, half thrusting now, and finally he came, driving me over
the edge as he resumed a hard, pounding stroke that made me cry out
in helpless heated pleasure.

“Mmm, you're beautiful,” he groaned, sliding
half off me.

“So are you,” I groaned, hands still
caressing his chest and belly, feeling the hard muscles
underneath.

I loved how soft his skin was, all the way
down to his cock, where almost all his pubic hair had been shaved.
Of course I had to roll over and begin to lick and kiss his chest,
rubbing my cheeks against his soft skin as I slowly slid lower. I
had no hope of rousing him this soon, but was actually glad of
being able to take my time.

I was glad about being able to use my hands
for a change, too! That wasn't something I normally got to do when
performing oral sex on Laird. I licked and kissed his thighs, and
sucked his balls into my mouth, one by one, massaging them within,
using my tongue, rolling my eyes up towards him to see if he was
enjoying it.

He seemed to be!

I caressed and massaged his cock with my
hands as I worked on his balls, then began to lick and kiss and
suck at it as it slowly rose to full strength once more. He pulled
me up his body and I straddled him, groaning as I slid down atop
his thickness, then leaned in and began to ride him, gasping and
moaning softly as the pleasure and heat rose up within me once
again. I was getting more and more excited as I slid up and down
his stiff cock, loving the feel of it inside me as his hands
massaged my breasts.

I kissed him, our lips and tongues sliding
together as I slowed my movements. I ground myself against him,
riding slowly, enjoying the long, passionate kiss, and the play of
lips on lips and tongue on tongue.

His hands slid down onto my buttocks, then
pulled, and I wasn't sure what he wanted at first. But he was
pulling me up his body so I complied, sliding upwards, until I
realized what he wanted, and straddled his shoulders, grasping the
headboard as I sank my pussy down onto his mouth. His tongue pushed
up against me and I began to breathlessly grind against him as his
lips and tongue made my lower belly burn and throb with a wild
sensory storm.

Another orgasm rolled over me and this time I
cried out in pleasure, grinding myself against him wildly as the
climax tore through me.

He pulled me down, rolled atop me, and
started thrusting in a slow, grinding motion, his lips on mine as I
got my breath back. Then he lifted my ankles up and pressed them
back against the headboard, going into overdrive as he roused me
once again. By the time he started pounding furiously against me I
was twisting and gasping and moaning again, and the pounding beat
of his hips against my buttocks tore another climax from my
shuddering body.

God! Was I oversexed or something!?

We got to lay and chat afterward, something I
never did with Laird, and he he told me about his career, first as
a Navy Seal, then as a helicopter pilot. He was from California,
and liked surfing, which was where he'd become a great swimmer.

We weren't done with the sex, though. He was
just recovering. I was getting him something to drink when he came
up behind me and took me across the kitchen counter. Then he lifted
me up and put me on the table before finishing across the side of
the sofa. Then we both had a shower where he put his oral talents
to work again, and took me up against the wall once more, this time
from behind.

All this in the space of maybe ninety
minutes!

We ended up back in bed, chatting, and then I
roused him yet again with my mouth before he took me doggy style.
That reminded me a lot of Laird since it was his favorite position,
but there was something missing somehow. I let myself sink to my
elbows as Shane slapped against me from behind, then dropped my
chest down fully, groaning and grunting and gasping as his cock
rode me.

“P-Pull my hair!” I moaned urgently.

He twisted it around his fingers and pulled
and I moaned as the heat scorched higher.

But it wasn't the same. There wasn't the same
level of … forcefulness, I guess. It was exciting and pleasurable,
but now that my initial frustration had been sated it didn't have
the same wild, dark thrill that being taken by Laird had.

I didn't have to fake the orgasm, though.
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Shane was a nice guy, and I liked being with
him, but the more I was with him the more I felt like he was just,
well, a friend. I continued to have sex with him, but it was sort
of a friends-with-benefits kind of thing, because while I liked the
sex, I didn't feel the wild, uncontrollable heat I did with
Laird.

Shane was too much of a modern man. We were
equals, in bed, and in our relationship. I liked that, but at the
same time it lacked that wild sense of being out-of-control, or
maybe, under-control, which I realized I had come to feel something
like an addiction for.

He did help relieve my sexual frustration,
though, because whatever my experiences with Laird had done to me,
it seemed to have given me something of an addiction for orgasms,
and I couldn't go long without getting my 'fix' without getting
frustrated.

But unlike my relationship with Laird nothing
we were doing was illegal, and while I didn't go out of my way to
hide it I didn't tell anyone. Shane, unfortunately, like a lot of
young men, felt the need to brag about his success. I don't know
who he bragged to or how often or how many people knew about it,
but Laird found out.

I had half suspected he might, and a part of
me was anxious about that, but another part was almost eager to see
how he responded. I guess I hoped that it might cause him to treat
me a little more like a person and less like an available body for
his pleasure and amusement. I mean, did he just see me as this
slutty young hotty he could play whatever kinky games with he
wanted?

Not that thinking of myself as a 'hotty' was
easy, to be honest. It wasn't the kind of self-image I'd ever
really had of myself. But then, my self-image had been undergoing
drastic changes since I'd met him, and now Shane. I was definitely
thinking of myself more as a sexual creature, even sexy, than I
ever had before!

It was two weeks after I'd begun my
relationship with Shane that I found out Laird knew. As with
everything else he was close-mouthed and gave little indication of
what he was thinking. So for all I knew he had known from the
start. But two weeks later he had to go to a conference in Paris,
and as his aide, I went too, of course.

Now I was not one of those girls who thought
of Paris as this great romantic place. I'd been there before, seen
all the sites, and I wasn't a romantic to begin with. I certainly
wasn't expecting anything romantic out of Thomas Laird!

We didn't have to take the train or anything.
For security reasons, senior officers rarely take public
transportation of any kind. We took a Gulfstream, or a C-20 as the
Army called it. And the flight took about two hours. It was the
first time I'd flown in one of the small jets the military used for
carrying the brass around. I was impressed, despite the fact its
luxury had been toned down from what you'd likely see in a private
jet in the civilian world.

We were the only passengers, but there was a
steward who hovered not far off, and Laird was every bit the busy
general, going over his report on the progress of the base, and on
the various needs it still had. There was not a hint in his
behavior that our relationship was anything but entirely
proper.

We arrived in Paris just before noon. As with
our departure, we were exempt from the sorts of searches and
customs questions which were ubiquitous in the civilian world. We
simply got off the plane and stepped into a staff car driven by an
army private, and then headed for a hotel.

The European militaries, especially the
French, seemed entirely free of that stern, Presbyterian sense of
spartan duty which characterized the US and British armies. Senior
officers definitely liked their luxuries, and rarely denied
themselves any. So we were booked into a suite in the Paris
Marriott Hotel Champs-Elysees, a five star hotel on the
Champs-Elysees.

Because it was a civilian residence, the US
not having any bases in France, we wore civilian clothes. Laird
wore a tailored suit in a dark blue with a very narrow stripe. He'd
have looked like a banker except for the wide shoulders and thick
chest – and if you didn't look into his eyes.

I'd given some thought in what to wear. I
certainly didn't want anyone to even suspect for a moment there was
anything untoward going on, so I wanted as far from sexy as
possible. On the other hand, well, I wanted to look sexy.
Irreconcilable difficulty, I know. What I settled on was something
not traditionally sexy at all, an entirely functional outfit that I
thought would appeal to him anyway.

He was kind of a stuffy English guy, after
all, even if he was Scottish.

I wore a very thin silk dress in a deep blue.
It was quite tight as far as the thighs, then opened up into pleats
down to my calves. It was also backless. It certainly would have
drawn second glances, for the back of not the front, but I wore a
hip length, double breasted black jacket over it. Under the skirt I
wore knee-length black suede boots with a one inch heel. A thick
gold chain around my neck completed the look, which I thought
deceptively attractive but discrete at the same time.

It had seemed to work. When he'd seen me,
Laird had done a bit of a double-take, which for him was akin to
bug-eyed shock. Maybe it was because he had never seen me in
civilian clothes before. But I hoped he liked it. After that
initial look, though, he hadn't given any sign he noticed I wasn't
wearing my uniform.

The French, as I said liked their luxury. The
conference was set for early the next morning. It was too early to
arrive that day, thus the requirement that everyone showing up stay
the night at a hotel.

Clever those French.

Our things were brought upstairs. It turns
out the French had booked us into a suite. It had a larger 'master'
bedroom (ironically) and a smaller one. It also had a small kitchen
and a living room with a fireplace, as well as a balcony
overlooking the street, and a view of the Arc de Triumph.

“I suppose you'll be wanting the master
bedroom?” I said lightly.

He raised his eyebrow and gave me a look
which made me smirk a bit.

The suite was elegant, and beautiful. There
was a large front room with a bay window looking out over the city.
A thick carpet in swirling shades of blue sat beside the bay
window. Buttery soft leather sofas were on it, facing each other
across a wide oak coffee table, the window on one side, a fireplace
on the wall a dozen feet to the other side. Past the fireplace was
the master bedroom, while in the other direction was the smaller
bedroom and bathroom. There was also a modern galley kitchen by the
door.

Laird tipped the bellman, who put our things
in the separate bedrooms, then discretely withdrew.

“Should we go down for lunch?” I asked.

“I think we shall order in.”

He picked up the phone and asked for room
service. His back was to me, and I noticed he failed to consult me
on what I wanted. That made me frown, but I didn't protest, at
least not obviously. I did stick my tongue out at his back, which
might have been a bit childish but did make me feel somewhat
better.

“Burgers and fries?” I asked pertly.

“You should shower after our long trip.”

“What long trip?”

“Go and shower, Andrews. The meal will be a
bit, and you'll be refreshed for it.”

I wanted to talk, but his tone left little
room for debate. And as I said, he was still the general. I went up
the hall to my bedroom and unpacked my things, then undressed.
There was a fluffy white robe, courtesy of the hotel, hanging on
the door, and I wrapped it primly around myself for the short trip
to the bathroom.

I didn't really need a shower, but I showered
quickly regardless, trying to keep my hair dry. Then I touched it
up a bit with the hair dryer where it had gotten damp. If there's
one thing you learned in the army it was how to take quick showers
– and quick naps.

When I was done I slipped into the robe
again, tightened the belt, and opened the door, taking him by
surprise. Had he been about to knock, or about to let himself
in?

“Lunch is served,” he said.

“And what am I having?” I asked, a trifle
sarcastically.

His hand delicately brushed at my bangs, then
withdrew.

“Whatever I tell you to have,” he said in a
soft voice.

His fingers trailed down my throat, then into
the neck of the robe. His other hand rose and he tugged the robe
slowly open. My pulse shot up and my heart beat faster, but I
didn't move, either to resist or to help. I just stood there, my
eyes a bit wider as he pulled the robe open, and then pushed it
back over my shoulders so it fell at my feet.

His hands cupped my breasts as a rush of heat
swept over me. My chest tightened, and I felt a new sense of
eagerness radiating up from my lower belly. I felt indignant,
though. I'm not entirely sure why or at all sure what I was looking
for. My body was aroused, and my mind was quickly following. But I
was still indignant and feeling a little mulish.

“Am I on the menu?” I asked.

“Always,” he said.

“And am I eating raw meat?”

He frowned. “Don't be crude.”

His fingers slid up and rubbed my nipples
between them, then pinched in so that I winced. He tugged my
nipples slowly up and outward and my hands rose instinctively to
grasp at his wrists.

“Hands down,” he ordered.

My hands hovered indecisively, and he tugged
up so that I gasped and rose onto the balls of my feet.

“Hands down, slave girl.”

The words sent a thrill through my mind, and
I slowly lowered my hands, still wincing as he inched my nipples
sharply.

“You've been a bad little girl, haven't you,
Andrews,” he said.

“N-No, sir!” I gasped.

He abruptly released my nipples, grabbed my
arms, and turned me around, then pulled my arms back together
behind me, crossing them at the elbows. A moment later I felt
something, like a thin leather cord, being wrapped around them. I
thought to protest for a moment, but only a moment.

He turned me around again, and I stumbled,
but was caught. He looked down at me without expression. Then his
fingers combed the bangs from my hair again as my heart thumped in
my chest.

He turned and walked back to one of the
sofas, then beckoned me to follow. Well, what else was I to do but
obey?

I stood next to where he sat, feeling
profoundly vulnerable in my nudity as he sat back in his expensive,
tailored suit.

He snapped his finger for me to move closer,
and I did, then gasped as he gripped my arm and pulled me forward.
I would have fallen but he caught me easily enough, drawing me
forward on my belly, down across his lap.

“Sir! Isn't th-this sexual harassment!?” I
gasped.

A sharp blow to my bottom made me gasp and
flinch.

I felt his hand on my buttocks, moving
slowly, caressing.

“Tell me about Lieutenant Rollins,” he
said.

Shit!

“Wh-what about him?”

Crack! His hand slapped sharply
against my bottom.

“Is he good in bed?” he asked, fingers
lightly kneading my buttocks.

“Yes!” I squeaked.

I felt his hand grasping the hair behind my
head, drawing it firmly up and back so that I gasped in pain.

“Sir,” he said smoothly.

“Y-Yes, sir!”

He released my hair and my head fell
forward.

“Did you like his cock, Andrews?”

“Yes, sir!”

His fingers were still gliding over my
buttocks. His other hand slid up along my ribs and beneath,
kneading my breasts.

Crack! His hand came down sharply on
my bottom.

“And you don't think that something of a
betrayal?” he asked, his voice now showing a sense of anger.

“No, sir!”

Crack!

I winced as his hand slapped down across my
soft, pale skin.

“And pray tell, why not?”

I was silent, and his hand cracked down
again, more sharply, so that I gasped and my legs jerked.

“I asked you a question, Lieutenant Andrews?”
he growled.

“Sir!” I gasped. “You're not my boyfriend,
sir!”

“I'm not, am I?”

“No, sir! You've never even used my first
name, sir! You've never shown any sign you care about me, sir,
except as a place to stick your cock!”

Crack! His hand slapped down sharply
and I gasped.

“You're being insolent,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” I said, panting.

“Even were that true, Andrews, that does not
suggest that I want someone else using the same place I use to …
stick my cock.”

“You don't have that choice, sir!” I
said.

I gasped in pain as he seized my hair and
pulled my head up and back, but then his other hand went to my hip
and he rolled me, more like flipped me over onto my back. The hand
in my hair quickly slid behind my head and pulled me upright into a
sitting position.

I was surprised that he looked so angry. His
face looked red, his eyes were hot and his lips tight. Yet his
voice had been calm.

“Y-You're not my boyfriend,” I gulped, a
little fearfully.

“No, you're right. I have no intention of
becoming your boyfriend either.”

I felt a sense of hurt at his words.

“I have much more ambition than that,
Andrews,” he said. “Boyfriends?” he snorted in contempt. “To begin
with, as you may have noticed, I. Am. Not. A. Boy.”

His hand behind my head jerked on my hair,
forcing my head up and back, and arching my back.

I was looking up at the ceiling, but felt his
breath against the underside of my neck.

“Do you think I'm a boy, Andrews?”

“N-No, sir!” I gasped.

I felt his teeth slide lightly along the
front, his jaw wide, as if he were a predator about to ravage me,
about to tear out my throat!

But all I felt were his lips sliding in and
then his tongue easing lightly across my skin.

“Boyfriends, come and go, Andrews,” he said
in a soft voice. “Even husbands come and go.”

His lips slid up along the side of my throat
and in under my ear, and I squirmed as I felt him kiss me lightly
there. I was breathing hard, tense, anxious, uncertain.

His other hand slid between my thighs now,
cupping me gently between the legs.

“I-I don't understand, sir!” I gulped.

“Clearly.”

He eased his grip on my hair and pushed my
head forward now so I could see him.

“Do you think I'm playing a game when I call
you my slave girl?” he asked, his voice soft.

“I... yes,” I whispered.

“I'm not.”

“But I – .”

“Andrews, do you see yourself in a
relationship with someone like Rollins that would be more than
sexual? Do you see yourself marrying him, having children, living
in a typical house with a picket fence outside?”

No, not in the slightest, to be honest. For
some reason that had never been a dream which had even entered my
mind not with him, not with anyone.

“I-I don't know,” I said.

“I think you are a perfect submissive. I
think your body and mind are both wildly aroused by the thought,
but beyond that, I think you are the kind of person to be comforted
by the knowledge that she operates within specifically delineated
rules, rules which are strictly enforced. You like order and
precision. You are punctual, and obedient.”

“But – .”

His finger pressed against my lips.

“Rollins could have done anything he wanted
to you. And did. I don't need you to tell me. You were his slut and
he had his way with you. And if he'd wanted to do more, to tie you
up, to whip you. You'd not have resisted. I've seen how you get,
Andrews. You become charged with sexual heat to the point you'll do
anything you're told, accept anything done to you. I've never seen
a girl more responsive, more orgasmic.”

His fingers between my legs were moving
slowly, and I started to squirm as sensations spread up through my
belly.

“And after Rollins, who? Anyone who wants
you? Anyone with a pretty face?”

“I don't – .”

He jerked back on my hair again and this time
his lips moved in more sharply as he growled, biting lightly at the
side of my throat.

“You're made to be used, Andrews, to be
fucked, to be disciplined, to be kept in line by a strong arm and a
strong hand.”

“N-No!” I gasped.

“Why are you in the army? Because you want
order. Your life before the army was nothing but drifting,
searching for something you didn't even understand. And from what
you've said, you searched largely alone. A beautiful young girl
like you should have had more boys hovering around her than she'd
know what to do with, but you kept aloof from them all. Why?”

“I-I don't know,” I gulped.

“Because relationships are complicated
things, Andrews. They're a constant and continuous balancing act of
cooperation and compromise. And you don't like to balance. You're
not comfortable with it.”

Suddenly he flipped me onto my belly again,
then his hand came down on my still sore bottom with a flurry of
sharp, stinging blows that soon had me squirming and squealing as
the pain grew in my backside.

“Please! Please!” I cried even as he flipped
me back onto my back again.

The second please was swallowed by his open
mouth as it crushed mine. I moaned into it, eyes wide, as his hand
came up under my head to support it. His lips were harsh,
demanding. I felt as though he were trying to swallow me whole! The
force of his kiss pressed my head back even against his hand so
that my upper body bowed backwards.

I felt his other hand racing over my body,
stroking and caressing, kneading and squeezing.

Then he jerked up and back and I gulped in
air.

“I want – ,” he said, breathing uneven, “I
want you to be my slave, Andrews. Lieutenant Andrews...
Rebecca.”

I stared at him, wide-eyed. I was breathing a
little hard too! And now my mind was spinning. His slave!? Was he
crazy!?”

“I-I don't understand what you mean,” I
gulped.

His fingers slid through my hair again.

“I will take care of you. I will see to all
your needs. I will feed you, clothe you, house you, nurse you in
sickness. You will never have to decide on a thing, for I will make
those decisions. I will dress you. I will bathe you. I will provide
for you.”

“It sounds like you want to be my slave,” I
gulped, wide eyed.

He snorted, and a smile flickered on his
face.

“You, in turn, will obey.”

“O-Obey what?”

“Anything you're told. Everything you're
told. You will obey without question or hesitation. Much as you
were taught in boot camp. You will obey with respect and without
thought. In the event you do not know how to carry them out,
precise instructions will be provided.”

“But...”

“But that's crazy? And what have you been
doing since you got into the army?”

“But that's only... I mean, that doesn't
involve..”

“Sex? I think we both realize by now that
you're entirely submissive when it comes to sex.”

His fingers stroked at my clit and I
squirmed.

“And entirely helpless, whether bound or
not.”

“B-But I can't say yes to that!”

“To what?”

“To... to being a slave!”

“And would you say no?”

“I—I mean... I don't know!”

“Would you give this up? This heat? This
pleasure? Have you ever felt as alive?”

I hadn't, and I moaned as his fingers danced
across my body. My arms pulled feebly against the leather binding
them, and I felt my heart pounding as he bent over again, his lips
and teeth moving lightly across my throat.

“You've called me master before. Say it
again.”

“But that was a-a game!” I moaned.

“Then let us play.”

He flipped me over again. It was as if I
weighed nothing to him!

His fingers slid between my thighs, rubbing
at my clit, then penetrating me. I gasped as they pushed deep into
the moist heat within me, then gasped as his other hand cracked
down on my bottom.

“Say it,” he ordered. “Say it, slave.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Say it, slave girl.”

I felt his fingers withdraw, then something
else pushed into me, something thick and long, that slid deeper and
deeper as my bottom squirmed and twisted and his other hand slapped
down on it with stinging force.

“Master,” he said. “Say it, slave girl.”

“M-Master!” I cried,.

Whatever it was it angled inward and I
shuddered as it slid even higher into my belly, forcing the tight
elastic walls of my sex to stretch out.

“Slave girl,” he said.
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The deeper the thing went the thicker it got!
That is, the thicker the part sliding through the taut, straining
lips of my sex became. I moaned weakly as his fingers forced it
deeper still, and at the same time rubbed teasingly against my
clitoris.

Crack! His hand came down against my
bottom with stinging force.

The dildo slid back, twisted, then pushed
forward.

Crack! Again his hand slapped sharply,
painfully against my ass.

The dildo twisted again, his thumb stroking
across my throbbing, swollen clit.

Crack! Another blow made me gasp and
moan, my hips twisting and rolling even as he jammed the dildo
deeper into my belly.

“Tell me you love my cock, Slave.”

I moaned, my face pressed against the soft
fabric of the sofa, and his hand slapped down sharply.

“I love cock, sir!” I cried weakly.

Crack! The sting made me gasp, and my
bottom jerked sharply.

“I said my cock, you little slut!”

“I love your cock, sir!” I gasped, feeling
his fingers caressing my now stinging bottom.

Crack! “Master,” he growled as I
flinched again.

“I love your cock, master!” I moaned
breathlessly.

The thing slid in and out, then pulled out
entirely. For a moment I felt vacant, then I felt renewed pressure
at my opening, felt it pushing into me. No, it was something else!
What he'd used had been narrow at the tip, and spreading wider inch
by inch. This was wide right from the start, and I moaned as it
stretched me out, as I felt the ache within me.

But his thumb and fingers kept teasing my
clit, and his other hand, in between spanks, kept stroking and
kneading my breasts as the thing slid deeper into the warm sleeve
of my sex.

“Oh!” I cried, at the deep ache as he shoved
it further. “Oh! Please!”

Crack! “Please, master,” he said.

“Please, master!” I cried, wriggling in his
lap, unable to pull free.

God it was big! What was he shoving into
me!?

“Tell me you want cock.”

“I-I – .”

Crack!

“Oww! I want cock!” I gasped. “But not that
much!”

Crack!

“NO arguments, slave. You adore cock. You
live for cock. You want as much cock inside you as you can get.
Admit it, slave. Sex slave.”

His words were inflaming something inside me!
They were outrageous and portrayed a “me” that was completely, or
had once been completely at odds with my self image. And yet there
was something tremendously exciting, wickedly hot about seeing
myself as that sort of girl!

His hand snapped down on my overheated bottom
again and I yelped, twisting, gasping as he seized the moment to
push the thing deeper.

“Say it, slave,” he growled, giving me three
sharp slaps to convince me.

“Ow! I-I want cock!” I gasped.

“I want all the cock I can take,” he
said.

“Then you shove that thing up your – .”

“Oww!” I yelped as three more sharp, stinging
slaps hit my burning bottom.

“Sex slave,” he said, his fingers rubbing at
my clit.

I shuddered as the heat poured up through my
belly, as my hips squirmed helplessly.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he said. “Cock
loving little nympho. Tell me you love cock inside you.”

“Ooooh! Please! I love cock inside me!” I
groaned.

“Tell me you want every one of your holes
full of cock, sex slave.”

What a pervert! What a kinky – .

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Stop! I love cock! I want every one of
my holes full of cock!”

Crack! “You forgot to say master, sex
slave.”

“Oh! Master! Master!”

I felt so full! And then I felt his finger
against my wrinkled little anal opening. I moaned as it sank
deeper, coated in some kind of lubricant, as it pumped slowly in
and out. A second finger slid in, then a third, as his other hand
roamed my body, pausing to slap down on my overheated bottom. Then
something bigger, thicker and harder pushed against my back
opening, and I shuddered as he slowly twisted and pushed and worked
it deeper.

“Oh! Don't! Please! Master!”

“You said you wanted every one of your holes
full, sex slave. I aim to please. And when this one is full I'll
fill your mouth with something else.”

Crack!

I was writhing and twisting helplessly,
gasping and moaning as he shoved the thing deep into my ass,
twisting and pumping it, slapping my bottom every time my sphincter
clamped down. That seemed to cause it to jar loose, and I was soon
utterly stuffed with the two dildos. By the my bottom was flaming,
but it wasn't the only overheated part of me.

He set me on my knees in front of him as he
stood up, still clad in the perfectly tailored suit.

“Back straight, slave girl,” he ordered.

God, he looked so... I don’t know, god like
standing up there! He also looked so incredibly masculine and so...
in control, so dominant. I felt more naked than I was kneeling
before him, arms still crossed and bound at the elbows. My insides
ached with the pressure of the two huge dildos he'd stuffed into
me.

Looking down, I could see how the lips of my
sex strained wide as they gripped the shaft of the one in front
barely an inch from the base. It was thick, thicker than any cock I
had seen, yet it felt so incredible inside me, so deep and so full!
I know size doesn't matter, yet I does when it comes to the most
important sexual organ – the mind. And mine was flaming hot!

He gripped a thick fistful of hair and pulled
me up, so I gasped at the sting to my scalp.

“Back straight, slave.”

I obeyed, though, trembling as I was, gulping
in air, face flushed, body thrumming with sexual tension and
heat.

“Do you know my name, sex slave?”

“I... Thomas,” I said weakly.

He smiled softly. “Since you seem to be
worried that you have not been permitted to use my Christian name,
you may call me Master Thomas.”

I stared at him, not grasping his words
through the spinning in my mind and the pounding rush of
sensation.

“I will call you Slave Becky.”

“I hate that name!” I gulped.

He tilted his head to one side.

“I mean, I don't like being called Becky,
sir,” I said, shakily.

“Interesting. And why? Because of it's
connotation with rural Iowa farm girls?”

I was surprised he knew that much, but nodded
jerkily.

He chuckled softly. Then he grasped my hair
gently to one side, pulling it aside, twining and twisting it into
a ragged pigtail. He did the same on the other side until my hair
was divided in the middle and hanging loosely to the sides.

“Little farm girl,” he said with a smile.
“Gorgeous, wanton sexual animal of a girl.”

He unzipped the front of his trousers and
pulled his cock out.

My eyes went to it instantly. It seemed
bigger than I remembered, thick, hard, vaguely menacing in a
strange, dark, erotic kind of way. My arms pulled against the
leather bindings as he rubbed the head back and forth across my
lips.

“Say it again, Becky,” he said. “Tell me you
want every hole filled with cock.”

God, that was so kinky and perverted and...
and hot!

Maybe other women were used to talking dirty.
I certainly wasn't! And especially not in front of a man, and most
especially in front of General Thomas Laird! I thought about my
first interview with him, standing at attention, wanting to make a
good impression. The contrast was wildly bizarre and yet incredibly
arousing.

“I want all my holes filled with cock, Master
Thomas,” I gulped.

He pushed it forward into my mouth and my
lips were forced up and apart. I sucked and licked instantly as he
pushed it slowly forward. I let my lips and tongue and the moist
flesh of my mouth slicken the soft skin so that when it began to
move slowly in and out the sensation as it caressed my lips and
tongue was deliciously erotic.

He pulled it out and pulled my head in
against the underside. I sucked on his balls and licked at the base
of his cock, rolling my eyes up at him, feeling charged with sexual
electricity the way I often was with him. The power, the intensity
of it almost took my breath away, and I wondered, not for the first
time, if something was wrong with me to get this uncontrollable,
this passionate, this... aroused.

He pulled away and then slid his cock into my
mouth, just the head. His hands went to opposite sides of my head
and he gripped the pigtails he'd created, pulling them straight out
very firmly so I could feel the pressure against my scalp, holding
me tightly in place.

“Swallow, Slave,” he said.

I felt the pigtails pulling me forward, and
something inside me kind of melted. I moaned, stared at his cock,
and slid straight down its length. There was hardly much more than
a soft gulp as it pushed into my throat, and then slid right down
it until my face was being held tightly against him.

“God!” I heard him gasp softly.

A part of me squirmed in delight.

The pigtails pulled and my head slid back
slowly and firmly, the thick slick cock caressing the insides of my
throat as it pulled up, sliding across my tongue and through my
straining lips. He pulled out until only the head remained inside,
resting on my tongue. Then the pull on my hair slid me forward
again, all the way down, until I was once more pressed against the
base of his cock, my nose jammed against the expensive fabric of
his suit.

His hand shook a little as he pulled out.

“One more of those and I'm going to explode,”
he said.

He pulled me back and then bent me
forward.

A sharp slap on my bottom made me gasp.

“Spread those knees. Assume the position,
Slave Becky.”

I groaned and obeyed, my swollen breasts
pressed into the rug as my bottom rose high and my knees spread
apart. He dropped to his knees behind me with unseemly haste, then
his fingers rubbed at my clit so that my hips bucked
helplessly.

I felt the thick dildo pulling down the
length of my vaginal tunnel, then out. His fingers replaced it,
stroking at my clit, rubbing alongside of my sex. Then he was
inside me, deep, his hips grinding against my upraised bottom. A
moment later I gasped as I felt the pigtails pulling up and back.
The pain was sharp but hardly enough to do more than distract me
from the wild heat consuming my mind. My head jerked up, my body
followed, until I was bent at a ninety degree angle, literally
supported by his pull on the pigtails as he rode me – hard.

Every deep thrust sent me jerking forward,
only to be pulled back by the pigtails to meet the next hard, deep
thrust. My scalp ached, but it didn't matter. My mind and body were
on fire and the sexual electricity was crackling along my skin. I
wasn't breathing so much as gasping in loud, passion-filled groans,
moans and cries of pleasure.

Oh God it was good! It was sooooo good!

Sensations rolled my mind and my body
thrashed and bucked as he rode me harder, and then the orgasm tore
through me and I lost all self-control. I writhed in an inferno of
sexual heat as the intensity of the sensations mounted to almost
unbearable levels. I wanted to scream at him to stop, that I
couldn't take it any more! But I couldn't catch my breath long
enough to speak, and I couldn't have formed a coherent sentence
even if I could.

I felt him fall atop me, his hand slapping
over my mouth, his heavy body pressed against mine even as I knelt
with my bottom raised. He thrust frantically into me as I screamed
into his hand, and then I felt his fingers thrusting up between my
legs, rubbing at my clitoris, and my mind exploded into an even
higher level of sexual pleasure.

* * *

“I shall have to punish you, of course.”

I groaned weakly. I was laying on my arms on
the sofa, eyes slitted. I guess he'd put me there. I certainly
hadn't gotten up and walked there. My bones felt like they'd
melted.

“You already spanked me,” I groaned.

“That wasn't punishment. You liked it too
much. I think I hurt my hands more than your bottom.”

I laughed gently and shook my head. “What are
you doing to me?” I moaned.

“Giving you tremendous pleasure. And making
you mine.”

I opened one eye. “What do you mean?”

He leaned over me, fingers caressing my face.
“I want to possess you.”

“Why?”

He leaned in and licked at my nipple, his
eyes looking up at me.

“Because then, you can never leave.”

I blinked in surprise, my mind mulling over
what he meant.

I was starting to understand him a little,
and starting to suspect more.

He straightened, then picked me up. Again, I
felt a sense of … I don't know what, at how easily he did it, how
strong he was as he sat me across his lap. I winced a little,
adjusting myself, because the damn dildo thing was still stuffed
deep into my bottom.

“I heard your father was in the military,” I
said.

He raised his eyebrows, his hand slowly
caressing my body.

“Yes. He was a sergeant major in the Queens
Guards.”

“What was he like?”

“He was the cliché of the army sergeant
major. If you've watched any war movies you can probably get a
decent picture. Slave girl.”

He rolled and plucked one of my nipples.

“What was he like as a father?” I asked.

He smiled thinly. “He was like a
sergeant-major,” he said.

“He must be proud of you.”

“He died some years ago.”

“I'm sorry.”

He shrugged, his fingers sliding down between
my thighs. He parted them slightly and rubbed at the flesh to
either side of my clitoris, then let them ease closer in so that I
started to feel a surge of sensations from down there.

“I don't suppose you cried when he died.”

He looked at me incredulously, then shook his
head as if bewildered by such a question.

“Was he an emotional man?”

“The only thing Scottish men get emotional
about is football and rugby,” he said with a smile,

“And perhaps beer.”

“What about your mother?”

“She died when I was very young.”

Things were starting to make sense, or at
least, starting to become confirmed in my mind.

He picked up the big dildo thing and tilted
me back a little.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

“Oh, it's too big!” I groaned.

“Nonsense. You love it.”

The thing was... he wasn't really wrong.

I groaned as he pushed it against the mouth
of my sex, as I watched him twist it from side to side and push
slowly inward. I felt the pressure against my opening, and then it
gave way and I gasped at the way it stretched me wide.

“You'll stretch me out so wide I won't feel
you next time,” I gasped.

He chuckled. “No, that won't happen. Women
are amazingly elastic here.”

“How would YOU know?”

He grinned and pushed a little more. I moaned
and my head fell back as he shifted his hand away from supporting
it. He bent and I felt him sucking and licking at my breast.

“Have you … had a lot... of slave girls?” I
gasped.

He bit lightly on my nipple before
answering.

“You're the first.”

I blinked in astonishment. “But...”

I grunted as he pulled my head up and forward
again.

“There have been other women, not many. My
career has been my focus. But my … interests... have not been
universally returned. Nor can I be open about them, usually. Have I
ever met a woman as responsive as you? No. Have I ever pushed one
to the extent I've pushed you? No.”

“Pushed?”

“Pushed past the limits of what you
previously considered... proper, I suppose.”

“Then why me?” I gasped as I jerked my hips
up.

The thing was halfway inside me now and I was
getting very wet again.

“I don't know,” he said.

I cried out as he pushed it deep suddenly. It
slid up inside me with a surge of force and pain. But the pain
eased very quickly.

“I don't know,” he said.

He picked up a vibrator. I moaned as he
rubbed it lightly against my swollen clit.

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Oh!”

“Sex slaves don't give orders, Slave
Becky.”

He soon had me writhing and twisting and
begging, but he kept easing off, just when it felt like I was going
to reach climax. Finally, he relented, and I twisted and thrashed
and bucked in his grasp as the orgasm tore my nervous system apart
and flayed my mind.

Then he held me in his arms, stroking me
gently, combing his fingers through my hair, caressing my belly and
legs and shoulders and face until I caught my breath again.

Before he started again.

I don't know when it actually began to be too
much. After the fourth or fifth powerful orgasm, the muscle spasms
in my belly just began to ache something terrible. And the climaxes
were coming faster and faster together.

“Please!” I gasped breathlessly! Please!”

“Well, it is time for your punishment, after
all.”

He picked me up and carried me to the corner
of the room, then set me down. I practically collapsed in a pile of
goo. He left me there, the hard leather soles of his shoes making a
definitive sound as he crossed the floor. He came back and half
lifted me by the arms then set me on my knees in the corner,
actually facing the corner.

“Proper punishment for bad little girls,” he
said. “You'll kneel in the corner until permitted to come out.”

But he wasn't relying on my obedience. He had
in his hand two slender metal hooks, and he pressed one against the
plaster next to my shoulder and applied pressure as he twisted it.
It didn't take much to screw it into the wall. Another one went
into the wall right in front of me, directly in the corner at about
the level of my neck.

I had no idea what the hell he was doing, but
was strangely fascinated nonetheless.

His hand came down from above and behind me,
cupping my breast, squeezing it. The nipple was still hard, and
still throbbing as he slipped something over it. It was a leather
cord, but with a round metal ring at the end. A tug and it
tightened around the base of my nipple with stinging pressure.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

He ignored me, and fed the thing over the
hook at my neck level, then pushed me forward, cupped my breast,
and pressed the little ring at the other side of the cord to my
other nipple. Again, it tugged hard and sharply tight, binding me
in place, in effect, by the nipples!

Humming to himself, he tied somewhat thicker
leather cords to my pigtails, then fed them through the hooks at my
shoulders and down.

“Oh!”

He lifted my right ankle up and pressed it
back against my bottom, or rather, just beside my bottom, then tied
the cord to it! A moment later he did the same to my left ankle, so
that I was perched precariously on my knees, with my buttocks held
up next to my buttocks. Of course, the pressure also pulled my face
forward right into the corner, so I could see little else.

“Bad little slave girls get punished,” He
said with a soft, furry chuckle.

I felt his hand sliding down my belly, then
his fingers rubbing at my clit.

I couldn't help it. The heat began to throb
again, and grew hotter as he started to chew on the nape of my
neck.

“Slave girl.”

He stood up and moved away. “I'm going off
for a bit. You'll be fine here while I'm away.”

“Wh-what? No!” I gasped.

I tried to turn my head, but the pressure on
my pigtails made that very difficult. I saw him moving towards the
door out of the corner of my eye, then the door opened and closed
behind him.

I couldn't believe he'd left me alone in a
hotel room like this!
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“Well, Jesus Christ!” I blurted.

Even thought I was on thick, soft carpet, my
knees were starting to hurt. My nipples tingled and burned, and the
throbbing in my belly from those two thick dildos added its own
distinctive sensations to the wild mix within me. I could hardly
believe he'd left! But then I wondered if he actually had. He could
have just hidden himself away. But I hadn't heard his shoes so
…

“Damn!”

My face was jammed into the corner like a
naughty schoolgirl, and to ease back at all pulled sharply at my
nipples. I experimented with small movements, including trying to
somehow dislodge my arms from what was binding them together behind
me. I couldn't. I was actually tied up in this bizarre position. I
thought about someone, a bellhop or maid coming in and finding me
like this and felt a surge of panic. But that didn't help any.

My nipples throbbed, but they weren't the
only thing. I felt a rising sense of sexuality, of a deep, wicked
eroticism about being tied up and left like this. Again, I don't
know why. But there wasn't anything I could do about it. After a
while, I kind of pulled my knees closer together, and kind of tried
to rub my thighs together around the dildo sticking out of me
there, but that wasn't enough to make me climax.

After a while my body almost instinctively
began to tug against the cords in a rhythmic sort of way so that my
nipples were constantly throbbing and burning with the hard little
tugs on them. But while that aroused me further it still wasn't
enough to do anything more. I waited for him to come back in a
state of deep frustrated arousal.

It seemed like forever before he did so. By
then my aching knees were almost starting to pull even with the
throbbing heat in my belly as far as pressure and weight of
sensations go.

“It seems we have a visitor, Lieutenant
Andrews,” he said, entering the suite behind me.

I felt a sudden shock. Surely he hadn't...
But no, he was alone.

He quickly removed the cords from my ankles,
then untied them from my hair as I groaned weakly and lurched in
place. He slipped the thin leather cord up off the hook, and then
lifted me up to my feet. I couldn't stand so he threw me over his
shoulder and carried me into my bedroom, then dumped me on my
back.

“Admiral Givens wants me to attend a small
gathering this afternoon at the embassy,” he said. “And of course,
you must attend, as well.”

He left me there for a bit, then returned
with something odd looking. It was a sort of thin leather belt, but
with a cross-belt under it. Or so I thought. He slipped the belt
around my waist and cinched it tight, then pushed me so I fell on
my back, rolled me over, and pulled the other belt down between my
buttocks and between my legs, then up my abdomen to the front of
the belt around my waist.

“Wha-what are you doooOING?” I gasped,
arching my back.

He chuckled, pulling harder, and the belt
pulled up hard against the base of the two dildos he'd stuffed
within me. Both were almost completely inside me, but now there was
no 'almost' to it. I gasped weakly.

“Excellent. I knew you could do it, slave
girl.”

“Wha-wha...”

“Now we'll get you dressed. It's a sort of
wine and cheese party thing. Lots of milling about and
chatting.”

“But – .”

And that was how I came to be standing in a
large room at the embassy in my dress uniform, standing next to
General Thomas. There was no evidence of the dildos jammed up
inside me but they were there. I wasn't wearing a bra, but the
formal gathering required jackets, so mine was worn over my blouse,
disguising that fact, as well as the stiffness of my nipples, given
the rings were still cinched tight around each and held together by
the leather cord dangling over my lower chest.

My hair was a mess, but it was stuffed under
my uniform cap, so we were okay there. I was holding a crystal
goblet of wine in my hand and trying to pretend I was hearing
anything of the conversation Laird was engaged in. It was something
to do with the design specifications of a new helicopter
gunship.

All I could think of was how much I wanted to
strip naked and make myself come – again and again and again. I was
as aroused as I'd been kneeling in the corner, only it had now been
two hours, and I was starting to feel my sexual frustration get
ready to drive me over the edge!

I had already excused myself to go to the
bathroom only to find that I could not get the belt covering my sex
out of the way! I couldn't remove it or loosen it, and so I could
not touch myself! It was like a chastity belt, only in leather!

God! God! God!

How hot was I? How desperate?

I wound up hiking one leg over and grinding
the belt against the corner of the toilet tank, bringing harsh,
repeated pressure to bear on the base of the dildo so that I could
feel the nose grinding against me deep inside. I had my tunic open
and was mauling my breasts and tugging harshly on the cord bound to
my nipples. I managed to have a small climax that way, with my
mouth jammed into the inside of my elbow to hide the sounds.

But it was only a small one, and ten minutes
later I was even more aroused than I had been before then. I was
almost ready to cry with frustration and anger!

I was frazzled and ready for a nervous
breakdown by the time we left. But then there was the car, and then
walking through the lobby, and standing as still as possible,
though sweating badly, in the elevator before getting back into our
suite.

“Please fuck me!” I gasped the moment we were
inside.

“Perhaps,” he said.

I turned and grabbed him by the scruff of the
neck, jamming my lips against his.

He seemed surprised, then his own heat rose,
and our lips were crushed together as he lifted me and carried me
into the bedroom. I tore off my jacket and tunic as he grinningly
watched. The skirt and hose went next.

“Take it off!”

He grinned. “Beg.”

“Please take it off, Master Thomas!” I
groaned.

He smirked, then rolled me onto my belly. He
did something at the small of my back, and I felt that pressure
against the dildos finally ease. It was a tremendous relief! I
hadn't been quite aware of how high the discomfort had grown. Only
now, as that deep, internal aching began to subside, I also became
aware of how much that was covering for the raw, fiery heat within
me.

“Please fuck me, Master Thomas!” I begged.
“Please fuck your slave girl! Please! Please! Please!”

I spread my legs wide, degrading myself, but
I didn't care.

“On your face, raise your hips in – .”

“Please! Face to face! Please! Please, Master
Thomas!” I begged pathetically.

He paused, and then undid his trousers. He
let them fall, tossed his jacket behind him, and in seconds he was
naked. I moaned as he put one knee on the edge of the bed, gripped
my thighs, and yanked them roughly apart. The base of the dildo
inside me began to emerge, and he gripped it and slid it slowly
out.

I felt vacant, empty.... ready.

Then he moved forward, gathering my legs,
gripping them behind the knees, raising them up and back and
spreading them wide as his cock pressed in against me.

I moaned and writhed, trying desperately to
keep from climaxing until he was inside me. He slid in smoothly,
all the way to the hilt, as my elastic flesh closed on him, and
then he began to thrust, hard and fast and deep.

I think I went mad. Luckily, I had no breath
to scream or the hotel security people probably would have burst in
on us.

The climax tore me apart. It seemed to go on
and on and on. All I sensed and felt and cared about through it was
the relentless pounding of his cock deep inside me. I stared up
between my own thighs, dazed, gurgling, moaning as he hammered his
hips against my buttocks and pounded his cock into my flaring,
volcanic sex.

Was there such a thing as a permanent orgasm,
I wondered fleetingly as I all-but lost consciousness.

* * *

He eventually untied my arms, only to cuff my
wrists behind my back. They stayed cuffed the remainder of the
evening and through the night. He fed me by hand, washed me
(masturbating me to another orgasm in the process), brushed and
dried my hair, and then performed oral sex on me until I thought my
internal orgasm were going to burst from the pressure of the
orgasmic force tearing through me.

I was a nympho, I thought dazedly.

“I want to ask you three questions,” I said
tiredly as he pulled the sheets over me.

“Some other time.”

“Just... three... yes and no questions,” I
begged.

He stared at me as I lay there on my back, on
my cuffed hands.

“Very well.”

“Did your father ever tell you he loved
you?”

He frowned and seemed angry for a moment. I
thought he might refuse to answer. He turned away and turned off
the bedside light.

“No,” he said in the darkness.

“Have you ever told a woman you loved
her?”

There was a longer pause.

“No.”

“If you never saw me again, would you miss me
for more than the sex?”

I felt his breath next to my cheek.

“Far, far more than the sex,” he said
softly.

He slept beside me. I lay on my back for a
time, then rolled onto my side. It was easy to kind of get used to
my wrists being cuffed, and I was drained. I soon fell asleep.

I woke to his mouth on my sex, and an
impending orgasm. Only he wouldn't let me have it. Instead he sat
up and ordered breakfast, then got dressed.

“Thomas!” I moaned.

“Master Thomas, brat.”

“Please make me come, Master Thomas!”

“What a vulgar question. I shall have to
teach you better manners, slave girl.”

He swiftly rolled me onto my belly, and then
pushed a butt-plug up inside me. He gave me a slap and said “This
will be my next target,” before leaving the room.

Glaring at the door, I sat up and then
wondered how the hell I was supposed to do anything with my hands
cuffed behind me. After a moment's thought, I fell back and then
raised my knees up and back. I was able to pull my wrists down
under my buttocks, though it wasn't easy. With them cuffed before
me I at least had some use of my hands.

I used that to go to the bathroom and brush
my teeth. After that, I was at a bit of a loss. I went back into
the bedroom and then gasped as I heard voices out front. I rushed
to the door, putting my shoulder against it, listening to male
voices. Then the door out front closed. A moment later I felt the
door being pushed open and was pushed back.

“Breakfast is served, slave girl,” he
said.

He raised his eyebrows at my wrists.

“Well, I needed to brush my teeth,” I said
defensively.

“Why? I would have done it after
breakfast.”

“But – .”

He uncuffed one wrist, pulled my hands
together behind my back, and cuffed them again.

Then, naked, it was out into the front room.
He sat me across his lap as he ate, and every few pieces he'd hold
out to me and let me lick from his palm or his fingers.

He literally had me eating out of his
hand!

And each time I did I had to say “Thank you,
Master Thomas.”

He held a cup of milk to my lips.

“I don't drink milk much.”

“It's good for you, drink, slave.”

I drank, eying him rebelliously as I did,
though.

“Am I going to be naked and handcuffed
permanently?” I asked.

“Perhaps,” he said with a smile.

I snorted.

When we were done he lifted me to my feet,
then bent me over the table and spread my legs. I felt a sudden
rising in the heat which had been within me since I'd awakened.

It was a heat I was getting used to coping
with.

He pulled the butt-plug out and then he was
sliding into me. I groaned as he pumped in and out, gasped as he
gripped my hair and pulled my head up and back, yelped as he
slapped my bottom sharply and repeatedly, then came with a
crescendo of sensation as his hand slipped under my hip and
skillfully rubbed my clitoris until my body exploded into
climax.

Then it was into the bathroom. He brushed my
teeth, gave me mouthwash to gargle with, then took me into the
shower. He soaped me up all over, and taunted and teased me with
his slippery hands before taking me a second time, breasts pressed
against the wall, him up my ass again, pounding hard until I
thought he would tear my insides apart, until the climax threatened
to tear my mind apart.

He washed and rinsed himself off, rinsed me
off, then dried us both and brushed out my hair.

He wasn't bad at it, to be honest.

The meetings at the defense ministry went on
for hours. They seemed like forever. We were in uniform again. I
did not, thank God, have those two massive dildos stuffed up inside
me. Nor did I have the round clips pinching my nipples. But he had
attached that little clip he'd used before, the one which pinched
in against the flesh on either side of my clit. It kind of squeezed
my clit out and made it throb.

The sexual pressure took a while to manifest,
but then it grew more and more intense. I could have removed it,
could have masturbated, but he'd ordered me not to. When the
general gives you an order you obey. Besides, something inside me
was starting to revel in the long, continuous sexual heat storms,
and was looking forward to when the thunder and lightening relieved
the pressure later on.

When we got back to the suite I practically
raped him, and he let me. I rode him as he sat on the front hall
chair, rode him like a whore, so frantic he had to clamp his hand
over my mouth again to muffle my screams.

That evening he bound my ankles to my thighs,
and my arms together behind me. He then bound my wrists to my
ankles and left me on the bed, with a dildo inside me and a
vibrator taped against my pussy.

He had shoved a large ball-gag into my mouth
before then, which was good. It gave me the freedom to scream. Not
that I could have kept from doing so. Nor that I could have stopped
once I'd started. Alone in the room, I screamed myself hoarse as
orgasm tore at my vitals, tore at my mind, and I thrashed and
bucked and arched and howled into the gag until I was an exhausted,
drained, bedraggled, sweating mess.

He washed me again, brushed my hair again,
fed me, brushed my teeth, and caressed me as I lay exhausted in his
arms.

“What are you doing to me?” I moaned
softly.

“What are you doing to me, little slave?” he
asked just as softly.

He kissed me gently and I fell asleep.

It was the strangest of relationships, and
one we could simply not keep secret for long because neither of us
wanted to be far from the other for long. We were required to keep
things entirely formal during the day, and sneaking into one
another's quarters at night would have had only one possible
end.

So I resigned my commission, and became a
civilian. He got a transfer back to London, and I moved into his
'flat'.

I wore nothing for the first week, but
shackles and a collar. There was a lot more discipline that week
than I had expected. By that I mean more strappings, spankings, and
even a flogging. Yes, a flogging. He stretched me out, wrists and
arms bound tightly up and out to either side, and the claws of a
Cat `o Nine tails drew fiery red lines all across my body,
particularly my breasts and back and inner thighs.

And it was then, finally, with his cock deep
inside me and his face buried in the nape of his neck, that I heard
the soft, muffled words “God, I love you!”

Or maybe I imagined them. But I don't think
so. He wouldn't reply when I asked.

But I knew by then his feelings. Even if he
was, for now, incapable of expressing them in any verbal fashion.
That would come. Once he'd worked out the various inner
frustrations he'd grown up with.

Until then, putting up with a life of
constant wild, kinky sex and sexuality, and gut-wrenching,
mind-blowing multiple orgasms each day would just have to do.
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