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The most outrageous thing Jordan had ever
done was to allow her boyfriend to take a topless picture of her.
Looking back, she remembered her mind spinning wildly as she stood
on the step-stool. She'd been touching up the trim on the corners
of the ceiling they'd just painted at the time.

She'd been wearing a t-shirt, and low-slung
sweatpants, without bra because it was so stiflingly hot in the
apartment. He'd been nagging her for some kind of risque picture
for some time, and calling her a prude for refusing. Worse, he'd
wondered aloud if she didn't trust him.

So she'd decided to pull up the t-shirt, but
even then she'd applied her sense of risk management, holding the
t-shirt up over her face as he'd snapped the picture. It was a good
picture. Even now she was proud of it. She'd had a nice, flat belly
with the just visible contours which showed the muscles beneath.
Her breasts were full and firm, and looked even bigger taken from a
few feet below them.

Yes, her body had looked fantastic. But she
also was proud of that picture because of the risk management she'd
applied. For Joshua had indeed proved himself untrustworthy,
showing the picture around to his friends. It had even wound up on
the internet, though thankfully without her name attached.

He had, she'd learned afterward, been doing a
lot of bragging about her body, and particularly about her oral sex
skills and her breasts. Jordan was a very private person,
especially about things like that, and she'd dropped him like a hot
rock soon after she'd discovered his betrayal.

She hadn't even been all that surprised. Men
never seemed to grow up. They always had to be managed, and they
could not be trusted about anything regarding sex. Her friends from
Wellesley College had agreed, of course. But then, most of them
didn't approve of men at all.

Most of her sexual experiences, in fact, had
been with girls, for Wellesley was an all-female college, and very,
very liberal. She had actually felt somewhat self-conscious about
being a 'cis' woman, and so had embraced (so to speak) having sex
with other girls.

She'd graduated with a great deal of
knowledge about lesbian sex, though not so much about men. Then
again, the girls had their toys, some of which imitated the male
anatomy, so it wasn't like sex with men was any sort of surprise.
They were a generally easy-to-please group, to begin with.

Her friend Emily had compared sex with men to
being greeted by a big, sloppy dog after being away for some time
in its eagerness, weight, and strength. And they certainly didn't
have the staying power of a nicely molded silicone cock.

After graduation, family connections got her
a job with the United States State Department. She was grateful for
that but annoyed because they'd also arranged for a plush job at
the embassy in London. She'd have far preferred a job working in a
third-world country where she could work to temper America's
arrogance and help the embassy see the need for respect for local
cultures.

She was absolutely unimpressed with the
British and their long and dreadful history of colonialism! And she
was appalled when trying to socialize with locals her own age to
find the local culture involved binge drinking and cheap, mindless,
drunken sex!

Jordan didn't drink herself, nor do drugs of
any kind. She valued herself primarily on her intellect and
personal behavior and composure. She had no intention of seeing
that disappear under a foamy sea of beer! And she knew very well
what the local boys valued her for – her breasts!

Honestly, men were pigs.

Jordan worked in the Cultural Affairs
section. That, at least, was an area she could admire the British
for – at least, historically. They had what, to an American, was an
ancient history filled with relics, art, jewels, carvings, statues,
furniture, and buildings.

Unfortunately, she worked for Angela Makinaw,
a middle-aged woman of indigenous ancestry, who was also a lesbian,
and who had made clear her interest in developing an affair with
Jordan.

Jordan was aware that the pressure the woman
had put on her so far would have already caused her to lodge a
formal complaint with the department if she had been a man. But her
mind squirmed away from making such a protest against an indigenous
person, especially a lesbian.

The idea of her, a privileged straight,
cis-gendered woman with her fair skin and blonde hair, making a
formal protest about the behavior of a darker-skinned indigenous
lesbian was anathema to her! And certainly would have appalled her
friends from Wellesley!

Mackinaw had become more critical of her work
since she'd made it clear she did not have a reciprocal interest,
though, and Jordan chaffed under how unfair her behavior was. She
was making Jordan do things over for piddling little details of no
importance, and acting rude and insulting to boot.

Jordan was considering asking for a transfer,
but if she did that so soon after her arrival it would be a black
mark on her record.

As if thinking about her had brought the
woman over to her cubicle Makinaw showed up, glaring at her, and
throwing a file on her desk.

“Well, Argyle, another of your files has
dropped into the toilet. Fix this!” she said, her voice rising in
condemnation.

Then before Jordan could even question her,
she was gone.

She looked down at the file and saw a letter
on the top from a Sir Stanford Wellings rescinding a previous
acceptance of a plan to contribute a number of paintings and
sculptures to an exhibit which was to tour United States galleries
this fall. It was to be a major exhibit, and she and others had
been working on it for months.

Her face fell as she read the letter. It
suggested that Lord James White had overruled his staff's
acceptance on the basis that the artifacts might not be able to be
properly protected from vandalism and theft in the United
States.

That made no sense, on the surface, and she
frowned down at the letter, re-reading it. Then she picked up the
phone and called Sir Stanford. She remembered him as a fussy little
man with a bald head and an enormous mustache she had irreverently
thought he'd grown to compensate. He'd also paid an inordinate
amount of interest to her chest. But then, most men did.

“Sir Stanford, this is Jordan
Argyle-Windsworth,” she said. “I've just gotten your letter.”

“Ah, I'm quite sorry about this, Ms.
Argyle-Windsworth,” he said. “It wasn't my decision. His Lordship
has... moods and odd inclinations from time to time. He's taken it
into his mind that the United States is a dangerous, crime-filled
land full of race riots and criminal gangs.”

It was, of course, but Jordan didn't see how
that mattered.

“I assure you our museums and galleries are
quite safe, Sir Stafford,” she said.

“My dear it's not me you have to assure. But
Lord White can be impulsive and hard-headed.”

Jordan scowled but decided to ignore the
'dear'. She did need this man's assistance, after all.

I'm not your dear, you so and so, she
thought in annoyance.

“Is there any way I could speak with Lord
White myself?” she asked.

“Oh I really don't think so!” he said in
astonishment. “And in any event, you'd never change his mind over
the phone.”

“Well, in person then? Perhaps I could visit
him and personally reassure him about the safety and security
measures being taken.”

“Well... I don't know. He has been known to
have a soft spot for attractive young women, though,” he said.
“It's possible you could convince him. As I said, he is quite
impulsive.”

“Excellent! Could you please set up a
meeting?”

“Possibly. I will have to see what I can
do.”

“Could you, please?” she asked. “And let me
know as soon as possible?”

“I... well, I'm not at all sure he'll
consent, Ms. Argyle-Windsworth. But I shall endeavor to persuade
him.”

Jordan pursed her lips and frowned. She
suspected his persuasion would involve describing her physical
attractiveness, but couldn't say anything. And anyway, if it helped
her get an appointment it would be worth it.

The very idea of using her looks to get
something she wanted was outrageous. On the other hand, this was
not something for her, really, but for the museums and galleries,
and all the people who would enjoy seeing the artifacts and
paintings.

That was a thought which preyed on her mind
for some days after Sir Stafford had arranged a meeting. She very
much wanted Lord White's cooperation, needed it, in fact. If he was
given to capricious whims and had a weakness for attractive women
should she not... use that?

It wasn't for her, after all! Except that it
would stop that horrible Makinaw woman from using it as yet another
excuse to criticize her, of course. She very much wanted to prove
her worth, and triumphantly tell the woman she'd solved the
problem.

Still, this was an English Lord she was to
visit. It wasn't like, even if she'd been so inclined, she could
show up in a plastic miniskirt and tube top! And she absolutely was
NOT! There were only so many compromises she was willing to make,
after all.

No, she would dress in a professional manner.
She represented the embassy, after all, and through them the
American government. She wore a tight black tube skirt that had a
small slit on the side. But it was below the knee, so that wasn't
very suggestive. She would pair it with a white blouse with a high
collar. It was sufficiently form-fitting to let anyone know she was
on the busty side.

She would wear her long hair loose, and put
on a pair of strappy black high heels. That was more than enough
compromise to her feminist ideals.

Unfortunately, Lord White rarely came into
the city. He had a castle on the coast south of London, which was
where many of the artifacts were located. She would have to get an
embassy car and drive there.

The weather was threatening, with very dark
skies overhead that made her nervous, but an hour and a half later
she arrived just before noon.

There were a lot of buildings in the UK which
called themselves castles. Many of them had no walls and huge, open
windows, making them utterly indefensible. White Castle was a real
castle, however, an enormous, imposing castle high on a bluff
overlooking the English Channel on one side and the town of White
Hook on the other.

She was impressed despite herself. It looked
extremely old. She drove the old Chrysler up the narrow road which
ran to the east side of the castle, then around to the gate and
pressed a button for attention. After about a minute a voice
answered her.

“Hello,” she called to the hidden microphone.
“My name is Jordan Argyle-Windsrorth and I'm – .”

The gate slid back, apparently of its own
accord, and she halted.

“Come through,” the voice said.

She shrugged and rolled up the window, then
drove through the narrow gate and into a courtyard where several
other cars and small trucks were parked. She got out of the car and
looked around, then headed for the nearest door.

She realized now that the castle was not one
single building, but a collection of them joined together, with a
lot of greenery in the middle. It started to rain, then, so she
quickened her pace, and got there, somewhat breathlessly, just as
the rain began to come down in earnest. The door opened before she
could even look for a bell.

A slender, older man in a black suit examined
her briefly.

“Ms. Argyle-Windsworth? This way,
please.”

He did not introduce himself and she assumed
he was some sort of servant. She followed him down corridors which
got progressively wider and higher as they walked until they were
wide enough for her to drive the Chrysler with ease and the ceiling
was fifteen feet high.

The walls were jammed with paintings, and
every twenty feet or so there was a small sculpture on a pedestal.
One of Lord White's ancestors had been a collector of Roman and
Greek art, and she longed to stop and examine them. How old were
they? A thousand years? Two!?

She found it difficult not to spin her head
from side to side as they walked, for there was so much to see! She
was led through a huge drawing room filled with antique furniture,
then down another painting filled corridor to an enormous
library.

Even if she were blindfolded she was quite
sure she could have identified what room she was in from the smell.
Although this one put all the libraries she'd been in to shame! It
was filled with dark, glossy wood, with two levels of bookshelves
running down a long, narrow room. A huge stained glass window
looked down at it all from the far end, and under that was a desk
wide enough to park her car on.

“Lord White will be here shortly,” the man
said.

He'd left, then, which left Jordan delighted
at being on her own and able to walk around, to run her fingers
along the old wood, to examine the volumes on its shelves, pulling
them out just to see how old they were.

The bookshelves were not simply flat along
the walls facing each other. They projected into the room on both
sides, creating numerous small alcoves. There were small lamps
attached to the shelves at about head height to be turned on to
examine individual books there.

There were a number of buttoned-leather wing
chairs spaced around, and at the far end, near the desk, were heavy
old buttoned leather sofas. The whole place smelled ancient!

“Ms. Argyle,” a voice said suddenly from
behind.

She spun with a gasp to see an older man with
graying hair, wearing a polo shirt and black slacks. His face was
long and narrow and he had bushy eyebrows and bad teeth.

“Argyle-Windsworth,” she said, taking a half
step back. “How do you do, Lord White.”

“I do well when not interrupted,” he said, in
a deep, gravelly voice. “So suppose you tell me the reason for your
interruption.”

Jordan was slightly taken aback. She was not
used to men being confrontational with her unless they were drunk
or she'd turned down their advances.

“Ahm, I'm from the American embassy – .”

“Do you imagine I don't know that?”

“Well... er...”

She found herself flustered in the face of
his hostility and not sure how to respond.

“Well, you see, it's about the agreement we
had with regard to certain of the artifacts you own to tour the
United States.”

“I had thought my wishes were made clear in
the letter Sir Stafford sent you. Even if you Americans can't speak
the Queen's English you ought to at least be able to read it.”

“Yes, I'm quite capable of reading, thank
you,” she said in annoyance. “It's just that the reasons given,
that is the fears you expressed about – .”

“I didn't express any fears. And I didn't
give any excuses. If those were in the letter then Sir Stafford
included them on his own. I don't feel I need to make excuses or
justify my decisions,” he said.

“But... I mean, Sir Stafford led me to
understand – .”

“What? That if they sent a pretty girl here
I'd change my mind? Sir Stafford, being something of an asexual
individual does not understand that a man can find a woman
attractive but not care to have that impact his decision making.
And yes, you are quite attractive. You can tell your embassy that
my turning you down was not related to the size of your
breasts.”

“Mister... Lord White!” she exclaimed
indignantly.

“I don't like Americans, Miss Argyle.”

“Miz!”

“And I don't see why I should loan out
anything to them so the unwashed, uneducated, uncultured masses can
come and gawk at it. And I'm not going to change my mind even if
you strip off and give me a lap dance right here in the
library.”

Jordan stared at him in outrage.

“Although if you want to give it a try be my
guest,” he said, sitting himself in a wing chair.

“You... you are a filthy pig!”

“Demonstrably false.”

“And a sexist... chauvinist...
misogynist!”

“Are you going to start to dance? Oh, wait,
you need music, don't you?”

Jordan's eyes widened and she turned and
stalked away.

Of all the impossible, miserable, nasty,
misogynistic bastards she'd ever met, this man definitely took the
cake!

She stormed out of the library and made her
way back down the corridor, but quickly got lost. She angrily
looked for a door out – any door, and finally found one, shoving it
open and emerging in a courtyard with the rain pouring down.

She turned but the door had closed behind
her.

Cursing furiously she held her hand up over
her eyes to shield them and tried to make her way to her car, only
to discover herself in a different courtyard. She was quickly
soaking wet as she made her way through it, through a narrow opened
gate into another courtyard, and began to cross that.

She squealed as thunder cracked nearby and
lightning flashed. The wind was blowing the heavy rain sideways and
she tripped as one of her high heels dug into some loose earth. She
picked herself up only to find that heel had broken off.

She undid both shoes and then continued
across the courtyard. She saw another beyond it, but the big steel
gate was closed. Angrily, she looked at the castle windows and
doors, but refused to go back asking for help, especially looking
like this!

She saw there was a narrow set of stairs
leading up the side of the wall so took those. Then, on top, she
tried to see a similar stairway leading down. Unfortunately, there
wasn't one. Frustrated, angry, soaking wet, and starting to feel
very cold, she made her way along the narrow ten-foot-high wall to
where it joined with one of the buildings.

If I hang from my fingers, given how tall
I am and how long my arms are, I should only have to drop about
four feet, she thought, or maybe less. I can do
that.

She hiked her tight skirt up and swung a leg
over the side of the wall, then tossed her shoes down and lowered
herself until she was hanging by her fingers. She glanced anxiously
down below. The ground seemed to be flat here, and a little
muddy.

She dropped. It wasn't that far, and she
caught herself fairly easily, then slipped and fell face-first into
the mud.

There was a time to curse and a time to
simply give up and the latter time had just arrived. She lay there
staring up at the dark sky and wondered why exactly the world had
conspired to make her life so utterly miserable. Had she done
something to bring about karma? Perhaps something in a previous
life?

A man came into her view. He was wearing an
overcoat and holding up an umbrella.

“Hello,” he said. “Are you all right?”

She stared at him for a long moment. “Define
all right.”

He pursed his lips. “Physically healthy?”

She moved her feet, then sat up.

“I appear to be.”

“Ah. Is there a particular reason you were
laying there?”

“I fell,” she said crossly.

“Ah,” he repeated. “From the wall?”

“Yes!” she snapped.

“Is there a reason you were climbing over the
wall?”

“To get to the other side!” she growled.

“That would seem logical,” he replied.

“I'm trying to get back to my car!”

“And who, might I ask, are you?”

She stood up, glaring at him.

“What does it matter who I am!?”

“Well, you are somewhat of a trespasser on my
property,” he said mildly.

“I had an appointment with Lord White! Who,
by the way, is a flaming asshole!” she snapped.

“Did you? I don't know about the flaming
part. I'm quite sure some would agree with the other. Then again,
how do you know as we've not previously met?”

“I meant Lord White!”

“That's me.”

She stared at him in confusion.

“But...”

“The rain is doing a job of getting the mud
off your blouse, my dear, but even so I think we ought to step
inside.”

Jordan glanced down to see her thin blouse
plastered against the front of her body like a second skin, and
flushed, her arms instinctively sliding around to try to cover
herself. The rain was not just doing a good job of washing off the
mud, it was also making her thin blouse almost transparent!

The man, whoever he was, led her to a nearby
door and ushered her inside, then followed.

“Would you be that woman from the embassy, by
chance?” he asked as he took off his overcoat.

“Yes!” she turned to stare at him.

He was a few inches taller than her, probably
in his late thirties, with slightly mussed brown hair she suddenly
felt her fingers twitching to run through. He had a square-cut face
with thick eyebrows, very blue eyes, and very full lips.

“I was led to believe you canceled.”

“That's a big fat lie!”

“Well, evidently, if you are she, it was at
the least incorrect.”

“Some... a man... an older man met me in the
library and said he was Lord White. He was... extremely
unpleasant!”

“Ah, you've met my uncle, have you?”

“Your... uncle?”

“My mother's brother. He's ahm, cantankerous,
at times.”

“He asked me for a lap dance!” she exclaimed
indignantly, then blushed hotly as his eyebrows raised.

“That does seem rather more offensive than is
his usual style. I presume, then, he was attempting to be
offensive. He usually succeeds when that's his wish.”

He pursed his lips and then looked out the
window, where rain was still pelting down.

“Well, you need to clean up some. Come with
me.”
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Jordan followed him up a flight of stairs,
then down another broad corridor and then into an enormous
bedroom.

“It's been modernized, something I took care
of some years ago. So, there's a bathroom here with shower. Just
leave your things outside the door and I'll have one of the maids
come and take them away to be washed.”

“I... well... uhm, thank you, sir.”

“Not at all. I'll go and speak with my uncle
while you clean up. Would you like a hot tea or coffee?”

“Tea, please,” she gulped, still holding her
arms across her chest.

He nodded and left.

Jordan heaved a sigh and went into the
bathroom. It was indeed quite modern, with a large, glassed-in
shower enclosure. There was a towel rack next to it holding a
number of large towels monogrammed with a big letter W. The room
was warm and brightly lit, and she finally unfolded her arms,
wincing as she looked at herself in the mirror.

She could easily see her nipples, which were
still stiff and hard from the cold. This trip was turning into a
disaster!

She stripped off her soaking, muddy things,
and suddenly remembered she'd left her shoes out in the rain. She
leaned into the door and gently banged her forehead against it
several times.

She wrung out her things, folded them as best
she could, and then hesitantly crouched down low and opened the
door a crack to peer out. She opened it wide enough to slip her
clothes out, then quickly closed and locked it before getting to
her feet.

She turned on the shower, a little confused
at first as the water was coming from multiple shower-heads. She
tested the temperature with her hand, then stepped inside and let
the glass door slide shut. The warm water felt wonderful against
her chilled flesh, and she leaned her head into it, letting the
water rinse her off thoroughly.

She stepped back, then with the press of a
button, the water turned off. There were bottles of shampoo and
body wash on a shelf, so she quickly shampooed her hair, then
rinsed it off before using the body wash. She was in a hurry, both
uneasy about being naked in a strange house, and wanting to get
back to convincing Lord White to let her have the artifacts.

What an awful man his uncle was!

She toweled off and was glad to see a
hairdryer and brush so she could blow-dry her hair. She
accomplished that in record time, which meant that when she
optimistically opened the door a crack, there was no sign of her
clothing. Sighing, she pulled on the robe, then considered what to
do. She didn't want to meet Lord White in a dressing gown, however
modest it might be.

It was modest, though. It was, as he had
said, big and fluffy and long and thick, descending to her ankles.
It certainly covered her more and was far more comfortable than her
soaking wet clothes had. She wandered out into the bedroom, the rug
soft against her bare feet.

It was quite a room, including a huge
four-poster canopy bed. On impulse, she walked to a set of double
doors and opened one to reveal a huge walk-in closet. It wasn't
empty, though. It was filled with clothing, men's clothing.

She blinked in surprise, both impressed at
the size of the closet and that it indicated this was not a spare
bedroom but actually belonged to, she supposed, Lord White himself.
The smell of the clothes was very... masculine.

In fact, now that she considered it,
everything about the bedroom, bathroom, and this closet were
quite... male. Everything was in dark, heavy, solid wood. The
lighting was by pot lights or track lighting of soft yellow light.
Racks of expensive suits filled one wall, while the other had
shirts and trousers of every description.

She fingered one of the suits. She knew
designer labels when she saw and felt them. And that reminded her
of just what kind of wealth this man held. There was probably
several hundred thousand dollars worth of clothing in this
room.

Somehow that impressed her more than the
immense size of the castle. She could at least relate to the cost
of clothing. The cost of a castle was too far beyond her
experience.

While there were racks of clothes along the
walls, including an array of shoes at the far end, there was also a
large, custom made (she assumed) dresser of sorts in the middle of
the room. It was a good ten feet long and six feet wide, with
drawers on all four sides.

She tugged one open and found it filled with
boxer shorts, all black.

She had a sudden image of Lord White wearing
black boxer shorts and nothing else and felt heat come to her face.
She closed the drawer, scowling. If she could have she would have
shaken a finger at herself for acting towards him the way she so
disliked men acting towards her!

But this was, after all, sort of a fairy tale
castle. It was impossible for her not to imagine what it would be
like to live here, perhaps as “Lady White” with the handsome Lord
beside her. And given she was feeling uncomfortably naked, save for
a dressing gown, an erotic thought or two was inescapable.

She started towards the door when Lord White
returned, carrying a small tray with a pair of cups and saucers, as
well as a small pot.

“Oh!” she gulped, stepping back and
instinctively gripping the front of the robe.

“Ms. Argyle-Windsworth,” he said, eyebrows
raised.

“I ahm, I was... ahm, looking for something
to wear!” she gulped.

He set the tray down on the dresser.

“I'm afraid my supply of dresses is limited,”
he replied dryly, “although if you really want I'm sure one of my
shirts would cover you decently.”

Jordan flushed at the thought of wearing
nothing but one of his shirts in front of him!

“That's ahm, okay. I mean, I'm sure mine will
be ready soon!” she said.

“You're sure?” he reached up and pulled a
blue shirt down.

“I think this shade would work well with your
hair and fair skin,” he said in amusement.

She blushed even more.

“The robe will... do,” she said.

A robe held together only at the waist by a
simple robe belt, a robe meant for a man, so that the top tended to
gap open due to her breasts if she wasn't holding firmly.

“You know, intruding on the lord's closet
would have once drawn quite firm punishment for any common lady who
dared to so intrude,” he said.

“I'm sorry!” she said.

“Oh, don't worry, not the dungeon and a
whipping, not for something like this,” he said lightly. “Perhaps a
spanking.”

She flushed even more and frowned at him.

“That would be a terribly old-fashioned, and
illegal thing to do,” she said.

“Yes, well, we are an old fashioned people,”
he replied with a smile. “One lump or two?”

She blinked, then followed his gaze to the
tray.

“Uhm, one please.”

He dropped two into a cup and she frowned at
him.

“For me,” he said, grinning. “I've always
liked sweet things.”

For some reason, she thought that was a
reference to her and flushed again as he dropped one cube of sugar
into the other cup.

“Come,” he said.

He took the tray and retreated to his
bedroom, and to a pair of wing chairs with a table between them. He
set the tray on the table and sat down in one of the chairs, and
Jordan took the other. As soon as she crossed her legs, though, the
robe slid aside to bare her upper leg almost to the thigh. She
quickly jerked it back in place, then raised her eyes to meet
his.

“No need to cover up on my behalf,” he
said.

She blushed again and frowned at him. “On my
behalf,” she said.

“Ah, well, as you prefer. But my eyes have
never been offended by a shapely leg.”

I'll bet, she thought.

He picked up a cup and sipped from it and she
picked up the other.

“So, Ms.... may I use your first name?”

“Jordan,” she said.

“Curious name. Used to be a man's name,
didn't it?”

“It can be either.”

“If you say so. It's not a common name around
here.”

“Well then I shall be uncommon,” she
said.

The two chairs were at angles to the table,
facing towards each other. Past him, though, was that huge bed, and
her eyes flitted towards it as she felt another strange little
flutter of erotic thought. She was in a strange man's bedroom
practically naked, and he was flirting with her!

Not that he was like any of the men she'd had
flirting with her beforek. He wasn't aggressive or drunk or
demanding or pawing at her. He was restrained, polite, and fully in
control of himself. Yet he exuded a sense of masculinity she
couldn't seem to ignore.

Thankfully the robe was thick enough to not
reveal that her nipples had hardened!

“So, Jordan, have you made this long journey
simply to try to persuade me to change my mind about participating
in that North American museum tour?”

“I'm afraid so, uhm, Lord White.”

“James will do,” he said.

“I was hoping I could reassure you about the
safety and security of the artifacts and paintings.”

He sipped from his cup.

“The report I was given listed a number of
deficiencies in both the environment and security at several of the
venues, as well as acts of vandalism and theft from them in the
last two years.”

“If you could provide me with such a list I
could get in contact with them and see if those deficiencies could
be remedied to your satisfaction, Lord... James.”

He had incredible blue eyes, she thought.
Those eyelashes were gorgeous too. And those bushy eyebrows gave
him a deeply masculine look which had her nipples tingling.

Control yourself, slut! she thought in
annoyance.

And yet she didn't. She instead uncrossed her
legs, then crossed them again with the other leg, again baring her
leg before drawing the robe over it.

She felt a little flush at her daring.

“I would expect a very secure,
climate-controlled area for the oldest of these,” he said.

“I'm sure we could arrange that!”

“Could you? Hmm. Come with me, Jordan.”

He stood up and she hurriedly followed him
out into the corridor. She looked around nervously, clutching the
robe tighter. The reached a stairwell and she followed him down to
the first floor, but then turned down a very narrow corridor, where
he opened the door and started down another flight of stairs. These
stairs, unlike the others, were stone, and cold on her bare
feet.

They descended two steep flights of stairs.
The second set was rougher than the first, though the lighting was
bright. She was considering how to ask him if he might have
slippers that might fit her when they came out on a dimly lit stone
corridor. The ceiling was low, and only bare bulbs lit it going
down to her left. To the right, however, was a modern-looking
wooden wall and door.

He opened the door and led her into a very
modern looking storage room. Bright, fluorescent lights lit it up
and revealed rows of shelves and large wooden chests with drawers.
He opened one large drawer and she saw the inside was all foam,
save for one cutout where a small statuette rested securely in
place.

“This was Julio Augustus,” White said, “The
first emperor of Rome.”

Jordan felt her fingers longing to touch it.
The thing was two thousand years old!

“He was also the fellow who decided to invade
Britain. This was found in an old Roman palace of that time. Much
of what is here is from the Roman occupation of Britain, from
forty-three to four hundred and ten AD. It does not travel well and
so does not travel often.”

He turned those blue eyes on her.

“So, young Jordan, you must convince me that
taking any risk at all is worth my while.”

“It's worth the while of anyone who cares
about history,” she said, “To have such things viewed and
appreciated by people, lots of people, to get a better
understanding of that history, instead of sitting around in drawers
in the darkness.”

“And I'm not young,” she said in
annoyance.

He smiled. “Young is a comparative term. We
are all, of course, young, compared to this. Do you know this
castle was built on an old Roman fort?”

“No,” she said. “It certainly looks old.”

“The castle was built in the tenth century,
over the remains of one sacked in the ninth. That one was built
over a Roman fort sacked in or around the fifth century.”

“So the whole place is a... artifact.”

“Well, some parts more than others.”

He nodded towards the door and she walked to
it, then out into the stone corridor as he closed the door behind.
Then, to her surprise, he walked down the narrow stone corridor.
Around the corner was another door, this one considerably less
modern.

“What do you think my ancestors would use the
underground remnants of an old Roman fort for?” he called over his
shoulder.

He opened the door, which was thick and dark
and creaked with age. Beyond it was an even more narrow stone
corridor, and on either side, old wooden doors with bars set in
small windows. He opened one up and gestured and she peered
uncertainly inside.

There were shackles bolted one of the walls
and she drew back, staring, wide-eyed.

“A dungeon, of course. A place where those
who annoyed the previous lords would find themselves alone in the
dark.”

“I will hope not to annoy you then,” she
said.

He snorted in amusement.

“But what of your interest in historical
artifacts?” he asked. “Those shackles are centuries old, you
know.”

“Well, if you would like to unbolt them
perhaps you could send them along.”

“Sure you wouldn't like the experience of
feeling them around your wrists?” he asked in amusement.

“Why on earth would I?” she asked,
startled.

He shrugged. “There have been a few women in
my previous acquaintance who thought that would be an, er,
interesting experience.”

Jordan frowned at him and then realized, or
thought she realized what he meant. Her face grew hot, and her
nipples tingled alarmingly.

“Perhaps another time,” she said.

He grinned and led her back up the hall, then
up the stairs while Jordan tried to keep the thought of herself
standing against one of those walls with her wrists chained above
her head. Especially in this robe! Why all he'd have to do then
would be to undo the belt and then...

And then... the thought of “and then” left
her breathless!

Get your mind out of the gutter! she
demanded of herself.

Lord White led her into an office with a
large wooden desk, and moved to sit behind it.

“What you say about people seeing living
history is true,” he said. “But I consider myself the guardian of
this particular history, and want to ensure its safety for future
generations.”

He brought up a screen on a computer monitor,
and she came around to stand beside his chair, then leaned forward
as she saw the list of items on it corresponded to that of the
antiques she was hoping to obtain.

She only caught a brief glance out of the
corner of her eye of his eyes, which dropped suddenly. That was
enough to remind her what she was wearing, and that the weight of
her breasts had pushed the fabric down and pulled one side of the
robe quite a bit open.

She gasped and jerked upright, her hand
slapping over her chest.

“Lord White!” she exclaimed, blushing
hotly

“Yes?”

“You... I... I mean...”

She wasn't exactly sure what to say. Of
course, he'd looked! What man wouldn't have?

“Surely my clothes are ready now!” she
gulped, face hot.

“That's quite possible.”

“Shouldn't you make inquiries?”

“I suppose I could. I find what you're
wearing now quite acceptable, though.”

“Well, it's not acceptable to me!”

He grinned and picked up a phone, pressing a
button. “Helen? Are the lady's clothes done yet? Bring them up,
would you please? The bedroom.”

He settled the receiver back into its cradle
and smiled at her.

“It's a good thing your face gives you away,
Jordan,” he said, “Else I might suspect you were trying to seduce
me.”

“Seduce you!?” she exclaimed indignantly.

“Well, I am noted as something of a fan of
the ladies. And you're quite the lady.”

She flushed anew, her mind squirming
uncomfortably between embarrassment and pleasure.

“Thanks,” she said reluctantly, “But I'm not
in the habit of flashing men!”

“More's the pity,” he said in amusement. “I'm
sure you could persuade them to anything you wished if you were to
do so.”

“Now you're sounding like your uncle,” she
said in annoyance.

“No, merely like a man.”

She snorted.

“We're very weak, you know, helpless prey
before the ravishing beauty of a girl like you.”

“Oh please,” she said, embarrassed and
pleased again. “And I'm not a girl. I'm a woman.”

“Ah, even better. Girls are shy while women
are bolder.”

He got up and led her from the room, then up
the stairs to the bedroom. The clothes had been left on one of the
counters in the bathroom and she breathed a sigh of relief. Except
that her bra and thong were sitting on top. She blushed hotly at
those, especially when he noticed.

“If you'll permit me to be so bold as to make
the observation, the thong is one of the most intriguing advances
in women's lingerie in many decades,” he said in amusement.

She blushed again.

“Then perhaps you should wear one instead of
boxer shorts,” she exclaimed.

He raised those large eyebrows again. “And
how would you know that?”

She bit her lower lips. “Uhm, well, it was a
guess.”

He looked at her in disbelief.

“Well... okay, so I opened a drawer,” she
said.

“Now that is rather forward of you, an
invasion of my privacy worse than simply barging into the
closet.”

“I'm... sorry,” she gulped.

He moved closer to her and she backed up
against the inside of the bathroom door.

“Had I been aware of that, Ms.
Argyle-Windsworth, you might well have wound up in that dungeon,
properly shackled, to teach you to respect your noble betters,” he
said.

“I... you wouldn't dare!” she gulped, raising
her hands to press against his chest.

“I'm known as a very daring man,” he said,
leaning in.

“L-Lord White!” she squeaked.

He kissed her. It wasn't the sort of rough,
bruising, unwelcome kiss she'd experienced from so many eager men,
nor the hesitant fumbling she'd experienced from others. Nor did it
properly compare to the way girls kissed her. It was firm, yet
casual, confident, insistent, but not violent.

His lips moved slowly against hers, and they
tasted of mint – from the tea – much as her lips must taste to him,
she thought. Her heart was beating faster and faster, and her
nipples were tingling even more under the robe as the kiss
continued. Her pounding heart was ticking off the time like the
ticking of a clock.

She felt his hands, large, male, strong,
firm, gripping her slender wrists, then lifting them up and back
against the door behind her with sufficient pressure to close the
door.

She felt him crossing her wrists, then his
two hands shifted, allowing one to hold her wrists in place as the
other dropped down below her chin, then up a little. His big hand
slid around her neck, pressing up against the underside of her jaw,
controlling it, controlling her, as his kiss grew more
passionate!

Her instinct was to resist – forcefully – but
she'd been taken by surprise, gripped by uncertainty, and now...
now she was feeling an increasingly breathless sense of excitement
as his lips moved against her own.

He was an incredibly attractive man, after
all, and she'd been feeling a sense of sexuality ever since he'd
put in an appearance. That had redoubled given her state of
undress, and she was desperately aware of how naked she was under
the robe.

And then she felt a tremendous jolt of
emotional and physical energy as his hand slipped down and into the
front of the robe and gently cupped and squeezed her bare breast!
The rush of sexual energy tightened her chest to the point she
could barely breathe, and a crackling rush of energy went down her
spine to make her lower abdomen seem to pulse with energy.

His hand was firm on her breast, but not
eager and rough as with so many boys. His fingers kneaded her
breast gently, a thumb sliding up to rub deliciously back and forth
across her rigid nipple. Her breasts both started to throb, her
nipple crackling like a live electrical wire as his thumb massaged
it.

His hand drew back, and she felt the belt
loosen, then his hand slid over her hip and up her side, up her
ribs, with the robe easing wider. His fingers stroked lightly along
the outside of her breast, then slid back down her side and behind
her to cup her bare bottom!

All the while his lips remained locked on
hers, moving with a dizzying focus, the passion of the kiss growing
to the point she felt anxious at the passion and hunger which
seemed to be behind it! Her mouth widened, his tongue dipping in as
if he were feeding off her!

His other hand pulled free of her body, and
loosened the belt more, then, as she remained dazedly pinned
against the door, he reached up and she was able to gulp in air,
trembling, her eyes blinking rapidly. She looked at him only to see
his eyes focused above her, even as she felt what she thought was
the belt about her wrists.

She cocked her head up and back, confused, as
the belt tightened around her wrists.
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“Wh-what... what... what are you... doing!?”
she gasped.

He didn't speak but tied the belt around one
of the hooks set into the door. Then he drew back a pace, his hands
pulling her robe fully open. Jordan's face heated as he looked down
at her body. She almost tried to twist around and hide herself
against the door but froze in place.

“Beautiful,” he said softly. “Marvelous.”

She felt a hot little rush of delight but was
still confused as he stepped forward. His hands cupped her chin and
he kissed her again, long and deeply. Then his hands slid down
until he held both her breasts in them, his fingers kneading the
soft, throbbing flesh, his thumbs stroking her nipples to the point
they felt like exploding.

He pulled his lips from hers and his head
dropped down. His mouth fastened on the flesh at the center of her
breast, his teeth closing in, his lips locking tightly as the hand
which had been on that breast squeezed up from underneath.

He started to suck rhythmically against her,
his tongue taking the place of his thumb, much warmer and more
delicious as it massaged her pink button. She shuddered as her
breasts throbbed, her back instinctively arching as if to push her
breasts out harder against him.

His hand slid down her body and she felt
another shock of sensation and emotion as it cupped her sex. His
middle fingers sank between the lips of her sex and he began to
massage her clitoris with the pads of his fingers.

The heat and energy which had been rapidly
building up within her exploded, and Jordan cried out in startled
pleasure, her body flooded with the orgasm which he had brought so
easily. Her body twisted and writhed, her hips grinding against his
fingers even as his teeth dug in harder against her breast and he
sucked more passionately.

She felt as though she were being
devoured!

His mouth rose and one of his hands, as well.
She cried out as his fingers gripped her hair roughly, jerking her
head back. Then his mouth came in sharply, like a striking snake,
his teeth fastening on the nape of her neck, biting her as he began
to suck! At the same time, his other hand rubbed more forcefully
against her clitoris, then slid down, spreading the lips of her
sex.

She cried out as one of his fingers
penetrated her, overwhelmed by a sudden, voracious passion unlike
any she had ever felt. Oh, boys had been rough and eager in the
past. But that was not what this was. This was... determined,
focused. This was not the attack of a big, eager dog but that of a
shrewd, careful cat – a lion or leopard!

His finger was long and thick, and it pushed
into her firmly but gently, dipping and twisting and turning. She
was alarmed and embarrassed at how wet she was as his finger pushed
deeper into her soft, warm interior. Then a second finger pushed
into her and she shuddered, especially as his thumb began to stroke
across her clitoris again.

His lips came down on hers again as he jerked
her head around, her scalp aching as his fist used her hair as a
handle. His mouth was passionate and eager, but very controlled,
even as he controlled her. And she was controlled, she realized,
completely helpless.

Tied up!

He had … her wrists were tied up above her!
It was as if... she were down in one of those dungeons! At the
mercy of the cruel lord!

That thought brought waves of heat rather
than fear, though there was some anxiety, also. But with her body
thrumming with sexual hunger and heat, her breasts swollen and his
fingers working on her sex, she was helpless to focus on anything
other than the hunger and excitement gripping her.

He abandoned her hair, and reached down,
fumbling at his pants. A moment later they dropped and then his
finger came out of her and she felt something else pushing against
her. It was softer than his fingers but much larger. She felt it
jammed against the mouth of her sex, stretching and straining her
opening as it pushed forward.

“Oh! Oh! Please! Oh!” she gasped.

His hands reached down and gripped her
buttocks, jerking them up, and then what had to be his cock pushed
into her, stretching her achingly wide apart as it forced its way
slowly up through the tight confines of her body!

It ached! But a dark heat was gripping her
and she felt her entire body burning up with it! His hands lifted
her right off the floor, which set her hands free as the belt came
off the hook. She had nothing to do with them, though as he lifted
her fully into the air except jerk them forward, bound or not, and
slide them over his head and down behind his neck to support
herself!

Her legs slid around him as he turned and
carried her to the nearest counter, then set her on the edge. His
hands shifted downward onto her thighs, lifting them up. And now
she couldn't quite seem to get her hands down. Her wrists were tied
by the belt and were behind his neck!

She felt the pressure of his cock pushing
against her as his hands lifted her legs up higher. She was perched
on the edge of the counter on her tailbone as he raised her legs
up. And then they were over his shoulders as his arms slid around
her and jerked her forward.

She cried out in pain as his cock drove up
into her. He was big, bigger than she remembered ever taking! And
now he was deep inside her, filling her to overflowing! She felt
him starting to move back, then push forward, pull back, then slide
forward, and felt her body starting to lose its tightness as it
adjusted.

But she had nothing to say and nothing to do!
She could only perch there, gasping, moaning, hissing as his cock
moved in and out of her. She spread her legs wider to slide off his
shoulders but he leaned forward, easing her back onto her back as
he gripped her legs again.

He leaned far over as she settled onto her
back, his hips working in and out, his cock sliding in and out of
her aching pussy. She was able to pull her hands from behind his
neck, then, but found no other real use for them as he straightened
up.

She fell back onto her back, her head propped
forward by the wall as he pushed her legs back and apart. Now she
could see him – down there – and gaped at the thickness as he moved
in and out of her. She had no words as she stared, panting,
moaning, feeling him inside her. His cock moved in and out, in and
out, then drew back … and back... and back as she felt a shock of
wonder pass through her.

He pulled out completely and she stared at
the length of him as he rubbed his head up and down against her.
Then he pushed into her again, penetrated her, and she watched in
awe as every inch of him slid into her and disappeared, astonished
that it could all fit inside her.

Heat rolled through her, and she moaned low
in her throat, looking up at him as he leaned forward again. His
head dropped down, kissing her as his hips worked faster, harder.
She felt her heat burning hotter, and then a sense of submission,
of acceptance, of giving in to the passion and pleasure, wallowing
in it as his hips worked faster and harder.

She gasped and cried out at every stroke as
the head of his cock punched against the back wall of her pussy.
But the sight of it was enthralling, and she stared as it moved in
and out of her, gripped by a feverish heat which grew worse by the
second.

His hips were slapping against her upraised
buttocks, harder and harder, it seemed, jarring her entire body.
The force of the impact resonating through her as her eyes narrowed
to slits and she panted for air, the heat swirling around her and
within her.

Another orgasm surged up from around where
his cock pounded against her, spreading through her body with
furious speed so that she cried out, her head thrashing from side
to side, her knees jerking and spasming as he drove himself into
her.

The orgasm went on and on, drowning her mind
in passion and heat and pleasure, until she became little more than
an animal gripped by instincts, all higher orders of intellect shut
down. She gloried in the pleasure, embracing it, wanting it to
never end, and not caring what happened after it did.

He must have come inside her, for he
half-collapsed over her and against her, his lips finding hers
again, but more gently this time. His hips pumped slower, then
stopped. He straightened up, grinning at her.

He reached up and undid his tie, then
unbuttoned his shirt as she lay there gasping and staring dazedly
up at him. He opened his shirt and peeled it off, then removed his
T-shirt.

Jordan stared at his revealed flesh with
almost detached interest, her mind not fully functioning as yet. He
stepped out of his shorts and trousers as she started to fumble her
way back to full consciousness. She sat up – slowly, and found him
standing naked before her. She gulped, her eyes running up and down
his body – his very attractive body.

“Well now, that was an interesting detour
from our business,” he said. “But there's no reason a detour can't
be pleasurable – or extended.”

He grinned at her, then lifted her up
again.

“Oh!” Jordan gasped, as he swung her around
and walked to the shower cabinet.

He stepped through the open door, then sat
down on the marble bench at one end, settling her across his
lap.

“What – .”

He put a finger to her lips, then let it
slide along her lips before dipping within.

Jordan blinked at him in confusion, but then
looked at his finger. She sucked lightly, almost shyly as it
caressed her tongue. He pulled out and kissed her, then hit a
button and the water gushed down on them.

It was already warm as if pre-heated. It
soaked them both in instants even as they continued to kiss. Then
it turned off again.

White drew back, smiling, then reached for
one of the plastic bottles. He drew it down and squirted a thick
stream of cream over her chest before putting it back. A moment
later his hand spread the slippery body-wash over her breasts, then
down her body.

His hand pushed between her thighs, where she
was newly sensitive and she gasped, her hands instinctively
gripping his wrist. He grinned, gently pulling her still-bound
wrists up and back and pulling them behind her neck, then holding
them in place with his left hand.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

Gasping, she complied, and he grinned again,
his hand now between her thighs, his slippery fingers caressing her
there and drawing out a rush of sensations that made her cry
out.

He kissed her, the kiss long and languid, and
as he did, two fingers pushed into her sex, pumping in and out as
his slippery thumb stroked her clitoris. It was like before, only
with the sensations redoubled. His warm fingers felt so much more
delicious now.

She kissed back, putting more thought to it
at least, finally able to think for herself, at least a little. She
met his lips with hers, his tongue with hers, and her outer leg
pulled up more as it spread wider, her body reveling in the feel of
his slippery fingers pumping into her.

Those fingers were pulling upward, now,
pressing and rubbing against the front wall of her sex behind her
clitoris, where his thumb was working. That seemed to make the
pleasure and pressure more intense as she felt her breathing
growing quickly more ragged.

He pulled his fingers back, sliding them up
her body, caressing, squeezing and kneading her breasts again, then
he turned her body, lifting her leg up and apart, shifting her so
that she sat straddling him.

Jordan looked down as she saw his cock, saw
him lifting it in his hand, rubbing it up and down against her
slick belly. It was half-erect again already, and she watched
breathlessly as it hardened and lengthened against her, staring
wonderingly, seeing just how much had fit in her and was going to
fit into her again.

It was so big! Where had she found the
room!?

His hands gripped her buttocks, lifting them,
then held her there as he rubbed himself up and down along her sex.
He pressed the nose against her, pushing it through the mouth of
her sex. Jordan moaned and then sank down, slowly, gasping, eyes
wide, mouth wide as she slowly took him up into her body.

The deeper he pushed the more entranced she
became, gripped by a storm of erotic heat until, with a soft
squeak, she sat fully on his thighs, his cock buried inside her,
throbbing, aching, burning.

Her hands were still behind her head, her
bound wrists behind her neck. She hadn't moved them, and she
watched as he stared at her breasts in delight. Then he leaned in
and took the center of her left breast into his mouth.

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

He drew back, his eyebrows raised.

“I'm... I'm all covered in soap!” she
gasped.

He grinned.

“No, my dear, you're not. This is a soft,
body oil, made of fruits and vegetables, smelling and tasting of
apples, and quite edible.”

He leaned in to lick at her nipple, then
looked at her.

“You are quite... tasty,” he said.

She moaned, and as his hands moved down onto
her buttocks and hips he pulled her further down. She gasped, her
eyes widening, then moaned and shuddered as she slid slowly down
along his cock until her buttocks were flat against his thighs.

“Fuck!” she moaned.

He slapped her bottom and she yelped.

“No foul language, girl.”

“I-I'm not a girl!” she gasped.

He raised his eyebrows and squeezed her
breast.

“You certainly look and feel like one.”

“I'm... I'm a woman!” she said.

“Ah, feminists,” he sighed.

He reached down and let his fingers caress
her clitoris.

“Ride my cock, woman,” he ordered.

She shuddered and then drew her bound wrists
up and out from behind her neck, putting them behind his head
instead as she began to slide slowly up and down on his big cock.
Every time she slid down him her eyes closed and she gasped at the
rush of sensation and pleasure. Her arousal deepened, and she began
to move faster, especially as White continued to stroke her
clitoris.

She leaned in to kiss him and his hand shot
up to grip her throat, loosely by firmly, his mouth hungry against
her own as she continued to ride up and down.

He abruptly pushed her back, reaching up and
drawing her hands out from behind his head and then pushing her so
that her upper body fell back, almost falling back over his knees.
He forced her back flat, and she gasped as her head hung back
upside down, her back arching over his knees.

His hands slid up and down her body, putting
enough pressure on her upper chest to keep her from sitting up.

“So, my sweet, what shall I do with you?” he
asked, his voice a soft burr.

Jordan shuddered, and let her bound wrists
fall back to the floor below her.

His hands continued to caress her body,
kneading her breasts, stroking her clitoris, caressing her soft
skin.

“Jordan? An odd name. What's your middle
name, girl?”

Jordan stared across at the far wall, her
head throbbing.

“B-Bethany!” she panted.

“Bethany? Hmm. I don't like that either. What
shall I call you?”

His words confused Jordan. She had no idea
what he was talking about. But then he gripped her hips and started
to thrust into her and she gasped and jerked as the heat started to
roll through her body again.

He halted, and his hands moved over her body
once more, sliding on the layer of slick oil so that she felt like
writhing in pleasure everywhere he touched her.

He reached down and gripped her under her
arms, then pulled her upright again, sitting her atop him as he
thrust up into her again. He stopped, letting her sink fully
down.

“Shall I keep you in my dungeon, pretty lady?
As my sex slave, perhaps?”

His hands moved up and down her body,
squeezing her breasts.

“Would you like to be shackled in one of the
cells, kept to be used by your cruel Lord and master?”

The thought of that sent a burst of heat
through Jordan's mind that almost made her come.

Then he shoved her back so she fell across
his knees again, gripping her hips and thrusting into her as her
head hung upside down. The blood rushed into her skull once more as
her body jerked to the hard thrusts. A violent explosion of
pleasure tore a scream from her throat as her body trembled and
shook.

She felt his fingers on her clitoris and
rubbing hard and fast, and the eruption of pleasure grew even more
intense. Her hands pressed against the floor and she thrust her
hips back at him, her breaths leaving her in long, dazed cries of
passion and heat.

He pulled her upright, and she felt dazed
again, gasping, moaning as he turned on the hot water and let it
pour down upon them. Then came something else slippery, the body
wash again. He lifted her up and off him and almost casually ran
his hand all over her body as if cleaning a child (or a dog).

Then he pushed her against the tiles and
lifted her wrists up. She twisted her head up and saw him wrapping
the end of the robe's belt around a hook set up high.

“Why do you... why did you tie me up?” she
asked.

He squeezed the body wash into his palm and
soaped himself up as he looked at her.

“Consider me a take-charge person,” he said.
“I'm used to being in command.”

“Isn't sex about... sharing?”

Even as she asked Jordan still felt the
eroticism of being stretched out along the wall, her naked body
glistening before him and his eyes on her.

“Not necessarily. Sometimes it's about
giving. Sometimes it's about taking. Sometimes it's about...
educating. Have you had so many sexual encounters you think you
know what it's about?”

“Well... no. But nobody ever tried to tie me
up.”

“Perhaps they should have. You look gorgeous
standing there.”

He looked awfully gorgeous all naked and
soaped up himself, Jordan thought but didn't say so.

He ran his hands over her chest.

“Naked. Helpless. Like a sex slave. I can do
anything I want to you,” he said.

Jordan gulped and tugged against the robe
belt.

“But I wouldn't want to be rude,” he
said.

He reached up and untied her wrists, then
turned the water on to rinse them both off again.
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It was a long and confused drive back to
London for Jordan. She had been... successful, in at least
persuading him to reconsider. She merely had to examine the list
he'd provided and discuss it with the institutions concerned to
make sure his requirements were met.

Having sex with him had not caused that, she
told herself. But still, having sex with him like that so...
blatantly, without them even having gone to lunch, for heavens'
sakes, was an astonishing thing for her to do! He must think she
was some kind of slut!

And what an extraordinary experience the sex
itself had been! It was certainly the most intense and incredible
sexual experience she'd ever had! She'd never orgasmed with a man
before! Yet she'd come with him several times!

Perhaps, she thought, it was simply because
he was older and more experienced. Unlike the younger men, she'd
had he knew how to treat a woman's body! Of course, that weird
sense of sexuality she'd felt while wearing only a robe around him
had played a part. And the thought of being naked and shackled in
that cell in the dungeon was almost unbearably hot.

Scorching!

It was weird being tied up during sex. It
didn't really allow her to take part except as an object someone
else did stuff too. Of course, if the other person knew what to do
that wasn't necessarily a bad thing! But she felt that she should
have done more, been an equal partner.

He'd been awfully casual about it. Did he do
casual sex a lot? He certainly seemed to have a lot of experience.
She didn't like the idea of being just a casual fling to him, a
one-off in the middle of the day, a bit of sport and pleasure. But
he'd had a meeting and so she couldn't stick around to talk more
about... well... them.

There is no us, she thought,
castigating herself. He fucked you, and that's all he wanted to
do, and you let him, and you enjoyed it. Don't act like it's the
start of a great romance or something.

That was a depressing thought and didn't do
much for her sense of self-worth. Still, it had certainly been a
thrilling encounter, and perhaps had taught her something about
what her body was capable of with the right lover.

She went back to her office, tossed her
broken shoes in the corner, and pulled on a pair of sneakers she
usually wore to get to and from work. They didn't exactly go with
her skirt and blouse but it wasn't as though she had much
choice.

She sent Makinaw an email stating that Lord
White had reconsidered and provided a list of security concerns she
would address with the museums and galleries concerned.

She had the urge to add something like “He
fucked my brains out too, you old dyke,” but didn't.

The sex left her with good feelings, even if
some misgivings. She wanted to see more of White, perhaps have
dinner together. She even had an excuse to suggest it once she'd
talked with the museums and galleries.

Despite her practical nature, she felt
herself toying with the thought of her as Lady White, living in the
big castle, perhaps ordering servants about. Of course, that
clashed with the idea of being shackled naked in the dungeon, but
then again, who said you couldn't have a bit of a kinky sex life
with your man?

She sighed and got on with her work. Then
felt her stomach rumble. She went downstairs to the cafeteria and
got something to eat, feeling a bit odd among the other employees.
THEY, after all, hadn't spent the morning tied up naked and having
massive orgasms. She wondered what they'd think if she knew she
had.

She went back to her office and got to work
on sending emails to the institutions concerned. It was a bit
difficult organizing things like this given the time difference.
Nine AM in Washington was 3PM in London, after all. And the West
coast was worse. They would all still be asleep now.

Her mind kept wandering as she worked. She
was annoyed at herself giving in to him so much, and letting him
use her body like... like some sort of macho playboy. She hadn't
ever thought of herself as a play toy for sexy men, yet that was
what she'd been. She'd let him just do whatever he wanted to
her!

Her friends from Wellesley would be horrified
if they knew.

Of course, most of them didn't think much of
men, to begin with...

She didn't herself, for that matter. Or...
hadn't. Lord White was clearly a different sort of man than she'd
previously been exposed to. So to speak. He was handsome,
sophisticated, had a fantastic body, a... an incredible cock, and
was rich to boot.

It was quite normal to want to see more of
him, she told herself. She had nothing to be ashamed of. Yes, she'd
acted kind of slutty today but she would give him a better
impression next time.

Although, she thought, she wanted to have sex
with him next time too...

But first, she would convince him she was
capable, intelligent, and self-possessed! A man like him wouldn't
be interested in a woman otherwise, except for cheap sex.

She sighed and sat back in her chair. Then an
elastic came over the cubicle wall and fell on her desk. She made a
face and frowned at the wall as another elastic flew over it.

“Makinaw is going to throw another fit if she
sees you,” she called.

“Makinaw has gone home early,” a male voice
said.

Another elastic flew over and she caught it,
picked up the other two, and tossed them back over the wall.

Peter Law appeared at her door and she swung
the chair around.

“So how was the drive down south? Nice big
castle?”

“Slightly bigger than my apartment,” she
said.

Law was in his fifties, one of those
long-serving clerks who knew how to do anything and everything,
knew all the rules, regulations, policies, procedures and who to
call when you needed help.

He knew the rules better than his seniors and
often briefed them on what they needed to do.

People like him were priceless assets to any
large organization, which gave them considerable leeway in how they
acted. Even Makinaw walked carefully around him and tried to ignore
his irreverent behavior and his habit of wandering around and
chatting with people.

Jordan had seen him subtly maneuver her into
demanding every single thing he paid for be signed off individually
by her. That had led to a mountain of documents, delayed payments,
and complaints about her from above. She had had to rescind her
order, of course.

“Get pictures?”

“How was I supposed to get pictures? I think
his Lordship might have objected to a selfy.”

“He couldn't have been with you all the time.
Didn't he have prisoners to torture down in his dungeon or
something.”

“He did have a dungeon,” she said in
amusement. “He had a climate-controlled storage room for some of
the artifacts on that level and showed me the dungeon that dated
from Roman times.”

“Cool,” he said.

“I'll see if I can get pictures when I go
back. I have to get assurances from the galleries and museums
they'll improve their security procedures before he'll agree to let
us have anything.”

He snorted. “Security? And how many armed
guards were at his castle?”

“Well... I don't know. Probably none.”

“Exactly. One guy with a gun could show up
and steal whatever he wanted. I'm sure the security at an American
gallery or museum is considerably better than at his old
castle.”

Jordan hadn't thought about that. But then
she had no idea what sort of security he had. Given how the British
treated firearms, though, Peter was probably right.

“Maybe I'll point that out to him next
time.”

“Yes, well, do it gently. The brits don't
take too well to yanks telling them they need more guns.”

She snorted in amusement.

*

Her little flat in Southwark was incredibly
expensive, but then any place in London was. Fortunately, she had a
housing allowance which helped offset the cost. It was still a
small apartment, even if it did have a nice little balcony.

She stopped at the grocer's on the way home,
then spent some time cooking dinner, focusing her attention on that
and not on – other things. After dinner, she sat down at her laptop
and checked her work email. Because of the frustrating time
difference, she often got work emails late into the evening and
preferred to deal with some of them quickly rather than wait for
the next day.

She usually had a shower afterward but had
already had two that day... which reminded her of his huge shower
enclosure, not to mention the things they'd done there. It was
certainly far bigger than her tiny shower! In fact, his shower
enclosure was bigger than her bathroom.

She turned on the TV and made a face. She had
told herself she needed to watch more British TV in order to become
acclimated, but she found much of it very odd and not very
entertaining. Then again, she found most American TV odd and boring
too.

She thought about going out. She was in
London, after all. It seemed silly to spend an evening watching
boring TV when she could be out... what? Shopping? Dancing?

Shopping, now that she thought about it,
might be a good idea. Her wardrobe here was not very large. Most of
it was devoted to work clothes. She had some casual clothes, but
only a few dresses for social occasions unrelated to work. And she
certainly didn't have anything she felt proper to wear to associate
with an English Lord.

She decided to go shopping. Her mind was too
busy with strange thoughts and ideas to sit around watching some
boring television show anyway. She took the subway – the tube, as
they called it – across the river into the higher class shopping
districts and let herself browse.

The prices were outrageous but she told
herself she didn't need to buy very much. It wasn't like she and
White were dating, after all. She'd probably only see him once
again, maybe twice.

Still, nothing really called to her, and she
wound up at the street markets, looking at used clothes. People
threw out high-quality stuff, sometimes, after all. And it was fun
looking anyway. She got sidetracked by some stalls that had
interesting knick-knacks, for she was still trying to fully furnish
her apartment.

She eventually wound up with a white dress
she thought would be respectable enough for work, but classy enough
to go and see White again. She wasn't sure it would do, but it was
all she could find.

On the subway ride back she sat down across
from a sour-looking middle-aged Arab type who seemed to be glaring
at her the whole time. She had no idea why but avoided looking at
him. There were always strange people on public transit, she
thought.

When she got up for her stop, though, he got
up as well and moved behind her. She felt nervous and moved quickly
out of the car and up the stairs, then across to the next platform
to catch her transfer. He followed after and got into the car with
her, still glowering at her as she continued to ignore him.

He was making her more nervous, though. It
could just be a coincidence he had transferred at the same station,
but maybe he was a crazy man who didn't like blondes!

She bit her lower lip, then texted the
embassy security office which was always manned. They answered
immediately and she felt silly, at first, explaining the man
glaring at her and how he had transferred at the same stop. They
asked her where she was getting off, though, and then said not to
worry about it.

She got off at her stop but waited until the
train was actually stopped to get up and get off. The man followed
her again! Her heart was beating very rapidly as she headed up the
stairs, wondering if he would follow her onto the street and attack
her!

She stepped out onto the street, and
lengthened her stride, heading straight up the road at a quick
pace, and then heard a commotion behind her. She turned, startled,
to see the Arab man being confronted by two other men in suits,.
One of them waved her on her way so she gulped and continued
on.

That had been altogether far more excitement
than she'd needed on the evening! And not at all as pleasant as the
excitement she'd had during the day! She wanted to call someone,
perhaps the embassy security office, but felt that she ought to
just wait and see if they contacted her. She didn't want to seem
like she was hysterical or anything. It had just been a man,
probably some horny man who liked blondes.

She double-checked the locks on the door,
though, and even then felt nervous.

The next day at work she was called in to see
Mr. Ross, who was the department head. He was a chubby, balding man
with a mustache who wore thick glasses. He looked like the
bureaucrat he was, in her opinion.

“Have a seat, Ms. Argyle-Windsworth,” he
said, gesturing to a chair in front of his desk.

Jordan nervously slipped into the chair,
watching him.

“You called the embassy security office
yesterday evening.”

“Well, texted them, sir. I was told that if I
had any concerns about my safety – .”

“Quite. Well, the Metropolitan Police checked
out the individual you were concerned about. It appears not to be
politically or embassy related, which is a good thing.”

“Er...?”

“Just a man who apparently became fascinated
with what he considered to be an attractive young woman,” he
said.

“But he was twice my age, easily!”

“Unfortunately, not all men seem to
understand such things, particularly those from, ahm, certain
cultural, religious, and ethnic sub-groups who have not fully
assimilated to British society.”

“Uh, what?”

“He was from Pakistan, and had a fascination
for blondes.”

“He didn't look fascinated! He looked
angry!”

“Apparently he always looks that way.”

“I thought he was an Arab,” she
confessed.

“Well, there's a lot of mixing between people
in Pakistan and the Arab countries beyond. The Arabs did spend
hundreds of years invading them, after all.”

“So he's not dangerous?”

“The MET doesn't seem to think so. You'll
likely never see him again.”

“That would be a relief, frankly.”

“If you do, just contact local police
directly. As this isn't a political or embassy matter it would be
better for us to not be involved.”

“Uhm, okay. If you say so.”

She went back to her desk, shaking her head.
They had sent her here to London, hadn't they? Shouldn't they have
some responsibility if some crazy local started stalking her? It
made her feel vulnerable having him brush things off as not the
embassy's concern.

She gave a mental shrug. It wasn't the first
time some strange man had taken notice of her. It was the first
time one had followed her so far, though. Especially a scary
looking one like him.

This would be a good time to have a
boyfriend, she thought; one who could pick you up and drive you
around, or at least walk you home. A part of her, the feminist
part, shrank from the idea she needed some man to protect her, but
it was certainly true she wasn't capable of putting up much of a
fight if a big man like that Pakistani guy had attacked her!

She did her best to put it out of her mind,
along with Lord White. She dealt with the museums and galleries
from home on further aspects of Lord White's request for additional
security and then handled a problem with a US orchestra doing a
tour of the British Isles.

She was tired by end of day, partly because
she had tossed and turned and gotten little sleep the previous
night. The subway was crowded when she got on, and she didn't get a
seat. She held onto the strap as the train swayed, and thought
about what she was going to have for dinner.

There were a lot of people around her as she
got off and made her way up to the street, and she focused entirely
on the pavement ahead as she walked over to the bus stop. The bus
arrived fairly quickly, and she got in with a lot of other people,
happily found a seat, and sat down.

But as she looked up the aisle the breath
caught in her throat. The same man was walking down the aisle! He
ignored her, looking straight ahead and going to the back of the
bus before sitting down.

Now, what do I do? she thought
wildly.

She didn't feel in any real danger here with
all these people, but after what Mr. Ross said she didn't feel she
could text the embassy. And she wasn't about to call the police
with everyone around her listening!

Well, he was old, easily in his forties, or
even more. She was wearing sneakers. She would get off first, and
then run up the street in the wrong direction, turn the corner, and
lose him. That way he wouldn't know where she lived.

She did exactly that and was halfway down the
block before he could get past the other people and climb out of
the bus. She saw him staring after her as she turned the corner and
kept running. Ten minutes later she was breathlessly closing and
bolting her apartment door behind her.

She called the police first thing, then,
while staring anxiously out at the street below. The person she
spoke to seemed rather bored, though, since she didn't know the
man's name or where he was and since he hadn't said or done
anything.

She propped a chair under the doorknob,
reassured herself the man had no idea where she lived or who she
was, and tried to relax. It wasn't easy, though! If she was back
home she could have called her father or older brother. And she
again felt annoyed that she needed a man to protect her.

Maybe I should take some sort of
self-defense course, she thought.
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She was glad she'd brought her new dress to
work and kept it on a hanger! The call from Sir Stafford came that
morning and invited her to the castle to go over further details
with Lord White. She felt a wild rush of emotions at the thought of
seeing him again, including an awful lot of anxiety about what he
would expect of her! Not to mention what she expected of him!

The dress was ankle length, and casual, with
a high neck and buttons down to the waist where it had a belt. It
made her think of the robe she'd worn the last time she'd gone to
see him, but this one, unlike the robe, buttoned down the
front!

Time seemed to drag, and she jumped when the
phone rang.

“Yes?” she asked.

“Ms. Argyle-Windsworth?”

“Yes?”

“This is embassy security. There's a man down
there who says he's your boyfriend.”

“Excuse me?”

“A guy named Mohamed Dehwar.”

“I don't know anyone with that name!”

“Maybe you should come downstairs.”

“I... well, very well.”

She was mystified, at first, but in a few
seconds, she felt a shock as she guessed who it might be. When she
got down to the embassy security office she found a tall,
broad-shouldered blonde man with very short hair. He pointed her at
a monitor, where, sure enough, the man who had followed her stood
between two guards.

“I don't know who that guy is! He's been
following me around! I called embassy security two days ago about
him and the police last night!”

“How did he know you worked here?”

“I have no idea!”

“We spotted him hanging around on the
sidewalk out front and pegged him as suspicious as he didn't seem
to have any reason for being there.”

“Can't you shoot him!?”

He raised an eyebrow. “I don't think the
locals would like that.”

“Don't they have stalking laws in this
country?”

“I'm sure they do. We'll hand him over to the
police, then, if you want to press charges against him.”

“I want him to go away and never come near me
again!”

“Only the CIA disappears people,” he said in
amusement. “But we'll hand him over to the local police.”

She returned to her desk, more than slightly
jolted by the man showing up at the embassy. Had he followed her
this morning!? She hadn't noticed him. What if he was crazy and
wanted to get her alone and tear off her clothes and do...

That made her think about Lord White, as it
happened. But then, while he was a kinky man he never made her feel
unsafe or in danger. Quite the contrary, in fact.

She went back to her office, but it was hard
to work, worrying over that crazy man stalking her. How had he even
found where she worked? He must have followed her somehow. She was
going to have to watch behind her wherever she moved!

She finally gave up and went downstairs,
picked up an embassy car, and then headed south for her meeting
with Lord White. Now her mind turned to what might – or might not –
happen that day. Was he going to want to tie her up and do more
kinky things to her? Should she let him!? And what if he simply
acted like nothing had happened. What would she do then? Would she
try to... seduce him?

She wasn't really very good at that...

Maybe she should open a couple of buttons on
her dress...

But no, that would look blatant and obvious.
She couldn't possibly.

Every few minutes her mind drifted to a
different scenario, and what she might or might not then do. But
she couldn't really decide anything based on what-ifs, especially
since she couldn't know how she'd feel at the time. She was getting
herself all worked up with anxiety. She knew that, at least.

She tried to calm down and simply listen to
the music on the radio, but her mind kept flicking to another
what-if, and then her chest would tighten and her lower belly would
thrum and she'd fill with anxiety once again.

Finally, she came to the gate and it slid
aside to allow her through. At least this time it wasn't raining,
she thought in relief. Though it certainly did rain a lot in
England this time of year.

She was nervous as she walked to the door.
And as before it was opened before she could reach it by the same
man. She flushed a little as he looked at her. Where had he gotten
to last time? Did he know anything about what Lord White and she
had done in the bathroom? Surely not.

She was taken a little ways in, chest tight
and anxious, wondering what White would say, and then everything
seemed to take a sharp detour. The person she was brought to meet
wasn't White but a redheaded woman, about her own age. Her hair
covered her forehead and was drawn back on the sides, though with
long tendrils hanging down, then pulled behind her in a
ponytail.

“Ah, Ms. Argyle-Windsworth, I presume,” she
said in one of those posh, upper-class English accents.

“Ahm, uh, yes I – .”

“Lord White is temporarily detained. He asked
me to deal with you.”

Deal with her? Whatever did that mean? Did
that mean she wouldn't get to see Lord White!?

“He'll be along,” the girl said as if reading
her mind. “In the meantime, I'm Miranda Stafford.”

She held out her hand.

“How do you do,” Jordan said. “Are you
related to Sir Stafford?”

“He's my uncle,” she said, turning away.
“Now, come along. Lord White wanted you to examine several of the
objects on the list to be included, for he has suggested possible
alternatives.”

Jordan hated dealing with girls like this
Miranda. She seemed utterly self-possessed, sophisticated,
effortlessly competent, and clearly from the same sort of
upbringing as Lord White. She made Jordan feel like a clod – a
colonial clod, now. She did her best not to live down to that,
keeping her face calm and interested and trying to match Victoria's
smooth pace.

They went downstairs, then into the
climate-controlled room, where she produced a tablet with a number
of paintings, statues and statuettes, and items of jewelry and
clothing. Some of them had suggested alternatives beside them.

“A few of these are simply unavailable during
the required time period because they're on loan elsewhere,”
Stafford said. “Others, Lord White feels too delicate to move.”

The girl was horribly brisk, efficient, and
decisive, and Jordan found herself being rushed to agree. At least
until her phone rang and Stafford answered it.

“What? Drat. Very well.”

She hung up and turned to Jordan.

“Must fly. Have a look through these and
contact your people as you will. I should be back in half an hour
or so.”

Then she was gone, somewhat to Jordan's
relief. The problem, though, was she couldn't contact her 'people'
since it wasn't even noon here. That put it at not quite Six in the
morning New York time and Three AM on the west coast.

Still, she could send this to her email
account at work, and prepare letters.

Or... she could wander around examining
things. Which seemed like a lot more interesting use of her time.
She did that, pulling out drawers and examining the contents,
wondering if the museums and galleries even had a full idea of what
was contained here.

Her thoughts turned to what lay beyond the
door, then. The basement, the... dungeons, of an old Roman fort,
used for generations afterward by various English nobles. She went
to the door and stepped outside, then moved up the hall. She turned
her head from side to side and ran her fingers along the walls,
wondering how many centuries had passed since the stones had been
set in place, and what types of people had passed before them.

She wound up at the dungeons and had to set
her phone to flashlight to see inside. She felt a tingling in her
belly as she looked at the shackles. She'd had some pretty kinky
fantasies about being in this cell since her wild little fling with
Lord White.

She stepped into the cell and over to the
wall, then fingered the shackles hanging from a chain. They didn't
seem very complicated. You just stuck your hand in thusly and then
pulled it closed. It swung on a bolt, and then there was another
bolt that went into little rings to join them together.

She put her hand through one and tightened
the shackle, then put the bolt in. The stonework in the cell was
not exact or even. There was a small section next to her which,
well, it couldn't even be called a ledge. It was a flat stone that
stuck out perhaps a half-inch more than the one above. But that was
enough for her to prop her phone on.

That done she thrust her other wrist into the
other shackle, her heart beating faster and her chest tightening.
She closed the shackle, but could not bolt it – which was, of
course, a good thing! Still, she could feel as though shackled, and
turned her back to the wall, looking across at the opposite wall
and the open doorway.

Her wrists felt cool against the metal
gripping them, and she imagined being a helpless prisoner here
centuries ago, at the whim of the lord. Then, of course, she
imagined herself being a prisoner now at the whim of Lord White!
That was a much more delicious fantasy!

And then, as if her fantasy was coming to
life, a shadow filled the door, then Lord White stepped in, looking
at her with raised eyebrows.

Jordan let out a yelp and quickly yanked her
wrist out of the loose shackle.

“Ms. Argyle-Windsworth, you surprise me,” he
said, coming forward.

“I was just... just... looking,” she gulped,
undoing the bolt of the other one and pulling her wrists free. She
turned to find him standing right in front of her, lit mostly by
the white light of her phone shining on them.

“I was just... exploring!” she exclaimed, her
voice much too high.

“I like exploring he said.

His first exploration was of her mouth and
lips as he leaned into her, and after a few pounding heartbeats
Jordan decided to explore back at him as her hands slid up his
chest and over his shoulders. That mutual exploration lasted for
some time before his hands began to explore, as well.

They explored her breasts first, then her
sides. Then, before she was hardly aware of it, they 'd explored
the buttons down the front of the dress all the way to the belt,
opening them up. He pushed the dress back over her shoulders and
down, which Jordan allowed even as it made her heart beat even
faster. His fingers nimbly undid her bra and pulled it off, then
cupped her bare breasts, making them both throb powerfully.

“Have I mentioned before that you have simply
marvelous breasts?” he asked.

“Y-Yes!” she gulped.

He kissed her again for long seconds as his
fingers kneaded her breasts, then drew his lips back, grinning at
her. He took her wrists and lifted them up and back against the
stone wall.

“Shall we explore your fantasies more
deeply?” he asked.

“I... I don't... I mean, I'm not... I –
.”

“Hmm,” he said.

He slipped her wrist into one of the
shackles, then closed it, doing the bolt. Before she could think of
whether to protest or not he'd pushed her other wrist into the
other shackle, and bolted that, too.

He pulled her dress down over her hips, then
off as she raised her legs. Her thong soon followed, and then her
shoes.

“Oh but – .”

“Must be realistic,” he said.

Removing her heels forced her wrists up
higher, stretching her body along the cool, rough stone of the
wall.

“Now you are my prisoner,” he said in a
mock-evil voice. “I can do anything I want to you.”

What he wanted, it seemed, was to kiss her
again while his hands explored her body. And Jordan felt herself
becoming so filled with sexual pressure and excitement she could
barely keep from trembling.

His fingers found her clitoris and she jerked
and squirmed at the intensity of the sensations, gulping in air as
he chuckled softly.

“I like a responsive girl,” he said.

“W-W-Woman!” she panted.

“Hmm, woman doesn't work for me, I'm
afraid.”

“Why not?”

“Whoever heard of a slave woman?” he asked.
“But a slave girl, ah, now there's the thing.”

He kissed her again, and she moaned as his
mouth became more passionate, as his hand squeezed her breast
harder. She cried out as he grasped her hair, as he had done the
other time, jerking her head up and back, taking control of her!
His other hand found her sex, once more, rubbing skilfully as the
heat threatened to overwhelm her.

He drew back, his eyes flicking up and down
her body.

“Of course, it was rather ill-mannered of you
to go about exploring another person's home without permission,” he
said. “That's the sort of temerity which would have gotten you
killed, or at least, rather badly whipped in centuries past.

“I-I'm sorry!” she gulped.

“Hmph. Not sufficient.”

He spun her about, startling her, and then
slapped her bottom sharply.

Crack!

“Ow! Hey!”

“The Lords of White had a short way with
naughty slave girls in times past,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! Lord Wh – !”

Crack!

“Ow! James!”

“Push your lovely bottom back at me, slave
girl,” he ordered.

Panting, gasping, Jordan obeyed, twisting her
head around as far as she could to try and see him. He gripped her
hips and jerked them back more, then his hands slid down along the
front of her thighs and jerked them apart.

“I think I should teach you what slave girls
were meant for,” he said, undoing his trousers.

Jordan shuddered, turning to face the wall,
laying her cheek against it. Her breasts pillowed out against the
rough stone, hot and throbbing as she heard him move and his
clothes shifting. Then his long, thick cock thrust up between her
thighs and made her cry out.

She felt the warm length of it along her
right thigh even as he reached his right hand around her hip and
his fingers slid down to catch the head of his cock. They pressed
it up against her sex, against the top of her sex, and he pressed
his naked hips against her buttocks, grinding against her as his
fingers rubbed his cock against her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Oh, please!” she gasped
breathlessly.

“Please what?” he asked, leaning in along her
body, his breath warm against the nape of her neck.

“Please... fuck me!” she gasped.

“Such language!” he said. “Is that any way to
speak to a peer of the realm? Bloody commoners.”

His other hand rose to cup her breast as he
rubbed the head of his cock harder against her sex.

Filled with hunger and passion, Jordan
couldn't hold still. She ground herself back against him, her body
desperate to have his cock sliding inside. All she succeeded in
doing was grinding her breasts against the stone and her buttocks
against his thighs.

“Say please,” he said in a smug voice.

“Please!” she moaned.

“Please what?”

“Please... fuck me!”

“I really am going to have to teach you some
manners, colonial girl.”

She felt the head pushed up and in, beginning
to spread her open, and jerked her legs wider, even though she had
to rise to the balls of her feet. His thick cock pushed slowly up
inside her, inch by delicious aching inch. And then the orgasm
swelled and erupted within her. She cried out, jerking her hips
back desperately, wanting to impale herself.

He thrust deeper and deeper, and she twisted
and writhed, forcing herself back further, taking him all the way
into her body as she mashed her breasts against the wall and
wallowed in the storm of heat and pleasure which rolled through
her.

She sagged, gasping, just as he began to
start pumping. His hands gripped her hips and thighs, holding her
in position, bent forward, her limbs liquid as his cock thrust into
her. His hips began to slap against her buttocks with more and more
strength, and her body trembled and shook with the force.

His fingers extended in and downward,
catching her clitoris between them and rubbing it firmly.

Jordan jerked and trembled, her head pulling
back as she gulped in air, the heat within her surging upward to
fill her with a feverish hunger. The ache of the metal around her
wrists and the hard stone against her breasts just added more
delicious realism to the dark, thrilling fantasy she was living.
Her insides churned and roiled and then another orgasm ripped
through her, one which made her limbs jerk and spasm as White
continued to ram himself into her from behind.

He chuckled low in his throat, his lips on
her neck, under her ear, up along her earlobe, his body still
thrusting, his hands racing over her.

He picked up the pace, and Jordan's head
jerked and shook forward and back from the bruising impact against
her bottom as he finally came himself, gasping and cursing softly
as he spilled himself inside her.

“Don't think we're done, little slave girl,”
he whispered, chewing on her earlobe.

He chuckled, then drew back.

Jordan groaned and relaxed, bringing her legs
together, taking the pressure off her wrists. She turned slowly
around, only to see the door closing behind him.

“Hey!” she gasped.

She heard the heavy bolt shot and then heard
nothing.

She gulped and stared around at the
closet-sized cell, then down at her naked body. There were no
clothes left, she realized. He'd taken them! She felt no fear at
that, except for some small sense of anxiety. Instead, she felt a
sense of wonder, staring up at her shackled wrists, then down at
her body, then across at the cell door.

It was like she was a helpless prisoner in a
dungeon!

And given the passion and heat which had just
gripped her, which still gripped her to an extent, that was a
darkly exciting thought.

She wondered what White intended, how long he
would leave her here to simmer in her own heat. That was what she
was doing, she realized. Her body was still aroused, and her mind
was worse as she imagined all kinds of nasty things he might do to
her.

She drew her thighs together, trying to grind
them against one another.

This is so sick, she thought ruefully.
But it was too wickedly exciting to pay heed to her own guilt.

Lord White's slave girl.

What a delicious idea!

She laid her head back against her arms, and
shifted her feet a little apart, wanting the chains taut. She
arched her back a little, moaning softly. Poor little slave
girl, she thought, locked up, waiting to be mercilessly used by
the evil lord to satisfy his own cruel lust!
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She heard movement beyond the door, then the
bolt was drawn back. The door opened, and she almost instinctively
tried to pose herself for his eyes.

It was Miranda Stafford.

“Ah, so here you are,” she said, as if
pleased with herself.

Jordan squeaked and twisted around to present
her rear to the woman, and heard a small laugh.

“Shy, are we? Well, you'd best lose that.
Lord White won't allow it.”

Jordan felt utterly mortified, her eyes wide
and wild against the wall as the girl stepped into the cell. Then
she heard a sort of clicking sound, followed by something like
glass against metal.

She slowly eased her head around as the
flickering yellow light of a flame began to rise to see the
redhead's back was towards her as she lit a lamp on the wall.
Miranda shifted to the side and there was another lamp there. She
lifted up a round glass covering, lit the lamp, then lowered it
again as more yellow light flickered in the room.

Jordan jerked her eyes away as the woman
turned around, then felt her approach. She picked up Jordan's phone
and turned off the flashlight.

“Can't have this on too long or it will drain
the batteries,” she said in a matter-of-fact voice.

Jordan felt a hand on her shoulder which
abruptly spun her about to face the woman, then the phone flashed
as it took a picture.

“Oh! Don't!” she squealed, turning around
again.

Miranda laughed softly, then put the phone
back on the stone.

“There. Souvenir for you,” she said.

She left the cell and closed the door behind,
leaving a red-faced Jordan shackled against the wall, filled with
the heat of embarrassment now instead of arousal.

How had she forgotten the woman!?

Oh my God! she thought. Ohmygod!
Ohmgod! Ohmgod!

She had never been more humiliated in her
life! She slowly turned around, staring at the closed door, then at
the two lamps on the opposite wall from her. She jerked her wrists
against the shackles repeatedly, but they were too tight to pull
free. She thought to call, but suppose Miranda heard it!?

How could she have forgotten the
girl?! And to be caught like this, naked, shackled, under those
cool, calm, amused, superior eyes! She wondered she didn't burst
into flames from humiliation!

She sank deep into a mood of misery and
self-recrimination, cursing herself for a cheap slut and an insane
pervert. She hardly felt the strength to stand, and her wrists
pulled achingly against the old shackles as she stared down at the
floor.

Finally, the door opened. She raised her
eyes, but it was Miranda again! She gasped, but could only drop her
eyes. It would be simply too humiliating to once again turn
frantically around to hide herself like a bashful virgin!

“Still feeling bashful, are you? It's warm in
here. Have a sip. Don't want to get dehydrated, do you?”

Miranda came up to her, holding a cup of
something, with a thick straw pushing out.

“Go on. It's only water.”

The redhead pushed the straw to Jordan's
lips, which... confused her. Why was the girl acting so calm and
casual? Did she run into naked girls shackled in the dungeon every
other day or something !?

Then the girl reached out and took her hair,
jerking her head up sharply. Miranda gasped, eyes widening as she
stared into the stern face of the lovely redhead.

“Drink!” she commanded, pressing the straw to
her lips.

Jordan sipped from the straw, anxious,
nervous, embarrassed, and baffled. It was just water, ice water at
that. And her throat was dry, after all. And... and Miranda had
been very firm about wanting her to drink...

The redhead pulled the cup back, then turned
away and put the cup down. She straightened and returned, and
Jordan dropped her eyes again. But once again Miranda gripped her
hair and pulled her head up. Then, astonishing her, Miranda kissed
her. It was quite a light, delicate kiss, at first, but it grew
fairly rapidly in its passion and intensity.

Jordan had had experiences with girls before,
of course, but was astonished at this. She'd barely met the
redhead, and only exchanged very professional comments about
work!

Miranda drew back, a thin smile on her
face.

“You're a lovely girl,” she said.

Her other hand rose, cupping Jordan's left
breast, causing her to blush deeply once again as the girl's soft
fingers gently squeezed her breast and then sought her nipple.

“I'm sure you'll make a perfect sex slave,”
Miranda said in amusement.

Jordan cringed again, and her mind swirled
with more confusion and uncertainty. Did she know about Jordan and
Lord White? She must, but then, having found her like this that
didn't necessarily mean he'd said anything to her. Except for that
phrase – sex slave, of course. White had used it too, playfully, of
course.

Was it possible she and White were... an
item? No, surely she was no older than Jordan, and White would want
someone older and more sophisticated.

“Very lovely skin,” the girl said, letting
her hand slide up and down Jordan's body.

“Please!” Jordan gasped.

Suddenly her fingers were at Jordan's mouth,
resting on her lower lip.

“Please what?” she all-but whispered as her
fingers dipped into her mouth. “Did you mean to say... please...
mistress? Was that what you meant to say, little slave girl?”

Jordan had meant to say nothing of the sort,
but now her mind was awhirl once again, trying to decide how to
react to this astonishing turn of events. On the one hand, she
wanted nothing more than to be released so she could run away as
fast as she could from this humiliating incident.

On the other hand, if Miranda was...
involved... knew about White's kinky games, approved of them, took
part in them... and if she and Jordan made love, then... the
humiliation would fade much faster. It was one thing to be caught
at this by someone shocked and horrified, who would condemn her as
some kind of sick slut, but quite another to be caught by someone
who enjoyed the game herself.

Miranda's fingers slid deeper, then pulled
back, pumping slowly in and out.

“Close your lips, slave girl,” she said.

Gulping, Jordan obeyed.

“Lick,” Miranda whispered.

Miranda obeyed that too, sucking on the
redhead's fingers as they slid in and out of her mouth and along
her tongue.

“I hope you're good at this. Lord White
requires a high level of proficiency in his partners,” Miranda
said.

She slid her lips out, kissing Jordan again.
And a moment later Jordan felt those soft, slick fingers down
between her legs. She flushed furiously, gasping into the redhead's
mouth as her fingers deftly stroked, and rubbed her clitoris.

Then, suddenly, she was sliding down before
her. Her hands pushed in between Jordan's thighs and pushed them
aside. Then her mouth moved in and she began to lick.

“Oh! Oh, please!” Jordan gasped.
“Miranda!”

Miranda's thumbs spread apart the lips of
Jordan's sex, and then her tongue really got to work, licking
expertly, far better than Jordan remembered from the girls at
school! She gasped, staring down at her, then wildly around at the
cell, then down again.

She felt the sensations starting to roil her
lower belly, starting to make her muscles flutter.

“Miranda!” she gasped again.

Miranda rose up before her, giving her a
scowl. Her hands slid in on either side of Jordan's head, pushing
it back against the stone as she leaned in very close indeed.

“Mistress. Say it.”

“But you... I mean, we're not – !”

“Say it!”

“I'm... that is – .”

“Do you want a spanking?” Miranda asked with
a raised eyebrow.

Miranda stared at her.

“Say it.”

“M-Mistress?”

Miranda kissed her delicately on the lips,
her hands sliding down to cup her breasts.

She drew her lips back.

“Again.”

Jordan swallowed. “Mistress?”

“Say... please mistress.”

“Please... mistress.”

Again Miranda kissed her, and now Jordan felt
the woman's hands opening her own blouse and pulling it back. She
eased her lips back, staring at Jordan hungrily, then quickly
opened her bra in front and slipped it and her shirt off. Her
breasts were smaller than Jordan's, but quite firm, and... warm, as
Jordan realized when the girl pressed her body against her own to
kiss her once again.

This was so insane, she thought, moaning into
the redhead's mouth. But Miranda's hands slid around her and down
onto her buttocks as she kissed more passionately, and Jordan felt
her blood quickening, her heart starting to flutter, and that
familiar tightness in her chest growing.

Then once again the redhead dropped to her
knees. She pressed her lips against the top of Jordan's sex, and
began to suck in a rhythmic fashion, her hands once again pulling
her thighs wider.

Jordan laid her head back, closing her eyes,
her mind churning with uncertainty and confusion. But the more
Miranda licked and sucked at her pussy the more her mind filled
with hunger, passion, and pleasure. And the less it cared about
pride and embarrassment.

Which was quite a relief!

She stared at the flames across from them,
feeling a sense of the surreal, then dropped her chin, staring at
the top of Miranda's head. What was going on!? Did White arrange
this?!

She shuddered as a long, slim finger pushed
up inside her, embarrassed anew at how slick she felt, how wet. The
finger pumped slowly, twisting and turning, and then a second
joined it. Jordan's breathing was getting harsher and more ragged
as head suffused her, and there was no denying the growing sense of
arousal building within her.

She added a third finger, all of them
stroking up and down against the front wall of her sex as her
tongue lapped expertly at her clitoris. The pleasure and excitement
grew to an astonishing level, a level where nothing else
mattered.

Then Miranda stood up, her hands shoving her
skirt and panties down as she did so. She stepped out of them, and
was now as naked as Jordan, save for her high heels.

She gripped Jordan's hips and turned her
sideways to the wall, then her right hand pushed up between her
thighs, three fingers thrusting up into her sex. Her left hand
dropped low, her fingers stroking Jordan's clitoris.

“Say... mistress,” she said softly.

“Mistress!” Jordan gasped.

“Say please mistress.”

“Please, Mistress!” she exclaimed.

The fingers were thrusting up into her,
twisting and turning, pumping in and out even as the redhead's
other hand was fingering her clitoris.

“Are you a slave girl?” Miranda asked.

Jordan only moaned.

The fingers thrusting into her pulled back
and then slapped sharply against her bottom.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Answer your mistress, girl,” she
ordered.

“I'm... I'm – .”

Crack!

“Ow! Miranda!”

Crack!

“That's mistress. Say it.”

Jordan trembled. “Mistress!”

“Now, are you a slave girl?”

“Yes... mistress!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm... I'm a slave girl,” she gasped.

Crack!

“Mistress,” she growled.

“I'm a slave girl, Mistress!” Jordan
moaned.

The fingers pushed up into her from behind
again and Jordan gasped.

“And what happens to naughty little slave
girls who snoop around without permission?”

“I-I... I don't know!” she gasped.

The fingers slid out.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Did you forget to call me mistress again,
slave girl?”

Crack!

“Did you?” she barked.

“Mistress!” Jordan cried.

“So what happens to naughty, snooping slave
girls?”

“I... don't know... mistress,” she
squeaked.

“Why, they must be punished, don't you
think?”

It felt as if the redhead was trying to push
four fingers up into her now, and Jordan moaned, her legs trembling
as they were forced wider. She ached as the four fingers tried to
push into her together, but Miranda was still rubbing her clitoris
with her left hand, sending waves of fiery liquid heat flooding up
into Jordan's trembling body.

Miranda twisted and pushed, and Jordan cried
out.

“Oh! Please, Mistress!” she exclaimed.

“Please? Please what, Slave girl? Please fuck
you? Please make you come like a whore?”

Now the fingers felt even thicker, and she realized all five were
held together, trying to shove up inside her as Miranda stroked her
clitoris.

The fingers drew out, then, and Miranda
roughly turned her back to the wall, then pressed her fingers
against Jordan's lips, sliding three inside.

“Suck!”

Moaning, Jordan sucked and licked at her
fingers, only after a second recalling they had been stuffed up
inside her, and tasted of her own juices.

The fingers came out, and dropped down
between her legs, rubbing her, sliding into her. Jordan's other
hand suddenly gripped the front of her throat, squeezing so that
Jordan's eyes felt as if they bulged.

“Beg me to make you come... slut,” she
purred. “Beg.”

“Please...”

“Beg.”

“Please, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please... make me come... mistress!” she
gasped.

The woman's fingers slid up into her, pumping
in and out, pressing back against the front wall of her sex –
against her thumb, which pushed in from the outside, catching her
clitoris between them.

“Come for me, slut,” Miranda purred. “Come
for your mistress.

Jordan came, her hips bucking out more and
more violently as she cried out again and again. The pleasure
overwhelmed her, searing her mind as convulsions wracked her body.
She jerked and shook against the shackles, her hips bucking against
Miranda's fingers even as she became more and more light-headed
from lack of oxygen.

Her head was so filled with sexual pressure
she thought it might explode! She couldn't think, couldn't hear,
could only tremble and shake as the orgasm took her to another
place.

Miranda released her throat, pulling her
fingers from Jordan's pussy. She reached up above, and did
something which released the chains holding the shackles from the
wall, then pushed down on Jordan's shoulder. She needed no further
urging. Her legs felt weak and rubbery, and she sank to her knees
with a shuddering moan.

The redhead clipped the chains to the wall
again so that her arms remained locked above her head. But Jordan
paid little attention to that as her mind and body were locked in
the wondrous afterglow of that amazing orgasm.

But when Miranda seized her hair and jerked
it up and back, she found herself staring directly into the woman's
naked sex, and knew exactly what the redhead wanted. She leaned in
even as Miranda pushed her hips forward, and began to slide her
tongue up and down along the neat line of her sex.

As her mind recovered somewhat she began to
properly focus and concentrate her efforts but realized she was at
a disadvantage. She couldn't use her hands and fingers at all. She
pressed her lips in more firmly, forcing aside the redhead's labia,
licking determinedly at her clitoris.

Miranda combed her fingers through her blonde
hair, drawing it up into a thick mass at the top of her head. She
slowly ground her hips forward against Jordan's lips and mouth,
tugging occasionally on that hair.

“You had best please your mistress, slave
girl,” she said. “Else you'll be hung by your wrists and
whipped.”

Jordan felt a burst of anxiety, but then a
dark wave of excitement and heat. It really felt as if she were a
slave girl, shackled like this, with the redhead acting menacing!
She licked eagerly, sucking, as well, and using her lips to rub
against the girl's soft flesh.

With Miranda looking down at her, and she
chained naked like this, she felt a wild thrill of heat as reality
seemed to waver and she almost felt like she really was a slave
girl! A naked, helpless, abused slave girl!

“Well, now. And just who gave you permission
to use my sex slave?” White asked, stepping into the cell.

Jordan gasped, trying to pull back, but she
really couldn't, and Miranda jerked on her hair.

“Keep licking, slave,” she ordered.

Jordan did, and then saw White's hands slide
around the redhead's thighs, pulling them apart. Then his hard cock
pushed up into her sex, spreading her lips apart. Jordan stared in
wide-eyed excitement as the thick girth stretched the redhead's
pussy lips wide, and opened up her clitoris even more.

She licked harder, panting, moaning as the
redhead pulled at her hair, swept by heat and lust, and a sense of
astonishment at how kinky and hot this was all becoming. This was
all so wildly beyond her own experiences, which she now recognized
were almost quaint in their lack of sophistication.

With White's big cock thrusting into her from
behind, and Jordan's tongue and lips working on her clitoris, it
didn't take long for Miranda to come, crying out herself as her
orgasm swept through her.

White then pulled her aside, taking Jordan's
blonde hair into his own fist, and in an instant his thick cock was
pushing through her lips and sliding along her tongue.

“Suck your masters cock, slave,” he
growled.

A hot pulse of energy swept through Jordan
and she moaned excitedly as she sucked him, her tongue licking
wildly as he tugged gently on her hair.

“Slave girl,” he taunted.

She gurgled as he pushed deep into her
mouth.

Then Miranda was kneeling beside her, pulling
her leg wide. Her hand slid in, her fingers stroking her clitoris
again, then pushing up inside her.

It was all just too incredible, too intense
for Jordan. Her hips began to grind immediately as a feverish heat
swept over her. Then White pushed in deeper still, and her eyes
went wide as the head of his cock entered her throat and kept
going.

She gagged, almost, but the shock of it
overcame her reflexes, as inch after inch of his thick cock slid
past her lips! She instinctively tried to jerk back, but the rough
stone was right behind her, and still his cock pushed in until she
could feel it down past her throat, down in her upper chest
somewhere!

She was staring at the last couple of inches
of his cock, her body trembling and shaking, when he thrust forward
again, burying every inch inside her. Her widely stretched lips
were pressed against the base of his cock now, as she trembled and
shook, and he held her easily in place.

“Sex slave!” Miranda purred into her ear.

Her heart was pounding and her chest was
starting to burn. Her head was aching from lack of air. Then the
thick, slick cock slid slowly up and out of her until she could
gulp in air in deep, ragged gasps as her body trembled.

“Hot little sex slave,” Miranda whispered,
licking at her shoulder, then up along the nape of her neck.

Jordan felt the woman's fingers thrusting
into her, a thick enough wedge it might have been three or even
four as her thumb stroked her clitoris. Then White jerked her head
back and shoved his cock through her open lips, through her mouth,
along her tongue, and then deep into her throat again!

She jerked and shook but he easily held her
head in his hands as he buried his cock in her throat once again
and ground himself against her.

“Sex slaves have to deep throat, you know,
darling,” Miranda purred. “Doesn't it taste delicious?”

He pulled out again, and once again she
coughed hard, gulping in ragged breathes of air.

“Sex slaves are born to be used,” Miranda
whispered, her thumb stroking as her fingers pushed in and out of
Jordan's pussy.

Again, before she could even clear her head
and get enough breath to speak, White shoved himself deep into her
throat. This time pumping slowly in and out before pulling free.
Her head was pounding, her eyes watering, and she was growing
light-headed.

But it was getting easier. And she felt a
dazed sense of wonder at the sensation of his thick cock as it
stroked slowly up and down in her throat. It was unlike anything
she'd ever felt in her life.

He pulled out again, and then he and Miranda
turned her around to face the wall. She felt a sense of relief at
that, even as her hips were pulled back and her bottom slapped
stingingly. She moaned as he entered her from behind again. Only
this time his big cock was pressing against her back opening!

She didn't care. All she cared about was that
she could breathe, and continued to gulp in air as his thick,
saliva-coated cock slowly worked its way into her ass. She moaned
dazedly as she felt Miranda's fingers continue to rub her clitoris,
as her breast was squeezed, her nipple stroked and rolled, then
cried out as her hair was yanked up and back.

“Slave girl,” White growled in a low voice as
he bit lightly into the nape of her neck.

As she focused less attention on the need to
breathe, and more on what was happening, Jordan felt amazed again.
His big, thick cock was deep in her belly already! And it hadn't
even hurt! She'd been too distracted by her burning lungs and
aching throat.

Now his cock moved in and out of her ass
while he and Miranda stroked, squeezed and caressed her everywhere.
She once again felt a strange sense of unreality, as if she
actually were a shackled slave girl whose body was being
used by her master.

And that led to the heat sparking to life
within her once more. She didn't do sodomy, generally, because it
ached and brought her no pleasure. But this only ached a little,
and there was a strange dark thrill to being taken in such a way,
on her knees in a dark cell with her arms stretched up and out
before her, shackled, helpless.

She moaned as his cock drove even deeper,
producing odd, aching cramps. But she also felt a rush of heat as
his hips pressed firmly against her buttocks, knowing he was buried
inside her. That big thing was inside her! God! She moaned as
Miranda rubbed her clitoris and the sensations rippled up her
spine.

This was insane!

White jerked back on her hair again, his
breath hot against the side of her throat as he licked, sucked and
chewed on her skin. He had another hand on her right breast,
squeezing and kneading it, while Miranda's left hand was on her
left breast, doing the same.

She felt her mind starting to float as her
body heated up, and moaned, staring up at the wall as White held
her head back by the hair, as her body began to shudder to the
force of his thrusts. His hips were slapping against her buttocks
now as he drove his cock deep into her ass, and her body began to
tremble, her hips rolling back as the heat swept through her.

Then another orgasm overcame her and she
screamed almost silently, breathlessly, her body trembling and
shaking to his hard thrusts as the storm of sensations shattered
her mind.
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White... left... without a word, leaving her
both mentally and physically exhausted. Miranda chuckled and got
dressed, then undid the chain from the wall again.

“Let's go upstairs, little slave girl,” she
teased, tugging on the chain.

Groaning, Jordan rose and watched the redhead
blow out the flames, then followed her out of the cell. She
flushed, feeling strange out here in the open, still naked, still
shackled.

“Miranda – .”

“Na, na, na. It's mistress to you, slave
girl,” Miranda chided her.

“Oh come on!”

“It's what Lord White wants. He likes his
little games. And don't tell me you haven't found it exciting so
far.”

“Well... I mean... I didn't intend to... do
all this... kinky stuff,” she said defensively.

Miranda started up the stairs, still holding
the other end of the chain, which meant Jordan had to follow, her
hands thrust out before her.

“Where are we going?” she asked anxiously.
“I'm naked!”

“So I noticed.”

“But – .”

“Worried someone will see you in your
birthday suit, slave girl?” Miranda asked with a smirk. “Why? It's
a lovely birthday suit, one to be proud of.”

“I don't see you walking around naked!”

“I'm not a slave girl,” Miranda taunted.

“I'm not a slave girl, either,” Jordan said
with a scowl.

“Ah, but you want to be.”

“I do not!'

“Are you arguing with your mistress, slave
girl? That can get you a spanking, you know.”

“You're not my mistress.”

“Such a naughty girl,” Miranda said as they
reached the top of the stairs at last.

Jordan tried to hold back, looking past her
anxiously. “Is anyone around?”

“Scads of people. Hundreds, all waiting to
see you.”

“You're not funny!”

“I amuse myself, and that's what's
important.”

There was no one in the hall, but Jordan was
very nervous as Miranda brought her up it, then up another flight
of stairs to the second floor – or the first floor, as the English
insisted on calling it. There, she felt a sense of relief as she
was led into Lord White's bedroom, then through it into the
bathroom again.

“Time to wash off our slave girl,” Miranda
said.

She opened the shower stall and led Jordan
in, then pushed her against the wall and lifted the chain up to
hook it above her.

“Is that really there for chaining girls
up!?” Jordan exclaimed, looking up at it.

“Well, it's probably for towels, to keep them
up above the stream of the water, but it will serve.”

She stepped out of the shower stall and
stripped herself, then turned the water on and came in.

Jordan looked at her uncertainly but the
redhead did as she'd done in the cell below, kissed her. Only this
time her body was naked and wet as the water poured down around
them. She ran her hands over Jordan's body, then turned the water
off and poured the body wash over her and spread it everywhere.

It was odd how much this resembled when she'd
been here with White, Jordan thought, but her body remembered even
better, and so it was quickly becoming aroused. But Miranda kept
things mostly clinical, finishing rinsing her off, then taking her
out of the stall again and drying them both off.

Finally, she unscrewed the bolts holding the
shackles together and Jordan felt a sense of relief as they dropped
free.

“Didn't hurt your wrists, did they?”

“Well, they do feel kind of sore.”

“Metal on skin is never the best. Come.”

She imperiously motioned Jordan to follow and
went across to Lord White's huge walk-in closet. She went around to
the rear of the big chest, then opened a drawer and pulled out what
looked like a pair of black silk gloves. Very long ones.

“Slip these on, slave girl.”

“Mira – .”

“Mistress!” Miranda said, giving her a
look.

Jordan rolled her eyes but did slip the silk
gloves on. They went all the way up past her elbows to just below
her armpits!

“Hmm, these next, I think.”

She drew out a pair of black fishnet
stockings and handed them to her.

“Does Lord White wear these often?

“I invite you to ask. But expect a sore
bottom in response.”

She helped Jordan slide the fishnet stockings
up her legs to where the elasticized tops clung tight to her upper
thighs.

“What is this in aid of? I can't be here all
day.”

“Certainly you can. You're doing important
work for your embassy, after all.”

She moved behind her and drew her wrists back
together, then before Jordan realized her intent, she wrapped a
silk scarf around and bound them together.

“Miranda!” she exclaimed, trying to pull
free.

“Mistress, bad girl.”

One loop kept her wrists crossed firmly, but
now the redhead swept more loops back and forth, crisscrossing her
wrists.

She moved past her as Jordan tugged against
the scarf, then turned back, holding a large black collar in her
hands. Jordan gulped as she wrapped it around her neck, then
fastened it behind her.

“Just how kinky is Lord White?” she asked
nervously.

Miranda grinned. “You'll find out. Which
reminds me.”

She bent Jordan over the chest, humming to
herself, then pressed something against her back passage.

Jordan gasped. “What is that!?”

“A butt-plug, in case he wants to use your
lovely bottom.”

Jordan felt the thick plug sliding into her,
then felt it narrow abruptly until it felt no thicker than a
pencil, then with something flat pressed against the outside of her
tiny back opening.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Gulping, Jordan obeyed, and then felt oiled
fingers pushing into her pussy. A moment later something thicker
pushed into her.

“What are you doing now!?”

“Whatever I wish. You're a slave girl,
remember. You don't get a say in things.”

“Miranda!”

Crack!

“Mistress.”

This was longer than the plug, more like a
dildo, she thought, and slid high inside her. It had a slim base
that curved up an inch or so across the top of her sex, and she
felt Miranda somehow attaching it to the plug in her bottom.

“There. That should keep,” the redhead said,
drawing her upright.

She had Jordan's own high heels in hand and
helped her into them, then did them up before producing a chain
which turned out to be a leash. She clipped that to a ring on the
front of the collar, then, winking, tugged and led her out of the
closet.

“Miranda! What are you guys planning!?”

Miranda tsked, then turned her and bent her
over a dresser.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Miranda! Don't! Ow!”

“Mistress. Say it.”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Okay! Mistress!

Crack!

“Don't forget it, bad girl.”

She drew her upright and tugged on the leash
again, leading her out into the bedroom, then out into the hall.
Jordan began to feel nervous again, looking around anxiously in
fear someone would see them. It was all very well for Miranda. She
was fully dressed!

She tugged against the scarf and watched
every door they approached, listening intently as the redhead drew
her on up the broad corridor, then down the wide, spiraling front
stairs. It felt very, very strange walking around naked like this,
her wrists tied behind her. It made her very nervous, but also...
filled her with a simmering heat.

It was like being a slave girl, after
all!

She looked down and saw the slim base of the
dildo, or whatever it was, pressed against the top of her sex. The
base simply looked like a slim, curved piece of hard, black leather
covering her pussy (though barely). At least from the front.

Miranda led her through another corridor and
then into a huge dining hall. It had a twenty-foot high ceiling,
and there were banners, spears, swords, axes, and shields attached
to the wall all around the room. The dining table was big enough to
seat several dozen, but Lord White sat alone at the far end.

Miranda led her there, but rather than
sitting her down, pushed her onto her knees next to his chair.

“Ah, here's my little slave girl,” White said
with a grin.

“You are a very strange man!” Jordan
gulped.

“Oh, surely not. One is not strange or crazy
once one has reached a certain height,” he said. “One is merely...
eccentric.”

Miranda left the room, and Jordan looked
around uncertainly.

“Time for lunch. You Americans do eat lunch,
do you not?”

“Not naked.”

“But I like you naked.”

She felt a little rush of pleasure, but also
indignation.

“You should remain naked, collared, and
shackled at all times, as my slave girl.”

“It would get a little chilly in the winter,”
Jordan complained.

“I would endeavor to keep you heated up.
Speaking of which.”

He pulled a box from his pocket and did
something to it, and Jordan felt the base of the thing inside her
start to vibrate. She yelped and jerked her legs closed, then
widened them, staring down at it. She squeezed her thighs closed
again, hunching over as the raw sensation poured through her.

“Oh! Turn it off!” she squealed.

“Too powerful?”

“Yes!”

“Say please.”

“Please turn it off!”

“Say master.”

“Please turn it off, master!”

It stopped and she groaned, still grinding
her thighs together for a few seconds before eaasing them
apart.

“Let's see, it has a pulsing option,” he
muttered.

The thing turned on again, only instead of a
stead vibration it... pulsed, just as he said, then began to pulse
in a pattern which had her squeezing her thighs together again.

“Please, Master!” she gasped.

“You don't like vibrators?”

“Fuck!”

“Such language will not be tolerated from a
slave girl,” he said sternly.

He pulled his chair back from the table, then
jerked on the leash, pulling her up and forward. He reached for her
arm, and then dragged her up across his lap on her belly.

Crack!

“Ow!'

“Bad girl.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Naughty girl.”

Crack!

“Owh! Lord White!”

Crack!

“Call me master.”

Crack!

“Ow! Master! Please stop!”

Crack!

“You have to be taught not to use obscene
language, slave girl.”

Crack!

“Oh! I won't!”

She felt his fingers sliding down, and then
he unfastened the vibrator thing from the butt-plug and began to
pump it in and out. At the same time, his fingers rubbed her
clitoris as Jordan gasped and moaned and stared at the floor
beneath her upside-down head.

Her body was heating up again, and she felt a
flood of pleasure every time his fingers stroked her clitoris.

“Are you sorry for being a naughty girl?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Master. Try again.”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

“Apologize for being a naughty girl.”

She shuddered as the vibrations began to have
quite a different effect on her body now. The dildo pumping in and
out and his fingers stroking her clitoris were quickly bringing her
to a feverish need even as she squirmed and her bottom burned.

“I-I'm sorry for being a … a naughty girl,
Master,” she gasped.

“Well then we'll hear no more about it,” he
said.

He pulled her back and let her settle on her
knees again, then pulled the chair back in behind the table as
Jordan continued to squirm at the way the vibrator buzzed against
her.

Miranda walked in, pushing a cart loaded with
food, then transferred bowls and plates from it to the table. She
sat down, then, on the chair to Lord's right. That put her on
Jordan's right as she knelt facing Lord White.

“How's the little slave doing?” she
asked.

“Wriggling around, rather a lot,” he
replied.

“Oh? Perhaps she needs a spanking.”

“Just had one.”

“Really? Then perhaps something stronger? A
strapping perhaps, or I could flog her breasts.”

“But they're such pretty breasts,” Lord
said.

“You two are both perverts!” Jordan
exclaimed.

“Oh, now she's being quite naughty,” Lord
said.

“I've just the thing,” Miranda said.

She slid off the chair and gripped Jordan's
hair, then yanked it back sharply enough to make her cry out and
force her mouth wide. Then she pushed... a black ball into her
mouth, one large enough it pressed down on her tongue even while
pressing up against the roof of her mouth. She drew a thin strap
across her cheeks and buckled it behind her head, then reached down
and shoved her legs wider apart.

“Keep your legs spread wide, sex slave,” she
purred. “That's what sex slaves do, you know.”

Jordan trembled with heat as she moaned
around the ball-gag. She was fairly sure she knew what it was, and
felt that dark sense of unreality settling over her again as her
lips pressed down against it.

“We were going to feed you, slave girl,”
Miranda said as she took her seat again.

“But you're a naughty girl,” Lord said. “So
you can just watch us eat.”

They both began to do just that as Miranda
looked anxiously up at them and fought the urge to close her thighs
together.

“She's still squirming,” Miranda said after a
minute.

“Well, perhaps if you flog her breasts.”

“Excellent idea,” she replied.

The redhead got up and walked across the
room, opened a cabinet, and came back with a short, thin
leather-wrapped handle which had what seemed like dozens of very
thin black, too-long laces dangling from the end. She hummed to
herself, then knelt beside Jordan and pulled on her hair, forcing
her head back so far she was looking up at the ceiling.

“Bad little slave girls are always punished,”
she said.

She was kneeling in place next to Miranda and
now straddled Jordan's own left leg which was stretched wide to the
side. That put her own knee in against the base of the vibrator and
jammed it in harder against the moaning blonde girl's pussy.

Jordan shuddered as the sensations redoubled,
then she saw Miranda swing the thin handle forward and saw the
laces fly forward and down to land on her breasts with stinging
impact. She squealed in disbelief and startled pain, but with
Miranda's knee pressed against her sex and the redhead holding her
hair back firmly she had little leverage to move.

And after the initial shock at the impact,
she realized the laces were not very thick nor heavy, and the
stinging was fairly light. Nevertheless, the girl swung it down
again and again and again and the continued crackle of little
stings against her breasts was making them sparkle with
sensation.

They soon felt hot and sore, her nipples hot
little pebbles as the redhead brought the flog down again and
again. But her own response was grinding her pussy against
Miranda's knee, with the vibrating base between them, and the heat
rapidly outweighed what pain there was until a massive orgasm tore
through her.

She cried out all the breath in her lungs,
her hips grinding feverishly against Miranda's knee, her head
jerking and her body shaking as every muscle in her body spasmed
repeatedly.

After the orgasm faded Miranda let up on her
hair and drew her forward again, then got up and sat down to
continue eating.

Jordan knelt in place gulping in air, her
head down, moaning around the gag as she tried to fit her scattered
wits together again. She could see her breasts were now pink and
covered in thin lines from the flogging. Her nipples throbbed
powerfully, and the vibrator was still buzzing against her.

Lord White turned to her after a minute.

“If you've learned your lesson and will
behave we could give you a little something to eat, slave
girl.”

Jordan groaned and then nodded
uncertainly.

Miranda got up again and removed the gag,
then sat down.

“Apologize for your impertinence, slave,”
Lord said.

“I... I-I apologize for my im-pertinence...
master,” she said.

He cut a piece of what turned out to be steak
and then held it out before her lips with two fingers.

She stared at it, hesitated, then licked it
from his fingers.

She hadn't eaten since breakfast, after
all.

After she'd chewed and swallowed it Miranda
held out another piece, and she leaned in to grasp it only to have
the redhead pull it back.

“What are you?” she asked with a stern
look.

Jordan gulped. “I'm a slave girl, Mistress,”
she said.

Miranda held the piece of steak out and
Jordan licked it from her fingers.

A minute later White held out a piece.

“What are you?”

“I'm a slave girl, Master,” she replied.

Saying it gave her a squirmy feeling down
low.

She took the piece of steak from his fingers,
chewed, and swallowed.

After that, every time one of them held a
piece of food out she had to say the same thing.

Then when they switched to desert she had to
say “I'm a sex slave,” instead.

It was deeply strange, darkly thrilling, and
gave her feel a strange sense of actually being a sex slave.

Which was, of course, absurd!
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After lunch, she and Miranda went over more
of the list of artifacts and security considerations. The only
difference was Jordan remained naked save for the stockings,
gloves, shoes, and collar, and her wrists remained tied behind her
back. The vibrator was out of her, at least, but the butt-plug was
still inside her.

Miranda handled the laptop and made the
changes to the list as they discussed it. And any time Jordan
forgot to address her as mistress she got a slap on the bottom.

Her bottom began to get sore before long!

Then Miranda took her upstairs – leading her
by the leash – to see White again. She left her in an office, this
time, standing before a large, old desk, feet well apart, back
straight, and shoulders back.

“And you'll get a flogging if he comes in and
finds you in any other position,” the redhead warned.

As she stood there, she let her mind consider
how astonished any of her colleagues would have been if they'd
known this was how she was dealing with Lord White. She was quite
sure Makinaw would be outraged. On the other hand, she was equally
sure Makinaw would have loved to treat her in a similar
fashion.

Her feminist friends from college would be
similarly outraged and similarly interested in making her their
slave girl.

What was it about her that made people think
of her this way, she wondered. Was it just the breasts? They were
big but not enormous. Was it being blonde? Was it the combination?
She thought of herself as an intelligent, capable young woman. Why
did other people think of her as a sex slave!?

And why did the idea turn her on so
much!? It mystified her how aroused she'd gotten at certain points
today, and how incredibly intense her orgasms had been. She had
been in a non-stop state of arousal to varying degrees since she'd
arrived. She was still aroused, her nipples achingly hard, her
pussy wet, a low crackle of sexual electricity rippling
continuously through her body.

White arrived and she jerked anxiously,
pulling her shoulders back more to push her chest out. He walked up
to her and examined her, then reached out and cupped her left
breast, squeezing it gently and letting his thumb stroke across her
nipple.

“Well, these seem back to their normal
coloration,” he said. “Just as lovely as ever. Of course, you could
get worse if you are impertinent again,” he said, pointing a finger
at her.

“Yes, Master,” she gulped.

He walked around and sat down behind his
desk, then consulted his computer monitor, scrolling through
something before looking up at her.

“Well then, we have a tentative agreement on
things,” he said. “You've seen this?”

“Yes... Master.”

“And it satisfies you and your, er,
clients?”

“Yes, I think so, Master.”

“Good. Good. There are only a few things,
then.”

She frowned. “There's... more? Master?”

“Oh, just incidentals, such as my
payment.”

She stared at him in surprise.
“Payment!?”

“Oh not in money, slave girl,” he said,
waving the idea away.

“I... the embassy hasn't allowed for any sort
of... payment... Master?”

“Not from the embassy, from you.”

“Me?” she squeaked.

“Yes. I find your assistance on this matter
very helpful and shall so inform your embassy. In fact, I found you
so knowledgeable and so appreciate your industrious attention to
detail I would like your help with cataloging more of my
collection. This would, of course, require you to spend more time
here; a matter of a few days. Perhaps a week,” he said.

Jordan stared at him, feeling strange ripples
of alarm and excitement as well as anxiety and uncertainty.

“I... don't think the embassy would allow –
.”

“Oh, I'm quite sure they will. Once I put it
to them that these artifacts will also be made available for future
touring exhibitions.”

He got up and came over to her, then reached
behind her back and untied the scarf, releasing her wrists. He drew
over a low backed chair then, one with padded arms.

“Sit.”

He pushed her down into it.

“Raise your legs and drape them over the arms
of the chair.”

Heart beating faster, Jordan complied.

“Slump down. More, slave girl.”

He moved to his desk and opened a drawer,
then took something out and came back to her. It was a very
realistic looking dildo – a very long, thick dildo! He handed it to
her and she stared at it with open mouth.

“Take it into your mouth,” he said
softly.

Jordan looked at him in disbelief, then at
the dildo. She raised it slowly to her mouth and then, stretching
her mouth wide, slowly worked the head through her lips.

He walked around and sat down behind the
desk, looking at her.

“More,” he said.

Chest tightening, Jordan pushed the thick
dildo deeper into her mouth, then pumped it in and out at his
orders.

“Enough. Now put it into your hot little
pussy.”

This was outrageous! It was insane! But the
very idea was setting her mind afire with dark hunger and outraged
heat. She moaned and pushed the thing against her pussy, then began
to work it into her body as he looked on. She shuddered as she
pushed it deeper, her pussy already burning.

“Masturbate for me, slave girl,” he said
softly.

Moaning, her body thrumming with heat, Jordan
worked the dildo deeper and deeper, her other hand creeping down
until she could rub her clitoris with her fingers. Almost at once
she felt a massive surge of sensation and pleasure and rubbed
faster and harder.

She stared at him, her eyes narrowing to
slits, gasping for breath as the heat overcame her, and then the
orgasm tore into her and threw her head back. She forced the dildo
deeper, heedless of the pain, crying out weakly as her fingers
rubbed frantically against her clitoris.

Suddenly White was there, standing behind the
chair. He gripped her hair and forced it back further, and then his
cock, hard and thick, pushed in through her open mouth.

Jordan felt herself melting in the fiery
heat. She thrust the dildo deeper, wanting, needing every inch
inside her trembling body. She pumped it in and out as she rubbed
her clitoris, and gurgled weakly as White pushed his cock deep into
her throat.

That ached but she didn't feel the same sense
of gagging as before. Instead, she was transfixed by the dark
eroticism of having his long, thick organ caressing the insides of
her throat. Her hips bucked up against her fingers, against the
dildo, and she felt a second orgasm shatter her mind as White drove
his cock fully into her throat and started pumping in and out.

*

At the end of the day, she was standing
before Makinaw's desk, fully clothed, this time, and explaining
what Lord White wanted.

“Well, that's very inconvenient,” Makinaw
growled, frowning at her. “On the other hand, that's quite a list
of artifacts. Having it available for future tours would... make a
lot of people happy in the cultural community.

What she meant, Jordan knew, was, happy with
Angela Makinaw. No doubt she would brag to the ambassador and claim
it was some careful plan she'd made to get White's acceptance.

“And it's not like we can't spare you for a
week,” she sniffed.

Jordan carefully kept her face neutral.

It had been an insane day. And even now as
she stood before Makinaw she had the butt-plug inside her. White
had 'ordered' her to keep it there. Perhaps as importantly, Miranda
had told her she needed to get her body used to penetration there
for White would certainly want to use her there again and it would
lead to much more comfort if she was prepared.

It made her feel slutty, though, but in a
strangely exciting way, rather than guilty.

She would have liked to discuss things with
someone but there was absolutely no one she would even think of
mentioning the day's events too. She would be utterly mortified if
anyone she knew found out!

She didn't feel ashamed of herself, though,
not really. Not as long as no one knew.

She checked a few messages, replied to a few
emails, then went home, her mind filled with the dark imagery of
the day, and trying to think of what it would be like to spend a
solid week with White at his castle! God! What would he and Miranda
do to her!? What would they expect her to do!?

She didn't mind his dark little game. In
fact, she thought it was quite thrilling. But it still raised
anxieties in her mind. Looking back, she could hardly believe some
of the things she'd done. And the worst wasn't even the sex! No,
being tied up and led by a leash by Miranda was shocking. So was
kneeling naked and eating out of their hands. Being spanked was
also bizarre – and bizarrely thrilling to remember.

She was so focused on the events of the day
she didn't notice anything about her surroundings, really, not
until she approached the front door to her three-floor walkup and
sensed the man behind her just as she unlocked the door. She
quickly slipped in and closed the door behind her. It was a glass
door, and she recognized him at once.

It was Dehwar again!

He smiled at her through the glass, then
began to kiss it. He put both hands on the glass and pressed his
big lips against it in a long, insane kiss against the glass that
grossed her out and sent her scurrying up the stairs.

She called the police even before she reached
her apartment.

She was mildly hysterical on the phone, and
the police arrived quickly enough to find him still there – and
still kissing the glass door. Unfortunately, they seemed to find
this entertaining, rather than threatening. They did arrest him, at
least, and took her report, then drove him away as she double and
triple checked her door locks.

His presence had disrupted her thinking about
White and Miranda, but with him arrested she quickly settled back
to considering it.

Then, shortly after she'd finished dinner,
her bell rang. She instantly felt anxious again, afraid it was
Dehwar returning.

“Yes, what is it?” she asked the
intercom.

“Boyd's delivery. Got a package for you,
mum,” a male voice said.

“A package? You must be mistaken. I'm not
expecting any packages!”

“Jordan Argyle-Windsworth?”

“Yes.”

“Then it's for you.”

“Well... who's it from?”

There was a pause. “Someone named Stafford,”
he said. “Can't make out the first name.”

“I'll come down,” she said.

The package was large but not heavy. She
carried it awkwardly up the three flights of stairs and into her
apartment, then set it on her tiny round table, staring at it
wonderingly as she fetched a knife from the kitchen to cut through
the tape closing it.

There was a note on top. It said, “Wear this
when you come next week.”

The item on top was a black leather collar.
There were also four similar but smaller black leather restraints
which closed with buckles and little snaps. Below that was a …
belt. Only it was a T-shaped belt, with the upper, horizontal part
folding around her waist and the longer, vertical part dropping
down her abdomen, going between her thighs, and then coming back up
between her buttocks to attach to the horizontal part at the small
of her back.

Attached to the inside of the vertical belt
were a black dildo, and next to it a small round cockhead. Jordan
stared at them and it in disbelief for long seconds, imagining
herself wearing them! Worse, wearing them and the collar and
restraints.

The next item was a sort of leather harness.
Two loops of straps clearly intended to fit around, as opposed to
over her breasts, another strap that went behind her back, and two
smaller ones that went up and ended in clips. She was mystified by
this, at first, but it was such an outrageous looking thing she had
to strip and put it on, then put on the collar and gloves.

She then realized, looking at herself in the
mirror, that the shorter straps were intended to clip to the ring
at the front of the collar, and did that. The straps were a little
loose around her breasts, but they could be tightened, and she did
so. That made her breasts throb!

There was also a pair of very, very high
heeled boots that looked like they would reach high on her thighs.
And did. She looked absurdly sexual in the outfit, but that still
roused her to the point she decided to try the belt on as well.

She put some baby oil on the back plug, then
placed the belt on a bench and lowered herself, sliding her pussy
down the dildo until she felt the plug against her bottom, then
rolling her hips and forcing herself slowly down until it was fully
inside her and the belt was flat against her body.

She drew the belt up her back, then pulled
the horizontal part around her waist to buckle together in front of
her, then pulled up the front strap and snapped that in. It was
quite tight, but not uncomfortably so, and when she stared at
herself in the mirror there was no way of telling that the strap
had a dildo and butt-plug on the inside – now up inside her.

This is insanely slutty and kinky! she
thought, staring at herself in the mirror.

She put the restraints around her ankles,
then the others around her wrists, and posed for herself in the
mirror, feeling a sense of delicious heat at how sexy she
looked.

The problem came when, aroused, and wanting
to touch herself, she tried to unbuckle the belt at her waist. The
belt snapped into the buckle much like a seat belt would, yet there
was no button to release it. She stared at it and eventually saw a
small keyhole at the top of the buckle, but through she searched
with increasing desperation she found no key in the box!

Then she realized she couldn't remove the
collar, either! Nor, with the restraints around her wrists and
ankles, which she also could not remove, could she take off the
gloves and boots! She was locked into the entire absurdly perverted
outfit with no way of getting it off!

She snatched up the note again and read
through it, and then, down at the bottom, she read “PS, don't try
this on ahead of time.”

Well, that was so good to know! Now what was
she to do!?

The only phone number she had was for Sir
Stafford and he wasn't answering. She had an email for Miranda but
there was no answer from her either! She couldn't wear this all
night! She paced back and forth – carefully given how high the
stiletto heels on the boots were.

She thought about somehow cutting them off,
but the collar and restraints were quite thick leather. She
certainly didn't have anything in the apartment which would cut
them very easily! And the belt around her waist and descending down
between her legs, though leather, had a thin metal strip running
down the center. How could she get that off!?

It was a ridiculous position to find
herself in, and so extremely frustrating.

The only idea she could think of was to drive
out there! But she had no car! And how could she possibly be seen
in public with these things on!? And yet, what choice did she
have?

She found her longest dress in the closet,
added a jacket with long sleeves, and a scarf to cover her neck.
Now, as long as she didn't take long strides, no one would see the
leather restraints around her ankles. And as long as she didn't
thrust her arms out the sleeves would cover the ones around her
wrists while the scarf covered the collar.

No one would think twice of seeing the gloves
these days, so long as they couldn't tell they ran almost to her
shoulders, and they couldn't.

She was still extremely nervous as she left
the apartment, holding tightly to the railing as she descended the
stairs. Out front, she walked to the bus stop – carefully – and
waited. She was extremely nervous and self-conscious, the fear of
what would happen, of how humiliated she would be if she were
somehow caught like this filling her mind.

The bus came, and she took it to a street
near a car rental agency she had called. They were open until ten
and had a car available. She felt even more self-conscious in the
bright lights of the car hire place, and kept tugging on her
sleeves to keep them down over her restraints.

She listened politely to the man behind the
desk while cursing furiously on the inside and wanting him to just
give her the keys. She signed the papers, then went out and finally
got into the car with a tremendous sense of relief.

Finally, she was in private – more or less –
and headed south towards the castle. She observed the speed limit
very carefully, not wanting to risk being pulled over. Most of the
trip passed without incident. But once she turned off the highway
and onto the narrow road which led towards the town of White Hook
she noticed headlights behind her.

Quite close behind her. She sped up a little,
and they also sped up. She scowled at them, thinking it was an
impatient driver who wanted to speed, but it was hard to see given
the lack of any overhead lights. Finally, she found a place to pull
over, though she was half in the grass there.

To her surprise, the car also slowed and
pulled over. Now she felt a sudden jolt of alarm. The car had
pulled over next to her, and she looked across and saw a shadowy
face – wearing a turban looking back. She gasped and tried to go
forward, but the other car accelerated too and then turned in front
of her. Jordan was forced to turn as well, and then screamed as the
car suddenly plunged down a short incline then got stuck.

She scrambled out of the car as a man ran up
to her. He was wearing a mask and it was dark but she was sure it
was that crazy Dehwar guy again! He grabbed her and she twisted
free, then brought the pointy toe of her boot up between his legs,
which caused a shrill scream on his part as she turned and fled
into the dark field of tall grasses.

She ran north in the same direction the road
was going. At first, she heard sounds behind her, but then they
faded. Frightened, she kept plunging through the grass. That was
not an easy walk given her high heels and how tight the dress was
around her ankles! She was grateful for the gloves, and how high
the boots were.

She continued on towards the castle, edging
in closer to the road so she kept track of where she was. Her fear
gave way to frustration and anger. This was all insanely stupid!
And it was all White's fault! And maybe Miranda's too!

Almost two hours later she walked up to the
gate of the castle and pressed the signal button. She waited but
there was no answer. She pressed it again, and again and again, but
there was no answer. What if they weren't even there!?

Frustrated, she walked around the wall,
looking for another entrance. Around the side, she saw a trellis
which might be climbable and proceeded to try. It caught at the
dress repeatedly, though, and she had to keep jerking the fabric
away.

She was able to reach the top of the wall,
and very carefully pulled herself over, swinging first one leg,
then the other across. There was no trellis to climb down on the
inside, however. So all she could do was slowly lower herself until
she was clutching the edge of the wall with her gloved hands.

It wasn't a tall wall, so the ground was not
too far below her feet. But jumping with high heels was not a good
idea. She was going to have to be very, very careful, and be
prepared to drop and roll. Taking a deep breath, she dropped.

Unfortunately, she'd been paying so much
attention to her fall she hadn't paid attention to the fact her
skirt, which she'd had to hike up almost to the waist to climb over
the wall, was hung up. When she dropped, the dress was yanked up
under armpits! Which, on the other hand, had the effect of
supporting her just above the ground.

She let herself down further by letting the
dress slide up over her shoulders and then dropped almost lightly
to the ground. She still fell on her now mostly bare bottom, but
did herself no damage. She got to her feet and found the vegetation
which her dress had hung up on had sprung back up to where her
dress was now out of reach.

“I hate this place!” she screamed.

She stomped forward towards the door and
promptly fell as her heels dug into the soft earth. Cursing, she
picked herself up and walked more carefully until she got to the
pavement, then picked up the pace, now beginning to worry about
what she'd do if no one was really home. She didn't even have a
dress now, for heaven's sake!

And what would she do if that man answered?
The butler guy!? What if Miranda had gone home and White was off
somewhere!? What then!?

She pressed the bell, her arms across her
chest, and waited, heart pounding anxiously.

She pressed it again, and then again!

There was no answer!

Hopeless, she turned and stared out over the
yard, wondering what to do next.

Then the door opened behind her. She spun
around and felt a tremendous sense of relief when White looked at
her in surprise.

“Ahm, Ms... Argyle... well, slave girl,” he
said.

“Don't you call me slave girl! You sent me
this stuff and didn't tell me it locked and couldn't be taken off!”
she exclaimed, slapping his chest. “Do you have any idea what I had
to do to get here!”

She tried to punch him but he simply swayed
back, grabbed her wrists, spun her around, and then quickly locked
her wrists together behind her back.

“Calm down, and we'll go in and talk, shall
we?” he said in amusement.

It wasn't like she had a lot of choices!
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Half an hour later, sitting in an enormous
bathtub with scented bubble bath up to her chest and a glass of
wine beside her, she felt considerably better. She had babbled out
all the events of the night to Lord White, who had calmly brought
her up here, drawn the bath, removed all the bondage gear, listened
to her, and then settled her in the enormous tub before bringing
her wine and leaving her for a time.

She was far more relaxed, clean, warm, safe,
and admiring how beautiful the bathroom was, not to mention its
relaxing décor, and soft music played from a hidden speaker.

The door opened and White entered. Jordan
noticed that he was now wearing a robe – the same one she'd had on
her first visit. He grinned at her and then opened it and she
inhaled sharply, then felt a sudden rising sense of squirmy heat
and uncertainty even as he got into the big tub and settled in next
to her.

“I've arranged to have your car retrieved and
driven up to the castle,” he said.

“Thank you.”

“I've also spoken to the police about your
foreign friend. He'll be deported.”

“What? Deported? Just like that!?”

“He shall be informed that his choices are to
accept removal or go to jail for some years. I believe he'll accept
removal.”

“But... how... ?”

“I have some small influence with the
authorities,” he said.

“You must have a lot of influence! They sure
didn't pay any attention to me!”

“How foolish of them. I enjoy paying
attention to you,” he said.

Jordan flushed.

“You are my only slave girl, after all.”

“I'm not your slave girl,” she grumbled.

He slid his arm around her.

“Hmm, but it's so fun to pretend
otherwise.”

His hand slid under the water and cupped and
squeezed her breast as he kissed her, and Jordan felt her body
almost instantly begin to respond. She kissed him back, and then
let her legs spread aside as his hand slid down her body and his
fingers found her sex.

He drew his lips back, smiling, then gripped
her hair and pulled it back until she gasped, head forced back.

“Call me master,” he whispered.

“Master!” she gasped softly.

“Again,” he said, leaning in to chew his way
lightly along the nape of her neck.

“Master!” she moaned.

“Which makes you what?”

“Your slave girl!”

“Hmm. Yes, that would be it. You'll have to
be punished, you know.”

“What? For what?”

He gave her a look and she licked her lips
uncertainly. “For what, master?”

“For ruining those lovely boots Miranda
bought for you. With my money, I might add.”

“They were slutty.”

“Yes, the way I like my sex slaves to
be.”

She flushed as his fingers stroked her under
the water.

“Are you going to lock me up in the
dungeon?”

“Hmm, not quite.”

“Spank me?”

“Not exactly.”

“What?”

*

They returned to the dungeon. He had dressed
while Jordan remained naked save for a collar he'd put around her
neck. He hadn't tied her up, though, and she followed a bit
nervously as he led her down the stairs and into the dungeon. The
closer she got to the cell she'd been in, though, the more her body
filled with sexual tension and anticipation.

He led her past the cell, though, and it felt
quite... eerie in the old dungeon given it was lit only with harsh
bare bulbs from a wire tacked to the ceiling. They passed the cell
and then came out into an open room with a rounded ceiling.

“This is part of the original Roman fort,” he
said. “And likely used for the same thing my ancestors did.”

“Happy parties?” she asked nervously, looking
around the dark stone room.

He lit a torch on the wall, then went around
the room lighting more. There wasn't much in the way of furniture,
but a modern chest of drawers sat against one wall. There was an
odd-looking wooden frame attached to the wall, which had what
looked like leather straps on the corners. There was also a series
of iron rings driven into the ceiling through which much more
modern looking chains passed and went down the wall to a lever.

White brought her over to the chest of
drawers, opened the top drawer, and took out a large, thickly
padded leather bracelet of a sort. It was twice as wide, and much
more heavily padded than the ones she'd had on before.

“What on Earth is this?”

“Slave girls don't ask questions. They just
do as they're told,” he said as he slipped her wrist into it,
tightened it, and then began to do up several straps.

He dropped her wrist and then took another
thick leather restraint from the drawer to fit around her other
wrist as she examined the first one.

“Do you think I'm superman or something?” she
asked.

It certainly did seem awfully heavy to hold
her wrists together! After all, he'd managed to do that quite
easily with just the belt of his robe!

He locked them together in front of her, then
walked her into the center of the rounded room and lifted her arms
high. She looked up as he drew a hook down and slipped it through
the rings on the restraints.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“What did I tell you, slave girl?”

“I'm not a slave girl,” she said almost
absently.

He went to the wall and turned the lever, and
the chain pulled more tautly against her wrists. Then he came back
to her and slapped her bottom lightly.

“Lift your right ankle.”

She looked down and saw he had a much thinner
leather restraint in his hand. She lifted her ankle and watched him
slip it around her ankle, then did the same with her other leg.

Her insides were starting to feel a lot of
sexual pressure now, her nipples tingling and her breasts swollen.
She watched as he clipped little hooks to her ankles restraints,
then drew the chains aside. Then –.

“Oh!” she gasped, as he tugged on the chain
attached to her right ankle and pulled it out to the side so it was
off the ground.

“Mister... Lord White!” she exclaimed.
“James! What are you doing?”

He ignored her, except to cross to her other
side and tug on that chain too. This time she squealed louder as
both her feet were pulled off the floor, leaving her suspended
entirely from her wrists!

Jordan stared down the length of her body,
then up, then around as he fastened the chains in place.

“M-My wrists hurt!” she gasped.

“They'll survive.”

It felt darkly thrilling to be hanging like
this, and though her wrists ached they didn't really hurt much.
Still, her arms and shoulders felt the weight, and even the muscles
in her chest felt taut.

“How long are you – ?”

She gasped as he tugged back on her hair. And
then the black ball was pushed into her open mouth. He released her
hair and drew the strap across her cheeks, then fastened it behind
her head.

He went back to the chest and took something
out, then hummed to himself as he also found a thin squeeze bottle
and squeezed some kind of clear jell onto it. He brought the thing
back to her and she saw it was a dildo.

She felt a flush of heat as he grinned at
her. But then he moved behind her and she felt his fingers against
her inner buttocks. She winced and gasped as she felt the pressure
of the thing against her, then felt it twisting and turning and
pushing.

He gathered her hair in and pulled slowly
back, then suddenly jerked sharply enough to make her cry out as
her scalp ached. As she did, he pushed the dildo into her, and it
slid in several inches before her sphincter clamped down.

Being unable to speak, to complain, to
communicate at all made her feel even more helpless than just
hanging in place. She moaned around the gag, looking down at her
swollen breasts and hard nipples, feeling a deep, pulsing heat
gripping her body as he worked the dildo in and out of her
bottom.

He jerked on her hair again and again drove
the dildo inches deeper. Then again, until it seemed to get much
wider, stretching out her back opening so that it ached sharply.
The wide part passed into her and the tension and ache faded,
though the thing was now so high inside her she felt cramps in her
abdomen. It felt like the butt-plug, except much longer.

He went back to the chest as she watched him,
somewhat breathlessly, and then returned with the vibrator, the one
with the long, thick shaft and the little base which pressed
against her clitoris. It too was covered in a clear gel, but she
was already quite wet, and it slid fairly easily up inside her,
despite how tight it was.

White went past her to the wall. There was a
tall, slim frame there on what looked like a wheeled base. He
rolled it back towards her, positioned it in front of her, then
turned it around so that she could see it was a full-length
mirror.

He unhooked the chains from her ankles and
she groaned in relief as she was able to stand again, but then he
went to the wall and turned the lever there, and the chain attached
to her wrist pulled up further, raising her off her feet again.

He turned down the lamps behind her, then
left, snapping off the lights along the hall. Jordan heard the boom
of the main door closing, and she was alone in the silent
dungeon!

There were still a couple of torches lit on
the walls facing her, and that allowed her to see, if dimly. She
could certainly see herself in the mirror, hanging there naked and
helpless!

What was White intending to do to her!? How
long was he going to leave her like this!?

God! She looked so hot and sexy and helpless!
It was outrageous! It was kinky and perverted!

And then the vibrator came to life! She
squealed in surprise, her legs jerking momentarily apart, then
together again. The vibrations were uncomfortably powerful, at
first, but it took very little time before her body drew the
sensations into the dark, pulsing heat of arousal already gripping
her body.

That raised the intensity of the storm of
sensations and arousal, and she began to writhe in place, her hips
undulating, her thighs squeezing together around the vibrator. She
stared at her image in the mirror, transfixed at how incredibly
erotic she looked like this, and let her imagination place her back
in time as a helpless slave girl owned by cruel Roman
overlords.

The first orgasm tore through her and she
cried out, her cry rising, louder and louder as the pleasure rose,
and as she felt the absolute certainty she was all alone and no one
could hear. She let herself fall into the role completely as her
body writhed and jerked and danced in mid-air.

And all the time she watched herself in the
mirror, watched her body arch and twist, watched the play of
muscles below her soft, pale skin, watched the obscene thickness of
the base protruding from her pussy even as she felt the other
squeezed between her buttocks.

The orgasm took her breath away and left her
dazed for a time, but it did little to ease the sexual pressure,
tension, and heat gripping her. She continued to twist and wriggle
and writhe in mid-air, moaning around the gag as heat rolled
through her.

The silence all around her only emphasized
the pounding of her heart and the ragged gasps of her own breaths
as she hung helplessly in place, moaning and staring at herself in
the mirror.

Another orgasm took her, then a third, and
she felt her breathing becoming more ragged, her body feeling more
drained and exhausted as she continued to hang in place.

And then suddenly she saw a shadow looming
behind her in the mirror, and an instant later he gripped her hair
and jerked it up and back.

“Slave girl,” he growled, his breath warm
against her ear.

His right hand slid around her, cupping and
fondling her breasts, rolling her nipples, then slid down her
perspiration coated body, pushing aside the vibrator's tip and
rubbing her clitoris. His fingers were warm and soft, and the
sudden sensations flung her helplessly into a fourth orgasm as she
cried out again and again.

He chuckled low in his throat, then pulled
her ankles apart once more, much wider this time, so that the
tendons in her thighs strained, chaining them in place. He moved
around in front of her and bent to suck and chew on the center of
each breast in turn, his fingers rubbing her clitoris, then
twisting the base of the vibrator back in place to buzz
relentlessly against her.

He went to the chest and opened another
drawer, then returned holding a whip.

“Naughty slave girls must be flogged,” he
said. “It's for their own good, that they learn discipline.”

Jordan moaned, shaking her head and he
smirked and then moved behind her. The whip had a short handle, and
then what looked like dozens of very thin, short black laces. She
gulped in air around the ball gag then cried out as they struck her
back in a wide, spread-out mass.

That hurt! It stung! Well, it stung a
little!

“Slave,” he said sternly

Crack!

He swung his arm again and the laces swept
out to strike her back in a crackle of stings that made her cry out
again.

“Sex slave,” he taunted.

Crack!

She writhed and trembled and cried out as the
thin laces bit into her flesh, dozens of little stings at a single
blow. She felt the next blow against her buttocks, and the next,
and the next, and it began to heat up and throb.

Still, the heat which gripped her remained,
perhaps growing even more intense as she stared at herself in the
mirror, watching her body react to the flogging. Her back and her
buttocks grew warm and sore, but the pain was still much less than
the heat within.

White moved around before her and then
roughly gripped her hair, jerking her head back. He leaned in to
close his teeth against the side of her throat, his lips sucking as
his other hand kneaded her breast.

“Slave,” he whispered. “Sex slave.”

Jordan shuddered and moaned.

He dropped down to his knees and turned the
base of the vibrator away, then pulled, sliding the thick dildo
down out of her before pushing it up again. He pumped it in and out
as he leaned in, and then began to lick her clitoris.

The helpless blonde panted and moaned around
the gag, her heat growing wild and feverish as his tongue licked
hard and fast at her clitoris. He stopped before she could come,
turning the base again so that it was pressed against her
clitoris.

He stepped back, picked up the flog, and
swung it down across her breasts.

Jordan screamed at the impact, but the blow
landed lightly, the thin strings of leather slapping against her
swollen breasts. Still, the sensation was... astonishing, like
nothing she'd ever felt. And then he swung again, and again, and
again, and the laces landed a little harder, the stings becoming a
bit more painful.

Another orgasm exploded within her and she
screamed, twisting and writhing, thrashing in place as he swung the
flog harder and faster, the thin laces slapping down across her
taut breasts again and again as the orgasm tore her mind apart.

He drew back and moved away, leaving her
gasping for breath, trembling, sweating, dazed, and overheated
inside and out. He undid the back of the straps behind her head,
then, and slowly worked the gag out of her mouth. A moment later he
jerked back on her hair sharply.

“What do you call me, slave?”

“Master!” she cried.

“And what are you?”

“I-I'm a slave girl!” she gasped.

“And will you obey your master, slave girl?”
he asked.

His arm slid around her, his hand fondling
her breasts.

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

He eased back, and then she felt his fingers
at the dildo pushed up between her buttocks. She groaned as it was
pulled back. The cramping sensation, along with the feeling of
being so utterly full, went away. But not for long. Soon she felt
something thick and warm pushed up into her bottom, and knew it was
his cock.

She moaned and laid her head back as his cock
pumped slowly in and out, going deeper and deeper until his balls
were jammed against her buttocks.

“What are you?” he asked, jerking on her
hair.

“I'm a slave girl, Master!” she moaned.

“What kind of a slave girl?”

She cried out as he jerked on her hair.

“You're a sex slave. Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

“Again, slut.”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

“Again, slave!”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

All the while his cock was moving in and out
of her, pumping with long, slow strokes which were getting
progressively faster and harder. Her body began to shake as his
hips slapped against her, and his big cock punched deep into her
abdomen with every stroke.

He reached around her with both hands,
pumping the vibrator in and out with one while the fingers of the
other stroked across her clitoris.

Jordan thought she was going out of her mind
but didn't care. The raw sensations were overwhelming her mind and
body, and she screamed as another orgasm tore through her.
Convulsions wracked her body as she trembled and shook, and his big
cock punched into her again and again.
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Jordan groaned weakly. She was hanging upside
down, the thick leather restraints now around her ankles, which
were spread wide apart. Her wrists were chained down and apart to
the floor, much as her ankles had been previously.

It was much easier on her, physically, but it
was... confusing. Being upside-down had made her head pound, at
first, but that had faded.

She was gripped with a low, simmering heat, a
heat which made her want to writhe constantly. She wasn't sure how
long she'd been hanging upside down in the dark. She was...
confused. It was hard to measure time down here.

She still had the vibrator inside her, though
it wasn't turned on. The dildo was jammed into her bottom, as well.
She felt... full, deliciously full down there... up there.

And then, suddenly, the flickering light from
the propane torches brightened, and she was aware someone was there
with her. After a few confused moments, she realized it was
Miranda.

“Well, well, what is our little sex slave up
to?” the redhead asked.

She walked over, her hand caressing Jordan's
buttocks, then fingering her clitoris.

“Are you ready to obey your mistress,
slave?”

Jordan could only moan in response.

She felt herself being lowered and groaned as
her head, then shoulders, then, slowly, the rest of her torso was
laid on the floor. Her ankles came down more slowly, and then she
was laying along the warm stone as Miranda removed the big
restraints from her ankles, and replaced them with smaller
ones.

When she could stand, Miranda led her back
upstairs – leashed, her wrists locked together behind her back. She
led her up to the second-floor room with a thick blue carpet and
high, narrow windows looking out on the gardens.

“On your knees, slave,” she barked.

Groaning, Jordan sank to her knees.

“Sit on your heels and spread your knees as
wide as you can.”

Jordan obeyed, feeling, despite all that had
happened to her and despite her weary achiness, dark heat rising
again.

“Sex slave,” Miranda taunted.

Jordan flushed.

“Get down on your belly, raise your hips
high, and spread your legs.

Jordan blinked and then fell forward
awkwardly onto her shoulder, then rolled onto her chest. She gasped
at a stinging blow to her bottom and saw that Miranda now had a
slim dark rod or crop of some sort.

“Draw your belly in tighter against your
thighs, slave,” she ordered, slapping the crop lightly but
stingingly down across Jordan's bottom.”

Jordan moaned, her breasts pillowed out below
her, squeezed beneath her ribs against the soft carpet.

Crack!

“Raise that pretty bottom higher, sex slave,”
Miranda taunted. “And spread your legs. Prepare yourself to be
mounted.”

Jordan gasped and obeyed as the tip of the
crop slid over her buttocks and thighs and pressed up against the
base of the vibrator.

“Are you ready to be mounted, slut? Are you?
Do you want a big cock inside you? Do you want a big, muscular man
to kneel behind you and drive his cock into your hot, wet little
pussy?”

She walked around in front of her, her pointy
high heels an inch from Jordan's nose.

“Slave girl,” she said.

She dropped to one knee and wrapped Jordan's
blonde hair around her fist, jerking it up and back. Then she
reached behind her and undid the buckle of the gag, letting the
straps fall and pulling the ball free.

“Are you a sex slave?” Miranda demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” she cried as her
hair was tugged sharply.,

“Are you ready to be mounted?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“I bet you love having a big cock inside you,
don't you, slut?”

Jordan moaned and then gasped as her hair was
jerked.

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Say it.”

“I-I love having a big cock inside me,
Mistress!”

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

“Filthy little slave girl. What makes you
think I want to bother fucking you?”

Jordan felt fingers at her sex, then felt the
vibrator pulled back, but she couldn't see who it was.

“I brought in a stranger I found on the
street in town. His name is Harold. He's going to fuck you instead.
Don't worry that you don't know him. That doesn't matter to a sex
slave. A sex slave is born to be used by anyone who wants her. As
long as her master or mistress permit it.”

Jordan shuddered as something thick was
pushed into her. It slid deep, but she knew it wasn't a cock. It
was cool and slick, and she was sure it was another dildo. It
started to pump in and out, rapidly pushing deeper. And then
suddenly someone's hips were smacking against her upraised
buttocks.

She was sure it was White, but why was he
using a dildo? Was he not able to get erect again so soon after
fucking her ass? How long ago had that even been? She wasn't
sure.

But it felt good. It felt right. Having hips
slapping against her buttocks and a cock inside her was what her
body wanted, what it needed.

“Dirty little blonde girl,” Miranda said.
“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Mistress!” she gasped.

Miranda released her hair, but it was quickly
grasped by someone else, White, she assumed.

“Keep fucking her, Harry. She loves it,”
Miranda said as she walked across the room.

It felt very bizarre being fucked with a
dildo by someone she couldn't see. She was fairly sure it was White
but the mere possibility it wasn't was causing a wild swirl of
uncertainty in her mind – not to mention even more dark, outrageous
heat.

A hand slid down over her hip, then, and
fingers found her clitoris. Jordan cried out at the touch, for the
hand was unquestionably female! The finger was slim and soft, and
she felt her face catching fire as her mind writhed in
embarrassment.

Yet whoever it was they continued to thrust
into her, to jerk on her hair, to rub her clitoris, and the fires
within her continued to crackle and burn. She wanted to cry out,
but couldn't bring herself to speak. She could only stare ahead
with wide eyes as whoever it was continued to ride her.

Then they pulled out. Someone stood up,
releasing her hair, and moved around to stand before her. It was a
girl, slim and pretty, with short hair. She wore a black leather
bodysuit, and it had a big, black cock attached to the front,
thrusting out and curving upward.

“Do you like my cock, slave girl?” she asked
in amusement.

Suddenly someone else knelt behind her, and
also gripped her hair, jerking it up and back as the blonde girl
knelt before her. She took control of Jordan's hair and guided her
lips onto the head of the glistening black cock.

“Suck your mistress' cock, slave girl,” she
purred.

Jordan moaned in confusion and embarrassment,
but her lips slid over the dildo as the girl reached down and
fondled one of her breasts. Then, whoever was behind her, slid
their cock deep into her pussy. And this one, she was sure, was
real! Surely that meant it was White! But what if it wasn't!?

She gurgled as the blonde girl pushed the
dildo deeper into her mouth. The man behind her gripped her bound
wrists, jerking back on them to life her chest off the floor. Then
the blonde pushed the dildo right down her throat!

Miranda knelt next to her, her face
close.

“This is what it's like being a slave girl,”
she whispered. “A sex slave is meant to be used by whoever has her
master's permission to do so. She really has no say in things.”

She chewed lightly on Jordan's ear as the man
behind reached down to fondle her breast, the one the blonde wasn't
fondling.

“Slave girl,” Miranda breathed against
her.

One of her hands slid in under Jordan's belly
and her fingers began to stroke her clitoris, and Jordan bucked and
jerked at the explosion of sensation.

“Sex slave!” Miranda whispered into her
ear.

The blonde was pumping her hips in and out,
sending the big dildo thrusting in and out of her throat as she
gurgled dazedly and started to become light-headed. She felt her
willpower fading, her embarrassment and concern melting under the
rising heat.

What did it matter who was fucking her? All
that mattered was the incredible rush of feverish passion and
pleasure. And then another orgasm took her and sent her mind
tumbling in scattered pieces as she trembled and shook and screamed
around the dildo pumping in her throat.

*

It was a stunning week for Jordan, and almost
all of it was spent in the dungeon naked. It had been an endless
sexual passion story of every kind of sex. It was a week of being
tormented with vibrators until she thought her mind would break, of
being flogged and strapped and disciplined until she almost cried,
of a dark, wild fever-heat which seemed to ooze out of her very
pores.

Now her eyes blinked in the light as she took
the final step up and followed Miranda down the corridor. She was,
of course, naked. Her wrists were bound behind her metal shackles.
And she wore a metal collar around her throat.

These were not the old antiques from the
dungeon. These were brand new, smooth, glistening stainless steel.
Her hair had been washed and brushed, and she had a stainless steel
ball-gag in her mouth.

Miranda tugged on the leash and turned down
another corridor, and then into a sitting room where they found
Lord White sitting in a wing chair.

“Ah, here's my little slave girl,” he said,
turning his eyes her way.

Jordan felt her chest tighten and her pussy
throb as Miranda pulled him closer.

“Down,” she said as they reached his
chair.

Jordan sank to her knees, spreading them
wide, and sitting back on her heels as Miranda handed her leash to
White.

“I trust your week has been entertaining
and... enlightening,” he said.

He snapped his fingers and gestured and she
rose off her heels, shuffling forward on her knees until he could
touch her. He reached behind her head and undid the strap, then
pulled the ball-gag free.

“What is your name?” he asked.

“I'm a sex slave, Master. I have no name,”
she said.

She felt the thrum of sexual excitement
rising at the words.

“So. A nameless slave girl, eh? And are you
an obedient slave girl?”

“Yes, Master.”

She was starting to forget this was a sexual
game. She'd been playing the 'role' of sex slave for a solid week,
now, without letup. And it was a wickedly exciting role, one which,
during times of great pleasure and passion, she let herself forget
wasn't real.

She knew it was, of course, but it was so
deeply thrilling to pretend otherwise.

He unzipped his pants, opened them, and
motioned her forward.

Jordan leaned in eagerly, licking at his
cock, then sucking it into her mouth as it hardened. She bobbed up
and down, sucking and licking as he slid his fingers through her
hair and reached down to fondle her breast.

She made sure she pushed her bottom out and
spread her legs as Miranda and others had taught her. It
reinforced, in her mind, that her body was there for anyone's use,
and served to further excite her at this dark, kinky role.

She took Jordan's cock deep into her throat
and bobbed smoothly up and down. Miranda had used various dildos to
help her perfect her oral skills, and she was quite proud of them.
Even when Lord began to thrust in and out she barely gagged at
all.

He pulled her up by the hair.

“Turn and present yourself for use,” he
said.

Panting, she obeyed, lowering her chest to
the rug, raising her bottom high and shifting her knees apart. He
dropped to his knees behind her and thrust himself into her hungry
pussy, and almost immediately her body began to burn.

He rode her hard and fast, then stretched out
his left leg, bringing his shoe down on her head, forcing it to
turn to the side. The bottom of his leather shoe pressed against
her cheek and she stared at it dazedly, moaning and gasping and
crying out as his hips hammered against her upraised buttocks.

He groped her hair and yanked it back,
slapping her bottom and then reaching under to roughly grope her
breasts.

Her mind dissolved into a dark miasma of
hunger, passion, lust, and pleasure as she gave herself to the
fever, and then the burning grew more and more intense until her
body began to thrash and buck as the pleasure exploded.

After he'd had his pleasure with her he had
her resume kneeling, and asked her questions. She was rewarded with
little pieces of chocolate she got to lick from his fingers. If she
made a mistake, however, he used a thin strap to slap at her
nipples.

Another man arrived, then, a stranger, and
she blushed and looked down. But he was certainly not the first
stranger who had seen her naked in the last week! So she was at
least somewhat used to it.

“So this is your little slave girl is it?” he
asked, sitting down in another wing chair across a small table from
Lord.

“Yes. Lovely, isn't she?”

“Very. You were lucky to find her.”

“Slave,” White said.

He gestured towards the man and, with her
heart suddenly pounding and her mind squirming, Jordan rose and
shuffled over on her knees. Soon she was sucking and licking his
cock, too.

Like I was a sex slave! she thought
excitedly.

He pulled her up and had her straddle the
arms of the wing chair, then sink her pussy down on his cock as he
sucked and licked her breasts and nipples. Gasping, moaning,
whimpering, she rode up and down as she let her head lol back in
boneless pleasure, dazed by the blow-torch heat engulfing her.

This was so wicked and slutty!

She phoned the embassy that afternoon and
informed them she was going to stay with Lord White full time.
Makinaw was, to put it mildly, put out, but she didn't care. She
knew she'd never get another opportunity like this to experience
such wild, unadulterated sexual hedonism, and intended to do it
while she could.

White used her body every day, often twice.
But other men came, as well, as did women, including Miranda.
Anyone who wanted her used her body as he or she or they chose.

When she wasn't being used as a sex slave she
helped Harriet, the maid, the blonde girl who had first used her
with a dildo. She would change bedding and wash them, vacuum, or
sometimes polish silverware. Always while naked, of course.

At other times she would help Miranda in
cataloging and checking on the artifacts downstairs or scattered
around the mansion and castle.

A month after she'd arrived she was brought
down to the dungeon again, gagged, and shackled in the cell as
before. This time she was blindfolded, however. She was a prize in
a scavenger hunt. And she knew when someone had found her because
she would hear the cell door opening, then usually some exclamation
as they saw her chained against the wall.

Then would come fondling and touching and
stroking and squeezing. Mouths would suck and lick at her nipples.
And then her legs would be spread and a cock pushed up into her, or
she'd be turned around, her hips jerked back, and used that way, or
anally.

It was deliciously outrageous!

Towards the end of the evening, someone took
her from the cell, and then her wrists were chained up and out to
the sides. Her legs were spread and her ankle restraints locked in
place. Then she was flogged from thighs to shoulders, writhing and
twisting and crying out in heat and pain.

Two big male bodies pinned her between them,
then, thrusting their cocks up into her and using her hard and
fast, their hands mauling her body.

After that something large and hard was
pushed up inside her, something locked in place, as if on a post on
the floor below. It began to vibrate, and then something pressed
against her clitoris, and that began to vibrate. She writhed and
thrashed and cried out as orgasm after orgasm swept over her, even
as they began to flog her again.

Jordan became intoxicated with her role of
sex slave, sinking into it gleefully, to the point she often forgot
it was a role. She would greet Lord White in the morning by
crawling into his bed and performing oral sex, then help him shower
and dress.

Sometimes he would leave for the day, and
when he returned, she would kneel before him, grasping his ankles
and licking his leather shoes as she told him how much she'd missed
him.

The more degrading she made the role, the
more exciting and thrilling it felt.

It was two months before she left the castle,
riding in his limousine. She wore a very small suede miniskirt with
matching high-heeled booties and a very tight top. She had on a
thin metal choker around her throat as a reminder she was a sex
slave. She had similar metal bracelets around her wrists and
ankles.

They went to London and stayed in a luxurious
townhouse he owned, where he loaned her body to a number of
friends. This no longer bothered her at all. The more men who saw
her and used her the more thrilled she was.

Besides, she didn't like wearing clothes.
They hid how lovely her body was.

One evening she was shackled in place in a
bedroom, standing, wearing only high heels, her wrists above her
head, when a man entered she recognized. It was the American
ambassador.

Her face reddened at this exposure before
someone she actually knew! Not that she knew him well. She'd been
introduced a few times. She knew him in the way any lower-level
employee knew the boss. He certainly knew her, though. He grinned
as his eyes raked her.

“Well, Ms. Argyle-Windsworth,” he said. “I'm
glad to see my intuition paid off.”

He walked up to her and his hands cupped her
breasts, squeezing hard.

“I knew the moment I saw you that you were
the perfect type to satisfy Lord White. He and I are, well, not
friends, perhaps, but we do business together. I recommended you to
him.”

His hands moved over her body as he spoke,
and she saw the front of his trousers bulged.

“I have to admit that much of the reason I
arranged for you to go out there was in hopes he would work his
charms on you. I knew I'd never get my eyes, never mind my hands on
a body like this otherwise.”

He chuckled, turned her, and slapped her
bottom.

“Beautiful ass,” he said.

She heard his zipper going down, then felt
the butt-plug pulled from her and his cock pressed in between her
buttocks.

“I knew I wanted to bury my cock in it the
first day I saw it,” he sighed.

He proceeded to do just that as Jordan's mind
churned with the understanding that the whole time at the embassy
he'd been working to get her over to Lord White's castle in hopes
of her being made into a sex slave! What a pervert he was!

Then again, she was a pervert now, too, and
didn't regret it. It was far more thrilling being a sex slave than
being a junior state department employee dealing with email and
making arrangements for touring exhibits.

Even as his cock began to pump inside her she
felt the now-familiar heat rising. It rose so quickly these days,
after all, and took such powerful control of her mind and body.
Soon he was using her roughly, his hands squeezing her breasts as
he cursed her and his hips slapped against her.

And then he was gone, and she was left to
ponder the ways of the world, and the ways men of power would
cooperate to get their hands on a beautiful girl like her. Well,
she didn't resent it. She would have once, but she wanted their
hands on her now.

She was a sex slave, after all, and there was
nothing more exciting in all the world.

 


END
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