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When I was fourteen my sixteen year old
boyfriend had a Suzuki 400cc motorcycle. That was what we drove
around on for the next two years, until he upgraded to a 600cc
Yamaha. I fell out of love with him eventually, but I fell in love
with motorcycles, particularly dirt bikes.

I got my first dirt bike at sixteen. It was a
Honda, a lean, trim, powerful little bike which let me race up and
down in wild turns through the fields behind town. I'm not sure how
I managed to avoid breaking my fool neck with that thing,
especially at first, given how little experience I had, and how
little caution I took.

I had my share of spills, of course. You
couldn't ride a bike and not have. But they're not the same on a
dirt bike since, unless you're unlucky, you usually find yourself
tumbling through dirt and grass, not sliding across pavement under
the wheels of a big ol SUV.

I was a lithe, coltish girl with great
reflexes, and I got very good with that bike. It was exhilarating
to race up hillsides and literally fly over the crests without ever
being quite sure whether you'd be able to land properly. Until you
did, of course.

I eschewed cars, and because dirt bikes
weren't street legal, got a motorcycle for riding the roads. I
preferred the smaller, more nimble bikes to the 'big dick' 1000cc
Harley Davidsons and the like. They were a lot cheaper, too, and I
wasn't exactly an heiress. And in California traffic, you could
rarely get up to very high speeds anyway except at night.

Anyway, when I was about twenty I moved to
New York city. I wanted a complete change, wanted new experiences,
and wanted to see the world. New York seemed like the best place to
start. I did it on impulse, which is something I'm prone to,
sometimes to my regret.

Especially with men!

Once in New York I wanted to live in
Manhattan, of course. I mean, if you live in one of the other
boroughs you don't get the same authentic experience. Or so I
thought. Reality hit me in the face when I got a look at the
rents!

The thing was, it was expensive everywhere,
even in the boroughs, unless you went far out. So I wound up
settling in Jersey City. It was way cheaper, and the Holland Tunnel
would take me directly across to Soho and Greenwich Village.

The place I got was ultra modern, in a newly
renovated, century old brownstone which had been subdivided into
tiny studio apartments. It had very little room. They called it a
'micro apartment', and it was only about three hundred square
feet!

Think of an apartment designed by Ikea. This
was like that. Everything was modular and made of blonde wood,
including the floor. The 'kitchen' was more of a cabinet with a
built in mini fridge. It had no stove, though it did have two
heating elements on the counter and an overhead microwave.

The bathroom was tiny, with a shower I barely
fit in. There was room for a small sofa across from a small kitchen
table, and then up a five foot high wooden ladder was a sleeping
area. I won't dignify it by calling it a bedroom but it was cozy,
with room for a queen size mattress and a row of built in drawers
along the foot and wall.

It had no windows, but the wall between the
sleeping area and the rest of the apartment was made of slatted
wood, a sort of slat screen wall, so you could see through it. It
even had a door, also of slatted wood. I'm not sure what the
purpose was, though. I suppose if you turned out the lights in
there nobody in the rest of the place would see you, but you'd sure
hear them, so this was not a place for two people to live.

Of course, getting a job was the next
challenge, since I didn't exactly have a big bank account saved up.
I also didn't have more than high school, and not much office
experience (like none). I didn't have the wardrobe to be some kind
of secretary or receptionist, either. Nor, do be honest, the
inclination.

That was how I came to get hired as a
courier. It might be a high tech world, but legal documents still
had to be moved by hand, and there were a ton of those in
Manhattan. Moving around in the city was a nightmare if you were
driving a UPS truck or something similar, so bicycle couriers were
very big. But they had a limited range.

A small motorcycle driven by someone with a
GPS who was willing to take a few chances, well now, that was
ideal. The pay rate was actually pretty good, but only if you
cheated. If you drove along with traffic, obeying all laws, well...
yeah, forget it. Lane splitting is the rule to get past slower
moving traffic, and going through alleys saves a ton of time if you
don't get caught. Speeding, wherever possible, is of course,
routine.

I have a Honda Rebel, which is small and
peppy, but street legal. It won't win any races but it's great for
crowded streets in Manhattan. Of course, I have near misses
regularly, but since traffic generally isn't moving that fast and
I'm young, I figure I'd likely survive most of them pretty
easily.

Like I said, I didn't bring a huge wardrobe
with me to New York. What I did bring were my leathers, which is
what you wear if you're on a bike and want to protect yourself from
the cold and road rash at the same time.

Being a courier rider is ideal, then, since
that was pretty much all I wore every day to work. Mind you, they
were in good shape, except for the jacket, which I had to replace.
The company, Amico, does a lot of business in the Financial
District, and those snooty people don't want scruffy looking
'bikers' strolling into their fancy offices. You have to look
respectable – in a blue collar sort of way.

That means clean, nearly new or looking
nearly new jackets, pants and boots. Same goes for the helmet, even
though you have to take it off before going inside. In fact, they
prefer you chain it to your bike, and unzip the jacket.

I think those rules are meant to keep the
guys from seeming threatening and probably shouldn't apply to me,
but I went along with them. It didn't take much in the way of
complaints from a client before you were out the door and looking
for work as a barrista.

Having long hair with a helmet means you
either get horrible helmet hair a lot, or you tie it into a long
braid that hangs down your back – which invites being harassed by
assholes on the road. So I cut my hair shorter than I generally
would have liked, into a bob.

Its a short reddish brown bob, but with thick
bangs that cut diagonally across my forehead and is made to seem
part of a perfect flow which slides down and back just past my
upper cheeks. It never touches my collar but is full and rich and
soft and feminine looking.

That makes it equally good for going into
fancy offices, and for dancing, which is my third favorite
activity. My favorite activity being biking. Sex would be my second
favorite, when it's done right. Most guys, in my experience, really
need to be schooled in how to do it right, though, so usually
eating is number two and sex falls to fourth place.

Where do guys fail when it comes to sex?
Don't get me going! Just to start, most guys do not know how to do
something as simple as handle a breast. As for oral sex, forget it!
I've never met a guy who had much interest, let alone expertise.
And you're usually better off if they don't even go near your
clitoris! In fact, if I don't have to actually teach them how to
kiss, I figure that's a big bonus in a guy.

Don't get me wrong here. I like guys. They're
sometimes like slow children in their social behavior, but most can
learn, if only because they're panting, slobbering sex addicts and
I'm the girl with their 'fix'.

Not that I have a lot of sex, certainly not
as much as I'd like to have. Casual sex with guys you don't know is
dangerous on so many levels, both physical and emotional. So I have
to invest a certain amount of time in getting to know a guy, and he
has to be willing to do the same.

It's not a moral thing, by the way. I have no
qualms about jumping some guy's bones a minute and a half after
meeting him – if, and it's a giant if – I was sure he was safe,
clean, would not force me into anything, and was really good. And,
of course, if I were attracted to him.

That has never happened, by the way.

Casual sex is easy for guys. I get that. I
even understand why. They don't have any fear, they don't need to
have any emotional commitment, or even like the girl they're having
sex with, and for a guy, sex is always good, even when it's not. As
the saying goes, there' s no such thing as a bad blow job. Guys
come every single time. And how can an activity that always ends in
orgasm be bad?

If girls always had an orgasm during sex,
girls would be having a lot more sex!

Unfortunately....

Now I like feeling sexy, and I like looking
sexy. There's limited ways to do that given what I have to wear
every day to work. And it's usually not a good idea to look too
sexy either, unless I'm in a dance club looking for guys. The hair,
and slightly tight leather pants are about the best I can do.

Because of that I kind of like to feel sexy
on the inside. I admit I have a thing for sexy lingerie, especially
in black lace. That was usually what I wore to work, a nice little
thong with high angled strings crossing my hips, and a lacy bra
with half cups.

How much do I like lingerie? I have tons, and
since my fourth or fifth favorite thing to do (depending on the
day) is taking pictures, I have lots of pictures of myself in
lingerie. Is this self-worship or narcissism? Is it obsessive
compulsive, or a longing for the life of a sexy, party girl or
pinup?

I have no idea. But being sexy, feeling sexy,
looking sexy, is part of my self-image and part of who I am and
want to be. And it's not like anyone else gets to see the pictures.
I mean, if they're lucky they get to see me in lingerie! They don't
need pictures.

It was a cool September morning when I met
Ben Stone, and quite by accident. I was running late. I was
supposed to be in his office by noon, and got there at five past
twelve. I jammed my bike in between two parked cars, popped off my
helmet, locked it in place, ran a quick brush through my hair, and
hurried inside.

It was a seventy story building in the
Financial District. I had no idea what kind of organization it was,
and didn't care. I unzipped my jacket, revealing a maroon t-shirt
underneath and hurried to the elevator, only to get stopped by
Security.

Most buildings you can just go on in, but
this was one more delay, which left me feeling stressed out. I had
to sign in, show ID, and the guard had to call up. I had an
oversized packet, which usually meant legal documents, and they
insisted on putting it through some kind of explosives detector
thing before letting me bring it up.

Now lots of buildings have security,
especially the tonier ones, but this was the first time anyone had
ever waved a wand over my body and put my stuff through an
explosives detector! Still, this is New York, and after only a
couple of months I'd already taken on that kind of New Yorker
sang-froid about security stuff.

By the time I got through the line and
upstairs ten more minutes had passed by, and I was impatient,
irritable, and slightly stressed. I prided myself on punctuality,
and the company really disapproved of anything else.

The elevator was smooth and ultra modern. It
wooshed me and the rest within the car up fairly quickly since it
was a shaft devoted to those going above the 50th floor.
Even so I got there at about quarter past twelve.

The sixty fifth floor was the home of rich
people. You could tell that just as soon as the doors opened. The
walls, instead of being painted plaster, were artfully layered wood
grain panels. The floor in the elevator bay was hardwood, and
highly polished. Once out of there the carpeting was so deep you
could have slept on it.

There was a paneled reception counter area to
the left, with leather chairs facing each other before it. Instead
of the gorgeously dressed kewpie doll I expected, though, there was
a bald, middle aged man in a suit who clearly had major
attitude.

He knew who I was as soon as I appeared, of
course. I was betting they didn't get too many people in leather
pants and jackets there, and checked his shiny gold watch very
deliberately, scowling at me as he raised his eyes.

“Parcel for Mister Stone,” I said, keeping my
tone and expression bland.

“You were instructed to be here before noon,”
he snapped.

“I got held up by security downstairs.”

“If you'd arrived on time that wouldn't have
been an issue.”

“I didn't know security would delay me. If my
company was told they didn't pass that information on,” I said,
still determinedly keeping my voice bland.

The truth is I really didn't like people with
'tude. I have no patience for them and tend to have a smart mouth,
which has gotten me in trouble before.

“Those are excuses!”

I shrugged and handed him the parcel. He all
but snatched it, still glowering.

“You can be sure your company will hear about
this inexcusable delay!” he exclaimed, raising his voice.

“Okay,” I said.

That just made his face red for some
reason.

“Sign here, please,” I said, now determinedly
acting as politely bored as possible.

If there's one thing pompous assholes don't
like when they are yelling at someone, it's that someone showing no
care or concern in their complaints. It's not exactly great public
relations, I suppose, but it's less likely to get me fired than
slugging the guy or giving him the finger.

“We pay a premium for fast service,” he
snapped. “We expect it to get here on time.”

“We have a very high on-time record,” I said.
“But sometimes traffic and other delays make that impossible.”

“Nothing is impossible!” he snapped. “Delays
are the result of poor planning or decision making on someone's
part!'

It was getting harder to just be blandly
polite. Like this asshole in his expensive, but off the rack suit
had any chance whatsoever of zipping through traffic on a bike like
I did every day.

He scribbled something on the paper so hard
it was impossible to read, and shoved it at me. I sighed
mentally.

“Could you please print your name, sir?” I
asked.

“You print my name,” he snapped, walking
away.

“I don't know your name,” I replied.

“Then I guess you'll have a hard time,” he
said over his shoulder.

“Arnold,” a deep voice said suddenly from the
other side of me.

He stopped as if he hit a wall and turned
around even as I did.

“Oh, Mister Stone!” he said, his tone
completely different as he hurried back.

There was a guy there I could have sworn was
Gerard Butler, only with a better shave. He was tall, broad
shouldered, and thick chested, in a pricey suit that probably cost
more than I made in six months. Unlike the other guy, his was
tailored. You can always tell.

“Are those the documents?”

“They just got here, sir. The girl was late,”
he said, giving me an irritated look. “Deidre had to leave for an
appointment and Allison booked off sick.”

“I got held up by security,” I
interjected.

“You're clearly a very suspicious looking
individual,” he said, giving me a bland look. “Lord only knows what
you're hiding in those tight leather pants.”

I felt startled, because in my experience,
guys in suits in offices were so hemmed in by human resource rules
they'd rather glue their eyes shut then be caught even noticing a
woman's looks, much less making any sort of suggestive comment.

“Uh... “

That was me being quick on the uptake.

The bald guy looked a bit aghast himself, not
because he cared about my delicate sensibilities, I was sure, but
because he was clearly an anal retentive rules keeper.

The tall guy, Stone, I guess, was busy
tearing open the package and drawing out a sheaf of papers as he
spoke.

“Doing anything?” he asked, looking up.

“Pardon?” I asked.

“I'd like to send back a signed copy. Can you
wait about ten minutes?”

“Uhm, sure.”

He nodded. “Thank you, Arnold,” he said to
the guy as he turned away.

Arnold? What a name. I very carefully didn't
smirk as the bald guy frowned at the big guy's back, then scowled
at me doubtfully before hurrying back up the hall in the opposite
direction.

I took out my cell and called in, telling
them they wanted me to do another delivery. Then leaned against the
counter, then wandered around the reception area. I'm not good at
doing nothing. I sat down momentarily, then stood up again and
looked down the hall. There was more paneling down the sides. Fancy
place. Lawyers, I thought. Or bankers.

The word 'football' caught my eye because it
was out of place. It was on a trophy in a small glass case, and was
for winning the Battery Park Tournament of Heroes, whatever the
heck that was. There was a picture in the background of a crowd at
a park with the Hudson River in the background.

I would have taken it from an elevated height
if I could have, to get above the trees and get more of the river
in the back.

I'm always looking at pictures, see, and
trying to think if I would have posed them differently, or taken
them from different angles.

I wandered back over to the counter, bored,
and leaned over it, since it was at the right height, and wondered
what it would be like to be stuck behind it all day, sitting in one
of those little swivel chairs looking cute and putting up with
assholes like Arnold every day while smiling till my face hurt.

“Clearly nothing to fear,” said that deep
voice again, this time from behind me.

I straightened up and turned, not sure what
that meant.

“Here,” he said, handing me a smaller
envelope. “It's not urgent. Just get it there within the hour.”

I checked the address. I could get it there
in ten minutes easily.

“Ten minutes,” I said. Then, because he
seemed like a more uhm, normal guy... “Fifteen if I stay off the
sidewalks.”

“That would probably be advisable,” he
replied seriously. “I understand pedestrians frown on bicycles on
the sidewalks.”

“Probably wouldn't like my motorcycle then,”
I replied, just as seriously.

“Probably not. I suppose that's why the
leather. I usually note details like that but I guess I'm slightly
distracted.”

I gave him a blank look.”

“Seeing you all in leather should have
triggered the thought you had come on a motorcycle,” he
explained.

“Oh...”

“But I was... distracted,” he said, looking
me up and down. “You fill out those leathers very well.”

I felt surprised again, but not exactly
displeased. I mean, he was an older guy, sure, probably in his
early to mid thirties, but he was hot. I mean, big, broad
shouldered and good looking, you know. And probably had lots of
money.

“I wear them for safety reasons,” I said.
“Keeps me from getting road rash if I hit the asphalt.”

“I've worn gear for safety reasons in the
past,” he said. “It didn't look as good on me. Then again, I didn't
have the... shape.”

“Your shape looks pretty good,” I said with a
grin.

He was standing very straight, and doing it
naturally, not as if it was a conscious effort. I was starting to
think he had been in the military, because you see that from them.
I pulled my shoulders back a bit as well, which had the affect of
tightening my t-shirt across my chest. I was pleased to see that
aught his eyes a little, though he didn't, of course, stare.

“I work out now and then,” he said. “Maybe I
should take up riding motorcycles,” he said, backing away and
starting to turn.

“They do have advantages in Manhattan.”

“Keep off the sidewalks,” he said, as he
headed back up the hall.

“I'll try.”

I started to head for the elevators then
halted suddenly.

“Oh! Do you have uhm, messenger form...
Mister Stone?”

He turned around but continued walking
backward.

“I am in complete ignorance of the procedures
for sending and receiving these things,” he said. “I'll speak to
Arnold and have him take care of it.”

“Oh, that's okay,” I said hurriedly. “We'll
use the information off the original form to bill you.”

He nodded and turned around, still
walking.

No way I wanted to deal with asshole Arnold
again.

I headed back downstairs, got on my bike, and
headed off for another delivery, wondering a little about Stone. He
sure wasn't the kind of guy I met in clubs. Maybe that was because
most of the guys were my age, and the older ones who came on to me
were mostly... I don't know the word but... they lacked that sense
of power and... and machismo Stone seemed to exude without
effort.

I don't mean they were all small exactly.
Some of them were very into working out and toning their bodies.
But they didn't have his shoulders, or his calm self-confidence. I
was willing to bet he'd spoken admiringly to me not because he
didn't know he wasn't supposed to but because he didn't give a shit
what the rules said.

Probably because he was above them.

There was something attractive about that
attitude, not to mention that power, not to mention his looks and
size. I felt myself toying with the thought of him and me as I
headed up Broadway. It just fantasy since it was unlikely I'd ever
see him again, but it had put my head onto a track it had never
been before.

That was considering the possible advantages
of dating an older man. So many of the guys my age were immature in
various ways. And certainly none had shown that self-assurance when
flirting with me. The older guys I met in the clubs sometimes had
that assurance but in a sleazier, more predatory sort of way that
turned me off.

I headed to lunch after delivering the
package. That means I stopped off on 51st street for a
burger and coke, then wandered over to gawk at St. Patrick's
Cathedral. Hey, I was still kind of a tourist here. And I always
brought my camera wherever I went.

Finding any sort of unique picture of St.
Patrick's was practically impossible, but I tried to be creative
anyway. I spent the next twenty minutes juggling my camera with my
lunch as I tried to find something novel. It was a beautiful
building, and I decided to go inside next time I was nearby.

Then it was back to work. The weekend was
coming, and that meant dancing. I let my mind sift through the
clubs I had still not tried as I headed for my next pickup, twining
in and out of traffic and ignoring the honked horns and occasional
shouted insult.

People get frustrated when they're stuck in
one place, especially when they see someone who isn't.
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Shopping in New York is an adventure. And
when you combine it with exploring the countless small shops and
keeping an eye open for good pictures, it can easily take up a
whole day. I headed south this time when I came out of the tunnel,
and hit the Fulton Market area, then the South Street Seaport,
which had a boardwalk along the Hudson.

After that I headed south on Water and just
kind of wound up at Battery Park. It's a nice area, and while
there's no shopping I was betting I could get some nice pictures.
It was a warm Sunday afternoon and the place was crowded.

I took a number of pictures, again trying for
something better than the usual tourist shots. I wondered what the
place would look like after dark, and what filters I could use if I
came back later. Then I spotted the football game.

I didn't for a moment think it was related to
Stone or his company, who I had barely thought of the last week and
a half. But I am a football fan, and I strolled in that direction.
As I got closer, the first thing I noticed were the players all
seemed to be in fairly good shape for a pickup game.

Someone had planted double flags at either
end. One was the American flag, but I couldn't make out what the
others were since there wasn't much wind blowing. My Sony Cybershot
had a 60x zoom lens, and I started sweeping it in along the players
looking for a good candid shot.

And that was when I saw him. I was...
startled, to say the least. First came that moment of 'don't I know
that guy', followed by 'Its that guy!', followed by 'what a
coincidence!'

He was wearing a t-shirt and shorts, and he
looked much less like a big businessman and more like a, well, a
football player. I snapped a picture, following him with the lens,
then another, then a few more. One, I admit, was of his ass in a
huddle. Sue me. I'm bad.

I didn't linger on him, exactly. I mean, I
took pictures of other guys too, toying with the thought of what it
would be like to be a sports photographer. Hard for real football,
I guess, with those helmets hiding their faces.

I moved in closer to the sidelines so I could
lower the zoom. It's a nice zoom but the higher you have it set the
harder your stability issues get. I was moving along the sidelines
snapping the occasional picture when a guy in a windbreaker stepped
in front of me.

“Excuse me, miss,” he said.

I looked at him in surprise. That sort of
address was almost always official in some way. I mean, I wouldn't
want to meet the guy who thought that was a good intro line.

“Would you come with me please?”

I opened my mouth to say something rude when
he showed me a badge. Now I'm new to New York but I didn't step off
the farm yesterday, you know. California isn't exactly full of
rubes unless you go out in the deserts.

“Can I see that?” I said challengingly.

He brought it back so I could look at it
closer. It did seem to be an actual NYPD badge. Still, I wasn't
getting into any car with him without a lot more.

“What did I do?” I asked.

“Probably nothing,” he said.

I shrugged and let him lead me off to the
side, near some small trees.

“Can I ask why you're taking pictures?”

“Can I ask why you care that I'm taking
pictures?”

His eyes narrowed.

“Some of the people playing football are
protected persons,” he said. “We have to keep an eye out in case
someone is planning anything.”

“It's just a camera!” I protested.

“People often use them to take pictures when
they're planning things,” he said.

I was, of course, reluctant to hand it over,
even though virtually all the pictures were fine, with maybe just a
few exceptions where I'd zoomed in on certain guys' butts. I
sighed, though, and let him have it.

“Thank you,” he said.

He seemed familiar with cameras, and quickly
flicked through the pictures I'd taken of the football players. I
flushed a little at the butt shots, but he didn't seem to care. He
kept going till he reached other shots I'd taken which were clearly
touristy or artsy, then seemed satisfied.

“None of these pictures are for publication,
are they?” he asked.

“Huh? No, I mean. I don't work for, like a
paper or anything.”

“What about the internet?”

“Well, sometimes I post pictures on my
Facebook page, but I wasn't planning on posting any of these.”

“We'd prefer if you didn't.”

“I don't think terrorists are signed up for
my Facebook page,” I said.

“We'd still prefer it. Especially those that
show faces.”

“Fine,” I said, a little exasperated.

A shadow fell on me and I turned quickly,
sucking in my breath to find Stone there.

“What's up, Jeff?” he asked the other
guy.

“Just a tourist. Just checking,” the cop
said.

“I'm not a tourist,” I said indignantly. “I'm
just uhm, sort of, being touristy.”

“I know you,” Stone said. “I never forget a
face... or a pair of tight leather pants.”

I bit my lower lip, flushing a bit.

“Honestly, it's just coincidence,” I
said.

“You know her?” the cop asked.

“She works for a courier service. She
delivered some parcel to my building week before last.”

The cop handed Stone my camera!

“Hey!” I said.

“Doesn't look like surveillance shots,” the
guy said.

Stone was flicking through the pictures, and
I flushed even more, hoping he didn't go through too many of them
and reach his own butt!

“I'll handle her,” he said.

“You sure?”

“Yeah, I don't think she's a big threat.”

“Okay, let us know.”

The cop moved off and Stone looked at me,
then grinned. I flushed a bit more, and glared back.

“It is kind of a big coincidence you showing
up here,” he said.

“Look, I've been in New York two months. That
is, I actually live in Jersey City because it's too expensive here,
but every weekend I come through the Holland Tunnel and kind of
explore. This time I headed south. And... uh, well, I saw a picture
at your building of Battery Park, so after visiting other places …
I just came here to see about taking pictures.”

“This is the army navy game. We have it every
Sunday afternoon,” he said, jabbing his thumb over his shoulder.
“Most of us are actually ex-military, but we also mostly work in
some security or intelligence related area. That's why the NYPD
keeps an eye on the game and who else might be watching.”

“Oh,” I said. “I had no idea!”

“No, I doubt you did. We will have to check
you out, but I doubt you're lying.”

“I'm not!”

“These aren't really the kind of shots you
use for planning an attack anyway,” he said. “Well, some of them
might be.”

He turned the camera around and I groaned
inwardly, feeling my face heat.

“Do you think I have a nice butt?” he
asked.

I glowered at him. “Kind of,” I said.

“Great. I've never really figured out what
women look for in a guy's butt. They all look pretty much the same
to me, and not especially attractive.”

“Uhm, yeah, well – .”

“Yours, on the other hand, well, it has all
the right characteristics of a really nice butt. Mind if I take a
close-up?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed.

He grinned, which was the first time he'd
broken free of a sort of calm, expressionless mask. And I knew he
was grinning because he'd caught me in a hypocritical moment. I
mean, I'd just gotten caught taking a close-up of his ass, after
all!

And... well, he was kind of hot. Let's face
it. No, he was very hot. But again, I was confused internally,
because he was definitely too old for me! On the other hand, maybe
if I wasn't looking for true romance but just something...
temporary and sexy... well...

“If you're into all this intelligence and
security stuff I'm sure you already have pictures of me from your
building,” I said challengingly.

“I'm sure there are some but the cameras
wouldn't get the kind of pictures I'd like to see.”

I flushed a little. “And are you a
photographer?”

“Often, though again, not the kind of
pictures I'd like to take.”

“And just what kind of pictures would those
be, Mister Stone?”

He handed me my camera and then his finger
lightly combed the bangs back which had half spilled across my left
eye.. “Nature's beauty, of course, in all its mystery and
magnificence.”

Uh...!

“Unfortunately, I'm a photographer, not a
model.”

“I thought you were a courier.”

I shrugged. “It's a job, and I'm good at it.
It's not who I am.”

“And who are you? I ask only as part of a
detailed investigation to ensure you're not a threat to national
security, of course.”

“Just a girl,” I said with a smile.

“Would you agree to a few adjectives to flesh
out that description? As in, just a very hot girl?”

“It's the leather,” I said, swallowing a
bit.

“It's not that warm a day.”

“You don't look cold in your little t-shirt
and shorts.”

“I'm very hot blooded.”

“That doesn't surprise me!” I exclaimed.

“A proper investigation needs to start with
your name. Care to save me a little time and effort?”

I bit my lower lip, but while he was joking
around I thought he wasn't really lying about their intention of
checking me out official. I mean, if the really were involved in
security work to the extent the police were keeping an eye on
things – and the security at his building would seem to suggest
they were, then they would certainly check out a coincidence like
this.

“Danny Quinlan,” I said.

“Danny? Danielle?”

I shrugged.

“Danny sounds like a boys name and you look
entirely too feminine for that to be suitable.”

I felt myself flush a bit again. “In leather
pants and leather jacket?” I said.

He looked down fairly obviously. “They fit
very... well,” he replied.

In fact, these leather pants fit very well
indeed. They were tighter than I liked, which was why I had
relegated them to weekend wear. I didn't want to wear them to
work.

I raised my eyebrows and grinned at him.
“Clothes are supposed to fit well,” I said. “I noticed you were
wearing a tailored suit when I met you.”

He sighed and made a face. “Believe me, I'd
rather wear sweats. But too many of the people I deal with think
clothes make the man, and if the clothes aren't impressive, then
neither is the man.”

“I suppose if I was around big shots I'd have
to dress up too,” I said sympathetically.

“Danielle, I think you'd be impressive no
matter what you wore,” he said. “Even if you wore nothing, in
fact.”

I felt myself flush a little more, but also
felt a little fluttering in my stomach.

“You'd be right,” I said with a confident
smirk.

“You know, an investigation usually involves
an interview. Why don't I pick you up tonight and we can conduct
that interview over dinner?”

“I don't know,” I said. “Will I have to go
through a metal detector again?”

“Definitely not. There might be a pat-down at
some point, though.”

I snorted in amusement.

“How about Willoughby's?'

I gave him a blank look.

“It's a restaurant on 5th
Avenue.”

“Pricey?”

He grinned broadly. “Sure, but I can write it
off as a work expense.”

“Okay. Deal.”

He winked and started back for the field.

“I'll bring my camera,” he said over his
shoulder.

I didn't have a ready retort so said nothing.
“Oh yeah,” just doesn't sound very impressive.

And I still had those butterflies. He was
hot, he was sexy, and he was smart. Probably rich, too. I had never
dated a guy his age, which got me to wondering if anything would be
different from my usual dates – or uhm, interviews. Would he be
incredibly boring? I was pretty sure he didn't like the same music
I liked!

Was I crazy to accept his offer? I hadn't had
a lot of luck with men since coming out to New York, but he was way
too old! Did I have a daddy complex or something!? Then again, he
was nothing like my father! He looked like he could wrestle
grizzly bears and outrun cougars.

The more I thought of that the less
confidence I had. And it got worse when I Googled Willoughby's. It
was a very pricey and very fancy restaurant. What if I didn't know
how to act and all those snooty rich people thought I was some
clueless, ignorant peasant girl? What if I didn't know which fork
to use or stuff like that?

Not to mention the people in the pictures
were all dressed up. I don't have anything really dressy to wear! I
certainly didn't own a dress which went past the knees, not here in
New York anyway. In fact, most of the dresses I wore had very short
skirts, meant for dancing in dark clubs.

The best I could come up with was a loose
shift print dress with a V-neck front and very loose, flouncing
cuffs on the sleeves. The hem was loose and way above the knees,
but not quite so short it could be described as a mini. At least,
not really. Well, maybe some people might.

It was a forest green, which went well with
my hair, and I could wear my leather and wood Indian choker and my
suede, knee high boots. Posing in front of my mirror I thought I
looked sexy and cute, and yet not like someone trying. I looked
casually sexy, which was what I preferred, not vamp sexy or slutty
sexy.

I got ready in plenty of time to take the
train across to New York, because there was no way you rode a bike
in a dress, and I didn't want my hair messed up by a helmet. But
then I started fussing with my hair and my lipstick, wanting to be
sexy-casual, and fretting because my bangs were spilling down too
loose, which got me running late.

Which was a good thing, because when the
intercom buzzed I was still there, and I should have already gone.
Now the only person who had ever buzzed me was the Dominos guy. I
knew some people from New York and I knew a couple in this
building. They wouldn't be buzzing me.

“Hello?” I asked, fairly certain it was a
mistake.

“It's Ben,” said an unmistakable voice.

“Who? Ben? Mister Stone!?”

“The one and only.”

“Uh...what are you doing here!?”

And how did you even know where I lived!?

“I'm here to pick you up.”

Pick me up!? Right! That was what men did!
They picked up their … interview subjects!

“Uh...

“Gonna buzz me in? I can pick the lock, of
course.”

“Uhm... no, no.”

I was a bit flustered and pressed the door
release button, then ran back to the bathroom to quickly finish up
before running into the main room to pick stuff up and shove them
into any available drawer before leaping up on the ladder to drag
my bedspread across the bed, then slide the screen door across
it!

By which time there was a gentle knuckle rap
on my door!

I took a deep breath, hurriedly checked my
hair, then opened the door to see him standing in another of those
expensively tailored suits, like the one I'd seen at his
building.

“How did you know where I lived?” I
blurted.

He raised his eyebrows. “We know everything,
my dear.”

“You didn't say you were picking me up,” I
said lamely.

He raised his eyebrows again, and I flushed,
like, duh. That was what adults did!

“Love the dress,” he said, shaking his head a
bit. “I knew you'd look great in anything.”

I felt myself blushing a bit.

“I'd invite you in but you'd probably get
claustrophobia,” I said, moving forward.

“I've been in some tight places in my life,”
he said as I locked the door behind me. “I can adapt and
overcome.”

“Is that like an army motto?” I asked as we
headed to the elevator.

“Something like that.”

“Ben Stone?”

“Sebastian, actually.”

“Sebastian Stone? Cool name. I bet you got
beat up in school.”

He grinned broadly. “Not so much.”

“Uhm, maybe not. You're looking pretty...
good yourself.

“Thanks. It's all the suit. Naked I look
terrible.”

I felt that fluttery sensation down low.

“I doubt that,” I said.

“Well, let's hope you never have to find out
in person.”

“Yes, let's hope,” I said with a grin.

The elevator took us down and as we walked
across the long entry hall I noticed the way he walked for the
first time. I mean, maybe I'd kind of seen it before a bit, but now
it stood in the empty hall for how smooth his stride was, shoulders
back, and eyes moving constantly. He reminded me a of some kind of
wild animal, definitely a predator, like a wolf or a tiger!

I was also aware of his bulk alongside me,
especially as he reached past me to open the front door. I'm not
short, but the top of my head barely reached the base of his neck.
That got me thinking I should have worn high heels, but my heels
were back in California.

Outside was a line of cars parked at the
curb, and a sleek black Lexus sedan double parked right in the
no-parking area in front of the door.

“You're lucky you didn't get towed,” I
said.

“I'm a risk taker,” he replied, opening the
door for me.

I slid into a leather seat that was more
comfortable than my sofa, and he closed the door behind me before
walking around the front. I watched him through the windshield and
licked my lips, realizing I was feeling this continual fluttery
sensation for some reason.

I was also feeling a little like I was out of
my league!

He got in beside me, his eyes smiling at me,
then flicking down to where the hem of my skirt fell across the top
of my legs as he started the engine.

“Have you ever noticed that when you sit down
a skirt seems shorter?” he asked.

“I'm usually not sitting around a lot in
dresses,” I said. “I'm up and dancing.”

I appreciated the appreciation, though!

The car pulled away from the curb with a
smooth, throaty growl and headed for the Hudson tunnel.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Ben drove with the same smooth efficiency he
walked, carefully, threading his way smoothly through traffic as we
talked.

“So how long were you in the army?”

“Got into it through the ROTC, since it paid
for college,” he said, “then into special forces, then switched
over to intelligence. I guess I was in the army for about ten
years. I left because I felt I could be more useful on the outside,
without having to be as mindful of the chain of command.”

“So you don't have to take orders now?”

“I give orders now,” he said, then turned and
grinned at me. “Wait till I start giving them to you.”

“You wish,” I sniffed.

“Yeah,” replied.

“And what would you order me to do, Mister
Stone?” I asked playfully.

He turned and gave me a look which caused
that hot fluttery sensation down low.

“Something... good,” he said.

“Uh huh. Good for who?”

“Good for all involved,” he said.

“And would these orders involve my getting
naked, by any chance?”

“That would depend.”

“On what?”

“There's an old military axiom which says
never give an order you know won't be obeyed.”

“Ha,” I said.

“So it would depend,” he said, turning and
looking at me again, “On my assessment of the situation.”

“Uh huh. You mean like whether I'd give you
the finger.”

“Something like that. It would depend on
whether I believed I had succeeded in convincing you that obeying
would be to your benefit.”

“Because, like, it was hot outside?”

“Or because you were just hot.”

“I thought you said I was always hot.”

“There's hot on the outside, and then there's
hot on the inside.”

I was starting to feel kind of warm on the
inside, to tell you the truth!

“And what if I disobeyed your order?”

He shrugged. “You haven't enlisted yet.
You're under no obligation. After that, well, there'd have to be
discipline, you know, punishment.”

*

I was a bit stressed at dinner, simply
because the place was so fancy and I felt awkward. I did my best to
simply do whatever he did, and while I didn't let him order for me
I did let him guide me in what I ordered. I didn't even recognize
half the stuff on the menu.

The restaurant had glittering chandeliers
overhead, and real cloth table clothes, nice ones. The waiter wore
a suit and tie, and there was soft classical music playing in the
background. Believe me, no other guy I'd ever known had ever taken
me to a place like this!

I felt out of place and self-conscious, and
had to fight the sense that I was a child there with a grownup,
though my covert glances at Ben couldn't reassure me one way or the
other about his age. He was definitely in his thirties, which at a
minimum put him 50% older than me! If he was thirty five, which I
was thinking he was somewhere close to that was even worse!

At the same time I was telling myself that my
concerns were dumb. He was a big, tough, good looking guy who moved
like an athlete. It's not like I was dating some old bald, gray
haired geezer who had a cane!

I frowned and checked his hair out carefully.
I didn't see any gray...

“So why'd you come to New York?” he
asked.

I shrugged. “I wanted to go somewhere, and
New York seemed like the most interesting place unless I left for
Paris or London.”

“Not Los Angeles?”

“I grew up north of San Diego. LA is just too
spread out. And I wanted to see the other coast.

“Wait till you enjoy our winters.”

“I'm actually kind of looking forward to
that.”

“Ah you poor young virgin.”

“Not so much,” I said with a grin.

“You are to snow and sleet and cold.”

“I've been skiing!” I said defensively.

“Not the same. You'll learn.”

“Well, that's part of what I'm doing here,
seeing the world and having experiences.”

“Join the army.”

“I don't think I want the experience of
getting shot at.”

“Then you really shouldn't have come to New
York.”

I snorted in amusement.

“Besides, I don't think I'd look good in a
uniform.”

He gave me an intense look, then put his hand
under his chin consideringly.

“Trying to imagine me in a uniform?” I
asked.

“No, naked, but that's good too,” he said,
abandoning the pose and picking up his fork and knife again.

I laughed and shook my head. “I thought as
men got older they were less... uhm, sex maniacs.”

“Whatever gave you a foolish idea like
that?”

“Well, I hoped,” I said.

“We're just more controlled and
disciplined.”

“Uh huh.”

“Of course, we like our women controlled and
disciplined, as well.”

“Oh I'm neither of those!” I exclaimed with a
laugh.

“I'm sure I could work on that with you,” he
said, eyes giving me a look which had me wanting to squirm in my
chair.

His eyes kind of flitted up and down and had
this dangerous glint in them, like he had plans for something...
mischievous.

*

We left the restaurant and he gave the car
token to the valet while we waited. His arm had guided me through
the door, warm against the small of my back. I had liked it. The
solidness of the man next to me felt … comforting and sexy at the
same time.

“We should get this out of the way,” he said,
turning to me.

“What?”

I gasped as his big hands cupped my face and
he leaned in to kiss me. My hands went up against his chest
reflexively, but not with any force, as I felt a sudden rush of
energy and excitement seep through me.

His kiss was neither tentative, nor overly
forceful. It was soft, but firm, his lips seeming to melt against
mine as his hands held my head tilted up and back. It was way too
long for a first kiss, but I hardly noticed as I felt my lower body
starting to thrum with a warm sense of anticipation.

He drew back slowly, leaving me blinking, and
I gasped a bit.

“Not bad,” I said, fighting to keep my voice
steady.

Then he suddenly kissed me again, this time
harder, and I felt myself moaning into his mouth as his hands slid
up and back behind me, through my hair and down my back. He leaned
his head back, but his arms were now around me, holding me, and the
look on his face was one of amusement, hunger, and delight.

“You have very soft lips, Miss Quinlan,” he
said.

“Th-thanks,” I gulped.

The car arrived and he opened the door,
taking my hand as he did, to help me in. I slid in, more than
slightly breathless, and he closed the door behind me, then moved
around and got in beside me. He grinned boyishly, enough that I had
to smile back.

And then his hand swept up and behind my head
and pulled me in against him as he leaned towards me again. The
kiss was quicker this time, but still deep and I felt his tongue
sliding lightly along my lower lip before he pulled back, then
winked and pulled away from the curb.

“I'm not seeing this... discipline you older
men are supposed to be into,” I gulped.

“Please. No one has called me an older man
yet,” he said, looking pained.

I laughed. “No, you're not old. Just older
than me.”

“More experienced,” he said confidently.

“How do you know?”

“Well, we haven't had a chance to interview
all your old boyfriends, it's true,” he said with a grin.

“You're not really going to do that, are
you?” I asked uncertainly.

“I doubt that will be necessary. I'm sure I
can get all the sordid details from you.”

“Not likely.”

“We intelligence types have ways of …
persuading our interview subjects,” he said.

“Uh huh. You gonna tie me down and torture
me?”

He turned and waggled his eyebrows. “Tie you
down? Hmmm. What an interesting idea.”

I flushed and felt that fluttery sensation
again.

“You do look like the dangerous sort,” he
said. “maybe it will be necessary to... restrain you during the
interview.”

“I don't think so,” I said, feeling a little
breathless.

“Don't worry. It's only until you pass.”

“Pass what?”

He grinned. “The oral exam.”

I started to laugh, but we'd just stopped at
a light, and his hand swept up and out behind me again, pulling me
in as he leaned over. His lips found mine again, and this time the
kiss was... extended! I felt my toes curling inside my boots and a
warm heaviness down low!

He drew back as the lights changed, his hand
pulling back as I sat back.

“You like to kiss, don't you,” I gulped.

“Not everyone.”

I was going to say something, then noticed we
were crossing Houston Street.

“Hey, we passed the tunnel!” I said.

“Did we? Oh,” he said.

I licked my lips, feeling breathless again,
my heart beating faster.

“Just where do you think you're taking me,
Mister Stone?” I asked.

“I thought you might like a nightcap.”

“Oh.”

Why did I feel oddly deflated that he was
taking me to a club or bar of some kind?

“Where are we going?”

“I know a lovely place on 10th
street.”

“Is there dancing?”

He tilted his head slightly. “Possibly.”

“Possibly? What's the name of this
place?”

He paused at a light and turned with a frown.
“Miss Quinlan, if you continue to ask questions I might have to
kiss you again.”

I opened my mouth in a mixture of surprise,
indignation and amusement, and then he did just that – again!

“Yes, I do like to kiss,” he said, as the
light turned green. “It's one of my favorite things, in fact.”

“You're... not bad at it,” I gulped.

“I do try.”

The car slowed and turned and there was a
tall black barred gate in front of us which was opening inward into
what looked like an alley. The Lexus moved forward and a long, low
garage with half a dozen doors appeared on the left, with a door
opening. We turned into it and stopped.

“Where are we?”

“Somewhere to get a nightcap,” he said as if
it were obvious.

“Is this your apartment?” I asked
suspiciously.

“And if it was?”

“I'm not a slut, you know,” I said almost
defensively.

“The thought never crossed my mind,” he
said.

Then he leaned in and kissed me again, his
hand sliding in behind my head and through my hair. I was …
uncertain but couldn't resist that kiss, and our lips slid together
once again. This time his tongue was more... daring, and mine
joined it as I felt his other hand on my bare leg.

It stroked gently up and down, big, strong,
but gentle, fingers lightly caressing the inside of my thigh as
that feeling of breathlessness grew much more intense. I felt his
fingers easing in under the loose hem of my skirt, pushing it
upward as they rubbed higher.

His hand... it slid all the way up my thigh
until it was caressing my inner thigh right below my thong! It
never turned to touch me there – exactly, but the edge of his hand
was very definitely pressing against me as his hand stroked my bare
thigh!

Then his hands abruptly shifted as he drew
back, pulling me with him. I gasped as his hand slid under my butt
and lifted me up to swing me in and over the center console! And
just like that I found myself straddling him in the drivers seat,
facing him!

His hands slid up alongside my head, pulling
me in to continue the kiss, as my hands landed on his shoulders. I
was stiff, at first, a bit shocked, but I quickly found my body
relaxing even as the heat began to spread and grow!

My hands slid down off his shoulders, then in
under the jacket he wore and up again as I felt the hard strength
in his body!

His hands, meanwhile, slid down my back and
onto my ass!

While we continued a very long kiss! His
tongue was easing out now, dipping into my mouth, quick and then
slow, teasing my own tongue as his lips massaged mine. His hands
worked their way down under the hem of my skirt and began to knead
my buttocks, and I felt a wild thrum of energy starting to build up
in my lower belly!

One of his hands slid up my hip and in
between us and I felt another hot rush as it found my breast,
squeezing it gently through the dress.

He eased his lips back a little and I gulped
in air.

“There's more to you than meets the eye, Miss
Quinlan,” he said with a grin, his fingers squeezing.

“Did you think I was a boy?” I asked
breathlessly.

“Oh never that,” he said. “But your dress
is... loose and... fails to emphasize all your considerable
charms.”

His other hand had slid up to cup my other
breast now as I felt my heart beating faster and faster.

It's not that I'm huge, chest wise, but I'm
not small either. I got self-conscious of my breasts when I was
younger and got teased a lot, and that, combined with a feminist
mother who thought I should be proud of accomplishments other than
my looks mostly guide my preference for looser tops.

But like I said... I'm not small. And he
seemed surprised, which I was not entirely unused to from dates. He
got points for not acting like this made me a way better catch,
though. On the other hand, he wasn't displeased either.

“Maybe we should go upstairs. That's where I
keep my bright spotlight, handcuffs and truncheon.”

“What's a truncheon?”

“Uhm, it's a club for beating prisoners.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Am I your prisoner,
officer?”

He grinned wickedly. “Hmmm. We'll have to see
how you do on your … interview.”

“My oral interview?”

“Among others.”

He opened the door and swung his legs around
and out, then leaned in, his hands shifting off my breasts and onto
my butt, and stood up, lifting me with him. Lifting me easily! I
gasped, locking my legs around him and grabbing his shoulders, but
he seemed to be holding me effortlessly as he kicked the door
closed with his foot.

Then he swung me around to put my butt on the
hood of the car and kissed me again!

He eased back with a grin.

“I like your boots,” he said.

“Th-thanks,” I gulped.

“I bet you'll look sexy in them without the
dress.”

I gulped and he pulled me off the car,
grinned, then released me, his arm guiding me to the garage door
and out.

I was feeling breathless, excited, aroused,
uncertain, anxious, and a whole mix of other emotions. My body,
meanwhile, felt a very obvious sense of heat as the garage door
closed behind us and we walked to the side of a darkened brick
building.

He swept a key card across a detector and the
door clicked.

“After you, Miss Quinlan,” he said, holding
the door for me.

“Thank you, sir,” I said.

He followed me into what, I guess, was the
back entrance to the place. For a back entrance it was pretty nice,
if small. There was a large, gilt edged mirror along one wall, with
old fashioned, stylish, cloth covered chairs lining both walls. A
small telephone table was set below the mirror, with a phone on it,
and an elevator with wood paneling was directly ahead.

“So this is your place?” I asked.

“Not the whole building. Just one
apartment.”

The elevator opened immediately and we
stepped inside. He swept the card across a detector again and
pressed the button for the fifth floor.

“Is this where you take all your prisoners
and suspects?”

“Only the hot ones,” he said.

His arm had moved behind me and it now swept
me in and around against him so we were face to face again, well,
face to chest, and then we kissed for the rest of the trip up.

The elevator doors slid aside and I repressed
a gasp as he broke the kiss and took my hand, leading me out into a
hall with a patterned gray carpet and a long row of sconces along
the wall lighting the way.

“Looks a little old fashioned,” I said. “Are
you old fashioned, Mister Stone?”

“Oh definitely. Are you trying to make me
feel old calling me Mister Stone?”

“Well, you are really old,” I said.

“I'm so old I still believe in corporal
punishment for bratty young girls,” he said as he stopped before a
door and inserted the key.

He opened the door and bowed me in, and I
walked into something as far removed from my little studio as you
could get short of Donald Trump.

There was a small entrance hall with a white
floor, blue walls, and white frames to the doorways leading to left
and right, with a white round table in the middle and a gold
pendant light hanging from the high ceiling.

He closed the door and his hand guided me
around the table and through one of the door frames. The living
room was oh, say twice the size of my whole apartment, with a
swirly brown and burnt orange carpet and dark brown leather
furniture.

Along one wall were three pairs of tall,
double glass doors leading to what looked like some kind of
balcony! And near the other wall was a gleaming grand piano!

Holy shit!

“You uhm, play?” I asked.

“I play at many things,” he said from behind
me, his hands sliding over my shoulders, then down my arms.

They slid around me to cup my breasts again,
squeezing them more firmly than in the car as he pulled me back
against his body. I felt a wave of heady breathlessness as I felt
his warm breath along the side of my throat, then his lips
there.

“I-is this my interview or my physical?” I
gulped.

“We can do both at the same time. I prize
efficiency,” he murmured.

He eased back, his hands sliding up and
through my hair, then behind me to deftly undo the buttons at the
back of my dress.

I felt a bit of a shock! I mean, this was
moving way faster than was normal for me! I felt the dress loosen
and when he pushed the open edges forward over my shoulders I
clamped my arms across my chest.

“Wait!” I gulped.

“For what?”

“I... don't know!”

He snorted in amusement.

“I want to see how you look in those
boots.”

“They're just boots!” I said, a trifle
desperately.

He tugged the dress down and I gulped again
as my face heated. The dress slid down my body to pool around my
ankles, leaving me in my lacy black thong and bra. He turned me
around and then kissed me again, his arms going around me, hands
stroking up and down my back, then down to caress my buttocks.

“You move fast!” I protested.

“Efficiency,” he said.

I still had my arms crossed over my chest as
he drew back a little.

“Trying to hide something, hmm? Maybe I need
to conduct a pat down after all.”

He took my wrists in his big hands and then
gently but firmly pulled them up and then way up, drawing my arms
up straight above my head until he could press my wrists together
and then hold them in one hand.

He was tall enough that he could hold me out
at arms length like that, so that I was standing there in my
panties in front of him while he looked up and down my body!

“Well now,” he said softly. “Definitely not a
boy.”

I blushed, feeling the heat sweeping down my
chest and up through my lower belly at the same time. It felt
really weird but exciting weird to be standing like that with him
pinning my wrists together the way he was! It was like... I was
helpless in front of this huge, powerful... man!

Which wasn't scary, just... intimidating and
impressive and sexy hot!

“Black boots would go with your lingerie
better,” he said.

“They're meant to go with my dress!”

“The dress just gets in the way of my...
investigation.”

He dropped my arms, but his hands dropped
faster, until they were on my butt again, and he lifted me into the
air as he'd done before so that my legs automatically slid around
him and my hands grabbed his shoulders.

Not before my dress fell off below my ankles,
of course!

He carried me through the room and then set
my butt down on the edge of the grand piano.

“There's chairs, y'know!” I gulped.

Then he kissed me again, hard. His hands slid
up off my butt and caressed my back, and one of them deftly under
my bra. He had very nimble hands!

I felt the bra loosening, and felt another
jolt. Fuck, this was moving way too fast! But I didn't know how to
slow it down or even if I wanted to except somehow for appearance
sakes!

He pulled the bra off and I gulped, flushing,
but sitting up straight.

“Woah!” he said in a soft whisper.

I wasn't... embarrassed... exactly... it was
more that I felt like, well, I shouldn't be moving so fast and
letting him do this stuff because... well, he'd think I was a slut
or something!

Which was why my hands cupped my breasts
again as he looked at them.

“No, no, little girl. No hiding the
evidence,” he said.

He pulled my hands up and away again, then
drew them back behind my head, pinning them together with one hand
again and then pulling down so that my back arched.

“Oh yes,” he said softly.

He bent over and I felt his mouth over the
center of my left breast, felt his lips closing against my flesh,
his warm mouth against my skin as he began to suck. His tongue
swept over my already very erect nipple, circling it then sweeping
back and forth.

He straightened suddenly, releasing my wrists
and grabbing my legs instead, lifting them up high! That made me
gasp as I kind of fell back onto my back on the polished wood of
the piano, and he tugged my thong down my legs then off!

I was naked! I mean, jeeze!

He dropped my legs and spread them wide as he
leaned over me, and my protest was muffled by his lips as they
found my mouth again! I was feeling very rushed, very flustered,
very overwhelmed... and very hot!

Fuck! I was already completely naked, except
for my boots, and he hadn't even loosened his tie!

His hands raced over my body as we kissed,
and then his lips pulled free of mine to nibble, lick and suck and
bite his way down across my breasts as I lay there panting and
gasping for breath! I was on a freaking piano! Was he going to fuck
me on the piano!? Holy shit!

He didn't stop at my breasts! His tongue
swirled from side to side as it moved downward, circling my belly
button even as his fingers kneaded my breasts. His hands slid down,
then, and he gripped my thighs, spreading them wider as his tongue
dropped down across my abdomen.

It circled my clitoris several times, then
slid lower as he shifted his hands. His folded arms pressed against
my thighs as he brought his thumbs in to press against the warm,
swollen lips of my sex, gently parted them, and let his tongue
slide down one, then up the other.

“Fuuuck!” I moaned.

“We have to search you for contraband, Miss
Quinlan,” he said.

His tongue dipped into me, then pushed in
deeper as I gasped. I felt a jolt of sensation and my hips bucked
up spastically against the pressure of his arms. Then his tongue
slid up across my clitoris and another burst of sensation roiled my
body and mind!

His thumbs slid in deeper as his tongue
started to lap repeatedly at my clitoris, and all I could do was
lay there and try to cope with the wild, tumultuous rush of
sensations and emotions!

I had not previously encountered a guy who
was particularly enthusiastic about oral sex. Well, on giving it, I
mean. I had definitely not encountered a guy who was particularly
skilled at it!

Stone was both.

The sexual pressure within me skyrocketed as
the sensations churned my body and mind into a bubbling cauldron of
overheated pleasure. My breathing was getting ragged and my hips
were rolling helplessly up at him as his lips sucked rhythmically
against my burning hot little clitoris!

“Fuck! Oh! Oh fuck!” I moaned.

“Watch your language, little girl,” he said,
“Or a spanking might be in order.”

Then his finger, not his thumb, slid deep
into my hot, oozing, throbbing sex! My hips bucked up against him
as the pressure surged within me. I felt almost like... I don't
know. I was trembling with the pressure inside! He started licking
at my clitoris again, harder this time, and at the same time pushed
a second long, thick finger inside me.

The two fingers pushed up and back against me
on the inside, below where his tongue was licking, and the orgasm
swept through me like an explosion! I cried out, back arching, my
hands shooting down to grab the back of his head as my hips bucked
up much more violently!

He kept licking, his fingers pumping, as all
the air inside me gurgled out, my body twisting and rolling beneath
his fingers and tongue, and after long, long seconds the orgasm
faded and left me gasping and limp.
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He slid his fingers out of me and then
grinned as he slid them into his mouth, sucking them.

“I don't think we can allow you to interfere
with my search, Miss Quinlan,” he said.

I had, I'm sure, a somewhat glazed look in my
eyes, and wasn't at all sure what he was talking about as he
straightened up, his hands gliding up my body to knead my breasts.
Then he turned away, going to a low cabinet and opening a
drawer.

He returned quickly and gripped my legs, then
my waist, sliding me off the piano. I stumbled a bit but he caught
me easily, turning me around. Then, before I had any idea what he
was up to, he had grabbed my wrists and pulled them back together
behind my back. I felt some kind of metal around one wrist, then
the other.

He had handcuffed me!

“Wh-what – what are you – ?!”

He pulled me backward, rougher than he had
touched me before, and my lower legs hit the front of an
overstuffed leather armchair hard enough I fell back into it. He
was on his knees in an instant, gripping my legs and lifting them
up and wide, draping them across the arms of the leather chair as
he moved his mouth in against my sex again!

This was all... all of it... moving faster
than my mind could keep up! I was still trying to cope with my
shock at finding my wrists cuffed together behind me while he was
starting to massage my warm, throbbing sex with his tongue
again!

I had had sex with six guys to that point in
my life, and hadn't had an orgasm with any of them. I was stunned
that I'd already had an orgasm and yet we hadn't even had sex yet!
I mean, not that oral sex wasn't sex... sort of, but it wasn't
real sex, if you know what I mean.

In fact, oral sex, up to that point in my
life, had mostly meant me giving, not receiving.

Ben seemed to determined to make up for that
absence in my life. His fingers slid into me again as his lips
sucked on my clitoris, then his tongue began to lap harder and
faster until my lower body was roiling and … undulating up against
him as waves of heat swept up to bake my mind!

He stopped and drew back, leaving me gasping.
Then he picked me up and sat down in the chair, lowering me across
his lap. He spread my legs and slid his fingers back inside me as
his other hand slid through my hair.

“Now, for your cross-examination,” he
said.

“Wh-what?”

“I'm fairly sure your body doesn't have any
dangerous weapons or contraband,” he said, “though we'll have to
undertake further – .”

“Oh!” I gasped as his thumb pressed down
against my clitoris and he began to rub it from side to side.

“ – examinations,” he said.

A word about fingers on big men. They can
be... quite long and large. He had two fingers now buried inside me
as the soft pad of his thumb stroked against my clitoris. And his
fingers were also pressing forward against me – on the other side
of where his thumb was rubbing!

“What is your full name, miss?” he asked.

“Fuck!” I moaned.

“No, that's not it.”

“You're crazy!” I moaned.

“But it's a determined craziness,” he
said.

His left hand gripped my hair behind the neck
and pulled, forcing my head sharply up and back as he leaned in to
start sucking and licking and... and chewing on my breasts! His
teeth were nibbling in a way which was almost painful, but not
quite. My flesh ached where he chewed but the ache was countered by
his sucking and licking and the wild, swirling heat enveloping my
body and mind!

He drew his thumb away, pumping his fingers
slowly in and out of me.

“Please!” I moaned.

“Please what?”

“Fuck me!” I gasped.

“Such language from a sweet young girl,” he
said, tsk tsking as he shook his head.

I squealed as he did something with his
fingers inside me, kind of swirling them around and then pumping
them in quick, short, fast movements! At almost the same time he
pulled my hair back even more sharply, bowing my back as he licked,
then chewed on my tingling, burning nipple!

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” I cried.

His teeth were grinding my nipple between
them! But then they drew back and his lips began to suck as his
tongue slid gently back and forth over it! His teeth bit into the
soft flesh around my nipple instead, though, and I shuddered as his
fingers pumped in and out of me using long, slow movements.

I was starting to pant with heat like a dog!
And my mind was even more dazed as he jerked my head up and forward
and kissed me hard on the lips!

I was still … still not quite coping with the
fact he'd cuffed my hands together behind me! I mean, I was still
feeling that sense of confusion, anxiety, astonishment and heat
about that! I had no time to focus my mind on it, though, with all
the other things he was doing!

He pulled my head back sharply again, chewing
his way down the front of my throat and onto my breasts! Then his
fingers slid out of me and a moment later he jerked my head up and
forward again! My eyes rolled a bit, and then they focused on him
holding his cell phone.. which flashed!

“Wha...!”

“Mug shot,” he said.

“Hey!”

He put the phone down then lifted me and set
me on my knees in front of the chair.

His hands went to the front of his suit, to
his trousers, that is, and unzipped them. I gulped in air, trying
to steady my mind, distracted and pulling my cuffed wrists out to
the side so I could twist my head around to stare at them! I'd
never been handcuffed before!

I was naked but I felt hot. That is, my skin
felt hot, and I had this kind of trembly energy inside as I pulled
against the handcuffs, feeling a wild swirly sense of disbelief,
excitement and … well, something like glee at how hot and wild and
sexy this all was!

And then he swept his pants off and stood up
before me, and I turned around to find his cock pointing at my face
like this... this thick, rigid, red and purple spear of flesh! My
jaw dropped, literally!

He reached down and gripped my hair and head,
roughly, and pulled me forward so that his cock thrust into my open
mouth! I felt it sliding along my tongue, and closed my lips
automatically, feeling a hot surge of wicked heat as I started to
bob my lips on it.

It was a bit... confusing, though. I mean, I
had a way of giving blow jobs, see, and that involved using my
hands, which I couldn't do. So my hands kept instinctively pulling
against the cuffs, which kept reminding me that they were
handcuffed. Handcuffed!

And he was pushing his cock deep into my
mouth, sliding in and out, not letting me lead. With my hands
cuffed there was no way I could control it either. I started to
feel very out of control, especially with the heat and sexual
tension and pressure thrumming through me.

He jerked my head up and back and I gasped at
the pull against my scalp, and then he shoved me in against his
balls! God, what a bastard, I thought! I meant that admiringly,
though!

I licked them and sucked them into my mouth
as he held his cock up with one hand. I mouthed them, one at a
time, then both at once as he pulled my face in tight. Then he
pulled me back, letting his cock drop down so that I could slide my
mouth around it again.

I bobbed up and down rapidly, sucking and
licking, but I sensed, when he tightened his grip in my hair, that
he was going to push forward, and sucked in a deep breath of air as
the head of his thick cock pushed into the back of my mouth, into
my throat, then deeper.

He pulled me forward and his thick cock slid
slickly down my throat as my lips moved further and further down
his cock. I felt another sense of giddy excitement as they reached
the very base! I wasn't always able to do this so easily but the
heat gripping me seemed to have frozen my gag reflex! My mouth was
pressed right up against his groin, with his big hand behind my
head holding me there!

My heartbeat pounded in my ears as his hands
held me tightly in place, and I felt the pressure building in my
skull, but he eased off and I was able to slide back down again,
his cock emerging with a wet sucking sound as I gulped in air.

“Doesn't look like there's any contraband
down there,” he said.

“Y-You're a bastard!” I said admiringly.

“Watch your mouth, prisoner,” he said,
slapping his big cock lightly against my cheek. “Or you might have
to be punished.”

He thrust himself into my mouth again and I
sucked in a deep breath as my lips slid down the shaft, down, down,
down! And there they were wrapped around the base again, with his
cock filling my throat, making it ache!

He didn't hold me in place as long, this
time, but let me pulled back once more, until my throat was free.
But I felt... bratty. Or maybe it was more coy and flirty? I don't
know.

“Bastard!” I said.

He jerked my head back sharply and I gasped
in pain.

“Are you insulting my mom, prisoner?”

“I-I'm insulting y-you!” I gasped.

“You're saying my mom would have an
illegitimate son.”

He thrust himself into my mouth again and
then straight down my throat. This time he didn't hold me at all
and I stayed only a few seconds before sliding back, but I was only
halfway up before he pushed me back again, all the way. I gurgled a
bit, in surprise, then eased back up again. Again he pushed me
back, and I started to feel my head pounding.

I pulled up and this time he let me. I gasped
and drew in ragged breaths of air.

“You look really sexy with your lips wrapped
around my cock, baby,” he growled.

“I-I look sexy all the time,” I gasped.
“Bastard.”

He snorted and stepped back, pulling on my
hair so that I yelped again. He sat down and dragged me up across
his lap, partly by the hair but also by the arm, then slapped my
butt sharply.

Crack!

“Ow! Hey!”

“Do you know what happens to unruly
prisoners?”

“You sing to them?”

Crack!

“Ow!

“I have a great voice.”

“Your voice is so deep it sounds like a cow
when you talk!”

Crack! Crack!

“Say moo!” I challenged him.

Crack!

His fingers slid between my my legs and I
squealed as they cupped my sex, then pushed into me, thrusting in
and out.

Crack!

“Show respect to authority, prisoner.”

Crack! Crack!

“You're not an authority on anything but cow
sounds!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! His hand slapped sharply
down against my butt as I wriggled and twisted there across his
lap.

“Can I call you asshole instead!?” I
cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I shuddered as he slapped me, as the sharp
burst of sensation resonated through my lower belly to where his
fingers were jammed high inside me! Every time I twisted and
writhed and wriggled I felt his fingers, twisting and turning and
moving inside me!

“Foul language will not be tolerated,” he
said.

“Asshole!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Weirdo!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! That hurts! Asshole!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped as I felt pressure against my back
opening, as I felt his finger or thumb pushing into me there!

“Oh! Hey! Don't!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Prisoners don't get to give orders.”

“But I – !”

Crack! Crack!

“We have to search every orifice for
contraband,” he said.

“Pervert!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh!” I moaned as I wriggled.

His fingers were deep inside me front and
back now, as his other hand either moved over my body or slapped my
butt. I was roiled by the heat within me that made my pulse race,
my heart pound and my brain feel as if it were on some kind of wild
high!

Then I was flying up and back! One second I
was on my belly across his lap and the next the back of my head was
hitting the thick leather cushion as I gasped in shock. He twisted
around until he was facing sideways and kneeling between my legs
and I watched breathlessly as he guided himself to my sex.

He let the head of his cock rub up and down
against the swollen lips of my sex, then pushed it in slowly,
forcing the lips in and back, stretching me, filling the mouth of
my sex as he roughly shoved my knees wide.

He pulled back, rubbed himself up and down
against me, then pushed it in again, several times. I felt like
yelling at him. “Do it!”

Then he did, and I gasped in heated pleasure
as his thick cock sank into me, inch by slow inch! When it was deep
inside he gripped my legs behind the knees, lifting them up and
back, and then leaned over me, letting his weight push him even
deeper!

I gasped and then groaned as I ached deep
inside! His cock slid into me to the very bottom of my channel and
then jammed insistently forward! He shoved my knees even further
back and drew his hips up, starting to thrust.

And he still had his shirt, tie and jacket
on!

I half felt like laughing at that, but on the
other hand it felt darkly thrilling, as if he was still fully
dressed but fucking me anyway! Of course that was only if I didn't
drop my eyes down to between my legs!

I groaned and gasped as the head of his cock
thumped against the back wall of my pussy again and again! He drew
back and roughly tore his jacket off, tossing it behind him, then
undid his tie and tossed that off. He undid the second button of
his shirt, then pulled it up and over his shoulders to throw behind
him.

Woah! I felt a rush of heat at the full sight
of him! My arms, which were still locked under me, jerked feebly
against the handcuffs, because I really wanted to slide my fingers
up and down his chest and over his bare shoulders!

Then he grabbed my legs again and shoved them
up and back, leaning into me, over me, and resuming that deep,
steady thrusting. I gasped repeatedly as his cock drove deep, and
then I felt this delicious moment of elation as his hips slapped
lightly against my upraised buttocks!

He'd gotten it all inside me! I groaned at
the ache, which was nothing to sneeze at, but I didn't care about
it! I would have put up with worse to get every inch of him inside
me!

He seemed to be excited by it too, and he
leaned further over, his hands sliding further down along my legs
until he was gripping the ankles. I gasped as he jammed them back
harder, the tops of my feet now pressed firmly into the arm of the
sofa above my head as his big body filled my view!

“I-Is this y-your idea of qu-questioning!?” I
gasped.

“Only for special prisoners.”

He jammed himself all the way into me, then
held himself there as his hips ground and rolled from side to side,
then up and down against me. I could feel his thick flesh moving
around inside me and shuddered as heat poured over me!

“W-who do I-I complain to!?” I gasped.

“I don't know. Nobody's ever wanted to
before.”

Gee, I wondered why!

He started to pump again, using long, hard
strokes, and every deep thrust sent a wave of sensation like ball
lightning up through my belly and into my chest and mind! I began
to lose the ability to speak, gasping and moaning instead as his
heavy weight crushed me in two and his hips beat a savage tattoo
against my bottom!

The orgasm swept up through my body and I
trembled and shook to the strength of it! It completely enveloped
me in this pulsing wave of pleasure that threatened to drown my
mind! And in the midst of it was this hard, steady pounding
from his big cock, and the hard, steady hammering from his
body against my buttocks and upturned legs!

I had never in my life felt anything so
incredibly erotic and thrilling! It was like the perfect moment,
like rapture! I literally cried out all the air in my lungs, then
sucked it in and cried most of it out again as I totally
surrendered to the pleasure!

I usually try very hard to control myself in
front of others, and that's especially so in sex! But the pleasure
went beyond that, hammering my mind flat so that nothing else
mattered!

God it was good!

He kept pounding me as the orgasm faded, and
I shuddered and twisted, rolling my shoulders and head, gulping in
air as my own legs pressed down against my breasts and my eyes
glazed over. Then, incredibly, that hard, steady thumping seemed to
re-ignite the orgasm, or somehow flare into another one!

I was shocked, disbelieving, as the pleasure
swept through me again, crying out breathlessly as my body flared
white hot! And then again! And again! I didn't know what was
happening! A part of me was worried about whether I was going
insane or my body had become... damaged or something!

A small part. Most of me was just swept along
like a twig in flood waters as he kept pounding me and pounding me
until I felt as if I was becoming boneless, burned by churning heat
within, battered by his heavy body from without.

Until with a final flurry of hard, savage
thrust he buried himself in me, shuddering himself, gasping for
breath, red-faced as he momentarily let his whole body collapse
against me, his chest jammed down against my legs.

He pushed himself up again, blowing out a
puff of air, kneeling upright as he let my legs come up and then
fall to either side. I lay dazedly, chest heaving, gasping,
light-headed and still... twitching.

He ran his big hand up and down my torso,
kneading my breasts gently, then grinned as he got up and picked up
his expensive suit. He carried them from the room, leaving me alone
for maybe, I don't know, a minute. I sat up slowly, groaning,
wanting to close my legs at least.

Well, actually I didn't want to, and wouldn't
if I'd been alone.
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He returned, wearing sweatpants and nothing
else. This man looked good in sweat pants! Let me tell you!
Geeze!

“Wh-where's my nightcap?” I gulped.

He grinned. “Come along then, prisoner.”

“I have a name,” I grumbled.

He took my arm and helped me up and then led
me out of the room. It felt very odd walking naked alongside him,
though I still had the boots on...

“You can take the handcuffs off now,” I
said.

“Why would I do that?” he asked.

“Are you scared of me?” I asked in a slightly
taunting voice.

“You look quite dangerous to me. That is
definitely a killer body.”

OhmyGod, the room he brought me into was
gorgeous! It was smaller but that just made it cozier, but still
richer. The walls were paneled in a gleaming, glowing, polished
wood. The ceiling matched, with pot lights carefully spaced. There
was a built in TV cabinet of the same material across from the
sofa, which sat with its back against large windows. At the far end
of the room were built in shelves and cabinets of the same gleaming
polished wood.

Instead of a coffee table in front of the
sofa there sat a kind of, well, like a long ottoman in dimpled
brown leather.

He led me, not to the sofa, but to the
ottoman slash coffee table.

“Climb on here.”

“What?”

I was... confused, but he guided me there so
that my knees were soon on the ottoman, then turned me so I was
facing the sofa.

“Sit back on your heels.”

I was bewildered, but willing to go along
with him as I sat down on my heels.

“Knees wide,” he said.

I flushed at that, but his hand pushed at my
thigh and I gulped and obeyed.

“Make sure your shoulders are back. No
slouching, prisoner.”

“You're kinky, aren't you?”

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair, his
other hand cupping one of my breasts.

“Very,” he purred.

I gulped, feeling a rush of something dark
and wicked and exciting as he released my hair then walked past the
ottoman to the shelf and cabinet thing at the far end. He opened
one of the cabinets, which turned out to be a freezer and took out
a silver ice jug.

“Champagne? Scotch? Brandy? Wine?”

Asking for beer would have seemed kind of low
brow.

“Uhm, champagne?”

Like, who kept champagne at home except for
special parties?

I saw him open another cupboard. Inside was a
wine rack. No, it was a wine fridge! Or mini fridge, I guess. He
took out a bottle and pulled the foil away from the neck.

“Oh, don't open a fresh bottle!” I
exclaimed.

He turned and gave me a look. “Do you think I
keep unopened bottles of champagne around, prisoner?”

“I'm Danny,” I said.

“You are Danielle,” he said.

He popped the cork and took a glass down from
another cupboard.

This was … weird, but exciting. I tugged
against the handcuffs, but they were obviously real, not those
furry play things people sometimes bought as jokes. Which meant I
was completely helpless! Of course, realistically I was completely
helpless anyway since he was so much bigger and stronger than me,
but this really drummed it into my mind!

I still didn't feel at all threatened,
though.

He walked over to the sofa, carrying two
glasses, and sat down.

“How am I supposed to drink with my hands
cuffed?”

He shrugged. “I could assist you, I
suppose.”

He took a seat from his drink, set it down,
then dipped his fingers into the champagne glass! He pulled them
out and then stretched his arm up and out to my lips.

Wow!

I was awed, in a strange, hot way. And I let
him slide his fingers into my mouth, sucking lightly, licking at
them as we locked eyes.

All of this was so far removed from my
previous sexual experiences it was like … I was lost and had no
idea where it was all going!

He pulled his fingers free, then slid them
through my bangs and behind my head, drawing my head forward as he
held the glass up to me. I sipped, still looking at him, then
letting my eyes flick down his bare chest to a thin line of hair
which appeared just at the center of his belly above the waistband
of his sweatpants.

“So, Miss Quinlan, what am I to do with
you?”

Anything you want, I thought with no
small degree of enthusiasm!

He drew the glass back.

“Shoulders back,” he said.

I flinched slightly, then obeyed, even while
thinking I shouldn't.

Then again, it wasn't like I didn't want to
look my best!

“You have lovely breasts. Has anyone told you
that before?”

“Not in exactly those words.”

But guys had certainly not failed to show how
delighted they were at getting their hands or even their eyes on
them in the past.

He reached out and his big hand went around
my throat, his fingers angling up, though, to press into the
underside of my jaw as he pulled me forward. I gasped and started
to move but he put his other hand on my leg.

“Don't move your lower body. Lean
forward.”

He wasn't pressing against my throat, really,
but the underside of my jaw, and even that not enough to hurt. But
there was still a kind of incredible cockiness or confidence, an
arrogance to his simply grabbing me and pulling me forward like
that, which roused both my indignation and a raw heat lower
down!

He pulled me forward at a ninety degree angle
from my legs, even with my legs bent forward, and he held my head
up as his other hand slid down my torso, caressing my belly and
abdomen, then sliding in between my legs to rub me there!

“Beautiful,” he said almost under his
breath.

He pushed me back and I gasped, sinking back
onto my heels.

“Knees wide open,” he ordered.

And it was an order!

I slid my knees wider, my heart pounding,
even though I was confused.

“Your body is nicely toned,” he said. “Even
bent over there's no softness in your abdomen.”

I was pleased, of course, but his arrogance
still kind of took my breath away!

“I'm so glad you approve, master,” I said,
just a bit sarcastically.

He grinned. “You don't have to call me
master,” he said, taking a sip of his drink. “Sir, will do.”

I snorted, but that was half to disguise
another rush of heat.

God, was he that kind of kinky? I should have
thought of it already with the handcuffs! I was uncertain about
what to do about that, about what I thought about it. On the other
hand, given the incredible pleasure he'd already given me it was
kind of hard to feel nervous about it!

“Are you going to show me your torture
chamber next?” I asked, half wondering if either of us was
joking.

“No torture chamber,” he said.

He held up the glass again and I leaned in
and sipped, then sat back again, making sure my shoulders were
back.

“I am a man of discipline, however.”

He got up. “Don't move.”

I opened my mouth to protest as he walked out
of the room, but decided not to. I looked around admiringly. What a
gorgeous room! It must have cost a fortune!

Now you can't sit on your heels for very
long, okay, I mean literally, with your feet against the floor, or
whatever. It kind of bends your feet back and after a very short
time that starts to hurt. So what I did was to lay my feet down
flat, the backs of my feet against the ottoman thing, and sit on my
heels like that. You could do that without strain forever.

He came back with a round, metal tube with a
narrow head and sat down, grinning.

“Let's test your discipline, Miss Quinlan,”
he said.

He leaned forward and placed the narrowed
nose of the metal cylinder on the ottoman in front of me, then
pushed. It slid forward against my body, not at an angle to enter
me, but to push under me. It was able to do so without me even
really lifting myself up much, but it was tight there.

He turned it on. It was a vibrator, of
course, and it sat there under me, pressed against me as he sat
back and picked up his glass again.

“Don't move,” he said.

“You're bossy,” I gulped.

He nodded. “And little girls who disobey get
punished.”

“I'm not a little girl,” I said boldly.

He grinned. “You're little. And you're a
girl.”

“I'm not little. You're just big.”

“You're very argumentative.”

“Am not!”

He snorted, then reached into his pocket and
pulled out an object I hadn't seen before. It looked sort of like
an egg, except the bottom was flat, and it sat on a narrow round
base. It was all wrapped in purple plastic.

“What's that?” I asked.

“You know, I believe I had previously
suggested you should call me 'sir'.”

He leaned forward intently. “Let me hear you
say it.”

The vibrator was buzzing strongly against my
soft flesh and I was starting to feel myself sliding into a deep
fascination with whatever this kinky, exciting game was.

“Sir,” I gulped.

He smiled and picked up the object, then
stood up himself. I raised my head back and watched as he calmly
unwrapped the thing, revealing it was black. Then his hand swept
behind my head and pulled.

“Lean forward, prisoner,” he ordered.

I leaned forward, which jammed my sex even
more firmly into the vibrator, and he tilted my head back as he
leaned in against me. The hand with the object slid forward against
my mouth, and into it before I realized his intent! I didn't try to
stop it, though I was confused, as the egg pushed in and filled my
mouth.

“Suck.”

Was it some kind of uhm... soother?! I didn't
know! It had a base like it was a soother, and that stayed outside
my mouth. The thing was pretty big, though, and it barely fit in my
mouth! Then he pulled it gently back and his arm moved behind
me.

I gasped, my mouth and eyes widening as I
felt it pressing against my back passage!

“Oh! Wh-what are you – ?”

“Preparing you,” he said, looking into my
eyes.

“I don't need to be prepared!” I gulped.

“Of course you do. A girl with a beautiful
ass like yours always need to be prepared.”

“F-for what!?” I gasped as I felt the thing
pushing harder, felt it slowly spreading me open and sliding
inside.

“For a man to fuck that tight, beautiful ass
of yours, of course,” he said softly.

“Th-that's not the part of me you're supposed
to fuck!” I moaned.

“Supposed, has nothing to do with life.”

I gasped again as the egg thing slid deeper,
and then began to narrow. I felt my inner muscles sort of sucking
it inward until it had all disappeared inside me save the base.

“I-I didn't say you could –!”

He kissed me to silence my words, and I
moaned into his mouth as I felt my lower belly grinding against the
vibrator.

He drew back and pulled my head back so that
I was upright once again, then released my hair and put his hands
on my thighs. He pressed them firmly but slowly back until I gasped
in pain as the tendons in my thighs were stretched and
strained!

“Don't move, prisoner,” he said, sitting back
down.

“I-I'm not a prisoner!” I said, panting a
little.

“Arguing again, I see.”

“Are all older men like you!?”

“Sir,” he said.

“Are all older men like you, sir?!”

He smiled. “Unfortunately not.”

The egg thing felt... weird inside me!

“Are you going to fuck me in the ass, sir?” I
gulped, feeling a hot little thrill run through me at the
words.

“Of course. Keep those shoulders back.”

He took a sip from his glass, then picked up
the other and held it to my lips, letting me sip more
champagne.

“So what do you plan on doing with your life,
prisoner? I assume you don't want to be a messenger forever.”

“I-I don't know... sir,” I said.

“You don't feel a … calling, some sort of job
you'd like to do?”

“Not really.”

“Sir,” he said.

“Not really, sir.”

“No? Don't want to be a nurse? A lawyer? A
stripper?”

“No.”

“I bet you'd make a marvelous stripper.”

“I could never!”

“Of course you could. You've got the looks
and the body for it.”

“I couldn't be naked in front of
strangers!”

“You simply have too many inhibitions. I'll
see what I can do about that.”

“My parents would kill me.”

“How about a sex slave?”

“Is that a profession, sir?” I asked
tartly.

I was finding the inner heat growing more
powerful by the second, and my hips started to grind myself a
little against the vibrator.

“Stay still,” he barked.

I halted, gulping.

“I think we use what we like best, and what
we have available as a profession.”

“Being a sex slave isn't a profession,
sir!”

“True. It does require a measure of
expertise, though, and... discipline. But while not a profession it
obviates the need for one.”

“What does obviate mean?”

“Eliminates.”

“Why don't you just say eliminates?”

He raised his eyebrows and then stood up. His
hand slid behind my head again and pulled me forward. I bent over,
and he leaned in a bit, his arm going behind me.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply
against my bottom!

“Ow!”

“There is a limit to the impertinence I will
accept from you, prisoner,” he said sternly.

“This was kinky! But thrilling.

He sat down and I sat back on my heels,
giving him a disapproving look. That had stung!

Then he took another sip of his drink, and
picked up mine. He dipped his fingers in it again, before sliding
his fingers along my lips, circling them, then dipping within. I
licked at them, then closed my fingers as he slid them deeper.

“You have beautiful lips, too,” he sad in
unmistakable admiration. “Have you ever considered modeling?”

He pulled his fingers out and then cupped my
breasts gently, his fingers stroking the underside as his thumbs
caressed my stiff nipples.

“I'm not that pretty,” I said, blushing a
bit.

“You're gorgeous – and dumb, if you don't
recognize that.”

He gripped my nipples between the pads of his
fingers and thumbs then plucked them repeatedly, rolling and
caressing them. He pinched his fingers in harder and I gasped.

“Don't move,” he said.

“That hurts!” I whined as his fingers pinched
in tighter still.

“It just … burns,” he said.

It did, and then he pulled my nipples
outward, stretching them, and then up. I gasped, arching my back
until he let them go and stood up.

He drew his sweatpants down as he gripped my
hair, guiding me in to lick and suck at his balls. I rolled my eyes
up him as he looked down, sucking and licking at him as he
tightened his grip on my hair.

He guided me up against the base of his cock,
then higher, holding it up with his other hand as I took long,
excited licks up from the balls. I was grinding myself against the
vibrator now as my body buzzed with more and more sexual energy, my
clitoris swollen and throbbing!

I was starting to feel my entire body begin
to vibrate in time to the thing as I moaned against his cock,
licking more excitedly, gasping with the rise of my pulse and
heartbeat as he roughly jerked me in and then down against his
balls again by the hair. There was something just so fucking wild
about the way he was manhandling me!

His cock began to harden and he let it drop,
hard and thick. I licked and sucked at the head, then up and down
the sides until he gripped my hair tightly and pushed it into my
mouth. I braced myself, heart pounding, as it slid across my
tongue, the ridged shaft caressing my lips as it pushed deeper.

Without stopping it slid smoothly into my
throat, and he pulled me forward until my lips were locked around
the base. He pulled back on my hair, jerking my head up and back,
then down, forcing me to bend at the waist!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He slapped my bottom three times quickly and
sharply! Then he picked up the vibrator and turned it, pressing the
tip against my swollen opening and sliding it up inside me. At the
same time, he pulled me forward by the hair, off the table, backing
up until he was sitting down and could pull me up to straddle
him.

He pulled my head down and kissed me roughly,
and his other hand slapped my ass again, then both hands stroked up
and down my back, following the contours of my body, kneading my
buttocks as I ground myself against him.

I gasped and moaned now and then as the base
of the vibrator, which still protruded a little from me pressed
downward, jamming the nose in harder against what I figured must be
the back wall of my sex! But I didn't care about the pain. My lips
were locked against his as heat swept through me!

He kneaded my breasts as his hands raced over
my body, and his lips remained locked on mine. Then he gripped my
hair again, twisting my head up and to the side so he could chew
and lick and suck his way down the nape of my neck.

He pulled back harder, and I cried out as I
half twisted onto my back, my chest thrust upward. He dropped his
lips to them, sucking and licking and chewing on each as his other
hand massaged my clitoris and pressed against the base of the
vibrator.

I shuddered, hips grinding against him, head
rolling back as flames ran through my body, my hands pulling
against the handcuffs around my wrists as I instinctively tried to
balance myself. But he pulled me upright again and then straight
back so that once again my back arched sharply, this time while
straddling and facing him.

I felt the vibrator sliding down out of me,
then the nose of his cock rubbing up and down against my opening. I
groaned, hips bucking forward, and felt it slide into me as he drew
me in and forward.

“Oh God!” I groaned, sliding myself down the
long length of him.

“Sir will do,” he said.

He grabbed my hair and kissed me again and I
started to ride him, grinding my hips around and back and forth at
the same time as the heat mounted, loving the feel of his thick
cock filling me! He cupped my breast, squeezing it hard, and I
cried out into his mouth, rocking in and back, impaling myself on
him again and again!

I felt the orgasm hit! A huge wall of
pleasure swept up through me and made me cry out, back arching as I
ground myself desperately against him, riding up and down as the
pleasure tore through my body. His hands roughly squeezed my
breasts, then one moved down to rub my clitoris as I trembled and
jerked and impaled myself again and again!
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He held me still against him as I gulped in
air and tried to fit my head back together, and he held still
inside me, as well. His hands combed through my hair and ran up and
down my body, gliding over my curves and lightly fingering my
nipples.

Then he leaned forward, his hands going to my
back, letting me down gently on my back onto the ottoman. And then
he quickly and roughly flipped me over, making me gasp,
startled.

Crack! He slapped my bottom
sharply!

“Up on your knees, prisoner,” he ordered.

“Ow!” I whined. “Quit it!”

He gripped my hips and jerked them upward,
placing my knees on the edge of the ottoman. My wrists, of course,
were still cuffed behind my freaking back.

“We haven't finished our search yet,
prisoner,” he said.

I felt his fingers at that … thing he'd
shoved into my butt, and felt it pulling against my sphincter,
turning and twisting and then sliding out of me. Then before I
could quite mentally prepare myself I felt him sliding
in!

“Oh wait!” I gasped.

Crack! He slapped my ass sharply, then
gripped my thighs to jerk my knees wider as I felt the soft nose of
his cock oozing through the opening left by the plug. I groaned as
it slid through slowly, and then started going deeper.

I'm mostly not a fan of anal sex, okay? I
mean, what, my pussy isn't good enough? I'm pretty tight! Guys his
size can't exactly push in easily! And it often hurts!

Only this time I was really high on the
sexual heat he had generated, my body thrumming with tension to the
point I was practically trembling! I was starting to find this...
bondage stuff, like, being tied up, to be really erotic exotic, if
you know what I mean.

That is, I was helpless to really do any of
the stuff I would normally be doing, and that meant it was all on
him. All I could do, which was all I had to do, was just be in
whatever position he put me in. there was something very freeing
about that. Which I know is weird when you say it about being
handcuffed!

But sex is a give and take thing and my mind
is always working on what I should be doing for my partner. Now
that part of my mind could focus only on what he was doing to me!
It also accentuated the feeling of being manhandled, of being this
big, powerful guy's plaything, thrown around on my back, slapped,
hair pulled – doing whatever the fuck he wanted to me!

That should have outraged me, and on some
level it did, but right then and there it felt like this really
wild, heady thrill ride, even as his thick cock sank deeper into my
ass! The thing he'd put in me had sort of prepared me, I guess, and
loosened me up, because he pushed into me, despite his thickness,
easier than any other guy ever had.

His hands caressed my taut buttocks, and slid
down along my sides as he leaned into me. His hips began to work
slowly in and out, the head of his cock jabbing forward in slow
movements as it worked its way deeper and deeper.

When I felt him gathering up my hair I braced
myself. I didn't normally like having my hair pulled, and since I'd
cut it that hadn't happened much. On the other hand, it definitely
appealed to the thrill of being manhandled by him!

I gasped as he jerked back on my hair,
forcing my chin up and back. At the same time, he thrust forward
firmly, his big cock sliding deep into my ass! He slapped my bottom
sharply, and I cried out, as he sank deeper. All of that seemed to
distract my insides so that my muscles didn't even clamp down on
his big cock. He sank deep, to the point I felt this aching,
cramping sensation!

“You have a gorgeous ass, prisoner,” he
growled.

His hips ground against my buttocks, and I
shuddered, remembering how long his cock was, and knowing it was
buried inside me! His right hand slid down along my side and in
under to cup my breast. And when it couldn't get enough easily
enough he just jerked back harder on my hair, which forced my
shoulders up!

“Perfect breasts, gorgeous ass, beautiful
face, and toned body. I bet I could sell you to some Arab prince
for a fortune,” he said.

He drew his hand off my breast and slapped my
ass again.

Crack!

“What do you think, prisoner? Would you like
to be a sex slave in a harem?”

“Ow! Oh! No!” I gasped.

His hips were moving in and out now, using
long, deep, but slow strokes.

Crack! He slapped my ass again.

“You'd love it,” he said. “Nothing but hard
cocks all day long.”

Like I said, I usually only agreed to anal
sex reluctantly. It's not my favorite thing, but this time, well,
with all he was doing and saying, and how hot I was, the feeling of
his big shaft moving inside me, of his hips slapping against me, it
was all sending my mind into a kind of hot, bubbling swoon.

I felt dazed, grunting mindlessly as his cock
thrust deep into my soft belly, as his hips slapped against my
buttocks, swept by waves of heat and excitement as he used me with
growing speed and roughness, jerking on my hair, slapping my ass,
groping my breast, and just doing whatever the fuck he wanted to
me!

It was all so incredibly hot and my mind was
flooded with steam as I began to twist and writhe and moan as the
pressure grew. When it went off I gurgled helplessly, head jerking
up and back as he rammed himself into me, the orgasm flaring hotly
throughout my body and consuming my mind!

He kept thrusting, releasing my hair, his
hips slapping against me so that my own chest – and breasts, ground
back and forth against the ottoman below me. My breasts were
swollen and hot, my nipples hard pebbles that crackled with
energy.

Crack!Crack!

I groaned as he slapped my ass, cried out
dazedly as he jerked on my hair again, shuddered as his big cock
churned my insides, and then came again!

*

He insisted on driving me home. Actually, he
insisted I sleep at his place, but I had work the next morning.
Besides, being with him was so overwhelming I needed to get away
and get my head back together again. After that incredible
thrill-ride I needed to get back to being me again, Danny, the
messenger girl – not Danielle the... helpless naked sex slave!

He drove me home, but he put that butt-plug
back inside me, and made me promise – and I wasn't even entirely
sure how seriously – that I'd wear it always! So my 'gorgeous ass'
would be ready for his cock any time he wanted to make use of
it!

The gall of the man! But, boy, was it ever
sexy! The intensity of the sexual experience I'd had that evening
so far overshadowed just about every other sexual experience that
it was like this giant, shining red beacon in my memory, the
orgasms so powerful the memory of them still resonated in my
mind.

When I got home I looked at myself in the
bathroom mirror, trying to see me as he'd seen me. I knew I had a
pretty good body, of course, but he acted like I was this
incredibly gorgeous model. I cupped and lifted my breasts a little,
remembering his hands on them, and could already feel them kind of
throbbing in my hands.

I slid my fingers down my taut belly to my
sex, rubbing lightly, then turned and bent forward, peering over my
shoulder. I still had the butt plug inside me! It showed on the
outside as a small rounded plug covering my puckered little back
opening.

What a weird thing!

I slid it slowly out of me, shaking my head.
Wear that thing all the time? What a nutty idea!

*

There was no sign of anything different in me
as I rode to work the next day. I wore the same leathers on the
outside, and the same black lingerie on the inside. And no, I was
not about to wear a butt-plug all day!

I felt more... sexual, though, as I drove,
thinking, as I couldn't stop doing, about the previous evening, and
how thrilling it had been. He had my number and I had his. What
would happen next time we got together? Would there be more of that
bondage stuff? More wild, kinky sex?

Ben had been intelligent, thoughtful, sexy,
and sophisticated throughout the evening. It was weird how that was
paired with that rough, take-charge sex, or maybe not. There was no
question who was in charge between us, and I couldn't even feel
anything wrong with that.

I mean, I was a twenty year old messenger
with a high school diploma living in a tiny rented loft. He was
this older... rich guy who had a university degree, ten years in
the military, and all this sophisticated business and intelligence
work in his background. Of course he would know better than I would
about almost anything!

I didn't even feel any need to be competitive
the way I would have with a guy closer to my own age. It would have
been silly to even try.

Still, the day to day nature of my work
pushed thoughts of the previous evening into the background as I
zipped up and down the streets of Manhattan, negotiated alleys, and
dashed in and out of buildings.

When I checked my phone inside one such
building there was a text from an unknown number. It opened up and
I gasped aloud. It was that picture he'd taken of me! I was naked,
arms back, head pulled back, though not so far you couldn't see my
face, breasts sticking out hard and taut, sweating and looking
very... well-fucked.

There was a message with it.

“Enjoyed the company, Miss Quinlan. We'll
have to do it again very soon.”

God, the nerve of the guy!

“You should delete that picture!” I typed
back.

“You look very sexy,” he replied.

“Do I get to take naked pictures of you?”

“Most unlikely.”

I snorted.

Then another text came in. It was a close up
of his erection. It didn't have anyone else in it. You couldn't
prove it was him. It could have been anyone taken off the internet
even. But I'd been close up and personal with his cock the other
day, and this sure did look familiar!

“Something to remind you of me,” it said.

I would rather have had a picture of his top
half – topless, but I didn't delete it.

“And are you wearing your butt-plug as
ordered?”

I hesitated. “Yes, sir!” I typed back
playfully.

“You'd better be, else punishment will be in
order.”

“Yes, sir!” I replied with a smirk.

I put the phone away, then, because I had to
get going. I trotted down the stairs and out to my bike, put my
helmet on, zipped up my coat, and then headed into traffic for my
next stop. An hour later it was nearly time to break for lunch.

Noon is quiet time for messengers, mostly
because everyone else is off on lunch and not calling us. I checked
my emails on my phone in the entrance way for an insurance company,
and saw that Varij, Marco and Frank (Francis) had decided to lunch
at the Burger Emporium. I checked in and agreed to meet them there,
and went out and got on my bike.

It was actually faster to cut through an
alley up on 34th Street than go the long way around, but
there was a cop parked just ahead of it writing a ticket for a car
in front of him. That meant his back was turned, so I took a
chance. I stopped the bike, got off, and then, checking that he
wasn't looking, wheeled it up across the sidewalk as if I was
taking it into the alley to park.

Once inside I hopped back on and drove on,
but as I was halfway along I saw him looking into the alley and
cursed. I moved faster as he disappeared, came out on
33rd, and made a quick turn, then another, then another,
in hopes of being invisible before he could come around to find
me.

It seemed to work, and I found the rest of
them already seated as I parked next to their bikes and hurried
inside. I waved as I headed to the counter, got my burger and
fries, and headed over to their table.

“Hey, foxy lady,” Frank said.

He was a tall, slender guy who had made it
repeatedly clear how much he'd like to sleep with me. He was cute
enough but the logistics of it were too complicated since he lived
in Brooklyn. He was also kind of a loudmouth and I didn't want the
details spread around everywhere.

“Busy day,” I said, sitting down.

“They all are, lucky for us,” Varij said.

“Yeah, if everyone sent their shit by email
we'd be out of a job,” Marco added.

“Should we thank all the lawyers for giving
us work then?” I asked.

“Fuck lawyers, man,” Varij said.

“Depends on the lawyer,” I replied.

“Yeah, you got your fortune in those leather
pants, Dannie girl, Marco said. “You should find a lawyer to pay
all your bills and make you into a fine lady.”

“You saying I'm not a fine lady now?” I
asked, around a mouthful of hamburger.

“You're a hot bitch, but not exactly a fine
lady,” Varij said with a snort.

“And you guys are all gentlemen?”

“Says so when I go into the toilet,” Frank
said.

“Thought you usually went in your pants,”
Marco said.

Frank gave him the finger and Varij smirked.
“Sure does smell like it,” he said, holding his nose.

“You should talk, with that Indian shit you
eat,” Frank said.

“Shit is not what you eat. It's what happens
to the stuff you eat,” Varij replied smugly.

“Can't tell the difference in the smell with
Indian food!”

I got a text and flipped it open, gulping as
I saw a picture of me bent over, taken from behind with his cock
jammed halfway into my ass!

I hurriedly closed it before anyone could
lean over and see!

Varij and Marco argued about who had the
smelliest food, Indians or Hispanics, while Frank kept staring at
my chest whenever he thought I wasn't looking. I'd taken off my
jacket because it was warm inside and was now regretting it a
little.

“I don't know how long I'm gonna keep doing
this,” he said. “I mean, it was okay at first, but it's getting
old.”

“Where you gonna make more money?” I
asked.

“Shit, I could make almost as much as a
server if I could get on a fancy restaurant.”

“They don't want your ass in a fancy
restaurant, bro,” Marco said. “They want someone looks like
that.”

He stuck his thumb at me and I scowled
back.

“It's true,” he said. “Hot chicks get big
tips at those places. You'd make way more than that guy.”

“Just have to show some cleavage,” Frank said
with a grin.

“Yeah, we'd come and be customers,” Marco
added.

“You guys wouldn't tip for shit,” I said.

“Depends on how much cleavage,” Varij said.
“I could tip a lot for good cleavage.”

“That's because you're desperate to see
breasts that aren't on a computer monitor,” I replied.

“Very much so,” he said with mock
dignity.

“Anyway, I'm not showing my boobs around for
money.”

“Dyke,” Frank said with a smirk.

“It's not that I don't like men, Frank. I
just have taste,” I replied sweetly.

“I bet you're real tasty,” he said.

“You'll never know.”

“Women bikers don't need guys, man” Marco
said. “They're straddling that bike all day. Rrrrrrr. It's like a
big vibrator!”

“But that just makes us super horny by the
end of the day, Marco,” I said with wide eyes, “So we rush off to
attack some guy!”

“You can attack me any time you like,” he and
Frank both said at more or less the same time.

“It's likely to be with a tire iron if you
keep bugging me.”

“Now that's kinky,” Varij said.

“I'm gonna get some tonight anyway,” Marco
said. “Meeting this girl at the Pyramid. She's hot for me.”

“She must be desperate,” Frank said.

“Hope so!”

“Gonna give her a ride on your hog?”

“A long one!”

I tsked and finished my burger.

“You girls have it easy,” Marco said. “Sex
any time you want with anyone you want.”

“As if,” I said, making a face. “You guys all
think that and it's just not true.”

“Like anyone's gonna turn you down!” Frank
said.

I rolled my eyes. “You guys have an elevated
sense of just how much like a goddess I am.”

“No one wants a goddess. They just want a hot
chick.”

“Well, if I can have any guy I want, then I
should be really choosy, huh? Only search out rich guys.”

“Yeah, but all girls are trying that, so you
got a lot of competition.”

“So some of you gotta settle for guys like
us!”

“Not me!”

“You got your rich boy then?”

“I'm not telling!”

We broke up soon after to head off on our
separate paths. It struck me they were sort of half right about
that sort of stuff, but the other half made all the difference. I
headed to midtown for a pickup, then back to the Financial District
with architectural blueprints and drawings.

It was almost at the end of the day when I
got a late call to the Abrams building, to a regular client. It was
only when I picked up the package and checked the address that I
stumbled. It was to Mr. Sebastian Stone!

I bit my lower lip and stared at the address
in consternation. Was this something he'd set up!? I mean, the
previous package I'd taken to him had come from this same place, so
maybe not. But what if he was there when I arrived!? Maybe he
didn't know and I wouldn't even see him. I only had last time
because the receptionists were away, I guess.

And in any event there was nothing to be done
but deliver the package. That's what I do, after all. I went back
downstairs, got on my bike, and headed for his building. This time
I was prepared for the security. Or thought I was.

There was the same bomb sniffing machine, and
the same electronic wand and documentation and sign-in, but this
time one of the security guards rode up with me on the elevator. I
shrugged, figuring maybe they'd tightened procedures for visitors
for some reason.

When we got to Stone's floor, though, the
guard shook his head when I started for the reception desk and said
“This way, miss.”

We headed down a corridor, then went through
a pair of double doors which gave onto another corridor. This one
was quite different, heavily carpeted, with restrained lighting,
and more of that wall paneling. We went up it to the end, and
another pair of double doors. He knocked and opened it to an outer
office where a secretary might be working.

Only the desk was empty, and Sebastian Stone
was waiting there.

“Thanks, Rob. Jennie's gone home early. I'll
need some time for a reply to this so I'll see her down when
done.”

The man nodded and left, and Stone came up to
me.

“You have something for me, Miss?”

I handed it over wordlessly and he grinned
and headed through another door. I followed, looking around.

“Nice place,” I said.

That was an understatement. It broke with the
rest of the floor in not having all that shiny wood grain. Instead
it was done in shades of gray and black. The shelves were black.
The wall and carpeting gray. The table in the corner and the chairs
around it were black. His huge stone desk looked like it was of
some kind of black granite or marble.

Behind it all was a fifteen foot high floor
to ceiling, wall to wall window looking out on the financial
distract.

“It's cozy,” he said.

“If you're Darth Vader.”

“Are you criticizing my décor, prisoner?”

“I'm not your prisoner, I'm a messenger
delivering a parcel!”

“So I'm the client and the client is always
right, right?'

I snorted. “You should stop sending me those
pictures! What if someone I was with saw it when I opened it!?”

“Then they'd pleasantly surprised, if they
were a man.”

“I don't want to pleasantly surprise people
like that!”

“That's because you're a cruel and selfish
young woman.”

“I am – !”

He interrupted by grabbing my open jacket to
pull me against him and kiss me very deeply! Which was fine with
me. Then his hands slid the jacket over my shoulders and let it
slide down my arms, before quickly tugging up my tank top. Before I
could think whether to object or not, before I could even consider
it, he'd already yanked it up and off me!

“Hey!”

“Sexual harassment?”

“Yes!”

“Think of it as extra security
screening.”

His hands dropped to the front of my leather
pants.

“Wait! What if someone comes in!?!”

“They'll be very envious of me if they're a
man, very envious of you if a woman.”
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He yanked my pants down, then lifted me up
into the air and across his shoulder like a sack of potatoes!

“Hey!”

Crack! He slapped my butt, then turned
and carried me over to the desk as I felt him undoing my motorcycle
boots!

“Who do you think you are, Conan!?” I
demanded, slapping at his back.

Crack!

“Conan was a barbarian,” he said, tugging one
boot free. “I'm much more sophisticated.”

“You're acting more like Conan! Or
Tarzan!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Don't talk back, prisoner.”

“I'm not your prisoner, you big perve!”

Crack!

“Show respect for your betters,” he said as
he dropped my other boot to the floor, then tugged my pants
off.

He grabbed my thong next and slid it over my
hips and down my legs.

Crack!

`“I don't see the butt-plug, Miss Quinlan,”
he growled.

“I uhm... forgot!” I gulped.

Crack!

“Ow! Stop that, you perve!” I yelped.

He dropped me onto his desk and gripped my
head between both hands.

I could feel a wild, tangled rush of
excitement and anxiety. I mean, I was virtually naked in an office!
Was the door even locked!?

“Did you not agree?”

“That was last night!”

“Did you not tell me in your text that you
were wearing it?”

“I didn't know I'd be seeing you!” I
protested.

“Clearly. But the fact remains, you lied to
me, did you not?”

“Oh come on!”

“Did you or did you not?”

I rolled my eyes.

“That's very disrespectful,” he said.

“What? Hey!”

He spun me around pushed me against his desk,
his hand sliding up my back to undo my bra and then pull it off
before bending me over.

“Hmmm,” he said, his hand kneading my
buttocks.

He moved around to the other side of the
desk, then. When I started to rise he grabbed my arm and pulled me
forward again, before opening a drawer and taking out what I at
first thought was a studded leather strap. It was rounded, though,
and he wrapped it around my wrist and buckled it in place.

I sort of gaped, feeling another rush of
heat. He grabbed my other hand and wrapped a second leather band
around it. The bands had little metal rings and links, and he
linked them together, then took out a length of rope and tied it
around the metal between them.

He did this all very quickly while I was
gripped by a sense of disbelief, excitement and uncertainty.

“Are you crazy!?” I finally gasped.

“Possibly.”

He yanked on the rope and I went oof, as I
was forced belly down across the desk.

“Hey!”

He hummed to himself and dropped low behind
the desk. When he reemerged the rope remained tautly in place.

“Creep! Pervert!”

“I don't think I like your unflattering
descriptions, Miss Quinlan,” he said.

He took something else from his desk and
gathered my hair up, then jerked my head back.

“Ow!” I yelped.

He pushed the thing against me with my mouth
open and the pressure against my teeth instinctively caused me to
open my mouth even wider! It was still a bit too thick to fit
through, but he squeezed it – it was like a ball – and got it into
my mouth, which it completely filled!

I mean, it was jammed between my teeth so
they couldn't close, and still filled my mouth from my tongue to
the roof.

“It's called a ball-gag,” he said. “It's to
gag someone so someone else can have a ball.”

He grinned and moved around behind me.

Crack!

I yelped and kicked out at him, which got me
another slap.

Then I felt his hard hands on my thighs
jerking them roughly apart. Any thought of objecting ended when I
felt his mouth on my sex an instant later!

I was still staring along the surface of the
desk at my arms before me, at the leather restraints binding my
wrists, and the rope which led down across the other side of the
desk. I was gripped by a wild shocked thrill, disbelief, and
anxiety all at the same time.

I was also rolling my eyes downward as if I
could see the ball gag – a fucking ball gag! I mean, are you
kidding me!? He'd shoved a ball gag into my mouth! I was tied up in
an office, bent across a desk with my hips grinding against the
edge and I had a ball gag in my mouth!

His mouth enveloped my sex and he began to
suck and lick, and well, the heat started to rise very, very fast
inside me! This was such a rush!

Crack!

I sucked in air in a moan around the gag as I
felt his fingers penetrate me and slide deep. They turned and
twisted inside me as his lips caught my clitoris and he began to
suck rhythmically even as his tongue pushed out and rolled my
little button between his lips. I'd never felt anything quite like
it and I felt my hips bucking instinctively as a wild flurry of
sensations poured into me!

His long, thick fingers slid in and out as he
sucked and licked me, and my muscles began to spasm, rolling my
hips back, trying to jam myself harder against his fingers and
mouth! The heat rolled up my spine and I felt a feverish excitement
gripping my mind!

I wasn't far from climax already, and then he
stopped, rising behind me. I shuddered, spreading my legs so wide I
had to rise onto the balls of my feet, eagerly awaiting his
cock!

Instead he pulled my legs tightly together,
and not only did he undo his belt he also slid it out of the loops
of his pants and doubled it up in his hand.

“You have to learn discipline, little girl,”
he said.

And then I swear, he swung the belt down
against my ass! I squealed, more in shock than pain, gasping and
twisting my head around to stare in disbelief.

Crack!

“You have to learn obedience,” he said in a
stern voice.

Crack! Crack!

I yelped and twisted, but there wasn't a hell
of a lot I could do! I mean, I couldn't even protest! The belt
snapped down across my bottom with short, stinging blows that soon
had my bottom burning hotly!

“You have to learn not to lie to me,” he
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

This was... insane! And my ass was starting
to burn like fire! I squealed into the gag and twisted, pulling at
the restraints to no avail as he brought the belt snapping down
across my upraised bottom again and again!

He paused, his hand thrusting between my
thighs to cup my sex. His thumb slid into me and he started to kind
of roll my clitoris between it and his fingers.

“You're going to be an excellent slave girl
when you're properly disciplined,” he said.

He swung the belt down again, with his
fingers still in place, and it cracked across my buttocks.

“But you have to learn to do as you're
told.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My ass was on fire! On the other hand, his
fingers were raising the heat inside me at the same time! And I
don't know if it was instinctive, but my mind chose to embrace the
sensations coming from my pussy so that my hips began to grind and
squirm again even as the belt cracked down across my ass!

He stopped and stepped back, leaving me
panting and gasping and trembling there across his desk!

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Moaning, I shifted my feet wider on the
floor.

Crack!

“Wider!”

I spread them so wide only my toes were
touching the floor, which raised my bottom higher!

“Keep in that position.”

I turned my head around as he sat down in one
of the leather chairs on the other side of the desk, and I saw he
had a phone in his hand! I gasped, jerking my head around just
before he snapped a picture.

Then he started to talk, but it wasn't to
me.

“Yeah, Jeff, are you going to be able to make
that meeting tomorrow morning?” he asked.

There was a pause, in which I could hear a
bit of electronic babbling, but no actual words from the phone.

“I think we should prioritize the Jennings
case, and if you agree to focus on South American we should be able
to bring Rothstein around at the same time.”

He was making a phone call about a meeting
later on while I lay there! What an arrogant bastard!

I was so hot, though, that I only minded
because I wanted him to fuck me, now! I was grateful he
wasn't strapping my ass any more, though. My toes got tired and I
let my legs move closer together. But even though he was still
talking on the phone he picked up his belt and snapped it across my
ass again!

I yelped into the gag and forced my legs
wider once more!

“Yes, I think that's the right strategy,” she
heard him say. “All right. I'll see you there.”

I gasped as he grabbed my leg and then simply
flipped me over onto my back. That left my buttocks barely perched
on the edge of the desk, and he knelt again, forcing my legs wide
apart as his mouth closed around my sex once more!

This was so fucking insane!

But his tongue was sliding up and down
between my labia, riding up across my clitoris, then twirling
around it even as my thighs groaned from the strain of him
spreading my legs so damn wide apart!

I felt incredibly, obscenely displayed like
this, with my back slightly arched and my legs almost doing the
splits along the edge of the desk! My hips began to undulate,
though, as my chest fluttered wildly and a flush spread down my
face, neck and chest!

His talented tongue built the heat up once
more, and had me groaning and whimpering for more as he stood up.
He laid his stiff cock against me, laying it along my abdomen,
showing me just how deep inside me it was going to go!

But then he reached past me for a glass on
the desk and plucked an ice cube from it, bringing it back and
letting it roll lightly around and across my left nipple!

I squealed, twisting and arching, but there
was virtually nothing I could really do as he chuckled softly and
let the cube roll slowly around my nipple in wider, then narrower
circles. The warm skin over my breast rapidly melted the cube so
that small, icy droplets of water trickled gently down the sloping
sides and onto my ribs or belly!

“I love the way your body moves,” he said,
watching me raptly.

I groaned as he shifted the ice cube to my
other breast, my other nipple, slowly rolling it back and forth as
I cried out in protest and tried to writhe away!

He lowered his icy cold fingers and thrust
them inside me, which made me squeal and jerk even more sharply, as
he bent and began to suck and lick at my iced nipples with his warm
mouth! His teeth dug into my soft flesh with aching force as his
warm mouth soothed my chilled flesh, and when he sucked it felt
incredible!

He straightened up as I lay panting, gripping
my legs and lifting them up and apart so that my ass rose off the
desk! His cock was still rubbing up and down against me, sliding
along my sex and over it as he grinned down at me, holding me in
mid-air with my legs spread wide!

“Now what should I do with my little girl-toy
now?” he mused.

I knew what I wanted him to do with her!

He let my legs down is what he did, and I
winced at the sharp tug on the tendons in my thighs. Then he moved
around to the other side of the desk as I rolled my eyes up and
back at him. He got more rope. What the fuck! Why did he have all
this rope!? Had he planned this out!? Of course he had!

He grinned at me and looped the rope around
my ankle, then fed it down over the side of his desk, down low, and
then, I guess, under the leg or something. He brought that along
the bottom of the desk and up the other side, then grabbed my ankle
there and spread that achingly wide before wrapping the rope around
that ankle too!

God!

“Pervert!” I tried shouting through the
gag.

My legs weren't doing the splits exactly. I
couldn't spread them that wide. But they weren't that far off! My
ankles weren't much more than a foot off the corners of the
desk!

He dropped low and licked at my clitoris
again, sucking as his fingers pushed into me. Then he stood up,
staring at me, his fingers working in and out, his thumb stroking
across my clitoris! The heat began to build again, to boil over as
my head thrashed from side to side!

“I have a late meeting,” he said. “But I'll
be back after that.”

I gaped at him, not sure what he was saying,
my mind too frazzled to focus. I felt his fingers withdraw and
something else pushing into me slowly, then deeply. I thought it
might be his cock, but it wasn't. I raised my head and saw it was
like some kind of vibrator or dildo!

It was shaped like a real cock, except that
it had a rectangular base that was sort of shaped like a pair of
balls on top. He fastened that base to the edge of the desk
somehow, then left me alone!

I lay there breathless for a while, expecting
him back after a minute, sure he was lying about going to a
meeting. I mean, you don't tie a girl up like this and then leave
her for a fucking meeting!

I was boiling inside, the sexual heat and
hunger swirling and churning inside me in a seething overheated
ooze of hunger, need and passion! I was awkwardly perched on the
edge of the desk, too, half my buttocks wanting to slide off,
except they couldn't because my wrists and ankles were tied back,
which was making my thighs ache even more.

Not to mention my wrists. There was pressure
on my wrists, too, holding me from sliding off the opposite side of
the desk. But the pull bowed my back somewhat, pushing my chest up
and out so that I was basically a terribly obscene presentation for
anyone who happened to come upon me!

And I could hear sounds from beyond the wall!
They were muffled, true, but I knew people were moving around out
there. What would happen if some janitor or other came in!? God,
this was insane! And he was incredibly arrogant to leave me like
this!

I started cursing myself for letting him tie
me up in the first place, except I hadn't exactly let him. Well, I
hadn't said no, of course, but still! This was way kinkier than I
was used to!

The fact that my body was still thrumming
with sexual energy, though, made the regrets more intellectual than
emotional. What was more, the actual physical discomfort was
wrapped in this hot, bubbling, oozing cloud of dark sexual
excitement, so that it didn't really seem to matter that much.

That didn't mean my body didn't keep shifting
and turning in and attempt to find some more comfortable position.
I could pull against the rope holding my wrists up and back, for
example, in order to ease my butt back from the opposite edge. I
couldn't do it much, though, because of the way my ankles were
tied.

Which meant that I tended to slide downward
again.

And of course, any attempt to shift my hips
moved my body around the dildo thing he'd shoved inside me, so that
I could feel it moving and pressing against the walls of my soft,
elastic channel. My jaw was starting to ache a bit, too, not used
to being kept open so long.

He seriously could not be having a fucking
meeting!

I ran my eyes around the office, then arched
back to stare, upside down out the window at the towers around this
one. There were a lot, but not a lot that were as high. The one a
block up was higher, though. It was only half past five, but sunset
was around seven. I better fucking not be here that long, I
thought. But if I was, I'd be practically right in the window and
well lit for anyone in that building who looked out!

The phone rang, startling me. And then what I
had taken to be a dildo began to buzz inside and against me,
startling me more. The base, which was pressed against me, vibrated
even more than the thick tube inside my body, and I began to feel
this sudden intensifying of the thrumming pressure down there.

It built up fairly quickly, too, to the point
I could feel the sexual excitement inside me swirling higher and
higher. My chest got tighter and I began to gulp in air more
rapidly. I felt this deep throbbing heat radiating through my body,
and my hips began to writhe and roll in slow, awkward movements
against the vibrator, my body pulling against the ropes.

The phone rang again, just one ring, like
before, and the vibrator stopped.

My hips continued to roll and grind against
it as I moaned in heat, but slowly, very slowly, that heat began to
ease, the pounding of my heart to slow. I tried harder to grind
myself against it, but couldn't really do a lot given my
positioning.

The phone rang again, and the vibrator
started!

I groaned and felt the nerve endings in my
groin starting to crackle with energy, felt the rising heat
sweeping up my body until I again felt like I was in a sexual
fever. I writhed and moaned and arched and twisted, seeking to jam
myself harder against the thing, but only able to do a little.

My pulse raced and my breathing got ragged,
once again, and I felt myself eagerly approaching a precipice, the
heat deep and all-encompassing!

The phone rang again and I moaned as the
vibrator stopped. I was near enough I tried frantically to grind
myself against it to push myself that last bit over, but I wasn't
quite able to, and slowly, the heat faded – not to nothing, by any
means, but to a low, bubbling simmer that had me gulping in deep
breaths of air.

And cursing the arrogant Mister Stone! Though
at the same time, I had to admit I felt a grudging admiration for
just how cleverly perverted and kinky his little sexual games were,
and how ballsy he was to play them without even bothering to ask
permission! The bastard!

The phone rang again, and the vibrator
started. I groaned, but this time I was determined to somehow push
myself over the edge before it stopped again. I wasn't sure how I
could do that, mind you, but I rolled my hips and tried hard to
kind of jerk my hips against the thing to stimulate the movement
inside me.

I was getting hotter and hotter, more
breathless, the blood racing through my body as beads of sweat
began to appear on my chest. I moaned, chest fluttering, as that
sexual fever settled over me once again and I felt myself
approaching orgasm.

The phone rang again, and I almost screamed
in frustration. But the vibrator didn't stop this time, instead it
buzzed even more powerfully! I gasped, raw pulsing waves of heat
rushing up my body, one after the other! And then I did scream, or
at least, I cried out, emptying my lungs as a tremendous orgasm
exploded within me!

It was … intense! I twisted and arched and
thrashed in the grip of a massive storm of sensation, my muscles
spasming, my body wracked by convulsions as my mind spun wildly
through the wonder of the wild release of sexual energy!

For long, long seconds, nothing else mattered
in the world as I was washed by ecstasy, and then, with the orgasm
peaking, it faded, leaving me limp and gasping for breath.

The vibrator didn't fade, though. It
continued to buzz strongly away. The nerve endings around that part
of my body felt hyper-sensitive now, and I would certainly have
turned the thing off if I could have. Of course, I couldn't. I
moaned as the too-powerful sensations disturbed the languorous
relaxation I would otherwise have been gripped by.

And then those too-powerful sensations seemed
to morph and twist within me until my clitoris seemed to be
vibrating just like the machine, and the sexual fever which had
gripped me swept me up in a rush of heat and hunger once again,
very, very quickly!

I was shocked by how quickly I became
aroused, and how aroused I quickly became! Undaunted, though. It
was certainly welcome! I ground myself against the vibrator as my
pulse raced, and then another orgasm tore through me, and then,
with barely any respite, another, and another. I had six major
orgasms in the space of maybe two minutes!

I was astonished, gladdened, breathless,
dazed, and aching, inside and out. And I was becoming light-headed,
my heart pounding in my chest as I gulped in air. My flesh, where
it was pressed against the vibrator was starting to feel... not
exactly numb, but kind of a strange pins and needles-like
sensation, as if the nerve endings were strained or something.

The muscles in my abdomen ached! It was like
they spasmed more than anything else with each orgasm, and weren't
used to the effort!

And it was about then that the door opened,
and Mister arrogance himself, walked in, looking way too pleased
with himself! Not that I really cared at that point. A part of me
wanted me to freeze and just glare at him, as if I hadn't felt
anything but impatience this whole time. But I couldn't work up the
energy for acting.

“I trust you haven't been bored in my
absence, Miss Quinlan,” he said.

He gripped the vibrator, and it turned off. I
felt a deep sense of relief, as my tingling nerve endings were able
to relax! He did something else to the thing and then I felt it
pulling free of my body. Then he grinned and unzipped his trousers,
drawing himself out.

He was as rock hard as he had been the last
time I'd seen him, and he laid himself along my abdomen again, then
gripped the head and moved it slowly but firmly up and down the
line of my very, very moist opening.

“Now where were we?” he said.

He let the head rub up and down over my
over-stimulated clitoris, then back and forth. All the feelings it
had gotten up to that point were... machine-like, cold and
powerful, but nothing like this. The soft, slick, tactile pleasure
as his cock rode back and forth across it made me gasp with
pleasure!

Then he fed it into me, leaning forward over
the desk. He gripped my head between his big hands, holding it
steady as he looked straight down into my eyes from less than a
foot away. Then he slid himself all the way up inside me in one
long, smooth stroke.

It felt so much better to have warm,
throbbing flesh inside me than the vibrator thing! It was also way
more intensely arousing, knowing his big, hard cock was buried
inside me!

He started to stroke almost immediately,
using long, powerful thrusts that jammed the nose of his long, hard
shaft into the back wall of my sex again and again! I grunted and
moaned and gasped helplessly as he rode me, as he fucked me, as he
pounded me!

The sensations were so much more... real,
solid, powerful, than the quivering buzzing vibrations of a
machine! The solid heat of his spear of flesh as it thrust up deep
into me sent a wild rush of excitement spinning through my mind
with every stroke!

The feel of his hips against me, of his body
over me, of his thighs pressing against mine, of his face above me,
filling my eyes, of the heat and hunger and determination in his
eyes made me breathless, and filled me with a sense that all of his
focus, all of his desire was on me!

I'd already had multiple orgasms, but now a
new one began, and I shuddered and cried out, arching back, only to
have his hand close around my throat! More exactly, it pressed
against the front of my throat while his fingers and thumbs pressed
in harder against the sides, just below my jaw, making my head
immediately start to throb.

The affect that had on the orgasm was like
throwing fuel on a fire! It exploded into even more fiery heat, and
I thrashed wildly against the restraints and ropes, my hips bucking
up violently as I was flooded with an overwhelming rush of
sensation!

The orgasm tore through my mind and body for
long, long seconds, leaving behind a dazed, empty shell, gasping
for breath, eyes glazed and glassy, even as he continued to thrust
into me!
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For several long minutes he lay above me,
well, stood above me, bent over, propped on his forearms, driving
himself into my trembling, overheated body again and again, and
pushing me into still another orgasm before he collapsed with a
groan, and spent some time licking and sucking on my throat,
breasts and nipples.

Then he straightened, adjusted his clothes,
including his tie, and grinned down at me.

“Very satisfactory, Miss Quinlan,” he said.
“Shall we have dinner?”

He smiled and ran his hands lightly over my
breasts, lightly rolling and tweaking my stiff nipples.

“Nothing to say? I'll take that as
acceptance,” he said.

I moaned into the gag.

“I trust that after this you'll show a proper
degree of respect,” he said. “Otherwise I might need to give more
stern attention to that delectable bottom of yours. Which reminds
me.”

He moved away and returned with another of
those butt plug things. I moaned dazedly as he turned and twisted
and slowly worked it up inside me.

“Must prepare you for later,” he said.

He removed the gag... finally. He removed the
vibrator thing, untied my ankles, then undid my wrists and lifted
me into an upright position on the desk.

“I have reservations at Michaels,” he said.
“An excellent establishment. I'm sure you'll appreciate their
attention to detail in the food they prepare.”

“You're crazy,” I groaned.

“Not evidenced by facts.”

He placed a shallow, wide box on the desk and
flipped the cover off, then drew a black cloth from it. I was still
shaking my head and groaning, examining my wrists, as he swept it
around my back and over my shoulders, then gripped my wrist and
slid it under some material.

“Wha – wait, what is this?”

He ignored me, pulling the material together
across the front of my body and doing up a button, then gripping my
hips and sliding me off the desk to stand before him. The material
slid down around my legs, though not very far down, and I saw that
it was a black dress.

It was short, and quite low cut. It had bare
arms and shoulders, with spaghetti straps holding up the front. It
had a sort of tuxedo front with notched lapels, and was held
together in front by two buttons, one at the waist, and the other
at about crotch level.

It squeezed in firmly at the chest, for all
of that, lifting my breasts up and inward, while leaving about the
inner one third of each breast bare.

“I knew you wouldn't be wearing anything
appropriate, and thought I'd save time by finding something for you
to wear,” he said. “Going back to New Jersey would be grossly
inefficient.”

“You bought me a dress!?” I said, slightly
stunned.

“Only a small one.”

It was indeed small, shorter than the ones I
would normally wear clubbing, while displaying the cleavage I had
never really been comfortable with. The fact it was essentially a
loose wraparound held together with two buttons added to the
sensation it wasn't exactly a modest outfit.

“I... can't wear this,” I said.

“Demonstrably false. You are wearing it, and
look lovely.”

“But...”

He took my wrist and led me to a doorway
which apparently led to a private bathroom. There was a full length
mirror on the inside of the door, which opened outward, so I was
able to see myself clearly. The dress was... nice, and not what I'd
call slutty or anything. But it certainly was short and, for me,
low cut.

“I... can't... I don't have the shoes to go
with this!” I blurted.

“Ah.”

He turned and went back to a cabinet, then
took a box from it and returned, opening the top. There were a pair
of black high heels inside. Stilettos, of course.

“You're kidding!”

They were black, with pointed toes, leaving
most of the foot bare, but with a high ankle strap, and the heel
was probably five inches!

“I don't think I can even walk in one of
those!”

“Certainly you can. You're a very athletic,
well-balanced girl.”

The height of the heel aside, I didn't mind
the shoes, but it was just not what I was used to. I tended to like
boots except for dancing.

The price was sure right, of course but..

“How do even you know my size?”

“I'm a discerning fellow.”

The shoes fit, but I wobbled a bit in them.
I'm just not used to high heels, especially as high as these
were!

“This is ridiculous! I'll fall down!”

“I won't let you.”

“What are you going to do, overrule gravity?”
I demanded.

He took my arm under his and started for the
door.

“Wait a minute! My clothes!”

He picked up a paper bag and showed me that,
to my astonishment, he'd managed to gather my things, including my
boots, and neatly fold them and put them inside.

“But – !”

He opened the door and guided me through,
while I focused on not falling down and looking like a fool. It was
only after the door closed and he was opening the outer door to the
hall that I halted with a gasp.

“I'm not wearing any underwear!” I
hissed.

“Excellent.”

He pulled me through as I looked anxiously
around.

“This is too short to not wear
underwear!”

“Not if you don't fall down.”

“But – .”

“And you couldn't wear a bra with this
dress.”

“I could too! I have a strapless bra that
would do fine!”

“I don't think you'll fall out. Unless, of
course, you fall down.”

“Easy for you to say!”

“Just hold me tight,” he said smoothly.

So holding tight to his arm for support I
made my way down the hallway on the high stiletto heels, licking my
lips nervously and looking around for watchers.

The elevator was empty, and without warning
he grabbed my throat – loosely, but firmly, pushing me against the
wall and kissing me hard! I gulped, eyes going wide, as his heavy
body hemmed me in, pressing against my breasts!

It was all very... sudden, overpowering...
and firm, but not... rough, if you know what I mean. That included
his kiss, which was passionate and demanding, but not bruising.

He eased back as suddenly as he'd kissed me,
leaving me gasping and a little off-balance. He steadied me,
though.

“You look lovely in that dress. Longer hair
would be more suitable, however.”

Actually, I was getting ready for a haircut.
My hair was getting longer than I usually let it go now.

We didn't stop at the first floor, but a
garage floor, and he led me out and into a largely empty garage and
over to his Lexus, opening it and helping me sit inside.

God! This was all so... overwhelming!

He got in and I glared at him.

“I only came here to deliver a parcel...
Mister Stone!”

“And what a tip you're getting,” he said, as
he started the car.

“You spanked me!” I said indignantly.

Then remembered, as if I could forget, that
he'd shoved the butt-plug thing into me! I could feel the base
pressing against me as I sat there in the padded leather seat!

“You lied to me. That's not acceptable.
Besides, it's for your own good.”

“How is it for my own good?”

“It'll teach you self-discipline.”

“You tied me up and left me on your
desk!”

“But you weren't bored,” he said, far too
smugly.

“Maybe I was! And what if someone had come
in?”

“The only one coming in that room was you, my
dear.”

I snorted.

We drove to his apartment, not to a
restaurant, and I shook my head. “Did you kidnap me to take me home
and tie me up again?”

“Perish the thought,” he said. “I'm simply
parking here.”

True to his word, he took my arm and led me,
not to the door but back out through the gate, which shut behind
us, still holding my arm in his as I got used to walking on the
stiletto heels.

And yes, I'd gone through a phase years ago
where I'd tried to walk in stiletto boots, and mastered them, but
it had been about four years since then! I had rethought what sort
of definition I wanted to put on being 'sexy' since then, and it
didn't include super high heels.

It was a fairly warm evening, but the dress
didn't offer a lot of coverage, especially since any breeze could
slide between the widely spaced buttons and strike bare skin! Not
to mention my legs and half my chest were bare!

“You might have gotten me some kind of sexy
coat while you were at it,” I grumbled.

“I like you wearing as little clothing as
possible.”

I snorted, partly in amusement, and partly
because, hey, it's easy for you to say, buddy! You've at least got
a jacket on!

We arrived on Seventh Avenue and headed for
the subway, and I turned to look up at him.

“Are you kidding? The subway?”

“The subway is very efficient,” he said
stolidly.

“I would have thought you'd prefer something
away from... I don't know, grubby ordinary people.”

“You're a grubby ordinary person,” he said in
amusement. “Well, not ordinary, perhaps.”

“Yeah but you're rich.”

“How do you know?”

I rolled my eyes. “I've seen your
apartment!”

“I'm... comfortable. But the restaurant is
directly along the line, and only one stop up. This time of day
it's far faster than driving.”

Which was undeniable, and since we had just
passed the rush hour and were slightly early for those going out on
dates or headed for the theater the subway was actually not at all
crowded. Which was good, because I still was having to move very
carefully, and not at all quickly in those high heels!

Men looked at me as they passed, and flicked
their eyes at Stone, and walked on. It was an... interesting
feeling. I was used to being eyed by men, and used to the wariness
which came with being young, attractive and female in New York,
used to being ready for an attempt at flirting, a lewd comment, or
even an attempt to grope me.

I didn't really have to worry about any of
that just then, despite how comparatively revealing my dress was. I
didn't think anyone would look at Sebastian Stone and think it
would be a good idea to say something rude to me!

Nope. Nobody was even looking too hard! Not
with him walking alongside me! It was like I had this bubble of
protection around me, and it felt kind of empowering, in a weird
way, even though it was him that was accomplishing it, and not
me.

We got down to the station right after the
train had left, and I tsked impatiently.

“If it weren't for these shoes we'd have made
that train,” I said.

“There's always another train,” he replied,
leading me out onto the platform.

He walked further along it than necessary,
then abruptly swung me around so that I gasped as I was backed
against one of the pillars. He grinned and leaned over me, kissing
me again, and I felt my breath catch as he slid his arms around
me.

“Don't you ever get enough?” I gulped as he
drew his lips back.

“How could I possibly?” he asked as if the
question was silly.

I gasped as his hands slid down onto my ass,
and turned my head from side to side, but no one was in sight. I
gasped again as his hands drew the hem upward.

“Hey!” I gasped. “You want to get
arrested!”

“Trust me. That won't happen,” he replied
with a grin.

His hands had tugged the dress right up over
my hips, leaving me naked below the waist! True, I was backed
against a pillar, and he was in front of me, but God, we were on a
subway station!

His fingers were kneading my bare buttocks as
he kissed me again, silencing my protests, and my heart began to
pound as he ground himself lightly against me.

He drew back with a grin and I jerked the hem
of my dress down again.

“I'm not an exhibitionist!” I hissed.

“You should be. You have a lot to show
off.”

He looked past me, then gripped my wrists and
pulled them up and back, pressing them against the pillar above my
head.

“Ben!” I gasped.

He undid the two buttons and the front of the
dress fell open, the two sides swinging aside, leaving me
essentially naked!

Then, holding my wrists with one hand he let
the other slide down my body and in between my legs, cupping my sex
and stroking me casually.

“You're crazy!” I gasped.

“You've made that accusation before, Miss
Quinlan,” he said. “But my adoring the sight of your naked body
would never be judged even slightly eccentric by any quack you
chose to examine me.”

I moaned, pulling helplessly against his
hand, but it was like a soft, firm iron vice around my wrists! I
half twisted, trying to peer around the pillar, and could see
people on the platform a little ways down. The closest was maybe
ten yards away! None were looking in this direction, though. The
subway train would be coming from the other direction.

“If I get arrested I'm ratting you out!” I
gasped.

He only smiled. I was still, let's face it,
more than well-lubricated inside, and his fingers slid into me, his
thumb stroking against my clitoris as he held me pressed to the
pillar. The shock of him doing this in public – sort of, had my
pulse racing and my mind gripped by a tremendous sense of … of
something, wildness, maybe.

I should have been so shocked that I couldn't
possibly be aroused, especially given those multiple orgasms I'd
had so recently! But I was. A sense of wild, daring heat swept
around me, a feeling like I was on another thrill ride, and I found
my lower body starting to roll and and undulate, pushing myself
against his skillful fingers!

Then he stopped abruptly, released my wrists,
and pulled the dress in together, doing up one of the buttons. I
gasped and did up the second just as I saw a movement to one side.
He drew back a bit as a middle aged man in a baseball cap walked by
in that waiting, pacing movement a lot of men do at the
stations.

“Another few seconds I'd have made you come,”
Stone said, leaning in to whisper I my ear.

“Pervert,” I whispered back.

The subway arrived and we got on. He didn't
bother to find us seats. We were only going one station along. We
got off at another station and went upstairs, and there was the
restaurant across the street.

Traffic was still extremely heavy, so he was
likely right about the subway being quicker, but I had a feeling
that hadn't been the only reason we'd taken it. Anyway, we went
into the restaurant, which was smaller, much cozier, and with less
lighting than the one he'd taken me to previously.

He talked about life in the army, but was
vague about the security work he was doing now. I talked about life
in California, and dirt bikes, which he seemed actively interested
in.

“If you don't break your neck I bet they'd be
a lot of fun,” he said.

“As long as you know the path and know the
feel of your bike it's not that dangerous.”

“Pre-planning, anticipation and skill,” he
said. “Not dissimilar from what I do.”

I snorted then felt a sense of... unease.

“Let me ask you something, Ben.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“I know I'm reasonably hot, but... there's
other hot girls out there, you know.”

He looked at me questioningly.

“I mean, I'm not a university graduate or
anything. I'm not as sophisticated as you are. Why are you
interested in me?”

“Why wouldn't I be?”

“I'm not – .”

“Educated? Universities these days are more
trade schools than they like to admit. They'll teach you a lot
about a very, very narrow focused skill, but not much about
anything else. So I reject the idea that being a university
graduate puts people in some kind of higher level of
worldliness.”

“Maybe, but you're like, what, fifteen years
older than me? You've been around the world, in the military, in
intelligence, and I'm this... blue collar motorbike loving girl
barely out of her teens. Shouldn't you be dating some hot
thirty-something business chick or soldier?”

“I'm not interested in you because we have so
much in common, Danielle, but because you're a breath of fresh air
which takes me out of my usual surroundings. The people you're
talking about tend to be sophisticated and worldly, and cynical and
jaded, and pretty much like me.”

“Maybe because I'm half your age,” I said
bluntly.

He smiled. “I don't hold that against you.
You're able to keep up your end of a conversation better than most
women my own age I know. I'm sure you know that most people have a
fairly narrow range of interests, and beyond that, well.”

“I'm no better!”

“Ah, but you are, in that you're interested
in everything. You have a mind like a sponge which has an interest
in anything I talk about. I get the feeling you're filing it all
away in those empty cabinets in your mind, and that's flattering in
a way. A man likes a woman who is interested in what he has to say.
Think of it as a sort of mentorship with benefits.”

“You're mentoring me?” I asked with a snort
of amusement. “On what? Sex?”

“A very worthy subject. Sex, discipline...
submission.”

I gulped.

“Oh, that stuff.”

“That too is flattering. A man, some men,
certain men, like to be in... control.”

“Everyone likes to be in control!”

“Not always. Some people enjoy ceding control
at times. I think you're one of them.”

“Why?”

“Because I can see the thrill of excitement
in your eyes, your skin flushing, the way the breath catches in
your throat when I test you, when I draw you past your previous
experiences.”

“Like on the subway.”

He grinned and leaned forward.

“I want to fuck you right there on the
platform,” he said in a low voice.

I gulped, and could feel my eyes
widening.

“Forget it!”

“I want to strip you naked and do you right
there against the wall.”

The words evoked a raw, thrilling image in my
mind!

“We'll get arrested!”

“Do I strike you as a man who takes heedless
chances? Remember what I said about pre-planning, about how knowing
the lay of the land is very much part of what I engage in?”

“It's too dangerous!”

“What's life without danger?” he asked with a
grin.

“Safe!”

“Safe? Who wants safe? Life is for living,
Miss Quinlan.”

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


We did not have sex on the subway platform on
the way home. He didn't even try. Although he did get me up against
a pillar again and slide his hand in under the short hem of the
dress. As usual, his skillful fingers had me breathing hard very
quickly, even as I ground my buttocks against the painted steel of
the support beam!

Then on the other end of the line, as we
walked down tenth street he pulled me in tight and reached in to
undo the two buttons holding the dress together in front!

“No,” he said, pushing my hands back. “No one
is here.”

“Someone might...!”

But I let him. The two sides fell apart and I
walked along beside him on the sidewalk basically naked for almost
two blocks, with the dress parted like an open robe! Fortunately,
it was dark by then, and there was little traffic. There were were
also parked cars to block the view of us from any car passing by.
It was still... electrifying, though!

He led me in through the gate instead of the
front door of the building, and rather than closing the dress he
actually slid it back over my shoulders and off before I could
react. Grinning, he fended off my hands, spun me around and pulled
out a pair of handcuffs which he used to lock them together behind
my back!

Again, it was an electrifying experience! I
was outside in a parking lot completely naked with my hands cuffed
behind my back! He held the dress casually in one hand and my arm
in the other, leading me to the rear entrance to the building. It
was only about eight O'clock!

Fortunately, no one was in the small lobby as
we entered, but he wasn't in any rush, despite how filled with
anxiety and adrenaline I was!

“Let's rest here,” he said.

“Are you insane!?” I blurted, staring around
anxiously.

“You'll have to lose that fixation you have
with my mental health, Miss Quinlan,” he said. “Trust that I take
no risks which are not carefully measured.”

He pushed down on my shoulder, and he was a
very strong man, so it forced me down to my knees on the marble
floor!

The hall was maybe ten feet by twelve, with a
large mirror on one wall and a gilt framed painting on the other.
The walls were painted burgundy, and there was an antique sofa
resting against one, where he sat down.

“Sit on your heels,” he ordered.

“Ben!”

“Sir,” he said, with raised eyebrows.

“Fuck! If I get caught – !”

“You'll give someone a thrill. Trust in me,”
he said, narrowing his eyes.

I gulped, and awkwardly sat down on my heels,
sort of. Don't forget I was wearing stiletto heels!

“Knees wide, shoulders back.”

I gulped and did as he ordered, turning my
head anxiously between the door and the elevator.

“If anyone drives into the parking lot we'll
see his headlights,” he said. “And you can see where the elevator
is looking at the light overhead.”

That was somewhat reassuring, but even so my
pulse was racing!

“H-How long do I have to kneel here?” I
gulped, after a few seconds.

“As long as I say. It's my decision,
remember.”

I scowled at that, but my nipples were
sparkling like live wires and I was rapidly filling with a raw wild
heat.

He undid the belt around his waist, then slid
a loop in it, leaned forward, and dropped it over my head. It fell
down around my neck and he tugged the loop closed to tighten the
loop around my neck, then pulled me roughly forward. I gasped,
sliding and scrambling forward until my head was bent over his
groin.

“You really are a lovely little thing,” he
said, combing his fingers gently through my hair.

I was feeling... breathless, and my heart was
pounding, as he opened his zipper and drew himself out. He was semi
hard, and he pushed himself into my mouth as I moaned around him. I
didn't resist, sliding my lips down and sucking hard as I ground my
breasts against the fabric of his suit trousers.

This was wild, thrilling and bizarre, and my
insides were surging and thrumming with sexual energy despite the
anxiety and fear of discovery still gripping me.

He hardened almost immediately, and I bobbed
up and down as he held the belt tightly, the leather closed firmly
around my neck, but doing nothing to hinder my breathing.

“Spread your legs and push your bottom out,”
he ordered, reaching forward to cup and fondle my breast.

I didn't know why he wanted that but I did
it.

“That's an excellent position. You're open to
another man now, one who might kneel behind you and ride you while
you're pleasuring me with your mouth. Have you ever thought about
doing two men at once?”

The thought was mildly shocking. I mean, of
course I had imagined it, though never seriously considered it
likely. It was deeply arousing, though, given the circumstances. I
moaned as I slid my lips all the way down to the base of his cock,
imagining a guy was fucking me right then! That would be so
incredibly wild!

He reached past my cuffed wrists, caressing
my bottom, his fingers nudging the butt plug still inside me.

“In fact, you could take on three men at
once,” he said. “Perhaps more.”

That was just too dirty to contemplate! On
the other hand, given the heat gripping me, I could see it, and it
sent a hot rush of energy through my lower belly!

He pulled up on my hair and I gasped, gulping
in air as his cock came free.

“Turn around and bend over,” he growled.

I felt a jolt and obeyed, though still with
anxious eyes at the elevator and the doorway!

He slid down behind me and gripped my hair,
forcing my face to the floor, then slapped my bottom.

“Legs apart,” he barked.

Gasping, I obeyed, and felt his fingers at
the butt plug, felt it pulling out of me, the wide lower body
pushing against my sphincter. It slid free, and I shuddered as he
replaced it with his cock! It slid deep into me with his first
stroke, and I cried out, cheek against the polished marble as he
began to pump in and out!

I had never felt anything from sodomy before
but mild pain which occasionally got severe. There was none of that
now, except perhaps a mild ache as he slid himself very, very deep!
In fact, by the time his hips were rubbing against my upraised
buttocks I was feeling cramps from how deep his cock had
pushed!

But that didn't seem to matter. I felt
enthralled by how wild and thrilling it was, and my body was
thrumming with sexual tension as he thrust in and out, as he
slapped my bottom and yanked on my hair and used me like his
whore!

Right on the floor! Right out in the open!
Right where anyone could show up at any minute! With me completely
naked! God, it was insane! But it was mind blowing! The hard blows
of his hips against my buttocks began to resonate through my belly,
with my pussy burning hotter and hotter!

My breasts were pillowed out on the floor,
rubbing and grinding against the marble as he rode me, and then
when he gripped my thighs so firmly, his big hands digging into the
soft flesh, and used his powerful grip to jerk me in and back
against his hard thrusts – I came!

God, I came just from being fucked in the
ass! That was crazy wild! The man was driving me insane! The sexual
pressure which had built up within me just exploded, and I lost all
semblance of humanity, becoming this wild sexual animal which lived
only for pleasure!

When he was done, he pulled me to my feet,
holding the belt around my neck like it was a leash, and pushed the
button for his floor. I shuddered, still gasping for breath as the
doors slid open and he led me into the opulent elevator – naked and
cuffed.

We spent the ride up kissing, and then he led
me down the short hall to his apartment and inside.

There he replaced the cuffs with leather
restraints, and the belt he'd wrapped around my throat with a
leather collar! We went into the paneled room with the ottoman and
TV and he turned the latter on, then had me lay on my back across
his lap while he watched TV.

Sort of.

He spoke to me as he flicked through
channels, and his hands moved over my body, sometimes absently,
sometimes casually, sometimes purposefully. He plucked and pinched
and rolled my nipples, and kneaded my breasts, and his fingers
stroked idly or sometimes not so idly over my clitoris.

He was in no hurry to do anything much, just
relaxing, very casually enjoying himself, amusing himself, perhaps,
entertaining himself. Sometimes he would prop me up in a sitting
position, sometimes pull on my hair to arch my back, or sometimes
let me lay flat. He rolled me onto my belly a few times to knead my
buttocks, or spank them lightly, and then lay me on the ottoman at
other times, or had me kneel there.

I spent the rest of the evening like that,
believe it or not, naked and with my wrists strapped behind my
back! While the conversation moved through a variety of topics, he
was still able to keep my body constantly aroused, sometimes to the
point of my being unable to keep still and trying to grind myself
against him.

When he took me to bed it was to strap me
spreadeagled to the corner posts, and then work me over for a good
two hours with feathers, hot wax, ice, his fingers, his tongue, his
lips, and a vibrator. By the time he was done and sank himself deep
in my belly I was exhausted and sweating from multiple orgasms.

I slept there at his side, with my wrists
chained together above my head.

I woke to his mouth on my sex, and the raw
heat of sexual pleasure and desire. As soon as my eyes had
fluttered open he parted my legs, climbed atop me, and thrust
himself deep once more, so that both of us had an intense morning
orgasm.

“I-I have to go to work,” I groaned.

“If you must,” he said.

We showered together, but then I remembered I
had no clothes!

“Where's that bag with my leathers?”

“Sir.”

“Where's that bag with my leathers, sir?” I
asked.

“I left it in the car, I guess.”

I gave him a look and he shrugged.

“I'll give you the key,” he said with a
grin.

“You think I'm going down there naked!?”

“Perish the thought. That would be
immodest.”

He let me wear the dress and stilettos, so I
put those on and hurried down, let myself into his car and got my
bag, then hurried back up. Once inside I took everything out and
found my underwear missing.

“Where's my bra and panties?”

“Oh, them? Oh, you don't need them.”

“I do too! You might have noticed, sir, but
I'm a bit big to be going around without a bra!”

“As it happens, I have replacements.”

I looked at him doubtfully.

“What sort of replacements?”

*

I got to work about ten minutes late, having
to go and pick up my bike, but I had a good record so Al, at the
desk, didn't really complain. He gave me some things which had come
in overnight, and a list of pickups.

The office, at least the part where we picked
things up, was a small, grubby room with a linoleum floor and
crates of stuff along the walls. Me and the other riders, both bike
and motorcycle, signed in and got our assignments, said hi to one
another and then went on our way.

It felt weird, though, this time. I got back
on the bike, sitting down carefully, and then started it up and
pulled out into traffic, headed for my first stop.

Last night had been … intense, and wild, and
incredibly hot. The more mundane world of delivering parcels
through the Manhattan traffic seemed so dull and ordinary compared
to that! And, of course, I was constantly reminded of it, given
what I was wearing under my leather pants and jacket.

The bra, for example, was an open cup shelf
bra – leather, of course. Given I was going to be wearing the
leather jacket all day it was okay, since it wouldn't be readily
apparent. I mean, without the jacket my nipples – which were stiff
at the moment – would be noticeable through the thin fabric of my
tank top. But as it was I was safe enough.

Instead of a thong or G-string I had a soft
leather strap around my waist, and another descending from it down
between my buttocks which widened as it curved up across my sex,
then narrowed to another strap going up to my waist.

Oh yes, and there was a butt plug attached to
the inside of the strap, as well as a short dildo, both of which
were firmly inside my body.

The strap around my waist was locked so I
couldn't remove it. I could undo the strap between my legs to pee,
but I then either had to clip it in again or let it dangle down my
thigh, which would obviously be both noticeable and
uncomfortable.

It wasn't noticeable under my leather pants,
but I sure as hell noticed it! For one thing, the dildo kept the
lips of my sex stretched open. And for another, as I moved, the
leather rubbed against my clitoris in such a way which, even if
just wearing the thing hadn't already done it, aroused me.

Add in the feel of the motorcycle between my
legs, and it was more than just distracting! In fact, I had an
orgasm while stopped at a red light on the way to work!

I had five more orgasms that morning!
Fuck!

The constant arousal had me feeling jittery
and sweaty, and I had to really focus and clamp down hard on my own
heat whenever I had to deal with a client! At noon I found a
bathroom, unbuckled the front strap, and fucked myself to three
orgasms with the little dildo just by pulling it in and out as I
rubbed my clitoris!

That took only a couple of minutes!

I folded up some tissue paper and placed it
against myself under the strap, then washed my face in cold water
in hopes that would cool my jets a little before going to lunch
with the guys.

Here's the thing, though. The kind of toilet
paper you find in public bathrooms is not exactly soft and thick.
It actually tends to be kind of harsh. It was better than the
leather, of course, but that actually worked against me!

Instead of being pressed against smooth
leather, my clitoris was now pressing against softer, more
malleable tissue. And that tissue began to slowly moisten, as well.
It took five minutes on the bike after lunch – and two orgasms - to
know that wouldn't work!

I had a hard time finding a place where I
could phone Ben where no one around could overhear me, but I
finally got through to him in an empty corridor off an entry
hall.

“Yes, Miss Quinlan?” he asked.

“I have to come by so you can take this thing
off!” I blurted.

“Whatever are you referring to?”

“You know what!”

“Is it that uncomfortable?”

“It's... yes!”

“Really? In what way?”

I looked around furtively. “I can't … focus.
It's distracting!”

“That's where self-discipline comes in, Miss
Quinlan,” He said.

“I keep having orgasms!” I blurted.

“Really?” he said in amusement. “How
nice.”

“I can't keep having orgasms all day!” I
hissed.

“Why? It's not like there's a limit and you
run out.”

“I'll run into a fucking bus!”

“That wouldn't be good.”

“I need to come by so you can unlock
this!”

“Unfortunately, I'm not at the office. I'm
headed to a meeting on the upper east side.”

“What!?”

“You'll have to put up with it until after
work,” he said, sounding way too amused.

“You are so going to get it for this!”

“I expect I am,” he said, then hung up.

I had seventeen more orgasms that afternoon,
nine on the bike, and the other eight in rest rooms! And I'm pretty
sure that I was noticed in at least one of those rest rooms because
my orgasm was so intense I couldn't keep quiet!

I felt like and probably looked like a heroin
junkie needing a fix! By the time I got back to his apartment I had
been deeply aroused for like nine straight hours!

Stone, of course, took pity on me by making
me kneel naked against the wall, then locked wrist restraints
around me and clipped them to rings set in the wall next to my
head. He had me spread my knees wide, and tormented me with a
vibrator until I begged him for orgasm – repeatedly. I was so
sensitive that the orgasms were mind-blowing, and came in
multiples! Only at the end did he fuck me – hard!

I was so drained afterward that I was just
slack jawed. He actually gripped my hair in his hand and led me –
with me crawling along next to him – up the hall to the
bathroom, and then bathed me, after cuffing my hands behind me
again.

He was gentle, though, and he filled the
roman tub with bubble bath, and he fed me strawberries while he was
doing it! Afterward, I sat across his lap at dinner as he again fed
me, and himself, and we had another repeat of me being naked and
him caressing and fondling me while watching TV with me.

This time, at least, he let me have some say
in what was on!

Late in the evening, though, he decided to
get more playful. He uncuffed me, and then tied me up with rope
instead. He wrapped it around my breasts, as well as around my
wrists, and ankles, not to mention drawing it down between my legs
so tightly it sank in between the lips of my sex!

He put me, hog-tied, with my wrists and
ankles tightly bound together, on the ottoman and tormented me with
the vibrator again until I came multiple times! In the midst of one
he thrust himself into my throat and basically fucked me, hard,
deep and fast. I gagged more than a little, and was so light-headed
I practically fainted before he came, but I was so burning hot I
didn't care.

And next day it was back to work! I persuaded
him, with a lot of effort, that I shouldn't wear that damn strap
set again, but he was determined on the butt-plug, so I decided to
compromise. That wasn't much of a bother, compared to the other
thing anyway.

I almost took it out, though, but I was
starting to kind of get used to it anyway. Then I got another call
to deliver a package to him, so it was a good thing I didn't. This
time I didn't have an escort, but he met me as soon as I stepped
off the elevator and led me back to his office.

As soon as I saw there was no secretary I
felt my stomach give a lurch. This time, though, he wasn't into
anything terribly complicated. It was still early in the day. He
did have me give him a blow job, and then bent me over his desk,
and took me from behind, with my pants around my knees.

All that took maybe fifteen minutes! Then it
was back to my bike and delivering more packages.

At the end of the day I drove to his place,
not mine, where he had another new dress waiting for me. This one
was even shorter and tighter. We went to a restaurant, then a club
for dancing. I was pleasantly surprised that he was so good, but
then, he was a very athletic and graceful man.

As soon as we got back to his apartment,
though, the dress came off!

I had agreed, you see, in exchange for not
having that strap thing all day, to let him try suspending me! I
was dubious about the whole thing, but slightly excited too. I
mean, the picture in my minds eye seemed kind of erotic.

And totally wrong! He hung me upside down,
not right-side up! With my ankles spread wide and my wrists tied
down to the floor so that I was spreadeagled. It was, to say the
least, a very vulnerable position! And he took advantage of it!

Of course, all the blood rushed to my head,
at first, and so as soon as he started in on me with a vibrator I
came powerfully!

The pounding in my head eased, though, after
some minutes, and he set to work with his fingers, lips, tongue and
teeth, not to mention dildos, to make me writhe and twist and
thrash in helpless overheated pleasure.

Then he 'whipped' me! I mean, it wasn't a
real whipping. I think the flog he used was very, very light, and
it hardly stung at all at first. The idea of it, though,
made my mind flare wildly! When he swung the flog and those long,
thin leather laces snapped down across my back or between my legs,
you better believe I squealed loudly!

And they did sting, if only a little! Of
course, he wasn't swinging very hard or fast, at first, either. He
let me get used to things, judging how I was taking it. As my skin
heated and he swung harder the stinging grew more intense, but by
then I was in a suffocating sexual fever, just from what was
happening, not to mention the vibrator he'd stuffed inside me and
the big dildo he'd shoved down into my ass!

The stinging still hurt, but... but the wild,
raw intensity of the excitement overrode that pain. He seemed able
to judge the level of heat filling me well enough that he could
stop, then step forward and thrust himself into me to fuck me into
it, before pulling out, stepping back, and then playing with his
flog again!

I came repeatedly!

And next day, back on the bike!

It was a bizarre experience! During the day
I'd drive around, completely asexual, delivering packages, zipping
in and out of traffic, and being, well, normal. Then at night it
was like I reverted to this naked sex slave plaything of his,
getting tied up and strapped and tormented with vibrators and made
to come repeatedly!

Made to come? No! I had to beg him to
make me come! Repeatedly! And I did!

Because he could draw me into that dark
sexual fever dream where I'd do almost anything for him, and let
him do almost anything he wanted to me!

He made me crawl on all fours, with a leash
attached to the collar around my neck! He made me kneel on the
floor beside the table, and he fed me by hand, making me lick the
food from his fingers! He made me bark like a dog and beg! And he
made me lick his shoe, from toe to heel, and all across the side,
while I knelt naked before him!

It was so darkly exotic and erotic! I could
hardly believe I was doing it as I was doing it! But my
pussy was on fire and nothing else mattered!

I had to learn to give him lap dances. I
mean, I thought I could do a lap dance, you know, like every other
girl, but it wasn't good enough. So we went to a high end strip
club! He had a lap dance in this small back room, while I sat
uncomfortably beside him watching.

That discomfort was made even worse when he
had the girl, some big breasted blonde, give me a lap dance to
demonstrate! But... the discomfort didn't outweigh the dark thrill
of it all, even as I watched him get a lap dance, even as the girl
gave me a lap dance.

We were in a small back room, and... private
and... well, so when he had me demonstrate what I'd learned on him
I did, giving him a lap dance while the girl looked on, and that
included taking my clothes off so that, in the end, I was
naked!

He got me into that position where I couldn't
say no because I was too turned on, too hot, too aroused, too
breathless! Which meant when he had the stripper give me a lap
dance again, well, both of us were naked, and despite the
discomfort I felt, his eyes on us turned me on enormously!

Which meant as the girl started making out
with me, kissing me, fondling me, that I returned the favor. I
mean, it was just play acting, just designed to turn him on, but
even so, it was turning me on that he was watching and getting
turned on! And it got to be … more than acting.

The woman's fingers found their way inside
me, and her thumb found my clitoris, and her mouth my breast, and I
came powerfully! Then she preformed oral sex on me, despite how
very reluctant I was. And that made me come, as well! God!

Ben has talked about seeing me with a woman,
in bed, that is, and with a man! The idea is scary but... it's also
dark and hot, and I know it's going to happen. I know he's going to
keep testing my limits and seeing just how far he can stretch them.
And I know that as long as he can make my body smoke and burn with
his dark fantasy sex, I'm going to give in and submit to his kinky
desires.

I have no idea where it will all wind up. But
I've moved into his apartment. It's a hell of an upgrade over mine,
and the commute is way shorter. The only condition on my staying
there is he gets to dress me while I'm inside, which mostly means I
wear nothing, unless you count restraints, chains and ropes.

By day, I'm on the bike, acting like any
other blue collar girl doing a blue collar job. By night I'm his
sex doll, dressed in sexy dresses to go to dinner or dancing, and
posed and positioned in various ways, often obscene, to be used
thoroughly and exquisitely!

I told myself I was more than willing to put
up with the occasional strapping or spanking, or even flogging, for
all that. I told myself that at first. But lately... lately I've
been getting turned on even by the punishments! I have no idea
where this is going to take me, but it's a wild thrill ride I have
no intention of getting off any time soon!

 


End
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