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Something tickled her nose, waking her, and
Robin blinked her eyes, reaching up automatically to brush the hair
out of her face.

I need a haircut, she thought tiredly.

There wasn't a lot of light in the room, but
the small, barred basement windows high up near the drop ceiling
were bright enough to tell her it was day outside. And if that
wasn't enough, the clock radio had come on. She moaned and rolled
over to stare bleakly at the clock. It was six-thirty in the
morning. What a horrible hour to have to wake up, she thought.

And for what? She sighed and pushed herself
up, letting the sheets slide down her body to her hips. She was
naked underneath. She'd pretty much always slept naked, liking the
freedom she felt beneath the covers to stretch and roll and
turn.

Keri was a light sleeper.

She normally took a while to get out of bed
in the morning, though, in the mid-morning, that was. Getting up at
six-thirty was nearly torture, as far as she was concerned. But she
had no choice. Her parents had been nagging her for months to do
something to get a job. The fact there were no jobs to be had
didn't seem to matter.

She tossed the covers back and threw her long
legs out of bed, then padded naked across the floor towards the
door which led to the unfinished portion of the basement. Opening
it, her bare feet stepped off the thin, rough carpet and onto the
cold concrete, but only briefly.

The bathroom door was on her right. It had a
tiny plastic shower, a sink and a toilet. But they were all hers,
and she was glad to have them. She spent too much time on her hair,
reminding herself, again, that she had to get it cut, but otherwise
hurried through her morning routine.

Bad enough she'd had to go to bed early, to
toss and turn half the night knowing she had to get up early,
putting pressure on herself to get to sleep. Bad enough she'd had
to get up early, but if she was late it would all be for nothing.
Not that it probably wasn't all for nothing anyway, of
course...

She would go, but she was certainly not going
to get her hopes up. South Chicago was not a place with a lot of
hopes and dreams, especially not for a girl like her, a girl with
no money, no job, no connections, and a lousy high school diploma
with lousy grades.

*

He was a dour looking man, slim, middle-aged,
with thick glasses and a balding head. His belly was pushing out
over his belt, and his promotional prospects were few. Samuel
Milken was not a man happy with the world, or with his job at the
office of Occupational Employment.

But the one interesting aspect of his job,
which was to interview and advise young people as to their future
job and employment prospects, was sitting across the desk from him.
Not that his employers knew about this aspect of his job, of
course, and not that they wouldn't have been horrified had they
known.

Samuel had a side job which occasionally
generated extra income. That income came from a law firm which
handled discreet requests for employees. In this day and age, you
simply could not put the words “good looking” in a want ad, let
alone “good looking female with nice body”. Even the ads for
Hooters were more subtle than that.

But the fact was that a lot of organizations
had an interest in attractive young women, primarily for window
dressing, but sometimes for other purposes. A number of
organizations spent a good deal of money creating a particular
style and mood in their offices, with walnut grained wood paneling
and marble floors. They employed highly priced interior decorators
to create just the right image, and that image wasn't helped if the
girls behind the reception desk were dowdy, ugly and
overweight.

Of course, it simply wouldn't do to say
so.

Other organizations knew full well that men
of any age were more likely to make purchases from attractive young
women who flattered them than from, well, anyone else. And so they
looked for such potential employees, but again, they couldn't, on
the surface, so what they wanted.

The girl sitting across from him looked like
a textbook case of his most recent request. She was certainly
attractive, with an oval face, soft, full lips, and big brown eyes.
She had long brown hair spilling over her shoulders and halfway
down her back, and what looked like a lithe and attractively built
body under her jeans and tank top.

And since she tended to lean over, an elbow
propping her up on the table, the weight of her full young breasts
was pulling down on the tank top, inviting his eyes to wander down
the front. That was an urge he studiously resisted. He was not a
pervert, after all, and she was half his age, at best.

So she seemed to fit the physical
requirements quite well. Her school records seemed to indicate she
might also be a strong candidate for the second part of the
request. The law office wanted someone who would be respectful,
deferential to important people, and obedient to her orders.

Arrogant bastards. He hated lawyers. They
wanted some hot young thing to greet their rich clients and pass
around champagne, probably on silver trays, he thought. Well, the
rich got the best of everything, didn't they? And at least it meant
money for him, and probably not a bad job for the girl.

The psychological test she had taken seemed
to indicate a girl who was biddable and had little interest in
questioning authority. That was good. Rich people didn't like the
plebes talking back, he thought.

Her school records, however, were filled with
comments about her potential, her intelligence, and yet her lack of
motivation, her lack of drive or ambition. Her marks were mediocre,
but seemed more based on a fatalistic assumption that good marks
were of little value in life anyway. She had, in short, a
pessimistic view of the world which seemed to believe she'd be
working, if she ever did, as a waitress or coffee shop barista.

Which, in the normal course of events, was
probably quite accurate. Unless she found some guy with money to
marry her.

“Sit up straight, Keri,” he said.

She blinked and then sat back upright, no
hint of resentment in her eyes.

That was good. No sign of resentment, no
frowning at him indignantly.

“Your marks at school were nothing to write
home about,” he said.

She shrugged, not showing much sign of
caring. She'd shown no enthusiasm so far, as if she really didn't
care what he decided she ought to do. She had graduated from high
school (barely) six months ago, and been living at home without a
job since then, apparently playing video games and going clubbing.
It didn't seem likely she'd be heading off to an Ivy League collage
any time soon either, given her family's lack of money and her
mediocre marks.

“How many places have you applied at?” he
asked.

She shrugged.

“Restaurants? Bars? Taverns?”

“I dunno,” she said. “I don't really... I'm
not really good at applying for stuff.”

He looked at her and she shrugged
uncomfortably.

“I mean, I hate to like, go in and bother
them and ask for, like, a uhm, application or stuff. I mean, they
look at you like you're a customer and then when you're not they
get disappointed and just brush you off or something.”

It was the most she'd spoken so far and he
looked at her with renewed interest. He knew a lot of young people
hated going into strange places and asking for work.

“Would you consider yourself shy?”

She shrugged (again). “I dunno. Maybe a bit.
It depends.”

“You don't like to bother people,
though?”

“Well, I mean, if I was shopping for
something, I wouldn't mind I guess.”

He sat back and steepled his fingers.
“Suppose you went into a shoe store and the sales person helped you
out for twenty minutes or so as you tried on various shoes.”

“Okay,” she said uncertainly.

“Suppose you didn't like any of them, or they
didn't feel comfortable. Would you have any problem just walking
away?”

He saw her blush slightly, which widened his
eyes somewhat. Was the mere mention of such a scenario embarrassing
to her?

“Uh, well, I mean, I would feel bad that I'd
made them go through all that trouble and then not bought
anything,” she said.

“Have you ever bought something you would
rather not have just because you didn't want to disappoint the
sales person?”

She made a face. “Yeah.”

Totally unassertive, he thought. She'd make a
poor salesperson, that was for sure, but a receptionist, well, that
was another story.

“What kind of job do you think you'd
like?”

*

Keri sighed and fought not to roll her eyes.
It wasn't like she hadn't been asked that question forever, and she
still had no good answer. She knew what she didn't like, not what
she did. She didn't like schedules, didn't like deadlines, didn't
like sitting around doing paperwork, even if it was on a computer,
didn't like doing the same thing day after day.

She didn't like anything she didn't know how
to do, either. She wanted something where someone was there to tell
her what to do whenever she wasn't sure. She really hated screwing
up and having people yell at her.

And she didn't like waitressing, handling
other peoples food and then cleaning the tables afterward. That was
icky. She didn't like dealing with new people constantly, and
having to please them in hopes of getting a tip. She realized she
didn't have the education for good jobs, but the thought of sitting
in a chair all day every day for years listening to some boring old
people droning on about stuff she didn't care about made her feel
like slitting her wrists.

School. Blech!

“I like playing video games,” she said,
knowing that wasn't what he wanted to hear, but feeling she had to
say something.

She wasn't surprised when he looked at her
sourly, but she wasn't really sure what to say. Any good jobs she
had thought about were out of her league, and it would probably
make him laugh to suggest them. She didn't think they would have
any idea of a job for her anyway. She was only here because her
parents had kept bugging her.

The economy sucked, and tons of people were
unemployed and her friends, those who worked, had shitty jobs
anyway. It was all a big joke. Only rich people's kids got good
jobs. The rest just scraped along.

“I have an opening for a girl I want you to
apply for,” he said.

“A girl?” she asked in confusion.

“A junior personal assistant,” he said.

“What does a junior p – ?”

“It's a self-explanatory job. Very busy, very
important people have personal assistants to take care of things
they don't have time for, like scheduling, making phone calls and
purchases, arranging travel, even paying personal bills. In this
case, the person in that role can use help with minor tasks, like
picking up laundry or stocking supplies or filing. You think you
could do such things?”

She shrugged uncertainly. “Maybe,” she
said.

He handed her a piece of paper.

“Wear a dress, or at least a skirt,” he said,
looking at her outfit with disapproval.

She nodded obediently, glad to be leaving,
surprised to have been given a lead to a job, and newly anxious
about having to go and do an interview with someone about it. Wear
a dress? She had no dresses. A skirt that she could wear on a job
interview? She wasn't into formal outfits.

She went home to find the small, nineteen
fifties bungalow empty. Her mother must have gotten a call to work
a shift at Wal-Mart. Her father worked for a landscaping firm. She
looked into her closet doubtfully, trying to find something she
could wear. She had a few skirts, but they tended to be kind of
short, for going out to clubs.

She sighed, wishing the man had offered
nothing, so she could just go downstairs and play video games. She
didn't need the anxiety. Especially since it probably wouldn't lead
to anything anyway. She wasn't good at anything, and even if she
got hired she'd probably hate it. She threw herself down on her bed
and reached to the night table, scooping up a well-thumbed copy of
The Dark Runners, all about a group of hot, sexy vampires.

It would be cool to be a vampire.

*

The interview was at a big, fancy, downtown
law office, which made Keri feel more than a little ill-at-ease and
self-conscious. The girls behind the reception desk looked so sleek
and elegant, with meticulously done hair, nails and makeup! She was
somewhat in awe of them, though she didn't think she'd like to sit
at a reception desk all day. God, how boring!

She was shown into a meeting room, with
darkly polished wooden paneling, soft, recessed lighting, and a
wall of windows overlooking the city. The board room table was
enormous, with huge black leather chairs around it. She felt
entirely overawed as she move anxiously forward.

She had borrowed her friend Natalie’s black
skirt, though it was kind of short on her, and added a white dress
shirt she had last worn for a funeral three years ago, and which
was too tight. She felt awkward in the high heels, too. She vastly
preferred tennis shoes.

“Keri Sullivan?”

She nodded.

“I'm Jonathan Smith.”

He gestured her forward with his fingers and
she gulped and walked down the length of the table to stand before
him.

He was about thirty, she thought, wearing an
extremely expensive three piece suit in dark blue. His tie was
light blue, glistening like silk, and his brown hair was neatly
brushed to the side. She wondered if he was gay. In her experience,
mostly it was gay guys who dressed really nice.

His eyes, though, looked hard.

“Stand up straight,” he said.

She flinched and pulled her shoulders
back.

“How tall are you?”

“Uhm, five feet nine,” she said.

“Five feet nine sir,” he corrected
sternly.

“Five feet nine, sir,” she said
dutifully.

“I've noticed that taller girls tend to
slouch. I don't like slouching. It looks sloppy, and I don't like
sloppy. Where did you get that outfit?”

She looked down at herself uncertainly.

“Neither your skirt nor your blouse fit. Were
you aware of that?”

She blushed but said nothing.

“Let me guess, you had nothing proper for an
interview.”

“Uhm, kind of.”

“Sir.”

She nodded.

“Say sir,” he said softly.

“Sir,” she gulped.

“Can you do what you're told, Ms. Sullivan?
Can you follow instructions and obey orders?”

“Uhm – .”

“Don't say uhm. Say yes or no.”

“Uh... yes.”

'Sir,” he said, glowering.

“Yes, sir!”

“You're not a stupid girl, according to
this,” he said, indicating a file before him. “But you have no
drive or ambition. I like that.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“I like a clean slate, a blank sheet of
paper. I don't have to erase other people's mistakes. I also don't
need initiative from you. All I need is for you to do what you're
told, when you're told, how you're told. Can you do that?”

“Yes, sir! I mean, uh, I guess.”

“You guess?”

“Well, I mean, uh, I don't know if I can do
whatever it is you – .”

“Let's start with the presumption I will
inform you exactly what needs doing and how it needs doing. Can you
follow explicit instructions?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you in shape?”

She looked at him in surprise.

“Can you lift and carry objects? Can you be
on your feet a lot?”

“Uhm, yes. I mean, depending on how much they
weigh I guess.”

“This job pays twenty dollars an hour – to
start. You'll do more than guess. You'll do.”

Twenty – !? Keri looked at him in surprise.
That was way more than she'd expected!

“Bend over.”

She stared at him.

“Touch your toes. Do it.”

She gulped, but obeyed, bending over and
touching her toes. It wasn't difficult, after all. She
straightened.

“Why did you straighten up?” he asked.

She stared at him in surprise again.

“What instructions were you given?”

“Bend over and touch my toes,” she said.

“Yes, and you did it, and then you stopped
doing it. Why?”

“Well – .”

“I don't need initiative from you. I don't
need you thinking what you ought to do. All I need is for you to do
precisely what you're told and no more. Touch your toes.”

She bent over and touched her toes, and
stayed like that, her hair falling around her to the floor. She was
glad there was no one behind her given how short her skirt was!

“Exactly,” he said. “I need you do obey
orders exactly. I don't need you to think, just to follow exact
instructions. Straighten up.”

She straightened up gratefully, then combed
her hair back from her face.

“Did I tell you to play with your hair?”

She stopped, startled.

“In case you haven't figured it out yet, this
is by way of a test.”

She dropped her arms to her sides,
anxiously.

Twenty dollars an hour was a lot of money!
Her father only made nine!

“Put your hands on your knees.”

She bent over, hands on her knees.

“Look up at me.”

She raised her head up and back, though it
felt heavy, given she was bent over at a ninety degree angle. She
found herself looking him in the face.

“Look to your left,' he ordered.

This was nuts, she thought, as she looked to
her left.

“Look to your right. Look up. Look down. Look
left. Look right. Look down. Look up.”

She followed his instructions, though her
neck was starting to ache.

“Straighten up.”

She straightened with a gasp, not touching
her hair.

“Did you notice those girls out front at the
desk?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you notice how pretty they were, how
nicely dressed they were?”

She nodded.

“Speak orally.”

“Yes, sir!”

“That is because their appearance reflects
upon this organization. You might think to yourself, well, they're
only receptionists, but let me ask you a question. If you came into
the outer office the the chairs were old and dowdy, with cuts in
the leather and stains on the table, what would you think of the
organization?”

“Uh, that it wasn't very good?”

“Don't answer a question in the form of a
question, Ms. Sullivan. Yes, you would think poorly of the
organization, yet it's only tables and chairs. They and the
receptionists, reflect upon the organization. So too will you if
you are hired. You are an attractive young woman, Sullivan. But
your hair needs attending to, and your clothes...”

Keri flushed uncomfortably.

“You will be, if you are hired, often at my
side, and I am often at Mister Hawk's side. You see how I'm
dressed? You'll be expected to dress in a way which reflects well
on Mister Hawk, just as I do.”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

He snorted. “Bend over and touch your
toes.”

She bent over once more.

“Now your knees.”

She straightened up somewhat, looking out
from a tangled mass of hair, and was startled when he reached out
and slid his fingers through her hair.

“You could use a good conditioner,” he
said.

She flushed anew.

“But you have potential,” he added. “Mr. Hawk
is a very busy man, and does not suffer fools gladly. He can be...
brusque at times. Do you take offense easily?”

“Uhm, no, sir,” she said.

“Did I not tell you to stop using 'uhm'?”

“I keep forgetting.”

“Mister Hawk will become annoyed if you use
that term a lot. You don't want to annoy Mister Hawk. He can become
sarcastic and has a rather cutting tongue. Straighten up.”

Keri stood up again.

“Hands behind your back, shoulders back.”

Keri obeyed, though it pulled the front of
her blouse tautly against her chest.

“Why are you wearing a dark bra under a white
blouse?” he asked.

She blushed and started to shift
position.

“I didn't tell you to move,” he barked.

She gulped, hands and shoulders going
back.

“How do you look in a bikini?”

Her eyes widened.

“Mr. Hawk does a lot of business at the pool.
He has a large house. He also travels frequently to the west coast,
where he has another house with a private beach.”

“Uhm, I uh... well.. okay, I guess,” she
gulped, her mind still stuttering a bit.

“Do you exercise?”

She shook her head.

“Oral, Sullivan. Give me oral,” he said.

Keri blushed again, wondering if he knew of
the other way she could interpret that demand.

“No, sir.”

“Start exercising. Make sure you have a firm
belly. Mister Hawk hates seeing women without firm bellies.”

It didn't occur to Keri to be outraged or
indignant at the statement, not with her mind filled with the
thought of working by a pool or on a beach in California! At twenty
dollars an hour!

“Yes, sir!”

“Do you have a drivers license?”

“Yes, sir.”

“A passport?”

She stared at him blankly.

“Mister Hawk often travels to Europe. You'd
be expected to accompany me and him.”

“Uhm, no, sir.”

“Get one. And get a better wardrobe.”

“Uh, I don't have any money. I mean. Uh, does
this mean I'm hired?”

“Hold out your hands, palms up.”

She looked at him blankly, but then obeyed.
He picked up a ruler and then slapped it down against her
hands.”

“Ow!” she yelped, drawing her hands back.

“Did I tell you to pull your hands back?” he
asked softly.

She stared at him, open mouthed. “But –
!”

Hands out, palms up.”

Keri licked her lips nervously, then held her
hands out again.

“Do you know why I hit you with the
ruler?”

She shook her head mutely and saw his eyes
harden, then he hit her again.

“Ow!”

She jerked hands back.

“Hands out.”

“But that hurts!”

“It's supposed to hurt. It's how some people
learn lessons. Now hands out.”

Her pulse was racing and she felt her hands
tremble a bit as she held them out, the palms now turning pink.

“Oral,” he said softly. “You didn't give me
oral even though I asked you to.”

She blushed.

“And you keep saying 'uhm'. Every time you
say 'uhm' I'm going to punish you. Every time you nod your head
instead of answering aloud I'm going to punish you. It won't take
long, I assure you, before you stop doing these things.”

He looked at her sternly. “Understand?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she gulped.

He laid the ruler lightly across her open
hands, which flinched but didn't move.

“Don't worry, Sullivan. Neither I nor Mister
Hawk would ever harm you. But a little minor pain to correct your
misbehavior seems a lot more sensible than firing you and starting
over with the next girl. Don't you agree?”

“Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“I'm going to give you over to a woman I
know. She'll see to your hair and a few outfits for your job which
will reflect well on Mister Hawk. We will front you the money and
deduct it from your future salary, provided you have one. Your
opinion will not be solicited on what looks best. Think of it as a
uniform. Understand?”

“Yes, sir!”

“And get good at giving oral,” he said with
only a slight smirk.

What did that mean, she thought anxiously.
Did it mean that she wasn't to answer with nods and shakes of her
head or was he hinting at something more?!

Twenty dollars an hour? Working at the beach?
She licked her lips. She'd damn well give him a blow job if that
was what he wanted! She'd given them to way less good looking guys
for a lot less reason!
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Her name was Alexandra, and she was tall,
blonde, beautiful, and incredibly graceful, even in five inch
stilettos. She was about the same age as Jonathan Smith, and she
wondered if they were a couple. They would have looked fabulous
together, if so.

She wore a very short blue dress, and a
beaded necklaces that set off her green eyes. She was quick
talking, and decisive, and while she talked to Keri, she talked to
her as if she were a child, and did not, as Smith had suggested,
ask her opinion.

She also quickly overrode her objections,
especially about wearing stilettos.

“They're work shoes, dear. Get used to them.
You have long legs and these will only add to how attractive they
are. Your being attractive will reflect well on Mister Hawk.”

And since she wore them herself, Keri could
hardly object very strongly, though they did make her feel
uncomfortable.

The dresses were black, stylish, beautiful,
and unbelievably expensive. They looked great on her, but they also
had very short hems, even shorter than the ones she wore to the
clubs.

She tried to put up an argument over the
bathing suits, though.

“I can't wear a thong!”

Alexandra gave her a piteous look. “Your ass
looks fine to me, dear,” she said.

“But – !”

“In North America it won't be an issue, but
in Europe you'd look hopelessly gauche in the kind of full-bottomed
suits some girls wear here in America,” she said.

Europe?! Keri took a deep breath again at the
thought. Her, going to Europe!?

Not that the other suits were 'full bottomed'
either. They were Brazilian cut, which were bad enough, since it
left half her butt naked! They were way better than thongs but
still!

“The cups are too small,” she gulped.

Alexandra looked at her, then to Keri's
shock, cupped her breasts briefly, before shifting her hands around
to slide her fingers down the top of each cup to grip the material
and tug up a bit. She stood back and nodded. That the backs of her
fingers had been touching Keri's breasts seemed immaterial to
her.

“They're perfect,” she said. “Sexy, but
effortlessly, as if you weren't even trying.”

“But why do I have to look sexy?!” she asked
anxiously.

“Because you're a girl, and that's what we
do,” Alexandra said. “Oh, and I think you should get your bikini
hair lasered away. It saves a ton of time, not to mention pain. And
there's nothing that's more yucky than pubic hair sticking out from
one of these little suits.”

Keri blushed again.

They went into a gym, where Alexandra signed
her up for a membership, paid for it, and then led her to a
trainer, who prodded at her soft belly, her thighs, and even her
butt, with disapproval, before going off to design an exercise
regime for her.

Alexandra had also bought her some yoga pants
and exercise tights, and it seemed that she had a membership in the
same club, for when she dragged Keri into the locker room to change
she also unlocked a locker and pulled out some clothes herself.

“Let's go,” she said as she stripped
herself.

Keri flushed uncomfortably, but would have
felt like a schoolgirl asking to go somewhere private to undress.
She stripped almost down to the buff, for she had to put on the
exercise bra Alexandra had also purchased for her.

“You have excellent tits,” she said, causing
Keri to blush again.

“They're a good size, nice round shape, but
still quite firm, despite your lack of exercise. Not too big,
though, which would draw comments and stares. No, they're the
perfect size. But they'd start sagging in a few years without
exercise. You don't want saggy breasts, Keri.”

Alexandra's own breasts were a little
smaller, and her stomach was extremely firm. In fact, she grabbed
Keri's hand and rubbed it against her flat belly.

“Feel,” she ordered

Her skin was soft and warm, and didn't look a
whole lot different from Keri's own belly, but there were muscles
under it. She could certainly feel that.

She could also feel an uptick in her pulse,
and a fluttering in her own stomach as they stood there, alone,
virtually naked, with her hand on the older woman's body! But then
Alexandra shifted Keri's hand back onto her own belly and she felt
how soft she was by comparison, not just on the surface, but
underneath..

“You want to be toned, but not muscular,” the
blonde said. “Like me.”

She pulled Keri's arm out again, then ran her
hand up from wrist to bicep, snorting.

She pulled her own arm up and made a muscle,
then took Keri's hand and laid it on her arm.

“It's not going to impress a weightlifter,
but it keeps my arms and shoulders nicely toned.”

Then she startled the girl by gripping her
other wrist, pulling them both up and together, and pushing them
back against the locker behind her. Keri gasped, startled, as the
cool steel pressed against her bare back. Alexandra crossed her
wrists, and held them in one hand, arm outstretched.

“Think your two arms can pull away from my
one hand?”

Keri gulped, and tried, but couldn't as Alexandra kind of smirked
at her.

“Your arms have almost no muscles in them,
dear. We'll work on that.”

They dressed and went out onto the floor, and
Keri did her best to continue through one set after another, moving
from machine to machine, as Alexandra accompanied her, not even
breathing hard, let alone sweating!

An hour and a half later she was panting and
sweating as Alexandra led her into the locker room, then into the
shower. She was too tired to even be embarrassed to be seen naked
in front of the woman as she gratefully soaped herself up and then
rinsed herself off.

After that they went to a hairstylist, and
Alexandra discussed her hair with the definitely gay male stylist.
Neither discussed it with Keri, though, before the man started to
work. Several hours later Keri emerged with hair as soft as spun
silk, glowing with a sort of mahogany tint to it, soft bangs
cutting across her forehead.

Then it was on to the salon for a manicure
and pedicure, and the first laser treatment for the hair on her
legs – going all the way up! Keri was alternatively blushing,
uncomfortable, anxious, and nervous the entire day, but Alexandra
simply overrode her.

She also slapped her bottom whenever Keri
said `Uhm'!

“Jonathan said to,” she said with a smirk,
the first time she did it.

Europe. California. Beaches and pools. Twenty
dollars an hour!

Keri bit her lip on her reply. She would just
not say it, that was all. But she'd been doing it a long time, and
Keri got her bottom slapped a lot of times that day! Including once
when she was naked and getting dressed in the locker room!

Alexandra seemed to find it an amusing task.
Keri was much less amused. She was annoyed, but mostly at herself,
because she kept forgetting not to say 'uhm' and kept forgetting to
'give oral'.

Over the following days Alexandra drove her
from place to place, including a medical clinic to get a full
physical. Then she showed her Mister Hawk's favorite stores and
restaurants (and what foods Mister Hawk liked), the best places to
buy certain things for him, the types of foods to buy in markets,
and how to judge their tenderness and freshness, the clubs he went
to, and his favorite drinks.

That included how to make the drinks, a small
lesson with a bartender at a club.

It was all quite eye-opening, for she'd never
been in those sorts of stores, restaurants and clubs before, and
they were all incredibly impressive places! Alexandra seemed to fit
in easily, but she felt wildly out of place herself! Riding in a
limousine was fun, though!

After all that, meeting Mister Hawk was
like... like meeting the King of England or something!

They drove, in the limo, to Hawk's building,
got out, and went through a huge marble entryway, rode up in a gold
and glass lined elevator, and then went through the big, double
doors into his penthouse apartment. There, Alexandra handed him
over to Jonathan Smith, who gave her a critical once over.

“Remember,” he said, eying her sternly. “Yes,
sir. No, sir. Got it?”

“Yes, sir!' she gulped.

He led her into the apartment and her jaw
dropped. The wall ahead of them was almost entirely of glass, and
was at least fifteen feet high. The view of the city and river was
stunning! But they turned right before ever entering what she
thought of as the living room.

They walked on a gleaming black floor, past a
curving white and black staircase with brass bannisters which led
up to a second floor. On the wall was a large picture of what
looked like an ocean or sea. Down at the bottom, a small figure
amidst all that water, was a naked woman swimming for the surface
high above.

Against the wall ahead, was a four foot high
pedestal on which sat a small sculpture, which looked very old. It
featured two roman columns bracketing a naked woman, whose arms
were chained up and apart to the columns, her head hanging low.

They walked past it through a doorway and
turned at another one, then went inside. It was a library, Keri
thought, mind moving frantically as she sought to absorb it all.
But what a library! Certainly it was like nothing she'd ever seen!
Her only experience with libraries was the one she'd had in high
school, with cheap carpeting, long rows of cheap desks, and metal
shelves.

This one was all wood paneling, with the
bookshelves behind glass doors. The carpeting was rich and thick,
swirly shades of beige. Hugely overstuffed chairs with ottomans
were propped against the walls, as were several sofas. A fireplace
sat on one wall, with a long, but narrow built-in table against the
wall.

The lighting came from lamps attached to the
walls, up and down the room, as well as on the side tables next to
sofas and chairs. There was a piano on one side of the room, and a
pair of long swords crossing a shield on the wall above it.

“Wait here,” Jonathan said.

He turned and left, closing the double doors,
and Keri looked anxiously about, fighting to keep her anxiety down.
Jonathan, and also Alexandra, had told her she was hired on a
preliminary basis. She'd be paid for the last week, and they'd
forget about what they spent on her – and then she'd be let go, if
Mr. Hawk didn't approve of her.

She was wearing one of the dresses they'd
bought her. It was black, like all of them. There was material on
her shoulders, but her arms were bare. The top cut straight across
her chest about an inch below the top of her breasts It wasn't
revealing, but on the other hand, there was no doubt she had
breasts, especially with how tight the dress was.

She walked lightly along the glass lined
shelves, looking in at the backlit books, then went over to the
piano. She wondered if Hawk played the piano. Jonathan and
Alexandra had portrayed him as something of an ogre and that didn't
seem like something an ogre would do.

What if he didn't like her!? God! No twenty
dollars an hour, no California, no Europe, no job!

And then the door opened and she turned
quickly, heart beating rapidly as a man walked in. He was a tall,
broad shouldered man, with medium length dark hair dusted with
gray. It was hard to assess his age, though his face, though a big
craggy, was unlined. He had a square cut jaw with full lips, and
blue eyes.

He was a handsome man, but she didn't need
anyone's warning to know this was the boss. She could tell simply
from the way he moved, and the way he looked at her. He wore an
expensive gray jacket over a gray blue shirt, but no tie, and
though his eyes were only on her a moment she felt as if he'd
already completely seen through her even as he passed by!

He sat on the sofa at the far end and
gestured her forward with the nod of his head.

“Has Jonathan explained the job to you?” he
asked.

His voice was deep and low, and a bit
gravelly.

“Yes, sir!”

“And what is the job?”

“To do whatever I'm told, sir!'

His face softened a bit with what might have
been amusement.

“Succinctly put. Jonathan takes care of all
those little issues I don't have either the time nor the
inclination to worry about. You're going to take care of the
smaller things he doesn't have the time or inclination to worry
about. Have you ever heard the statement 'no job too small'?

She started to nod hesitantly. “Yes, sir!”
she said.

He nodded. “Nobody is going to ask you to
negotiate a multi-million dollar deal. But if I want coffee...”

“I get it. I mean, I'll get it, sir!”

“Exactly. The idea that secretaries don't get
coffee or run personal errands, don't even think it.”

“No, sir!”

“I'm an arrogant bastard. Did Jonathan tell
you that?”

She hesitated. “Uhm, no, sir.”

His eyes darkened and he shook his head.

“First off, when you begin to speak using uhm
it signifies you actually don't know what to say before you open
your mouth. You have a very pretty mouth, Ms. Sullivan. But keep it
closed until you know what you're going to be using it for. Is that
clear?”

Keri blushed. “Yes, sir! I'm sorry, sir!'

“Second, I hate it when people lie to me. I
don't need my feelings protected. I need honesty. Arrogant men who
employ yes-men are fools. I'm not a fool. I want and require
honesty from my staff.”

“But he didn't say you were arrogant!” she
blurted. “Just.. kind of... mean.”

He snorted. “Mean? No. I'm sure he didn't say
mean. I'm not mean, Sullivan. I simply have a low tolerance for
fools or foolish behavior. What's more, I'm rich enough not to have
to tolerate anything I don't like.”

He looked at her again.

“How old are you?”

“Nineteen, sir!”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, sir.”

“Why not? You're a beautiful girl. The boys
should be swarming around you.”

She blushed. “Well, uh, I mean, I have had
boyfriends but... I don't have one now.”

“Do you dance?”

She blinked. “Yes, sir.”

“Formally?”

“Uhm, what does that mean?”

“I'll have Jonathan set up dance lessons for
you. It will spare me, at times, having to find a date for certain
events.”

“Get rid of the bangs, Jonathan,” he said,
raising his voice only slightly so that she gasped, realizing the
other man had been behind her.

“Yes, sir.”

“The bangs make her look too young.”

“Yes, sir.”

Jonathan stepped forward and jerked his head
at her, and she turned and followed him back to the door, turning
once to look back. She flushed to see Hawk's eyes on her.

“He uhm, wasn't so bad,” she gulped, as
Jonathan led her back past the stairs, then past the open room and
its huge windows.

They turned down a second hall, which was
narrower, and into a huge kitchen, which widened her eyes as she
looked around.

Then she yelped, and half leapt forward as
his hand slapped her bottom sharply.

“Stop saying uhm. You said it more than once
in front of Mister Hawk, as well.”

“I'm sorry,” she gulped.

“Mean? I didn't say he was mean,” he
growled.

“Well that's kind of the impression I got!”
she protested, rubbing her sore backside.

He turned and put his finger against her lips
to silence her.

“And never... ever... EVER lie to Mister
Hawk! It's like he's got a sixth sense. He absolutely won't
tolerate it!”

“Well was I supposed to tell him you'd said
bad things about him!?”

“I didn't say bad things about him. I said he
was a demanding man with little patience for foolish behavior or
dumb mistakes. Now, I'm going to teach you how to make coffee the
way he likes it, since he mentioned that. Then we'll arrange
dancing lessons.”

“I know how to dance!” she protested.

“Ballroom dancing?”

She opened her mouth, then shut it again and
shook her head.

He put his finger against her lips again,
then to her surprise, pushed it gently between her lips and
onto her tongue!

“Give me oral, Sullivan,” he said softly, his
eyes sharp.

She started to step back but he caught her
arm.

“Close your lips.”

Her heart started to hammer, but she obeyed
as his tongue slid along her tongue, deeper into her mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered softly.

Eyes wide, she sucked on his finger as he
looked at her.

“Oral,” he said in a low voice. “Remember
that word. Oral.”

Keri felt a dark shudder run through her,
even as he slid his finger back out of her mouth.

“Now when I say to give me oral, to what am I
referring?”

T-talking... sir?” she gulped, face
flushed.

He looked at her a long moment. “Say it
again, without the question mark at the end.”

“Talking, sir.”

“Precisely.”

And then his finger was pressed against her
lips again.

“There are, of course, two common definitions
for oral,” he said. “Both involve the use of the tongue. I'm going
to assume you're aware of both of those definitions and your tongue
is up to the demands of either.”

Keri blushed more deeply.

“And shoulders back,” he said, drawing his
finger back.

She straightened her shoulders.

“This might be a simple job, Sullivan, but
it's not going to be easy. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

He led her around the house, then, and she
was hard pressed not to gawk at everything, particularly the huge
swimming pool on the huge deck on the roof, and the view, and the
incredible expense of floor around the huge beds in the
bedrooms.

Particularly when he showed her hers.

“What?!”

“This is where you'll be sleeping,” he
said.

She stared at him.

“Room and board is part of your package,” he
said. “More to the point it makes you available when I or Mister
Hawk have need of you. There might be long periods when you aren't
needed, but we want you to be available near at hand. We don't,
however, want you too close.

The floor was a massive expanse of eggshell
white. The bed had a huge black and purple headboard. A purple
bedspread covered the enormous mattress, and a cabinet sat about
two feet from the foot of the bed, which, Jonathan said, was the
TV. He even showed her the remote which caused the sixty inch
screen to rise up above the cabinet!

The wall on the left was all glass, and there
was an attached bathroom with a huge shower and marble tub! To one
side was a fashionable desk, upon which sat a laptop. Next to that
was a cell phone, which he handed to her.

“Keep it handy at all times, turned on and
fully charged.”

She looked around in a daze. The bedroom was
probably the size of her bungalow’s living room, dining room and
kitchen combined!

“Best move in quickly. We'll be leaving for
California next week.”

She gaped at him, then yelped as his hand
smacked against her bottom again.

“Wake up, Sullivan,” he said.

“S-sorry!” she gasped.

“Personally, I doubt you need to move much,
other than a few clothes, lingerie and toiletries. So it should be
fairly easy. We can send Alfred with the car. It has a very large
trunk and you should be able to fit whatever you need into
that.”
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Jonathan was right. After going through her
things, the only stuff she decided to take were toiletries,
lingerie, some of her clothes for when she was off duty, on her
own, and, of course, her video games. Her parents seemed delighted,
especially with the salary she'd told them she'd be getting. Her
father was actually a bit suspicious of the amount, but she told
him Hawk seemed to have so much money that was just a pittance to
him.

She moved in that very day, excited beyond
measure! Staring out at the view from her bedroom – her
bedroom, made her feel an incredible thrill. Everything was so
luxurious! And the job seemed to be, as Jonathan said, simple! That
didn't mean she wasn't nervous, of course. They could fire her at
the drop of a hat, and she now desperately wanted to stay on!

She started dance lessons the next morning,
with a personal trainer, then went on to the gym, then the salon
for another sessions of hair removal. That made her anxious and
embarrassed, but she knew it was for the better. She wouldn't have
to shave her legs ever again! That made it well worth the
embarrassment.

She was less sure about the rest, about how
high the laser treatment was going. But what good was hair there
anyway? And Alexandra was right that it would look horrible if it
stuck out of her bathing suit! That was especially so around all
the rich, snooty people she was likely to encounter.

California! Woohoo!

Afterward, she had her first orders, which
were to go to some small grocery stores to pick up several items,
like the coffee Mr. Hawk drank, a particular type of tea cookie,
available only at a specialty British tea shop, some soap, and
peanuts – very pricy peanuts. She also picked up some laundry at
the dry cleaner.

None of which, she thought, she really needed
to be wearing a black dress for. She would have done just as well
in her jeans and tank top. But that wasn't her decision and she
certainly wasn't going to argue about it.

She felt a bit self-conscious at first,
though, for the skirt was kind of short, and the heels, well, made
her feel as if she was on display. Maybe, in a sense, she was, she
thought. She didn't pay for anything, but gave Mr. Hawk's name, and
they put it on his account. So everyone knew she was working for
him.

She also picked up some pajamas for herself.
It was one thing to go to bed naked at home, but another in a
penthouse apartment where two other men were living. It wasn't that
she was afraid they would burst into her bedroom and attack her –
or that the pajamas would matter if they did – but it made her feel
less uneasy.

Besides, she couldn't exactly lay around on
her bed watching TV in the black dress! She needed something more
comfortable. What she settled on was a pair of black satin pajamas.
They were loose, comfortable, soft, and, she admitted, she felt
very much like acting the part of the rich lady living in a
penthouse apartment!

*

The next day she ran a few more errands, but
then had to join Mr. Hawk by the pool with a guest! That filled her
stomach with butterflies but she certainly couldn't refuse! She
pulled her hair back, and donned a dark pink bikini. It was
reasonably modest. The bottom was a Brazilian, which made her a bit
nervous, while the front was low on her hips. Still, that was still
better than the blue one which was nothing but a narrow inverted
triangle of material on both sides!

The top covered most of her breasts, though
it did sort of squeeze them in more and push them up. It was a sexy
bikini, but not an immodest one. But it still felt odd as she took
a deep breath, then walked through the house in it towards the
pool.

Jonathan caught her on the upper floor and
stopped her, looking her over.

She blushed a bit under his eyes. That bit
with the finger the other day had made her doubt just what his
intentions were with regard to her. She didn't feel threatened at
all, but somewhat breathless, self-conscious, and nervous as he
looked at her.

“You have a nice bottom, Sullivan,” he said,
looking at it, “but make sure, if you have to pour anything, you
don't bend over in front of anyone.”

She blushed. “I wouldn't!”

“It's not that your bottom would offend
anyone, understand. It just would be considered a little
gauche.”

“Bending towards them won't be gauche?” she
asked, somewhat surprising herself.

He looked at her, then at her top – which
meant her breasts, and she flushed anew, then gasped as he reached
his hand up, slid two fingers into the inch-thick join between the
cups, and tugged it down a bit.

“Just so nothing falls out,” he said, eyes on
hers. “And nothing will fall out. Not in this suit.”

His fingers slid up and out, widening as they
did, and Keri felt a sudden jolt as they lightly caressed the bare
curves of her breasts on their way out.

“Now go.”

Gulping, she hurried on, feeling his eyes on
her half naked bottom as she went up the stairs.

The deck was big, covered in large granite
tiles bordering the rectangular pool. And Hawk was in the pool as
she arrived, swimming laps, apparently. She stood there
uncertainly, watching as he knifed through the water, his powerful
arms sweeping gracefully forward again and again as he reached the
edge, then turned over without a pause, kicked himself back, and
swam to the other side.

Keri looked around at the view, shaking her
head. It was amazing! Imagine living here, she thought, then
corrected herself. Imagine living her like... you owned it, like it
was yours! How incredible would that be!?

She was distracted by Hawk climbing out of
the pool, water dripping from his body. He was very well built, she
thought in surprise, certainly better than the guys she had known.
He was firm, trim, broad of shoulders, wide in the chest and narrow
in the hips. His chest was nicely muscled, too, and his belly was
flat as a board.

She thought better of him for that. At least
he wasn't a hypocrite in insisting she be in good shape.

“Towel, girl,” he said.

She started, looking around quickly, then
hurried over to a shelf and slipped one off, carrying it back to
him.

“Think of yourself as a gopher,” he said, not
unkindly, as he took the towel and wrapped it briefly around his
face and head. He toweled his chest off and tossed her the towel.
She looked at it, nonplussed, not sure what to do with it.

“Into the bin,” he said, as he sat down on a
thickly padded chaise lounge.

She looked over by the shelves and then saw
the hamper, went back, and tossed the towel in. She turned back
uncertainly.

“Mister Tanaka is Japanese,” he said.
“They're all perverts so make sure to bend over a lot in front of
him. It'll distract him.”

Keri's eyes widened, for he said it in total
seriousness, and she wasn't sure how to respond.

“Just kidding,” he said. “Stand up
straight.”

She gulped and straightened her
shoulders.

“You look good in that suit,” he said.

“Uhm, thank you, sir,” she said.

“I mean... sorry,” she gulped.

“Jonathan have you exercising?”

She nodded. “Yes, sir,” she said a moment
later.

“Good. Problem with young girls is they
presume their shape will stay the same forever. Youth is a miracle
drug but it wears off quickly. Then they become flabby.”

“Men too,” she said daringly.

“Yeah, but a few pounds on a man can go
unnoticed. Not the same for girls, and girls are much less into
sports than boys so they're less likely to get any exercise. Get me
a rum and coke, would you.”

“Yes, sir.”

She started inside.

“There's a bar there in the corner.”

“Oh!”

She went over to it and found a refrigerator
behind the counter, along with drinks and glasses.

Hawk got up as she was making it and went
inside. She continued then brought the glass back to where he'd
been sitting and put it on the small table, then wandered along the
pool's edge, alternately looking out at the view, and looking
around at the fabulous deck. This was really some place, she
thought admiringly.

Jonathan came outside, then. He was dressed
as usual, except that he wore no jacket over his short sleeved
dress shirt. He carried a bottle in his hand and went behind the
bar as she crossed the deck to join him.

“This is sake,” he said. “It's Mr. Tanaka's
favorite drink.”

She nodded understanding and his eyes
narrowed.

“Yes, sir!” she exclaimed hurriedly.

He smiled thinly, then cocked his finger at
her, indicating she should lean forward. Gulping, she did so, and
flushed as his eyes glanced down at her cleavage. Then his finger
slid into her mouth. She flushed even deeper.

“Close your lips.”

She obeyed, and she thought his lips eased up
a bit, though whether she would describe it as a smile or a sneer
she wasn't sure.

“Lick,” he said softly.

Her pulse picked up as well, but she licked
as he slid his finger deeper into her mouth.

“Suck.”

She hesitated, then did so, eyes wary now as
he pulled his finger slowly back out.

“Oral,” he said. “Give me good oral,
Sullivan.”

She was on the edge of saying something, but
she wasn't quite sure what to say! She didn't have a lot of
experience relating to 'adults' even if she was one. And he
confused her, because sometimes he acted like a 'grownup' and
sometimes like guys she knew, who could say and do the most
outrageous things.

He was very authoritarian, which she was only
used to from teachers and a few other 'adults' but at the same time
he sometimes talked and acted more like he was her age, or at
least, a normal person, a normal guy. And she was starting to think
he was hot for her. That didn't necessarily bother her. He was a
pretty hot looking guy, even if he was older, and it wasn't like
she wasn't used to guys wanting to get into her panties.

But combined with that strange authoritarian
streak it really confused her, for she wasn't sure how to react or
what to think about him. She was tempted to say something
indignant, but on the other hand she was also tempted to say
something joking or sexual, like “Well pull down your zipper,
bud.”

But she was too wary of him to let herself
joke around like that to Jonathan!

“You know, good oral is all about
discipline,” he said, “And mental control. It's mind over matter if
you want to take it all the way... to proper grammatical usage and
vocal expression.”

He came around the bar and caught at her
shoulders, turning her away from him.

“Stand still,” he ordered.

She obeyed, though startled, and felt him
gathering in her hair and sweeping it back tightly. He let it
loosen, but she felt him doing something behind her. It felt like
he was putting her hair in a pony tail!

“It's a little breezy,” he said. “Your hair
will blow around in a messy fashion, and it's the height of bad
manners to have your hair fall into our guest's drink or onto the
snack tray.”

Well, Keri couldn't argue with his reasoning,
though she could have put her own hair into a tail... He seemed to
be putting it into a high tail as he gathered her hair all together
up high near the crown of her head, and then pulled slowly, his
hands shifting to get it all in together.

His fingers slid through her hair and Keri
felt a strange sense of intimacy which again confused her. Boys
seemed to like to run their fingers through her hair, but on the
other hand, this was Jonathan, and he was doing it more like, well,
a hairdresser... or her mother, might, fairly briskly and
efficiently.

“Your hair is much softer now,” he said.

“Uhm, thanks,” she gulped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

The slap was across her bottom, with only the
thin suit covering it, and it stung. It made her jerk forward, but
he had a firm hold of her hair, and tugged her firmly back.

“I wish you would stop doing that!” she
gasped.

“You're not saying uhm as much, so it must be
having some effect,” he said, as he twisted her hair and tied it
off.

He let go of her hair, but when she started
to turn he said “Don't move.”

She bit her lip, but stayed in place, looking
out over the city, and a moment later she felt his hands on her
shoulders, and his hands were... oily! She gasped and jerked her
head around and back, but couldn't see what – .

“You didn't think you needed sunscreen?” he
asked dryly.

“Well uh, I hadn't – .”

Crack!

“Ow!” she yelped. “Jonathan!”

“Mister Smith,” he said calmly, his hands
sliding down onto her bare back. “This is an SPF50. It's from
France and costs two hundred dollars a bottle.”

She blinked, her mind suddenly
sidetracked.

“Mister Hawk doesn't like girls who are
heavily tanned. You have a fair, peaches and cream complexion. We
don't want it getting too tanned, nor do we want it getting flaky
or burned or sprouting freckles everywhere.”

His hands were surprisingly soft as they
moved down her back, under, not over, her bra strap, and she felt
the tension his touch had raised in her chest joined by a wary
sense of sensual excitement as his hands moved up and down her
back, then up over her shoulders again.

She felt both tensions rising, wondering just
how far he'd go with putting the lotion on! She felt his fingers
sliding down along the rim of her bottoms, then a finger sliding
just inside and skimming along the already low-riding swimsuit in a
way which just brought his finger into contact with the cleft of
her buttocks!

She felt a breathlessness as his finger
brushed her lightly there, but then it pulled loose and his hands
slid back up again. Suddenly, they slid around her sides, caressing
her stomach as her heart pounded.

“You have very soft skin,” he said casually,
his hands caressing her in a way which was, for the most part,
clinical and efficient, and yet, sometimes slowed to a light,
gentle caress that made her eyes widen!

She was, at the same time, unsure if she
dared tell him to stop, and unsure if she wanted him to
stop!

His hands slid along her ribs, then up higher
along her chest, just beneath the cups of her bra! They slid back
and forth, the edges of his fingers brushing against the underside
of her bra, then his hands pulled free and she felt one encircle
her upper arm, turning her to face him.

His face was much calmer than hers, with an
ironic smile on it as he poured more of the cream onto his hands,
then drew them up and actually encircled her throat, as if he were
choking her! His fingers weren't tight, however, and they slid up
and down, spreading the cream around her neck, then downward onto
her chest. The lower his fingers moved, the more her heart
pounded.

“Skin like yours is to be treasured,
Sullivan,” he said. “You should take care of it.”

His fingers slid up and down along the
outside of her chest, again, as on her back, sliding under the thin
straps, rather than going over-top. They slid to the edge of her
bikini top, on the left side of her chest, then slowly moved down
along the edge.

But the edge cut diagonally across her
breast! She felt both kinds of tension within her rising, along
with a sense of disbelief, as his fingers coasted gently down along
the edge of the suit, across the top part of her breast, rubbing
gently.

Something in her abdomen, low in her abdomen,
began to thrum hotly!

His fingers slid into the cleavage between
her breasts, rubbing gently, then climbed up her other breast,
again, barely brushing the edge of the bikini top, sliding across
the soft flesh of her breast as it angled up towards her
shoulder.

“One of the good things about this is it
dries quickly, and doesn't leave an oily sheen,” he said as his
eyes followed his fingers. “You wouldn't want to get oil on the
drinks and snacks you serve, would you, Sullivan?”

He eased his fingers back, then looked down.
“You're a limber girl, Sullivan. Why don't you prop your foot up on
the rail there.”

She blinked rapidly, her insides swirling
with conflicting thoughts and emotions.

“I-I can... can do it,” she gulped.

“Nonsense. This is expensive stuff, you
know.”

She hesitantly raised her right leg and put
her foot on the rail, and his hands started on her foot,
surrounding it, as she watched, wide-eyed, heart pounding. His
fingers massaged her foot, sliding in along heel and under, rubbing
against her instep and then along her toes. His hands moved upward
slowly, then more briskly, caressing her ankles, sliding up and
down along her calves, to her knees, then over her knees, and up
along her thighs.

Her heart began to quicken once more, and
that thrum she was feeling down low began to pulse with more energy
and heat as his fingers spread the oil up along her thigh. The
outside was nothing huge, as his hand moved fairly efficiently, but
the inside... the inside did the same as he had done with the top
of her bathing suit!

His hand followed the line of her suit, just
barely touching it, his palm flat against her thigh as it slid up
and then his fingers slid in, so close to her suit that his knuckle
brushed against her pussy as his fingers moved inward.

She stared at his hand, heart thumping, as he
slid them back and then dropped them away.

“Other leg,” he said.

“I-I..”

“Better hurry since Tanaka could be here
soon.”

“But – .”

“Yes, sir,” he said softly.

She gulped and raised her leg straight out,
and he again poured the cream into his hands and massaged her foot,
rubbing the toil into her instep and massaging her toes. His hands
moved over her ankles and up her legs again until they were high
along her thighs. And again, it was the inside hand which made her
pulse race.

“Your legs are lovely, but not very
well-toned,” he said. “I'm sure that will change as you continue to
exercise.”

His hand slid in along her inner thigh and
the knuckles brushed across her pussy again as it slid back and
forth! Keri felt a hot surge of … of something, deep inside her, a
kind of intense pressure and breathless anticipation which almost
had her trembling!

“How is the hair removal going?” he asked,
his left hand pausing against her thigh.

“I-It's... okay!” she gulped

“It's well worth it for the time saving
alone,” he said, his hand stroking in and out along her thigh
again. “Of course, another benefit I've also found it makes some
women more... sensitive.”

“Se-sensitive?”

“To touch,” he said softly.

Keri's face was already flushed, but she felt
more heat coming to it as he drew his fingers back.

“See, it's already fading,” he said.

Mister Hawk returned and she started, eyes
blinking.

“I thought you were going to change, sir,”
Jonathan said.

“I'm rich enough not to have to dress to
impress anyone, Jonathan,” Hawk said. “And Tanaka is asking me
favors, not the other way around.”

“Of course, sir,” Jonathan said smoothly.

“Besides, expensive suits aren't going to
impress Tanaka. It's all he sees on anyone anyway. The girl will
impress him more.”

“Yes, sir.”

Keri blinked in confusion. Did he mean
her?”

Jonathon's phone buzzed and he picked it up,
listened for a moment, and said “Send him up at once.”

He hung up.

“He's here.”

He went back inside, and Keri felt a sense of
relief, as her mind and body began to settle down once more.

“What do you mean he'll be impressed by me...
sir?” she asked.

He was leafing through some papers and looked
up absently. “Oh. He'll assume I'm sleeping with you. The Japanese
are very big on mistresses. All the rich men have young girls on
the side. It'll make him feel I'm more like them that I do
too.”

She felt her jaw drop and her eyes widen, but
she had no idea what to say to that! Should she get angry! Should
she be indignant!?

“Don't slouch, girl,” he said.

She jerked as if slapped and quickly
straightened.

“Bob your head twice when he talks to you,
just a little, not far. The art of bowing properly takes a long
time to learn because if you do it fractionally wrong it sends an
entirely wrong message,” he said. “So just nod your head. He'll
accept that as being respectful but not as you trying to bow.”

She hadn't even thought of trying to bow to
the man! Why would she do that!?

Jonathan had his suit jacket on as he came
back, A middle aged Japanese man in an expensive suit walking
before him. To her surprise, Jonathan was speaking to him in
something other than English. It was, she supposed, Japanese, and
it surprised her to learn he could speak it.

Hawk got up and she was surprised again as
the two men bowed to each other in tandem. Hawk's bow, she noted,
was not as deep as Tanaka's. They then came forward and clasped
hands and spoke – in Japanese again! Hawk led Tanaka to a table and
sat down, with Tanaka sitting with him.

Hawk asked a question, in Japanese, and
Tanaka answered, then Hawk looked at Jonathan, who looked at
Keri.

“Open the umbrella and angle it to shade
Mister Tanaka, please Keri,” he said.

“Yes, sir!' she said, hurrying forward.

That was the first time he'd used her first
name, she realized, but she didn't have a lot of time to think
about it. She untied the cord around the umbrella, then bent
forward, reaching for the crank, and turning it to open the
umbrella up. She flushed as both men watched her, knowing she was
bent over. They didn't seem to be obviously looking at her breasts,
but they could hardly miss them!

She cranked quickly and got the umbrella
fully opened, but then had to reach up along the spar to the clasp
there. Pressing it in, would cause the spar to break halfway up so
it could be tilted towards the sun. Of course, that meant putting
her hips against the edge of the table and reaching up high, but
she couldn't worry about their eyes on her as she did it.

She tilted the umbrella towards the sun,
making sure it shaded Mister Tanaka in his suit, then stepped back,
flushed.

“Another rum and coke, Keri,” Hawk said.

He spoke to Tanaka in Japanese, then turned
to her again. “A sake for Mister Tanaka.”

“Yes, sir!”

She turned and went back to the bar, with
Jonathan drifting after her.

“The sake is in the fridge,” he said softly.
“Sake is served chilled in the summer.”

She nodded her head as she opened the fridge
and took out the bottle.

“Those small cups there are what you use,” he
said.

“Thanks,” she gulped, pouring the sake.”

“Put them on the silver tray.”

She made the rum and coke quickly, then put
it and the sake on the silver tray.

“Back straight,” he said, his voice still
very soft. “Walk smoothly towards them, then bend at the waist and
hand Mister Tanaka his sake while smiling, then do the same with
Mister Hawk and his Rum.”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

She turned and walked back to where they sat,
tray in hand, then smiled at the Japanese man as she bent deeply
and held out his sake.

He smiled and nodded at her, glanced at her
breasts, then took the cup from her, glanced at her breasts again,
then looked away as she turned to Hawk. She smiled at him too, and
he smiled genially as he took it. He did not look at her breasts,
as far as she could tell.

She went back across the deck as they began
to speak in English. The conversation was about some sort of flower
which grew on a mountain somewhere, which she had less than no
interest in. Jonathan drifted away from them, and eventually over
to her.

“Get me a ginger ale, would you, Sullivan.
Lots of ice.”

“Yes, sir.”

She filled a glass with ice and then poured
ginger ale into it and handed it to him as he came behind the
bar.

“The Japanese are very into personal
relationships,” he said in a low voice, taking a sip, “and they
like to pretend all business is based on that. So they never
discuss anything for the first half hour or so. Instead its
friends, family, and various hobbies. It can become tedious from a
western point of view.”

“Where did you learn to speak Japanese?” she
whispered.

“Harvard. It's an interesting language.”

“I'd like to learn a foreign language,” she
said.

“Like other languages, it takes discipline,
Sullivan, which is not your strong point.”

“I could learn,” she said, indignant.

“You could, if you applied yourself. You're
not a stupid girl. But I suspect someone would have to teach you
discipline first.

“I could be... disciplined,” she
protested.

“One learns discipline when young, or one is
taught discipline when older,” he said, his eyes on Tanaka and
Hawk. “It can be painful, however.”

“Painful?” she asked, turning to look at
him.

“Yes, you see the teaching of discipline to
young girls is often brought about by the stern application of an
open hand against a bare bottom.”

He put his drink down and moved around the
counter as she gasped at him, ignoring her to walk over to Tanaka
and Hawk.
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The meeting lasted for over two hours.
Jonathan had been right about tedium. Keri spent most of that time
behind the bar, except when she carried more drinks over and let
the Japanese guy stare at her boobs. She was indignant about that,
but did her best not to show it.

Jonathan came back to the bar, though at one
point.

“Feeling hot?”

“Yeah,” she sighed.

“Go for a dip.”

She turned to stare at him.

“Go ahead. You can swim, can't you?”

“Yes...” she said hesitantly, “But ...”

“Trust me. Mr. Hawk wants you to take a
swim.”

“But – .”

“Go.”

She bit her lip, feeling that, in some way,
he was using her. She supposed if Tanaka assumed she was Hawk's
mistress it would be normal enough for her to take a dip in the
pool, but the idea was embarrassing! Not that the idea of being
Hawk's mistress was exactly abhorrent. True, he was a lot older
than her, but he was pretty solidly built, and extremely rich and
powerful.

She was still nervous as she walked around
the pool to the far end, climbed on the diving board, and then dove
in. She dove in smoothly, then swam a couple of laps slowly,
self-consciously, before deciding she really ought to not spend too
much time in the pool. Only then did she recall the stairs were at
the near end of the pool right where Tanaka and Hawk were
sitting.

She flushed as she climbed out of them, water
running in rivulets down her body. She looked away from where they
sat, knowing Tanaka's eyes were on her as she moved over to where
the towels were and swept one around herself. She toweled off
quickly, then tossed the towel into the hamper and went back to the
bar.

She reached up for her hair, but it remained
reasonably well tied. She rung it out a little as Jonathan watched,
and flushed again as he held up his ginger ale as if to toast
her.

“You're awful,” she hissed as she returned to
the bar.

“Nonsense. Mister Tanaka is very impressed
with you.”

She looked at him suspiciously.

“He says you have marvelous breasts and an
excellent bottom.”

She blushed and pursed her lips, but resisted
the urge to turn and glare at the man.

“He was only being polite. It's considered
polite to compliment your hosts things.”

“I'm not a thing!”

“You're his mistress.”

“I am not! Did he say I was?”

“Of course not. That would be extremely
gauche. But Tanaka assumes it.”

“You could correct him,” she muttered.

“Why on earth would we do that? That might
embarrass him. It would certainly confuse him. He would have no
idea why we would make a point of telling him Mister Hawk
isn't sleeping with you. Nor would he believe it. If a
lovely girl like you worked for Tanaka you'd be sleeping with him,
unless he had some other more lovely girl instead. So he'd think we
were lying for some reason and be less likely to trust us.”

Keri shook her head in disbelief.

The meeting went on a little longer, then the
two men stood up and shook hands, and Jonathan left to see Tanaka
to his car.

'You did very well, Sullivan,” Hawk said.

“Thank you, sir, I guess,” she said.

He raised his eyebrows from the papers he was
looking over. “You guess?”

“Well, I mean, I'm not... used to … being...
well...”

“A distraction?”

She flushed. “I mean, not used to people
thinking I was uhm... you know, a mistress.”

“Nobody said you were my mistress,” he said
with a faint trace of a smile.

She looked at him reprovingly.

“Different cultures, different customs.
Tanaka would have assumed it no matter what we said or did. So we
took advantage of his cultural beliefs. He lost his train of
thought when you climbed out of the pool, by the way.”

She flushed again.

“You're a beautiful girl and have a great
body. Any man would be distracted.”

“I'm not beautiful. I'm okay, I suppose
but...”

“No false modesty, Sullivan. I don't pretend
to be a common man, and you can't pretend you're not beautiful. We
are what we are.”

She opened her mouth to protest anyway but he
interrupted her.

“Besides, if he hadn't assumed you were my
mistress he would have assumed you were a present.”

“Uh... a present?”

“For him.”

She stared at him.

“It's a common tactic among Japanese
businessmen.”

He stood up, carrying the papers, and went
inside as she stared after him, shaking her head.

Twenty dollars an hour, she thought.
California and Europe. So what if some guys ogle me. They ogled me
a lot when I worked as a waitress too. They ogle me at the beach.
They ogle me at the clubs. Big deal.

She felt better about it then, shrugging it
off, then wondered what she was to do next. There were empty
glasses on the table, so she decided what needed to be done was to
clean up a bit. By the time Jonathan returned she had wiped off the
table and closed the umbrella, and was behind the bar.

“Ah, there she is. Our dainty, delicate
flower of a girl,” he said, picking up his drink.

“What?”

“That's what Tanaka called you.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Dainty? Delicate?
Oh please.”

She turned back to rinsing off the
glasses.

“You're not delicate?” he asked, his hand
dropping onto the center of her back.

She gulped, stiffening.

“But your skin is delicate, and you didn't
put on the sunscreen again,” he said.

“I-I'm going in soon,” she gulped as his hand
moved gently against her back.

“But it really would be a pity to see this
lovely skin damaged by the sun,” he said.

His hand moved away, and he half turned away,
and Keri remembered to breath again, but then he turned back, and
she felt his hand against the small of her back. She gulped as his
fingers slid lower, and inhaled sharply as two fingers pushed into
the bottom of her skirt, tracing lightly back and forth against the
cleft between her buttocks.

“Your skin is especially soft here,” he said
in a near whisper.

“I-I... you sh-shouldn't,” she gulped, heart
pounding.

“We all do many things we shouldn't in life,”
he replied.

And then, as the fingers of his right hand
gently caressed the top curve of her buttocks, his left hand
reached in and slid across her stomach. It was slick, and oily, and
felt deliciously soft and warm as it coasted lightly across her
skin. The fingers traced the line of her suit, then dipped under
the waistband!

She felt suddenly almost light-headed, as his
fingers slid back and forth, sideways, just under the waistband,
but then they slid lower, and lower, and the waistband was already
very low on her hips!

Another finger joined them, and they eased
just that much lower.

Keri started, dropping the glass she'd been
rinsing into the sink as his oiled fingers found her clitoris.

“That will come out of your pay,” he said
softly.

“Please! I-I – !”

A tremendous wave of sensation rushed through
her as his fingers massaged her clitoris, and Keri felt her toes
curl as a crackling wave of sexual electricity rippled up through
her body. She jerked, half turning against him, staring open
mouthed at him, but he simply smiled, his right hand still
massaging the top of her buttocks as his left moved into her suit
in front, stroking against her in a way which had her legs wobbling
as she gasped aloud and her mind churned wildly!

“I see the salon has been doing a very good
job here,” he said. “Your skin feels very smooth and hairless.”

Her eyes wanted to roll back in her head as
Keri stood there, hemmed in by his arms, gasping and then writhing
helplessly! She felt his fingers sliding down along the thin line
of her sex, then back up again, caressing her clitoris in the
process!

“A beautiful girl,” he said softly, “With
potential but little discipline. Hmm. What should we do with such a
girl?”

Keri found her hands grasping his wrist, but
she made no attempt to dislodge his hand from the front of her
bathing suit, and then he slid behind her, his other hand pulling
free of her suit, but only to move around her ribs and push down
into the left side of her bra, casually cupping and squeezing her
bare breast!

Keri squeaked, jerking one hand up to grasp
that wrist, too, but it was strong and thick, and only moved as far
as tugging the cup down to bare her breast completely!

“What a lovely looking nipple you have,
Sullivan.”

She jerked the suit top back up again with a
gasp, but he pressed himself against her, then, and she could feel
his erection pushing against her bottom as he pulled her in
tighter. Then he leaned in and she felt his breath warm against the
nape of her neck.

“Please I – I don't – don't – oh!”

He closed his lips on the nape of her neck,
his teeth biting gently into her soft flesh as he sucked lightly.
His right hand was firmly cupping her breast inside the cup of her
bra, and his left was still massaging her pussy. Keri's mind reeled
from the tumultuous swirl of sensation and emotions tearing through
her body as she felt her legs wobble and her hips spasm
helplessly.

She felt his fingers curve in and find the
entrance to her pussy, then slide slowly inside her, pumping
lightly in and out as he sucked on the side of her throat. His
other hand came free of her bra, only to slide up behind her neck
and undo the strap. The bra fell down as it dropped and she clapped
her hands over her bare breasts with a squeak of shock even as his
hand dropped to undo the strap across her back.

“Jonathan!”

“Yes?”

“M-Mr Hawk might come back!” she gasped.

“Most unlikely. “And I think you owe me some
oral now.”

Her mind spun wildly, anxiety and heat
swirling and churning within her. But the heat was powerful, and
she shuddered each time his fingers stroked across her
clitoris!

“I-In my room!” she gasped.

“Here is fine,” he said.

And with that he jerked her swimsuit bottoms
down! Keri squealed and grabbed at them, too late, and he suddenly
spun her around and grasped her hips, then lifted her easily up
onto the counter of the bar as her swimsuit bottoms fell off her
feet!

“Oh, you thought I meant you were to give me
oral. No, I meant the other way around,” he said casually.

His hands grasped her legs just above the
knees as she gaped at him, and jerked her legs suddenly up and wide
apart. Keri squealed, falling back onto her back on the bar with
her bottom on the edge. The bar was narrow, however, and her head
and shoulders fell over the other side as Jonathan pushed down on
her thighs.

A moment later she felt his mouth on her
pussy!

Keri was no virgin, certainly. And certainly
the majority of her sexual experience was oral – meaning, of
course, her performing oral sex on men. It wasn't that she'd never
had a boy lick her down there, either, but this was... different...
quite different.

Jonathan's hands on her thighs were soft, yet
as firm as iron as they held her legs down and apart, and her head,
shoulders and arms hung down across the other side of the bar with
enough weight that she felt likely to slide off – except that he
had such a firm grip on her thighs.

His mouth was also far more … enthusiastic
then anything she'd ever felt before, and her pussy was already
thrumming hotly as his mouth enveloped her sex and he began to
thrust his tongue... his very long tongue... in and out of her
pussy!

He sucked against her as his tongue pumped in
and out, and his upper lips rubbed and sucked against her clitoris
as she gasped and her arms dangled uselessly in the air below her.
Then his tongue moved upward, and he began to lick her clitoris
with quick, powerful motions which grew even more powerful as he
used his lower lip to support it.

Keri's mind was spinning wildly, and it
wasn't helped by the blood rushing to her head! She was horribly
anxious about the possibility of being discovered – and fired – by
Mister Hawk, and had been taken completely unprepared by how
quickly and smoothly Jonathan had stripped off her bathing suit and
left her naked like this!

Keri had had sex on a number of occasions,
some of which had involved her being naked. But she'd never been
naked outside in bright sunlight! And it had never started so
quickly, with her being manhandled the way she was! Things had
moved so far, so fast, and her mind was still trying to catch
up!

And it wasn't being helped by the blood
rushing to her head OR by the rushing heat of the sensations his
rapidly licking tongue was sending up through her quivering nervous
system. She was gulping in air, eyes wild, trying to absorb it all,
when things changed – again!

His hands shifted on her thighs, and his
mouth pulled back from her throbbing pussy, and then she felt
something going around her leg, high, above the knee, and jerking
in tight. She gasped as she felt herself starting to slide down
over the edge, but then it felt as though her legs was firmly –
tied to something!

A moment later something was tied around her
other leg, and that too was tied to something, as if to hold her in
place!

“J-Jonathan!?”

He moved around to the other side of the bar,
and she found herself looking up at him even as his hand unzipped
his trousers. She gaped as he drew his cock out, and upside down or
not she could see it was quite hard, and quite large.

“Let's take turns, shall we?” he said.

The way she was hanging put her mouth at just
about the same height as his cock, and he pushed it into her open
mouth. Keri gurgled briefly, surprised, then reached up for him,
only to have her hands pushed away.

“No, no. I want to see what you can do with
your mouth alone,” he said.

She moaned around his cock, sucking on it,
but it was... unnatural, for it was upside down, and her head was
pounding. She licked at it, trying to slide her tongue up around
it, for the underside of the head was now pressed against the roof
of her mouth instead of her tongue.

Then he pushed forward. She gagged weakly,
her hands darting up to grab at him, and he pulled back, then
grasped her left wrist and squatted before her.

“Wh-What are you... doooing?!” she
moaned.

He had a thick cord in hand, and had wrapped
it around her wrist. Now he drew it down and tied it to the metal
footrest which ran along the bottom of the bar! He grasped her
other hand, despite her initial resistance, and did the same.

And then he stood up and Keri found herself
tied there in place, her arms down and apart, her legs tied somehow
to something on the other side of the counter, helpless.

“Now this requires a measure of discipline,”
he said. “It's mind over matter, as I said before. You swallow food
all the time, after all. It's done smoothly and effortlessly. It's
only your mind which causes what we might call a gag reflex, so the
thing to do is to control your mind and swallow.”

“Wha-what?! I don't know – .”

His cock pushed into her open mouth and she
moaned, sucking as he pumped it slowly in and out. The head pushed
too deep several times, and she tried to jerk back, only to realize
she no longer had that option.

“Swallow,” he said.

Keri didn't understand, and then she did, for
his slick cock pushed forward again and pushed right into her
throat!

Keri had, of course, heard about deep throat,
but it seemed difficult and she didn't see that she had the need.
Boys never complained when she blew them, after all. Now her eyes
bulged as his cock pushed smoothly down her throat.

She gagged, at first, but his hand slipped
under her head, holding her easily in place as he continued to push
forward, the angle fairly easy given how her head had fallen back,
and then he was buried in her throat, and she was staring into the
underside of his trousers as he held himself in position.

Keri panicked, at first. She trembled and
shook and jerked convulsively against the straps and cords holding
her in place. But she could do little about what was happening, and
she felt herself starting to become light-headed from lack of air
as he kept himself buried in her throat. She felt faint, the world
starting to spin around her.

And then he drew himself back out and she
coughed repeatedly, eyes glassy as she stared out sightlessly.

“That's a good girl,” he said.

Her head started to clear a little, but then
he thrust himself into her mouth and straight back down her throat
once more. Again she gagged, though less violently. Each time he
pulled back she coughed and gasped for breath, but then he would
bury himself in her throat again, and it took surprisingly little
time for her mind to adapt.

And with that, she gagged less and less, her
gag reflex no longer triggered. Of course, by this time she was
dazed and her head was pounding fiercely, but he was even able to
pump himself in and out in long, slow strokes, without her gagging
much at all.

He pulled out completely and disappeared, and
Keri was left staring at an upside down world, moaning weakly. That
was, until she felt his tongue starting to work on her clitoris.
She felt his fingers pushing into her, pushing in and then up, to
bring pressure against the inside of her pussy behind her clitoris
as he licked.

Her lower body reacted quickly, and as her
mind began to clear she felt a rising flood of heat within her, and
a churning sexual tumult in her lower body which rapidly spread
upward. This was all so... overwhelming, and she was completely off
balance! But there was no denying the sexual energy building up
within her body, and she gasped and moaned, the muscles in her
thighs tightening and contracting as her body sought to push
herself up against his flicking tongue.

She felt his hands sliding up her body, over
her breasts, stroking and caressing, then rolling and pinching her
stiff nipples as he sucked on her clitoris. And the thought which
blossomed and grew in her mind was a sudden hunger for him to enter
her, to fuck her. She was startled by how much she wanted it, at
how empty she felt inside.

“Fuck me!” she gasped aloud in a weak, choked
voice.

He stopped, but it wasn't to enter her.
Instead he came around to her side of the bar and again she stared
into his cock. He ran a hand over her breast, then pinched the
nipple until she cried out.

“You forgot to say sir,” he said.

“Sir!” she gasped.

“Say it again.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

“Soon, Sullivan, but not just yet.”

He pushed his cock into her open mouth and
she moaned anew as she closed her lips and sucked on it. He pumped
it slowly in and out, not pushing it too deep at first. She felt
his hands on her breasts, stroking them, plucking at her nipples.
Then he bent over and she felt his tongue against her clitoris
again!

She moaned and sucked as he pumped, as his
fingers pushed into her sex and his lips sucked on her clitoris.
Heat enveloped her, and she shuddered, her hips bucking.

And then he thrust his cock deep into her
throat, startling her, and she gurgled around it.

He pulled slowly out, but not all the way,
then thrust deep once more, as Keri's mind tumbled and turned and
her body thrashed weakly against the straps.

“Naughty little girl,” he said, pumping his
hips in and out. “Begging me to fuck you like that. Such
immorality.”

He was using almost the full length of his
cock now, pumping it smoothly in and out of her throat as Keri
gurgled and gasped and fought not to gag. He caught her clitoris
between his lips and sucked rhythmically then, as two fingers
pumped in and out of her pussy, and Keri shuddered dazedly.

He pulled out completely, and she coughed
repeatedly, saliva spilling out onto her face as she hung dazedly
upside down.

“Beg me to fuck you again, Sullivan,” he
said, hands running over her breasts.

“P-Please!” she gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me!” she gasped.

He pinched both nipples this time, and she
cried out in pain.

“Sir,” he said.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she cried dazedly.

He moved around out of her sight, and she
felt his tongue on her clitoris again, moaning and gasping for
breath. It felt as though her very blood was heating up as he
sucked and licked at her clitoris. His hands caressed her breasts,
rolling and twisting her nipples, plucking at them, and then
suddenly he stopped.

She moaned as she felt the pressure against
her sex, as she felt the swollen, overheated lips of her pussy
being pushed inward by something big and warm and soft – but
hard.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Ohhhhh!”

She felt him pushing into her, her pussy lips
pushing back and then apart, and then further apart, straining as
the thick girth of his cock pushed into her. Inch after inch of him
slid into her overheated body as his hands continued to make her
nipples burn.

How was he even getting up high enough, she
wondered dazedly.

But she didn't care. All she cared about was
the sensation of being deeply, fully penetrated, and in the midst
of the startling intensity of the sexual hunger gripping her, she
felt herself exulting in that penetration, in that fullness. She
groaned aloud, eyes staring sightlessly ahead as all her focus
moved inward.

He plunged deep, then pulled back, then
pushed deep again, working his stroke up in length and speed. She
felt herself relax, in an odd way, going limp as she overhung the
edge of the bar, capable of doing nothing but absorbing the
sensations as he pumped harder and faster.

It was soooooo goood, she thought dazedly,
soooo gooood!

His hips struck her now as he thrust in again
and again. The bar trembled from the force of his strokes as the
pleasure and sensations grew more and more powerful. And then the
orgasm hit, the pleasure spiking suddenly up... and up... and then
still further as she trembled and shook and then cried out in
helpless, mindless pleasure as he pounded inside her!

Her head felt as thought it was going to
explode from the power of the climax tearing through her, and she
thrashed and strained against the bonds, writhing and sobbing in
pleasure as the orgasm went on and on!
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Keri was feeling dazed and the added
dizziness didn't help much as he slid her off the bar and onto the
floor. She groaned, glassy eyed, as he lay her prone. She didn't
think to protest when he rolled her onto her belly. She barely
thought of anything. She didn't really notice him drawing her hands
back behind her, nor him tying her wrists together.

And he didn't leave her much chance to gather
her scattered wits together. She felt a steady pressure from her
hair, and groaned as it pulled upward, raising her face off the
floor, then pulled forward. The spike of pain caused her body to
react, her knees and legs working, pushing her up to ease the
pressure, flailing weakly as he half-dragged her across to one of
the chairs.

But he didn't put her into it. Instead he
raised her up and back on her heels. The world spun around her and
she moaned dazedly as he positioned her body, but if he hadn't held
onto her hair she still would have fallen over.

“Wake up, Sullivan,” he said, slapping her
face lightly.

“Oh! D-Don't!” she gasped, eyes
fluttering.

“It's time for more oral,” he said.

Her mind focused enough now to realize he was
standing before her naked. It startled her that she hadn't noticed
before, and she felt a sense of wonder at how and when that had
happened! But that was secondary to the fact he was, in fact,
naked, and she stared at him, open mouthed, still swaying.

He was certainly the best looking naked man
she had ever seen. He was lean and hard – except for his cock,
which was quite soft. He had no pubic hair, which was also a big
surprise, nor hair at all on his body. At least, not that she could
see.

His chest had the kind of muscled, cut look
acquired only from hours of work in a good gym, and that look
extended down his stomach, where he had a nicely defined
six-pack.

“Let us see what you are capable of,
Sullivan,” he said.

She grunted as he jerked his hand slightly,
and she realized anew that he had her long hair in his fist.

“Let's start with my balls.”

He drew her mouth in against him.

“Lick, Sullivan.”

She moaned, but a slight shift of his fingers
pulled some hairs and she gasped in pain.

“Lick.”

She licked.

“Not like that, you cow. Softly, lightly, and
gently.”

She licked more softly, then slowly drew them
into her mouth, working her lips over them as he guided and
instructed her. Every movement that didn't follow his instructions
got her hair pulled and made her wince as he taught her what he
wanted, and then moved her on to the base of his shaft.

A blow job was, for Keri, a very simple act.
It was one which was easy to master, and almost impossible to get
wrong. Certainly the guys always appreciated it, no matter what she
did, and no one ever complained.

But now she discovered, her normal methods
were inadequate. That didn't really surprise her, and she felt her
inadequacies now, the difference between his age and sophistication
and her own. She struggled to do her best, to learn the way he
wanted it done – and not incidentally, to avoid getting her hair
pulled!

She mouthed his shaft, sideways, sliding up
and down as it hardened, and while her hands pulled occasionally,
instinctively, against whatever bound her wrists, she spared little
time to wonder why they were tied behind her. There was only one
answer, after all: because Jonathon wanted it that way. And if that
was what he wanted, well... she wasn't going to argue.

“Ungh!”

She gasped as he pulled her head up and
sharply back, so that she found herself looking at the sky.

“Do you love my cock, Sullivan?”

It was a bizarre question! Yet she understood
the context easily enough.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

“Say it aloud, Sullivan.”

“I love your cock, sir!” she gasped.

“Good girl,” he said.

The words pleased her inordinately, for some
reason.

He pulled her head forward again, guiding her
in against his balls, and she licked at them as he'd shown her,
then slowly sucked them into her mouth to massage them with her
tongue, to suck gently but rhythmically, to let her lips caress
them and let them be slowly pulled free as she eased her mouth
back.

Again he jerked her head up and sharply back,
and again she gasped aloud.

“Do you love my cock, Sullivan?”

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

“Good girl,” he said, drawing her head up
again, her mouth onto his shaft.

He let her suck the head into her mouth now,
her tongue deftly massaging the underside of the head as he slowly
pushed deeper. He pumped slowly in and out, going deeper with each
stroke. Keri felt a moment of panic, knowing he would again plunge
himself down her throat, and her hands pulled feebly against the
strap binding them.

Then he drew her head forward by the hair as
he thrust into her, and she gurgled and gagged weakly as he slid
deep into her throat. She moaned around the shaft as it blocked her
throat, even as her mouth slid down until her lips were wrapped
around the base.

She rolled her eyes anxiously up to see him
looking down at her, then felt a sense of relief as he drew himself
slowly back. She almost gagged again as he pulled free of her
throat, but managed not to, and felt a sense of victory and
accomplishment.

She was deep throating a guy! That was so
neat!

“Good girl,” he said.

He pulled her head up and back again and she
groaned.

“Say it, Sullivan.”

“I love your cock, sir!” she gasped.

“Very good girl,” he said, drawing her
forward once more.

He sat down in the chair, finally, but kept
control of her hair, guiding her in and then down upon him, sucking
and licking and mouthing him as directed.

“Spread your knees apart, Sullivan,” he
ordered.

She blinked as she sucked his balls, then
obeyed.

“Raise your bottom high. Pretend there's
another man there getting ready to mount you, to ride you like the
hot little sexy animal you are.”

Keri moaned and gasped breathlessly, obeying
him, raising her bottom and spreading her knees. Her breasts felt
swollen, her nipples tingling as they hung below her. He was on the
edge of the chair, drawing her in against him, and reached over
with his free hand to cup and squeeze her breasts.

He drew his cock back.

“Tell me you love cock, Sullivan.”

“I love cock, sir!” she gulped.

The words were nasty, and for some reason she
felt a sparkle of excitement at saying them!

“Again.”

“I love cock, sir!' she gasped.

“Such a nasty, naughty girl,” he said, but
his voice was not harsh, but almost... admiring.

He rubbed his spit-wet cock back and forth
over her face, over her cheeks, as he held tight to her hair.

“Do you love to suck cock?”

“Yes, sir!' she gulped. “I love to suck
cock!”

“Do you love having a cock inside you?”

“Yes, sir! I love having a cock inside me,”
she moaned.

“What a nasty little girl you are,
Sullivan.”

“I think that makes you... a whore, doesn't
it, Sullivan?” he asked in a pleasant voice.

She moaned as his cock slid across her
lips.

“Yes, sir!' she said, because she knew that
was what he wanted.

“Say it,” he said.

“I'm a whore, sir!”

“You're a cock loving whore.”

“I'm a cock loving whore, sir!” she
gasped.

God, that was so nasty and wicked and... and
it made her body and mind both squirm with a strange sense of
exotic erotic heat!

He pushed himself back into her mouth and
then straight down her throat, and she gurgled weakly around it,
sucking as best she could. But he didn't stay inside her long,
pulling himself free as he pulled up on her hair.

He dragged her forward, up across his lap,
then up higher, until she was standing, straddling his chair. She
shuddered weakly as he guided her down, as she felt his cock pierce
her and slide slowly up into her pussy. She sank down all the way,
groaning aloud now as he filled her, until her buttocks were firm
against his thighs and his cock was buried inside her.

“Do you love having my cock inside you,
Sullivan?

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

He slapped on of her breasts lightly but
stingingly.

“Say it!”

“I love having your cock inside me, sir!' she
cried.

He abandoned her hair, both hands cupping her
breasts, squeezing them, drawing her in so he could suck and lick
and chew on each nipple in turn while she squirmed and moaned atop
his lap.

“Naughty girl,” he said. “Ride my cock,
naughty girl.”

Moaning, Keri forced herself up, then sank
down, rose up, then sank down, gasping each time his cock pushed
deep into her belly.

She felt his hand sliding off one breast,
sliding up and down her back, then – .

Crack!

She gasped as he slapped her bottom.

“Ride my cock, little whore,” he said
softly.

Crack!

“Ride it.”

Gasping, moaning, Keri rode up and down as
his fingers alternately kneaded and slapped her bottom. Then she
felt them pushing against her back opening, and gasped
helplessly.

“Oh! Oh don't,” she moaned. “Please!”

He chuckled softly as his finger, moist with
either her saliva or something else, slid into her, pushing past
the wrinkled opening to her bottom.

“Such a naughty girl to try to tell me what I
can do,” he said.

His finger slid deeper, pumping in and out as
she continued to ride up and down on his cock, and the raw, wild
animal heat rose within her as his other hand dropped to massage
her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh!' she gasped, riding up and
down, staring down at him, then down at his cock, her heat growing
more intense.

She felt a second finger pushing up into her
bottom, twisting around, then withdrawing.

Gasping, moaning, wincing, she rolled her
hips and slowly rose and fell, gasping each time he pushed deep. It
was nasty, raw, and yet deeply, darkly thrilling!

“Squeeze your soft little pussy down around
my cock as you slide up, then relax your muscles as you slide
down,” he instructed.

Dazed, breathless, Keri complied, moaning as
she rose and fell, as he leaned in to suck and chew at her nipples,
as his fingers pumped up and down in her ass!

The orgasm shattered her mind, and she cried
out, arching and twisting, bouncing frantically up and down as
quickly as she could, her head falling forward across his shoulder
as her eyes rolled back in her head!

It was so good! It was sooo sooo good! It was
an incredible orgasm, like the other one, so intense, so
all-consuming she cared about nothing but the wild storm of
pleasure flashing through her mind and body!

It finally passed over her, and she slumped
against him, gulping in air, chest heaving, as his hands caressed
her bare back and slid down to knead her buttocks.

“You will make a lovely sex toy, Sullivan,”
he said.

Keri's eyes fluttered and she groaned to
herself as he shifted her position, but she heard the words. She
simply didn't quite comprehend them.

“And what, may I ask, is going on here?” came
another, older voice.

Keri gasped and flinched, jerking her head up
and around, then trying to squirm free of Jonathan. He didn't stop
her, but then she realized her error. Her wrists were still bound
behind her back! Once she was no longer straddling him she was
facing Hawk – naked!

She squealed and twisted around to at least
present him with her backside!

“I trust everything went well with Mister
Tanaka, sir,” she heard Jonathan say.

“Yes, and don't change the subject. What is
going on here?”

“Well, sir, to be honest, I think being the
object of desire in that lovely little bikini went to Miss
Sullivan's head, and she became something of a desperately aroused
woman once Mister Tanaka had gone.

“I did not!' she exclaimed, half twisting
around to stare at him in outrage.

“She was quite determined,” Jonathan said
blandly. “I found it difficult to resist her. She is, after all,
quite a beautiful girl.”

Keri gaped at him in outrage. The very idea
that she had attacked him, and with her wrists tied behind her
back, was so brazen and astonishing she found herself lost for a
reply!

“Bring her to my office,” Hawk growled.

“Of course, sir.,” Jonathan said.

Hawk turned away and went inside, and
Jonathan rose languidly, smirking at her.

“You bastard!”

“You're looking to get your bottom strapped
with that kind of language, young lady,” he said, gripping her arm
and leading her towards the door.

“But I – ! Hey! Wait! Where are we going!?”
she exclaimed.

“You heard Mister Hawk. I'm taking you to his
office. I expect you'll get quite the tongue lashing for your
wanton behavior.”

“But he didn't... he meant after I was
dressed!” she cried.

“Really? He didn't say that. Perhaps you were
listening to another conversation entirely.”

Keri's mind was swimming in a storm-tossed
sea as she was marched along the corridor, completely naked, pulse
racing and bewildered by yet another shocking turn of events! What
was going on!? What was happening!?

The office wasn't far. Like the rest of the
apartment, it was ostentatious in its size and luxury. Shelves
lined the walls, though these were often filled with small
sculptures and other knick-knacks. There were swords, axes and
shields on one paneled wall, and Hawk sat behind an enormous double
pedestal desk made of polished walnut.

Keri was still stuttering and trying to pull
free when Jonathan marked her in and then immediately pushed her
down onto her knees before the desk.

“Knees apart,” he ordered brusquely.

“But – !”

“Now, girl,” he snapped.

Gulping, Keri obeyed, shifting her knees
wide.

“Straighten. Sit on your buttocks, Head back,
chest forward,” he said in the same brusque voice.

Heart thumping, face burning, Keri
obeyed.

“That will be all, Jonathan,” Hawk said
mildly.

“Yes, sir,” Jonathan said, withdrawing and
closing the door behind him.

Keri stared, stricken, at Hawk, then, face
hot, jerked her eyes away as he examined her.

“You've made a good start, Miss Sullivan,” he
said. “I'd hate to see that all thrown away because of a lack of
discipline.”

“But sir – !”

He slapped his hand against the desk top.

“Silence!” he barked.

He got up and came around the desk, and Keri
dropped her burning face.

“Shoulders straight, Miss Sullivan,” he
barked.

Gulping, she drew her shoulders back.

“I can't have indiscipline amongst my
retainers,” he said, leaning over and sliding his fingers through
her hair.

Before she could think of what to say he had
his hand around her ponytail, and was moving away. She yelped and
was forced up off her bottom, scrambling forward on her knees
across the thick carpet as he headed towards the sofa.

“Sir! Sir!” she gasped.

“You must be taught discipline, Miss
Sullivan,” he said calmly.

With that he sat down and dragged her up
across his lap! Keri was too busy scrambling to ease the pull on
her scalp to do anything else. And then she found herself being
firmly settled across his lap, her bottom raised up as she felt his
hand on her thigh.

Her eyes were wide and wild as his hand
coasted up her thigh and over her bare bottom, then – .

Crack!

“Oh!

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Sir!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Mister Hawk!”

Crack!

His hand was slapping down with slow,
measured, deliberate blows, each of which sent a hot, stinging
eruption of pain into her taut buttocks!

“Has Jonathan taught you to say sir,
Sullivan?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!

“Has he taught you to say sir?” he
inquired.

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Oww! Please, sir!”

His hand caressed her now stinging,
overheated buttocks as she wiggled helplessly.

“Do you not think naughty girls like you
should be spanked, Sullivan?

Crack!

“Ow! Please, sir! I wasn't... I didn't...
!”

She was confused. She couldn't exactly claim
she hadn't done anything!

Crack!

Then her eyes got even wider as she felt his
hand push down along the underside of his buttocks so that his
fingers slid along the tight line of her naked sex!

“I understand how hungry this little orifice
can become to a young woman like you, Sullivan,” he said.

“I-I wasn't – !”

Crack!

She squealed at another stinging slap to her
burning bottom.

“You weren't having sex with Jonathan?” he
asked, his fingers sliding down between her thighs and along her
sex once m ore.

“I-I didn't... didn't mean to – !”

Crack!

“Oww! Please!”

“You didn't meant o have sex Jonathan?” he
asked, his fingers now pushing in more firmly so that they slid
between her pussy lips.

Keri gasped and moaned as his fingers moved
along the line of her sex, between her swollen lips. She jerked her
thighs together.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, Sullivan,” he ordered
firmly.

Whimpering, she obeyed, and then gasped as
his fingers moved along the line of her sex once more, then onto
her clitoris. She gurgled as his fingers deftly manipulated the
hot, swollen little button, and a rush of dark heat swept over
her.

“As I said, I understand the hunger of a girl
like you. That is why discipline is all the more important.”

Hawk had a big hand, and a big thumb. In
fact, as that thumb pushed between the lips of her sex and slid
into her body she dazedly realized it was as thick as the cocks of
several of the boys she had slept with in her life.

She gulped, wide-eyed, as it pushed deep,
then pressed in and back even as his fingers rubbed up and down
against her clitoris.

Crack!

“Ow!” she yelped, as his other hand slapped
her bottom.

“Do you think you can learn a little
discipline, Sullivan?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she squealed.

Crack!

“That's good. I can't bear undisciplined
women.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

His thumb was … was rubbing up against her
from within her body, as if it was rubbing her clitoris from
inside! At the same time, his fingers were rubbing down from above,
and the wild-eyed girl felt her mind battered by the shock of it
all!

“Are you sorry for acting like a slut,
Sullivan?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Answer the question.”

Keri's churning mind couldn't focus. She knew
she couldn't exactly say she hadn't been acting like a slut,
not after what he'd seen!

“Yes, sir!' she squeaked.

Crack!

“Let me hear you say the words aloud.”

“I'm sorry I acted like a slut, sir!' she
cried.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Truth to tell, the slaps were losing their
sharp stings. Her bottom was already throbbing hotly, screening and
insulating her from the fresh sensations. More importantly, his
fingers and thumb were doing shocking things to her pussy, so that
Keri's hips were grinding helplessly up at him out of animal
instinct alone.

“Did you like Jonathan's cock inside you,
Sullivan?” he asked.

What an outrageous question that was! Yet was
it any more outrageous than being naked across his lap with her
wrists tied behind her back and his fingers in her pussy!?

Crack!

“Answer.”

“I-I... I wasn't – !”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Answer,” he said implacably.

She felt a fleeting memory of being warned to
never lie to him.

“Yes, sir!' she exclaimed.

Crack!

“Say it aloud.”

“I liked Jonathan's cock inside me, sir!”

His left hand slid up and down her back,
which, at least was better than spanking her. His right was still
rubbing and massaging her clitoris from inside and out, turning her
lower body into a churning cauldron of fire.

“Do you like to suck cocks, Sullivan?”

Keri moaned, but didn't hesitate. She would
far rather give him a blow-job than have him keep spanking her sore
bottom!

“Yes, sir!'

“Say it.”

“I like to suck cocks, sir!' she gulped,
flushing at the words.

Crack!

“Again.”

“I like to suck cocks, sir!' she moaned.

Crack!

“Again. Louder.”

“I like to suck cocks, sir!'

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I like to suck cocks, sir!' she cried.

“Nasty little girl,” he said, his hand
sliding up her spine then around her ribs to cup and knead her
breast.

“We're obviously going to have to teach you
discipline to suppress your sluttish nature,” he said.

His big hand fully enveloped Keri's breast,
his fingers working firmly, squeezing almost hard enough to hurt,
yet in a skilled fashion which saw him rubbing insistently at her
nipple at the same time.

His hand slid free of her breast, sliding up
around her ribs, then down her spine.

Crack!

The sharp impact sent a sting into her
burning flesh, by echoed, resonated through her buttocks to her
lower belly, to the churning storm of sensations between her legs,
adding a flare of energy. He struck her again, and then again, and
then again, his hand coming down faster and faster as she writhed
and yelped and gasped and moaned in helpless, dazed heat!


Crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack!

Every blow sent a flare of energy through the
bonfire in her lower belly, and she felt the fire and energy grow
more and more intense!

Crack!
Crack-crack-crack-crack-crack-crack!

Breathless, moaning, twisting and wriggling,
her pussy burning, Keri cried out as the orgasm burst upon her,
setting her muscles to spasming and her hips to bucking up
violently against his wriggling, rubbing fingers, against his
spanking hand. Pleasure swamped her senses, and nothing else seemed
to matter but the glorious intensity of the waves of ecstasy
sweeping through her mind!
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“Such a bad girl,” he said. “Obviously your
love of penetration has overcome any sense of restraint you might
have.”

Dazed, Keri could only moan as she was rolled
onto her back, chest heaving. He lifted her up, standing
effortlessly, and carrying her in his arms across to his desk. He
sat down there, laying her across the desk, then swiveled her
around and pulled the chair in as he spread her legs wide.

Keri shuddered as his fingers stroked the
length of her moist, swollen sex, then groaned as he pushed two
fingers through, twisting and turning them as he slid them deep
into her pussy.

“Nice and warm inside,” he said.

He leaned in and began to lick, tracing the
line of her sex with his tongue, then moving up onto her clit,
circling and circling it before starting to lick. His lips closed
against the hot, swollen little button, and she shuddered, moaning
in protest, her arms pulling against the cord binding her wrists
together beneath her.

It was all too insane a situation to even
begin to know what to do about it without some very serious
thought. And Keri wasn't being given an opportunity to think
seriously about anything!

At first, his licking and sucking produced a
sensation too powerful, making her squirm with discomfort. But as
her lower belly settled down from its orgasm the soft, dark heat
began to sweep through her again from every lick of his tongue. He
was licking her with long, hard strokes, using his lower lip to
press his tongue in even as his fingers stroked within her
pussy.

Then he seemed to draw his fingers back, and
she moaned as they pressed against her back passage, first one,
then a second, sliding slowly into her ass while he sucked
rhythmically on her clitoris.

He added a second finger, twisting and
turning them as they pumped in and out, and then thrust his thumb
into her pussy. Keri had never in her life felt such a degree of
arousal so quickly following an orgasm! Nor had she ever felt that
arousal deepen so rapidly as her breathing became more and more
ragged!

Hawk suddenly rose up before her, standing at
the edge of his desk. He unzipped his fly, and Keri felt another
sense of wonderment and unreality as she realized he was going to
fuck her. Jonathan had just fucked her! It had only been minutes
ago and now – !

“Oh!” she squeaked.

His cock was pushing, not against her pussy,
but her ass! She bit her lower lip anxiously. Now one had ever
taken her back there before! But she could not bring herself to
object. A dark heat was upon her,with all this wild, kinky, insane
sexual behavior driving her into a state of hyper-sexual
excitement!

She moaned, closing her eyes, as he lifted
her legs up high, laying them on his shoulders, then pushed himself
deeper. She gasped aloud as his hands gripped her legs below the
knees, forcing them back against her chest, then further apart, and
back further.

She felt his cock pushing deeper into her
belly, and was somewhat amazed at how little pain there was. There
was some discomfort, yes, but nothing terrible, not even as bad as
the spanking, she thought dazedly.

Her knees were already pressing down into the
desk on either side of her chest, and now Hawk leaned over her, his
hands sliding down her legs to her ankles, forcing them back
further and further as he pushed himself deeper into her ass!

“I like limber girls,” he said, as he jammed
her feet down against the desk above her head.

He thrust in and she cried out as the head of
his cock seemed to jam into the back of her ass, sending aching
cramps up through her belly. But that was all of him, and, gasping,
raising her trembling head, she saw him grinding himself against
her buttocks as he leaned in, and felt his cock twisting around
deep inside her.

“Do you like my cock in your ass, Sullivan?”
he demanded in a hoarse, gravelly voice.

Keri only moaned.

“Answer me!”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped dazedly.

“Do you like being fucked in the ass,
Sullivan?”

The words were shocking, in an odd, dark way,
shocking some hidden sense of inhibition he and Jonathan had not
already attacked.

“Yes!” she moaned, realizing it was true.

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

She moaned as his cock slid slowly backward
up her tight, clutching back tube.

“Beg me!'

“Please fuck my ass!” she groaned.

“Sir,” he said. “Don't forget to say
sir!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!”

His hips were working in and out now, in
short, deep strokes.

“Keep begging.”

He jammed his cock achingly deep, then drew
out almost the entire long length before sheathing it again.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me, sir!! she gasped. “Please
fuck my ass, sir!”

And he did. It was a new experience for Keri,
in some ways not as good as having him in her pussy, yet in some
ways, more darkly thrilling! It was so dirty! So kinky! So wild! So
wicked!

He was thrusting harder now, so that his hips
struck her buttocks with a degree of force that set her body to
shaking, making her gurgle and grunt and moan as his big cock drove
deep inside her again and again. Her back ached, from being bent in
two like a pretzel, but even the ache seemed absorbed into the wild
storm of sensations within her.

“You definitely need a raise, you nasty
girl,” he growled, his hips slapping against her, his cock pounding
into her. “Beg!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!' Keri gasped
breathlessly. “Please fuck my ass, sir!”

And then another orgasm washed away her
thoughts and words as she trembled and shook against him, beneath
him, the wild surge of energy causing her to cry out in dazed,
mindless pleasure as her body flared with energy and heat

*

Keri's mind was in turmoil as she paced back
and forth in 'her' bedroom. Anguish gripped her as she tried to
think about what to do. What she ought to do was... was quit. But
she didn't want to quit! Lose this beautiful room and view?! Lose
the money (Hawk had raised her salary to $30 an hour!), lose the
opportunity to travel to California, and maybe even Europe!

And for what? Unemployment and going back to
her room in her parents house!?

But how could she continue given the...
nature... of what had happened!? It was bad enough, perhaps
tolerable, but bad enough she'd had sex with Jonathan! Or to be
more precise, she thought, given the nature of her behavior, HE had
had had sex with HER!

It wasn't like she'd really participated,
after all! She'd just sort of... been a recipient. Not that it was
my fault, she thought. He had tied her up, after all. And so had
Hawk. She hadn't... made love or even fucked them. They had fucked
her, used her!

It was extremely troubling that she'd done
something that sluttish, with two men who were virtually strangers,
who she hadn't ever even dated, who were so much older than her,
who had no romantic interest in her at all! Bad enough to have done
that, sex with both of them at practically the same time! But to go
on, to accept it and the inevitable repetition, well, what would
that make her!?

A whore! That was what it would make her! A
whore who had sex for money!

Sort of... It was hard to ignore the fact the
sex had been the best of her life. It was hard to pretend that even
thinking about it, even remembering the things they'd done to her
didn't make her shiver with a wild sense of thrilling heat.

And despite her guilt she felt a sense of
excitement at the thought of what they might do next! Every time
she did, of course, that simply deepened her guilt. But the fact
was she wanted more of that! So if she liked it... if she'd have
done it without any money... didn't that mean she wasn't doing it
for money?

Of course, she would still be a whore for
doing it with two guys, especially two men who were way older than
her and obviously just thought of her as some sort of sex toy.
Jonathan had even told her she would make a great sex toy!

They're getting what they want and I'm
getting what I want, another part of her thought. But even the
logic of that failed to persuade her. For it still made her a
whore, even without the raise Hawk had given her.

Well, so what, she argued with herself.
You're only young once!

That too, failed to cause the guilt to
subside.

She remembered the feel of Jonathan's tongue
on her clitoris, and gulped helplessly. God! Those two really knew
how to lick a girl! Were all older men like that or just them!

She wandered out onto the balcony, shaking
her head in awe at the view.

Thirty dollar an hour, she thought,
looking back at the luxurious bedroom. California. London.
Paris. Rome. My room back home.

She had no intention of leaving this, she
realized. She couldn't1 But that did little to assuage her sense of
guilt.

There was a knock at the door and she felt
her heartbeat quicken. She hesitated, then hurried back inside, and
went to the door.

“W-who is it?” she
gulped.

“Does it matter?”
Jonathan's voice said.

She swallowed nervously. She supposed it
really didn't. She still had to open it!

She opened the door slowly, eyes wide.

“It's dinner time,
Sullivan,” he said. “I trust you appreciate New York
sirloin.”

“Uhm... I uh... I'm not
dressed.”

She was wearing the black Satin pajamas, in
fact.

“What you've got on will be
fine. We're not expecting guests, after all.”

“But – !”

“Come along,” he
said.

It made no sense, and Keri realized that, to
be embarrassed to be seen in the pajamas when both he and Hawk had
already seen her naked, had already touched her … all over... but
it did.

She followed him, pulse ticking away
anxiously, as if waiting for the shoe to fall, but he simply led
her to a small dining room she hadn't seen before. There was, she
knew, a very large one with a very large table, perhaps meant for
guests. This was a small, round table, though in a small niche with
windows on two sides.

Hawk was already there, and nodded to
her.

“Good day, Sullivan,” he
said. “Have a seat.”

There were only four places, and the one
across from him was clearly Jonathan's, so she had little choice
but to sit in the middle, between them.

“Something's come up. We
have to leave for LA tomorrow,” he said.

Keri blinked in surprise.

“We'll leave for the
airport at seven, so set your alarm to be ready.”

“Uhm, yes, sir,” she
gulped.

Los Angeles!

Jonathan wheeled in a cart upon which were a
number of plates and set them out on the table. He set two plates
with enormous steaks down in front of Hawk, and in front of an
empty place where he no-doubt intended to sit. He set out salad and
french fries and buns, as well well as cut cucumbers, carrots and
peas.

Then he nodded to Hawk and sat down.

Keri stared at him, and then at Hawk,
nonplussed, as they both began to eat. He had noticeably not placed
anything on the table in front of her.

“Uhm...”

Both turned and glowered at her and she
gulped and snapped her mouth shut.

“You'd think she'd have
learned by now,” Hawk said.

“Sometimes it takes quite a
while to reverse such instincts, sir,” Jonathan replied.

He turned, scowling at her. “Stand up,
Sullivan, turn and bend over.”

Face flushed, Keri hesitantly stood and then
turned over.

Crack!

She gasped as Jonathan's open hand slapped
sharply down against her thinly covered bottom.

“Maybe you have to hit her
harder,” Hawk said.

“I wouldn't want to bruise
a lovely bottom like hers, sir. I know how you appreciate
them.”

“Yes, you're quite right.
Perhaps you need to use something other than your hand. Sit down,
Sullivan. You must be hungry.”

Keri sat down, rolling her eyes anxiously
back and forth between them. It was a small table, and Hawk was on
her left while Jonathan was on her right.

“But there's no food for
me!” she protested.

“Would you like some steak,
Sullivan?” Hawk asked, after swallowing.

“Yes, sir!' she
said.

He cut a piece of steak and then picked it
up in his fingers, rather than using his fork, and extended his
hand.

“Mouth open.”

Keri stared at him in astonishment, and he
popped the piece of steak into her mouth.

“Chew,” he said.

Keri chewed the steak. It was... quite good,
and she suddenly realized how hungry she actually was.

Then Jonathan cut off a piece of steak and
likewise held it out to her in his fingers.

Keri flushed, and opened her mouth, and he
slid his fingers into it, releasing the piece of steak.

“Close your lips,” he said
softly.

Heart pounding, Keri closed her lips around
his fingers, which he slowly drew back.

“Very nice jammies,
Sullivan,” Hawk said, causing her to quickly jerk her head to the
other side.

“Th-thank you... sir,” she
gulped.

“Satin is quite soft
against your skin, isn't it?”

“Yes, sir,”s he
said.

“No bra underneath, I
see.”

She felt her face darken. She hadn't
intended to come out of her room with them on, and Jonathan hadn't
given her a chance to change!

The flush spread down her face and neck to
her chest as both men looked at her.

“Your nipples are quite
hard, Sullivan,” Jonathan said.

She felt another rush of embarrassment, but
also a strange, twisty sort of excitement.

Hawk cut off a piece of steak and held it
out to her and she opened her mouth, taking it from his fingers,
closing them around his fingers and sucking as he drew them slowly
back.

This was so wild!

“Do you like fries?
Peas?

“Uhm, yes, s – I mean –
!”

“Stand, turn and bend
over,” Hawk said.

Flushing more deeply, she obeyed.

Crack!

This time it was Hawk who slapped her, the
sting making her cry out, and almost stumble forward.

“Sit down,” he
said.

She sat, her bottom still hot, and Jonathan
fed her another piece of steak, then Hawk did.

“How about
cucumber?”

He picked up a piece and held it out to her.
She took it from his fingers with her teeth and chewed on it.

“A little salad, Sullivan?”
Jonathan asked wryly.

“Yes, sir,” she
gulped.

He used his fingers again.

“Have some peas, Sullivan,”
Hawk said.

He held them out to her in the palm of his
hand, and, her mind squirming, she licked them out of his hand.

Her hands fidgeted nervously beside her,
free but evidently unneeded.

“Very thin satin,” Hawk
said.

He reached out and let his fingers brush
against the indentation of her stiff nipple, and Keri felt a
crackle of energy in her breast.

“The house staff have been
alerted, I take it, Hawk said.

“Of course, sir. They're
readying things now,” Jonathan said.

Keri gulped as Hawk reached out and slid his
fingers gently through her hair.

“There'll be a lot of
errands for you,” he said. “I like to shop out there. They have
some shops that aren't available elsewhere.”

“Yes, sir,” she
said.

Jonathan cut her another piece of steak,
then Hawk did. Keri took them from their fingers, nervous, anxious,
excited, and feeling a strange thrum of breathless energy coursing
through her body.

“Very good steak,
Jonathan.”

“Thank you,
sir.”

“What do you think we
should do with this girl here to teach her more discipline? Beat
her senseless?”

“Oh, I think that might be
somewhat unnecessary, sir,” Jonathan answered calmly. “Besides, she
has lovely skin. We wouldn't want it discolored by welts and
bruises.”

Keri gulped.

“You're a perceptive and
intelligent man, Jonathan,” Hawk said.

“Thank you,
sir.”

He turned to her and fed her another piece
of steak. “Have you ever ridden a horse, Sullivan?”

It was such an odd question, coning out of
the blue like that!

“Uhm, no, sir,” she
gulped.

He shook his head, and Keri bit her tongue,
cursing herself.

The two men looked at each other and Hawk
seemed to nod.

“Would you like some wine,
Sullivan? Hawk asked.

“I-I don't... I'm not sure
I... that is, I'm not really a wine drinker, sir,” she
gulped.

“Have you
tried?”

“Well, not really. I mean,
I did try this wine once, but I didn't like it.”

Hawk snorted. “There are many different
kinds of wine, Sullivan. Some are sweeter than others, some are
more sour. Some have a richer taste, Some are rather thin.”

“Some are cheap and some
are expensive,” Jonathan added. “I suspect you had the
former.”

Hawk dipped his fingers into his wine glass
and then slipped them into Keri's mouth.

“What do you think, girl?”
he asked.

She gulped and licked and sucked at his
fingers.

“I uhm... that is...
it's... okay?” she gulped, heart skipping a beat as she mistakenly
said the 'uhm' word again..

Neither seemed to take heed of it, though.
And then Jonathan reached out with wine covered fingers. “Try this,
Sullivan,” he said. “Mister Hawk prefers a more mellow taste.”

He slipped his wine covered fingers into her
mouth, and Keri sucked them, rolling her eyes anxiously back and
forth between them.

Hawk poured some into the palm of his hand,
then, and she licked it clean, then Jonathan did the same.

“What do you think we
should do with a naughty girl, Sullivan?” Hawk asked
casually.

“I-I uhm, don't know,
sir!”

“You don't have any
ideas?”

She shook her head anxiously.

“I think Jonathan has an
idea.”

“Indeed,” Jonathan
said.
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The room was... scary! Chains hung from the
roof, and there were odd sorts of frames along the mirrored walls
with leather restraints dangling from them! Keri had certainly
never seen this room when Jonathan had shown her around!

There seemed to be an entire rack of whips
and straps along one wall, and she stared at it with wide eyes as
Jonathan tugged her further into the room.

“What do you think,
Sullivan? Isn't he a lovely horse?”

She stared at him, then stared at the odd
wooden frame he was standing before. It had two angled front legs
and two angled back legs, with a painted horses' head at one end,
and a kind of tail dangling from the other. Between these ran a
long length of polished wood. It was cut into something of an oval
shape, several inches high but much narrower. The center of this
length of wood was covered in dimpled black leather.

“Your saddle,” he said with
a smile.

Keri didn't understand.

Jonathan smiled and reached for the front of
her pajamas, then began to undo the buttons. Keri gulped and
grabbed his wrists, and he looked at her. She let her fingers slip
away with a blush, as he unbuttoned her top.

“We wouldn't want your
lovely jammies to get all sweaty, now would we?”

He pushed the top back over her shoulders, then tugged down the
bottoms. Blushing, Keri stepped out of them, heart pounding again,
beset by anxiety and excitement, wondering what he intended to do
to her!

He took her arm and led her across to where
the whips and straps were, and her heart beat even faster! But he
opened a drawer in a small cupboard beneath and instead drew out a
studded leather collar. Keri's eyes grew even wider as he turned to
her, smiling, and slid it around her neck.

She felt stunned for a long moment, though
her pussy flared wildly. Her hands reached up as if to remove it,
but never quite reached it. Her heart beat faster and faster as he
quietly buckled the thing behind her neck. Then he picked up two
smaller versions, and she stared numbly as he took each hand and
wrapped the leather restraints around her wrists.

Humming softly, he turned her around, drew
her hands back together behind her, and locked two restraints
together, then raised her hands up along her spine, halfway to her
neck. He clipped a small chain to them, and clipped the other end
to the back of the collar somehow, holding her wrists up beneath
her shoulder blades.

Breathlessly, she stared up at him and saw
his eyes skimming up and down her from hair to toes. He reached
forward with one hand and hooked his fingers into a ring set into
the front of the collar, then tugged her forward and up, forcing
her onto the balls of her feet.

Then he kissed her.

His lips slid slowly and gently down, but
the kiss grew more hungry with each passing second, and he
abandoned the ring of the collar, his hands sliding around her
instead. One squeezed her bottom harshly, pulling her up against
him again, while they other slid through her hair, then gripped a
mass of it, jerking her head back sharply.

“Oh!” she gasped, as his
lips and teeth moved down along the nape of her neck, then in
beneath her ear and up along her earlobe.

“You are such a nasty girl,
Sullivan,” he growled, twisting his fingers in her hair and forcing
her head back even more sharply.

Keri gasped helplessly, back arched, head
forced so far back she was staring up at the ceiling as his other
hand moved casually over her breasts. Then he leaned in and down,
taking the center of her right breast into his mouth, sucking and
chewing, then digging his teeth into the pulsing, throbbing flesh
as she squealed and moaned and trembled against him.

“Such soft, tasty flesh,”
he growled. “I could eat you all up, Sullivan.”

He jerked her head a little forward,
crushing her lips with his again, his hand still filled with her
hair as his other rose between them to knead her breast.

“But,” he sighed, easing
back. “You're a naughty girl and naughty girls must learn
discipline.”

He tugged her around by the hair until her
hips pushed against the beam.

“Now, let's take a ride,”
he said. “Throw your leg over the saddle, Sullivan.”

“But – .”

“Now.”

Keri lifted her leg high and he gripped her
arm as she slid her leg down on the other side of the 'saddle'. It
was high enough that she had to stand on the balls of her feet as
she felt the leather push up against the soft flesh of her sex.

Jonathan, however, slipped a looped strap
around her right ankle, then pulled it aside, making her gasp as
she tried to balance herself on one foot. She watched him attach
the strap to a small ring in the floor. He then crossed behind her
and slid a second strap around her left ankle, and tugged it
sharply out, as well.

That left Keri sitting on the 'saddle', all
of her weight coming down on the narrow, rounded surface, her legs
held tautly down and out to the sides.

Humming to himself, he moved back to the
cabinet, and returned with what looked like a small black ball. She
felt his hand behind her, gripping her head, and gasped as he
jerked it sharply up and back.

“Mouth wide now,” he said
as he pressed the ball against it.

Keri stared at it, opening her mouth wide
almost instinctively as it pushed firmly against her teeth. Even so
it was too wide to go into her mouth until Jonathan squeezed it and
then pushed it through. Once on the other side it expanded again,
filling her mouth, pushing down against her tongue and up against
the roof of her mouth!

He drew a narrow cord around her cheeks and
behind her head, then tied it off, smiling at her as she blinked
wide eyes back at him.

“Enjoy your ride,
Sullivan,” he said, turning to go.

He closed the door behind him, leaving her
alone, and Keri felt a dark, swirling excitement in her belly as
she sat there, legs stiffly down and out, the leather covered wood
jammed into her sex. It – ached, but not unbearably so. And the
sense of dark excitement she felt easily distracted her.

Then the thing began to buzz! No, something
else was buzzing. She stared down and back at the frame supporting
her, then forward along the narrow length of wood, and there,
tightly attached to the underside, was some kind of vibrator!

It didn't make the thing vibrate a lot, but
it was certainly noticeable.

This was all so kinky and nasty! It made her
mind squirm, partly with guilt for participating, but mostly with
excitement. The pressure against her sex made her moan softly, and
also drove pulsing waves of sensation through her body. She was
very wet, she realized.

And then the 'horse' tilted forward! She
gasped as she leaned forward herself. The straps holding her ankles
tightly in place kept her, mostly, from moving much, but she did
slide an inch or so forward along the 'saddle', causing her pussy
to grind against the dimpled leather.

She had to lean back a bit because of the
downward angle, but her lower body was leaning forward, jamming the
top of her sex, including her clitoris, into the leather, and
increasing the pressure against her sensitive sex.

Then the front of the horse moved up, and
she found herself sliding back a couple of inches. Now she had to
lean in to maintain her balance, and again the top of her sex
jammed into the leather. But she also felt a great deal more
pressure against her tailbone.

This is so bizarre! she thought dazedly.

Her excitement rose, but her pussy began to
ache more and more, and now her tailbone did too. The post lowered
itself in front once more so that she slid forward, gasping as the
angle of the front leaned precariously downward. That took much of
the pressure off her tailbone, but put it on the soft flesh of her
pussy instead.

The light in the room came from small,
narrowly focused pot-lights, and some strategically located track
lighting. There were other lights on the ceiling, she had noted,
but they were not turned on. There was one pot-light directly over
her head, and she could feel the heat on the top of her head.

There was also a track light focused on her
from ahead, which made her eyes drop uncomfortably. Most of the
rest of the room was dark, but she could certainly see her brightly
lit body in the big wall mirror to the side, and the one underneath
the track light ahead of her. It all felt very... surreal.

Over the next ten minutes, the wooden beam
shifted up and down repeatedly, about once every thirty seconds,
and Keri slid forward or back every time it did, the leather
beneath her slick with her own moisture.

The wood buzzed steadily, the vibrations
seeming to grow more powerful. Keri's pussy was becoming more
sensitive, as well, aching hotly now from the pressure of her own
weight pressing down into the wood. Despite the ache, however, she
felt enveloped in a dark miasma of sexual arousal, feeling strange
sense of heady thrill at what was happening to her.

She was in a virtual torture chamber, she
thought with breathless excitement, like something out of a dark
fantasy! And she was being tortured! Although, it was a torture
which didn't frighten her or even worry her much. Yes, her pussy
ached, ached quite a bit now, but the wild, kinky nature of what
was happening had her too aroused to feel the full brunt of the
pain.

She found herself looking forward to the
next shift, for it was a forward drop, the ones she liked the best!
She moaned around the ball-gag he had put in her mouth, finding it
both outrageous and shockingly, wickedly thrilling to be gagged in
such a way! And then the front of the bar lowered and she leaned
in, sliding forward two inches.

The sensations which surged up through her
groin as her pussy ground over the leather were indescribable! She
cried out helplessly, head thrown back as the rush, the dark,
thrilling rush of pleasure from her burning, aching pussy!

Oh, they were so nasty and perverted, doing
this to her!

Thirty seconds later the back dipped and the
front rose and she groaned as she slid back a couple of inches. Now
the pain to her tailbone was very sharp, only a thin layer of skin
and flesh between it and the dimpled leather. Still, it did provide
a momentary surge of relief from the pressure against the front of
her sex, and that surge of relief was delicious!

The front dipped, the back rose, and she
cried out as another surge of relief hit her as the pressure came
off her tailbone. At the same time, another rush of sensation
filled her as the top of her pussy ground over the dimpled leather.
She gasped for breath, moaning, swallowing repeatedly as the ball
thing in her mouth kept making her want to spit.

And then she cried out as her hair was
jerked sharply back. She hadn't been watching the door. Her eyes
were down on the post before her, or occasionally on the mirrored
walls, staring at herself. Hawk had come into the room silently,
without her even noticing.

“Well, my girl, I see
you're enjoying the ride,” he said. “We have any number of
inventive ways to teach you discipline, and I'm sure you'll get to
experience quite a few of them,” he said.

Keri moaned breathlessly, rolling her eyes
up at him.

“And how is your tender
little pussy?” he asked. “A little sore?”

She moaned again, eyes fluttering as he
forced her chest out and ran his hand over her breasts, pinching
and twisting her stiff, aching nipples.

“Perhaps I can do something
about that,” he said.

He released her hair and she gasped,
straightening, watching as he removed a pair of wires which held
the vibrator thing to the underside of the beam. He placed the
thing on the top of the beam instead, with the nose very close to
her clitoris. He then fed the wires around the beam and tied them
in place.

“No doubt this will ease
your discomfort, girl,” he said. “And help you learn a little
discipline.”

Keri had no idea how, but didn't really
care. He pressed a button, and the front of the wooden beam now
dropped again, causing her to slide a couple of inches forward. She
felt the familiar surge of relief coming from her tailbone,
followed by the incredible sensations as her aching pussy ground
over the leather.

And then jammed in against the buzzing
vibrator, which was pressing almost exactly into her clitoris.

The addition of the direct, powerful
vibration against her burning flesh pushed her over the edge from
simmering, bubbling heat to a full-blown orgasm in only seconds.
The explosive rush of energy and pleasure threw her head back and
she cried out in unrestrained pleasure, forgetting Hawk was even
there watching her, back arching again and again as she tried to
use her legs to grind herself harder against the buzzing
vibrator!

Her body trembled violently, dancing and
writhing as if touching a live wire. The orgasm went on and on, and
only began to fade as the front of the beam rose up, the back fell,
and she slid back away from the vibrator.

Dazed, moaning, she dropped her chin to her
chest, gulping in air as the shattering orgasm faded away. Hawk
left, leaving her alone, and for long seconds her mind drifted in
the languorous haze of the orgasm's afterglow. She groaned as the
angle shifted and she slid forward, gasping at the rush of
sensation as her sex was jammed into the still-buzzing
vibrator.

Much of the arousal had faded, with that,
her shield against the pain had weakened considerably. Her pussy
ached! The flesh felt bruised and hot and tender! Yet there was
nothing she could do but endure. The angle shifted again, sliding
her back, and she winced and gasped in pain as her tailbone burned
hotly and sharply.

The angle shifted again and she slid
forward, the soft, tender flesh of her pussy lips, spread apart
around the narrow beam, sliding firmly along the leather until her
clitoris was jammed against the vibrator once more. Now the
vibrations were a relief, a distraction from the ache of her
tailbone – an ache which had just faded. They also served to
insulate her from the rising ache in her pussy as her weight came
down on the front of her body.

She was sweating, she realized, and had been
breathing raggedly enough for long enough that she was a little
light-headed. She slid back, then slid forward again, gasping,
shuddering as her clitoris was jammed against the vibrator. Her
pussy heated up again, wild, churning sexual hunger and passion
filling her mind and body.

Another orgasm hammered into her as she slid
forward into the vibrator and she screamed wildly, wailing out the
air in her lungs in a gurgling, undulating howl of passion and
pleasure as she trembled and shook in place.

The orgasm faded and she slid back, dazed,
her head lolling, almost unbalanced now. She almost fell back, but
the pull on her ankles kept her from going too far.

God, her pussy hurt! It ached horribly! They
were so mean! They were torturing her! What evil bastards! She had
been... she was... a prisoner, their prisoner.... a helpless naked
sexual prisoner! Like a sex slave!

The idea was darkly thrilling, especially
since both Hawk and Jonathan were smart, handsome, rich,
sophisticated, and had already taught her how much amazing pleasure
they could give her.

Would they whip her, she thought, fascinated
eyes staring at the rack of whips. What would that feel like!? She
imagined herself being whipped, imagined the cruel leather slicing
across her back and her screams, her helpless slave girl
screams!

She found herself becoming aroused again,
more quickly than the previous time. The nerve endings in her pussy
were hyper sensitive now, and she trembled and shook as she was
jammed into the vibrator. She slid back away from it, swaying back,
back arching, hair spilling down along the beam behind her, then
groaned as her legs pulled her up straight once more.

She leaned forward, groaning again in pain,
leaned back, to groan again, swayed weakly, then the front of the
beam dropped once more and she slid forward into the vibrator
again.

Another orgasm shattered her mind, and her
body thrashed wildly, violently as sexual electricity tore through
her.

She was barely conscious when Hawk came for
her. He carried her out of the room and into a bathroom where he
gently washed her, then put her to bed – so to speak.

*

Keri blinked her eyes open, groaning weakly.
Her body felt as though she'd run a marathon then wrestled a bear!
Her muscles felt sore all over. Of course, as she wakened, the
focus of sensations quickly made itself apparent. Her pussy and
tailbone ached!

Then she realized that while she was laying
on her back on a soft mattress or pad, one which felt deliciously
furry underneath her. She was staring up at the bars of a cage. She
was, she realized in considerable surprise, laying on her back in a
cage, a sort of large dog cage, with her knees raised and apart,
leaning against opposite sides of the cage.

The previous day's events swept through her
mind in a rush and she stared down the length of her naked body at
her sex. It looked a little red, but otherwise perfectly normal.
She gingerly reached out and brushed her fingers against her sex
and winced. She was sore there all right! She felt a sharp ache at
the light touch.

She noted she still had the leather
restraints on her wrists, and now there was a second pair around
her ankles. She had the collar around her throat still, too. She
looked around her to see she was in 'her' room, but on a cage set
atop the bed.

A cage, she thought, with a sense of wonder,
almost incredulous. How.... outrageous! How... kinky!

She looked between her legs
again, then licked a finger and ever so gently traced it along her
sex. She winced at the sharp stinging ache, yet the ache,
there, produced an entirely different
sensation than pain. And while she hissed, she also felt a sudden
tightening in her chest, and a light fluttering in her
belly.

Repeatedly, over the next few minutes, she
brushed her finger against her pussy, against her clitoris. She was
too sore to touch herself more than lightly, more than
occasionally. Yet she was so sensitive that the touches sent a wild
flutter of dark excitement through her lower belly despite the
pain.

Then Jonathan, as usual, wearing an
expensive, finely cut three piece suit, opened the door and came
into the room, and she jerked her hand away, gulping anxiously,
blushing as he came over to the edge of the bed.

“And how are you today,
Sullivan? Feeling a little sore?”

“Y-Yes, sir,” she gulped,
easing her knees nearly closed.

“As to be expected,” he
said.

He opened the door of the cage and gestured
for her to come out. Gasping at the movement, she rolled over, then
got onto her hands and knees, she had to lower her front so that
her breasts brushed against the bottom of the cage as she slid
through the door, and the cage was almost on the edge of the bed,
leaving her nothing to do but slide forward off the bed to catch
herself with her hands.

She squirmed forward, lowering the rest of
her as Jonathan leaned and gripped the back of her neck, leading
her forward. Then she was on her hands and knees and he was doing
something... and straightening up. She started to rise but he
pushed down on her shoulder.

“No, stay as you are for
now,” he said.

Keri was confused, though when she looked up
and saw him holding a thin cord, one attached to.. the collar
around her neck, she felt a sudden bubbling rush of outrage and
heat. It was... it was a leash!

“Crawl,” he said, tugging
on the leash.

She gasped, lurching forward, then crawling
along as he led her towards the door.

He led her down the hall, and it was
impossible to ignore the dark sexuality of crawling along naked on
a leash next to him! Her pussy thrummed with a sharp ache, her tail
bone even sharper, but she could feel how swollen her clitoris was,
and how stiff her nipples were as her breasts swayed below her.

They paused at a door, and she gulped,
recognizing it as the 'torture' room.

“I want you to lower your
face and chest to the floor, Sullivan,” he said, and keep your
bottom raised high.”

Confused, Keri dropped to her elbows, then,
as he pushed on her head, dropped further, her breasts pillowing
out beneath her against the hall carpet as her hair tumbled around
her face.

“Bottom high,” he said. “I
want your upper thighs to be perfectly straight, with your belly
tucked in tightly. That's it. Now shift your knees to the side.
More. More. That's it.”

His hand caressed her buttocks and ran up
and down her spine as she felt another long, bubbling rush of
sensation and excitement.

“Now don't
move.”

He dropped the leash and went into the room,
as she waited, heart thumping against the floor, wondering what he
was going to do.

He came back, and he had something in his
hand. At first she thought it might be the gag thing, but this was
different. It was more oval, like a large egg, and it had a small,
coin-like base attached to it by a pencil thin piece of
plastic.

The egg glistened as if wet, she saw.

“Face forward,” he said
sternly.

Gulping, she obeyed, though it made her neck
ache. She stared at the pattern of the carpet her chin was pressed
into, and at the stairs down the hall, as he moved behind her and
bent over. Then she felt the pressure against her back opening. She
winced at the increase in the aching of both her pussy and
tailbone, but the egg thing wasn't pressed directly against
either.

It did stretch out the skin, however, so
that the ache continued, even as she felt the tight, wrinkled skin
of her back opening slowly forced in and back, slowly stretched
apart to admit the egg thing. It was slippery with some kind of
lube as he twisted it from side to side.

Her bottom was starting to ache too! But
then the thing slid forward, down into her ass, and she felt it
beginning to narrow. Then it seemed to disappear into her as her
sphincter closed – or almost closed around the small, thin plastic
linking it to the base. She felt the round base pressed firmly
against her back opening as Jonathan pressed down on it

Then he picked up the leash and tugged.

“Up, Sullivan” he
said.

She raised herself to all fours and he
pulled on the leash, leading her towards the stairs.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


This is so fucking incredible!
Keri thought breathlessly as she crawled along
naked.

“Don't rush,” Jonathan
said. “There's no hurry.

The stairs were very broad and deep, so it
wasn't difficult to crawl down them, especially with Jonathan
beside her holding tight to the leash. She still felt a sparkling
sense of heat and excitement as she crawled down to the lobby, and
her knees ached there on the marble floor. But then they were on
the hall rug again where the crawling was easier.

He led her into the small kitchen again,
only this time there was no middle chair.

“I had a feeling you might
not really wish to be seated just yet,” he said. “Shall we
check?”

He squatted down beside her, dropping the
leash but seizing her hair again, and forcing her head up and
back.

“Knees wide apart,
Sullivan. Wide, wide apart. That's a good girl, he said. “Sit back
on your heels.”

Keri gasped as his fingers gently brushed
her pussy. The same sharp ache rose as her own fingers had brought,
but also the same intense sensation of pleasure... an aching
pleasure. His fingers focused on her clitoris and she found her
breathing becoming more and more ragged as her body filled with
heat.

“Good morning, Jonathan,”
Hawk said as he strode in. “Good morning, my girl. Looking as
lovely as ever,” he said to her.

“G-G-Good morning, sir!”
she gasped weakly, her voice breaking.

“She seems rather more
sensitive down here than usual, sir,” Jonathan said, releasing her
hair, but then drawing her wrists back behind her and clipping the
restraints together.

“Unsurprising,” Hawk said,
sitting.

“I'll get breakfast, sir,”
he said, leaving the room.

“Your body looks as lithe
and lovely as ever, my girl,” Hawk said. “Enough to tempt a saint,
you are.”

“Thank you, sir,” she
gulped breathlessly.

“You look like a girl who's
very ready for a big cock. Am I wrong?”

“I-I... no, sir! I mean...
I mean... uh...”

He shook his head sadly.

“Further discipline will be
necessary, I see, to break you of this silly habit.”

He turned in his chair and put his foot
out.

“Do you see this shoe,
girl?”

Keri looked down at the gleaming black shoe,
then up at him uncertainly.

“Yes, sir.”

“It could use a small
cleaning.”

“Yes, sir?”

“I want you to get down on
your belly on the floor, Miss Sullivan. Now, if you
please.”

Keri had little idea why, but she grunted
and awkwardly leaned in and down, her overheated breasts and stiff
nipples sliding across the floor as she lowered herself in front of
him.

“Keep your bottom high and
your legs wide apart,” he said.

Flushing, she obeyed, as he pushed his foot
closer to her face.

“Clean it,” he said. “With
your tongue.”

She gaped and felt a jolt of mixed
indignation and dark excitement.

Lick his foot! Of all the gall! Of all the
nerve! Why, she would be a... it was so.... outrageous!

“Now, Miss Sullivan. Use
that rebellious tongue of yours, which cannot seem to obey, to
clean my shoe.”

It was demeaning and degrading, but it was
better than a spanking! Keri leaned a bit in and licked at the
front of his shoe.

“Long, slow licks, my
girl,” he said. “Pay attention to detail.”

Her tongue slid across his toe in long, slow
licks as her body thrummed with a dark, churning energy. Keri
licked down along the side, then up across the laces as he looked
down at her.

Jonathan came in, pushing a tray, and she
flushed even more deeply as he came up behind her and began to
unload it onto the table.

“Your pussy is redder than
usual, Sullivan,” he observed.

“Probably hungrier than
usual,” Hawk said.

He reached down and grasped a fistful of her
hair, lifting her up bodily, ignoring her squeal of pain as he
dragged her up before him, then brushed the hair back from her face
and forehead.

“And did you sleep well
last night, my girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she
gasped.

He cupped her breast, then pulled her
forward and kissed her on the forehead.

“Excellent. I'm sure you'll
need your energy today.”

“And a good breakfast,”
Jonathan said, sitting down.

“Indeed.”

Hawk released her hair and Jonathan motioned
her to resume her place, sitting on her heels between them. There
was ham and bacon and buns and egg, and as at dinner, the two men
took turns feeding her, letting her lick the food from their
fingers and hands.

“Have you ever been to Los
Angeles, my girl?” Hawk said.

“No, sir,” she
replied.

“A lot of depraved people
live out there,” he said with a straight face.

“Yes, sir,” she
gulped.

“A lot of people who would
love to get their hands on a lovely young girl like you, Sullivan,”
Jonathan said. “Their hands and their mouths and their lips and
teeth.”

“But you belong to me, my
pet,” Hawk said with a genial smile.

Belong? What an odd word to use, Keri
thought.

He fed her another small piece of sausage
and she chewed it and swallowed.

“It will take a good deal
more discipline to make her worthy of you, sir,” Jonathan
said.

“Yes, but such potential,”
Hawk replied, his fingers sliding through her hair.

Keri looked at him. She had potential!? That
was good! Wasn't it?

“Perseverance will win out
in the end, Jonathan,” Hawk said.

He looked at her with a smile. “Look at her
kneeling there in all her beauty? Isn't she a lovely thing?”

“Indeed, sir.”

“Her body still needs some
toning, of course, but that's easily done. Her breasts are nearly
perfect, and you know I love those stiff little
nipples.”

Keri flushed.

“And you love cock, don't
you, pet?” Hawk said with a smile.

“Uhm, yes, sir,” she
gulped.

He gave her a stern look and she bit her
lip.

“A quick reminder to my
little pet, Jonathan,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” Jonathan
said.

He slid to his feet and gripped her hair in
one motion, yanking her up to her own feet with a squeal of pain
for her suddenly pulled hair, then bent her forward across the back
of the chair she had occupied the previous evening.

“Naughty girl,” he
said.

“I'm sorry, sir!' she
gasped, her face pressed against the table.

“You shall be,” Hawk said,
cutting a piece of sausage for himself.

Jonathan moved away and returned with
something in his hand. She rolled her eyes up and back, trying to
see, and gasped as she saw a long thick belt in his hand!

“Don't worry, pet. It won't
damage your lovely skin,” Hawk said just before forking the piece
of sausage into his mouth.

Crack!

“Aggh!” Keri cried, the
sharp sting ripping through her bottom.

“It's fine leather, wide
enough so as to cause no bruises or welts.”

Crack!

“Aagghh!”

“Soft enough so as to not
damage your delicate flesh.”

Crack!

“Aaagh!”

“But heavy enough to get
the message across.

Crack! The belt
snapped across her upraised buttocks again! And again! And
again!

The sharp pain flashed through her body, her
buttocks quickly heating up and throbbing painfully.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Hawk forked another piece of sausage into
his mouth as he calmly looked on.

“Spread your legs apart,
Sullivan,” Jonathan ordered.

Trembling, moaning, sniffling, Keri obeyed,
dreading the feel of the belt across her pussy! It didn't come,
however. Instead, Jonathan put down the belt and picked up a much
smaller, lighter length of leather. It was no more than two or
three inches wide and perhaps a foot long.

Keri yelped as it slapped lightly against
her swollen pussy mound. It wouldn't have hurt, really, except that
she was still so very sore from the previous night on the
'horse'.

Jonathan then pressed it firmly against her
soft flesh and rubbed it up and down. Keri gasped and moaned, for
even so, it ached sharply, because of how sore she was. But the
ache, the soreness, was a dark, sexually charged sensation now that
began to take her breath away!

“Nasty girl,” he said
behind her.

Slap! The thing
slapped against her pussy, and Keri yelped. But then it rubbed up
and down against her pussy and she moaned and felt her legs going
rubbery.

“Naughty girl,” he said,
slapping her again.

She shuddered as he then rubbed it up and
down once more.

“Do you love cock inside
you, Sullivan?” he asked.

Slap!

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped,
as he rubbed the thing up and down against her burning
pussy.

Slap!

“Say it,
Sullivan.”

“I-I love cock inside me,
sir!' she exclaimed.

Slap! Slap!

“Again.”

“I-I love cock inside me,
sir!” she moaned as he rubbed her.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Again.”

“I love cock inside me,
sir!”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!!

“Again.”

“I love cock inside me,
sir! I love cock inside me, sir! I love cock inside me, sir! I love
cock inside me, sir!” Keri cried as the rubber slapper rubbed
harder, slapped faster, and her insides began to twist and burn at
the intensity of the sensations, the wild rush of crackling,
aching, burning pleasure flooding through her body.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried, as
the orgasm swept over her.


Slapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslap!

Her bottom rolled up violently, pushing back
at the rapidly slapping rubber strap as every fresh blow sent a
scalding sparkle of energy through the wild turmoil within her! She
trembled and jerked, hips bucking back at the slapping strap as her
face was contorted with dazed passion, her senses overwhelmed by it
all.

Then Jonathan sat down to finish his
breakfast, leaving her like that, gasping, moaning, trembling, eyes
glassy as she lay across the table.

“What's the weather like in
LA today?” Hawk asked.

“About eighty five, and
sunny, sir,” Jonathan said.

“Excellent. Should be a
good day.”

Jonathan finished, and began to pick up
plates and carry them out of the room. Hawk finished as well and
stood up, then attached the leash to Keri's collar and pulled her
upright.

“I'll prepare my little pet
here for travel while you finish up,” he said.

He led her upstairs, walking, at least, then
into a large bathroom. There he bent her over the counter and
ordered her to raise her bottom high and spread her legs. She
moaned weakly as she felt him pulling at the coin shaped thing
pressed against her back opening. She felt herself being opened up
from the inside as he slowly pulled the 'egg' free of her.

She felt suddenly vacant, but not for long.
His thick shaft pushed into her, sliding smoothly and easily until
it was almost buried in her ass. He had to work it in and out,
then, but it was still relatively easy to sheath himself entirely.
Then, gripping her hair, he began to thrust in and out, his hips
slapping against her buttocks as Keri stared at the wall before
her, moaning and grunting as she felt his long cock plunging in and
out of her.

She felt overwhelmed again, wondering how
things had come to this pass, so far, so fast, and with her hardly
seeming to notice! At the same time, though, it felt wild and
thrilling as he drove himself into her. Yes, her tail bone ached,
but that didn't seem to matter. And even though she had just
climaxed, she felt the heat welling up within her once again!

“What a lovely tight bottom
you have, my pet,” he said, his fingers kneading her buttocks as he
drove himself into it. “My friends will be quite
envious.”

Keri moaned as he rolled his hips around,
grinding them against her bottom, twisting his cock around within
the tight envelope of her flesh as his hands roamed her body. It
did not even occur to her to protest, to deny him, to even try to
control what was happening. He was sodomizing her, and that felt
wild and exciting!

And she would be in Los Angeles tonight!

She began to grunt and gasp as his thrusts
became stronger, her thighs aching a bit as he drove her against
the counter. Every deep stroke brought a sudden ache from deep
within her, but like the ache in her pussy, it only seemed to
arouse her, the sharp sensations rising up into the tumultuous
storm of sensations gripping her lower belly.

He finished, however, before she could
orgasm again, leaving her breathless and moaning. He brushed out
her hair, then, into high pig tails on either side of her head. He
brushed her teeth for her, then led her back to what she had come
to think of as the 'torture' room.

There he unlinked the restraints and had her
put her hands out in front of her. He had what she first thought
were small, clear plastic gloves for her, or perhaps mittens. But
they had no thumbs. So they were more like clear plastic bags made
of very strong plastic which wrapped around each hand, making it
impossible to close or grip anything.

“On all fours, pet,” he
said.

Keri obeyed and saw he had a roll of clear
plastic, almost like a bandage. He wrapped it around her right leg
just above the knee, then looped it around her leg again and again,
raising her leg up to loop it around her knee, then around her leg
just below it, then back around her knee.

He did the same to her other knee,
bewildering her as she obediently waited there. She didn't object,
though. At least it made the floor easier on her knees. Perhaps
that was the idea. But why, if she was going to LA soon?

He took a long, thin black tube which, she
thought, was made of either rubber or leather, and had her open her
mouth, then placed it between her teeth, lengthwise. A strap went
from either end, around her head and strapped tightly behind her,
and the thing resembled nothing so much as a bit placed between the
teeth of horses!

Next came a halter, which he draped across
her back. The front of the halter was drawn in around her breasts,
then between them before the thin leather straps were tightened.
Keri gasped as she felt the pressure around the base of her
breasts, squeezing the soft, malleable flesh taut. The pressure on
the insides of her breasts made them angle to the sides a little,
and her nipples tingled hotly.

His fingers caressed her sex, and she
shuddered, grinding her hips back at him involuntarily, heat rising
up from the simmering hunger which had already gripped her.

“Naughty girl,” he said
softly.

She groaned as what felt like the egg, or
perhaps, a bigger version, pushed into her ass again. But rather
than the flat coin pressed against the outside of her sphincter
this one had a kind of tail hanging from it which dangled down over
her pussy and between her legs. She blinked at it in astonishment,
then yelped as he snapped two clips to her nipples.

Her nipples stung hotly and she squealed and
twisted, but he held her easily in place, and the sharp stinging
began to ease, morphing into a dull, hot ache. Then he showed her a
dildo, only it wasn't just a dildo, she saw, however realistic the
shaft and head looked.

It was thick, and long, and had a slim
branch on a spring which held it pressed up against the bottom few
inches of the shaft. He slowly pushed the big dildo into her pussy,
twisting and turning it from side to side as Keri shuddered and
groaned, then worked the branch or 'tongue' up across the top of
her sex, against her clitoris.

“All right, let's go,” he
said, taking her leash.

He tugged and she stumbled across the floor
towards the door, dazed and moaning, her body burning with
excitement and sexual energy as she crawled down the hall.

The plastic strips, she saw, did indeed make
it easier to crawl along, as they protected her hands and knees,
and they went downstairs and through the marble hall with hardly a
need to slow down.

She winced and moaned as they moved,
however, for the clips on her nipples had little weights dangling
from them which swung to and fro as she moved!

Hawk led her down another hall and then into
a garage, where a limousine waited. Jonathan opened the door, and
Hawk slapped her bottom, signaling her to climb inside.

“On the floor, pet,” he
said, as he climbed in behind her.

There was a lot of room on the deeply
carpeted floor, and Keri slid down as Jonathan closed the door
behind them, then got into the front.

“Next stop, LAX, sir,” he
said.

Keri blinked in confusion. They were going
to the airport? But she couldn't go to the airport like this! That
made no sense at all! She'd be arrested!

Hawk was smiling down at her and petting her
head as she tried to adjust her position. The car started forward,
so it was necessary to spread her legs more to balance herself. She
couldn't grip or hold anything with her hands, and she quickly
realized she couldn't straighten out her legs either. The hard
plastic kept them in the position they were in, bent for
crawling.

“You'll love Los Angeles,”
he said. “The view from my place in Malibu is gorgeous.”

He looked out the window as she tried to get
comfortable near his feet, but the thing he'd stuffed up her pussy
was buzzing against her, and her nipples were burning, and then
after a few minutes he gripped her hair and bent her back across
his knees, his other hand cupping her taut breasts then sliding
downward to finger her clitoris.

Her hips began to grind helplessly against
him and she moaned into the strange bit gag in her mouth, gasping
for breath as the heat swirled and churned within her.

“Lovely little pet,” he
said, his fingers gripping the base of the dildo thing and pumping
it in and out of her body.

“You seem to be very wet,”
he said “I like that in a girl.”

He did not bring her to climax, however, but
released her with a pat to the heat, and picked up the phone,
making a business call to someone while she sank back, panting and
moaning, face flushed and body filled with sexual heat and
pressure.

When he finished with his phone call, he
told her about some of the restaurants in Los Angeles, and said if
she was good he'd bring her to some of them, and perhaps even let
her visit the Sunset strip and Hollywood Boulevard.

Then he dragged her up and back across his
legs again, rubbing her clitoris and working the dildo in and out
of her sodden pussy. He turned off the vibrator thing, though, and
then let go of her before she could come.

She was frazzled and gasping by the time the
car stopped. Jonathan got out and came around to open the rear
door.

“Come on, out, Sullivan,”
he ordered, reaching in to take the leash.

He tugged on it and she crawled out, wincing
a bit as she found herself on hard concrete. The plastic protected
her knees somewhat, but it wasn't padded.

Her eyes widened as she looked around. They
were in an airplane hangar at the airport! There was a private jet
not far away, and as Hawk climbed out of the car, Jonathan handed
the leash to him, then began to unpack the trunk.

And then another man came over, wearing
coveralls. He looked at her lewdly as Keri froze in horror, face
flaming, but Jonathan distracted him with the luggage.

“Get a cart for this,
Jerry,” he said.

“Uh, right, right,” the guy
gulped, staring at her again, then rushing off to get a
cart.

Keri tried to draw back but Hawk kept his
hand tight on the leash, holding it right above the collar so she
couldn't turn away.

“What are you being shy
for, pet?” he asked. “You have a lovely body. You should be proud
of it.”

Then he started forward, tugging on the
leash, and Keri, shocked, mortified, had little choice but to
follow, crawling along at his heels, the weights tugging at her
nipples, the tail swinging behind her as they crossed behind the
car, passed Jerry coming back with the cart, and headed towards the
stairs to the airplane.

“Up, pet,” he said,
climbing the half dozen stairs.

She had little choice! And she was glad to
get inside away from Jerry's staring eyes! Keri crawled up and into
the airplane, which was not as she had imagined an airplane to
be.

Rather than having rows of seats facing
forward, this one had what looked almost like big, heavily padded
recliners angled in. There were tables next to them, and the wall
was of some kind of wooden paneling. The floor was of thick, soft
carpet, and everything gleamed.

He led her forward, just as another man
appeared, coming through a curtain at the front of the plane. He
wore a uniform and cap and tipped it to Hawk as he approached.

“Good morning, Mister
Hawk,” he said.

“Good morning, Captain
Burns,” Hawk said. “This is my pet, Keri.”

The captain looked down at her with
interest. “Hello, Keri,” he said.

Keri dropped her eyes, face on fire. The
situation she found herself in was stunning! Shocking! She had no
idea what to do or how to cope!

“She's a little shy,” Hawk
said with a laugh. “She's new, you see.”

“I'm sure you'll have her
fully trained soon, sir,” Burns said.

“I share your confidence,
captain,” Hawk said as Jonathan climbed up the stairs behind
them.

Hawk led her over to a large chair, and she
saw a box next to it. The box looked like it was built-in, covered
in the same leather fabric as the chairs and trim. There was an
open door facing the aisle with a large window lined with bars, and
he slapped her bottom and removed the leash, motioning her
inside.

More than a little dazed, but glad to be
away from the captain's eyes, she scrambled into the box, and Hawk
closed the door behind her, then turned away.
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Keri stared at the window, but eased into
the back of the box, her face still burning up from having the
captain and that other man see her like this! It was worse than
being naked! This was so perverse! Yet her scrambled brain had
difficulty understanding exactly what was happening.

Hawk didn't seem the least embarrassed to be
seen leading a naked girl on a leash. Well, things were different
for men. However much they acted like sluts and perverts no one
seemed to judge them badly for it – unlike girls. He might even be
proud of himself, damn it! He certainly wasn't embarrassed!

She examined her hands, and the plastic over
them. It had come in handy crawling over concrete, but now she
considered another possibility. Her hands were not really useful as
they were. She couldn't use her thumb, which was squeezed against
the rest, and she couldn't close her fingers because of how stiff
the plastic was.

She also couldn't stand up, since the
plastic strips around her knees prevented her from straightening
them. It made her sort of a … an animal! She couldn't even talk
with this thing in her mouth!

That was a weird thought, but he had taken
to calling her “pet” recently, or sometimes “my pet”. Was that what
he thought of her? His pet? Like a dog only a lot sexier?! On the
one hand it was outrageous, but on the other hand, well... the
other hand took some thinking.

People were very fond of their pets, after
all. They took care of them, fed them, made them comfortable,
played with them, and enjoyed having them around. Pets were
important to people. Hired gophers were dispensable and disposable.
They were completely unimportant and easily replaceable.

So in that sense at least, it was better to
be a rich man's pet than his gopher. Actually, she was more like
his assistant's gopher, she thought.

Relating that to all the kinky sex and stuff
was a more difficult task. It was not only all beyond her
experience, but beyond her imagination. She'd never even thought of
someone putting a collar on her and making her crawl around on a
leash!

Like an animal...

The wild, dark thrill of it all had caused
her to, for the most part, accept it with Hawk and Jonathan. It had
all come on her so suddenly, with one thing after another
escalating until she didn't know what to do or say! Saying 'no',
however, had not really been a serious consideration at any
time.

Things were too hot, too exciting, to
squirmingly outrageous!

Being seen like this by other people,
though, that was horribly embarrassing! Maybe a dog wasn't bothered
at being led around by a leash but she wasn't a damn dog! And she
didn't have a fur coat to hide her naked body! She wanted some
clothes to wear!

Even if this was wickedly, perversely
thrilling in a way she didn't quite understand.

The plane took off, and she leaned against
one of the padded inner walls a bit nervously. She'd never been on
a plane before. Weren't you supposed to be strapped into your seat?
She supposed a padded box was almost as good, though. It wasn't
like she could be tossed across the room or anything...

The plane seemed tilted at an angle for a
minute or two, then it straightened out. By then she was trying to
find a comfortable position to lay down. The box was too low to sit
on her heels. She could have sat down with her back to the rear
wall and her legs spread before her, but her pussy and tailbone
were still far too sore for that.

Curling up on her side had possibilities,
but only if she could keep her legs apart. And the stupid clips
attached to her nipples ached whenever she moved. And then there
was that dildo/vibrator thing inside her! It kept buzzing against
her, and its thick, solid mass filled her lower belly, along with
that thing Hawk had put into her bottom!

The fullness was a continuing sensation she
couldn't ignore. It made her lower belly feel sensitive and
swollen, and the continuing vibrations was starting to make her
squirm again.

Hawk appeared in the window and bent over,
opening the door.

“Come on out, girl. We've
reached cruising altitude so things should be nice and smooth from
here.”

She peered out through the opening
anxiously. She supposed the pilot was busy now, and the other man
probably hadn't even boarded. Even so, she eased out slowly,
warily, looking around her for anyone other than Hawk or
Jonathan.

The soft carpeting was easy
on her knees as she slid out into the open, but she still turned
her eyes up at Hawk and scowled unhappily. They really
needed to have a conversation! she
thought

He ruffled her hair, very much, she thought,
like she was a dog or something, then led her towards one of the
big swivel chairs. Jonathan was in an other one, but bent over a
computer screen, and ignored her.

“It's going to be a four
hour flight, girl,” he said, sitting down. “But I'm sure we'll find
a way to pass the time without boring you too much.”

Jonathan snorted, but didn't look up. Keri
turned and scowled at him. Then she was distracted as Hawk gripped
her hair and pulled up and back. She gasped aloud, moaning, rising
up onto her knees.

“Sit back on your heels,
girl,” Hawk said.

Panting, Keri obeyed, almost automatically
spreading her knees wide, knowing he would want it so.

“Put your hands behind your
neck, girl. And keep your back arched,” Hawk said, releasing her
hair and taking a seat.

Keri obeyed. She didn't really see how she
could refuse, but felt a flush of indignation which was quickly
overcome by a rising thrum of heat and excitement. Hawk was sipping
from a drink as he looked at her with a smile on his face.

Then he extended his right foot, and pressed
the bottom of his foot against her pussy. Since the dildo was
stuffed up inside her, with that buzzing little side branch up
across the top of her sex, he was mostly pressing against that.

The vibrating little tongue, as she thought
of it, was held against her by some kind of spring clip, but it
wasn't pressed very firmly against her – or hadn't been. Now with
his foot pressing against it the soft silicone branch was jammed
against her clitoris and the vibrations redoubled.

Keri gasped helplessly, feeling the sudden
flood of sensations race up through her belly, and her chest
instantly tightened.

“You're a lovely thing,” he
said. “Isn't she a lovely thing, Jonathan?”

“She'd give a statue an
erection,” Jonathan said, his eyes only flicking up at her briefly,
then back down at his screen.

Keri felt a swirl of pleased emotions at
their words, but it was quickly drowned out by the rising tide of
sensations and heat. Her entire lower belly was throbbing and
pulsating with a wild, churning sexual pleasure!

Her hips began to grind helplessly against
the source of that pleasure, a building pressure causing her
muscles to spasm as her breathing became shorter and rougher. He
stopped then, chuckling as he drew his foot back, even as he leaned
forward. He gripped her collar, pulling her forward against the
chair, and reached around her to undo the strap holding the bit in
her mouth.

He drew it out gently, then pulled harder on
her collar, forcing her up into the chair, up onto his lap so that
she straddled him and the chair. His legs were parted enough that
her weight came down on her thighs and buttocks rather than her
pussy and tailbone, but she still felt an aching sensation as he
settled her in place.

“Lovely,” he said,
examining her breasts.

They were, of course, taut and hard because
of the halter thing he had put around her, each of her full young
breasts squeezed around the base so that it thrust out hard and
firm. He gripped the clips biting into her nipples and then opened
them, taking them off.

For a moment Keri was relieved, as she
looked down at her red nipples. Then she felt a surge of aching
sensation that was almost as bad when he'd put the clips on her
nipples in the first place. She moaned and writhed, her plastic
covered hands rising as if she could somehow comfort them, but
unable to do much but squeeze against her breasts.

“Keep your paws down, pet,”
he said.

Pet?! That reinforced her idea he was
treating her like some kind of animal, but the indignation Keri had
felt the first time she'd thought of it was a dull thing compared
to the surge of heat at finding herself in such a kinky and
perverse role.

More importantly, his fingers were gently
caressing her breasts as the pain in her nipples eased and morphed
into a strong pins and needles tingling sensation. And then Hawk
bent and took the center of her left breast into his mouth, his
teeth closing firmly on the soft, warm flesh as his lips formed a
tight ring.

He began to suck as his tongue circled and
caressed her nipple, and Keri shuddered and moaned at the powerful,
twisted sensations rippling and pulsing through her swollen,
overheated breast!

She squirmed helplessly, her 'paws' on his
shoulders as her head jerked back, her breasts pushing forward
instinctively, her breasts throbbing more and more powerfully! His
hands were caressing her back, but also pulling her forward, as he
shifted from one breast to the other, and back again.

A glittering wall of sexual pressure and
pleasure rose up around her mind as she shuddered and moaned,
overwhelmed by the wildness and excitement. One of his hands then
dropped down between her legs, the heel pushing up firmly against
the vibrator/dildo. Keri felt the head jamming achingly deep inside
her as the vibrations redoubled.

The orgasm seemed to explode inside her, a
shattering rush of sensation, of pleasure, of ecstasy as she cried
out in helpless, wanton heat, her hips grinding frantically against
him! All worries, fears and embarrassment faded away in the face of
such a hurricane of pleasure. Nothing mattered in the face of such
a storm but the desperate desire for it to go on forever!

Her head jerked back again and again,
breathless, gurgling moans issuing from her open mouth as he sucked
hungrily and chewed on her breasts, as her hips ground spastically
against him as her mind tumbled through the wild, seething flood
tide of pleasure!

Of course it couldn't last forever, which
was a good thing given she didn't think she could survive an orgasm
like that which lasted too long. As it was it left her breathless
and dazed, her head on his shoulder as his hands softly caressed
her skin and hair.

“Such a delightfully
responsive girl,” he said as he stroked her hair.

Jonathan only grunted, busily working on
something.

Hawk drew her face back and kissed her on
the lips. Keri was too dazed to respond, at first, but then almost
instinctively kissed back. Hawk, like Jonathan, was a very good
kisser, and as her dazed mind drew the world back into focus, Keri
started to consider how he was kissing, and how to imitate it.

She liked being kissed, she decided. It
wasn't as exciting as being fucked, but it gave her a nice warm
feeling inside nonetheless. She was certainly not going to complain
about a long... a very long kiss from Hawk, even though she was
still breathing hard, trying to get her breath back.

After a few minutes he eased her down onto
the floor again, then unzipped his fly. She needed no further
instructions, and crawled up and bent over him, licking his shaft,
sucking on his balls, her plastic covered hands flat against his
thighs. He let his fingers slide through her hair as she worked on
him the way Jonathan had taught her, pleased with herself as she
took him into her mouth, and then managed to force her lips all the
way down to the base of his shaft.

She took her time, for they were clearly in
no rush. The plane ride would, he said, take four hours, and she
wasn't sure if even they could make sex stretch out that long.

She was, of course, silly to even
wonder.

Even after Hawk had ridden her hard – on the
floor of the cabin, her chin against the carpet and her bottom high
in the air, he was still able to rouse her repeatedly with fingers,
vibrator and dildo, her aching pussy exquisitely, excruciatingly
sensitive to every touch. It ached, but that hardly mattered
compared to the heat and the rush!

And Jonathan took over after several
screaming orgasms, demonstrating what his tongue felt like against
her still aching, bruised pussy. He managed to keep her twisting
and writhing and moaning for quite some time and through several
powerful orgasms.

The world outside seemed to fade away, all
Keri's focus on the wild pleasure, passion and excitement of her
own body as the men taunted, teased and tormented her repeatedly,
then pushed her over the edge into orgasmic meltdowns.

They had gotten her to lay on her back with
her knees up and apart, the dildo in her pussy, and, panting and
moaning, Keri was thrusting it desperately in and out of herself,
able to press her plastic covered hands against the bottom strongly
enough to move it – when the captain came back to announce they
were approaching Los Angeles.

It was another shock to her pride, to her
inhibitions, to her sanity, but wrapped up in an intoxicating storm
of pleasure and excitement, she hadn't been able to stop herself
from thrusting the dildo in and out and then pushing herself over
the edge into another climax. Nothing had mattered, nothing had
been important, compared to the pleasure.

Only after the orgasm faded and she lay
there panting, chest heaving, did the embarrassment set in, as the
captain tipped his hat to the captain and began to back away,
apparently to go back into the cabin.

“A moment, captain,” Hawk
said with a smile. “You seem to be in some... distress.”

The captain gulped, looking down, and Keri's
eyes followed his to see his bulging crotch.

“Ahm, I apologize, Mister
Hawk – ,” the man began.

“Don't be foolish. As my
assistant earlier pointed out, my little pet can give a statue an
erection.”

He smiled and turned to Keri.

“Take care of the captain's
problem, my girl,” he said.

Keri blinked in confusion, then gasped as
she realized what he intended, what he had ordered. She opened her
mouth to object, but her body was already moving, and even though
her face reddened still further, she felt a renewed sense of
excitement as she crawled to him, then rose on her knees.

He quickly cooperated and unzipped his fly,
drawing his stiff cock out, for Keri's plastic hands weren't able
to do much there. But once he was in sight she slid her lips over
him and began to suck. She knew, somehow, that Hawk didn't intend
for her to be long about it. They were approaching LA, after all,
and the captain had to get back to the controls.

It didn't take very long, though, and her
embarrassment faded quickly, for now that the captain was a
participant rather than a watcher, now that he was a part of
things, she felt much less embarrassment around him. With her lips
sliding the full length of his cock and his hands gripping her
hair, she soon had him gasping for breath, and then plunging into
her throat to spend himself with a convulsive series of
thrusts.

A sexual animal, she thought, with a mixture
of outrage, indignation, and dark, thrilled excitement.

She went back into the box for the landing,
then was led out of the plane naked, crawling and leashed, just as
she'd entered it. Her face burned as she saw the man waiting there
with a limousine and the man in a uniform who was opening the
plane's cargo hold. She kept her head down as Hawk led her to the
car, then crawled up into the back and settled on the floor.

The ride to the house took about half an
hour, but Hawk let her up onto the seat soon after they left the
airport. She was still too uncomfortable to sit down, but she knelt
to peer out the darkly tinted window at the streets outside,
excitement mounting as she saw the palm trees, then the ocean.

She was in Los Angeles!

They drove through low gates and around a
circular drive, then the limo stopped and the driver moved around
to let them out. Blushing hotly again, she crawled out as Jonathan
took her leash, and then Hawk came after them. She tried to crawl
faster to get into the house, away from the man's staring eyes, but
Jonathan jerked back on the leash.

“Heel,” he
ordered.

The word made her gasp and made her pussy
thrum.

She was a sexual animal! She was Hawk's pet!
That was so freaky and wild and kinky and nasty and sexy!

The house at Malibu was larger than the
penthouse. Maids apparently came in from a service to clean it
during the middle of the night, except for the bedrooms, which a
houseman named Albert took care of when empty. Albert was
apparently Jonathan's west coast counterpart to some degree. They
were a similar age and mentality, and it embarrassed Keri to no end
at first, to have him seeing her.

So wrapped in sexuality and heat was she,
however, that she quickly got used to it. That was particularly so
given she was kept naked the first couple of days, and kept on all
fours. She got to crawl around outside, and peer at the amazing
views, and got to inspect the beautiful house, but she ate on the
floor, from their hands, and even went to the bathroom in the
bushes!

She was even spanked by Albert, whose hand
was harder, it seemed, than Jonathan, but whose fingers were longer
and could reach some part of her pussy which made her writhe and
thrash in helpless pleasure.

After the two days, however, Hawk let her
out of her cage and told her she would be sleeping in her bed from
now on. He also removed the plastic strips and helped her stand up.
She was unsteady, at first, but she quickly regained her
balance.

Touring Los Angeles was a huge treat for
her. It embarrassed her, at first, given the dress Jonathan had her
wear. It was black, with a deeply plunging cowl neck which
displayed a great deal of cleavage. The cowl, however, was at least
opaque. The remainder of the dress was of a tight mesh which was
partly see-through.

She wore no bra, but did wear a G-string
underneath the dress, whose hem barely covered her buttocks. The
mesh was gauzy enough that the black G-string was fairly easily
visible. It was by far the sluttiest, most revealing outfit she'd
ever worn in her life, but oddly enough, she soon got used to
it.

Her inhibitions had been melting steadily
away since meeting Jonathan and Hawk, after all. And given the way
several strangers had already seen her, the dress was amazingly
modest. She soon lost her embarrassment, however, as Albert took
her on a walking tour of Hollywood Boulevard and into Madam
Tussaud's wax museum.

She got to see the Chinese
theater and the walk of fame, and if lots of people were staring
at her as if she were some kind of
strange Hollywood attraction, well, that was something of an ego
flattering thing given the change of nature she was undergoing at
Hawk's hands.

Back at the Malibu house, she was ridden
hard by Albert, then set free to enjoy herself roaming the grounds,
swimming in the pool, and enjoying a drink and the view. She spent
some time trying to figure out the satellite TV system in the
theater, then Jonathan grabbed her by the ear and led her to the
gym for an exhausting exercise session in toning her body.

In the morning, she woke
in her room, exulting in the
incredible view of the ocean below from her balcony. She went and
woke Hawk up at the appropriate time and in the appropriate way –
with her lips around his cock, then shared a shower with him as
they soaped each other up. She wasn't as sore any more, but with
her body slick and soapy it still took him very little effort to
make her climax.

After breakfast, where she was able to feed
herself for the first time, came another exercise session, and when
she complained, a strapping across her bare bottom which left her
eyes teary and her buttocks very red.

She ran a series of errands for Hawk that
day, driving around in a shiny red Porsche. She was dressed by
Jonathan in a white mini-dress which was low cut, if not so low cut
as the previous one, very short, but not see through. In fact, it
was a loose, flirty, dress, that somewhat resembled a sexy slip,
though it was obviously a dress.

Back at the house, she was stripped to
collar and wrist and ankle restraints, as usual, but used to it by
then. She got to swim, to enjoy relaxing and enjoying the view, and
then then sex with Jonathan.

That evening, however, Hawk had guests, and
one of them was a woman. That took considerable self-control! Keri
wasn't quite ready for it, and blushed furiously! Then Hawk gave
her to the couple of to 'train'!

Alone with them, she learned how to please a
woman with her tongue and fingers, even though it took some
discipline to do it. Her bottom was flaming red by the time they
were done, and her nipples were swollen from all the pinching and
twisting!

Keri had never really had much interest in
women, sexually, but by the time they were done she and Leslie, the
blonde girl, had found a mutual pleasure in their soft bodies and
lips sliding together on the bed.

She knew it was strange, that she should
have been thunderstruck by all this nasty, open sex and sexuality,
but the way Jonathan and Hawk had drawn her into it, the way it had
gradually flowed from one stage to the other, it had all seemed
so... natural.

It was an easy job, if job it was, and took
up very little time, if she discounted the sex. But it was hard to
call the sex a job given how incredibly exciting and pleasurable
that was. In the meantime, she got to enjoy the Malibu beach house,
driving around in LA, and still got paid very handsomely for her
time.

She found herself becoming quite fond of
Hawk, and of Jonathan, and even Albert. Though sometimes she
provoked them deliberately, just to tease them, and when she wanted
attention. She didn't enjoy the pain spankings and strappings
brought, but a wild, tumultuous pleasure always followed quickly
behind.

A month after landing in LA they took a
quick flight to Las Vegas, where she enjoyed gambling in the
casinos, and was involved in her first orgy. Following that, and
despite a great deal of nervousness, she danced naked at a strip
club which had an amateur night.

She was, she knew, becoming the sexual
animal Hawk had wanted her to be, but for the life of her she
couldn't see a down side to that. Her inhibitions were
disappearing, which made the sex all the more wicked and thrilling,
and she got to live the life of a rich, party girl.

Or a pet.

Either was vastly preferable to working in a
greasy fast food restaurant or making coffee for people in a coffee
shop. At nineteen, she had no regrets, and no thought of the future
– except for the impending trip to Rome, Hawk mentioned to her.
Being a sexual animal was a 'job' she intended to keep as long as
possible!
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