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To be honest, I was surprised I was even
getting an interview. I mean, I had sort of 'interpreted' the job
requirements in a way which would allow me to stretch my
qualifications quite a bit. The job was chauffeur. I had zero
experience as a chauffeur, though I loved cars and loved driving
cars.

Don't get me wrong: I'm a really good driver.
I can drive anything! I've driven tractors and tractor-trailers!
I've driven mack trucks and little Italian sports cars. I have
really quick reaction times and a knack, an instinct for driving –
preferably fast.

I also know a lot about how engines work,
since my dad owns a garage and I spent a lot of time helping him
out right through my teenage years. Some of the cars and trucks
I've driven were in the garage for repairs, in fact. Most of the
others well, they were owned by men who wanted to impress and
please me.

And to be honest, I was easier to please with
a car than with any other equipment men had, at least, most of
them. Frankly, most of them don't know much about handling their
equipment, much less mine. And that goes for cars too!

And then there's Jackson Stirling.

I was surprised my admittedly imaginatively
written resume had gotten an interview, but even more surprised it
was with the guy who owned the limo in question. I'd expected some
flunky. But the man sitting across the desk was wearing a suit that
probably cost more than I made last year, and that didn't include
the diamond cufflinks or the gold watch.

Add those in he was probably wearing my last
three years worth of income.

Yeah, times were tough. And if I didn't get
something soon I'd have to go back to Wyoming to dad's garage –
even though he didn't really need any help.

It wasn't just his suit that convinced me
Stirling was no flunky. It was his look, his attitude. Before he
even opened his mouth I knew this was not a guy to be screwing
around with. There was a powerful, deliberate intensity to the way
he was looking at me, and then at my resume. This was, I thought,
one very serious dude.

“Miss Slate,” he said.

“Danielle,” I said with a bright smile.

He didn't return the smile.

Never a good sign.

I was standing before his enormous desk.
There were chairs in the room, but none before the desk, so I had
to stand for the interview. That was odd, but then, everything
about this was odd. I'd expected, as I said, some HR flack, not a
rich guy who actually rode around in the limousine!

He was, as I said, wearing a three piece
suit, with a high silk collar buttoned up around his neck. The dark
material fairly shone, and the red silk handkerchief sticking up
from his breast pocket was even worse. It matched his tie
perfectly, and I wondered if red and black – were his normal
colors. He looked both powerful and stern.

And yet he wasn't the old fart I'd been
expecting needed to be driven around. He was probably ten years or
so older than me, say early thirties, with a well-built body and
broad shoulder from what I could tell. He was handsome, too, with a
square jawed face, but he had an old man's haircut, a banker's
haircut, sharply cut on the side and swept across the top of his
head. It had probably cost him a lot but I thought he'd look way
younger and less stern with something more modern.

He had nice eyes, too, but way too intense.
Man! I'd seen guys look at me like they were trying to undress me
with their eyes often enough. This guy looked like he was trying to
see into my soul!

Standing up left me little room to hide what
I was wearing either. I had some nice dresses, but since driving a
car is usually thought of as a 'guy' job, I hadn't wanted to wear a
dress. I had one pair of sort of dressy pants. They were gray, low
riding, and too tight, but I had figured they'd do for an interview
where I would be sitting down the whole time.

“You have no experience driving a limousine,”
he said flatly.

“No,” I said.

He looked at me, and he started to frown. I
wondered if I was slouching, and straightened my shoulders. Of
course, that tended to push my breasts out against the thin silk of
my blouse, but I wasn't sure if that was a good thing or not.

“I've driven tractor-trailers, Porsches and
Lamborghinis, Mini coopers, delivery trucks and dune buggies in the
desert. I can drive anything anywhere,” I said confidently.

For a wonder, he seemed to accept that.

“Tell me something of your knowledge of
automobile repairs and your experience thereof.”

Thereof!? Who the hell says thereof except a
poetry professor, I wondered.

I was a little taken aback, but I described
growing up around my father's garage, and how I started working on
simple repairs at about eleven. I went on for about two minutes,
because it was one thing I was pretty confident about, and stopped
abruptly when he held his hand up.

“Let me clarify the job required,” he said.
“Notwithstanding the details were explicitly detailed in the
advertisement I want there to be no misunderstandings on your part
and no misinterpretations.”

I nodded helpfully, feeling kind of eager, in
fact, because him doing this meant he was actually considering me.
Why else waste his time?

“I work long hours,” he said, leaning
forward, fingers interlocked. “I make a great deal of money when I
work, and thus my time is worth a considerable amount of money. The
purpose of servants is to minimize the time I need to spend on
anything other than work. Are you with me so far?

I nodded, pretending eagerness.

I mean, I was eager for a job, but not
necessarily this one. I'd take it, though. Jobs were hard to come
by right now.

Servant?

“Orally, Slate. I do not like mime.”

Orally? What... ? Oh!

“Yes, sir,” I said quickly.

“Many of the places to which I must travel
have parking in short supply. I don't want to waste my time driving
around trying to find a parking space, then trudging several blocks
to where I need to go. My car is also efficiently set up so I can
work in it, but not while driving. Adding you as an expense thus
increases the time I can bill to others.”

“I understand,” I said.

His eyes narrowed. “How can you understand
until I'm finished speaking?”

I pursed my lips. Arrogant SOB.

“You are young, unmarried, childless, and
currently unattached. These are among the main reasons you are
under consideration for this job.”

How did he know I didn't have a boyfriend, I
thought.

“Your former employers speak well of your
attitude towards your job. I hire on character here, more than
strict qualification. I need someone who will be there with my car
at four in the morning or ten at night, with little or no notice.
For this, someone young, healthy and unattached is a logical
choice.”

“Uhm...”

He held his hand up and again I felt a
flicker of annoyance.

“That is the last time I want to hear you
start a sentence with 'uhm' he said. “It's annoying. If you have a
statement or question to make then make them.”

“What precisely are my hours to be, sir?” I
asked.

My parents would be proud of the way I
controlled my voice there, I thought.

“You will be available twenty four hours a
day and I expect you and the car to be no more than one hour away
from me at any time.”

“But – .”

He held his hand up again. I was getting
tired of his attitude!

“I live in The Cliffs. I understand you
currently live in Rockland in a bachelor apartment. You will move
into my house, into the servant quarters above the garage. Your
room and board will be in addition to your salary.”

I paused in surprise. That hadn't been in the
ad. Free room? Free food!? Wait a minute, his house? He didn't look
like a sexual predator but what did a sexual predator look like?
Mind you, well, it's not that I have especially slack morals, but
this guy looked like the kind I would seriously consider if he
approached me in a club.

“Your duties at the house will be limited to
the garage. There is a live-in maid and a live-in butler. The cook
and another maid come during the day, and there is a security guard
at the gate.”

This must be some kind of house, I
thought.

“In addition, any illness will be seen to by
my physician.”

Health care? That was nice, though I rarely
needed any.

“I'm not being generous, Slate. If you claim
to be too ill to work my physician will determine the veracity of
that claim.”

This guy must have swallowed a
dictionary.

“I don't call in sick when I'm not,” I said,
barely hiding my irritation.

I wondered if Stirling was actually a lot
older than he looked.

He stood up and came around the desk. I stood
up as well. He was of average height, while I was tall for a girl,
but he still topped me by several inches.

“Slate, I have been described as a man with
an abrasive personality,” he said. “I don't care how people
perceive me. I don't need to be nice to people. I don't care if
they like me. I have a job to do and I do it well. If you can say
the same you'll do fine. If you expect me to smile and pat you on
the head and say thank you every time you do your job, look
somewhere else.”

I thought about it. “Okay,” I said.

“Sir,” he said. “I do not cultivate personal
relationships with my staff. I will not use your Christian name and
you will not use mine. Clear?”

“Uhm, yes sir.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“I find speech dislfuency irritating, Slate.
People who irritate me do not, as a rule, continue in their
employment for extended periods.”

Speech what?

“Sorry, sir.”

“As a young woman, and an attractive one,
you'll be used to being treated in a certain deferential way by
men. Men, in other words, have a strong tendency to be nice to
pretty girls. Do not expect that from me.”

“No, sir,” I said.

I liked that he thought I was pretty. I mean,
he was a pretty good looking guy – though he could use a new
haircut – but now wondered if he was gay. He didn't look gay, but
how could you ever really be sure?

“You will report, when I am not around, to
Chalmers, the butler, at my home. Any issues surrounding your work
will be dealt with by him.”

He handed me a piece of paper with an address
on it.

“You may attend him now.”

I looked at him uncertainly and he
sighed.

“Go and see him and he'll see you get
properly set up.”

“U... Yes, sir.”

He returned to his desk, giving me a brooding
look. “I dislike hiring new people, Slate. I cherish certainty in
life, and new employees are inherently unreliable. Be predictable,
Slate, be consistent.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You may go.”

I wondered fleetingly if I should bow my way
out of his office, but instead just turned and left.

Jeeze, I thought. Could I actually work for
this dick? The salary was okay, nothing to write home about, but if
you added room and board to that it was actually quite good. I
mean, normally my food and rent took up most of my check. With this
job I wouldn't have to spend money on much of anything!

*

“This will be your room,” Chalmers said.

He was dressed in an honest-to-God butler
outfit, complete with tie and tails. He was about forty, tall and
slim, with slicked back black hair and a stern attitude. Well, I
suppose it would have been unlikely for Stirling to employ a
giggling, good humored man in his house.

The room was impressive, and furnished! I
mean, it wasn't exactly a luxury room, but it was bigger than my
apartment, and the furnishings were definitely higher quality. The
bed was real wood, and surprisingly big. There wasn't much closet
space, but boy, nice view out the big windows!

There was even a big screen TV on the
wall!

“Nice,” I said. “I could do without the
carpet but – .”

“The carpeting is to muffle sound. Mr.
Stirling is of the belief servants, like children, should be seen
and not heard.”

“No wild parties. Gotcha,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows. “No parties
whatsoever, and no visitors. If you go to the kitchen, use the back
stairs. Understandably, Mr. Stirling does not wish people walking
through his house and disturbing his peace and privacy.”

“He lives alone?”

“He does.”

“What a shocker.”

He scowled at me.

“It is not for us to judge our employer,” he
said sternly. “It is for him to judge us.”

I shrugged.

“Mr. Stirling leaves for the office precisely
at Six each morning. It is a thirty minute drive. Be sure it is not
longer. His departure from the office is less predictable given the
variety of tasks at hand there on a given day. You can expect him
to desire you between the hours of Six and Eight.”

“Wow, twelve hours a day?”

“Mr. Stirling works very hard.”

“So what do I do between those hours?”

“It is likely he will need transportation
during the day, as well, perhaps to a luncheon or dinner date, or
to a meeting at another building. He will generally inform you of
this in the morning, but needs can arise without notice and it will
then be your responsibility to ensure your vehicle is there within
the hour if not sooner.”

The vehicle was a black Cadillac DTS
limousine. There was also a black Escalade for a spare, or for foul
weather. They sat side by side in a five car garage which contained
a workshop that was better than my dad's garage. There was a black
Porsche there too, which surprised me, but what didn't surprise me
was it was two years old and had twenty nine miles on it.

The idea that this would be where I worked
and I was, basically, in charge of it, filled me with glee.

'You will also be responsible for maintaining
these vehicles,” Chalmers said. “If a vehicle fails to function as
expected Mr. Stirling will not be pleased, and will want to know
why. And they are to be polished and ready at all times.”

I moved into my new room that day, after
going to a uniform place downtown and being measured for a tailor
made suit. I was surprised it wasn't black, but it was such a deep
blue it might as well have been. It was a mannish, with a hip
length, single breasted jacket, and vest. It had no tie,
though.

“Mister Stirling dislikes ties on females,”
the crone who measured me said.

It had a scarf instead, in a blue just a
shade lighter than the suit.

Stirling apparently didn't like colors much
either.

Well, so what? You don't need to like your
boss, right?

Next I went to a hair stylist. Chalmers had
said my hair was 'ragged' which was true enough since I cut it
myself, and my appearance reflected on Mr. Stirling. The stylist
cut about two inches off my blonde hair, leaving it about shoulder
length, and cut it in a layered look with no bangs which kind of
curved in a little, a few inches under my jaw.

It wasn't that different than what I was used
to, and it was flattering, so I didn't mind. Hey, free haircut! And
the place looked expensive too!

The suits, when they came, fit perfectly. I'd
never had anything tailored before, and was surprised at how
comfortable they were, particularly the white shirts and the pants.
The pants were actually tighter than I prefer, though perhaps
form-fitting, would be a better description, but since the blazer
was hip length that hardly mattered.

The shirts were likewise form-fitting, but
they didn't squeeze, just followed the lines of my body, and did so
very well. The shoes were black, lace-up flats , which were to be
polished, Chalmers warned. In addition, there were thin black
gloves (so I didn't pick up and spread germs) and a cell-phone I
was to never use. Only Chalmers and Stirling would have the
number.

I was not to wear earrings, necklaces, or any
other jewelery other than a watch, which I must wear, and which was
provided. I was not very impressed with it, but didn't much care. I
had a job! That was the important thing! And I would have no real
bills to pay! Even cable and internet were supplied with my
room!

I'd have to see how many hours I wound up
working before making a final decision, but so far things were
definitely looking up!
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Here's the thing about me and sex. I like
the idea, in theory. I think I have a very sensuous and imaginative
mind. I like my body and I like the way it feels when someone's
hands are on it. But either I'm not very good in my choice of
lovers, or guys really don't have much of a clue what to do with a
woman's body.

And how can you tell until they're already
in bed with you? I choose guys who seem like they're fun, good
looking, and have a certain degree of self-confidence. Is there
another method? Because mine turn out to be clunks in bed. They're
not terrible with their hands, though they tend to use more
strength than I'd prefer, but foreplay seems to be something they
just need to rush through to get to what they really want, which is
fucking me hard and fast so they can sigh, congratulate themselves
on how manly they are, and roll a joint or check to see if the game
is still on TV.

I like orgasms. I love orgasms! I've just
never had one I didn't give myself, if you know what I mean.

Okay, I'm only twenty-three, and the guys
I've been with have been about my age. But I think I'm really good
at sex, so why aren't they? Because they don't have to be? It sucks
that guys have an orgasm every time, no matter what. I mean, I
could be dead and they'd have an orgasm. Me, I need more buildup
and more quality from my partner.

When I was younger, I practiced oral sex
with a wiener, and then a dildo until I could deep throat, because
I wanted to be good. I read advice on the internet and did kegels,
and read the kama sutra. But guys? Nothing. They had two positions;
missionary and doggy. That's all they wanted. I sometimes felt like
I'd studied how to be a chef and then found out nobody wanted
anything but hamburgs and fries.

And they were immature, to boot! They were
obsessed with sports, narcissistic, and tended to pout whenever
they didn't get their way.

And they didn't have bodies like Jackson
Stirling.

I woke up early in my unfamiliar bed, very
pleased with my surroundings and the bright sun shining through my
window. It wasn't much past dawn, but if I had to get myself and
the car ready for Six I needed to get up early.

I usually sleep in the nude, but in
unfamiliar surroundings, in someone else's house, I was wearing my
old green cotton nightie with the teddy bear image on the front. It
was short, and a bit tight, but it did the trick, and didn't get in
my way as I swung my legs out of bed and padded across the floor
towards the en-suite.

Carpeting, I thought, was good for bare
feet, at least.

I paused as I passed the window to look out
on the broad lawn and gardens, and the glimmering water of the pool
below. I saw Stirling come out to the pool, clad in a long, black
dressing gown, with Chalmers beside him. Stirling undid the
dressing gown and Chalmers took it, and Stirling was naked.

Naked!

And you know what, the sonofabitch was
built! He wasn't Conan the Barbarian, by any means, but he had nice
shoulders, a nice back, and a great ass! He dove into the pool as I
stepped back from the window and swam strongly, briskly, back and
forth. I should have been in the shower by now but I waited,
feeling like a peeping tom, but not much bothered by it.

He climbed out of the pool, his hands moving
up across his face and back through his hair to push the water
away. Fuck!

He had a broad chest, well-muscled, and a
very firm, flat stomach. The lower part of a man is, frankly,
usually the least attractive to look at. But his stomach and
abdomen were incredibly flat, with a small line of hair leading
down below his belly button to his groin. He didn't shave, but he
obviously trimmed, which I approved of. I approved of the size of
him even more.

I have not exactly been a slut in my life,
but I've had a number of guys, and Stirling looked bigger soft then
most of them looked hard! Shit! Wow! His thighs were excellent, and
his legs powerfully built. The guy was just so perfectly aligned,
you know? It was the most beautifully sculpted male body I'd ever
seen in person!

Well, from in hiding, behind my
curtains.

I felt abashed as he turned and I got
another view of his ass before Chalmers held up the dressing gown,
then guilty as I darted into the en-suite to hurriedly shower. I
argued with myself while I showered, about the propriety of looking
out my window, and of him expecting privacy in his own home. Then
again, they had put me in this room which had a view of the
pool.

Was it possible he just didn't give a damn
if anyone saw him naked? It wasn't like he had anything to be
embarrassed about with that body of his, after all. And he'd made
it clear he didn't care what anyone thought of him.

My mind was filled with thoughts of his
chest as I showered. It wasn't one of those glossy, naked chests
you saw from Hollywood stars. He had some meat on his ribs, and
some hair, without muscles sticking out so sharply. But there were
muscles underneath. I could tell that easily enough. There was
nothing flabby about the guy.

My fingers strayed down between my legs as I
felt the familiar thrumming of energy, and my sex felt very nice
against my soapy fingers. But I eased back, for there was no time,
even with that hunky male body filling my mind.

I finished quickly, brushed and dried my
hair, put on some underwear, then the uniform shirt and trousers. I
laced up the shoes and pulled on the vest, but didn't button it. I
kept the scarf in the blazer pocket and headed down the back
stairs.

The kitchen was about three times the size
of my old apartment. It had huge, gleaming appliances along one
wall, an immense island, granite counters, and some padded stools
on the other side of the island. The cook was already at work. I
wondered what time he had to get up to be here and have breakfast
ready by five thirty.

Because it was ready. He nodded to a plate
at the end of the island. He was a very tall Englishman named
Wilson, gregarious, compared to Chalmers and Stirling, who said he
made his way from house to house during the day, depending on the
times his employers wanted him.

“This is a great gig,” he
said. “I can be gone by six, and at Mrs. Appleby's to make her
breakfast for seven thirty, then at the Dunlops to make them a nice
brunch before going back to Appleby's to do lunch.”

“You do a lot of driving
around,” I said.

“Yeah, but for a hundred
dollars an hour, one hour minimum, I'm more than
willing.”

I stared at him, open mouthed.

“I guess you don't need to
rely on tips,” I said.

He laughed. “You don't get tips in this job.
You do your job and you get paid.”

“Sounds like Stirling,” I
said.

He smiled. “Old stone face. Yeah, haven't
seen him smile yet. He's so desperate to be seen as better than his
old man all he cares about is work.”

“I don't even know what he
does,” I said.

“Corporate banking. Not
entirely sure what that is except it's for companies and really
rich people, not the likes of you and me getting a
mortgage.”

“This is a big breakfast,”
I said. “I'm mostly used to cereal.”

“Breakfast is the most
important meal of the day. You never heard that?”

“Yeah, but I don't know if
I can stomach sausages.”

“Your stomach doesn't look
like it can hold more than one or two anyway,” he said with a
grin.

“Rather be skinny than
fat,” I replied, cutting one of the sausages.

“Didn't say you was
skinny,” he said, eyes flicking up and down in that way men
do.

I didn't mind. When men stop checking me out
I'll start to worry.

I wondered if Stirling checked me out that
way? He hadn't seemed to. Did he even think of sex or was that a
waste of his time?

I didn't get a chance to finish before
Chalmers showed up, snapping his fingers imperiously and pointing
towards the garage. I stood up, pulling on my jacket, then did up
the vest as I headed for the car. The vest was firm enough, tight
enough, I probably didn't even need a bra, I thought ruefully.

I'd driven the car around on the highway and
side streets to get used to how it handled, and was pretty
confident I wasn't going to be making any mistakes as I pulled it
out and around to the front door.

Chalmers and Stirling came out of the door
immediately and Chalmers opened the door for him, then handed in a
mug of coffee. I'd checked out the back of the limo, of course, and
knew it had its own coffee maker, bar and fridge, as well as a
nifty desk. Chalmers shut the door and I started forward, slowly,
so as to not jar him, though the suspension on this thing was
amazing.

I headed for the highway, hit the on ramp,
and picked up speed. The car was big and heavy but had a powerful
engine, so acceleration wasn't a problem. I flicked my eyes up at
him occasionally, but he seemed to be spending his time on his
computer, and occasionally sipping coffee. It was hard not seeing
him naked, the way he'd been coming out of the pool.

I wondered what he'd be like in bed. I was
betting kind of bossy.

He picked up his phone and made a call. I
didn't hear the other end, just Stirling's voice, which was cold
and impatient and grew gradually more angry at whoever it was
because they hadn't yet finished reviewing a contract of some
kind.

He hung up without saying goodbye, sipped
his coffee broodingly, then made another phone call. Again, his
voice was cold and demanding. He was talking about an office
building which someone was buying, and apparently, his bank was
financing. He wanted better information on who would be renting
after it was purchased, and how soon and for how much.

He hung up, cracked his knuckles, drank
coffee, brooded, and made another phone call. I rolled my eyes at
the way he sharply criticized someone for not making his budget. I
caught myself thinking 'glad I don't work for this guy' before
realizing I did.

We made it to his building five minutes
early, and as I slid to a stop the window slid down and I looked at
him in the mirror, then turned around as he handed me a slip of
paper.

“I've a meeting across town
at ten,” he said before getting out of the car.

No wasting words, that one, I thought.

I shrugged and drove back home, parked the
limo and then went into the house, wondering what I should do to
pass the time. There was likely to be a lot of that in this job, I
thought, and I couldn't spend it all polishing the cars.

I went up to my room and then searched out
his name on the internet. Jackson Stirling had a lot written about
him, but that turned out to be his father. Jackson Stirling the
original. He had started the bank Stirling now ran. He was a
big-shot with lots of connections to politicians, had his name on a
bunch of buildings because of various charitable works, and of
course, made tons of money.

There was a lot less on my current employer
except for a messy divorce a few years back, with his wife
suggesting he was pretty kinky in bed. That really made my eyes go
wide! What kind of kink?! Inquiring minds wanted to know!
Unfortunately, the thing didn't get more specific. That was
irritating!

I wandered down the hall. Since Stirling was
gone I didn't see anything wrong with taking a little tour. I knew
that the maid, a fifty year old Cuban woman named Maria, had a room
across from mine. Chalmers' room was up from hers, and the room
next to me was empty. There were two more rooms on this side of the
floor which were also empty, then there was a door leading into a
kind of central hall where the stairs came up from the lobby.

Past that came another hall with much larger
and more luxuriously decorated bedrooms. I wasn't sure I was really
allowed down there, and didn't want to get in trouble my first day.
On the other hand, Chalmers was downstairs and Maria was in the
kitchen, cleaning. And I could always plead ignorant on my first
day.

I hurried along, easing doors open to look
inside and admire how big and beautiful they were. When I came to a
pair of double doors I hesitated, then pulled the door open enough
to look inside. What I saw was a kind of living room, because this
was a suite. I looked behind me, then, nosy that I am, dashed
inside quietly and looked around.

Past the living room, with its heavy black
leather sofas and entertainment center was an enormous bedroom, the
biggest I'd ever seen. The king sized bed was not an old fashioned
four-poster, though, but kind of Danish modern in blonde wood. It
was very sleek, like the furniture with it. To one side was a
bathroom bigger than my room, and I shook my head in awe just
staring around.

The bedroom and the front room had been
immaculate, without a single thing out of place, nothing to
indicate anyone lived there. This room was, too, but there was
shampoo, soap, and various other toiletries in place, which
indicated someone was living here and using it.

I hurried back out, because I was sure by
then this was Stirling's room and if I was caught in here I might
well be fired, no matter how ignorant I pretended to be. I paused
just long enough to pull open a random dresser drawer to confirm
there was clothes inside, then snuck back out and hurried up the
hall to the stairs.

I went downstairs and wandered back towards
the garage. There was a huge office on one side, and a sort of
entertainment room with pool tables and dart boards across from it.
Past that was a storage room, a bathroom, stairs leading down, and
a gym. It was quite a gym, too, with all the equipment you could
ever use. I guessed this was where Stirling got that body of
his.

Further inside the gym was a hot tub, sauna,
shower, and massage table, but I doubted I'd be allowed to use any
of it, no matter how empty the house was.

I went into the garage and explored the
tools and equipment, then wandered out back and looked at the pool.
It was not your typical rectangle. It was sort of oblong, and had
been made to look more natural, with brown, natural looking stone
and artificial rocks around it. At one side, the rocks had been
built up about twenty feet for some reason, and there was a little
room you could swim into, though of course, I didn't.

I was definitely going to use the pool,
though, but probably not until late. Maria and Chalmers had rooms
facing the front, so if Stirling wasn't home I could play around in
the pool after hours, as long as I was quiet and discrete.

*

I picked him up exactly on time. He got in
the back with a horse faced woman in a gray suit. She had brown
hair, thick glasses, and clutched binders as she sat in the corner
quietly looking out the window. He worked on his computer, and made
several more angry phone calls.

This dude was always angry! If I was as rich
as him I'd be a lot happier, let me tell you!

“Let me see the Baxter
report again,” he said in a peremptory fashion.

“Yes, Mr. Stirling,” she
replied, fishing out a binder and handing it to him.

He read it for a few minutes, grunted, then
handed it back.

I dropped them off and then went to find
something to do for a couple of hours. Unfortunately, there aren't
a lot of places you can park a limo. What did limo drivers do
anyway? They had to park somewhere when waiting for their bosses. I
was going to have to find some limo drivers and ask them. I sure
wasn't going to leave the car alone on the street!

What I wound up doing was finding a parking
lot, then getting in back and watching TV. It sure was comfortable
back there! But I didn't take any of the coffee or drinks. For all
I knew he counted them. Then I started thinking. Who stocks these
things? I had the uneasy feeling it was me! I'd have to check on
that too!

I picked him up, along with the horse faced
woman, and drove him back to the office, then headed home. He
wasn't sure when he'd be leaving so I had a lot more time on my
hands. I took off my limo uniform, checked with Maria, who said it
was up to me to make my own lunch, and did so.

Then I checked with Chalmers, found the list
of things to keep the limo stocked with and where they were kept. I
found a vacuum clearer and gave the carpet a quick going over, then
lifted the hood and checked out the motor. It was immaculate. The
cars were all very clean, too. I took the SUV for a drive to get
the hang of it. Boy! What a ride! I was wishing for bad weather so
we could drive that instead of the Caddy.

I surfed the internet, checked with Maria to
confirm us servants weren't allowed to use the gym or library or
any of the other rooms, nor the pool, then watched TV. I was going
to have to find something to occupy my time during the day. I could
buy a video game now that I had some money, but they'd never really
been a favorite of mine.

I put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and
went outside to jog around the grounds. Yes, it was big enough for
that. Beyond the pool was a broad grassy area with only the
occasional tree or brush, leading down to a high stone wall. On the
sides of the house there were a lot more trees and brush, and even
more up front near the gate.

I started by the pool, jogged down to the
wall, then turned and followed it around to the front, and almost
had a heart attack when this monster black guy stepped out of a
little house by the gate, wearing a beige uniform. He had a very
black, egg shaped head with no hair, and soft brown eyes.

“Uhm, hi,” I
said.

He was, at a guess, seven feet tall. My face
was at about chest level, and I'm not short.

“You're the new chauffeur,”
he said in a deep, rumbling voice.

“Yeah. I'm
Danny.”

“I'm Lionel.”

“That little hut doesn't
seem big enough for you, Lionel,” I said.

He smiled a little and gave me that up down
guy look.

“Those shorts don't seem
big enough for you,” he said.

I looked down and made a face.

“They weren't actually
bought for jogging, but for looking hot, but that was last year
when I was hanging around with this Italian guy. They've been in
the closet since then.”

“If they were bought for
looking good then... they work,” he said.

I snorted in amusement. Black guys, in my
experience, are never shy around women.

“You looking for exercise I
can help you out any time,” he said.

“I'll keep it in mind but I
don't think Chalmers would be too happy.”

He made a rude noise. “Guy has a broomstick
up his ass, just like his boss.”

“You must be pretty bored
out here all day,” I said.

“It ain't exciting, but
it's a job.”

“I hear that,” I
said.

“You been a chauffeur
long?”

“This is my first day,” I
said.

He gave me a kind of significant look.
“Wonder why he hired you then,” he said. “Couldn't be cause you was
easy on the eyes and maybe he was looking for more riding than just
in a car, could it?”

'”If so he's gonna be disappointed,” I said
firmly.

No way I was sleeping with the boss, even if
he was kind of – easy on the eyes.
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I picked Stirling up at Eight. The curb was
empty enough that I was able to pull up and wait out front until he
came out, so for the first time as a limo driver, I got to open the
door for him, which was kind of wizardly cool. Doesn't take much to
please me, I guess.

He got in without a word, but I heard him
sigh as he sat down before I closed the door and hurried around to
the drivers door. I got in and pulled away, headed home, and eyed
him in the mirror. He really looked tired. Then again, he'd been
working for thirteen hours.

“You look tired, Mr.
Stirling,” I said.

His eyes flicked up to my mirror, and he
frowned, and for a moment I thought he'd tell me to shut up.

“Hard work tends to have
that effect on people, Slate,” he said dryly. “You don't look very
tired at all.”

Instead of being insulted I just grinned.
“This isn't hard work, sir. Most of the time I just look for
something to keep from being bored.”

“You could do maintenance
on the cars,” he said coolly.

I shrugged. “A car doesn't need maintenance
every day. It's like... like your watch there. It works perfectly
but you don't need to maintain it every day.”

“I'll remind you of that if
the car ever breaks down, Slate.”

“Yes, sir. It won't break
down for lack of maintenance. I guarantee you that.”

“And have you come to
understand the needs of the job, Slate?”

I paused. “It's a lot of waiting,” I said.
“I'll have to find something to keep me busy.”

“You could always help
Maria,” he said.

I scowled at the thought. “I'm not a maid,”
I said firmly.

He snorted. “You're a prideful young woman
given your lack of accomplishment to date.”

I shrugged. “Everyone has things they'll do
and things they won't do for money. Cleaning is one of those things
I'm not going to do for money.”

He was pouring himself a drink of something,
probably vodka or gin from its lack of color.

“And what will you do for
money?”

“Well, I'll be bored for
money, and drive a car for money, or fix cars for money,” I said.
“I was a messenger for money. Once I was a food server for
money.”

“And that didn't involve
cleaning?”

“The busboys cleaned. I
just schmoozed the customers and brought them things and took their
tips.”

“Let me guess, in a short
skirt with a tight top.”

I flushed and darted an indignant look at
him, but the fact is, well, yeah, he was right. What's more the
restaurant was on my resume so it might not have been much of a
guess on his part.

“It was a short kilt,” I
admitted reluctantly. “But no cleavage.”

He smiled lightly and downed his drink.
“There's nothing wrong with cleavage, Slate,” he said. “Many of the
world's most beautiful women glory in displaying their breasts to
all and sundry.”

“Well, I'm not one of the
world's most beautiful women, sir.” I said.

“False modesty is wearying,
Slate,” he said. “We both know what you look like.”

I frowned into the mirror. “I'm not sure
what you mean, sir.”

He gave me a knowing look. “Slate, this car,
your uniform, this suit, all serve, in part, to add to my image.
That's not vanity, mind, but a part of business. Your looks are
part of why I hired you. You're an extremely attractive young
woman. I wouldn't have hired you otherwise.”

I stared at him. “You hired me because I
was... attractive?”

“Certainly not. I hired you
because I thought you could do the job well, and were attractive.
That puts you one up on someone who could merely do the job
well.”

“I don't see how my being
attractive helps your, uhm, image,” I said.

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” I said
impatiently.

“It's not a major factor,
of course. But certain people will suspect you're more than merely
a chauffeur, simply because you're an attractive blonde girl. That
same would be said if I hired you as a receptionist or in some
other position where we would be together. Every little bit
helps.”

“I still don't understand,”
I said, starting to frown suspiciously.

“Don't be dense, Slate.
People will think you're sleeping with me, of course. Some
people.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but wasn't
sure what to protest, other than the idea, which I suppose wasn't
really wrong. Some people would always be bitchy and suspicious
about that sort of thing. I guess it was just the way he not only
accepted it, but was happy to cultivate the thought if it helped
his image that was pissing me off.

“I'd have to get paid a lot
more money,” I said, scowling.

“Oh?” he asked in
amusement, raising his eyebrows. “How much would you
want?”

I scowled. “I'm not for sale! Sir!”

“Everyone is for sale,
Slate. The price is what is in question.”

I decided not to argue as I went carefully
through a busy intersection.

“So what is your ambition,
Slate? Do you have any?”

I shrugged. “I don't know. My ambition was
to get a job that paid well enough to save a little money. I
haven't really thought past that.”

“Is this a job you think
you would want to do for the next forty year?”

“Hell no.”

“Sir,” he said.

“Uhm, no, sir.”

“What did I tell you about
starting a sentence with 'um', Slate? It's a sign of insecurity,
you know.”

“Yes, sir,” I
said.

“Have you considered
college?”

“I'm not much for sitting
around reading books and doing formulas,” I said.

“Sir.”

“Sir.”

“What do you enjoy doing
other than driving cars?”

“I don't know. I like
dancing and clubbing and uhm... guys.”

“Partying. Yes, you're
hardly unique in that respect. But only a very few can get paid for
it.”

“You can get paid for
partying?” I asked with a smile.

“The call girls and escorts
make a lot of money as I understand it.”

“Oh. I don't think so,” I
said with a snort.

“So that leaves marrying a
man to take care of you. Preferably one with money.”

“I don't need a man to take
care of me,” I said firmly. “Sir.”

“I disagree, Slate. Clearly
you need someone guiding you in life. You seem to be adrift and
without a plan.”

“I'm only
twenty-three.”

“When I was twenty-three I
already had my masters degree in business.”

“I didn't have rich
parents... sir,” I said.

“Nor the drive nor desire
for a degree,” he said.

Well, true enough.

*

Despite him not getting
home until eight-thirty, he was up early the next morning,
probably, based on the fact he was out at the pool just as I was
waking, not much earlier than me. I felt guiltier now watching him,
though in my defense he was really
hot to watch, and it wasn't like I'd
gotten up early for the show or anything.

But he hadn't been a total asshole on the
ride home, not like during the interview. So he was more of a
person now, one I didn't really dislike, and so it felt... unfair
to be watching him. But he moved so fluidly, without any hint he
even knew he was naked, like an animal, say, totally in his
element. He was a good swimmer, too.

And then there was that uhm, well, equipment
issue. I felt like a pervert, but in all honesty I would have
killed to see what that thing looked like when it was erect!

We left at Six, exactly, headed back to the
office. He didn't speak, except on the phone. He was cold and
formal and obviously angry most of the time during his phone calls,
and I kept my eyes on the road, not wanting his attention on
me.

I went to the airport after dropping him off
and drove over to where the limo drivers waited, then went over to
talk to them. The cabbies were all further back. Apparently the
limo drivers didn't hang with them. Most of them weren't out
chatting, but in their cars, with the air conditioning on.

Some seemed annoyed at being interrupted in
their reading or TV watching, but they were all men and I was a
pretty blonde girl, so almost everyone was happy to offer advice.
They suggested electronic readers and lots of books to pass the
time, and underground parking lots.

“The ones above ground get
too much traffic,” one said, “Too much chance someone is gonna clip
your bumper when moving in or out. Try the hotels. They often have
limo drivers waiting around and they're used to it. Just say it's
for someone in a meeting there.”

“Never eat in the back of
the car,” one said. “If they smell it when they get in your ass is
toast.”

“Keep an eye on what they
drink or use, and make sure you replace it as soon as possible.
Nothing like your client opening the bar and not finding what he's
looking for.”

“Keep the car running,”
said another. “Nothing worse than running down the battery watching
TV.”

“Keep a hand vacuum in
front,” said another, eying my hair. “You don't want them coming in
and finding blonde hairs on the seats.”

“If the back can't be lit
brightly get a spotlight you can plug in front, then use it to
light up the back when cleaning. That way you'll find any dust or
dirt before they notice it.”

I drove back to the house and vacuumed the
car, checked the bottles he'd drunk from, though they didn't need
replacing, and got a light from the garage to brighten up the rear.
To my horror, there was indeed several blonde hairs on the seats! I
vacuumed them up quickly.

“The back of your car has
to be immaculate,” several had told me.

*

I picked Stirling up at Seven, which was at
least better than Eight, but still more than a twelve hour day. No
wonder he got divorced if these were his normal hours!

His hair looked oddly astray as he got in,
and he sat down with a sigh again and reached for the fridge. When
I got in and started up I saw he was chugging form a plastic water
bottle, though.

I pulled out into traffic and he met my eyes
briefly in the mirror.

“Just got out of the gym,”
he said.

I looked at him in surprise. He still had
his umpteen thousand dollar suit on. But I supposed he'd had a
shower, that was why his hair looked wrong.

“You have a great gym at
home... sir,” I said.

He waved me off. “Never have time for it. I
use the one at work.”

“I wish I could use it,” I
snorted.

“Sir,” he said with a
smile.

“Uhm, sir.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Sorry,” I said. “It's a
habit, sir.”

“You can use the gym at
home when I'm not in the house, Slate. Just make sure that anything
you mess up you clean up. Don't leave it for Maria.”

“Cool! Thanks! I mean,
thanks, sir.”

“A sound mind and a sound
body, Slate. If you see one that's soft and flabby, chances are the
other is, as well.”

“I'm not.. soft, but I
wouldn't mind being better toned,” I said.

“Sir,” he said.

“Sorry, sir.”

“You lack mental
discipline, Slate,” he said.

I made a face.

“That is the problem most
young people face. That is why most people become
failures.”

I frowned.

“Rich parents or not,” he
added firmly.

“Most people aren't
failures, sir,” I said.

“If you're not doing
something you enjoy doing then you're a failure.”

“Do you... like what you
do, sir?”

“Very much,
Slate.”

“If you payed me a million
bucks a year to drive your car I'd like it very much,
sir.”

He snorted. “No, you would like the money,
but you'd be no more fond of the tasks involved. You like to dance
and party and have fun with boys, remember.”

“Who doesn't?
Sir.”

“Your imagination needs to
go beyond that, Slate, to what you'd like to do for thirty or forty
years. You need to expand your horizons.”

“Even if I was to think of
something I couldn't afford to go to college... sir.”

“You find what you want,
first, Slate, then you set about getting it.”

Easy for him to say, born to rich
parents.

“Let us think about how you
could make more money, Slate,” he said, pouring clear fluid that
was definitely not water into a glass.

“You could give me a raise,
sir.”

“I could, but only if you
did more for me.”

“Like what, sir?” I said
warily.

“Well, Mr. Chalmers goes
off duty at five O'clock, and Maria at Six. After that I'm left to
my own devices.”

'You could hire an evening servant,” I said,
still suspicious.

“For what? For the hour or
two I'm home?” he said dismissively. “How are you as a cook,
Slate?”

I had suspected he meant something more...
personal, given our conversation the previous evening. Now I felt
both relieved, and, oddly, a bit miffed. I mean, he'd said I was
very attractive, so he did notice such things. Shouldn't he be
trying to seduce me or buy my favors or something? God knows every
other man I'd ever known had.

“Uhm, if it's frozen food,
I'm fine.”

“Sir.”

“Sir,” I said.

“I should start docking
your pay every time you forget, Slate.”

“Sorry, sir.”

“You will need some
training then. Mr. Wilson can teach you some fairly easy to make
dinners and you can prepare them for me in the
evenings.”

“Uhm, I start work at
Five-thirty myself, sir,” I said.

“Yes, but you are young,
single, and have nothing else to do. You can make some food in the
afternoon so it's ready for when I get home. Yes, I like that idea.
I'll have Chalmers contact Wilson to arrange some lessons for
you.”

“Cooking dinner doesn't
seem like it's expanding my horizons, much, sir,” I
said.

“You're being impertinent,
Slate,” he said. “I'm giving you the opportunity to learn, to grow.
You could be a personal assistant some day.”

“Isn't that just a
gopher?”

“A personal assistant does
much more, Slate, in the way of making life easier for their busy
employer.”

“And does that pay better,
sir?”

“Indeed it does, and has a
more varied list of tasks so will be less boring.”

I thought about it a few moments.

“How much
better?”

“It's not about the money,
Slate. It's about personal satisfaction.”

“For me, money is
personally satisfying.”

“Really? Suppose I pay you
to dance naked on the hood of this car? Would you find that
personally satisfying?”

My chest tightened at the thought, for some
reason. “Probably not,” I said.

“But it would pay so much
more than being a chauffeur.”

“Wouldn't I have to have
big boobs to be a stripper?”

“Your breasts seem quite
adequate to the task, Slate,” he said dryly.

I felt my face warm, not sure what to say to
that.

“And the rest of your body
seems quite presentable.”

“Gee, thanks,” I
said.

“You want pointless
flattery, Slate? As I said, yesterday, you know full well what you
look like in a mirror, naked, too, for that matter. I could be
wrong, of course, not having seen you naked. You could be hideously
scarred or have tattoos all across your body or completely flat
chested and wearing a padded bra.”

“I don't … I'm not scarred
and I don't have tattoos, and I don't wear padded bras,” I said,
feeling indignant, as well as somewhat flushed.

“You are pleading your case
that you can, in fact, be a stripper?” he said wryly.

“I could if I wanted to
be,” I said. “I bet I'd make a ton of money, too!”

“Perhaps, though among the
most important skills in that particular profession is personality.
Do you feel you're sufficiently outgoing and personable to persuade
men to part with their money, Slate?”

I shrugged, wondering how we'd ever gotten
into this conversation. “I've never tried,” I said.

“And do you ave the
requisite dancing skills?”

“I'm a pretty good dancer,”
I said confidently.

“Then it's settled. You can
dance on the hood of my car.”

“I think I'll pass,
sir.”

“Ah, and you haven't even
asked what the salary would be,” he said in amusement.

“I won't do
anything for
money,” I said sternly.

“But you said you like to
dance, Slate,” he said.

He was needling me, and I was getting
irritated because I wasn't allowed to do the same.

“I didn't say I liked to
dance naked, sir.”

“All women like to dance
naked, Slate,” he said in a world weary voice.

I stared at him in the mirror. “We do!?”

“Unless they're old and fat
and ugly, then they just dream about dancing naked.”

I shook my head.

“You disagree?”

“Yep.”

“Sir, Slate. Sir. Say it
for me.”

“Yes, sir. I
disagree.”

“Let me ask you a question
then, Slate.”

“It's your car,
sir.”

“Have you ever danced naked
before a mirror and imagined you were a stripper?”

I opened my mouth to protest at the
question, but hesitated, because, well, shit, of course I had! I
mean... but that didn't mean I wanted to, well.. be a stripper in
real life! I mean, not really!

He didn't even wait for my answer, as if the
hesitation was enough. Smug bastard! He smiled to himself and
poured another drink.

“Every woman wants to be
admired for her beauty, wants to be appreciated, lusted after. Few
have either the confidence or the desperation to actually do that
in a room full of men, but I never met a woman yet who didn't like
giving a man a lap dance,” he said.

“Maybe you're meeting the
wrong type of woman,” I retorted.

He smiled again. “Have you ever given a lap
dance, Slate?”

I flushed. “None of your business, sir!”

He chuckled softly to himself and I wished
there was a pothole I could drive over so he'd maybe spill his
drink. Of course, the suspension of this car was such he'd probably
never even feel it.
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Wilson was an okay guy, and he started with
simple meals, focusing on what could be made a couple of hours
early, then kept in the refrigerator and quickly reheated. I
couldn't really complain since he did it mid-afternoon when I had
nothing much else to do, and it didn't hurt to learn more about
cooking. I kind of sucked at that, to be honest.

And I also got to use that gym, which was
great! I had been worried that sitting around the house was going
to make me fat or something. Now I had all kinds of equipment to
work out on, and nothing much else to give me an excuse not to do
it.

Between exercising every morning, cooking
lessons in the afternoon, and cleaning and maintaining the car, I
was starting to be a lot less bored. The downside was that my day
didn't end when I pulled into the garage at night. I then had to go
to the kitchen, get the food, warm it up, and serve it to him in
the dining room.

After dinner I had to clear things away, and
put the dirty dishes in the dishwasher, and he wasn't shy about
buzzing me on the intercom and asking for coffee either. I was
irritated, because, even though I'd prepared the food during the
day, which was reasonable enough, I should have been 'off duty' as
soon as we got home.

Which was, at this point, forty five minutes
ago!

I made him his coffee, though, and brought
it out to him. He was in the great room, which was a term I'd never
even heard before. It's sort of a living room on steroids, with a
massive fireplace, twenty five foot high ceilings, and incredibly
expensive furniture. He was sitting by the fireplace in a leather
chair reading what looked like some sort of business reports.

I handed him his coffee and he looked up at
me.

“I suppose it would be odd
to have you wearing your chauffeur uniform while serving food,” he
said.

“I'd spill something on
it,” I protested.

“Hmm,” he said, taking a
sip. “Maybe I could get you a maid uniform.”

I felt a surge of indignation and he smiled
thinly. “You don't like that idea, I see.”

“I'm not a maid,” I said
flatly.

“Sir,' he said.

“Nor a cook,” I said. “You
know I started work at five thirty and it's now eight thirty at
night.”

“That's quite a long day,”
he said. “But I'm still working too.”

“You make a lot more money
than me,” I said accusingly.

“Sir,” he said.

I sighed.

“So you'd like a raise, is
that it?”

“I don't think I can work
fifteen hour days every day, sir,” I said.

“Suppose I make you my
personal assistant then?”

“How much does that pay?” I
asked doubtfully.

“Let's say we double your
salary.”

I blinked in surprise. Double? With the room
and board my current pay was pretty nice. Doubling it would be...
very nice.

I'd be able to afford to buy my own car with
that kind of salary!

“Okay,” I said, a little
breathlessly.

“Sir,” he said.

“Okay, sir,” I
said.

“Being a personal assistant
requires discipline, Slate. Your behavior and appearance would be
even more of a reflection on me.”

“Nobody sees me anyway,” I
said.

“You're wrong, Slate.
People see you at my office when you pick me up, and at the other
places where you drive me. And I do have visitors at times. I will
require more discipline, such as banishing the word 'uh' from your
vocabulary.”

“Is uh a word?” I
asked.

“You're being impertinent,
Slate. There was a time servants would be beaten for that, and
rightly so.”

“I don't think I'd like
that, sir.”

“You're not sure, though?”
he asked with a smile.

“Uhm, I'm sure,” I said,
blushing slightly.

He sipped from his coffee, eying me over the
rim. “You never can tell, Slate. Maybe it depends on the type of
beating.”

“No one gets to beat me,” I
said flatly, glaring.

“No? None of your
boyfriends ever spanked you?” he asked.

“That's none of your
business, sir,” I said, blushing more.

He chuckled softly. Arrogant, sexist
bastard!

*

Because he'd been a sexist pig the other
night I didn't feel as guilty about watching him getting into and
getting out of the pool next morning. I thoroughly enjoyed the
show, and felt a little smug about it, too. Spank me, would he?
Ha!

Though to be honest, the thought kind of
tightened things low in my belly. He had one heck of a body! I
couldn't stop my mind considering what it would be like to be
across his lap, his hand on my butt. And thinking about it made my
nipples tighten and made me kind of ache lower down.

I got dressed and drove him to work. As on
other mornings, he hardly acknowledged my existence, spending the
ride reading, and calling people up to be nasty to them. I let him
off and drove home, and there found several hangars with a garment
cover over them resting across my bed.

I unzipped the garment bag and brought out
several small black dresses. And I mean small! I stared at them, my
mouth open, and my first reaction was 'No way!'.

I stripped off my uniform quickly and then
pulled on the first dress to see if it was as small as I'd thought.
It was smaller! It was a tight cocktail dress, with a flare of
black lace as short sleeves, and a hem which was the highest I'd
worn since those kilts I'd had to wear at the nightclub where I'd
worked as a server. The back was mostly lace, too.

It was actually a really nice, sexy dress,
but the thought he'd ordered this for me to wear around him as a
uniform left my head spinning, wondering just what kind of message
he was sending me. Or was he sending me a message as opposed to
other people? If I was with him, wearing this, would they be even
more convinced he was sleeping with me? Probably!

Bastard!

Yet it wasn't like it was... revealing,
well, except for the short hem. It was tight, sure, with the skirt
part being kind of stretchy so as to hug my bottom and hips. And it
had a built in bra, so that the chest part was more clearly
outlined. But it was a perfectly respectable dress if I was going
dancing.

I took it off and tried the next one. This
one was just a short, but backless, with a criss cross straps and a
keyhole opening to show some skin just above my breasts. I took it
off and tried the next one. The third black dress had an even
shorter hem than the other two, except that it had three inches of
black lace along the bottom which helped cover up. It also had more
cleavage, but again, softened it with dark lace.

They were all great dresses, and they fit
perfectly. I was just uncomfortable at the thought of wearing them
around him for some reason I wasn't quite sure of. They certainly
weren't the kind of dresses you'd wear to an office, but then, I
wasn't working at an office.

I had to admit, I looked pretty darn good in
them, though.

I almost fell on my face when I tripped over
a pair of boxes on the floor. They were shoe boxes and I hadn't
noticed because my eyes had zoomed in on the garment bag. I opened
the first and found, unsurprisingly, some sexy black high heeled
shoes with stiletto heels. They were restrained, just simple patent
leather, but quite pretty, and fit very well.

The second pair was not much different,
other than it had ankle straps, which I thought made them look a
lot sexier.

I looked great with them and the dresses!
All set for dancing!

But it didn't seem like the right outfit for
a uhm, personal assistant.

*

Stirling looked tired again. I wondered when
he took time off. I'd been there two weekends, so far, and he'd had
me drive him to the office both days, though not until nine. But
he'd stayed until even each day. Nobody could work these kinds of
hours seven days a week without suffering for it. I don't care how
much they liked their jobs.

As usual he went right for the booze as soon
as he was settled in.

“Home, sir?” I said, more
as a conversation starter than anything else.

He nodded tiredly and started to drink.

“I uhm, got the new...
uniforms, sir,” I said after a minute.

He nodded, still not speaking. He really did
look tired. I wasn't sure this was the time to bug him about the
dresses.

“They're very... nice,” I
said.

He smiled softly to himself, eyes closed. “I
take it from that delay in speech, which apparently is your way of
replacing 'um' that you have doubts,” he said.

Shit. It was, too!

“Uhm...” I shook my head.
“Sorry, sir.”

“We shall train it out of
you, Slate.” He opened his eyes and looked at me in the mirror. “Or
beat it out of you.”

I decided to let that pass.

“They're kind of... sexy,”
I said.

He shrugged. “I'm sure they're appropriate.
I told them to send black cocktail dresses so you'd be
appropriately dressed if I had visitors.”

'Oh.”

“And no cleavage,” he said
with a smile. “I was quite explicit on that score.”

“Um, thanks.”

“No need. I certainly
wouldn't want to see your breasts, Slate. I'm sure that would be
quite disturbing.”

I flushed a bit, but had to hide a
smile.

“I don't think you'd be
that disturbed, sir.”

“Some people would say I'm
already disturbed, Slate.”

“You are... different,” I
said.

“You're not disagreeing
with them, Slate. I'm hurt.”

“I don't know you well
enough to make a judgment, sir. Besides, Chalmers told us it was
for our employer to judge us, not the other way around.”

“Chalmers is a very wise
and restrained man.”

I didn't comment on that. In my opinion
Chalmers was a boring and arrogant man with a broomstick up his
ass.

“No issues with dinner,
Slate?”

“No, sir. It's waiting to
be reheated.”

“Reheated,” he said. “One
of these days I'd like to eat it simply heated.”

“You work ridiculous hours,
sir.”

“Yes, well, that should
slow down soon, once this current deal is done.”

“I work ridiculous hours
too,” I said thoughtfully.

“The difference, Slate, is
you only actually work for a few hours a day. The rest of the day
is yours to do with as you wish.”

“I do cooking now too,” I
said.

He snorted. “You drove me to work, and
you're driving me home. Add in twenty minutes to put on your
uniform and that's say an hour and a half. Add in the cooking and
that's another thirty minutes or so.”

“More like an hour,” I
protested.

“I think you should refund
some of your salary, Slate.”

“Um, no sir.”

He chuckled softly and poured another
drink.

“Lots of days I have to
drive you around during the day too,” I pointed out. “And since I'm
on call I can't actually go anywhere and... have fun or
anything.”

“You want to have fun?
There's a game room in the house, along with an exercise room, free
television, internet, even a pool.”

I looked at the mirror. “I'm not allowed to
use the pool,” I said.

“Whyever not? You don't
have some dreadful skin disease, do you?”

“Of course not!”

“Then I see no issue with
you using the pool when I'm at work.”

“Cool,” I said.

“Now we just have to find
more work for you to do to earn your magnificent
salary.”

I pursed my lips but he opened his briefcase
and started reading a report.

I dropped him off at the front door, and he
sighed as he stood up.

“I'll see you in a few
minutes, Slate,” he said. “I trust you'll be dressed
appropriately.”

He closed the door before I could reply, and
I drove on to the garage and inside, then went straight to the
kitchen and took his food out of the fridge and put it in the
microwave. I resignedly climbed upstairs to my room and swiftly
changed into the more modest of the three dresses. I hesitated,
then put on the shoes, then brushed out my hair before heading
downstairs – more carefully than I'd come up. I wasn't used to
walking on four inch stiletto's.

I put his dinner – ribs, with salad – on a
tray, and then carried it out to the dining room.

“Dinner is served, sir,” I
said.

I only barely kept myself from saying 'Your
highness'.

He wandered in from the living room. He'd
left his jacket and tie behind and undid the top button of his
shirt. For him, this was casual.

“Very well-stated, Slate,”
he said. “No uhms or pauses.”

He sat down and gazed at the food, then at
the seasonings I'd put out ahead of time.

“Everything appears to be
in order.”

He looked me up and down.

“The dress seems
appropriate.”

“It's a little... short,
sir.”

“You have excellent legs,
Slate,” he said, taking a bite. “Good for dancing naked on top of
cars.”

I glowered at him but he ignored me. He
chewed for a few seconds, then swallowed, still eying my legs in a
way which made my stomach kind of tight.

“They could perhaps use
more sun, but on the whole, well-sculpted, and showing some signs
of exercise.”

I flushed uncomfortably, though a part of me
kind of liked his praise, however clinically it was delivered.

“Thanks,” I said
dryly.

“Sir,” he said. “When are
you going to remember, Slate?”

He took another bite and I rolled my eyes.
He noticed.

“Impertinence again,
Slate.”

“Sorry, sir,” I
said.

“If we were in the army I
could make you do pushups,” he said.

He eyed my arms. “Most likely you'd not be
able to do any, though.”

“I could do pushups,” I
said indignantly.

I didn't do pushups, but I was fairly sure I
could... probably.

He snorted, then to my surprise reached out
and took my arm, tugging me closer to him. I was just opening my
mouth to protest when he gripped my wrist as well, lifting it up
and back.

“Make a fist,” he
said.

“But – .”

“Make a fist,.” he
insisted.

Reluctantly, I made a fist, and his hand
slid over my bicep. His hands felt very soft against my skin, I
noted.

He let go and shook his head. “No pushups, I
think.”

I scowled at him.

“Maybe have you do laps
around the yard.” He looked down at my shoes. “Though not in those,
I think.”

“I'm not in the army,” I
said.

“Good thing, too. Though I
must say it would be amusing watching you trying to run in
them.”

“I didn't pick these
shoes!” I protested.

“Thought you were using the
exercise room,” he said.

“You only gave me
permission today!”

His hand came up and casually slid up my
leg! I gasped as it rose almost as high as my skirt along the back
of my leg, gave the leg a squeeze, then pulled away.

“I don't think you work
your lower body much, Slate,” he said, taking another
bite.

“I work my core,” I said in
annoyance, the feel of his hand on my thigh still very fresh in my
mind..

“I'll have my trainer drop
by and set up a routine with you. He knows the best use of the
equipment.”

“Oh that's not necessary!”
I said.

He waved my protest away.

“It's not like I'm in bad
shape!” I said, indignant.

He looked me up and down and then looked
back at the ribs. “Clearly not.”

I flushed, feeling that tightness again.

“Well then – .”

“Not in bad shape doesn't
mean you couldn't improve,” he said.

“But – .”

He reached out and took my hand then placed
it on his bicep as he drew his hand up and made a fist. I was …
startled, to be honest. I mean, I'd seen him naked and knew he was
awfully well-built, but boy, his bicep felt really strong! He was
deceptively muscled under his shirt!

“You're a guy,” I said
lamely.

“Clearly.”

“I mean, you're supposed to
have strong arms.”

“Physical fitness requires
discipline. It doesn't bring discipline, but it encourages it so
that you can maintain your body.”

“I'm fit!”

He snorted. “Give me ten pushups.”

“No way!”

He smirked a little. “I'll give you a
thousand dollars if you do ten pushups right now.”

A thou – ?!

“Uhm... ”

He sat forward, reached into his back
pocket, took out his wallet, and then put an honest to God thousand
dollar bill on the table! I stared at it in wonder. I'd never seen
a thousand dollar bill before! Nor even a hundred dollar bill!

“It's yours for ten
pushups.”

I stared at it and then kicked off my high
heels and dropped down onto my hands and knees. Almost as soon as I
positioned myself, though, I knew he was right about my arms. I
hadn't worked them in a way to build up muscles. My exercise, such
as it was, was mainly devoted to my chest and stomach and
thighs.

I managed two very slow pushups, then a
third. I finally got a fourth in, but collapsed halfway through the
fifth.

I groaned and sat up on my knees,
panting.

I felt his hand on my head, and he patted
me! “There, there,” he said. “Someday, perhaps.”

I shook my head angrily and got to my
feet.

“I suppose you could do a
hundred pushups!” I said.

“Yes, as a matter of
fact.”

“Show me!”

“Sir,” he said, looking at
me reprovingly.

“Sir!” I said.

He sat back in his chair. “Aside from the
fact I'm eating, what do I get for doing a hundred pushups?”

I stared at him.

“You're not going to pay me
a thousand dollars, I assume.”

“Well... no.”

“So what do I
get?”

“I don't have any
money!”

He smiled. “Money is a form of currency, but
not the only one,” he said.

“Like what then?” I asked
suspiciously.

“Well, you could dance
naked on the hood of my car.”

“No way!”

Are you embarrassed of your body?” he asked
with a smile.

“No! But that doesn't mean
I want... everyone seeing it!”

“You shouldn't be
embarrassed of what nature gifted you, Slate. I'm quite
unembarrassed about my body. That's why I don't try to hide it when
I have my morning swim, for example.”

I stared at him, jarred by the reference, and felt my face heating
as he smiled at me. Could he possibly have noticed me watching!? Oh
my God! That would be so humiliating!

Although you'd think HE would be the one
embarrassed, but clearly he wasn't.

“Y-You're a guy,” I said
lamely.

He gave me a puzzled look. “Which means
what?”

“Oh I don't know! Guys are
always less embarrassed about that kind of thing!”

“Why would that
be?”

“I don't know, okay!” I
said hotly, embarrassed.

“You should know where your
feelings are coming from, Slate,” he said, picking up knife and
fork again. “It could be important.”
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I avoided the window the next morning, going
straight into the bathroom, just in case. I was still embarrassed
just at the thought he might know I had been peeping at him. I was
also confused about him and what his intentions were. Sometimes he
was an arrogant bastard, and at other times he seemed to be, well,
not unconcerned for my welfare.

He'd said most men treated pretty girls
nicely, which wasn't wrong, but then he'd promised me he was not
one of those men. So why did he care if I had strong arms and legs
or whatever? I looked pretty, that's all anyone he knew should care
about.

I frowned at my arms, though. I was
definitely going to work them. Maybe I could do it on the quiet and
then challenge him again to doing ten pushups for a thousand
dollars. I remembered the feel of his biceps, though, not to
mention the feel of his hand on my leg.

Was he interested in me? In that way? If he
wasn't gay he ought to be. I mean, he was a guy I was a girl, and
an attractive one, as he said repeatedly. I thought about his
offer, made several times now to dance naked on the hood of his car
for him. It was an outrageous proposition, even said as a joke, but
then it wasn't like I was going to the HR department.

Chalmers would be the HR department.

Besides, I didn't really mind it. In fact, I
kind of liked it. Maybe he was right and girls all did like to be
appreciated for their looks. Of course, that wasn't all I wanted to
be appreciated for.

I had no bathing suit, so after dropping him
at work that day I went and bought one. Black seemed appropriate,
and I liked bikinis. This one was kind of a small bikini, but to be
honest, I had this fantasy of swimming naked in that pool, and the
bikini was the closest I'd come to that – during the day
anyway.

No one was going to be watching me anyway.
Probably. I won't deny the thought of him seeing me influenced what
bikini bought, at least a little.

I exercised first, in the bikini (made sense
to me since I was going to sweat) and for the first time tried to
do chin-ups on the bar there, and push-ups. I worked my arms harder
than the rest of me, in fact. Then I went outside and jumped in the
pool. That was great! I swam a lot slower laps than Stirling had,
but then I wasn't in a rush to get to work.

I wondered what his regular hours were like.
He'd suggested his current overwork was due to something, a deal,
he'd said. Maybe after that he'd slow down. I hadn't failed to
notice his drinking as soon as he got into the car, and wondered
where that was headed. He obviously needed less time at work and
more time relaxing and destressing.

Wilson showed up and gave me another cooking
lesson, and we chatted about different kinds of food, and reheating
them. I wondered if I'd be able to make his kind of money one day
if I really learned how to cook well.

I went to pick up Stirling at only six,
which was the smallest work day he'd had yet, but he didn't seem
any less tired because of it, and immediately hit the booze.

He looked half-dead on his feet, in
fact.

“Hard day today, sir,” I
said.

He cracked an eye open and grunted.

“I started working on my
arms today,” I said, by way of something to talk about.

He grunted again and then took another
drink.

“And learned a new dish
from Wilson.”

He finished his drink and poured another,
and I concentrated on my driving.

After a few minutes, to my surprise, he
turned on the stereo. It was some sort of soft, instrumental thing
with lots of strings. I made a face. I supposed it was relaxing,
but I liked my music with a lot more beat to it.

I looked back and saw him taking a sip of
his drink, his other hand kind of moving, sweeping back and forth
in time to the music. He caught my eye and I looked away.

“Not your kind of music,
right, Slate?”

“Um, not really,
sir.”

“Why not?”

“Well, you can't really
dance to it.”

He snorted. “It was made to be danced to,
Slate.”

“I've never done any of
that slow dancing stuff,” I said.

“You mean real dancing, as
opposed to wildly swinging your arms, legs and hips
about?”

“It has no beat to
it.”

“So that's a
yes.”

“When I'm tired, a good
beat gives me energy,” I said. “It makes you want to
move.”

“I have very little desire
to move right now, Slate. Perhaps if you moved more in the daytime
you'd feel the same.”

“I moved!” I said. “I
exercised, and cooked and cleaned the car, and swam.”

“Not naked, I trust.
Chalmers would have kittens.”

“Uhm, no.”

“There's that word
again.”

“Sorry, sir.”

“Not that I would
personally object, of course. I swim naked myself.”

I flushed a little. I still wasn't sure if
he knew I'd watched him.

“Chalmers doesn't mind
that, of course.”

“Why? Is he
gay?”

'I'm not sure Chalmers is anything, to be
honest. But I'm the master of the house. You are a mere servant. I
am free to do as I choose in my house. You need to scurry about,
cringing, and bowing and fawning.”

“I don't cringe very well,”
I said.

“How about
bowing?”

“When you get selected as
pope, sir.”

He chuckled in surprise.

“That's not likely to
happen any time soon.”

“I don't know. You kind of
live like a monk.”

“Do you think so, Slate?
Think I should be partying more?”

“It wouldn't
hurt.”

“Sir.”

“It wouldn't hurt,
Sir.”

“I have no time for that
sort of thing.”

We got to the house and I slowed at the
door.

“Drive into the
garage.”

I looked at him in surprise for a moment,
then obeyed, driving into the big garage and parking. I got out and
saw he was fooling with his papers so went around and opened the
door for him. He climbed out, put his briefcase on the hood, then
wandered over to the Porsche.

He opened the door and slid into the drivers
seat, and I bit my lower lip in concern. He'd had at least three
drinks that I'd seen, and they hadn't been small ones.

“You're not intending to
drive are you?”

“I thought I might take it
for a spin.”

“You've been
drinking.”

He glared at me. “Sir,” he said.

“You've been drinking,
sir.”

He snorted and reached up to the visor for
the key. I leaned in and snatched it, and he really glared.

“Slate.”

“You've been drinking,
sir.”

He opened the door and got out, and for a
moment I thought he'd try to grab the keys back, but then he smiled
and bent and waved as he held the door.

“You drive
then.”

I got in quickly and he closed the door and
went around to the passenger seat.

“Do you know how to drive …
fast, Slate?”

“Yes, sir. I don't know how
to not get a ticket, though, if we get caught.”

“Let me worry about
tickets.”

I started the engine and we pulled out. The
car handled beautifully, and I drove down the driveway and out onto
the road, then accelerated rapidly. The car was a dream to drive!
It was exhilarating! I avoided going onto the highway at first,
just to feel the cornering as we swung around sharp, hairpin
turns.

Then I took the on-ramp and headed down the
highway, accelerating even more. I didn't go crazy on it, but we
were passing cars pretty rapidly before I spend down an off-ramp
and took a side road. The side road was long and straight and empty
and I accelerated up it, then braked and took another sharp
turn.

I had no idea where the hell we were but
that hardly mattered. The GPS would take us home any time it was
asked.

It was getting dark, though, and racing down
county roads in the dark was something only a fool did, so when I
spotted an empty, shuttered diner I pulled in and then braked as I
spun the wheel. The car's back end swung wildly around and left us
pointed at the road again and he laughed in delight.

“Very good, Slate,” he
said.

He got out of the car and after a moment I
did too. I walked forward to where he was now sitting back against
the hood, looking out onto the dimming light on the horizon.

“If we'd gotten here a
little faster we'd see a sunset,” I quipped.

He stood up and turned abruptly, and I
blinked in surprise. Then I gasped as his hands closed on my waist
and he lifted me up and swung me around to sit me down on the front
hood!

“I,” he said, glaring at
me, “Am not ready for sunsets.”

What the hell did that mean?

And then my eyes widened further as he
leaned into me and his hands slid around me and I opened my mouth,
partly in astonishment, and maybe to protest – or maybe not, and
then I couldn't say anything because his lips were covering
mine!

The first thought I had, other than
astonishment, was that he must have been drinking vodka, not gin,
because I couldn't taste anything on his breath. The second, as his
hands slid up and down my back and he pulled me in tighter, as his
lips pushed down and his tongue began to dart past mine, was a
wild, fluttering indecision about what to do!

I mean, he was hot! And I kind of liked him,
and... he was obviously stressed, and sure worked hard, and … and
he was my boss, which meant I didn't want to disappoint him, but on
the other hand, he was my boss! You don't sleep with your boss! Of
course, I'd never had a boss that looked like him before!

And then, to be honest, much of that was
washed away because, well, Stirling was one hell of a kisser! And
he wasn't impatient, though he was clearly passionate – if you
could use that word for the mad, sudden lunge against me and the
way he held me so tightly and the almost frantic way his lips were
moving against me and his hands were... well...

I mean he didn't rush
through the kissing to get at the good parts. It wasn't something
he just did because he felt it was kind of mandatory. It was clear,
very, very clear, that he liked kissing, that kissing was an end
unto itself!

His lips moved voraciously against my own,
as if he had an incredible hunger he was desperate to sate. His
tongue didn't plunge into my mouth, though, but teased and caressed
my own, swirling and shifting as the kiss went on... and on! It was
just starting to occur to my dazed mind that I'd never had a kiss
this long in my life when I felt his hand sliding in under my
jacket and cupping my breast through my blouse.

That send a wild raw shock of sensation
through me: heat, hunger, embarrassment, indecision, excitement,
and I moaned into his mouth as his thumb stroked across my nipple,
bringing it to eager life.

Much of my mind was still sputtering, mind
you, kind of like, you know, uh, what the hell was going on!?

But that was background. It was sinking
under a wild rush of emotions and sensations as Stirling, in a way
which didn't surprise me in the slightest, completely seized
control. His fingers had been stroking in and out of my hair, and
now tightened on it, jerking my head up and back. Just as I gasped,
startled, his lips left mine and slid down along the nape of my
neck.

I gulped in air, gasping, hardly aware as he
released my hair and he pushed the jacket back over my shoulders to
spill down my arms, then, amazingly quick, they were back, nimbly
undoing the buttons down the front of my blouse. His mouth was
practically feeding at the nape of my neck and along my shoulder as
he shoved my shirt back over my shoulders as well!

That exposed my bare shoulders, and his lips
and teeth slid along my left shoulder as he pulled my bra down and
his other hand jerked back on my hair so that my back arched. I
cried out as I felt his mouth covering the center of my left
breast! His tongue and lips were as skilled there as they were in
kissing, and I shuddered, my mind veering wildly from near panic to
a wild sort of wonder as he kneaded my breasts even while undoing
my bra and pushing it free.

He was not tender, nor gentle, nor
restrained. He was like a wild, eager teenage boy (I had had a lot
of experience with the breed), forceful, hungry, and unrestrained,
and yet with far more skill than them. God! He was chewing on my
breasts! His teeth were digging into my soft flesh but... but in a
way which, combined with his swirling tongue and sucking rhythmic
breaths, produced a wild, dark ache that somehow felt wildly
exciting!

And then, just like that, he'd released my
hair, jerked upright, and was undoing the front of my trousers! I
had fallen back onto the hood when he released me, and now I
gasped, my mind recalling we were near the road, and it wasn't even
completely dark yet and that anyone could come by!

I kind of started to push myself up to a
sitting position, even though my arms were entangled by bra straps,
shirt and jacket, but he popped the clasp, then got his big hands
into my trousers, and yanked them up and back. I let out a yelp as
pants and panties jerked down my legs. He lifted up, and my feet
were suddenly up in the air as my shoes were yanked off with the
trousers!

I was practically naked! I
flushed hotly, yelping, trying to cover myself with my hands
despite how my arms were restricted, but my legs had fallen onto
his shoulders, and he was now eagerly kissing and licking and
chewing his way down along my inner thigh. He abruptly jerked my
legs apart and back and then he was right there!

You know
where! He was on
his knees, and his bent arms were pressing my legs down against the
surface of the car as his fingers traced the line of my sex! His
tongue moved in and I grabbed his head, trying to push him back
because... because... things were going way, WAY too
fast!

He resisted, licking at me, his tongue
amazing! The sensations wild and raw and flooding through my body
until my fingers began to shake and then instead of pushing against
him I was pulling at him!

He solved that issue easily enough. With his
bent arms pinning my legs he reached up and gripped my wrists,
pinning them to my sides while he.. while his tongue, his lips...
Oh wow!

His tongue pushed shockingly deep between
the throbbing, swollen lips of my sex, flitting and twisting and
darting about, caressing me in places and in ways I'd never felt
nor even imagined! He used his nose of all things, while he did so,
rubbing it back and forth against my clitoris.

But not for long! He moved upward, his lips
sucking in a wild, uneven, rhythmic way at my clitoris as his
tongue stroked gently back and forth, swirling and twisting in a
way which had my hips grinding helplessly up at him! I wanted to
say something, but had very little breath left!

I was gulping in air, gasping, moaning, my
chest rising and falling with the wild rush of excitement and
sensations flooding my body and mind! I was... it was all so out of
control! Sex had always been a decision I'd made well before it
started, not quite planned but... this was all a wild, mad rush and
I was overwhelmed by it all!

And then the sensations rolled my mind and I
cried out in a gurgling wail of orgasmic pleasure, my hips bucking
violently up at him as I came with an intensity I couldn't ever
remember! OhmyGod what an orgasm! I writhed atop his car, back
arching, head rolling as only a lack of breath kept me from
screaming!

My legs trembled and shook, my entire body
convulsed by the incredible release of energy!

And then it slowly passed and I went limp
save for my heaving chest. I groaned, staring up at the darkening
sky, mouth wide, eyes slitted. I felt his tongue sliding up and
down my inner thighs, then up my stomach, circling my belly. I
groaned as I felt and sensed him coming closer, and rolled my eyes
back to see him as he licked his way onto my breasts.

I moaned as he chewed at my rock hard
nipples until I tried to push him back for the ache. But he was
still holding my wrists at my sides! His teeth drew back and he
began to lick, long, delicious strokes of his soft, warm, slick
tongue soothed the ache. Then his lips formed a kiss and began to
suck gently, but with growing strength.

I gasped as I felt one of his hands slid
down my belly and in between my legs. His fingers penetrated me,
sliding deep, and I moaned at how obviously wet and ready I was.
His lips, meanwhile, moved up off my breasts, up along my throat,
then onto mine again, and I moaned as I kissed him, as he finally
let go of my wrists and I tried to slide my hands up over his
neck.

I couldn't, though. The sleeves of shirt and
blazer still restricted my movements. And so I was helpless to do
anything but lay there as we kissed, and then as he shifted back
down once again. His fingers were moving inside me, and now he was
sliding back down to form that soft, moist, warm kiss against my
clitoris once more.

He started on my clit again, his fingers
pumping in and out of me, and I groaned, back arching, legs spread
achingly wide, the tendons in my thighs aching as his mouth
reignited the wild, raw heat in my lower belly and I began to
tremble and gasp. My insides tightened and thrummed with energy,
and the intensity of that energy grew more and more powerful.

My head felt too tight, as if the energy was
threatening to explode inside my skull, and my hands clawed at his
head, trying to pull him down harder. But he would not be rushed,
and suddenly he reared up again, up above me. He looked at me, a
wild, intense look in his eyes, then roughly flipped me over onto
my belly.

I grunted, gasped, still overwhelmed by it
all as I felt his hands yank blazer and shirt off in one rough
motion. The bra followed, and I felt a sense of dazed wonderment
that I was naked! Oh wait, I still had socks on, not naked, I
thought weakly.

And the scarf. No, his hands gripped it and
jerked it off. Then I felt him grasp my wrists and pull them up and
back behind me, crossing them. A moment later, while I was still
trying to catch my breath, I felt the scarf slip around them and
then tighten. My eyes and mouth both widened, yet I still didn't
understand, even as he looped it around my wrists a second time,
then a third, and tied it off.

“Wh-what... what –
?”

Then I squealed as he roughly flipped me
onto my back again, as if I weighed nothing! I gaped up at him,
laying on my arms, and now there was a dark and feral grin on his
face.

“Your hands are interfering
with my work, Slate,” he growled.

He dropped to his knees again and roughly
forced my legs wide, then covered my entire sex with his wide open
mouth! He looked up the length of my body at my wide eyes, seemed
to chuckle, then his lips drew in tighter and he began to focus on
my clitoris once again.

His fingers slid up to pluck, pinch, and
caress my nipples, and down again, plunging into what was rapidly
becoming a voracious volcano of surging pressure and energy between
my legs!

I came again, arching and bucking
uncontrollably, writhing in unrestrained animal passion as the
orgasm rang my head like a bell. I cried out, twisting and
half-sobbing breathlessly as he rammed his fingers into me and
drove the power of the orgasm into even more intense realms!

It... hurt. But it hurt soooo goood!

I went limp again, gulping in air, having
forgotten to breath during the entire time of the orgasm. My chest
heaved as Stirling finally unzipped. His cock came free, but I
could only see a dim shadow of it in the poor light. I felt it,
though, as I lay there groaning, felt the soft head rubbing up and
down the length of my sex, sliding across my clitoris to produce a
sensation so raw and powerful it almost hurt.

And then he pushed against me, and I groaned
as I felt him trying to enter me, felt the lips of my sex
stretching wide, and then wider. He was thicker than anyone I'd
ever had, and I groaned at the aching sensation s he slowly forced
the lips of my sex in and back... and back, and then began to push
inward.

I could do nothing more than lay on my bound
arms... bound? I was tied up! He'd tied my wrists together! Holy
shit! That was an amazing thing! And the only reason my mind wasn't
totally focused on it was because of all the wild sensations and
emotions flooding me.

His his, supporting his strong arms, were on
the hood of the car on either side of my head as he leaned into me,
as I felt him pushing slowly deeper into my throbbing, overheated
pussy. He stretched it wide, but it was a delicious stretching and
I shuddered as he moved deeper still, his upper body starting to
come lower.

His lips found mine in the near dark and so
my cry as he pushed deeper still, as he thrust, was muffled by his
mouth. He was long, I knew that, but I hadn't really thought of
what too long might mean. I'd never encountered 'too long' before.
The concept of 'too big' was not amongst those my mind had ever
really considered.

Nor did it now. I didn't care how big he
was. I wanted all of him inside me! As he pushed deeper it ached
more, but I didn't want him to stop. My hips ground on the slick
metal hood below as he began to move his hips up and down. There
was more pain than pleasure in that, at first. But that changed
rapidly.

Even as I felt him pushing his way even
deeper, as the ache shifted location, I felt the wild dark thrill
of sexual hunger and passion surging up anew within my mind and
body. His hands moved roughly through my hair and his lips crushed
mine. He had one hand in my hair and the other under my jaw, firmly
pinning me in place as he kissed me with a kind of mad, desperate
hunger!

His hips moved faster, and I could feel the
rounded nose of the head of his cock kind of punching against what
felt like the back wall of my pussy! Yet if so it was an elastic
wall which seemed to be slowly giving way, being forced back by the
steady pounding beat! It ached, but I didn't care!

The sensations were overwhelming me again,
and I began to cry out with every thrust, gasping and moaning as he
drew back. I felt my legs trying to wrap around him, to drag him in
harder, but he forced them away, straightening, pulling free of my
lips.

He grasped my legs as he rose up, dragging
me closer and then half over the edge of the car. My knees were in
the air, my feet forced back against my buttocks as he pressed his
lower body in against them. He was holding my buttocks up as he
thrust into me, harder, faster, so that I cried out even more
explosively.

It hurt so wonderfully! And then I felt his
zipper, his groin, his hips against my buttocks, against my sex! He
felt so incredibly deep inside me! And the sensation was...
glorious! I shuddered and moaned, my head rolling from side to
side, my hair spilling across my face as I sobbed out in helpless
pleasure!

I was going to come again!

And then I did!

My head jerked back and it was like... like
I was having convulsions, twisting and jerking and crying out as he
thrust into me again and again and again, riding me through it,
overpowering my bound, helpless, naked body as his hips hammered
against my buttocks.

My muscles spasmed and nerve endings
crackled and pulsed as I twisted and bucked through a stunning
orgasmic storm of sensation! It lasted so long dots were dancing
before my eyes before I finally remembered to breath again!
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I lay there like the dead, or at least,
muscles limp, feeling an incredible sense of inertia, of languorous
relaxation. My chest heaved, but my mind bobbed along, drifting on
a soft current of contentment even as I felt him sliding back out
of me.

Then he was drawing back, and sinking to his
knees again. I groaned as his powerful hands spread my thighs and
his tongue began to work at my pussy once again. I tried to moan a
denial but was too dazed and breathless.

His tongue stroked across my clitoris as his
fingers entered me, and I was so incredibly sensitive then the
sensations were too much. I twisted and moaned and shook my head,
unable to speak, hands pulling feebly against the scarf binding my
wrists beneath me.

“Please!” I gasped, eyes
glazed. “Please!”

I needed him to hold back, to wait, to give
me a few moments to catch my breath and straighten out my head! I
needed the powerful, intense sensations to stop so my insides could
stop fluttering and my muscles could stop spasming!

Instead he rose up again, a shadow before
me, and I felt my thighs jerked up and apart again. I felt the
pressure of his hard cock against my swollen sex, and then felt him
pushing into the mouth of my sex, sliding deeper and deeper until I
was stuffed, aching with the fullness inside me!

His hands encircled my legs at the knees,
holding them up and wide, my hips actually raised a few inches
above the surface of the car hood as he slid out, then pushed in
again. I shuddered and moaned, still laying helplessly on my arms,
my wrists tied too tightly to pull free.

He stroked firmly, hard, deep, using what
surely had to be the whole length of him. His hips struck me with a
soft slap, at first, but the force was growing as my mind turned
inward and focused on the sensations of that thick cock moving
inside me.

I felt myself locked in a steady, building
hammer-beat of his rhythmic stroking. His cock pulled out almost
all the way, then thrust in deep and hard, to the point of aching
fulness, then retreated again... and again... and again.

It was... relentless! I was panting and
gasping and moaning softly as the world narrowed to what was
happening between my legs! The long, agonizing withdrawal, that
moment of hesitation, where I felt myself so eagerly, so
frantically waiting, and then the deep, hard, glorious push! Deep,
deep, deeper, oh God, deeper!

And then the hard ache as the nose found
what was surely the very deepest depths of my aching belly, where
he held himself and I felt a glorious sense of pressure and
fullness and wonder even as I ached with it, and then it would
slowly withdraw again to start over.

He was like a machine, and yet, not, for
every little bit he would shift directions a bit by simply shifting
my body from one side to the other, or lowering my hips a little,
or raising them higher. My breaths became moans and squeaks and
soft, helpless cries that turned increasingly passionate.

“F-F-faster!” I gasped
desperately at last.

He ignored me, and I shuddered and moaned,
my hips now twisting and writhing in his grasp, my wrists pulling
harder and harder against the scarf as I sought to pull them free
so I could grab him and yank him in against me!

The sexual pressure grew like the drumbeat
of his thrusting hips, like the piston of his cock inside me, into
a wild, feverish, pounding heat that threatened to consume me! I
arched and twisted and moaned, my tangled hair spilling over my
eyes as my head rolled from side to side. And still he held me
tightly and thrust, thrust, thrust!

“Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”
I gasped desperately.

He ignored me again.

“Please!” I half sobbed.
“Please!”

I shuddered as his hands pulled out further
to the side, stretching my legs out wider so the tendons in my
inner thighs burned and strained.

“Please!” I
cried.

He kept thrusting: in and out, in and out,
in and out!

I had never felt like this! I had never felt
such an incredible intensity to the hunger and heat within me! It
was like a fever dream, where my very skin flared with heat and I
twisted and moaned and sobbed at the pressure within me, a pressure
which needed release so incredibly badly!

Finally, a sound from him other than his
deep, harsh breathing.

“You... forgot to … say...
sir!” he growled.

“Sir! Sir! Sir!” I cried.
“Please, sir! Please, sir! Please!” I cried.

I felt my legs jerked in and then up and
back violently, until my knees were jammed against the metal
beneath me and my buttocks were lifted up and back, and then his
dark shadow leaned over me and his hips began to work faster, and
faster, and harder, until his hips were pounding against my
upturned buttocks with bruising force!

I screamed as the release took me, as the
wild howling storm of sensations was released to break upon my
hungry, feverish mind. I cried out again and again and again as his
cock speared me, as his hips crushed me, as his looming shadow
blotted out the world and my body trembled like a plucked guitar
cord.

And somewhere in the midst of it I felt the
change in tempo, the change in his breathing, as he leaned even
further over, and his own orgasm took him. He drove himself into me
with a savage series of thrusts that hurt even in the midst of the
howling vortex of my climax, then half collapsed atop me.

Though, of course, not for long.

He eased up and back fairly quickly,
panting, then taking deep, even breaths as he straightened. I felt
his tight grip on my legs easing, then he let them go and my knees
slowly eased back down and apart as I lay, sweating and dazed and
gulping in air.

God!

I heard his zipper going up, and saw his
shadow moving around as the darkness grew around us. The passenger
door opened and he leaned so that I felt his weight on the car. I
just lay there, staring up at the dark sky, still overwhelmed by it
all.

Wow.
If I could put into words what filled my mind,
that was it. Wow.

And then his shadow was there again and I
felt his hands on my legs jerking me forward, sliding me to the
edge of the car. His hands shifted to my hips, my waist, then under
my arms as he lifted me up. I thought he was helping me to my feet,
but he kept lifting and I squeaked as he raised me into the air and
dropped me, belly down, across his left shoulder.

“Wh-what... what are... you
– ?”

He slapped my bottom sharply and I helped as
he carried me around to the passenger side of the car and then bent
over and carefully put me into the seat.

“I-I... what –?”

He buckled me in and closed the door, then
went around to the drivers side.

The car rumbled to life and he put it into
gear and pulled out of the weed covered parking lot onto the back
road. His finger reached out for the GPS and he brought up 'home'.
The car laid out the route and started speaking.

I shook my head, my mind waking to the fact
I was naked and the car was moving and oh, by the way, I was still
tied up!

“Y-You... untie me!” I
finally said.

He ignored me, watching the road.

“I... Mr.
Stirling!”

He pulled onto the on-ramp and pulled into
light traffic, then turned and looked at me momentarily, a strange
smile on his face.

“Y-you shouldn't be
driving,” I said, still not exactly breathing evenly.

“You can't drive with your
wrists tied behind you, Slate,” he said in a calm, casual
voice.

I flushed, twisting a bit.

“Untie me!”

He turned again, and I thought I saw that
smile in the darkened car.

“Why would I do
that?”

“But... but you have to!” I
gulped.

“I'm not finished with you
yet, Slate,” he said.

“Someone might see me!” I
gulped, trying to scrunch down.

“It's dark,” he
said.

“What if we get
stopped!?”

“We had best not get
stopped,” he said.

I was... unnerved and confused, to say the
least.

We got home fairly quickly, for unlike my
zig zag drive out we were headed back in a straight line, and
suddenly we were heading up the driveway and into the open garage!
Stirling got out of the car, went around to the passenger side, and
opened the door, then leaned in and undid the seat belt crossing
between my breasts.

My bare breasts!

I flushed hotly as he looked in at me, and
then again as he gripped my arm and pulled me up and out of the car
to stand before him. I mean, I was naked! And yes, I'd been naked
since he'd practically torn my clothes off, but this was naked
under the bright, fluorescent lights of the garage!

His eyes moved intently over my body, and
then suddenly he turned me about so my back was to him and pushed
on my shoulder, half bending me against the car. I gasped as I felt
his other hand almost delicately skimming the round, soft surface
of my buttocks.

Then, before I could think to protest or say
anything he spun me around just as sharply and yanked me up into
the air to drop belly-down over his shoulder again!

“Hey!” I gasped. “M-Mr
Stirling!”

His left arm pinned my legs against his
chest as he simply carried me through the garage and into the
house. I felt a rush of heat at the thought Chalmers or Maria might
see me, and frantically calculated the time. They were both off
duty and should be in their rooms, and he wasn't headed up towards
my room but down along the corridor to the main part of the
house!

“P-Put me down!” I
gasped.

Crack! His free hand slapped my
bottom sharply.

“Ow! Hey!”

“You forget yourself,
Slate,” he said, in the same calm, measured voice he always used
with me. “You are to address me as sir, and incorporate a measure
of proper respect in your voice and attitude when you do
so.”

He carried me through the entry hall with
its huge chandelier, then down another corridor.

“Wh-where are we going!?” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Sir, Slate. How many times
must I remind you?” he demanded.

“Wh-where are we going,
sir!?”

“To my room, Slate. I have
some things to teach you.”

My eyes were already wide, and I'm not sure
they could have gotten any wider.

Was he kidding? He'd already almost fucked
my brains out! He'd already made me climax several times, and each
of them was more powerful than any climax I'd ever had in my life!
And he wasn't finished!?

And he wanted me to call him sir!?

“Jackson!”

Crack!

“I didn't give you
permission to use my Christian name, Slate,” he said in a stern
growl.

He was climbing a flight of stairs now, and
a moment later emerged in a familiar corridor, one I'd sneaked up
to explore my first day. He pushed open a door and we were in the
front part of his suite. I yelped as he kind of bent and flipped me
upright, then held my arms tightly to keep me from falling before
pushing down so that I sank to my knees on the carpeted floor.

He looked down at me and I stared up, face
flushed, mouth open, filled with a strange mix of wary anxiety and
excitement.

“Sit back on your heels,
Slate,” he ordered.

Gulping, I did so, and then his right foot
came forward, pressing in between my knees, roughly nudging them
apart.

“Spread your knees, Slate.
There's a good girl. No, wider. Wider still.”

I felt the heat in my face but did as he
wanted, baring myself obscenely. The light in the front part of the
suite wasn't the white fluorescent of the garage but was more
restrained, coming from track lights on either side of the
room.

Then he flipped a switch and the gasp
powered fireplace lit up, the flames dancing. A moment later, the
stereo came on.

“Keep your back straight
and shoulders back, Slate,” he ordered sternly.

I flinched, jerking my shoulders back,
feeling very, very naked before him, and my face probably looked
something like a deer caught in headlights.

He removed his blazer, folded it, and put it
on the arm of an armchair. His fingers casually moved down the
front of his shirt, undoing the buttons, and I felt as though my
chest was getting too tight to breath!

He pulled the shirt out of the waistband of
his black pants, and I indeed felt breathless then as his upper
torso was revealed to my eager eyes. Up close, this time! My eyes
raced from neck to naval and back again, trying to drink him all in
as he undid his belt and then pulled down the zipper. He pulled his
black pants off and stood there in black boxers, looking at me.

“Don't move, Slate,” he
said, turning and heading into the bedroom.

“But – .”

“And don't speak,” he
growled, pointing a finger at me before he disappeared.

What the hell!? What the hell!? This was all
insane! I had just been fucked by my boss! This was so not cool!
And yet it had been incredible!

The bedroom was divided from the front room
by a kind of huge white and gray plexiglass wall which had soft,
curving lines across it. He appeared suddenly, still wearing only
the boxers, but now holding a kind of black... stick.

I stared at it, for that was obviously what
he'd gone for. It was about, oh, eighteen inches long, or so. It
had a handle which tapered quickly into a long, slim black rod
which ended in a small, flat red hand about two inches long.

“Wh-what's that?” I
gulped.

“Did I not just give you
instructions to not move or speak, Slate?” he growled.

“But – .”

He pushed over a leather ottoman and sat
down before me, at the same time grasping my hair and firmly
pulling it up and back. I gasped aloud as my back was arched, my
breasts thrusting out at him.

“Are you arguing with me,
Slate?” he demanded.

And then I felt that... that thing, the rod
between my legs! I felt the side of it, the edge, if you will,
pressing up against me, and then.. and then kind of sinking in
between my labia.

“I thought I had made it
clear to you, Slate, that I require obedience and discipline from
servants,” he said.

As he spoke, he was almost casually sliding
the … rod, up and down against me.

“I believe I told you I
liked predictability from those I employ.”

He slid the thing up and it pulled free of
me, but then I felt a sharp, light little smack, not of the rod
itself but the little flat hand thing at its tip.

Again my clitoris.

I gasped at the sudden sharp sensation. It
wasn't painful, just startling, though I can't say it was
pleasant.

At least, not at first.

The hand thing started rubbing against me,
though. It was made of some sort of soft leather.

“Clearly our situation has
changed somewhat in that your duties have grown,” he said,
continuing to rub the little hand against my clitoris. “But that
simply enhances the need for the discipline of which I
spoke.”

“I-I don't know what you
mean!” I gasped.

The little hand stopped rubbing and instead
drew back to smack me there, and I yelped, then again as it smacked
me a second time, then continued to smack me in short, quick little
motions.

“You forgot to say sir
again, Slate,” he said calmly.

“P-P-Please! Sir!” I
gasped.

The hand stopped slapping and started
rubbing again.

“Your list of skills on
your resume was incomplete, Slate,” he said, rubbing at me. “You
neglected to outline your oral skills.”

My head was swirling and churning!

The little hand slid up my taut, bowed body,
then began to slap against my left breast, right over the
nipple.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I
gasped.

His fingers twisted sharply, jerking my head
further back.

“Oral skills, Slate. Would
you care to give me a summary of them?”

“I-I don't know what you
mean!” I gasped.

The little hand had started rubbing against
my throbbing, hot nipple. Now it slapped down again.

“Sir, Slate. How many times
must I tell you?”

“Sir!”

He eased back, then pulled my head up and
forward, but kept pulling until I was bent over, and then I grunted
as I kind of fell forward, though he controlled the fall.

“On your face, Slate. Yes,
like this. Raise your bottom higher and spread your legs. There's a
good girl.”

Thwack! The thin rod snapped down across my
buttocks and I yelped.

“Ow! Don't!”

“Spread your legs,
Slate.”

I jerked them apart and his hands moved over
them, then he stood up.

“Don't move. Don't
speak.”

He went back into the bedroom and I stared,
somewhat incredulously, at the carpet under my cheek, under my
chin, my bottom stuck in the air, my legs apart, my breasts
pressing against the floor.

He returned, holding two pinkish objects in
his hand, but I barely got a glimpse before he was behind me.

He sat on the ottoman again, and I felt his
fingers at my sex, caressing me, then pushing into me. I gasped and
bit my lower lip, my mind entirely confused and feeling more
stuttery than my voice!

I felt a pressure against my bottom, then,
not against my pussy, and my eyes widened.

“Don't!” I
gasped.

Crack!

His hand slapped sharply against my bottom,
and I felt the pressure continue, felt something hard pushing its
way into me, something that seemed to be getting wider and wider as
it pushed forward. Then it narrowed abruptly and it felt as though
it were being sort of... sucked into my body.

But not entirely. It was lodged just inside
me, but some part of it was still protruding. I felt it flat
against the outside of my body!

I gasped as he took my hair again and pulled
me up and back onto my knees.

“Legs apart, Slate,” he
barked, in a voice which instantly pulled my knees wide.

I remembered, then, the internet article
about his divorce, how his wife had called him kinky.

This certainly qualified in my eyes!

He sat down on the ottoman and then held
something up in front of my face. It was, very clearly, a dildo. It
was big, though I thought it was smaller than him, and
realistically shaped.

“This will keep your hungry
little pussy satisfied until I can give it something more, Slate,”
he said.

“Wha – ? Ow!”

He pulled on my hair, forcing me up off my
heels, then bent and placed the dildo under me, the base against
the floor.

“All right. Now sink down
slowly.”

It did not really occur to me to even
protest, I mean, not really, until I felt the head pushing up
through the mouth of my sex. And then I saw little point of even
trying. I groaned as I sank down onto it, as I felt it sliding
through the lips of my pussy, inch by cool inch.

Then he stood up and released my hair. He
abruptly pulled his boxers down and off and my mind was completely
refocused on the sight of him naked.

“Knees wider, Slate,” he
growled, taking up the rod thing.

I gulped, shifting my knees wider on the
carpet.

“Shift your heels apart so
that your torso lowers,” he said. “We want you at the proper height
for efficient performance,” he said.

I wasn't sure what he wanted, but I obeyed,
at least in part because of the heat which was now building inside
me, and the knowledge lowering my body would – .

“Oh!” I gasped, as I felt
the dildo pushing up deeper into my pussy.

He reached forward and seized my hair,
gathering, combing through it, then using it to pull me forward
against him.

“Start your performance,
Slate. I need to determine how much instruction you require in
order to fulfill your duties.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask 'what
duties' when his cock was pressed against my mouth. It didn't take
a genius to figure out what he meant, then. I opened my mouth but
he gripped his flaccid cock and lifted it up and back, then pulled
my mouth in against the underside.

Okay, I thought. I knew how to do this. I
felt a sudden determination to impress him. He was so... superior,
so in control, and in my experience, the way to make a man lose
control was, well, to make his little head take over.

I had never given a blow-job with my wrists
tied behind my back though! That was going to be an interesting, if
exciting challenge! I softened my face and licked at his scrotum,
my tongue darting out with delicate flicking motions to caress his
skin. I formed my lips into a kiss, and kissed one of his balls,
then pressed forward, sucking lightly, drawing it slowly into my
mouth.

If he thought I was some dumb girl who
didn't know what to do compared to Mr. Sophisticated he was going
to be in for a surprise!

I sucked his testicle into my mouth, licking
it gently, massaging it between my tongue and the inside of my
mouth, then, still sucking, drew back, letting it slowly draw out
of my pursed lips. I licked along the underside of his scrotum, and
even lower, then up along the other side, pulling his other
testicle into my mouth and working on it.

I softened my eyes, looking up the length of
his body at him, and felt a little shudder run through me. Gazing
up that long, firm body at his stern eyes made something thrum deep
within my lower belly!

I licked up along his cock, which was
already hardening, turned my head sideways to mouth and caress it,
then licked down again at his balls and scrotum. I pressed my face
against him, using my cheeks to massage his groin.

Lap dance, huh? I'd give him a lap dance,
all right!

I shifted cheeks, moaning softly, tongue
caressing him as he hardened still further. Looking up his body I
could see his chest was rising and falling faster now too as he
released his cock and it dropped down. It kind of dangled, but not
much. It was pointing down at an angle.

I rubbed my face against it again, feeling a
strange dark thrill at my bound wrists again, then used my face and
tongue to lift his cock up, higher and higher, licking slowly up
the underside of his cock until I had the head kind of pressed back
by my lips against his belly and was letting my tongue stroke
against it in quick, light little licks.

I eased my face back and his cock lowered
again, but not nearly as much. It was now rigid and pointed
slightly up at an angle. God it was beautiful. I stared at it,
slightly entranced, excited and getting more excited by the second
as I licked up along it again until the head was on my lower lip,
then I closed my lips and drew him down until I could push
forward.

His cock slid into my mouth, over my tongue,
through my lips, which strained wide. How wide excited me even
further. God, his cock was exciting to look at and feel! It nearly
filled my mouth as I slid still further forward, and I felt a sense
of challenge and wary uncertainty. I'd deep throated before, and
was proud of it, but this was big!

I slid back and forth, sucking on it, and my
eyes rolled up at him, noting that he had now folded his arms
across his chest in a particularly arrogant position. The sight
turned me on even more, for some reason! What an arrogant
bastard!

I pushed forward, past the slick wetness of
his shaft, feeling the head pushing into the back of my mouth. I
drew back again, slowly, sucking and licking, then felt my pussy
grinding a little against the floor, but now I rose up onto my
heels, and grunted as I let the heel of my foot push against the
base of the dildo, jamming it higher!

I pushed my lips down the length of his
cock, closed my eyes, and swallowed.

I gagged a bit, then I felt this deep ache
in my throat from the thickness! But I forced myself forward,
determined he wouldn't be able to criticize me for backing off! I
forced my lips further and further down his shaft, my tongue
skimming along the underside, then opened my eyes, feeling a little
shudder run through me as I saw there was stills several inches to
go! Fuck!

I stared, somewhat amazed, at his shaft
sliding forward into my mouth, and then gurgled weakly as my lips
were finally wrapped around the base, and my throat was utterly
stuffed with him. I rolled my eyes up at him and saw his arms
unfold quickly, felt a tremble in his body. Then his hands were on
the back of my head, pulling me in hard – though I was already up
against him.

I felt myself locked tightly against him for
long seconds, saw his eyes filled with heat and hunger as he looked
down at me. I felt a slight wave of near panic, wondering if he was
going to hold me there for long, because of course, he was too big
to breath.

But then his hands unfolded and his eyes
seemed to close. I slid slowly back up, staring in fascination as
his shaft appeared from beneath my nose, inch after glistening,
gleaming, beautiful inch of it until it seemed impossible I'd had
that much inside me!

I coughed a bit, and drew in deep, shaky
breaths, covering it by licking at the head, then letting him pop
free so I could lick and suck on his balls and rub my cheeks
against him again. But as soon as I had my breath back I took him
deep again as he shuddered softly.

 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


It was Stirling who pulled back the second
time, and quickly, gripping my hair as his hips drew away. He was
back in that eager, passionate hunger state again, and jerked me
back, then forward by the hair, bending me over until my chest and
shoulders were on the floor.

Crack!
His hand slapped against my bottom
sharply.

“Spread your legs, Slate!”
he growled, dropping to his knees behind me.

I moaned and then gasped as he slapped me
again, jerking up on my hips.

I felt the slick round head pushing against
me, rubbing up and down the length of my sex, then pushing forward,
pushing through the taut lips of my sex and then... deeper!

Oh God it felt good pushing into me! I was
so wet and so ready, and the dildo, even though it wasn't as thick,
made it easy for me to take him all the way inside me! I groaned as
I felt his hips grinding against my buttocks, as I felt the aching
pressure of his cock against the absolute deepest part of my
pussy!

His hands pressed down on the floor
alongside my shoulders, and his hips drew back, then thrust sharply
forward, drawing a gasp from my open mouth! Again, he drew back and
thrust forward, then again, using longer strokes now as I felt his
hand in my hair, gathering it up and then jerking my head back
sharply!

Crack!

He slapped my bottom again, using my hair
like a handle, lifting my head and shoulders off the floor.

Crack!

He slapped me again, thrusting harder,
faster, my entire body shaking now from the force of his hips
slapping against me. The shaking grew worse as he thrust faster,
his hips slamming against me with bruising force, that thick,
slick, warm, beautiful cock impaling me again and again!

It ached so incredibly wonderful! I cried
out in helpless pleasure as it drove into me, as it pounded into
me! My eyes were glazed over, I'm sure, as my body shuddered to the
force of his thrusts, his other hand moving beneath me to roughly
squeeze and fondle my breast.

I had never had sex this... rough. It was
rough and wild and savage and incredibly intense! It was taking my
breath away, blowing my mind to dust! Every breath was a cry as his
cock impaled me, as his hips slammed against me, as he yanked at my
hair and slapped at my bottom and squeezed my breast too hard!

I had never felt anything like it! And with
my wrists still tied tightly behind my back there wasn't a thing I
could do, which meant... there wasn't a thing I needed to consider
or think about doing – which meant – my mind was just completely
inert, completely open to the wild flood of sensations and emotions
pouring into it!

I felt... hot... heat roiling through my
body, sizzling along my skin. My scalp ached. My insides ached. My
bottom ached! My breasts were starting to ache! And yet there was
this massive, churning energy wave swirling and churning inside me,
making my nerve endings crackle with sexual electricity.

The heat was a fever, and the world around
me seemed to cloud over, like a haze was before my eyes, like it
was all a wild fever dream! I gasped and grunted in dazed pleasure,
crying out now every time that immense cock sheathed itself in my
burning pussy!

And then I came, the intensity such that I
couldn't scream, couldn't do anything but tremble violently even as
he continued to hammer himself into me! My mouth was drawn back in
a soundless scream, my face drawn into a wild, strained rictus as
convulsions ripped through me for long, endless seconds!

Then I cried out, exhaling all the breath
within me as the orgasm finally allowed my muscles to unclench. I
sagged, but that only made my scalp ache more, for he held my head
up and back. But then he pushed down and I groaned as my upper
torso and face sagged to the floor once again. He slid his hands
back down onto my hips, jerking me back now as he redoubled his
thrusts.

My cheek jerked and slid against the rug as
I moaned dazedly, insensibly, his monster cock still pounding in
and out of me, my body still jerking to and fro as he rode me. I
moaned and gasped feeling like my insides were being churned into a
frothing, steaming stew!

And then the stew began to steam once more.
I moaned, half denying it, feeling drained and exhausted. But he
kept pounding against me, and then he jerked my hair up and back,
lifting my face and shoulders off the floor once more.

Crack! His hand smacked against
my bottom sharply.

Crack! He did it again and I
gasped at the sharp pain.

Crack! Another sharp snapping
pain in my bottom made me moan and try to shake my head.

I wanted to tell him to stop! I just didn't
have any breath or the ability to form words! I writhed and moaned
as he continued to thrust into me, and continued to slap my
bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

And the sharp little bursts of pain, of
sensation seemed now to ripple through my pelvis, like an echo
resonating down to my groin, and I felt a sharp, tingling sensation
there, which grew rapidly into a very intense throbbing pleasure, a
heightening of the nerve endings, which became more and more
sensitive as he continued to thrust into me.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The sharp little stinging sensations
flickered and snapped and popped like the crackle of burning logs,
and then all the different sensations seemed to abruptly meld
together and explode into another massive orgasm that had me
jerking and sobbing and grunting and thrusting my hips back at him
as desperately as I could!

He released my hair and my face almost hit
the floor as he seized my hips, thrusting into me with long,
powerful strokes as I heard his breaths come in deep, ragged gasps,
and then his upper body half collapsed atop mine, his lips against
the back of my throat, his teeth chewing at my soft skin.

He pulled my hair aside, and I heard him
groan, his breath hot against my ear as his mouth and lips slid in
along the nape of my neck and his arms slid around me, underneath
me, crushing my body against him as he jammed himself into me and
finished off with a furious series of short, frantic thrusts.

My eyes were slitted, and I was moaning
weakly as his breath heated the side and back of my neck. Then he
released me and kind of fell over to one side. I sagged lower then
fell onto my side too, kind of pulling my knees up and burning my
face against them in a fetal reaction, still panting for
breath.

I felt and heard him moving behind me, then
felt his hand on my bottom, caressing it gently, then moving
upward. I felt his fingers against the scarf, untying it, and
groaned as my hands came free. I sat up slowly to find him sitting
behind me, a stupidly pleased look on his face, until he saw me
looking at him. Then his face drew into that familiar look of
aloofness and he stood up.

“You have hitherto
unbeknownst skills, Slate,” he said, looking down at me.

His voice was a bit breathless, but
otherwise, fairly similar to the casual superiority he normally
assumed.

I groaned and got to my feet, suddenly
unaccountably self-conscious in my nudity.

“No, Slate,” he suddenly
said, voice sharp. “I don't want to see you hunched over. And get
those arms away from the front of your body. You're not hiding
anything from me!

His hand slid onto the back of my neck,
jerking me up and back, his other hand between my breasts until I
was standing straight enough for his satisfaction.

“Arms at your sides,” he
ordered.

Gulping, I stood straight, and he took his
hands away.

“No slumping, no slouching,
and no trying to cover yourself like a virgin schoolgirl,” he
growled, “Or I'll tan your round little ass!”

I felt a mix of indignation and further self
consciousness. I mean, he was so casual and comfortable in his
nakedness, and here I was already acting like, well, like he said,
like a shy schoolgirl.

He reached for his boxer shorts.

“Now, if you please, get my
dinner ready. It's getting late.”

I stared at him, his words not really
registering at first. He turned me by the arm, gave me a slap on
the bottom, and kind of pushed me toward the door.

“Ten minutes, Slate!' he
said.

I found myself out in the corridor naked! I
stood there a few long seconds as my head tried to figure out what
I was supposed to do, then started walking towards my room. It
wasn't long before my hands did indeed creep in front of me, one
crossing my breasts, the other kind of hovering over my groin as I
quickened my pace.

I mean, I was naked in the hall! What if
Chalmers or Maria came out and came over to this side of the house!
Okay, that was unlikely, but now I was getting closer and closer to
their side. I would actually have to walk past their doors!

I hurried down the big, central staircase
instead. Naked! It felt so weird to be naked here! I scurried down
the hall to the garage and then into it to get my clothes from the
limo. I didn't bother with underwear, but pulled on the blouse and
pants, then, holding the rest, hurried upstairs and into my
room.

I didn't really have a lot of time to
analyze what had happened. He'd said ten minutes and for some
reason I wasn't thinking how strange that was at all. I mean, it
was my job to get Stirling his dinner, right? And the fact we'd
been having sex for most of the last hour was beside the point.

I stripped off the pants and shirt and then,
gulping, reached back and gripped the … the thing, well, it was a
butt-plug as I soon confirmed, which he'd inserted in my back
passage. I slowly pulled it out and then tossed it into the
wastebasket!.

I pulled on one of the black dresses, the
one with the built-in bra, dropped to my knees, tugged out the high
heels, finally pulled off my socks, which was all I'd been wearing
most of the last hour, and slipped them on, then did up the straps
around my ankles before hurrying downstairs and then up the hall to
the kitchen.

I put his food into the microwave, checked
to ensure the table was properly set, then had a moment to try and
steady my mind.

Wow.

Had that just all happened? With Stirling!?
I was entirely overwhelmed by it all! It wasn't just that Stirling,
my stiff-necked, bossy boss of an employer had just fucked me...
several times, but how amazing and wild and intense it had all
been!

Let me put it this way. If every other sex
I'd had was like flicking a lighter, this was a bonfire!

Holy freaking God! My entire view of sex had
just been radically and probably permanently changed!

God! He'd fucked me on the
hood of a car right by a road! He'd fucked me on my knees with my
hands tied up! He'd ridden me like a bitch in heat! And what was
more astonishing, I had been
a bitch in heat!

I felt rueful, emotionally uncomfortable and
confused. At the same time I felt a bit ripped off because I hadn't
been able to get my fingers on that beautiful cock, hadn't been
able to slide my hands up and down his chest...

And afterward he still called me Slate! How
weird was that!?

And I was still his servant. Well, of
course? Was he supposed to suddenly treat me like his girlfriend
just because we'd had one... or two wild fucks? Come on, Danny, I
thought! Of all the men I had known who were likely to get
sentimental over sex Stirling was probably the very last.

I heard his footsteps on the stairs and felt
suddenly nervous. I turned and hurried to the nearby little
bathroom, then quickly brushed out my hair before hurrying back
just as the microwave dinged. I pulled out the roast chicken with
potatoes and carrots slid it onto a tray and then carried it out
into the dining room.

He was wearing black slacks and a white
cotton shirt, but still managed to look as though he was wearing a
three piece suit.

“You needn't have dressed
for dinner, Slate,” he said.

My face, already warm, heated further as I
slid the food into place before him.

As I did his hand came up along the back of
my thigh and rose up beneath the skirt, sliding up to squeeze my
bare bottom. I inhaled sharply, straightening, not sure what, if
anything to say!

“You should cut and serve
for me, as well, Slate,” he said with raised eyebrows.

Licking my lips nervously, I leaned forward
again, and flinched only slightly as his hand slid up under my
skirt again. I took the knife and began to cut as his fingers
caressed my skin, then eased down between my thigh and stroked
along my pussy.

“Spread your legs wider,
Slate,” he said.

“M-Mr Stirling –
.”

“Now, Slate,” he
growled.

Gulping, I obeyed, leaning forward to
continue cutting slices off the chicken as his fingers pushed
gently up inside me and my breathing began to quicken.

I gasped as his thumb pushed against my back
passage.

“You should have left the
butt-plug in place, Slate,” he said.

I finished putting several slices on his
place and straightened, and he drew his fingers back. Abruptly, he
gripped my arm, pulling sharply down and I gasped, forced to my
knees beside his chair. He gave me a sudden fierce look, his left
hand sliding through my hair as he drew his right up and brushed
his fingers across my lips.

I blinked in startled surprise, not knowing
what – and then his fingers pushed into my mouth! They slid over my
tongue and his other hand tightened in my hair to halt my
instinctive move back.

“Close your lips, Slate,”
he said in a soft voice.

I did.

“Now lick.”

I licked at his fingers as he pumped them
slowly in and out, our eyes locked on each other until he released
my hair and drew his hand back.

“Now into the kitchen. I
think you've forgotten the buns, butter and pepper.”

I stood up on shaky legs. “I was going to
but – .”

“Go,” he said
imperiously.

I turned and hurried back into the kitchen,
flustered and confused.

I returned with another tray and set the
things out before him.

He was chewing on some chicken, knife and
fork in hand, and rolled his eyes up at me.

“Take off the dress,
Slate,” he said.

I sucked in a breath of air, eyes
widening.

“But – .”

“Now, Slate.”

“What if – .”

“You let me worry about
what ifs. Your only concern is obedience.”

Obedience was not really my thing normally
but... but my fingers shook a bit as I gripped the hem and then
peeled the dress up and over my head, then off. He indicated I
should put it across the back of another chair and I did, then
stood there awkwardly.

“Back straight,” he said.
“Shoulders back, chest out.”

I did as he said, blushing as he eyed me,
still eating.

“You have a very lovely
body, Slate,” he said.

He made a face. “That's a redundant
statement. It's like telling someone who just got out of the water
that he or she is wet. I detest people who make obvious
statements.”

He looked at up me again, forking another
piece of chicken into his mouth and chewing as I stood straight
under his gaze.

“But posture is necessary
to enhance the viewing experience.”

What?!

“You don't look nearly as
lovely bent over,” he said. “Unless it's from the opposite
direction, of course.”

I flushed again.

“Butter a bun for me,
Slate,” he said.

Nervous, self-conscious, I stepped forward
and bent to pick up a bun and the butter knife. He didn't grope me
this time, just watched as I buttered it, then turned his head and
opened his mouth.

I stared at him. Was he kidding!? But I
pushed it towards his mouth and he bit off a piece and began to
chew.

“Lovely,” he
said.

He cut another piece of chicken and ate it,
then rolled his eyes at me again.

“You needn't stand. You can
kneel there,” he said, pointing down at a spot next to his
chair.

My mind was kind of dazed but I knelt, and
then at a look, spread my knees apart as he continued to eat.

“Shoulders back, Slate,” he
ordered.

I jerked my shoulders back, chest tight,
stomach fluttering, and my lower belly, well, starting to thrum
with a dark, roiling energy.

“Lay your knuckles on your
outer thighs,” he said.

I looked down, then placed the back of my
hands against the outsides of my thighs.

“Good girl,” he
said.

This was freaking weird!

But hot.

“Another bit of bun,
Slate,” he said.

I blinked uncertainly. Did he mean me to...
yes, I thought, he did!

I rose off my heels and picked up the bun,
then extended it to his mouth. He bit off a piece, and I put the
rest down and sat back on my heels.

He cut another piece of chicken, then had
some potato, then motioned me up again. I picked up the bun and
held it to him and he bit from it, but when I started to move back
I found his hand gripping my hair at the back of my head, holding
me in place.

He half turned in his seat, looking down at
me.

“Arms at your sides,
Slate,” he said softly.

I dropped my arms, mind squirming with
confusion, uncertainty and indecision, heat and excitement swirling
over them all.

He slid his other hand across my lips, then
pushed his fingers into my mouth again. I licked at them as he
turned them over and over in my mouth, and closed my lips, sucking
at them.

His eyes had that glint in them again that
made my pussy thrum, and when he pulled his fingers out of my mouth
he jerked back on my hair, making me cry out.

“Hands at your sides,
Slate!” he barked as my hands instinctively jerked up towards his
hand.

I hesitated, then dropped my hands. My back
was arched and I was kind of looking up at the ceiling behind me.
Suddenly I felt his other hand, his fingers at my pussy, his slick
fingers rubbing up and down against my clitoris as my breathing
became suddenly ragged.

“Hands at your sides!” he
barked again as my hands gripped his wrist.

I moaned, dropping my hands to my sides
again as his slick fingers squeezed, flicked, stroked and caressed
me, and my hips began to buck helplessly forward, driving my
increasingly overheated pussy against his fingers! I moaned, my
eyes closing as I gulped in air, legs starting to feel weak and
shaky!

And then he let go of my hair and turned
back to his meal. I gasped, a flush running right down my chest as
heat prickled along my skin.

“Carrots,” he said, making
a face. “I've always preferred cucumber. Remember that for the
future, Slate.”

He turned. “Did you hear me?”

“I-I... yes,” I
gulped.

His hand rose and slapped against my bottom
suddenly.

“Sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!” I
squeaked.

He took another small piece of potato and
fed it to himself.

“Go and get a cucumber,
Slate. You can cut it up here.”

I stumbled off to the kitchen, a haze of
intoxicating sexual fog enveloping my body and mind. My nipples
were tingling and my pussy was incredibly hot! I had never
experienced this sort of... of sexual... game, if that was what he
was playing at, and I was finding it a wild thrill!

I got a cucumber from the refrigerator, then
put it into the toaster oven to warm it. I mean, obviously he
didn't want cold cucumber with his hot food.

It warmed quickly, though not as quickly as
I was. I was standing there NAKED, shifting my weight anxiously
from foot to foot, aroused and completely uncertain about what was
going to happen.

I carried the plate out to him and put it on
the table.

“Knees, Slate,” he
ordered.

I sank to my knees, sitting on my heels,
spread my legs and put my hands on my outer thighs.

“Good girl,” he said,
reaching out to stroke my hair.

He was petting me like a … well, I was about
to say dog, but pet will do.

Was I Stirling's pet now?!

He picked up the cucumber and I gasped,
forgetting he'd said I was to cut it up at the table.

“It's not very warm,” he
said doubtfully.

He looked down at me, then smiled softly. He
picked up the butter knife and buttered the top part of the
cucumber, then turned to me again and handed it to me.

“Place the unbuttered part
on the floor beneath you, Slate. Then sit down on it.”

I gaped at him.

“Now, Slate,” he
said.

I stared at the cucumber. It was even
thicker than he had been!

I looked up at him again and he gave me a
stern look.

“But it's too –
.”

“No, it's not.”

“But I...”

“Your pussy is hot and wet
and you want something hard and warm inside it,” he said. “I can
tell. So do it!”

I moaned and placed the thing on the floor,
a crackling wave of sexual heat spreading up my skin and through my
middle as I lowered myself. I gasped as I felt the warm, hard,
buttered part press against my pussy, then slowly began to ease my
weight down, more and more.

I bent my head, staring, and then gasped as
he gripped my hair and pulled it up and back.

“Down, Slate,” he
ordered.

“I-I am!” I
gasped.

“Sir,” he said, reaching
out to pinch my nipple.

“Ow! Don't!
Sir!”

I sank down, moaning more
as the cucumber wedged itself into the mouth of my sex and then...
and then it was like... it was too thick! Come on! And yet the
pressure against the lips of my pussy felt darkly delicious! They
soon ached with the pressure, stretching, stretching wider and
wider. And then, the cucumber slid through and I shuddered as I
felt it sliding up inside me!

Oh God it felt good! What kind of a slut was
I!? But it felt sooo achingly good pushing up into my body, filling
me... filling me so... it was so hard! I squeaked as I sank too
fast, and the almost-pain became pain, but I only eased off a bit
before sinking lower again, sinking down until I was sitting on my
heels once more.

“Hands on your thighs,
Slate.”

My fingers trembled but I put them on my
outer thighs, spreading my knees apart as he continued to eat.

He looked down from time to time.

“Back straight,” he
ordered.

I pulled my shoulders back and he nodded and
returned to his dinner.

The thing is... sitting on your heels isn't
as easy as it looks. I mean, my heels were fine, but my feet were,
of course, bent under me, the balls of my feet on the floor, the
rest of my foot bent sharply back. And it was starting to hurt.

“Stop shifting around,
Slate,” he said.

“My... my feet hurt!” I
gulped.

“Sir,” he said.

“My feet hurt, sir,” I said
in a pained voice.

“Slide your heels aside and
then straighten your feet so the backs of your feet are on the
floor, Slate, then side on them.”

I groaned as I shifted and adjusted my feet,
but... whether he knew it or not, and of course he did, that meant
lowering myself further, forcing the cucumber deeper into my body.
I winced and gasped and moaned, hands against the floor to support
myself, slowly easing downward.

“Down more, Slate. I'm sure
if that was mine you'd love how long it was.”

I groaned and settled on my heels in the new
position, aching deep inside!

“Legs wider apart,
Slate.”

Why was I obeying him? Well, why wouldn't
I?

My chest was getting so tight it was getting
hard to breath, though!

Stirling sat back and dabbed a napkin
against his lips, then looked at me.

“I think I'd like some
desert,” he said. “Vanilla ice cream with chocolate syrup. Bring it
to the table, Slate.”

I got up, not without effort and then, moved
awkwardly towards the kitchen.

Most of the cucumber was inside me! It was
very tight, so that I didn't really worry it would fall but.. some
of it protruded, and so I walked with legs slightly apart as though
I were bowlegged. I had nothing on by my high heels, and it felt
absurdly, deliciously perverse walking to the kitchen like this
with the cucumber protruding!

I wasn't sure how much ice cream he wanted,
but filled a small glass bowl, then poured some syrup around it. I
wasn't sure how much he wanted, though, so brought bowl and syrup
on a tray and breathlessly set it down before him.

He was holding something in his hand when I
returned, and after setting down the bowl he took my wrist and
turned my back to him.

“Cross your wrists behind
your back, Slate,” he ordered.

My heart skipped a beat, but I obeyed, and
felt him winding something around my wrists, criss-crossing it
again and again. It felt like a very soft rope, but it tightened
immovably. Slate stood up as he turned me around and then he lifted
me onto the table, sitting me on the edge. I yelped as he gripped
my thighs and jerked them up and apart so that I fell back onto my
back on the table!

I fell across the remains of his meal! I
could feel the chicken and mashed potatoes under my shoulders as
Slate sat down. He released my legs and picked up the ice cream
bowl.

“Place your feet on the
edge of the table, Slate,” he ordered, “Wide apart.”

My breathing already ragged, I obeyed,
flushing at how... exposed I was to him! He spooned some ice cream
into his mouth and then picked up the squeeze bottle of syrup. He
leaned forward and squirted it onto my chest, circling my breasts,
then crossing the nipples, moving the plastic bottle around and
down, down, zig zagging over my belly, circling my naval, then down
further until I felt the syrup across my throbbing clitoris and
running down my pussy!

“Now that's a tasty treat
Wilson wouldn't show you,” he said, picking up his bowl and
spooning more ice cream into his mouth.

I lay there staring at the ceiling, a sense
of wonderment and anticipation filling my trembling body. Wow! Wow!
Wow!

He forced my legs wider and leaned in, and
then his tongue, his icy cold tongue, slid across my clitoris!

I yelped, hips bucking, and his hands
pressed down more firmly against my thighs. He licked again, and
again and that was IT! I exploded! I cried out, arching and
twisting, hips bucking up wildly as his cold tongue lapped strongly
against me. God, it was incredible!

OhmyGod I was twisting and bouncing and
thrashing there amidst the remains of his meal, spilling gravy and
carrots and chicken over my hair and shoulders while he pressed his
fingers against the cucumber and licked my clit fiercely! It was a
wonder Maria and Chalmers didn't hear me on the other side of the
house!

Fuck!

Apparently the same thought occurred to him,
because he stood up after I settled down and left me for a minute.
It was just about long enough to catch my breath and focus my mind
and start to wonder if I should be laying there on the table naked
with my legs spread like this...

He came back with a ball in his hands. He
leaned over me, gripped my hair, tilted my head up and back
sharply, and when my mouth opened, he pushed the ball into it! I
blinked rapidly, trying to pull free, but he continued to push and
my mouth opened wider as he mashed the rubbery material, squashing
it down to fit it through my teeth.

It pushed out again inside my mouth, filling
it, and as he let go of my hair and pulled a strap around behind my
head, I realized what it was. I mean, I'd never seen one in person
but of course, everyone had sort of seen them in some video or
picture somewhere. It was a ball gag!

And then he sat down, had some more ice
cream while watching me, then put down the bowl, leaned forward,
and began to lick and suck at my breasts and nipples. His teeth
chewed at my flesh until I moaned in pain, and then his cold tongue
lapped across my nipples to make them throb! He closed his teeth on
my super stiff nipples just enough to pinch a little, then sort of
ground them back and forth until my head began to thrash, then his
cold tongue licked at them once more!

Oh how they ached!

He licked his way down my body, had more ice
cream, then, fingers pushing rhythmically against the base of the
cucumber, his tongue went after my clitoris again, with his lips
and cold mouth joining in. I twisted and arched and cried out in
helpless passion and pleasure, my buttocks jerking and bouncing on
the table as much as it could with him pinning down my thighs.

The orgasm rippled through me like none
other, like a … a roller coaster, a wild, roaring, screaming roller
coaster that had me soaring up, up, up and then plunging down
screaming, then up again and down and up and down until I thought
I'd go insane! My insides were heaving and my internal muscles
aching from the continuous spasming!

I was barely conscious when I felt him
turning me over, eyes slitted, mouth forced wide by the ball gag
with me drooling around it. I felt his fingers circling my tautly
straining pussy lips, caressing them., but didn't care. I was dazed
and insensible.

I groaned as I felt the cucumber started to
ease back, and there was a tremendous easing of the aching pressure
inside me. My eyes fluttered as the thing slid slowly, slowly back
out of me until it left me feeling vacant and empty. I felt his
fingers inside the mouth of my sex, stroking and caressing, felt
his mouth, his lips on my clitoris, and my hips jerked
convulsively.

Crack! His hand slapped against my bottom
again, then he pulled my thighs apart. I felt pressure against my
pussy, and he slid into me. He wasn't as thick as the cucumber
(thank God) and the whole feel of him was so much softer, warmer,
more... beautiful.

I moaned, eyes closing, sighing as he slid
easily into me to the hilt, then began to pump in and out. I still
felt languorous and relaxed, and the movement of his cock was just
a gentle caress inside my body. Of course, it didn't stay gentle,
and soon I was jerking in time to his renewed thrusting, moaning,
grunting, gasping, my face covered with hair, food all over me, my
hips grinding into the table as his struck my bottom.

He thrust harder and harder as his hands
roamed my body, and as he pumped faster I felt the pressure in my
skull rising once more. I so ached inside! But as before, it was a
dark, delicious ache! I grunted and moaned as his hips began to
slap against my buttocks, my face half in the chicken, my breasts
pressed against the spilled gravy beneath.

My lower body quivered and burned and
thrummed and the pressure grew and spread to the point I could only
sob helplessly, dazedly. And then my body began to heave and shake
again as another monster orgasm swamped my senses.
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The alarm woke me at the usual time. My eyes
fluttered open and I stared sightlessly at the ceiling for a time.
I closed my eyes again, overcome by images, by memories of what had
happened. Every time I moved, some ache reminded me of another
incredible, often kinky thing, and then I felt heat come to my
face, wonderment to my mind, and a kind of pulsing sensation would
sweep up from between my legs.

I sat up weakly, groaning, and looked down.
I wasn't wearing anything, and my breasts looked, well, there were
bite marks on them. I got to my feet and looked out the window
automatically. Stirling was dong laps, Chalmers standing stiffly,
holding his dressing gown. For the first time I didn't hide. I
stood right in the window, stark naked, and felt another thrum of
energy roll up my body.

Chalmers had his back to me. If he turned
around... !

No, this was idiotic. I moved on to the
bathroom. I had already had a shower and washed my hair last night,
of course. The gravy and other food had made that mandatory, not to
mention the syrup...

I was adrift, in some sense. I mean, I was
still his chauffeur, his... personal assistant, whatever that
meant. Was I something more than that? Or was yesterday just a
cheap fuck to him? Or maybe 'personal assistant' meant something
more personal than I had suspected.

It was hard to imagine him going all
emotional on me. I had no idea how he'd react to my acting like a
slut in letting him do whatever he wanted. Would he make me his
girlfriend or fire me now that he'd had what he wanted all along? I
had no idea.

If I was going to bet it would be more the
last. I didn't see Stirling looking at cheap little me as his
girlfriend. He'd want some sleek lawyer type who wore Armani suits,
a glamor girl. And I certainly wasn't glamorous. Heck, I'd barely
passed high school!

So with no idea what else to do I dressed in
my chauffeur outfit, then went downstairs and ate breakfast in the
kitchen with Wilson.

“So? How did the chicken go
last night?” he asked.

“Uhm, fine,” I said,
flushing a bit.

“And the baby
potatoes?”

'If you're looking for compliments, Wilson,
you should know he doesn't give many,” I said.

He laughed. “I know that. What you get is
complaints if he has any issues. Did he eat the carrots?”

“He uhm, seemed to think it
should be cucumber.”

“Cucumber?” he said with a
frown. “No, the taste wouldn't compliment chicken.”

I felt a strange sense of hilarity at the
idea of telling him what Stirling had actually eaten as a side dish
was pussy.

I was surprised at how good he was at that,
by the way. I mean, none of my previous boyfriends had been. And I
hadn't figured Stirling as a man who had much consideration for
anyone but himself. Men like that rarely bothered to learn how to
please a woman since they considered themselves to be God's gift to
womankind. Women ought to simply be orgasmic that they deigned to
screw them, after all.

Stirling hadn't been like that as a lover.
Though the word didn't really seem any more applicable for him than
'boyfriend'. The one thing he had been, which I had expected, was
bossy, and then some! Maybe he'd tied my wrists up at the car to
keep me from grabbing at his head – maybe, but he'd done it again
last night, and then there was that ball-gag thing. Who buys those
unless they're into kinky bondage shit!?

I wondered what else he had up there in that
bedroom? The thought made my stomach a little fluttery and my mind
a little nervous.

I brought the car around for exactly six,
and Chalmers came out with him a minute later and opened the door.
He slid into the back and Chalmers closed the door. I started
forward. Just another day on the road, except I was blushing right
from the start.

I glanced at him in the rear view mirror but
he wasn't paying any attention to me. I felt a sense of indignation
growing. I mean, the least the bastard could do was talk to me!
We'd spent half the evening having sex, after all!

“Good morning, Mr.
Stirling,” I said as I pulled onto the road.

He grunted in return, then started talking
into his car phone. As usual, he was brusque to the point of
rudeness, critical, sarcastic, and demanding.

The idea of this man as my boyfriend was
ridiculous! What an overbearing, bossy, arrogant jerk!

A second phone call followed the first. It
was sort of the same only he was angrier and his voice rose higher.
Sheesh. I'd be scared of my job if he yelled at me like that!
Either that or I'd punch him in the face!

I decided this probably wasn't the time for
a deep and meaningful conversation about the state of our
relationship...

I continued to drive on with the crazy,
yelling man in back, relieved when we got to the office. He didn't
wait for me to go around to open the door but got out himself,
slamming the door, still snarling at someone on the phone. I shook
my head, pursed my lips, blew a stream of air out and pulled away
from the curb.

I went home, exercised, working my arms and
legs, trying to do chin-ups and push-ups, but also working my core
more, then ran outside and jumped into the pool. There's nothing
like cool water surrounding you when you're overheated!

I surfed the internet some, and contemplated
a raid on his bedroom to see what other kinky things I might find.
All the while I felt a kind of tension in my belly, wondering what
might be developing between Stirling and me, and what might happen
that evening. Would the wild, kinky sex continue? Would he, like,
tie me to the bed or something?!

The idea was daunting but also wickedly
exciting. Stirling had jolted my whole understanding of sex, and
the pleasure which could come from it. I'd never come so strongly
or so often in my life! It made me feel... sexy, hot,
sensual...

But at the same time it was daunting
because, aside from the oral sex, I hadn't really done much. It had
been more him doing to me than the other way around. I was just a
sort of, tied-up body on which he could sate his lust.

But there was more to it than that, for he
wouldn't have needed to take such care with his own oral sex if he
didn't want to make it good for me. Like I said, that wasn't
something most selfish men bothered to worry about. And with his
looks, his wealthy, and his arrogance, Stirling should have been a
selfish … lover. But he wasn't.

Fucking the boss, I thought to myself
several times, partly in awe, partly in smugness, partly in
disdain. What a slut I'd been letting him do all that stuff! But
I'd been so overwhelmed by it all I hadn't been able to say no. And
looking back on it, well, I certainly wasn't wishing I had. No way
I would have missed that kind of an experience!

Which meant... did I want to miss whatever
else he wanted to do? Probably not! Yet this was all so weird! I
wasn't a slut! Or at least, I hadn't been before! I didn't do
casual sex with people who weren't at all committed to me! And
there sure wasn't any sign Stirling was committed to me!

Still, the memories of the wild, raw sexual
thrills filled me with excitement every time I thought back on
them, and I didn't think I'd be able to say no to anything he
wanted to do. So maybe I was a slut after all. He probably thought
of me as a slut. What man wouldn't? I'd let him do everything he
wanted without a pause.

That wasn't the way I tended to deal with
men. I believed in a relationship of equals. The only problem with
that was that Stirling and I were in no way equals and I knew it.
The guy was older, smarter, richer, better-educated, more
sophisticated, and better at sex. Equals? I shook my head at the
thought. Nope. We definitely weren't equals and I'd be an idiot to
pretend otherwise.

I returned for him at seven again. This was
twice in a row. I wondered if 'the deal' was ending and his long
hours would be slowing, or if he'd decided to leave early again so
he could fuck my brains out. The thought left me a little jittery,
to say the least.

I slid the limo into place in front of the
building, in the no parking area, and waited. After a minute or two
I got out of the car and began to pace along the limo, keeping a
sharp eye on the doors. When they opened and he came out I felt a
sharp spike in tension and hurried to the car, then pulled the door
open as he strode forward.

He still looked angry, I thought
unhappily.

He dove into the car and I closed the door
carefully behind him, then got into the drivers seat. He was
already drinking, and the glass looked like it was a double. I
pulled smoothly out into traffic without a word, hoping he'd be
calmer after the first drink was down, and wondering what kept
making him so upset.

“Tough day, sir?” I asked
after a few minutes.

He was on his second drink, and glowered at
the mirror.

“People are morons, Slate,”
he snapped, “Insipid, cowardly, whining cretins!”

“Not everyone is as... uhm,
capable as you are... sir,” I said carefully.

“If I'm paying someone high
six figures they had better damned well be more than capable,
Slate,” he growled. “They'd better be outstanding!”

His voice rose. “And they'd better do what I
fucking tell them to do!”

I winced at the volume. Boy, he was pissed
off tonight. Usually he was just tired at night.

“There's no room for
mediocre at this level, Slate,” he said. “It's
unacceptable.”

He glared out the window, toying with his
glass, then finished it and leaned forward to pour another. He sat
back, glaring at me.

“Do you know how to take
notes, Slate?”

I blinked in surprise. “Uhm, notes?”

“Notes? Is the word not
self-explanatory?”

“I don't think I can take
notes while driving, sir,” I said a bit irritated.

“Don't talk to me like I'm
an idiot, Slate,” he growled. “Clearly I don't expect you to take
notes while driving.”

“I thought you usually
dictated notes into your Blackberry.”

“It broke,” he said
shortly.

That was an interesting term. If it wasn't
working, most people would say it wasn't working. I wondered if
'broke' meant he'd thrown it against a wall. Wilson said he had a
reputation for throwing things when he was angry – including
food.

“I can take notes if you
don't talk to quickly,” I said.

“Pull over at the next rest
stop,” he said brusquely.

We were on the highway, and I wondered what
couldn't wait until we got home, but didn't ask. A mile ahead was
an empty rest stop and I pulled over to the side.

“Get in the back,” he
said.

I felt a little tension, but not a lot. His
anger wasn't directed at me, after all. I climbed out of the
drivers door and closed it behind me, then got into the rear of the
limo and sat across from him on the backwards facing seat. He
tossed me a notebook and took a gold pen from his pocket and tossed
that to me.

I opened the book and waited.

“Vasquez,” he
said.

“I'm not sure how to spell
that,” I said.

He glowered at me. “Just spell it as it
sounds, Slate.”

I nodded and wrote it down. “Two missed
deadlines without excuses. One missed deadline without proper
notice. Poor attitude.”

I wrote as quickly as I could, but wondered
if anyone but me would be able to read my writing. He wasn't going
very slowly.

“Gilbert,” he said.
“Failure on the Andrews project due to issues with the contractor
he selected.”

I wrote quickly.

“Johnson. Inability to
control his staff. Poor supervision skills. Poor administrative
skills.”

It sounded like he was putting together a
hit list. I wasn't sure whether to feel sorry for these people or
not. I had no idea if what he was saying was true or he was just in
a mood.

“Patrick,” he growled.
“Preening little narcissist bootlicker.”

I rolled my eyes at that one. Boy, he was in
a mood. If he was a friend of mine I'd probably say something like,
'Is it that time of the month?'

“Slate,” he said.
“Insubordinate, continues to repeat words I told her not to use.
Can't seem to keep her fucking clothes on!”

He said that with the same snarl as he had
the other names and I looked up, mouth opening, just as he leaned
forward, grabbed me by the scruff of the neck, and yanked me bodily
across the aisle to sprawl against him.

An instant later his left hand was in my
hair and he was rolling atop me, his mouth crushing mine as his
other hand clamped against the side of my head!

His mouth was … was voracious! It was like
he was feeding at my mouth! His tongue shot into my mouth and his
body crushed me into the soft leather seat as my legs kicked feebly
on the floor. He let go of my head and hair only to grab the front
of my vest and tear it open, buttons popping across the car. An
instant later he tore my shirt open in the same way!

It was the sudden, shocking violence of it
which was so overwhelming! I can't say I was scared at all, but my
mind was shocked into stuttering incomprehension.

His teeth were suddenly on my neck as his
hands tore my bra down. Then shirt, bra straps, vest and jacket
were all yanked down past my shoulders and his lips were moving
hungrily up and down my neck, then down onto my breasts and … I
suddenly had a strange insight.

He was … virtually attacking me but it
wasn't out of lust. At least, I had the sudden thought it wasn't
just lust it was something like... desperation. Yet … why?

It didn't matter physically. He was on me
like a wild animal, his hands rough and fast, his mouth and lips
everywhere! I was trying to speak now, kind of trying to slow
things, to calm things, to get a handle at least on …

And then he tore open the front of my
trousers and his hand plunged down inside! At the same time he
jerked back on my hair, forcing my back to arch as he bit and
sucked frantically at my breasts! I moaned and shuddered, then
gasped as his fingers found my clitoris, and also began to push
into me.

He wasn't so out of control they plunged
into me. Instead they dipped and stroked as his thumb rubbed
against my clitoris. He was starting to calm down, though his hands
still raced over my body.

He jerked back suddenly and rolled me
violently onto my stomach, then yanked the jacket, best, shirt and
bra down my arms and threw it on the floor behind him. I was
actually kneeling on the floor now, bent over the leather seat, and
he was behind me. His hand was still down the front of my pants as
his left thrust in under me to cup my breast. His lips and teeth
moved up and down my neck, and his breath was very rapped against
me.

His hand jerked out from under my chest and
I cried out as he suddenly jerked back on my hair, lifting my head
up and to the side, his lips moving in along the side of my
cheek.

“Do you want my cock inside
you, Slate?” he growled. “You do, don't you! Say it!”

“I-I-I d-do!” I
gasped.

I cried out as he jerked back more sharply
on my hair and bent to bite into the side of my throat.

“Are you my bitch, Slate?
Are you? You're going to be my bitch, aren't you?”

I was nobody's bitch! And yet, with his
fingers thrusting and stroking against me and the sudden alarming
violence receding, I felt the heat welling up inside me, for this
was so fucking hot and exciting and wild and unbelievable! I'd
never been manhandled like he'd just done, like he was doing, and
it was lighting fires in the darkness of my mind!

“Yes!” I
croaked.

I gasped as his fingers twisted in my hair,
and he chewed up along my earlobe, then around in front, at the
side of my lips.

“Are you my slut? Are
you?”

“Yes!” I moaned.

“Say it! Say it!” he
demanded.

“I-I'm your slut!” I
gasped.

What a thing to say! Even though my mind was
spinning I felt a strange, dark churning excitement at my own... at
saying that! I mean, what kind of a girl said that! A slut, that's
what kind! I was a slut! And that thought flooded my mind with a
little guilt and a lot of dark heat!

His hand jerked out of my pants and he
straightened, then I felt myself rolled, practically thrown onto my
back. He yanked my pants and thong down my legs violently enough I
squealed, Then he grasped me under the arms, lifting me up and
practically throwing me back further onto the seat before lifting
my legs up and shoving them back above me.

He jerked his own pants down, and I saw he
was already rock hard as he lifted my legs onto his shoulders, fit
himself against me, and leaned forward.

I moaned, eyes still wide, still completely
overwhelmed by it all as he pushed himself into me. I wasn't
sopping, but I was definitely wet as he forced my feet back over my
head and pushed himself deeper and deeper. My head and shoulders
were kind of propped up against the corner of the limo, while he
jammed my legs in above me.

I felt kind of crushed into this little ball
of girl, with my bottom tilted up and his cock driving deeper and
deeper into my aching, burning lower belly!

Holy shit, was about all I could think!

And he began to thrust hard and fast, not
really giving me time. He wasn't the careful, measured guy from
last night, but more frantic, thrusting into me again and again,
rearing up above to blot out the light coming through the tinted
glass, his hips pounding down against my upraised buttocks as he
drove himself deep into my belly!

Fortunately... or unfortunately, depending
on how you look at things, it didn't last long. He pounded down
against my folded up body for almost a minute, panting and gasping,
and then jammed himself into me as he came, gasping and shuddering
above me.

He sort of fell away to the side, to sit on
the seat, gasping for breath and looking a little flushed.

I was more than a little flushed myself. I
mean, holy shit! What was that!?

I'd never had my clothes literally torn off
me before!

He blew out a long breath of air as I
struggled to sit upright, staring at him warily. He turned to look
at me and snorted, but seemed calmer now.

“Well, Slate, are you
suitably chastised?”

I stared at him. “Ch-chastised?”

“I don't like people
rolling their eyes at me, Slate.”

“S-sorry,” I
gulped.

He kind of rolled his head back and worked
his shoulders, then blew out another breath of air.

“Not good enough,” he
said.

I yelped as he grabbed me and yanked me
forward, this time to sprawl across his lap on my belly!

His hand caught the back of my neck while
the other rested on my bottom.

“I seem to recall
suggesting that if you didn't use that 'um' thing you should be
beaten,” he said.

His hand was kneading my buttocks, then slid
down between my legs, caressing my pussy and finding my
clitoris.

“S-sorry,” I
gasped.

“You're an impertinent
girl, Slate,' he said, his thumb pushing into my pussy and kind of
rolling and swirling around inside the mouth of my sex. “It's time
you learned a little discipline.”

His other hand slid off the back of my neck,
moved down my back, then – .

Crack!

“Ow!”

“This is how adults
discipline a recalcitrant child, Slate,” he said.

“I'm not – .”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

“I don't appreciate
employees arguing with me, Slate.”

“But – .”

Crack!

“Ow!

“But is another word I
dislike,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

I was squirming at the sharp blows. They
stung! At the same time, his other fingers were working quite
skillfully between my legs, producing their own squirming
sensations!

“Sir!”I gasped.

“Did I not hear you say you
were my bitch, Slate?”

Crack!

I felt a rush of heat at the word, at
knowing I'd said that!

“Ow! I-I didn't mean –
!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Sir!”

“You said you were my slut,
remember.”

I felt another rush of heat. God!

Crack!

I gasped, my bottom feeling hotter and
hotter! At the same time, my insides were also starting to burn
up.

“I need a union!” I
moaned.

Crack! Crack!

“I heartily disapprove of
unions, Slate,” he growled.

His right hand slid out from between my legs
as his left slid along my ribs then under to knead my breast.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Please, sir!” I
gasped.

“You're my slut, remember,
Slate? Let me hear you say it again.”

“N-No!” I
gasped.

The fingers on my breasts caught my nipple
and pinched it, rolling and twisting it between them, and I yelped
in pain as his other hand cracked down against my bottom.

“I do not accept
impertinence, Slate,” he growled.

“Ow! Ow!”

“Say it!”

“I'm your slut!”

Heat flooded my mind, a dark, churning heat
that made my body tremble!

Crack!

“Sir,” he
demanded.

“I'm your slut,
sir!”

Crack!

“Say Mr. Stirling,” he
said.

I moaned and he slapped my bottom again.

“I'm your slut, Mr.
Stirling!” I gasped.

His right hand slid in between my thighs
again, and I squeaked as his fingers pushed into me, sliding and
twisting and turning!

Crack!

“Again!”

“I'm your slut, Mister
Stirling!” I cried weakly.

His left hand slid up and down my back,
through my hair, under me to knead my breast, then back down my
hip.

Crack!

“Again,” he said, softer
now.

“I'm your slut, Mister
Stirling!” I gasped, my hips starting to jerk against his fingers
as the heat and sexual pressure inside me built higher and
higher.

“Oh!” I gasped, as three
fingers pushed into me and twisted around so he could somehow get
his thumb across my clitoris.

Crack!

“Nasty little girl,” he
said.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Impertinent and
disrespectful!”

Crack!

“I-I'm not!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Arguing with your
betters,” he growled.

And then his thumb and fingers sort of did a
quick reversal. His thumb thrust into me and his fingers, now slick
with my juices, began to rapidly stroke against my clitoris. At the
same time his lefty hand started to slap down sharp and fast
against my aching, burning bottom!

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

I squirmed and twisted and cried out, my
legs twisting and jerking as the stinging pain built up into a
roaring heat that seemed to meld with the heat inside me and
then... it exploded, and my cries became much louder, my hips
bucking and jerking spastically as he continued to rain blows on my
overheated bottom and I ground myself desperately back against his
fingers!
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Of course, I had to get back up front and
continue the drive. He'd drank way too much for me to let him
drive! So I had to somehow put together my clothes again, glowering
at him as he sat back looking way too smug. The pants, well, they'd
stay on if I was sitting. The blouse had no buttons but I could tie
it together under my breasts, then slip the jacket on.

“I hope you don't expect me
to pay for this,” I said.

“Of course not, Slate,” he
said.

I wanted to say more, but not while this
close. Maybe he'd yank me across his lap again.

A thrill washed up through my belly at the
thought. He'd spanked me! I'd been spanked! My God!

I waited until there was a break in the
traffic, then hurriedly climbed out and then back in the drivers
side. I winced as I sat down.

“Serve you right if I crash
because my butt is sore,” I muttered, starting the car.

“If you crash, Slate,
you'll get a lot worse than a spanking,” he said.

He sounded amused, through. He seemed to
have worked out his anger … on me!

“Yes, I'm quite certain we
can turn you into a far more disciplined employee,” he
said.

I felt another little rush and licked my
lips as I pulled out onto the highway.

“Nobody told me getting …
beaten was part of the job,” I growled.

“It's part of being my
bitch, Slate,” he said.

I flushed. “I'm not your bitch,” I
muttered.

He smiled smugly. “Of course you are, Slate.
And when we get home I'll demonstrate further.”

I felt another hot rush, mixed with anxiety,
indignation, and a kind of crackle of sexual electricity along my
skin.

“I'm... you're... this
isn't – .”

“No need to thank me,
Slate,” he said.

“I wasn't going to!” I said
indignantly. “You know, being my boss doesn't give you the right to
tear my clothes off and... and... do whatever you want!”

“Nature gives me the right,
Slate. The imperative of strength.”

He leaned forward as I opened my mouth to
reply “Besides,” he said, “You could have said no.”

My jaw snapped closed and I flushed
guiltily. For of course, he was quite right. And I should have! I
mean, I felt as though he was taking advantage of me, using me, and
I ought to not let him, only... well shit, it was so incredibly
exciting and wild!

“Bastard,” I
muttered.

“Indisputably false, Slate”
he said. “My parents were married for several years prior to my
birth. Your continued demonstration of your impudence, however,
surely calls for a further measure of discipline on my
part.”

I felt my stomach lurch again, even though I
also felt a sudden shocked thrill running up my spine.

I looked at him warily. “I'm not into all
that... kinky stuff,” I said.

“What matters, Slate, is
what I am into.”

I scowled.

“You will simply do as
you're told and accept what's done to you.”

“I will not!” I said
indignantly.

“Yes,” he said with a
growl, “You will! And you know why? Because you can't help it! You
love it!”

“I do not,” I said, but
even to me my voice sounded unconvincing.

“Like most young women you
need the strong hand of a man to show you the way.”

“Oh please!” I said,
rolling my eyes. “You're not showing me the way, you're just...
getting off on me.”

“But I'm also expanding
your career horizons, Slate.”

“To what?
Escort?”

“What is an escort other
than a substitute for a wife or girlfriend?” he said dismissively.
“So no, I'm not suggesting you become an escort. You haven't the
education to make a go at the top tier, in any event and apparently
little desire to obtain that education. What you seem to want, Miss
Slate, is to make money and not do much in the way of
work.”

“I don't mind working,” I
said. “If I like it.”

“And what do you like aside
from driving and tinkering with cars? And partying?”

I was kind of stumped, to be honest. They didn't pay you to watch
TV or surf the internet or play video games either. I liked to shop
but I didn't want to hear his reaction to that.

“I don't know every job in
the world,” I protested. “There's probably some I'd be great
at!”

“Well then, you can at
least learn how to master your present job and see where that leads
you.”“I can drive fine.”

“Personal assistant, Slate.
That involves, among other things, arranging my schedule, dealing
with mail, making purchases on my behalf and seeing invoices are
sent to my accounting firm, then overseeing their reports, as well
as reports from my investment firm, bankers, and estate managers
and summarizing these for me upon demand.”

I listened in both confusion and dismay. A
few minutes ago he was riding me like a bitch in heat and now he
was talking about bankers and invoices! What?!

“I will have you work with
Mrs. Fenworth. She currently does a number of these for me, but as
my senior administrative assistant at work my personal issues
shouldn't really be part of her job.”

I wasn't at all sure doing all that stuff
was something I could say I would 'like'. On the other hand, it
would teach me a lot of about some stuff, and he was paying me more
– unless the extra pay was for having sex with him and I certainly
didn't want it to be for that!

“Just so we understand sex
isn't part of my job,” I said, looking defiantly at him in the
mirror.

“Of course not, Slate. It's
merely something I grant you as a personal benefit.”

“Oh right,” I sniffed. “You
are really arrogant. Do you know that?”

“Yes. But I have a lot to
be arrogant about.”

“I've seen bigger,” I said,
staring at him in the mirror.

He smiled confidently. Bastard. He had a
right to it too.

“You've never seen better,”
he said with supreme confidence.

I scowled and didn't say anything.

My stomach fluttered more and more strongly
the closer we got to home, wondering what he intended to to, and
whether his 'discipline' would mean another spanking. My butt
didn't hurt after a while, but I still wasn't looking forward to
more of that! Well, not exactly. I mean, it's not like it hadn't
been hot and exciting, after all.

Then I drove into the garage and stopped,
feeling extremely nervous and even a bit jittery.

“Well, Slate? Get out and
come around and open my door,” he said.

I bit my lower lip but obeyed, though I had
to hold up my pants as I moved around. I opened the door and eased
back, rolling my eyes up warily as he slid languidly out of the car
and looked down at me with a smile.

“Get my food in the oven
then come immediately to my room, Slate.

I felt my chest tighten. “It won't take long to reheat,” I
warned.

He nodded and walked off and I stared after
him, feeling a bit breathless. Then I hurried upstairs and removed
my torn up uniform. I hesitated, then pulled on one of the dresses
and the same pair of shoes from last night before hurrying
downstairs and over to the kitchen.

I checked on his steak, which was ready now,
brushed some butter on top, and put it back in, turning the heat
down. Then I checked on the salad and the vegetables. I put the
mushrooms and gravy into another oven and turned it on low, then,
stomach churning more with every stop, hurried through the dining
room, out into the great room, and up the stairs then down the
corridor to his room.

I hesitated, then knocked on the door. I
found my fingers were trembling and kept them tucked into a fist as
I heard him say “Come.”

I pushed it open and stuck my head in,
peering around anxiously. There was no sign of him, so I took a
deep (shaky) breath and slid inside, then closed the door behind
me.

“Mr. Stirling?”

“Come back here, Slate,” he
said.

I made my way nervously around the divider
and into the bedroom. I don't think I described it before. The bed
was like a low platform in white oak, attached to a stylish
headboard, and to the two end tables which bracketed it. It was
king size, and the whole bedroom was done in the same light white,
Danish style, with a carpet so thick my high heels almost tripped
me up.

Stirling was to the left, just inside the
walk-in closet, which was, believe me, enormous.

“Ah, just in time,” he said
with a smile. “Get undressed.”

I gulped. “Uhm, your food is on,” I
said.

“I have something else for
you to wear.”

I looked at him uncertainly.

“Surely you're not going to
get shy about showing me your body at this stage, Slate,” he
said.

Well, I supposed it would be pretty silly at
that. Still, I felt a flush slide down from my forehead which
didn't stop at my chin as I peeled the dress up and over my head.
He looked at me and the flush deepened.

“Lovely,” he
said.

The room had shelves running along three
walls, along with, of course, lots of space to hang clothes on
hangars. In the middle of the room was a dark wood cabinet about
four feet high and ten feet long with drawers on two sides. He took
out a wide, low box of velvet and laid it on the cabinet as I stood
there uneasy, self-conscious, and, damn it, yes, aroused, in my
nakedness.

He opened it and drew out – .

“No way!” I said, backing
up.

“Way,” he said with a
smile.

“I'm not wearing that!” I
said.

“It won't hurt you,” he
said.

“It won't help
me!”

“Oh on the contrary, I
think it will help both of us.”

“How!?”

“90% of sex is emotional,
intellectual, Slate. What turns you on, turns you on.”

“Wearing that won't turn me
on!”

“It will turn ME
on.”

“You wear it
then!”

His eyes narrowed. “Am I going to have to
warm your bottom again?

I took a step back, feeling mutinous.

“Besides, it WILL turn you
on, Slate.”

“I'm not a kinky
pervert!”

He smiled in a superior fashion.

“I'm not!”

“Well then, let us make a
deal. You wear these, and if wearing them does not turn you on I'll
give you a thousand dollars and you'll never have to wear them
again.”

“You can't pay me to –
.”

“I'm not. I'm making a bet
with you and I don't expect to have to pay.”

I looked at him in a kind of exasperated
way. Did he think I didn't know what I liked!?

“Fine!” I said,
glaring.

“Hands at your sides, back
straight, chest out,” he all-but barked.

I rolled my eyes but stood stiffly as he
came closer. What he had in his hand was a collar, like a dog
collar, only a lot thicker, with a square metal part in front. In
the middle of that square was a thick ring. There was also a
smaller ring, I noticed, on the back. I was nervous but fighting
not to show it as he placed it around my neck, pulled it in tight,
then fastened it in place.

He slid his fingers under it to make sure it
wasn't too tight, then stood back and looked at me, and I saw a
kind of flush in his face now. I felt a squirmy sense of excitement
at that, at turning him on just with wearing the stupid collar, and
didn't resist when he took two smaller versions and put them around
my wrists, and two more around my ankles.

Abruptly, he turned me around to face the
mirror on the back of the door, and I stared at myself. He pulled
my wrists back behind me, and when he let go they were … locked
together.

I gulped, my pulse racing as I stared at
myself in the black collar, turning sideways to see my locked
wrists. My heart was beating faster and I felt a wild sexual high
sweeping over me. This was so kinky! This was so wild! This was
so... wow!

And then he pulled something else out of the
velvet box. It was a length of slender chain, with a clip on one
end and a leather handle on the other. It was a leash, and he
attached it to the ring in the front of the collar as I stared,
open mouthed, feeling another wild surge of kinky excitement.

This was too weird!

“Come along then,” he said,
tugging lightly on the chain as he went back into the
bedroom.

I had little choice but to follow, but felt
another wild surge of something dark and heady as I felt the pull
on the collar and my wrists pulled helplessly against the
restraints. He led me out into the bedroom, then down into the
front room, and opened the door.

I balked, pulling back. “Where are we
going!?”

He turned and looked at me in amusement.

“My dinner should be just
about ready.”

I stared at him, aghast. “But... I can't go
out there like this!?”

“Why not? Who's to
see?”

“Chalmers and
Maria!”

Are in the servants wing on the second floor
and neither would be so impertinent as to come into the main part
of the house after hours.”

“Suppose they want a
snack!”

“They have their own mini
fridges, their own supplies of food.”

“But – .”

“Come, Slate,” he said,
tugging on the leash and pulling me through the door.

I gasped, wide-eyed, looking up and down the
corridor. Of course, I had been here naked before, the other day,
in fact, when I'd had to scurry back to my room without clothes.
But I felt even more naked now! He led me calmly up the corridor
then down the stairs to the main part of the house and into the
dining room.

There he removed the leash and turned me to
unlink the restraints.

“Dinner, Slate,” he
said.

Kind of in a daze, I hurried – as much as I
could in stilettos', into the kitchen. It felt so weird to be here
naked and collared and checking on his food and everything! Wow!
Wow!

Wilson had showed me hot to cook what he
called pan roasted sirloin steaks. You started out by putting them
on the grille to give the outside the proper look and the nice
brown crust on the outside, then you finished it in the oven. I had
timed this one so it would be read one hour and fifteen minutes
after I left the house. That's thirty minutes there, thirty minutes
back, five minutes waiting, and ten minutes after the return.

I hadn't counted on the slightly longer wait
while I got naked and into this weird bondage stuff, but still,
turning it down had kept it nice and hot without overcooking. I
turned the heat up on the side dishes, then took the steak out and
put it onto a plate. I brushed some sauce on it, then took out the
other stuff, working quickly on all of them.

Finally, I had a tray with his dishes. I
picked it up and carried it – NAKED! – out into the dining room. He
watched me all the way across the room as I nervously set it down
on the table. His hand came up and began to caress my thigh and
buttocks as I bent over, taking the plates off and setting them on
the polished wooden table, and I gasped as his fingers slid up
between my thighs, lightly stroking along my pussy.

“I think I would like a
bottle of wine tonight, Slate,” he said. “Chateau Petrels. A 1972,
I think.”

I stared at him and he raised his eyebrows,
then gestured at me to go.

I turned and went back into the kitchen.
Walking around like this was so freaking bizarre!! But it was
making my body thrum with excitement.

He had a wine rack downstairs, I knew, but
he kept about a hundred bottles in the kitchen at the ready, half
of it in a special refrigerator. The Chateau Petrels wasn't in the
fridge as it was a red. I squatted next to the wine rack, eyes
scanning the the wines, looking for it.

And there it was! I slid it out and brought
it over to the counter, cut the foil and then took out a corkscrew
and popped it. I put the open bottle on another tray, along with a
crystal glass, and carried them through the door. As before, his
eyes never left me as I walked towards him, and I saw a look of
hunger in his eyes that had nothing to do with food or wine!

I gulped, tingling all over. My nipples were
so hard they were practically aching! I set the tray down and he
gestured so I picked up the wine, my arm jerking a bit as his hand
came up to knead my buttocks, and poured for him, then set the
glass down before him and put the wine back.

Perve, I thought, but didn't say.

I didn't say it because this was all making
my mind squirm with a wild, sexual high!

He took my arm and turned my back to
him.

“Wrists behind your back,”
he said.

Breathlessly, I obeyed, and felt them
clipped together, and he turned me back.

“Knees, Slate,” he
said.

I gulped and knelt down on the floor,
spreading my legs. He looked at me, then reached out and ran his
fingers through my hair. I felt a flare of indignation, but heat
swept it away. I was feeling an incredible pressure, a deeply
sexual hunger and pressure that almost had me shaking as I knelt
there.

He was cutting from the thick steak and
eating, looking down at me every few seconds.

“Shoulders back, Slate,” he
barked at one point.

I flinched and jerked my shoulders back,
making sure my back was straight.

Then he startled me by reaching out with his
fork, holding a piece of steak before my mouth. I hesitated, then
took it off the fork and chewed.

It really was very good steak, and I was
pleased that it had turned out well!

He ate the next few pieces, then dropped his
arm low, holding out another piece for me. My heart pounded as I
leaned forward to take it off the fork and chew. Again he returned
to his food, and I had to shift myself as I had the other day, my
feet aching. I sank down, flattening the backs of my feet against
the floor below.

He cut another piece, then took it off the
fork with his fingers and held them out to me. I stared at them,
feeling a hot little jolt, a rush of something indescribable, and
leaned in to lick it out of his fingers. Again he returned to his
meal as I chewed and swallowed.

The next time his hand came down it was flat
and the chunk of steak was resting in his palm. I licked it out of
his hand, feeling another hot little jolt.

“This sort of a power
relationship, Slate, is not one-sided,” he said softly.

I wondered what he meant by that.

It was a large, thick steak, and there was
plenty for both of us, as he fed me about every third piece, then
held out the glass of wine for me to sip from. I looked at it
doubtfully as I don't generally drink wine.

“I don't like wine much,” I
said.

“Sir,” he said.

“I don't like wine, sir,” I
said.

“This is Chateau Petrels.
It is, I assure you, unlike any wine you have ever tried, unless
you are in the habit of paying a thousand dollars a
bottle.”

I blinked in astonishment. Who would pay
that much for a bottle of wine!? Well, someone who had a ton of
money, I guess.

But I leaned in and took a
sip. It wasn't bad, really.

It was the most bizarre dinner in my life,
and my body thrummed with as much energy as a high tension wire the
entire time! I had never been so aroused for so long in my
life!

When he was done, he had me stand, and
unclipped the wrist restraints.

“Bring my wine into the
great room by the fireplace,” he said. “Put things away, and then
join me.”

I gulped, but obeyed, putting the wine back
on the tray and carrying it after him into the great room. Yes, it
did occur to me to ask why he couldn't carry his own wine but I
didn't ask. I set it down then hurried back to clean up.

When I had everything put away – something I
did in record time, I assure you – I returned to the living room,
er, the great room, where he was sitting in a high backed leather
chair next to the gas fireplace, which was turned on. He had his
wine glass in hand, and, as before, watched me the entire time I
was walking towards him.

He rose and turned me around and I
automatically brought my arms back behind my back so he could lock
them together.

“Everything put away
properly, Slate?”

“Yes, sir,” I said
breathlessly.

“Everything cleaned
up?”

“Yes, sir,” I
gulped.

“So then if I inspected
it,” he said, as he clipped the leash to my collar, “I would not
find anything amiss.”

I hesitated. In fact, I'd rushed through
things. I mean, I knew I could come back afterward, after he and I
were … uhm, finished, and tidy up. But now he was leading me, by
the leash, across the room towards the dining room.

“I-I did leave a few things
to take care of later,” I gulped.

He kept walking, and I really didn't have
much of a choice but to follow. We went into the kitchen, and he
frowned at the things left out, and the messy counter. He turned
and glared at me.

“I was going to do them
later!” I protested.

“But you said you had taken
care of everything. You lied to me, Slate.”

“Not really!” I
said.

He snorted, then tugged on the leash,
leading me back through the door, struggling to hurry after now for
he was walking more quickly. He picked up the wine bottle and kept
going, over to the stairs, pulling me after him, up the stairs,
down the corridor and into his room. He led me through the room and
into the bathroom.

The bathroom was about twenty feet wide and
long. It had under counter lighting, and a huge corner tub, along
with a glass shower that could fit five or six people fairly
easily. He walked me over before the big mirror behind the counter,
and I gulped to see myself, with him standing behind me.

He opened a drawer, took out toothpaste,
then a brush, and brushed his teeth while I stood there and
watched. When he was done, he reached into the drawer and took out
another toothbrush, this one still encased in plastic. He opened it
and pulled me forward, then moved behind me, fingers sliding
through my hair, and held the brush before my mouth.

This was so strange! But I opened my mouth
and he slid the toothbrush in and then began to brush my teeth! He
watched me as he brushed my teeth, and his fingers combed gently
through my hair, occasionally sliding down to cup and gently knead
my breast.

He held a water cup to my lips and I filled
my mouth with water as he leaned me over the big sink. I swirled it
around in my mouth, then spit it out, once, twice, three times,
then watched him put the toothbrush into the holder next to
his.

He picked up a brush and then, to my
astonishment, began to gently brush out my hair as his eyes moved
from me to my image in the mirror, and then back to me again. Then
he picked up the leash, which was dangling down my front and led me
back through the living room to the front room, where he released
it and sat down on a high backed, armless leather chair, scowling
at me.

“I'm disappointed in you,
Slate,” he said.

I looked at him, filled with tension.

“Across my lap,” he
ordered.

I gulped, heat running through me, then
edged in and leaned over, trying to slide myself gently across his
lap without the aid of my hands. He helped, adjusting my position,
pulling me forward further. As the chair had no arms I really hung
over the side! I mean, my hair was brushing the floor on one side,
my toes on the other as I felt his fingers moving over my bottom,
caressing and kneading the soft skin.

“You shall learn to be
perfectly honest with me, Slate,” he said. “All good and lasting
relationships are founded on trust and honesty.”

Crack!

“Ow!” I yelped, legs
kicking up.

“We will come to trust each
other implicitly over time, Slate,” he said. “Once you have reached
a degree of self-discipline.”

Crack!

I gasped, the sharpness of the blow making
me flinch hard.

“And of course, failure on
your part will be punished appropriately,” He said.

Crack!

I clenched my teeth.

His hand moved over my bottom in between
each slap, stroking and caressing it.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned and yelped at each blow,
my legs jerking, my body twisting a little. I wasn't fighting to
get away or anything, but just reacting. My legs parted and his
fingers began to slide between them now, skilfully caressing my
already throbbing pussy so that the sensations which flooded me
from there were almost as powerful as the ones from the
spanking!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I was so hot I was starting to sweat! But
the heat was coming from within me! I moaned and writhed as his
hand came down against my now very hot bottom. Yet it danced over
my body, now between my legs, now slapping against my buttocks,
while his other hand slid up and down my back and under to knead my
breast.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I could feel his erection under my belly,
feel it poking up into me as he shifted hands. Now his left began
to spank me as his right stayed between my trembling thighs,
fingers dipping in and out of me, stroking across my clitoris. Now
squeezing it, now caressing it, now plucking it lightly, now
plunging deep into my pussy!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was on fire! It throbbed with
heat! But such was the excitement within me it didn't seem to
matter! The heat he was rousing from my pussy overcame it, and then
they melded, they merged, and now I began to feel that sharp echo,
like a vibration through my groin as his hand slapped down on my
ass, a vibration that was making my clitoris quiver in tandem!

But the pain rose higher, even though the
wild, sexual electricity crackled over my body! I wriggled and
moaned and gasped and cried out, and then felt a sob escape me,
eyes beginning to fill with tears!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” I gasped.
“Please, sir!” I said in a croak.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please, sir!” I half
sobbed, feeling a tear trickle down my forehead – for I was, of
course, upside down.

I gasped as he yanked me upright, my head
whipping way up and back as he rolled me over. I found myself
sitting across his lap, my bottom burning against the fabric of his
trousers as he held me up, his left arm behind me. Then he leaned
in and began to kiss me, softly, not voraciously like before, but
gently.

He kissed at my lips, at my cheeks, then up
along my eyes, licking just under them at the tears which had
started to drop. He pulled me in tightly against him, kissing down
along my neck and up along my cheek onto my mouth again as his
other hand slid between my legs.

His fingers pushed deep inside me and his
thumb began to stroke gently against my clitoris as I squirmed atop
his lap, moaning helplessly, burning from two sources below. He
pulled my head up and back and I groaned as I stared upside down
behind me, felt his lips on my breasts, chewing softly, sucking
harder.

My hips began to grind against him with
sudden frantic need, and the more frantic I became the harder her
plunged his fingers and the faster his thumb stroked across me.

I came with a helpless drawn out wail of
pleasure, jerking spastically on his lap, quivering and shaking
with the intensity of the release as he stroked me through it and
out the other side. Then I went limp atop him, gasping, my head
falling forward against his chest as he pulled his fingers free of
me and rained light kisses along my throat and cheek.

He stood up, with me in his arms and carried
me into the bedroom, then set me down gently on the bed. He rolled
me over and unclipped my wrist restraints, then rolled me back
again.

“Lay in the middle of the
bed,” he said, his voice soft but strangely gravelly.

I shifted position, still breathing hard,
and he climbed atop me, straddling me, looking down at me. He took
my wrists and lifted them up, kissing the palms of my hands, then
pushing them back towards the top corners of the bed. He leaned
over then, and reached for the corners, drawing out long, thin
leather straps, which he clipped to my restraints.

I gasped, looking up at them as he slid back
off me and stood next to the bed. He took my left ankle and draw it
down sharply, then lifted another strap from the lower corner and
locked it to my ankle restraint, doing the same on the other side
of the bed.

Oh God! I was tied spreadeagled to his
bed!

He smiled down at me, then
began to remove his clothes. I watched, unable to take my eyes off
him as more and more of his beautiful body was revealed. His cock
sprang up angrily as he finally pushed down his boxers and I felt a
hot rush of energy and pleasure and want as he held it briefly in
his hand and looked down at me.

He started by demonstrating that what his
fingers could do, his mouth could do even better, and soon had me
writhing and gasping and twisting on the bed, the heat and sexual
pressure building far too quickly and taking my breath away!

Then he climbed off me and went away!

He returned with a gag and a blindfold, and,
sliding the ball gag into my mouth and strapping it behind me, then
placing the blindfold over my eyes. I moaned, trembling there in
darkness and helplessly waiting what was to come.

His tongue, evidently, more of that, and as
my hips began to grind up more and more heatedly he stopped and I
felt... ice! Ice slid lightly up and down along my neat little
slit, and rolled gently across my clitoris! I squealed into the
gag, hips bucking even more violently, and the cube slid higher,
circling my belly!

I continued to writhe and pull at the straps
as the cube left me, then returned directly atop my right breast! I
felt him shifting his weight, felt him coming forward as the cube
slowly circled and rolled across my nipple. I could feel the icy
cold droplets of melted water trickle slowly down my breasts onto
my chest and ribs!

Then his mouth was on my nipples, warm,
soft, moist and sucking gently, his tongue caressing first one,
then the other, then licking its way down between my legs, sliding
over my clitoris, and down further still.

The cold faded in the face of the heat, and
soon I was again twisting and moaning into the gag, surging up
towards orgasm.

When more ice yanked me back down!

I felt a mix of outrage, anger (I wanted to
come!) and disappointment as the ice rolled up and down between the
lips of my sex, then even pushed into me! I felt so cold inside as
he pushed it further into my tight heat. Then his lips sucked it
back out again and began to heat me up again.

He did this several times, until I thought
I'd go insane! Then as I was surging up yet again towards the
orgasm, praying desperately he'd let me have it, I heard a sound, a
buzzing, and felt something pressed against my clitoris.

It was a vibrator.

My hips began to buck feverishly, and then
the orgasm screamed through me like an out of control freight
train! I felt my body thrashing and twisting against the
restraints, my back arching and hips bucking! Paroxysms gripped my
body as the world was swept away and a storm of sheer, raw
sensation blew through my body and mind!

I don't know how long it lasted, but I was
left dazed, shell-shocked by the force of it.

He shifted back to his tongue as I
recovered, climbing and crawling over my body, his lips and teeth
and tongue everywhere, then sliding back down again. The vibrator
came on, and I strained against the restraints, gasping and moaning
as I spiraled up higher and higher to those same heights!

This time I felt his body atop me, felt his
weight pressing down, then he slid into me, and oh my God it felt
good to have him inside! Deeeeep inside! Filling me! He began to
thrust in and out slowly, but soon quickened. I was an absolute
mess by then, babbling and moaning and writhing and trembling, and
it took very little time for the orgasm to howl through me, or the
one that followed. Or the one after that.
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I woke in a strange bed, groaning weakly,
then my eyes fluttered open as I felt a hand on me, felt weight,
and my eyes snapped wide to see him atop me. I gasped, amazed he'd
come into my room while I slept. But then I quickly realized we
were still in his room!

I was laying on the bed, wrists clipped
together behind me, and he was already pushing himself into me. I
was already wet, too, and feeling aroused. And then I felt that
glorious sensation of his cock sliding deep, deep inside me again
and groaned helplessly.

His elbows pressed into the bed on either
side of my head as he began to thrust in hard and fast. This was
not an hours long performance like the previous night, I thought
dazedly, for he thrust harder, then harder still, the bed mattress
shaking, and I was able to stare up at his face as it began to
twist into a rictus of pleasure as he came.

He sighed, breathing deeply, then smiled
down at me. He kissed me gently on the lips, then eased back.

“I will be back, Slate,” he
said.

He swung his legs out of bed and pulled on
his dressing gown, then left me there. I lay there, panting,
wondering how things in my life had reached this state so quickly,
without any plan or thought on my part.

I started to sit up, only to find my collar
chained to the top of the bed. Shit!

This was so insane!

But I wasn't in a position to do much about
it even if I wanted to, even if I knew how or what!

After about twenty minutes, he returned,
hair, face damp, and removed the chain from my collar.

“What – .”

“No talking,” he
said.

He helped me out of bed and led me towards
the bathroom, then turned on the shower and removed his robe.

The water in the shower came from several
directions, but I didn't have a lot of time to study it before he
pulled me inside with him.

“But – !”

He put his fingers against my lips, then
replaced them with his lips. This kiss was long and soft, and when
it ended he picked up the soap and began to soap up my body! He
soaped me all over, quickly, efficiently, almost non-sexually. At
least, at first.

But I was already kind of charged up by
then, given the previous night and what was happening. He looked at
me standing there, breathing hard, as he soaped himself up. He
looked altogether too smug again!

He pulled me against him, my back against
him, put an arm around me and began to knead my breasts. The other
one slid down my hip, around in front, and his fingers began to
stroke against my warm, soapy, slippery, and soon wildly overheated
pussy!

It didn't take very long, and then my hips
are jerking back spastically as he brought me with a hot rush!

He rinsed us both off after that, then
turned off the water. He toweled himself off, then toweled me off.
He brushed his hair out and picked up the hair dryer. His hair
wasn't very long so he dried it quickly, then turned to mine.

When he'd finished brushing and drying it
out he kissed the top of my head, then turned me around and removed
the wrist restraints, kissing each of my wrists as he did so. He
knelt and removed the ankle restraints and kissed my ankles, then
rose again.

I still had the collar on, though, as he led
me out of the bathroom and over to the walk-in closet.

“Now, dress me,” he said
with a smile.

My eyes widened.

“Shorts in there,” he said,
pointing at a cabinet drawer.

I took out a pair of black boxers and then
knelt, as he lifted his feet, one at a time. I pulled them up his
hips, feeling really strange. I got socks, and put them on him,
then he pointed at a shirt and I helped him on with it, buttoning
it up. I helped put on his pants, doing up the zipper and clipping
them, then pulled out a suit jacket and helped him on with it.

“Now you had better get
dressed,” he said. “We leave in ten minutes.”

“But – .”

My hand went to the collar.

“Keep it on,” he
said.

I had to make my way back to my room naked
again! Luckily, no one saw me. I dressed hurriedly, in another
uniform, and then put the scarf around my neck to hide the
collar.

Had he planned this, the pervert!? Was this
why he said didn't want ties on women!?

No matter, I hurried downstairs to the limo
and pulled it around front. Chalmers came out with him, opened the
door, and we drove off.

As usual, he picked up his phone and began
to make calls. Unlike previous mornings, though, he wasn't angry,
didn't shout, didn't snarl, and didn't threaten anyone. He was
firm, and at times, cool, even chilly, but he didn't lose his cool
or anything.

He was almost jaunty as he got out of the
car!

I shook my head, finally able to think, as I
turned back for home.

Wow.

I mean – WOW!

What was I going to do about all this!? It
was … shocking, weird, bizarre, kinky! My parents, my family, my
friends would all be horrified! Well, secretly a few of my
girlfriends would be jealous...

What in the heck was I supposed to do
now?!

What I wound up doing, since I hadn't had
any chance to do it last night, was to clean the interior of the
car, top up the vodka, then wash the outside. I had changed, of
course, into shorts and tank top, and there was no way to hide the
collar, so I took it off, in case Chalmers showed up.

I was just finishing drying the car when the
horse faced woman showed up, the one who'd been in the car a few
days earlier.

“Good morning. You're Miss
Slate?”

“Uhm, yes,” I said, putting
down the cloth.

“I'm Valerie Fenworth,” she
said with a smile. “I've brought your tablet.”

She held up a tablet, and I stared in
confusion. But we wound up sitting in the den while she
demonstrated how the scheduling software worked, what to watch out
for, showed a list of contacts, tasks that I needed to do, like
checking with certain people very month, and various addresses for
when he wanted something purchased or picked up.

She was there most of the morning! She left
me with a couple of manuals and some on-line file folders which
showed all the things she'd done the previous months as a
guide.

When I returned to my room I found it
completely empty. I mean, it looked like a hotel room you'd just
checked into. All the furniture was there, but none of my stuff. I
went looking for Chalmers and without any expression on his face,
he led me up towards Stirling's bedroom. I squirmed in denial,
hoping he wasn't going to open the door, and he didn't. He walked
past it and opened the door of the bedroom next to it.

He bowed and waved his arm.

“Mr. Stirling said your new
duties required you being closer to him for after hours phone calls
and discussions,” he said.

Then he left.

I went inside, staring around me. This was a
much bigger room, and the en-suite was huge! It also had a huge
corner tub. The roof was higher, and it had an immense four poster
bed. I mean four poster! Like those ones with posts seven feet high
and a canopy overhead!

It looked out on the side yard, and had an
enormous window a good six feet wide and rising from knee high to
near the ceiling. All my stuff had been put away in the dressers,
and I felt a sense of discomfort at the thought of Chalmers
handling my bras and thongs...

On the other hand, at least I wouldn't have
to keep dashing back down the hall to my room naked in the
mornings!

That made me wonder if this wild, crazy sex
would continue, and also whether it was the only reason he'd made
me his 'personal assistant'. I mean, he'd made the offer before the
sex started, but even so, now I was living across the hall from him
and... and then there was the weird bondage stuff.

I supposed it wasn't really that weird. I
mean, lots of people played at it occasionally. Only Stirling had
the money to buy the kinky stuff without a second thought where
most people would just use scarves or ropes or neckties.

We hadn't wound up talking about my thousand
dollars, about his promising to give me a thousand dollars if I
didn't get turned on by the collar and stuff. Partly that was
because my mind had kind of been totally blasted by what had
happened, and partly, well, I had gotten aroused by it.

It had been wild and kinky and darkly
thrilling! Shit, the guy had led me around on a leash!

Like his bitch.

Well, I might have said it but I didn't
consider myself any man's bitch! Whatever we did it would be
because I liked it, not because he did!

And he clearly did. Not only that but it
sure had calmed him down that morning on the ride to work.

I sat down and started playing with the
tablet. I'd never had one before but I was pretty sure I'd get used
to it quickly. I had better since I now had duties which had
nothing to do with driving a car. And I didn't think Stirling would
be very tolerant if I screwed up. It was important to me that I do
this job right, that it not be all about sex.

Though it was impossible to ignore the
sex...

I was reading through the report on his
finances, shaking my head at all the zeros, when the thing beeped,
and a message came up from Stirling.

Be at 113 Front Street @ 2pm. Wear #15 dress
with #4 boots. Take Porsche.

I stared at it in confusion. What? Number
what? I didn't have fifteen dresses! What the hell was he talking
about?! Then I got up and went to the closet. It was a walk-in,
though not as big as his, and the walls were covered in sliding
doors. I slid one aside and gaped at all the dresses hanging there!
Was he kidding!? Every hanger had a number on it, and it looked
like there were various colors of the same dresses. I found one in
ten different colors!

Stirling was crazy!

Then again, rich people could do things
pretty easily. He had apparently ordered up a whole wardrobe, and
told them to make sure there were a lot of colors. How much, I
wondered, as I pulled down various dresses, had all this cost!?

Mind you, having just looked at his
finances, it was all chump change to him.

I wondered who had picked out the dresses. I
was fairly sure he hadn't taken the time to do it himself. I found
number fifteen dress. It was a short, tight black turtleneck
sweater-dress. I slipped it on, not surprised that it fit, but
uneasy over how short it was. The boots were on a rack, filled with
shoes and boots. I pulled down several just to stare. One was
leather, thigh-high, with what looked like six inch heels!

Did he think I was his Barbie doll and he
could dress me any way he wanted!?

The boots he had told me to wear were suede,
several inches short of the knee, with a four inch heel. I wanted
to disapprove of the outfit but I looked really hot in it, without
looking at all slutty. The belt around the dress was unnecessary
given how it clung to my body but the buckle added a little
color.

The thought of driving somewhere in the
Porsche dressed as I was was more than a little attractive, to be
honest. I checked his schedule. He was supposed to inspect a
building at the address he'd given me. What was he inspecting a
building for anyway?

Well, there was one way to find out...

I went to the garage, staying upstairs most
of the way in hopes of avoiding Chalmers and Maria. I still felt
like a slut, like they'd think I was anyway, new title and job or
not. The dress, well, it was more appropriate for going out in the
day, but unnecessarily short. You certainly wouldn't wear it at an
office unless you wanted a lot of attention.

And I had never sought that sort of
attention. Driving the Porsche was a dream. And without Stirling in
it I could pretend it was my car, and I was a rich girl speeding
down the road without a care in the world. Frankly, the biggest
reason I thought Stirling had a screw loose was all the time he
spent at work. If I had his money I'd be doing other things.

What was his fixation on black, I wondered,
as I drove. Was he depressed? A guy like him had no right to
depressed! If he was I'd smack him!

I got more than a few looks from guys as I
drove. Hey, I was a cute blonde in a Porsche. The only way they
would have noticed me more would be if the thing was red and a
convertible. I was a bit self-conscious, but only a bit. I mean, it
was a nice car, and if they thought it was mine, well, it wasn't
like I was leading them on.

The address given was a tall gray office
building, and, fortunately, it had an underground garage, which I
turned down. The door slid up as I rolled towards it, and I drove
inside to find a huge, very nicely lit garage – empty.

How odd, I thought. How was Stirling getting
here anyway? He hadn't asked me to drive him. I replayed the note
he'd sent to be absolutely sure, but no, he hadn't told me to pick
him up. Or was he using it as an excuse to give me another
spanking?

The thought made me anxious, for that last
spanking had been painful! On the other hand, it had also been an
incredible thrill!

I parked near a door with a sign that said
elevators, and got out, looking around at the empty garage. This
would be a good place, I thought, to have sex on the hood of a
car.

I looked back at the hood, which was where
he'd done me the first time a few nights back. The thought of
having sex down there kind of turned me on for some reason. I
checked my watch, then walked to the doors and into a hall. There
were several elevators there and I pushed the button and got on
one, heading for the first floor.

Stirling was right there in the lobby, and
his eyes moved up and down very rapidly as he saw me, though his
voice was calm and cool.

“Slate,” he said. “Good.
Right on time.”

Another man came forward. He was plump and
middle aged, balding, with a wide smile.

“How do you do, Ms. Slate,”
he said, taking my free hand (the other held the tablet. “I'm Myron
Jones.”

“Uhm, hello,” I said, a bit
nervous.

“Shall we get started then,
Jones?”

It wasn't a question, I knew, and Jones immediately launched into a
string of facts and figures. Stirling gave me a significant look
and I started, pulling up the tablet. It had a lot of nifty
figures, but the note-taker one, Fenworth had been quick to show
me, was one I'd practiced. It had a small stylus which was much
like a pen, and could be used like one. The good part was that it
would take your crummy writing and make it sharp and
clear.

Jones rarely stopped talking. He was like a
used car salesman, and both smiled and laughed too much. He looked
at me too much, too. Like, almost all the time, like he was trying
to sell the building to me. Even when he was talking to Stirling he
would smile at me, and believe me, I know when I'm being undressed
by someone's eyes.

I ignored it, though, concentrating on
getting all the details down. Stirling asked a lot of questions
about stuff I only half understood, like HVAC systems and air flow,
generators and power utilization. I just wrote everything down I
could as we moved through the lobby, up the stairs, into various
open and empty offices, then up to the equipment room on top of the
building.

By the time we were back in the lobby it was
after three. Stirling was still asking questions. Jones was still
staring at my legs, and I was still jotting down notes. I felt
good, though, like I was really working, really being a personal
assistant.

We finished up in the basement, and then the
garage.

“That's a lovely car you
have, Ms. Slate,” Jones said ingratiatingly.

I started to say it was Stirling's car and
he looked at me and gave a quick shake of his head.

“Thank you,” I said
demurely.

“Slate can drive me back to
the office, Jones,” he said.

“Well, it's been good to
meet you, Mr. Stirling,” Jones said.

He shook hands, then shook hands with me,
and we got into the car.

“Greasy man,” I muttered as
I started the engine.

“All salesmen are,” he
replied.

“Do up your seat belt,” I
said.

'Sir,” he said.

“Please do up your
seat-belt, sir,” I said. “It is my car, after all.”

He snorted, but did up his seat belt.

“So are you going to sign
it over to me?” I asked jokingly.

“Would you like me
to?”

I glanced at him and gave a kind of half
laugh. “Why wouldn't I?”

“Do you have any idea what
it costs to insure and maintain it?”

“Uhm, no, actually. I guess
you'd have to raise my salary.”

He smiled slightly.

“Get those notes to Jimmy
Reardon, and CC me.”

“Yes, sir,” I
said.

“You're working out quite
well, Slate.”

“All I did was take notes,”
I said.

“And distracted Jones. He's
a leg man, you know. He answered more questions than I think he
meant to because he was busy doing unspeakable things to you in his
mind.”

“Eeewww,” I said, making a
face. “He's older than my father!”

“Age has nothing to do with
things, Slate. You should know that.

“That's
disgusting.”

“A small price to pay,
Slate. And it wasn't like he got to touch you, like this, say,” he
said, sliding his hand up and down my bare leg.

I flicked my eyes at him doubtfully.

“What lovely soft skin you
have, Slate. I have no doubt that poor Jones would have had an
instant erection if he could have done this.”

“Double ewww!” I said.
“You're not exactly turning me on, Mr. Stirling.”

“What makes you think that
was my intent? If I wanted to do that I think I'd slide my hand
somewhat higher.”

And then he did.

“Spread your legs,
Slate.”

“I-I'm driving,” I
gulped.

“But you're an excellent
driver. You told me so yourself, Slate,” he purred.

I reluctantly let my thighs apart, and his
fingers slid up along my inner thighs and started to rub me through
my thong. He eased his fingers in through the side and I gulped as
they began to rub lightly against my clitoris.

'So what do you think of your new room,
Slate?”

“I-It's nice,” I
gulped.

“It's more than nice. It,
like me, is the best you've ever had.”

I couldn't exactly deny either claim.

“You bought me an entire
wardrobe!”

“Well, Mrs Fenworth did
that, but you can make further purchases if you like.”

“How did you know... which
dress was which number and stuff?”

He smiled. “It's all cataloged and filed
with pictures. You'll find it on your tablet under PA wardrobe. I
can simply flip through them and select what I wish you to
wear.”

“Shouldn't I be doing
that?” I said with a scowl.

“Not during work hours,
Slate,” he said.

“But I work all twenty four
hours a day!”

“What's your
point?”

“I'm not your Barbie doll,
you know!”

“Ah, but you are anything I
want you to be, Slate, during work hours. Besides, it's not like
any of the outfits are outrageous or ugly.”

I hadn't looked at them all yet, so I wasn't
sure what to reply to that.

“And you can buy other
outfits.”

“I don't have that kind of
money,” I said.

“You have credit card
numbers and account numbers. You can use them to order things
on-line. I'm having a card sent to you. You should get it tomorrow
or the next day.”

I gulped as I felt his fingers pushing into
me. His thumb was still stroking across my clitoris, and it was
beginning to have an effect as I felt heat beginning to bubble up
inside me.

“Jones could only dream of
doing this,” he said. “Men everywhere who see you can only dream of
doing this. But none of them can. Because you belong to me,
Slate.”

I didn't argue. I was trying to concentrate
on driving, despite the rising tide of sensations his stroking,
dancing, dipping fingers were having on my mind.

“I think you should park
the car and come inside, Slate, see where I work.”

Which again wasn't something I could argue
about. His building also had an underground garage. I parked the
Porsche, relieved when I had it in park given the churning heat he
was rousing within me.

“Take off the panties,
Slate,” he ordered.

I looked around the garage. Unlike the other
one it wasn't empty, but packed with cars. Still, the Porsche had
tinted windows, and it wasn't as brightly lit as the other garage.
I slipped my thong down and off.

“Slump down and spread your
legs.”

I moaned softly, but obeyed, and he pulled
the short skirt up to bare my pussy. His fingers caressed me,
stroked me, palmed me, and slid up and down my thighs and abdomen
before he took something from his pocket.

“Do you know what this is,
Slate?”

I looked at it in confusion, my breathing a
bit harsh now, and shook my head.

It looked a little like a
plastic hair clip, only thicker. It had two arms joined at one end.
One was about four inches long, the other only about two. Neither
was thicker than my thumb. I watched as he slid the long one into
my pussy, pushing it up until the short one began to slide up along
the outside of my body. He released it, and I felt the thing
squeezing against me from both sides.

Then it started to buzz. It was a
vibrator!

“Come on, let's go up,” he
said.

He got out of the car, then came around to
open my door as I hurriedly pushed down my skirt.

“But – .”

“That's not a word I like
hearing from you, Slate,” he said. “I believe I've told you this in
the past.”

“What if it falls out!?” I
gulped.

“But it won't.”

“People will hear
it!”

“I can't hear it, Slate, so
how could others.”

“I can hear it!”

“No, you can feel it
through your body,” he said, “Don't forget your tablet.”

He took the tablet out and handed it to me
and led me to the elevator.

It was not a powerful vibrator, and the clip
holding the two arms together had enough tension that it was
holding the thing in against me. It didn't weigh a lot anyway, I
thought, but the thought of walking around with it, and no panties,
in public, was making me feel kind of panicky.

Stirling kept a tight grip on my arm until
we were in the elevator, then he pushed the button for the twenty
seventh floor and let go.

He looked at me, smiling.

“Raise your
skirt.”

I looked at him, eyes widening.

“Raise it up
high.”

“'But – .”

His eyes narrowed, and I gripped the hem and
peeled the skirt up to my waist, heart pounding, staring at the
lights overhead in case we looked about to stop.

“Lovely,” he
said.

“Can I – .”

“Raise it
higher.”

I moaned but obeyed, feeling a wild, dark
heat as well as anxiety, as I peeled the sweater-dress up over my
bra. He reached in and pushed his fingers into one of my bra cups,
fingering my stiff nipple, then there was a dinging sound as the
elevator slowed. I squeaked and jerked the dress back down over my
hips as the doors slid aside.

A woman walked in and turned to press a
button for two floors up. We rode in silence to there, except that
I was afraid she would hear the vibrator, which sounded loud to
me!

She got off and Stirling reached over and
cupped one of my breasts.

“You know why I'm doing
this, Slate?”

“Because you're a pervert,”
I gulped.

He chuckled softly. “All men are perverts to
one degree or another,” he said. “I'm doing it for the sheer joy of
being able to.”

“What does that
mean!?”

The bell dinged and he dropped his hand.
“Figure it out, Slate.”

We walked out onto the twenty-seventh floor.
Everyone here was dressed for business, and I mean very
well-dressed. The men, regardless of age, were all in expensive
suits. The women were all in business dresses or power suits. I
felt kind of under-dressed, but had more to worry about than that
given the thing buzzing between my legs.

I followed him along, my mind trying to
adjust to varying degrees of discomfort. I was not dressed
properly, I had no panties, I had this thing buzzing away, I was
aroused, and people who saw me with Stirling were going to think I
was some kind of bimbo who was sleeping with him!

Which was all too close to the truth!

This was not like the office building we'd
just visited, at least, not on this floor. The corridor was wide,
and there were paintings on the paneled walls. The carpeting was
deep and rich, and everything, the cabinets, desks, chairs, all
looked very expensive, as if this were a law office.

He led me through a door, and I saw Fenworth
at a desk. I blushed, squirming even more inside. For she must
surely guess why she was buying all these clothes for me! I mean,
it would be one thing if I was his girlfriend, but I was his
chauffeur! And now his personal assistant. But she just looked up
for a moment, smiled and went back to her computer monitor as
Stirling led me through a pair of double doors into a much, much
larger office.

Don't get me wrong, Fenworth's office was
nice, but this, this was huge. It was the proverbial corner office,
and there were floor to ceiling windows set along each of the outer
walls. I hurried in, relived when he closed the door behind me.

“Not exactly a cubicle, is
it,” I said, looking around at the wall cabinets filled with books
and knick-knacks, the sofas and tables I the corner, the bar just
past them, the big meeting table in the far corner, and a desk
which looked bigger than the Porsche.

“Much of it is simply for
image, Slate. Sometimes you need to impress people with how
important and successful you are or they won't deal with you, won't
respect you.”

He had turned, and now his hands slid around
my waist as he pulled me in against him. He kissed me, surprisingly
gently at first, but it grew more passionate as it continued. I
slid my hands up over his shoulders, and then behind his neck,
feeling my heart beginning to beat faster and faster as his hands
caressed my back.

But then they slid down onto my buttocks,
and then gripped the hem of the dress, peeling it up over my hips.
I gasped, clamping my hands down.

“Fenworth is not so
indiscreet as to come in without my permission, Slate,” he
said.

I reluctantly eased my arms away and up and
he peeled the dress up and over my head and shoulders, then turned
me around and removed my bra. I felt my pulse racing as I looked
around, squirming even more to be naked in an office with people
outside!

Not entirely naked, of course. I still wore
the suede boots.

He pulled me against him again, his hands
roaming my back as we kissed, stroking and touching me, sliding
through my hair and over my shoulders, down my back and over my
buttocks, then up again. It was a long and very, very nice
kiss!

He drew back and looked at me, and I
wondered what was going on behind his eyes. Was I just some girl he
paid to have sex with or was he feeling more for me? What was I
feeling for him? That was even more important!

“Come here,
Slate.”

He pulled me towards his desk and nodded
towards one of the chairs before it.

“Sit.”

The chair was black leather (of course) kind
of square, with a short back and high arms so they were all one
level, like a box.

“Slump down.”

I slumped, heart beating.

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

Gulping, flushing, I obeyed. God, what a
slutty position! My legs were raised up and spread wide!

He reached down and slid the little vibrator
thing out of me. It was glistening wet, and I blushed as he grinned
at me. Then he went around behind his desk and sat down. He could
still see me very clearly, however.

“Cup your breasts,
Slate.”

I blinked uncertainly, then drew my hands in
and cupped and squeezed my breasts as he watched.

“Yes,” he said, his voice
getting a little more husky. “Roll the nipples between your
fingers. Pinch them.”

The heat rushed up through me as I obeyed,
again horribly aware we were in an office, that someone might knock
on the door. I plucked my very, very stiff nipples, twisted them,
rolled them, and stared back at him as he stared back at me.

“Slide your hands up and
down your body, Slate,” he said, his voice low.

I obeyed, my pussy thrumming with
energy.

“Slide two fingers into
your body, Slate,” he said, staring.

Flushed, I eased my hand down between my
legs and pushed two fingers through the tight lips of my sex.

“Now extend your index and
middle finger of your right hand, and place them over your
clitoris.”

Breathless, I obeyed.

“Rub yourself.”

Moaning, I did, feeling a hot rush of
sensation as I did.

“Pump your fingers in and
out.”

God, this was so … wild!

I pumped my fingers in and out, rubbing my
clitoris as he stared, leaning forward in his desk. His own face
seemed flushed as he watched.

“That's it. Masturbate for
me, Slate. I want to see you bring yourself to climax.”

The word... the word stopped me in my
tracks. It was so jarring, and it made my face burn. I mean, I knew
that was what I had been doing, well, kind of, but him saying it –
!

“Do it, Slate,” he
growled.

Oh shit! My fingers trembled, but then
returned to my clit, for I was incredibly aroused, and his wicked,
nasty, shocking demand... was irresistible! In fact, thinking of it
as masturbating was making my blood catch fire! I felt my breathing
become more and more ragged as my fingers stroked my clit and
pumped in and out of my body.

I had never done this before in front of a
guy, not even my boyfriends!

The backs of my knees were across the arms
of the chair, and my hips were starting to grind up against my
fingers as he looked on. My skin felt hot and raw and tender as I
felt the sexual pressure grow more and more intense, my skull
pounding with it.

“Stop!”

I gasped, stopping, staring at him, mouth
open.

He came around the chair and held out his
hand. My hand trembled as I raised it, and he took it in his hand,
squeezed it, then pulled me up. I groaned, rising to my feet,
stumbling slightly. He led me across the room to one of the big
windows. It was about six feet wide and went all the way to the
ceiling.

I gulped as I neared it, for there were
other buildings there, not very far away. In fact, I could see
people moving around in them, could make out people at their
desks!

“Stand in the
window.”

“But – !”

His hand slapped against my bottom.

“No buts!”

He pulled me into the window, and the sun
was shining right in my face as he pressed my bare breasts against
the warm glass. He jerked back on my hips and slapped my bottom
again.

“Spread your
legs.”

I moaned and obeyed, face pressed against
the glass, heart pounding, staring wildly around at the other
windows, up and down. There were two buildings close enough for
people to be able to really notice me without binoculars or
something. Both were taller than his building, so people could look
down, as well as up.

“Someone might see me!” I
moaned.

Crack!

His hand slapped against my bottom.

“And what will they see,
Slate?” he asked. “They'll see a naked girl in the window. But they
your head, Slate, will be the size of a pencil eraser. No one will
know who it is.”

“What if they take
pictures!?”

His fingers slid up and down my back,
caressed my buttocks, and slid around my hip to stroke my
clitoris.

He chuckled throatily. “They probably will,
Slate. But camera phones don't have very good quality when taking
telephoto shots. It will be blurred.”

“But – .”

Crack!
His hand slapped my bottom again.

“Tell you what, Slate. If
you ever come across a picture of you taken today where your face
is identifiable, I'll give you a hundred thousand
dollars.”

I blinked, shocked by the number even in the
midst of my wild anxieties, worries and heat.

“Oh!”

Then his hand was between my legs, his
fingers pushing up inside me!

I moaned at how slick they were as they
moved up and down, and my hips began to grind helplessly back even
as I still stared out at the opposite buildings. Then I saw a man
staring at me! He was standing in the window, and I knew somehow he
was looking right at me! But Stirling was right in that I couldn't
make out anything of his features. He seemed slender, and wore a
suit.

Then another man joined him in the window,
both of them staring at me, and my skin flamed even though I told
myself they couldn't possibly see my face!

“People are looking at me!”
I gasped.

“Men?” he asked.

“Yes!”

“I wonder if they're
getting excited. They can't see you very well, of course, but from
that distance they can see you're female and not flat
chested.”

He chuckled as his left hand rose to cup and
knead my left breast. My face was red, but I was reasonably sure he
was correct. I mean, I couldn't tell you a thing about either of
the men. Their heads were tiny at this distance. I thought one
seemed older and the other younger. Both had darker hair, and both
were in suits.

I felt Stirling grip my hair, and gasped as
he pulled my head up and back. I'd been leaning forward, my bottom
pushed out towards him. But now he pushed me right in flat against
the window.

“Reach down and masturbate
while they watch,” he whispered, looking over my
shoulders.

“Noooo!” I
gasped.

“Do it!” he
growled.

I drew my arm in, my trembling fingers going
down between my legs, and started to finger myself. I stared,
wide-eyed, at the two men watching me, and then saw another at
another window, two flights up! Oh my God! There was another one in
the next building! Shit! Fuck!

Stirling jerked back on my hips and I
yelped, my hands slapping against the window to keep from falling,
then I felt his cock pushing against me, pushing into me! I
shuddered, my legs spreading wider as he thrust up deep. I let out
a helpless cry of heat and wild passion as he started thrusting
hard and fast.

He bit into the nape of my neck his hands
squeezing my breasts as he ground himself against me, thrusting in
and out, stopping to grind, then thrusting again.

“Have you ever had sex in
front of an audience before, Slate?”

“Noooo!” I
moaned.

“I think you're a natural
at it. Perhaps we should put you on a stage and sell
tickets.”

His thick cock slid back, then forward,
making me moan in helpless pleasure, then gasp as the head jammed
up against the deepest part of my pussy.

“I'm sure they'd rather be
standing here than standing there,” he said.

He drew his upper body back and I felt his
hands grip my hips. Then his thrusts grew faster and harder. He
reached up to grip my hair, jerking my head back, and I cried out,
arching, hands reaching up and back so that my breasts pillowed out
against the window.

My body shook to the hard, fast thrusts and
the heat inside me roiled and grew until my entire body was
twisting and rolling and grinding back.

Then the orgasm hit and I cried out in
helpless passion, thrusting back against his cock as his hips
slapped wildly against my buttocks!

 


 


 





Chapter Eleven

 


 


 


 


“You're crazy,” was the
first thing I said to him when I could speak.

“You're beautiful,” he
replied.

I blinked, panting, moving back from the
window.

“Every one of those guys
wishes he could be the guy doing you from behind,” he
said.

I groaned and sank to my knees, chest
heaving.

“Is everything about …
about showing off... with you?” I asked breathlessly.

“Showing off?” he asked.
“If I was showing off I'd have done you out in the hall where
people I know could see you. I have no idea who those men were and
they have no idea who you and I are, and never will.”

He squatted next to me. He'd already zipped
up and smoothed back his hair.

“Money, Slate, is just
numbers in a file. How does a man truly know he's a success, that
he's risen above other men, until he can do things they can only
ever dream of doing?”

“Why does that matter to
you?” I asked.

He paused. “I'm not a psychologist,” he
said.

“Look at this office, look
at your house, your cars. How can anyone doubt you're a
success?”

He shook his head. “No, Slate. I'm not
trying to convince other men. I'm trying to convince me.”

He stood up and reached down. I took his
hand and he pulled me to my feet, then led me back to the desk.

“You can go home. I won't
be ready to go until eight or nine.”

I pulled on the dress, and
he showed me to the bathroom where I could brush out my hair. When
I came back out he was already working at his desk.

“When was the last time you
took a vacation?” I asked.

He looked up in surprise. “Vacation?”

“You know those things men
get to take if they can, if they're successful.”

He snorted. “My father built up this
company, and he never took a vacation.”

“Maybe he didn't think he
could afford to. Maybe if you can afford to you'll think you're
better than him.”

He glared at me, and his voice was suddenly
hot. “Don't psychoanalyze me, Slate!”

He looked back down at the papers on his
desk. “I will call you when I want to be picked up,” he
growled.

I bit my tongue and left.

He was right in that every man I passed
stared at me, most of them discretely. I flushed a bit, wondering
if they could possibly know what I'd just been doing.

I drove home, enjoying the drive, but
thinking more about Slate. He talked about impressing others, but I
think it was himself he was trying to impress. When I'd looked him
up on the internet there had been a lot about his father, but
nothing much about him. His father had built up the company from
nothing. He had inherited it but nobody was giving him a lot of
credit for simply running it successfully.

Knowing his schedule, I had some idea of
what it took to run the company, and I had gone back over his
finances. He was worth a lot more this year than last year. He'd
been worth a lot more last year than the previous year. He was
making tons of money, more and more every year. I wondered how long
it would be until he felt he was successful.

I'd seen a picture of his mother with his
father. She had been pretty, but not especially so. Then again, the
pictures showed a woman in her fifties. And both his parents had
died about eight years ago in a plane crash.

When I got home I looked through more
information in the folders on him. There was a lot of stuff, since
his personal assistant had to have a lot of information depending
on what he wanted done. I had his passport number, but according to
the file it had expired years ago.

Why would a rich guy never leave the
country? There was so much to see! Even I had been to Europe! Oh,
it had been an economy thing, and backpacking with a few friends,
but it had been a blast. Those amazing castles and churches, the
wild times in Amsterdam, and the old towns in Germany...

Slate was way too tense. He definitely
needed a vacation, I thought. But how was I going to bring that
up?

*

I picked him up at eight thirty, wearing my
chauffeur outfit. He looked at me suspiciously, but I didn't open
my mouth as I pulled away from the curb. I wasn't going to mention
his father, that was for sure!

“So I was thinking,” I
finally said, “About this uniform.”

What about it?” he asked suspiciously.

“Well, it's not very
sexy.”

His eyebrows twitched. “I disagree,” he
said.

I looked at him in the mirror and frowned.
“It's like, a man's suit!”

“Trust me on my evaluation,
Slate. You look very good in it.”

“But – .”

“Slate, the next time you
say that word I'm going to turn your bottom quite red.”

“What's wrong with... that
word?”

“It is a placeholder,
Slate. It's a means of saying, in effect, yes, yes, I know what you
said, and I heard it, and I disagree because of the
following.”

“Is that what it is? All
that?”

“Sir,” he said, scowling,
“And I'm not sure I like your impertinence, Slate.”

“I don't think that's
true,” I said.

“Excuse me.”

“I think you like my
impertinence, Jack,” I said.

His eyes widened. “My name is Jackson, Miss
Slate! And I have not given you permission to use it!”

“Wouldn't Jackson be
shortened to Jack? I mean, when you were a little kid surely people
didn't call you Stirling?”

“After dinner, Slate,” he
growled. “I will show you how much I like your impertinence after
dinner.”

I felt a hot little charge of excitement at
that. I felt a bit giddy, but then, he was going to want to punish
me no matter what I said. I'd see to that!

*

“Don't forget the collar
and restraints,” was the last thing he said as he left the
car.

I smirked. Was he in for a surprise!

I peeked out into the dinning room as he
took his place, and waited. He fidgeted and he looked towards the
kitchen, and he checked his watch impatiently.

“Slate!” he finally
called.

“Keep your shirt on,
Jackson,” I called back.

I saw his eyes widen and ducked back. I got
his dinner and put it on a tray, then carried it out to him. His
eyes widened even more when he saw me, then narrowed into two
flinty little opals.

“You are not wearing your
proper uniform, Slate,” he growled.

In fact, I was wearing a pair of gray
sweatpants and a sweatshirt.

“It was too chilly to be
naked,” I said, sliding the tray before him and lifting the
cover.

He started to say something then paused,
looking at the plate.

“What in the hell is
this?!” he demanded.

“Frozen fish sticks. I was
playing video games. Oh, and I got you some milk instead of wine.
It's better for you.”

He stared at me in astonishment and I looked
back innocently. “What? It's very filling. I used to eat it all the
time.”

He grabbed at me and I jerked back, moving
around, putting the table between me and him.

“You're not going to lose
your temper, are you, Jackson?”

He glared at me, then down at the fish
sticks. Then he picked one up. He glared me again, and banged it
against the tray. It was still frozen.

“Oh... right. I should have
warmed it more,” I said.

“I am not a man who plays
games, Slate,” he said in a dark, low voice.

I leaned over the table, eyes wide. “Maybe
you should... Jackson.”

He jerked forward and grabbed at me,
managing to catch my sweatshirt. I pulled back hard, still bent
over, and didn't fight it being pulled over my head and off. I
squealed as he jumped to his feet, then scurried into the living
room. He jumped after me and I ran for the stairs. He caught my
legs and I squirmed out of the sweatpants.

Now wearing thong and bra, both black and
lacy, of course, I darted up the stairs with Stirling in hot
pursuit.

“Slate! Get back
here!”

I turned my head at the top of the stairs
and stuck my tongue out at him, then ran on.

I ran into my bedroom, made a show of trying
to slam it in his face, then turned, squealing, and ran as he
reached it in time to throw it open. I arranged for him to catch me
right at the foot of the bed, my hands reaching up high along the
corner post.

There was a canopy, a large one, with
ruffles falling down along the corner posts. So my hands were kind
of buried in under the ruffles as he caught me. He tried to yank me
away but I clung to the post, squealing.

“You aren't going to sit
down for a week, Slate!” he exclaimed.

“Then I can't drive your
cars!” I cried.

His hands shot up under the ruffles to where
mine were clutched around the upper part of the post and I twisted
very quickly, for for I had made a small purchase on my way home.
It was a bondage thing, like a strap, but it closed with
Velcro.

It was tied to the post, and I wrapped it
quickly around one of his wrists before he understood what I was
doing.

“What... what are you –
!?”

With one hand pinned I grabbed the other
quickly with both hands and shoved it up against the first. I was
aided by the fact his other hand was up there anyway trying to free
himself. I wrapped the second Velcro strap quickly around his
wrist, yanking it tight and letting the Velcro lock it into
place.

“Slate! Have you lost your
mind!?” he demanded.

“I'm trying an experiment,”
I said, panting.

“I don't want to
experiment!”

“If you don't like it I'll
give you a thousand dollars!”

I tore his shirt open, sending buttons
popping, and he gaped at me as I bent and began to lick and kiss
his chest. My hands slid around him, caressing his ribs and his
back as my lips and mouth sucked and licked at his nipples.

“I'm going to turn your ass
so red, Slate – !”

I straightened and kissed him. “You can call
me Danielle,” I said. “Or Danny.”

He stared at me in surprise, looking quite
baffled.

My hands were already at his belt, jerking
it open, popping the clasp of his pants, then jerking them and his
boxers down as I dropped to my knees before him. I rubbed my face
up and down against his groin, my hands caressing his bare hips,
keeping his pants bunched up around his ankles so he couldn't kick
me or something.

“You're going to pay for
this, Slate,” he promised.

“Danny,” I whispered,
taking his cock, his very rapidly hardening cock in hand, licking
gently up and down the underside.

My hands slid up and down over his buttocks,
squeezing them as I took his cock into my mouth, massaging it,
sucking it, licking it, pushing up and down, then down, then down
until he filled my throat, already hard. I moaned around it, my
lips sucking at the base, my hands moving up and down his abdomen,
his firm, yet soft abdomen, then up over his chest.

This was much more satisfying than doing it
with my hands tied behind my back! Yet, oddly, it lacked the same
sort of dark thrill that had my fingers trembling. Well, I was
fairly sure I'd get tied up again soon.

I slid my lips back off his cock, lifting it
up and pressing it back against his abdomen, then holding it there
as I sucked at his balls and began to run my tongue slowly up and
down the lower part of him. It was about now he'd normally grab me
by the hair, pull me up, and fuck my brains out.

But he couldn't!

I felt a rush of something like mirth at
that, and licked up to the head, then around it, before pursing my
lips and taking him into my mouth again. I rolled my eyes up at him
and he looked balefully downward, promising retribution. He was
still twisting his hands in the straps, and I imagined they were
itching to start spanking something!

I took him into my throat again, then,
bracing myself, began to work my lips and throat slowly up and down
his cock. I'd only done this in practice, and his cock was thicker
than what I'd used. But I was managing it, and without any real
gagging! I felt a sense of triumph at that, and increased my speed,
then pulled out altogether.

I considered stopping and making him admit
he was my bitch before continuing, but I didn't think he'd do it.
He was a lot more strong-willed than me. And my bottom was already
starting to tingle with dread at how much of a spanking I was going
to get for this!

In fact, I thought, now might be the best
time to let him go, when he was more interested in fucking me than
punishing me...

I pressed his cock up and back against his
belly and rubbed my cheeks against it, mouthing it and sliding my
tongue out each time it got into range. I rolled my eyes up at
him.

“You have a beautiful
cock,” I said.

I pulled it down and held it in both hands,
gently stroking them up and down its slick, warm length, not
wanting him to come just yet, but wanting him quivering. His cock
quivered, but he didn't.

I had an idea and slipped my bra off, then
drew his cock down, pulling it between them, mashing them around it
as I licked at his abdomen, and that finally broke through his
stern demeanor. I heard an audible gasp, and when my eyes flicked
up I saw his mouth open and his face take on a look of pleasure and
heat, but he quickly resumed his glare when he noticed me
looking.

I stood up, sliding my thong down and off,
then backed against him, grinding my buttocks against his cock,
against his groin. I turned around, pressing my breasts against his
chest, sliding my hands up and down his body as I rained kisses
along his throat.

“Untie me,” he
growled.

I sighed, but then, in keeping my previous
thoughts, and with a hot surge of wariness combined with heat, I
reached up and jerked on the Velcro closures, freeing his wrists.
He grabbed my hair immediately, as I was half expecting since he
tended to use it as a handle, and jerked my head up and back to
sharply arch my back.

“I don't like being tied
up, Slate,” he growled.

“S-sorry!” I
gasped.

He jerked down and I cried out, forced to my
knees, then, as he shifted his grip, yanked forward onto all
fours.

“Sir,” he
growled.

“Sorry, sir!” I
gasped.

He led me across the aisle to his bedroom,
using my hair like a leash, keeping me on my hands and knees. I
crawled across to his room, then up into the bedroom as he led me
along. There was a wide, open area on the left of his bed, with a
short hall leading to the en-suite He forced my face down against
the floor, then and slapped my bottom.

“Raise your ass, Slate!
High!”

I obeyed, heat rushing through me, but still
quite anxious about what he was going to do.

I want your chin on the floor and your arms
stretched out in front of you. Your legs are to be straight,
vertical, Slate!”

He was moving as he spoke, and a moment
later I felt something thin pressing against my bottom.

“Now spread your legs to
the sides.”

I obeyed and I felt my self penetrated, not
by fingers, but by something much thicker, and no, it wasn't his
cock. He had restraint, this man! Dripping with my saliva,
throbbing red and hungry and taut, he still used a something else,
a dildo instead! I groaned as it slid up through the warm, tight
depths of my pussy, though, or down, given my position.

I wanted to turn my head around to see, but
knew that would get me a slap on the bottom. I groaned as it moved
in and out, and gasped as it hit bottom. Then I felt something at
my back passage. I moaned again, but this time it wasn't a
butt-plug. It was another dildo – sort of! It was such a peculiar
feeling that I started to turn my head.

Crack!

“Head straight,” he
barked.

I moaned, and felt it pushing in again. It
was like instead of being a smooth shaft it was quite lumpy, like a
row of golf balls impaled on a long pencil! Pop! One pushed into
me, and my sphincter started to close, then the next pushed against
it, slowly pushing it in and open until the widest part of the ball
could slide in.

I slid closed, or nearly so, and the next
pushed against it, then the next. I moaned as it pushed deep and I
started to feel a cramping sensation deep in my belly. I felt he
dildo working then, sliding in and out and then... out. I was
vacant for a moment, then it – no, a bigger one, pushed in! I
groaned as it slid deep. It felt even bigger than Stirling was!

Then he moved back. I rolled my eyes to the
side, sensing him there, and finally, lost patience, and turned my
head enough to see him sitting on the bed, looking at me.

“Head front,
Slate!”

He was just sitting there, naked now, with a
huge hard-on!

“I am considering what to
do with you, Slate.”

“I can think of something,
sir!” I gulped.

“I'm sure you can, but that
would not be a punishment.”

He stood up and went into his walk-in
closet, then returned, but I couldn't see much out of the corner of
my eye. He knelt before me, and attached leather restraints to my
wrists while my eyes flicked to his still very hard cock thrusting
out in front of me. He moved back behind me and I felt him
attaching the same restraints around my ankles.

He stood up and moved to my
other side, near the entrance hall for the bathroom, and reached up
high, doing something.

“Head straight,
Slate!”

I jerked my head back.

He finally leaned over me and I gasped as he
used my hair as a handle again, pulling me to my knees, then to my
feet, turning me to the bathroom.

The entrance hall was about four feet long,
and a few feet in front of it were a pair of, I guess you could
call them columns, kind of carved marble pillars stretching from
floor to ceiling, each about six or eight inches or so around. I
now saw that he'd hung leather straps from them.

He drew my right arm up and out to the side,
attaching the wrist restraint to the leather strap, then drew my
left arm up and out to the other side, adjusting the strap so that
as it clipped to the restraint they were both firm and taut.

“Spread your legs, slut,”
he growled.

“Slate,” I said.

Crack!

His hand slapped sharply against my bottom
and I gasped, jerking my legs apart. Soon my ankles were tightly
strapped in place and my body was kind of spreadeagled, except up
on the balls of my feet, the pressure against my wrists keeping me
in position.

I gasped as he pulled back my hair again,
and he used the opportunity to shove that ball gag thing into my
open mouth and draw the strap around behind my head.

Wow! This was like, the real thing! I felt
very hot, very kinky, very wild! My pussy was squeezing down
hungrily on the thick dildo he'd shoved inside me, and my bottom
felt very strange with that other thing he'd shoved up deep inside
me there!

There were two doors, one on either side of
the short hall leading to the bathroom. He opened one wide, and
there was a huge mirror on the inside, which now showed me from the
front. I stared at myself, moaning excitedly. He stepped into place
behind me and gripped my hair, looking me in the eyes in the
mirror.

“I'm going to whip you,
Slate,” he said.

My eyes widened, and I tried to shake my
head, but he ignored me, moving off.
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He stepped back into view, holding a whip!
Sort of. I mean, it wasn't what I was expecting. It wasn't one of
those long, thick things like I'd seen in movies. This was short,
and instead of one long leather strap it had what looked like a
dozen or so very short, very thin ones.

“I will show you how I
respond to impertinence on the part of my servants, Slate, as well
as my – slaves.”

His voice lacked the usual cool, restrained
timbre, sounding a little breathless, lower, and excited.

Slaves?!

I saw him move in the mirror, saw his arm
draw back, saw the intent look in his eyes, and I braced for the
sharp pain that was to follow. I squealed and twisted against the
restraints as his arm swung sharply forward, and I cried out in
pain as it struck!

In fact, the blow was
something of an anticlimax. I mean, it kind of stung. The thin
little laces spread out and they all struck my back more or less
together, across a wide area. They each stung! But the thing was
very light. Yet they all
struck together, and the multiple little stings
all across my back was a very strange sensation!

The next blow struck, a little lower down,
and I yelped again, twisting against the restraints, pulse racing,
gulping in air as I struggled to look over my shoulders. Another
blow fell, and another, and another, and my back started to warm,
started to throb, started to … hurt.

And yet, I was feeling this incredible sense
of thrilled excitement at what he was doing. This was even kinkier
than the spanking and bondage! This was like... wow! I was being
whipped! I was tied up and being whipped!

I stared at myself in the mirror, panting,
moaning, pulse raising, and then past me to where Stirling stood
behind me. His face was a mask of excitement, and his cock looked
as though it might explode! It was sticking way up at a very sharp
angle, and I wondered if it hurt when he moved!

I gasped as the thing fell across my back
again, arching, twisting, moaning into the gag. I couldn't even
protest with the gag, which made me feel even more completely
helpless!

“I want you to learn
discipline, slave girl,” he said in a breathless growl.

Thwack!

I twisted and arched.

“I want you to learn...
obedience.”

Thwack!

I cried out, pulling against the
restraints.

“I want you to learn to
submit to my will!”

Thwack!

My back was starting to actually hurt not,
to sort of glow, like I had a bad sunburn! But the next blow
surprised me. It sort of struck the side of my back, and the laces
sort of curled around my waist to snap at my belly! I yelped,
twisting, but couldn't do a thing.

The next did the same thing on the other
side! Then the next did it again, higher up! I cried out, outraged,
shocked, as the thin laces curled around my ribs and snapped at the
side of my breast! The stings against my soft flesh startled me,
yet a moment later I felt that dark thrill grow even more
intense!

He wouldn't dare!

But he did, sweeping the whip in around the
other side, his eyes filled with lust and excitement as his arm
swept the flog down around my ribs at my other breast!

He moved around in front of me now, and my
eyes must have been enormous as I stared at him and his upheld arm.
The arm came down and the flog swung around sideways, snapping
across my chest, a rattle of stings snapping into my senses as my
head jerked back and my body pulled against all four straps at
once.

Again the flog came down, and again, and
again, and my breasts, which were thrumming with sexual heat and
pressure, the nipples excruciatingly hard, began to heat and
redden, the sharp little snapping and cracking of sharp pains
pouring a wild mixture of pleasure and pain through my roiling mind
and body!

He moved around behind me and I cried out as
he jerked back on my hair again, his right hand sliding roughly
over my throbbing breasts, his fingers plucking and pinching my
nipples, then sliding down lower to cup the base of the dildo in
his hand. He pushed up and I shuddered, straining and twisting in
his grasp as he somehow forced the thing even deeper!

In fact, it was so deep that, as he released
my hair and my head fell forward, I saw in the mirror that he had
actually buried it inside me! The lips of my sex were still parted,
straining, but the dildo had sunk a half inch into my body!

“I'm going to continue to
whip you, Slate,” he said, his voice a low, breathless voice, “But
even my self control has limits!”

And with that he dropped the whip and I felt
the other dildo, or whatever it was called, sliding down out of my
bottom. It was such a strange sensation, as one round little ball
after another popped out of me. My hips jerked convulsively, my
head jerking up and back.

As it came free I felt him press his body
against me, and his right arm reached around and down, fingers
sliding across my clitoris, then going lower. His cock appeared
between my thighs, and he gripped the head, pulling it up against
my sex at a sharp angle.

It wasn't aimed at penetrating me, but at
caressing me. He began to pump his hips in and out, holding the
shaft against my body so that it rubbed up and down against the
outside of my sex, the head sliding across my clitoris as I moaned
and ground my hips frantically back at him.

“Oh no, Slate! That
wouldn't be an appropriate punishment!” he gasped.

So instead, he drew back and I felt the head
against my back passage. I moaned as I felt the pressure there,
felt my body giving way as he pushed up inside me. I had never done
anal sex before, seeing absolutely no reason to consent to it,
thinking it dirty and degrading. Now I felt his thick, slick cock
pushing up into my bottom and felt a strange rush of hunger and
searing heat!

It wasn't at all the same sensation as when
it filled my pussy, and as it pushed even deeper I felt a cramping
sensation in the pit of my belly. But I was so wildly overexcited
by that point in time that it really didn't matter. He began to
thrust in and out, his right hand rubbing against my clitoris, his
left rising up and encircling my throat.

I stared at myself in the mirror, stared at
my body jerking in time to his thrusts, noted the wild look on my
face, but it was almost like... I was seeing myself but not seeing
myself, not caring, as more and more of my focus turned inward to
the storm of sensations exploding through my nervous system.

His arms were tight around me, the one
across my ribs squeezing me back against his powerful chest, the
other between my legs also pushing back so that my buttocks ground
against him. He leaned in, breath hot against the side of my
throat, and bit into the nape of my neck, gasping and grunting as
his hips worked harder and drove his long, hard cock, achingly deep
into my ass!

His hand was squeezing my throat but not
hard enough to interfere with my breathing. It did, however, have
the effect of kind of making my head feel a growing pressure
sensation, and as his fingers rubbed harder against my clitoris and
his cock thrust up into me faster the rising tide of sensations
rose up like a tidal wave and then swept down to swamp my mind!

The orgasm was a monster, and it became even
more as I twisted and thrashed and his hand tightened around my
throat. My skull felt like it was going to explode with the
incredible sexual pressure screaming through my body, and I
screamed and screamed into the gag, writhing in the grip of a
volcanic release even more powerful than he'd given me before!

*

He kept his promise, and resumed flogging
me. With the wild heat gone it was more of a punishment now, and I
moaned and flinched at the sharp sparkle of stings as he whipped me
front and back, high and low. The aching and stinging rose to the
level of actual pain, and I twisted in my bonds in an instinctive
attempt to break free, but of course, I couldn't.

The pain was rising to the point where I was
starting to actually get concerned, staring at him in the mirror,
trying to yell through my gag.

He stopped.

“Your punishment has just
begun, Slate,” he warned.

His next punishment was even more
insidious.

He sat me on the floor with my back against
the wall. There were small, discrete holes in the wall here, where
he could screw in metal rings. With these he locked my wrists
tightly against the wall next to my hips, then raised my ankles up
high and back and strapped them to the wall over my head. This left
me positioned rather obscenely – and helplessly, for his next
punishment.

He pushed the dildos back inside me, then
brought over a large vibrator. This one had a head shaped like a
drum, with a long handle. He positioned this directly against my
pussy, against my clitoris, then tied it in place with leather cord
and turned it on.

And left me.

I had not had much experience with vibrators
or other sex toys before Stirling. I didn't need them to bring
myself off, and while I enjoyed the way guys treated me, and could
basically have sex whenever I wanted, I wouldn't say I was a
particularly sexual person. I was more of a tomboy, really,
fascinated more with cars and engines and sports.

The vibrator was one which plugged into the
wall, and was a lot more powerful than battery powered ones. It
also was pressed not only against my clitoris, but against the base
of the dildo he'd shoved into me. It kind of made the whole thing
quiver inside me.

I was still gagged, which was a good thing,
I think, despite the thickness of his door. For he left me there
for quite a long while. Apparently he went back down to the kitchen
and made something to eat. He then ate it in the living room while
watching the all-news channels.

I didn't think this was much of a
punishment, to be honest, not at first. The vibrator, combined with
the penetration and fullness inside me, and the kinky bondage
stuff, soon had me quivering and moaning and trembling there
against the wall, heat and pleasure rolling through me in waves.
Then the orgasm hit and I cried out into the gag, my head jerking
and twisting as spasms wracked my body.

But it was only the first orgasm. Again,
you'll think, well, big deal, not exactly a punishment there!

And for the second and third and maybe the
fourth orgasms, and perhaps the fifth, you'd be right. But the
vibrator was relentless! And I was helplessly and endlessly
aroused! Every orgasm made the muscles in my body, particularly in
my lower belly, spasm wildly, my nerve endings spitting and
crackling like live wires!

And they left me gasping, panting, moaning,
even as the vibrator continued to buzz powerfully against horribly
oversensitive nerve endings! It was an overload of sensation! It
was so raw, so powerful after the orgasms that I cried out,
twisting, trying helplessly to get away from it. But I couldn't!
And as those overpowering sensations continued they rapidly drew me
back into the realm of dark hunger, passion and pleasure, and set
my body thrumming with excitement once again.

In record time.

I was soon a wreck! I was light-headed,
gasping, sweating and trembling as orgasm after orgasm had me
thrashing and shaking in violent convulsions! I think I was beyond
aroused. I was dazed and feverish! My internal muscles ached
fiercely from the constant convulsions. If I could have spoken, if
he had been there, I would have begged him to stop!

But of course, I couldn't form words, and he
wasn't there, and so the powerful vibrator dragged me screaming and
sobbing through orgasm after orgasm after orgasm until I couldn't
stop trembling and twitching and shaking, and yet more were lining
up to take me!

I was hardly even aware of my surroundings
when he finally came back for me. I don't remember seeing him. I
took no notice of him, shaking and thrashing as I was. He must have
simply walked past me and into the toilet, for my next clear memory
was of him carrying me, not over his shoulder this time but in his
arms, into the bathroom and then climbing into the big, corner tub,
which was already filled with water.

I was still trembling and twitching and
moaning – aloud, for at some point he'd removed the gag, again
without my noticing.

He sat down with me across his lap, his
hands moving softly over my trembling body. He leaned in, kissing
me, kissing my throat, my head, my chin, my cheeks as I gulped in
air and tried to slow my trembling.

Then his hand slid down between my legs. I
jerked, but it felt... warm, comforting in the warm water, soft,
reassuring. His fingers dipped inside me, and his thumb stroked
gently against my clitoris. I moaned in denial, still trembling,
but couldn't move my muscles, and he brought me a final time.

It was a different kind of orgasm, though.
It wasn't the wild, raw thing of sparkling energy and crashing
symbols, but a warm, liquid thing of stretching arms and groans and
deep pleasure. I went limp against him, face against his chest, and
he continued to run his hands over my body, eventually soaping me
up and then rinsing me off.

He dried me off, brushed my hair, and
carried me to bed, and then slid atop me, kissing and caressing me,
saying nothing. I just lay there, exhausted, both emotionally and
physically drained. He slid into me and began to thrust, and the
feeling was – gentle, reassuring, comforting in a strange way. I
wasn't really very aroused, but was pleased somehow.

And then I fell asleep.

*

I was used to sleeping alone. Even on those
occasions when I'd had a boyfriend neither they nor I slept over
very often. I had, though, wakened in a man's bed before, or with
one of them in mine. I had never wakened naked on my side, with a
man spooned against me before, though.

Stirling's arms were around me, and I could
feel his deep, even breaths against my head. His right hand was
cupped protectively over my breast, practically squeezing it, but
not quite. Waking to this gave me an odd sensation, not so much
physical as emotional. And right away my mind began to swirl with
what kind of weird relationship the two of us were involved in.

It certainly wasn't a relationship of
equals. He was my boss. I was a lowly employee... servant. What was
it he called me the other night? Slave? His slave girl? The thought
made a part of me indignant, but another part of me, to be honest,
kind of hot.

I was not his slave girl, nor his bitch, nor
his slut!

But we certainly weren't equals. So what the
hell were we?

It was bright enough outside I wondered
whether I was late, then remembered, it was Saturday. Not that he
didn't go in often enough on Saturdays too. Nitwit. How are you
supposed to relieve stress and tension without any days off?

While I was thinking, he wakened, and his
hand began to move up and down my body, very lightly, stroking and
caressing. His fingers moved down to stroke against my clit, which
was still quite sensitive, and I moaned, reaching down to push his
hand away.

He eased back and rolled me onto my back,
then looked down at me. I looked back, and for long seconds we sort
of looked at each other. I wondered if he was wondering the same
sorts of things I was wondering. What exactly did I feel about
him?

I liked him, I decided, maybe even a lot. He
had his flaws, his faults. He was entirely too domineering, too
driven, and, ultimately, I thought, lacked self-confidence, despite
his front. Else he wouldn't keep feeling the need to prove how much
better he was then other men.

He had so much stuff, and yet he had no
family I'd seen. None of his telephone conversations seemed to be
with friends. They were all business related. Did he even have
friends? Did he bother to take the time for anything other than
work?

His hand was playing with my breasts as we
looked at each other, and my nipples were soon quite hard. Then he
began to kind of smile, the knowing sort of smile that I kind of
knew he was going to show up my weakness again, as his hand slid
back down between my legs. I groaned and closed my eyes, and he
slid forward and down until he was kneeling between my legs
again.

He lifted them up and apart, dropping onto
his elbows, and started to lick me.

“Oh!” I moaned, pushing at
his head.

He grasped my wrists, pinning them to my
sides, as he had done before, demanding total control, total
dominance. And his mouth set to work proving his dominance, proving
how weak I was. Was he proving it to me or to himself. No matter,
he proved it, for I was soon writhing and moaning, arching and
twisting, my head thrashing as I begged him to fuck me.

And then he did.

He started out atop me, thrusting, kissing
me, pulling at my hair to expose my throat, growing more
impassioned with each passing second, it seemed. He finished with
me crushed in two beneath him, shoving my ankles up behind my head,
hammering down at me as if somehow he was both punishing me and
showing me that he was the one in charge, that he was the boss,
that I was weak.

Since it ended in a massive orgasm I didn't
really mind, but as I lay there afterward, panting for breath, I
thought again about his insecurities, his need to show how much in
charge he was. What had his parents been like, I wondered.

“You're not going in to
work today?” I asked in a groan.

He hesitated, in the act of putting on his
shorts, then pulled them up.

“I hadn't decided,” he
said.

“Chalmers doesn't work
today, does he?”

He shook his head. “Nor Maria.”

“Poor you. Will you have to
make your own breakfast, pull out your own chair?”

His eyes narrowed. “No, I have a personal
assistant for that.”

“When does she get the day
off?”

He reached into the bed and his big hand
encircled my ankle, then he dragged me down and off so that I
yelped as my hands went down to support myself before my bottom hit
the floor.

“Hey!”

“The carpet is almost as
thick as the mattress,” he said to my complaint.

I sat up, glowering up at him.

“Maybe we could go to a
movie,” I said.

“I have a movie theater in
the house,” he said.

“Oh, right.”

“I have some things I can
do around the house,” he said.

He looked me up and down. “I'm sure I can
find a use for you.”

“I'm going to be worn out
if you keep using me,” I groaned.

His lip curled up a little. “We'll get your
collar and restraints on again.”

He gathered the latter up from the bathroom,
where he'd removed them and as I stood up he came out with them in
hand.

“I'm not going to be naked
all day,” I said flatly.

He grinned at me. “What a lovely idea.”

“No.”

He glared.

“No, sir!”

He took my wrist, leading me out of the
room. His hand slipped down it as we moved until he had my hand,
which I much preferred. We went back to my bedroom and into the
closet, where he put down the restraints and searched in the
drawers. I discovered that lingerie had been purchased for me, as
well as clothes, and shook my head.

“Fenworth must surely
know.”

“I assume so. But she's a
top executive assistant. She does not gossip about her employer any
more than Chalmers does. Such people are dedicated to the people
they serve.”

He pulled out a black corset.

“I don't need a corset,” I
said, frowning.

He drew it around my waist and turned
me.

“Do you think I'm
fat?”

“Not in the
least.”

It was a bit of a peculiar corset in that it
seemed to have what were almost cups at the top. They weren't high
enough, though. I grunted as he began to tighten the corset. It
squeezed in not only around my middle but my lower chest. The
little quarter cups, or whatever they were called, pressed my
breasts up and kind of squeezed them towards each other.

It didn't cover them, though. It just sort
of, supported them, like cupped hands.

“I have to breath you
know,” I gasped, as he tugged the laces even tighter.

He eased them off a bit, then moved to
another drawer.

“I ordered this myself,” he
said.

I stared in confusion. It looked like...
what the hell was it?!

It looked like a belt, but with another belt
attached, and the second belt had these pvc... well, one was a
dildo and the other looked like a butt plug. And as I discovered,
that was exactly what they were!

“No way!”

“Way,” he said.

“Stirling!”

“Slate!”

He bent me over and I moaned as the dildo
and then the butt-plug slid into me. They were physically a part of
the lower leather belt, and that was drawn up between my legs,
going up between my buttocks in back and up my abdomen in front, to
fit to the second belt, which went around my hips.

Then came the thigh-high boots with the five
inch heels.

“I'll fall and break my
leg!”

“You have medical,” he
said.

They were kind of sexy, to be honest, but
boy, they were high!

Elbow high leather gloves followed, and only
then did he put the restraints around my wrists and ankles, then
the collar around my throat.

“I'm like a living sex toy
to you, aren't I?” I said, looking at myself in the
mirror.

“Oh yes,” he
breathed.

He drew my wrists behind my back and locked
the restraints together, then snapped a leash to the collar and led
me out of the room – slowly – while I got used to walking on those
incredibly high heels.

I would have thought this all quite silly,
still did, a little, except that the wild sexual thrills he'd given
me, including that amazing time last night, had totally shifted my
whole world-view when it came to sex.

We went to his bedroom again, where he found
something else to play with. This was a very thin, fine chain,
though with an odd little silver oblong thing halfway along its
length and two rings at either end. He slid one end through the
ring in the front of my collar, then guided it down to my left
nipples, which was, by the way, very stiff.

“What's this?” I
gulped.

“Silence, slave
girl.”

I obeyed, staring as he slipped the ring
around my nipple, then held it in place as he tugged on the chain.
I gasped as the ring suddenly closed, growing tighter around my
nipple!

“Ow! That's too tight!” I
gasped.

“It will feel better in a
moment,” he said.

He put the other ring around my other
nipple, and again tightened it until it was squeezed tight and my
nipple throbbed. Then he began to turn the oblong thing around and
around until the two thin chains were taut.

“Excellent,” he
said.

“You have rings around your
nipples and see how excellent it feels!” I gulped.

He tilted my chin up. “Ah, but I am the
master, and you, little girl,” he said, sliding his hand through my
hair, “Guess what you are.”

I gulped and felt another little rush of
dark hunger roll through me that caused my pussy to kind of squeeze
down around the dildo inside it.

“The slave?”

“Yes, my sex slave,” he
purred.

“Uh uh,” I
gulped.

He smirked, and he gripped the chains
leading to my nipples, pulling them up a little. I yelped, raising
into my toes, and he released them.

“We shall see,” he
said.

He picked up the leash and led me from the
room and then downstairs.

“Pervert,” I
muttered.

“If you prefer,” he
said.

He had thrown on a robe, of course.

He led me through the great room and dining
room, then into the sun room. He picked up a large towel there, and
turned me around, unclipping my wrists, then removed the leash from
the collar and handed me the towel.

“What's this
for?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir,” he said.

“What's this for,
sir?”

He pushed open the back door, and I followed
him out, carrying the towel, and then I knew, of course. I was
standing in for Chalmers. It felt kind of strange being outside
like this, though. I was topless, even if the belt things served as
a sort of thong.

He opened his robe and handed it to me, then
jumped into the pool, naked. I watched him swimming back and forth,
holding his robe and towel, and thought of how strange this all
was. Still, I could be working as a waitress for half the
money...

And nowhere near as much wild, kinky
sex.

He emerged from the pool, dripping wet, and
my eyes skimmed up and down his body as he took the towel and
pressed it against his face, then pulled it around his head. He
drew it down around his chest and patted himself dry, quickly slid
it up and down his legs and between his groin, then turned his back
to me. I held out the robe and he slid his arms into it and then
did it up.

I followed him inside, and he went upstairs,
“Pancakes,” he said as he disappeared.

“Arrogant, sob,” I
muttered.

Sex slave, huh? The idea was, to be honest,
kind of hot.

Goofy, but hot.

I made pancakes. If his intention was for me
to feel hot and sexy while doing it, well, he certainly succeeded.
My nipples started to throb and ache, though. I wasn't wearing a
bra, just that corset thing pressing against them, and while they
weren't giant, well, they moved as I moved, and the chains attached
to my nipples were quite taut. So as my breasts tried to move the
chains bit into the nipples to hold them back.

The leather boots were easier on my knees
when I knelt beside his chair, wrists again bound behind me. I was
getting very wet as he ate, and as he fed me, first by fork, then
by finger and palm. I was squirming inside, my chest tight, nipples
throbbing.

“Have you had a lot of
girlfriends?” I asked.

“Sir,” he said.

I made a face. “Have you had a lot of
girlfriends, sir.”

“No,” he said
shortly.

“Small wonder.”

He turned and glared down at me.

“I mean, uhm, you probably
didn't exactly treat them with respect.”

“Respect? What does that
mean, Slate?”

“It means you probably made
them kneel a lot while feeding them like they were
dogs.”

“Or bitches?” he asked with
a smile, holding a piece of pancake before my mouth.

“Or,” I said, licking it
out of his fingers.

“Most of the women I've
known, Slate, have really only been interested in one thing about
me. Would you call that respect?”

“Probably not.”

“To them, I only
represented what they could do, what they could buy, who they could
impress, where they could go.”

“And what did they
represent to you?”

He glowered. “Sir.”

“What did they represent to
you, sir?”

He paused, looking moody. “I don't know. I
didn't keep most of them around for long.”

“Did they love
you?”

He snorted derisively.

“Did you love
them?”

“Sir,” he said.

“Did you love them,
sir?”

He shook his head, but hesitated. “Maybe one
of them. She turned out to be a bitch, all right, just not my
bitch.”

“She just wanted your
money?”

He nodded.

“Not your cock?”

He frowned at me. “Don't be obscene,
Slate.”

I stared at him. “Are you kidding?”

“No, I'm not,” he said. “Do
you want me to convince you?”

“No, sir!” I said
quickly.

 


 


 





Chapter Thirteen

 


 


 


 


We got through breakfast with no sex,
despite how he eyed me and then the syrup and then me again. He
undid my wrists so I could put everything away and clean up, then
he went into the living room, sitting down on a leather chair,
tablet in hand.

“Coffee, Slate,” he ordered
when I finally came out.

I went back in, thinking unflattering
things, made him coffee, and brought it out on a silver tray. I
knelt before him, bowed my head, and held the silver tray up.

“Your coffee, Your
Majesty,” I said in a humble voice.

He took the coffee and frowned at me. “You
are mocking me, Slate.”

“Me, sir?” I asked, my face
a mask of wide-eyed innocence?'

“I am not a king nor
purport to be one. You may call me... master.”

“Not likely,” I
said.

In addition to those six inch wide columns
in his bedroom, there were others in the house, some much larger.
There was one, in fact, on either side of the great room, near the
main doorway, only they were as wide as tree trunks. Stirling
chained me to one of them, my back to it, my arms up and back
behind it, my legs pulled back to the sides, and kind of left me
like that as he went back to his reading.

It's not easy to stay that still for very
long, especially standing up, especially in five inch heels. I
shifted my weight from foot to foot, and kind of shifted my body,
trying to twist my torso a little as my back started to get stiff,
but it was mostly a waste of time.

“How long are you going to
keep me tied up like this?” I asked.

“Master,” he
said.

“Bite me.”

He turned his head at me, then got up and
came over. I gulped and instinctively tried to draw back, but my
back was already pressed against the column. He did something with
the rings and plucked them free of my nipples, which started to
throb and then ache as if with returning sensation and blood
flow.

“Oww! Oww! Oww!” I gasped.
“That hurts!”

“It will stop
momentarily.”

Then he grabbed my hair and jerked my head
back against the pillar, leaned in, and kissed me hard, for a long
few few seconds. When he drew back it was to lean down and close
his mouth over the center of my left breast, and then bite into
it.

“Ow!” I
squealed.

He shifted to my right breast and bit the
soft flesh there, too, leaving two red teeth marks around my
nipples on either side.

“That hurt!”

“You issued the invitation,
slave girl.”

He sat down again, ignoring my glares. I
looked down at my nipples, both still throbbing, hot and erect.
Neither bite had broken the skin.

“Jerk,” I said.

He ignored me.

I continued to shift a little, but was
worried if I commented too much he'd just gag me. I didn't really
like the gag, except, well, at certain times, when I was really
super turned on.

“I thought you were going
to watch a movie.”

“I merely commented that
there was a theater, and if you fail to say sir one more time I'm
going to turn your bottom red.”

I pursed my lips. “So how many times have
you used the theater, Sir?”

“I don't remember,” he
said.

“Have you ever used the
theater, sir?”

He turned his head and glared at me, then
turned back to his tablet.

“When was the last time you
took a vacation, sir?” I asked.

He didn't answer. I
wondered if he'd ever
had a vacation.

“I liked London. Have you
ever been to London, sir?”

“No, Slate, I
haven't.”

“You should go, sir. It's a
beautiful city.”

“I have work to do here,
Slate.”

“I'm sure you have some
people who could handle your duties for a week or two, sir,” I
said.

“You are, are you, Slate?
And what makes you so certain? All your vast experience in running
a large corporation?”

“I think you're smart,” I
said.

He looked at me.

“If you're smart, and you
know how to run your corporation, then you probably hire smart
people to work for you. I mean, you wouldn't hire dumb ones. You
wouldn't keep them around if they weren't doing well. Therefore,
they have to be capable of running the company at least for a short
time without your direction.”

“Your logic is
unassailable, Slate. Let us say that I enjoy running my company
more than... doing nothing.”

“I didn't suggest you do
nothing, Sir. I suggested a vacation. We could go to London and see
the sights.”

“We, Slate?”

“I doubt you'd have a lot
of fun on your own, sir. Or we could go to Hawaii. Beautiful
scenery, warm weather, lovely beaches.”

“Really, Slate, do you see
me sitting around on a beach getting a tan?” he sniffed.

“You could go
kite-boarding. I've always wanted to go kite boarding.”

“What on earth is
that?”

“You're on a small board,
like a mini surfboard, and holding the lines to a giant kite, and
it pulls you along and even lifts you into the air at times. It
looks very exciting.”

“I get more than enough
excitement here, Slate.”

“I'm not getting much right
now,” I said. “I'm sure this is getting boring... sir,” I said,
looking up at my bound wrists.

“Is it now?” he said,
getting out of his chair.

I bit my tongue, or wished I'd done it a bit
earlier. He loomed over me, looking down.

“And it's hard to breath,”
I gulped.

“Sir,” he
growled.

“Uhm, sir.”

He caught my nipples between thumbs and
forefingers, rolling and caressing them.

“What can I do to make life
more interesting for you, Slate? Perhaps the vibrator
again.”

“No!” I gasped.

He undid the lower belt from the upper belt,
letting it ease back until the top of my sex appeared, the dildo
jammed into me, then his fingers slid into my mouth briefly,
sliding across my tongue before sliding down and across my
clitoris.

I flinched and my hips began to grind
against him, my breathing growing harsher as he stroked me.

“Are you less bored,
Slate?”

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” I
gasped.

He undid the belt around my waist and then
let the whole thing fall. Its weight slowly dragged the dildo and
butt-plug out of my body and I groaned as it came free and hit the
floor between my legs. He untied the corset, and I drew in several
deep, relieved breaths as it came free.

He dropped to his knees, and his tongue
began to work on me. It took very little time. I was already really
aroused, and my hips began to buck convulsively against his tongue
as he licked me towards orgasm.

And then he stopped.

He unchained my wrists and ankles, then
locked my wrists together behind me and led me over to the sofa. He
sat down and arranged me across his lap, belly down, and I groaned,
expecting another spanking. Instead he reached for the tablet which
he'd left on the coffee table and continued to go through it while
one hand casually moved over my buttocks and along my inner
thighs.

I waited for the slap but he didn't seem in
any particular hurry. His hand sometimes rested on my bottom,
sometimes left it entirely as he did whatever he was doing on the
tablet. Other times his hand would caress my inner thigh or slide
in to rub lightly across my clitoris. Once he screwed two, then
three fingers into me and pumped them almost idly as he read.

I was... aroused, of
course, but still wary, silent as I waited for the shoe to drop. It
was taking a very long time to fall, though.

He shifted hands on the tablet so the other
could slide along my ribs and then knead my breast.

“I bet you'd work much
better if you had a little vacation,” I finally said. “It would
relieve the stress and strain – .”

“What makes you think I am
under any particular strain?” he demanded.

I rolled my eyes, confident he couldn't
possibly see.

“You seem angry a lot,
sir,” I said.

“I dislike incompetence,
Slate.”

He shifted hands again, and his right hand
slid between my thighs, caressing my clit.

“You're a workaholic,” I
said, breathing harder.

“I'm a successful
businessman,” he countered.

“Who's more successful, the
businessman slaving away at his desk, or the carpenter enjoying a
lovely beach in Brazil with his girlfriend?” I said.

“And coming back to bills
he can't afford,” he sniffed.

“I think – .”

Crack!

I gasped as his hand finally hit my bottom.
It was almost a relief!

“Spread your legs,
Slate.”

I gulped and obeyed and felt his fingers
pushing into me again, sliding in and out.

“I'm just saying that most
people dream about getting rich so they can enjoy the beach, have
holidays, drive fast sports cars – .”

Crack!

“Or take time away to
relax!” I gasped.

His hand moved away and I felt something
thicker and harder pushing against me, recognizing it soon enough
as the dildo. It wasn't the one from the belt, but the one he'd
used on me before. He must have put it here in preparation. I
groaned as it filled me, sliding deeper and deeper. Then I felt the
other one, the golf ball thing, pushing into my bottom, working its
way in and out.

When I was stuffed fully he closed my legs
again and resumed his reading, while I lay there, panting, body
thrumming with sexual heat.

“No one every said on their
death bed that they wished they'd spent more time at the office,” I
said.

Crack!

“Jerk.”

Crack!

“Scrooge!”

Crack!

His fingers kneaded my bottom, then skimmed
up and down and around the curves of my bottom.

“You have a lovely bottom,
Slate,” he said.

“Then don't beat it
up!”

Crack!

“A little pink adds
something,” he said, “In addition to teaching you to respect your
betters.”

I really didn't have an argument against him
being my better, to be honest.

“I do respect you,” I
said.

Crack!

“I do respect you, sir!” I
gasped.

“You are singularly failing
to so demonstrate, Slate.”

“I think you are a very
smart, very driven man, sir,” I said.

His fingers slid between my legs, and I
gasped as they began to finger my clit again.

“But?” he said. “Come now.
I know there's a but coming.”

“You told me not to use
that word, sir!”

“Indeed I did. I'm
surprised you remember.”

“And I have to admit,
you're good looking, and have a great body,” I added, trying to
keep my hips from grinding back at him.

“But?”

“And you really know what
to do with your cock.”

Crack!
“I've told you before about using obscene words,
Slate.”

“You know what to do with
your mouth, too, and your fingers,” I said. “That's really
surprising, to be honest, sir.”

“Why is that surprising? Do
you have any idea how many women have thrown themselves at me over
the years, Slate?”

“Probably a
lot.”

Crack!

“Probably a lot,
sir!”

“And you are surprised I
learned to pleasure them?”

“I'm surprised you bothered
to learn it, sir,” I said.

I felt him put the tablet down on my bottom,
then gasped as he seized my hair and used it to lift my head up and
back, turning my head a bit so he could see my face.

“And why would that
surprise you?”

I hesitated. “Well, to be absolutely honest,
sir,” I said, “And meaning no disrespect and all, you seem like
such an arrogant, self-centered man that I wouldn't think you'd
care if the woman you were with had uhm, fun.”

He dropped my head and picked up his
tablet.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Ow!” I
gasped.

“I've told you not to use
that word again, Slate,” he said.

Panting, gulping in air, I thought back what
I'd said and then remembered I'd used the 'um' word.

“Sorry, sir!” I
gasped.

His fingers slid down between my thighs
again.

“Maybe I don't care, Slate.
Maybe what you perceive to be skill is really nothing more than a
manifestation of you're extreme sluttishness. Perhaps any man would
make you scream with pleasure by doing the same things.”

“I don't think so,” I
gulped.

Crack!

“Sir!”

“Has anyone else spanked
you?”

“No, sir.”

“Has anyone else flogged
you?”

“No, sir,” I said, groaning
as his fingers pushed against the dildo.

“Has anyone else ever tied
you up?”

“Not like you,
sir!”

“There you have it. You're
any man's for the asking. They simply have to tie you up, spank
you, and you'll be insane with lust.”

“I was insane with lust the
first time you fucked me on the hood of the Porsche,
Sir.”

Crack!

“Language,
Slate!”

“Well I can't say made love
to me, now can I? It was hardly that! Any more than doing me on the
dining room table on top of the chicken was!”

He rolled me off his lap and onto the floor,
partly gripping my arm, and my hair to position me before him,
leaning over the sofa as he unzipped his trousers. He opened them
entirely and then gripped my hair again, pulling me in against him.
He was not hard, but as I licked up and down the length of him and
took his balls into my mouth to massage, he quickly grew erect.

I slid my lips over his head bobbing up and
down, sliding lower and lower all the while until took him into my
throat, then slid all the way down to the base, my lips pressed
against his groin. I rolled my eyes up at him and found that,
though he had a hand in my hair the other was still holding the
table and he was glancing at it.

He flicked his eyes down to me and I saw
that arrogant look on his face.

“What do you think, Slate?”
he said. “Does this adequately demonstrate the difference in our
situations?” he said, dropping the table as he looked down at
me.

His other hand tightened in my hair, keeping
me from easing back, and my head began to throb, for his thick cock
made it impossible to breath.

“Perhaps what you see as my
softhearted desire to please women is merely my determination to
dominate them and demonstrate how much control I had over them,” he
said.

He eased his pull on my hair and I slid back
up and off him, gasping for breath as I came free.

He pulled up sharply on my hair and I gasped
in pain, forced up higher, so my face was much closer to his.

“You have very nice eyes,”
I said, simply because I was panting, my head a little light, and
it was the first thing that came into my mind.

He didn't seem flattered, but annoyed. He
gripped my hair and arm and jerked me much more sharply, and I
cried out again as he pulled me back forward until I was straddling
him. He gripped the dildo and slid it out of my body and then
positioned his stiff cock as I slid slowly down atop him.

I groaned as it slid up deep, and his hands
caressed my sides and ribs and back as he pulled me forward so he
could suck and lick and chew at my breasts and nipples. I ground my
hips against him and started to ease up and down but his hand
slapped against my bottom, and his arms were holding me too tight
to move properly.

He leaned forward, holding me against him,
and gripped the coffee table, then pulled it over so he could raise
his knees behind me and prop his feet on it. Then he pushed me
back, so that I lay against his raised knees.

“Don't move, Slate,” he
said, his face flushed.

His eyes ravished my body, as if they
couldn't see enough of it, couldn't stop flicking up and down and
up and down and up and down...

His hands skimmed up and down as well,
though much slower, as if enjoying the ride.

“Long ago, a wealthy man
would own any number of girls like you, Slate,” he said huskily, “A
veritable harem of lovely girls at his beck and call, anxious to
please him at a moment's notice.”

“If you moved to the middle
east you could probably own a slave girl,” I said
breathlessly.

His fingers rolled my throbbing nipples.

“I don't want to … to own
someone, Slate,” he said, as if struggling for words.

His cock throbbed inside me, and I gasped as
his fingers slid down to work on my clitoris.

“Don't move, Slate,” he
barked as I started to grind myself against them.

“Why do you want me to be
your slave girl if you don't want to own me?” I asked.

He didn't answer.

He reached down beside the couch and came up
with something new. It was like the black rod he'd used before,
only much shorter. It looked like it was a foot long, at best,
including the handle. But it had that thin, stiff leather pad at
the tip.

He slid his fingers through my hair, then
pulled it back, and I groaned, arching across his knees.

Whap!

I gasped as he used the thing to strike my
left nipple.

Whap!

It struck my right nipple.

Whap! Whap!Whap! Whap! Whap!

The blows were light, but stinging, and they
came faster and faster, so fast they seemed almost continuous as I
squirmed and moaned and my nipples became hotter and hotter!

He stopped and released my hair and I
groaned as I sought to raise my head up. He leaned in to lick and
gently suck at my throbbing nipples as his fingers stroked against
my clit again.

I shuddered, chest rising and falling
rapidly as he slid his left arm around me, raising me up and
forward, his face jammed in against my breasts as he sucked and
licked and chewed hungrily. Then he eased me back again, and I saw
he was panting too, his face flushed, his eyes a little wild.

He bent me back and drew the little rod
down, slapping lightly against my clit.

“Ow!” I gasped,
squirming.

He rubbed me gently, then slapped it down
again.

“Ow! Please, sir!” I
gasped.

“I can make you come just
by using this, Slate. Do you want me to show you?”

“No, Sir!” I
gasped.

“Call me...
master.”

“You said you didn't want
to own a slave, sir!” I gasped.

“No, Slate. I don't want to
own one against her will.”

I was confused! “But – .”

Whap! Whap!Whap! Whap! Whap!

“Ow! Oh! Ungh! Please! Oh!
Stop! Sir! Master!”

He halted, my clitoris aching, but still
burning with heat.

“I told you not to use that
word, Slave girl.”

God! I was so overheated. I felt as though
there was an electrical charge within me, the hairs on my body
quivering!

He pushed the table back, an arm around my
waist to pull me up against him as he slid forward onto his knees
on the floor. He lay me back on the floor, then slid out and
roughly rolled me onto my belly, yanking up on my hips, positioning
me in a way which was starting to become familiar, with my face and
chest down my bottom high.

I gasped as I felt the soft leather rubbing
against my clitoris.

“Do you know why I like
this position so much, Slate?” he said in a husky voice.

“So you can fuck me hard!”
I gasped.

The crop pulled up and then the rod cut
across my bottom with stinging force.

“Ow!”

“No, Slate. That's not it.
I think this position properly demonstrates the submissive female
waiting, kneeling, bottom raised, like a bitch in heat, waiting to
be mounted, to be ridden thoroughly, to be used, to be pounded. Is
that what you feel like, Slate?

“Yes, sir!” I
gasped.

“Do you feel dominated in
this position?”

God, I just wanted him to fuck me, and he
was making me try to think!

“Yes, sir!” I
gasped.

“Do you feel... “ He
hesitated. “Shamed and degraded?”

What a strange question!

“No, sir!” I
moaned.

I gasped as he gripped the dildo golf ball
thing in my bottom, pulling it out, then pushing it in, slowly

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I
gasped.

“Do you want me inside you,
Slate?”

“Yes, sir!” I
gasped.

“Say 'yes
master'”.

Fuck it! “Yes, master!”

I heard the breath rattle out of him and his
cock jammed against my opening at the wrong angle, then corrected,
his hand seeming to shake. Then he found my sodden opening and
thrust into me. I let out a shuddering wail of pleasure as he sank
himself deep, filling me, his abdomen pushing against the part of
the other dildo thing sticking out of my ass.

“Please fuck me, master!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Please fuck me, master!” I
moaned again.

Crack!

He started thrusting though, hard and fast
and deep. And he was soon pounding into me with bruising force as I
yelped and cried out again and again, gasping for breath as the
wild, roiling waves of sensations swamped my mind! I cried out as
he gripped my hair, jerking it up and back, but still holding it
tight against my neck, pinning me down as he hammered himself
against me.

The orgasm exploded within my lower belly
and I cried out, gurgling and moaning in breathless pleasure as he
leaned over me, riding me through it, pounding mercilessly against
my upturned bottom as his own ragged breaths filled the air.

 


 


 





Chapter Fourteen

 


 


 


 


I cornered Chalmers on Monday morning. It
was a bit embarrassing. I'd been avoiding him, you see, for I was
pretty sure he knew me as the slutty chauffeur who was sleeping
with the boss. He hadn't been very forthcoming the first day I'd
met him, but I wasn't a brand new employee now. I was the boss's
little... uhm, well, girlfriend didn't describe it but... he must
know we had a relationship.

“How many girlfriends has
Stirling had?” I asked.

“That is for Mr. Stirling
to say,” he sniffed. “I am neither a gossip nor do I keep
records.”

“I'm not looking for
gossip, Chalmers,” I said.

I remembered what Stirling had said about
him being the kind of servant who was 'devoted' to their
employer.

“I'm trying to understand
him,” I confessed.

He eyed me doubtfully.

“Let me put it another way.
Has he had a long term girlfriend, other than his wife, since
you've been here?”

He scowled. “His... wife, was not what I
would call long term,” he said. “She stayed here for two weeks and
then left after their disagreement, and filed for divorce.”

“What about other long term
girlfriends?”

He hesitated. “Mr. Stirling has, of course,
had a number of female acquaintances. However, none which have ever
lasted a significant period of time or in which, to my knowledge,
there was ever a discussion of them moving in.”

“Would you care to
speculate why not?”

“No I would not,” he said
firmly.

Then he seemed to relent. “A person in Mr.
Stirling's position would generally only encounter women of a
similar type. That is to say, intelligent, highly educated,
successful women.”

I looked at him but didn't get it.

“Such women would tend, of
course, to be very strong-willed personalities, very modern women
who would see themselves, and indeed, demand to be treated as
equals and partners.”

“Ahhh,” I said.

“A younger, less educated,
less successful woman, on the other hand,” he said, eying me,
“perhaps would not.”

“I know I'm not his equal,”
I said bluntly. “I'm ten years younger, less educated, less
sophisticated, and definitely less successful. Then again, my
parents weren't rich. I'm not an idiot, in other words.”

He nodded his head in acceptance.

“Mr. Stirling has had...
younger female acquaintances in prior times, but they seemed no
more... successful,” he said.

“Why doe she act like an
arrogant jerk?”

“Mr Stirling has much to be
proud of,” he said in a cool voice.

“He acts like a small man,”
I said. “You know, short man syndrome? Trying to
compensate?”

He made a face. “Mr. Stirling has always
been compared to his father, and always found wanting. That's not
surprising as almost any man would be found wanting in comparison
to the late Mr. Stirling. He has also, as I understand it, been
treated poorly by … your gender, earlier in his life. His mother
was a cold woman who married the senior Mr. Stirling purely as a
financial transaction, and he met similar young women who attempted
to conceal their own avarice when he was a younger man. I believe
he now has very low expectations of women.”

“Low expectations? You mean
he figures they only want his money?”

He nodded.

“Well, given the way he
treats them it's not like he's giving them a lot to like about
him.”

“If one builds a shell
around oneself, and expects the worst of people, one is rarely
disappointed,” Chalmers said.

“Or hurt.”

He shrugged.

“If you don't play the game
you can never lose,” I said. “But then again, you can't win
either.”

He inclined his head again.

*

A couple of days later I picked up Stirling
at his office. I got there a few minutes early, as always, because
as punctual as he was, it definitely was against the rules to make
him wait for his ride. The limo drivers had all been unanimous on
that. Never make the boss wait. Better, by far, to be early, even
if you had to drive around and around the block.

I drew in a deep breath as he came out of
the building, and immediately saw the scowl on his face as he saw
me. I opened the door and stood straight beside it and he stopped
in front of me, looking me up and down.

“Where did you get that
uniform, Slate?”

It was very similar to the one I'd been wearing, except it was more
form fitting, and a light gray. I'd worn a black turtleneck under
it, though, since I knew he liked how I looked in them, and it
would still have the contrast between my pale skin and blonde
hair.

“Ordered it, sir,” I
said.

He looked at me for a long moment, then got
into the car, and I closed the door after him and rushed around to
get into the drivers seat.

“I don't recall approving
your change in uniform, Slate,” he said as I pulled
away.

“I thought I'd look nice in
it,” I said. “And you'd like me looking nice.”

“You looked nice in the
other one.”

It wasn't really a complaint, I thought,
with relief. I was coming to understand when he was annoyed or
angry, and when he was just bitching because he thought he ought
to.

“Thank you,
sir.”

“I'm not sure slave girls
should get to choose their own wardrobe, however,” he
said.

“I'm not your slave girl,
sir,” I said. “Yet.”

His eyes widened.

I had finally puzzled out why he wanted a
slave girl but not one there against her will. A slave girl
couldn't leave him, and would be devoted to him, and certainly
wasn't there for the money or status or luxury. So that kind of
made sense given what Chalmers had said about his history with
women, and how paranoid he apparently now was about any that showed
him any interest.

But he wanted a girl who wanted to be with
him, not a girl forced to be with him. That was a tall order, given
his attitude. Still, when I thought about not being with him, the
world looked kind of dull and boring. It wasn't just the wild, hot,
kinky sex. I was pretty sure I could get guys to tie me up and
spank me without much effort, after all.

There was something about him, a kind of
vulnerability under the harsh exterior, and he was smart and
sophisticated, and that went on top of his looks and abilities in
bed. But really, I had come to like the guy, oddly enough. Maybe it
was because the wild sexual heat he'd given me colored his image in
my mind.

But despite his excitement at spanking or
dominating me, or even the flogging, he'd treated me very nicely.
He had never had sex with me without ensuring I had pleasure in it.
I couldn't even say that of any of my boyfriends!

“Does that suggest you
might become my slave girl at some point in time,
Slate?”

“Anything's possible, sir,”
I said.

The idea did have a certain amount of heat
attached to it.

“Has it occurred to you,
Slate, that the slave doesn't get to choose her status?”

“Well, maybe her heart
decides that, sir,” I said.

His eyes narrowed suspiciously. Did he think
I was playing up to him? I suspected he did.

“Would you like to know
what I'm wearing under this, sir?” I asked.

He continued to look suspicious. “I suspect
I'll find out.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I suspect I paid for
it.”

“Yes, sir. That's only
reasonable since it's for your benefit.”

“Hmmm,” he said.

He was mostly silent the rest of the ride
home, but I found him looking at me often enough. He hadn't taken a
drink, which was good. Maybe I'd distracted him.

“You're squirming, Slate,”
he said finally.

“Am I, sir?” I
asked.

“Yes.”

“What I'm wearing is a
little... uncomfortable, on certain portions of my
anatomy.”

He looked quite interested in that.

“In what way,
Slate?”

“A lady doesn't talk about
things like that, sir,” I said.

“You're not a lady, Slate.
You're my bitch.”

I looked at him in the mirror. “Am I,
sir?”

“You said you
were.”

“I was feeling under
pressure.”

“You said you were my
slut.”

“I certainly act the part,”
I said.

“You certainly
do.”

I supposed I ought to be
insulted by being called a slut, but to be honest, and I was always
as honest as I could with myself, the things I'd done certainly
defined me in that way, at least to myself. Of course, I hadn't
done them with a whole lot of guys, so technically speaking, the
term wasn't accurate. But I felt like a slut.

But in a good way, oddly enough. The thought
of being a slut, acting like a slut, with him, kind of made me
feel... excited, not guilty.

“Technically, I'm not a
slut if I'm not sleeping with a bunch of different
guys.”

“Technically?”

“I would agree that I'm
your slut, sir,” I said.

“But not
technically.”

“Not technically,
sir.”

“Perhaps we should find
some other men to have sex with you so you could fulfill the role
to a technical level.”

I looked at him in the mirror again.

“How many men would you
like me to have sex with, sir?”

He looked back and was silent for long seconds.

“I have a sexual fantasy
about you, Slate. Would you like to hear it?”

What could he possibly fantasize he hadn't
already done!?

“Yes, sir,” I said
slowly.

“You're naked, and riding a
large, powerful man who is laying on his back.

“Been there, done that.
Sir.”

“Another large, powerful
man is behind you, thrusting into your bottom.”

I blinked. Two at once? The idea wasn't as
gross as it once would have been. In fact, at least as a fantasy,
it was kind of hot.

“A third man is kneeling
before you, plunging the full length of himself down your
throat.”

Three men at once, hmmm!

“Two more men are kneeling
to either side of you, your hands pumping up and down along their
erections.”

Five? Holy cow!

“And a circle of men is
standing around you all watching, waiting their turns,” he
said.

I felt flushed, for a number of reasons. One
was thinking about it, and another was thinking about him thinking
about it. I knew men had perverted little fantasies about women,
had them about me, but they didn't tend to tell me about them!

“You want me to be gang
banged?”

“For hour after hour after
hour,” he said. “And you know what you are after that?”

“Kind of dirty, I'd
guess.”

“Totally addicted to sex,”
he said.

“I think I'm already pretty
heavily addicted to sex,” I replied.

“A nymphomaniac, who would
beg for a cock from any man who comes near her.”

In other words, desperate for him to fuck me
at any time of the day. Then again, while I wasn't desperate, well,
I wasn't against the idea of him fucking me any time of the day
either!

“Would you like me to beg
you to fuck me, sir?”

His eyes narrowed, but I only smiled. I knew
he'd not like the word used.

“Your language needs
improving, Slate.”

“Yes, sir. But begging you
to make love to me doesn't quite sound right. Fuck is the better
word.”

“You could beg me to mount
you and ride you like the whore you are.”

I didn't like the word for some reason. God
knows why. I glowered at him in the mirror.

“Are you a whore, Slate?”
he asked.

I continued to glare, mulling it over.

“I'm your whore, sir,” I
said.

He licked his lips and nodded his head
slightly.

“You can help me get
undressed tonight, Slate.”

“Yes, sir.”

*

I drove into the garage, and hurried around
to open the door for him. He looked at me carefully before walking
on. I closed the door and hurried after him. I walked along beside
him, but a pace or two back as we went down the long corridor,
through the entrance hall, up the stairs and then down to the other
end where our rooms are.

He went into his and I hurried into mine,
then very quickly stripped down to nothing, and put on the new high
heels I'd left before hurrying (in a manner of speaking, given they
had six inch heels) over to his room.

He had already removed his jacket and hung
it up and was now undoing his tie. He turned, saw me, and
froze.

I was wearing the collar and restraints
around wrists and ankles, but they weren't the ones he'd bought or
used before. I'd ordered these from one of those kinky internet
places. They were stainless steel, and gleamed. But they had
leather interiors against my skin so they could be tight without
chaffing.

I was also wearing fingers wide silver
chain, low on my hips, dipping lower in front and back because of
another chain which went down my lower abdomen, between my legs,
and up between my buttocks to fasten in back. The chain was tight
enough to pull up between the lips of my sex, and had a special
link right over my clitoris which contained a tiny spiked ball.

He stared at me for long seconds,
transfixed, then stepped closer, looking me up and down.

“You were wearing these
under your uniform,” he said.

“Yes, sir. They're thin
enough to not be detected.”

He slid his finger under the chain which
went between my legs, and kind of pulled up. I winced, forced up as
it dug into my soft flesh, and he released it, then ran his finger
down its length until he got to the special link which rested
tightly across my clitoris. He rolled the little spiked ball and I
gasped and jerked.

His fingers slid down along the thin chain,
following it between my pussy lips, rubbing up and down.

“You're very wet, Slate,”
he said.

“Yes, sir,” I
gulped.

He raised his fingers, the ones that had
followed the ring, and pressed them against my lips as his other
hand came forward. Two fingers slipped into the ring set into the
front of the collar and tugged me up and closer as his fingers slid
into my mouth.

I licked at them and sucked at them as he
pulled them slowly in and out. Then he licked his lips and pulled
them free, drawing in a deep breath of air.

“My clothes,
Slate.”

“Yes, sir.”

I finished undoing his tie, his eyes on me.
I could feel his hunger, his excitement, but knew he was, as
always, controlling himself. My pussy thrummed with tension as I
pulled his tie loose then turned to hang it up.

I felt his hand on the back of the chain and
stopped, then gasped as he pulled up, which pulled the chain up
tightly into my sex. But that wasn't what he was looking at. I felt
his finger slide down to rub against the flat round metal base of
the butt-plug inside me.

“I see you're fully
outfitted, Slate.”

“Yes, sir, in case you
wanted to fuck me in the ass, sir,” I said.

I turned my head and saw his eyes flash at
the obscene words, but he couldn't challenge me on it. He let his
finger come free and I hung up the tie, then came back and
unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it out of his trousers, going behind
him, pulling it off, then putting it into the hamper.

I knelt, knees together, and took his ankle.
He lifted it and I put his foot right there in my lap as I untied
it, then pulled it free. I slipped off his sock, as well, and he
pulled his foot back, then put the other in my lap so I could
remove the other shoe and sock.

I put the socks in the hamper and the shoes
over on the left side of the closet so Chalmers would know to
polish them. Then I returned, sank to my knees, and undid his belt,
unclipped his trousers, and unzipped them, before pulling them
down.

I studiously ignored how erect he was as I
folded his trousers and put them on the rack to be cleaned. Then I
picked one of his casual shirts from the hangar and helped him into
it, buttoning it up. Neither of us spoke the entire time. I felt a
growing sexual tension, though, my pussy hot and swollen and
hungry. I was the little slave, though. I wasn't going to do
anything, certainly not beg for it.

I knelt as he stepped into the casual linen
trousers, and pulled them up his legs, then fastened them and
zipped them up. I then got another pair of socks and put them on,
and brought his slippers and put them on. I looked up from my
knees.

“Is there any other service
I can perform for you, sir? I asked.

“You know, Slate, I believe
I'd like to go out for dinner,” he said.

I looked at him in surprise, then down at
his crotch.

“Yes, I like that idea,” he
said. “Call Le Magique and reserve a table in the corner for
two.”

“Uhm, yes, sir,” I said in
confusion – and disappointment.

I got to my knees and returned to my room,
found the tablet, and looked up the place in the files. The name to
call was Jean, and I picked up my phone and called him as he
followed me into the room then went into the walk-in closet.

He came out with the black dress I'd worn
before, to the office visit. It had long sleeves, so it would hide
the restraints on my wrists as if they were bands or watches. And
of course, the turtleneck would hide the collar. He looked down at
my ankles then went back into the room.

“Hello? Jean? I'm calling
to book a table for Mr. Jackson Stirling,” I said. “For forty
minutes from now. A table for two, in a quite corner.”

“But of course,” he said in
a French accent. “Anything for Monsieur Stirling.”

I hung up as Stirling came out with a pair
of low boots. Black of course.

“Shouldn't I wear something
a little fancier, like one of the cocktail dresses?”

He smiled and held out the boots. Of course, if I wore one of the
cocktail dresses, if I wore anything other than a turtleneck, I'd
have to take off the collar.

I slipped the boots over my feet and pulled
out a black bra and matching thong. He took them away, shaking his
head.

I gulped, then pulled the dress over my head
and down around my body. It was form fitting, and it would be
fairly obvious I had no bra underneath.

“People are going to know
I'm not wearing a bra,” I said.

“I don't care. In any
event, Le Magique is not a brightly lit restaurant.”

“I don't suppose I could
remove this chain thing,” I said, without any real hope.

He smirked.

“No, I didn't think
so.”

I reached my hand out and cupped his groin
softly. He wasn't as stiff as he'd been before – until I touched
him.

“Wouldn't you rather stay
home, sir?” I asked.

He pushed my hand away and grinned at me.
“I'm giving you the night off, Slate. Let someone else do the
cooking for once.”

I sighed.
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He drove the Porsche, while I just got to
sit and do nothing. Sort of.

“You're going to crash if
you keep looking at me,” I said crossly.

“Sir,” he said, eying the
road.

“Sir,” I
muttered.

My legs were apart and at his order I'd
hiked the dress up around my waist. Every now and then he'd reach
over and run his finger over the chain, especially the part over my
clit. It was making me very – frustrated! And it was giving me an
idea of what this evening was going to be like.

He didn't park in front of Le Magique. He
simply got out of the car and let the valet deal with it. Must be
nice, I thought, to not worry about what some kid earning minimum
wage was doing in your ninety thousand dollar car.

He'd let me change the ridiculously high
silver stilettos for only moderately ridiculously high black strap
stilettos, but I still felt under dressed in the sweater-dress, and
self-conscious, worrying that someone might notice the slight
bulges on wrists and under the turtleneck and recognize what they
were.

I'd had time to put on lipstick, and brush
my hair, and not much else before he yanked me out to the car. Now
we walked into the restaurant, which was thankfully quite dimly
lit. It had a very high ceiling, though, with very narrow
pot-lights aimed down along the walls, sending cones of light
through the darkness.

The maitre'd showed us to a corner table and
pulled out my chair for me, then left to get the wine Stirling had
ordered.

“Raise your skirt again,”
he said.

I scowled at him and looked around. It was
almost ten, so the place was three quarters empty, and there were
no people nearby. And, of course, the place was fairly dark, really
needing the little candles on the tables. Each table had a linen
tablecloth, so it wasn't like anyone would see me hike my skirt up,
but it was still a public place!

He had selected a chair to my left, rather
than sitting across from me, and I knew immediately why, for as I
lifted the skirt up I felt his hand sliding down to caress the
chain digging into me.

“The chain feels very...
tight,” he said.

“I didn't think I'd be
wearing it this long,” I said with a gulp.

“Maybe I'll have you wear
it all night,” he said.

I gasped as he rolled the little spiked ball
against my clitoris. But then his fingers slipped under the chain,
easing it away, and they stroked directly against my clit. The soft
warm flesh felt even more wonderful compared to the spiky little
metal ball, and I closed my eyes, slumping a little in the chair,
my breaths becoming more ragged.

But of course, he pulled his fingers back
soon enough, leaving me aroused and wet and frustrated.

He leaned in. “Tell me you're my slut,
Slate.”

“I'm your slut,” I
breathed.

He shook his head. “Sir,” he said.

“I'm your slut, sir,” I
said, feeling a tightening in my chest.

“And my whore.”

“I'm your whore, sir,” I
said, looking around nervously.

“Don't whisper it. Say it
aloud.”

I looked around again, and raised my voice a
little. “I'm your whore, sir.”

He reached under and ran his fingers along
the chain again, making me squirm in my chair.

The maitre'd arrived with the wine, and
poured for us both. Stirling had eaten here often enough he knew
precisely what he wanted, and simply ordered two of them. I didn't
protest. I didn't mind steak, and I was feeling a bit unbalanced
and not much interested in looking through the menu.

“Raise your dress higher,
Slate,” he ordered.

I gulped. “Why?”

“Because that is my
desire.”

I looked around again. I was seated facing
the corner. I had wondered at why he'd directed me into this seat,
and now I suppose I knew. The chair behind me had a fairly high
back, so I tugged the sweater out from under my buttocks, then
lifted it up my hips, up my waist...

I turned my head right and left nervously,
then, keeping my arms at my sides, raised my hands, pulling the
front of the dress up above my breasts. He reached over and ran his
hands over them as my heart pounded wildly. I kept looking around,
frightened someone would walk nearby and see me, but no one
did.

His hand slid down my stomach, caressing
me.

“Starting to see some
progress here, perhaps,” he said.

He had started me on an exercise program
which focused mostly on tightening my abs and working my legs. More
than that, he'd started a second 'exercise' program which, to my
mind, had nothing to do with physical exercise, for all he liked to
call it 'yoga'.

It involved me, naked, doing stretches and
movements, some of which weren't completely unlike what you'd see
in yoga. Yet they were clearly meant just to position my body for
his perverted eyes. And he used the crop thing on my butt whenever
I didn't shift into each new position quickly enough to suit
him.

It certainly involved a lot of rolling
around on the floor, arching and twisting and stretching and
posing, and I was certainly exhausted by the time each was
finished.

His hand skimmed down my abdomen and played
with my clitoris again, then rose to roll and tweak one of my stiff
nipples. I saw movement approaching and jerked my dress down
sharply, and the maitre'd showed up to ask us if we were sure we
wouldn't like an appetizer of some kind before the main course.

Stirling sent him away and made me raise my
dress again so he could fondle me again.

“Did you ask your wife to
do things like this?” I asked.

He glared at me, his hand dropping away.

“My – no, she was very, let
us say, self-possessed. And she was more accommodating to my little
interests before the marriage than after.

“She stopped letting you
tie her up?”

“I didn't have quite the
same interest then, Slate.”

Translation, I thought, he wasn't as
determined to control what they did.

I jerked the dress down again as someone
walked past, perhaps on the way to the bathroom, but Stirling's
hand was between my legs, rubbing and stroking, and he didn't
protest. I groaned softly as the heat he was raising sent sexual
energy thrumming through my abdomen and belly, further tightening
my chest.

I found myself squirming against him,
panting helplessly. I was so distracted I didn't even notice the
maitre'd approaching.

'It will be about another ten minutes, sir,”
he said, from just over my left shoulder.

I gasped, and stiffened, trying to push
Stirling's hand away, but he kept it where it was, still stroking
against me.

“”How is business,
Jacques?” he asked.

“We were full earlier,
Monsieur Stirling. The quality of our food is well-known,” the man
said proudly.

If he noticed Stirling's arm headed down
between my legs, and he almost certainly did, he wasn't giving any
sign of it!

“I saw a writeup the other
day in the paper.”

“Yes! We felt it was most
flattering, yet deservedly so. It has been some time since monsieur
has been with us.”

“Business, Jacques. It
fills my life.”

“If I may have the temerity
to say so, monsieur, there are other things worthy of one's time.
Yet, I see you are, as always, ahead of me in that
regard.”

I gulped as I felt two of Stirling's fingers
squirm past the chain and slide into me, his thumb alternately
rolling the little spiked ball, or slipping under it to rub
directly against my clitoris.

“Yes, not everything
worthwhile turns a profit,” Stirling said.

“Ah, but monsieur, there
are other profits than those measured in currency,” the man's voice
said.

My face was flaming, of course, but what
could I do!? And I was still feeling flushed with sexual hunger,
practically panting for it as my lower body threatened to melt from
the scalding, bubbling sexual desire he was rousing in me.

And... to be honest, as embarrassing as it
was knowing the man was standing over my shoulder, and that he
simply must know what Stirling was doing, there was something …
thrilling about his presence. I mean, he couldn't see anything, but
I felt so deliciously slutty like this! Well, it was probably
because I was already aroused.

But I didn't know him and he didn't know me,
nor did any of these people, so what did it matter if they knew
Stirling was fooling around with me under the table? The maitre'd
went away and I glared at Stirling.

“He... might have … you
could have gotten us thrown out,” I gulped.

He smiled. “Not a chance. My company owns
this building, you know. And they're very discreet and I tip well.
I could play a trumpet here and they'd probably just apologize to
the other diners, maybe give them a refund. They certainly wouldn't
demand I stop.”

I glowered at him anyway.

“Raise the dress
again.”

I had a mind not to, but... the sexual heat
within me was approaching that level, that … kind of feverish level
where nothing mattered but sex, and the wildness of what I was
doing excited me further.

I raised it up above my breasts, confident
the darkness and the back of the chair would disguise it from
anyone across the room.

“Take the dress
off.”

My eyes widened, as did my mouth.

“What!?” I
squeaked.

“Take it off.”

“No way!”

“Way, Slate. Remove
it.”

“I won't!”

His eyes narrowed.

“I'll get arrested for
indecent exposure!” I said in a pleading voice.

“If you get arrested for
indecent exposure I'll give you a million dollars,” he
said.

His payoffs were getting higher.

“What if the maitre'd comes
back!”

“Do it.”

“But – .”

“Do it!”

I gulped, not wanting to and yet... and yet
the idea of sitting here naked in the restaurant was suddenly so
incredibly, shockingly exciting! What a wicked thing to do! And I
was mostly naked anyway, and it would just be for a few
seconds...

My mind still squirmed horribly at the
thought, but I leaned forward, peeling the sweater over my head and
shoulders. Stirling snatched it then and I gasped, trying to grab
it back, but too late.

“Stirling!”

“I love the way the
candlelight plays shadows across your breasts,” he said.

“Give it back before
someone comes!”

He smiled softly. “I think you will be the
one coming.”

“Jackson!”

“Stirling,” he said,
glaring.

“Jackson! Jacky! Jack! Give
me the dress!” I begged.

“You're going to get your
bottom strapped when we get home.”

“Fine!”

He reached over and took my hand, then stood
up and pulled my arm behind me while reaching for the other.

“What are you – no, don't!”
I gasped, too late.

He sat down, looking smug, and my wrist
shackles were locked together behind my back!

“Did you think you were
going to feed yourself?” he asked, as if surprised.

I stared at him, stricken, and his hand
returned to fingering me between the legs. I whimpered helplessly,
aroused, thrilled, horrified, excited, frightened and shocked.

And then the maitre'd returned pushing a
cart! Ohmygod!

I stared down at the table as he came over
and began to lay the plates on the table, talking smoothly as if I
weren't sitting there completely naked with a collar around my
neck!!

“... will find especially
succulent, monsieur,” he said with an ingratiating smile as he laid
another plate down.

I endured it, somehow, praying he would
leave! Finally he did, and Stirling started cutting piece of steak
and eating them. The blood was pounding in my head so much I could
hardly think!

“This is very good,” he
said. “Here, Slate, have a piece.”

I saw the fork before my mouth and when it
jabbed against me I opened my lips automatically, taking it in. But
I didn't really care. I was too freaked out! But at the same time,
admittedly, I was still incredibly aroused. And with the man's
departure, I felt a strange, light-headedness, as if I'd done
something wildly, wickedly outrageous, but survived it.

I took several shuddering breaths and looked
up at him finally.

“You'll be my slave one
day,” he said. “I'll be letting a lot of men see how beautiful you
are then.”

I gaped at him, but was too dazed to speak.
He alternated cutting a piece from his steak, and one from mine,
feeding himself, then feeding me. And, of course, his hand
frequently slid down between my legs, or kneaded my breast, or
plucked at nipples so incredibly swollen and stiff they ached!

Jacques returned a couple of times to see
how we were enjoying the meal. And, I thought desperately, to get a
look at my breasts! I dropped my head each time, face heating up
wildly.

This was certainly a meal I would remember
all my life!

Stirling held my wine glass so I could sip from it, but I kept
drinking until he pulled it away.

“Don't want to gulp it down
like it's water, Slate.”

“I need to be drunk!” I
gulped.

“No, you merely need to be
less embarrassed about your beautiful body.”

I glared at him. “I don't see you getting
naked!”

“A naked woman, one like
you, in any event, is a work of art. A naked man is just...
naked.”

He signaled to Jacques and I dropped my head
again.

“Stop dropping your head
like that,” he said.

I ignored him.

“Oui, Monsieur?”

'The check please, Jacques,” he said.

“No aperitif,
monsieur?”

“I need to get the lovely
young lady home,” he said.

I gasped as his fingers slid through my
hair, then pulled insistently, forcing my head to raise up and
back. Jacques was looking down at me smiling. He was tall and thin,
balding, and middle aged, wearing a tux, and he gave no sign I was
naked even as my face burned hotly.

“She is indeed a lovely
young lady, monsieur,” Jacques said.

“But still very shy,
Jacques.”

“I'm certain, monsieur,
that you will ween her off her shyness,” he said.

Stirling smiled and cupped one of my
breasts, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“I intend to,
Jacques.”

Jacques left and Stirling released my
hair.

“Bastard!” I
gulped.

He smiled. “Maybe we will go to Europe,” he
said. “I'd like to see you on a nude beach.”

I glared. “Only if you do!”

“Perhaps,” he
said.

“You better not be thinking
of marching me out of here naked!”

He appeared to consider it, then shook his
head. “You're not ready for that, slave girl.”

He unclipped my wrists and handed me back
the dress and I quickly yanked it on and pulled it down over my
body.

He paid Jacques, and the tip must have been
quite lavish given how obsequious the man was to us as we rose and
headed for the door.

We walked outside, but Stirling didn't go to
the valet to get the Porsche.

“It's a lovely night. Let's
take a walk,” he said.

I looked at him anxiously. I didn't want a
walk! I wanted to go back home!

He took my hand, though, and while it seemed
a sort of act, a kind of cover of what our relationship was, well,
I liked it. I liked walking hand in hand with Stirling along the
dark sidewalk. Though it was past eleven the streets were not
empty. There were other couples walking around, and cars moving
back and forth on the street.

But one block down he guided me through the
smoky glass doors of some sort of club, and when we got inside I
realized it was a strip club! It seemed to be a high class strip
club, true, but that didn't make it anything but what it was!

“What are we doing in
here!?” I gulped.

He didn't answer, just smiled. A man
appeared, and seemed to know him. They shook hands, said something
I didn't hear over the pounding music, and the man guided us
through the open bar. I looked around nervously, then up on the
stage, where a girl was dancing and swinging her hips. She had no
nothing but G-string, and I felt my chest tighten again.

But we were led into what seemed to be a
private room in the back. It was round, with a thick, plushly
padded red leather sofa encircling it. In the middle, was a round,
raised dais and a stripper pole!

“Do you dance,
Slate?”

“Not on a pole!”

“Sir,” he said
sternly.

I looked at him anxiously, then at the pole,
then at the doorway, which only had a curtain in front of it for
privacy!

He sat me on the sofa and sat next to me,
grinning.

A girl came through the curtains, younger
than me, with longer hair. She was blonde, well, fake blonde, with
very large breasts which I assumed were also fake. She had on a
slutty schoolgirl outfit, complete with high heels and short
skirt.

She smiled at Stirling and me and then
climbed onto the dais and began to dance to the pounding music
coming from the main room. It was a little muffled, but still very
loud. She slid around the pole as if she were a part of it, turning
and twisting, eyes mostly for Stirling as she began to remove her
clothes.

I was a little embarrassed, but aroused
despite myself. She stripped completely, unlike the girls out
front. There was no G-string on that smoothly naked sex. And I
watched her twist and turn and swing around the pole, sometimes
upside down, with a little envy, and much appreciation for how much
athletic ability that must require.

But then she climbed down off the dais and
straddled Stirling. She began to grind herself against him, giving
him a lap-dance. I watched jealously, anxiously, warily, excitedly,
uncertainly. Whatever rules about touching the dancers apparently
didn't apply here, for Stirling's hands glided up and down her
backside, and up and down and across her big breasts without any
reprimand.

They even kissed, which made me feel even
more jealous! What business did she have kissing him. I didn't like
how she rubbed her breasts over his face either. But still, I was
excited watching. I felt a growing anxiety, though, that she
wouldn't stop, that as she knelt, straddling him, grinding and
rubbing and rising and falling, she'd actually fuck him!

They were talking softly, her ear to his
mouth, she giggling, but I couldn't make it out because of the
music. So when she slid off I was simply relieved.

Until she smiled at me and moved closer. I
gulped as she climbed onto the padded leather sofa and straddled
me, and gave Stirling a panicky look, which only earned a smile in
return.

She began to give me a lap dance, which
was... uncomfortable, except that Stirling was looking on eagerly,
and I was very, very hot, though not particularly from her.

I let her kiss me because, well, it wasn't
like she was the first girl I'd kissed under similar circumstances.
I mean, it was a game me and some of my friends sometimes played at
parties and bars, you know, just doing it for the guys, pretending
to be lesbians. And I knew it would turn Stirling on, so stretched
it out, sliding my arms around her, caressing her back and then
letting my hands glide down onto her bottom.

I hadn't counted on getting turned on even
more by it, but I was. Again, it was more because Stirling was
watching, but when her hands slid down and began to squeeze my
breasts I moaned into her mouth. I was getting that hot!

Stirling moved in closer, and his hand
caressed her buttocks, then slid under, fingers riding up and down
along her sex as she gripped my hair and began to kiss and suck on
the nape of my neck. Her hands were still kneading my breasts, and
one of Stirling's slid up her front to cup one of hers.

Then Stirling grabbed my hair, kind of
pulling it and me sideways a little to jam his mouth against mine.
I kissed back hungrily, gasping for breath as his hand turned to
knead my breast, and I felt his other hand tugging up the short hem
of my skirt.

Only it wasn't his hand. He was using both
already. It was hers, the blonde, and I shuddered as I felt her
fingers against me, felt them running along the chain as if
exploring it, riding up across the little ball, which turned
against my clitoris. Fire burned within me and I let out a helpless
cry into Stirling's mouth as the girl slid back off me.

She didn't go far, though. I felt her hands
on my thighs, spreading my legs up and apart, then her lips sliding
in along my inner thigh! She and Stirling were both tugging on the
dress and I whimpered dazedly as it came out from under me, then
they both tugged it up and over my head and off, leaving me as
naked as the blonde!

I pushed feebly at her but Stirling's mouth
was on one of my breasts, sucking hungrily, and a rush of pure,
wild hunger swept through me so strongly that my hips bucked
against her mouth. Stirling dragged me across his lap by hair and
arm, positioning me so that I was sitting, straddling him, facing
forward. I heard his zipper going down, and he pushed me
forward.

I moaned, leaning forward, and the girl took
my hair as Stirling locked my wrists together behind my back. She
guided my mouth to one of her breasts, and I sucked excitedly on
her fat nipple, chewing and licking it wildly as Stirling unclipped
the chain between my legs and around my waist, removing it.

I felt a tremendous surge of relief with the
thing no longer pushing so tightly against my sex, cutting into me
there. Then I felt him pressing his cock against my pussy.

He pulled me back, and she abandoned my
hair, and I sank slowly down onto Stirling's cock!

I almost came! And I think he knew how close
I was because his hand clamped around my mouth as I slid fully down
atop him, my skin scaldingly hot. I had never thought of myself as
an exhibitionist before, not really. But with this strange blonde
looking at me, seeing me in such an incredibly obscene position, my
legs spread wide, his cock inside me, I was just... so incredibly,
feverishly hot!

My come could not be long delayed, but it
turned into an incredible one, for she dropped to her knees,
pressed my thighs back, and began to rapidly lick my clitoris.

I thought my head would explode with the
force of the release! I screamed out every bit of air in my lungs,
thrashing and twisting and jerking there atop Stirling's cock, the
stripper's tongue licking furiously at my clitoris! I had never
felt anything like it in my life! I arched and twisted and trashed
again and again and again!
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The stripper pole became part of my
'exercise' after that. He even hired an instructor, that very same
blonde stripper! I had to learn how to pole dance, how to give lap
dances (though I was indignant at the thought I didn't already
know) and what exercises to do to build up my upper body strength
so as to swing around the pole.

Stirling was not getting off work at eight
and nine any more, but at five and six. He wasn't screaming into
the phone on the way in, and he wasn't gulping down vodka on the
way back.

But that gave him more time with me. I spent
every evening either naked, or as near as naked, while Stirling
toyed with me, teased and tormented me, or punished me. Sometimes
all of the above. One evening he tied me spreadeagled to the bed,
then the stripper – her name was Angel – showed up, and the two
spent hours licking me, fingering me, using vibrators and dildos on
me, as well as candle wax, ice, and various other nasty little
things!

Then Stirling unshackled me, bound my wrists
behind my back, and made me lick Angel! I had little choice but to
comply with his order. I mean, she'd licked me to multiple orgasms.
It would have seemed pretty churlish to refuse. And I was in such a
sexual fever I didn't care anyway.

So I knelt, licking her pussy, as she
twisted her fingers in my hair, and Stirling mounted me from
behind, thrusting violently into me, making me climax yet
again!

Every evening he put me through my paces,
holding that short crop: kneel on all fours, sit back on my heels,
legs spread, arch back, hands behind my neck, drop forward, face on
the floor, bottom high, on my back, ankles behind my head, stand on
the balls of my feet, legs spread, hands behind my neck, and a
number of others.

He would bark the order, and if I hesitated
even an instant I'd get that stinging rod across my bottom! Believe
me, I soon learned to throw myself into each new position the
instant he spoke!

That, as soon as I achieved the correct
posture or position he would slide that thing between my legs and
let the soft, leather pad rub my clit was also an incentive...

A few weeks later we went to Rome. It was
gorgeous! And Stirling proved to be very much the excited tourist!
He was enthralled with the ancient ruins, and decided to continue
on to Athens, extending his little “holiday”. We came home, but a
month later went to London, then Paris.

Within a few months I was driving him to
work for nine, instead of six, and picking him up at five
thirty.

It was no coincidence, I thought, that
Chalmers got off duty and locked himself in his room at Six.

For his birthday, I agreed to give him a
present, something he couldn't buy himself. It wasn't everything
he'd dreamed about, for I was still too nervous for that. But it
was... something.

As his personal assistant, I'd even used his
contacts. Though why he knew porn actors and actresses, I wasn't
sure. I used one of the spare bedrooms, because it had the right
lighting. I set it up so one corner was dark, and the only light
was on the bed.

I knelt on all fours, my skin burning with
heat, though I was anxious, and squirming with embarrassment at the
same time.

Stirling sat in the darkened corner.

Ron knelt behind me.

Ron was a very large, muscular black man
with a huge cock. He was a porn actor, and came with a clean
medical bill of health.

He had to be convinced to be rough, but once
he started, he clearly got off on it. He slapped my ass, he yanked
on my hair, and he called me a 'dirty white whore' as he used me
like one. He rode me like a bitch in heat. He flipped me onto my
back, pinned my ankles behind my ears, and pounded me so hard I
screamed!

He fucked me hard, and after he'd come, he
was rough, twisting my hair, cursing me, making me lick him and
suck his balls, getting him back erect again, then threw me on my
belly, lifted my hips high, and rode me again, sodomizing me,
cursing me, slapping my ass, slapping my breasts even!

Stirling could take no more and though I
knew he was uncomfortable with another man there, gripped my hair
and shoved his cock down my throat while Ron pinned my wrists. They
both used me savagely! And my mind was enveloped in such a raging
fever I only wanted them to do me harder!

I was bruised and sore all over the next
day, and my throat was gravelly both from being fucked so hard, and
from screaming so much. But it was worth it!

Oh my God, was it ever!

Even though Stirling strapped me until I
cried – for fucking another man.

He took the next day off work so we could
both sleep in, and then we spent a while in the big tub together,
just kissing and talking.

“I think it's time for
another vacation,” he said.

I laughed softly.

“How about Cairo? I'd like
to see the pyramids.”

“How come you never did any
of this before?” I said, letting my hair trail across his
chest.

He paused, fingers sliding over my body.

“I guess I never really saw
the attraction of going by myself.”

“You could have found a
uhm, companion.”

He made a face. “Someone who was only there
because I paid them?”

“You pay me,” I pointed
out.

He smiled, then gripped my hair, kind of
bending me up and sideways so he could slide his hand along my taut
torso.

“I do, don't I? Should I be
paying a slave girl?”

He eased back on my hair, and I slid back
atop him, straddling him, facing him.

“No, master,” I
said.

His hands rose to cup my breasts as his eyes
flashed.

“So I should stop paying
you?”

“If you want to, master,” I
said demurely.

He drew in a deep breath, then exhaled.

“And suppose I make you
live in a cage, and beat you ever night?”

“If that's what you want,
master,” I said.

He seemed to swallow several times, but said
nothing.

We got out of the tub after a bit, and he
dried me off, dried himself off, then brushed at my hair and dried
it with the hair dryer. I was used to him doing things like that by
then and stood quietly.

“Wait here.”

He went back into the bedroom, then came
out, wearing trousers and a T-shirt, with the leash, snapping it to
my collar.

“Hands and knees,” he
said.

I dropped at once to my hands and knees, and
he pulled on the leash. I was a little surprised, but crawled along
after him as he led me back into the bedroom. But he didn't stop
there. He went to the door, and I felt another surge of excitement
as he led me out into the hall. It was true that Chalmers and Maria
knew not to come out of their section after hours, but … but they
could.

But we didn't go to my room either, but up
the hall, with me... crawling.

“Keep your head up as you
crawl, slave,” he barked.

I gulped and obeyed.

He led me down the stairs, which were
difficult to crawl on, since they were stone, then down into the
great room. He sat down at his usual chair, guided me in, and then
propped his feet on my back as he turned on the TV. I glared a bit,
but kind of mentally shrugged. I didn't think he'd have the
patience to do this for long.

He didn't. He found a ball and started
throwing it for me to chase! It was awkward, since crawling quickly
was not among my skills – though it would. He made me 'sit up and
beg' and then as a final event, stood over me and ordered me to
lick his feet!

I almost balked at that, but such a rush of
heat swept over me that I bowed low, breasts against the floor and
licked his leather slippers. What the heck, they were certainly
clean. He seemed breathless as I did so, staring down at me.

He led me, still crawling, up the hall and
into his den, then made me sit while he went behind the desk and
turned on the computer. After several minutes he beckoned me over.
When I reached him, he gripped my hair, hard, and jerked my head
up, holding it almost roughly so that I had no choice but to look
at the screen.

“This is my bank, slave. Do
you see it?”

“Yes, master!” I
gulped.

“Do you see the transfer
I've arranged?”

It was for a million dollars.

“Yes, master.”

“Do you recognize the
account the money is going to?”

I looked at the numbers and tried to shake
my head. I couldn't with how tight he was holding it. Then they did
sort of seem familiar, and my eyes widened.

“That... isn't that my
account?” I gulped.

“It is, Slate. This is how
you get paid every two weeks.”

I stared, dumbfounded, and he clicked and
the screen said “sent”.

“Congratulations, Slate,
you're now a millionaire.”

I stared at the screen in confusion.

“I-I don't
understand.”

He released me and then got up and left.

I stared after him, mind swirling. I looked
at the computer. Surely that couldn't be correct!

What was he doing? Paying me off!? I felt a
sudden shock, a thought that he'd now gotten what he wanted and was
basically telling me to go now! But I didn't want to go!

I sat back on my heels, trying to understand
what the hell he meant, and then I thought I got it. I had a
million dollars now. That meant I didn't need this 'job'. I didn't
need him. I could use the money to buy a nice condo, maybe go live
in Florida... and do what?

I shook my head, almost smiling. I
understood, at last. He wanted me as his slave girl, but only if I
wanted to be there. Now I had no reason to be there, except, well,
him.

It was annoying crawling with the stupid
leash dragging behind me, but I wasn't sure where he was. I didn't
want him to see me walking. Okay, this was a game to me, but
still.

He wasn't in the living room. I crawled up
the stairs and down the hall and into his room and into his bed and
between his legs, my tongue and lips softly caressing his inner
thighs, his cock, his abdomen. I licked him hard, and took him deep
into my throat, and then gurgled as he dragged me up by the collar
until my face was above his.

“Idiot man,” I said
softly.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply against my
bottom.

“Insolent slave girl,” he
growled.

He slid into me, rolled atop me, and I felt
entirely... and perfectly... content.

And with a little help, my help, he would
too, one day.

 


 


* * * * *

 


Have praise, suggestions or complaints?
writeargus@gmail.com

Erotic stories & novels by JJ Argus

 


Zoe's New Job * Working For The Smiths *
Wild in Wyoming *What I Learned in College * Two Teachers * Twenty
Nine * Tomb of Darkness * The Wolf Girl * The Submission Game * The
Student Librarian *The Straight Girl * The Secretary * The
President's Slave Girl * The New Neighbors * The Mouse * The
Master's Choice * The Interview * The Girls in the Band * The
General's Aide * The Director * The Debt Slave * The Dark Passage *
The Challenge * The Butler * The Banker Babe* Stripped! *Stocks and
Bonds * Sir * Slave of the Vampires * Rich Man's Yacht * Personal
Services * Nigger's Girl * Miranda's Tower * Masters Fine Leather *
Journey into Slavery * Into The Past * In the Vampire's Lair * In
The Summer Heat * Her Very Own Pirate * Fiona's Need * Erin's Four
Masters * Emily's Debt * * Courtney's Boring Life * Courtney Gets
Caught * Chained Heat * Bound in Red Tape * Biker Bitch * Behind
the Mask * An English Girl in China * A Slave to the Pack *Owned by
the Pack * An Office Affair * A Life of Slavery * A Darker Shade of
Gray * A Dark Spirit * A Dark Desert Heat * Anything *



cover.jpeg
Mr. Sz‘[r/zhg’s
C/zabyj[éur






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



