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There were few real stars in music. At
least, not in her kind of music. A star was someone whose name was
known to the general public, someone whose name could sell tickets
or even recordings. There were always a few of those, but they were
very few indeed.

Sloan was a violist with the New York
Philharmonic. Getting into the 'phil' was a triumph in itself. It
was one of the big five orchestras in the United States that every
classical musician aimed for. There were over 1200 orchestras in
the US but only the big five commanded the prestige, not to mention
the salary, to be called the best.

But no one knew her name. Nor cared about
her. She was one of many. And that was just the way she liked it.
Sloan had never been an attention seeker. Quite the contrary, in
fact. She'd been a shy, quiet girl while growing up in London, and
spending as much time as she had practicing had not helped make her
popular with other children.

She had a rare talent, though, one which saw
her parents sending her for an audition at the Royal College of
Music – which she'd passed with flying colors. She was good enough,
in fact, to pass one of the periodic blind audition the New York
Philharmonic gave only eight months ago.

To get into the orchestra, nobody cared or
should care, what you looked like, how tall or short you were, how
fat or thin, how lovely your hair or whether you were bald, what
your color or ethnicity was, or your resume. All they cared about
was your ability to play music to near perfection. So auditions
were done behind a blind. Those listening had no idea whose music
they were listening to. They only cared about the music itself.

Again, this suited Sloan perfectly. For even
now in her twenties she lacked confidence in herself, if not her
music. She continued to be quiet, shy, though very poised and
dignified. She was not a social girl, cared little for society,
fashion or current events.

She cared about music, and very little
else.

All she desired of the world was for it to
allow her to play her music, and otherwise leave her to her own
devices. She wished to be treated politely and respectfully, which
was how she treated others, and had no interest in being singled
out for either praise or condemnation.

And certainly not for her looks, as
attractive as many seemed to believe those were.

It was not her intent, when she came to New
York, to get into the Phil. She'd actually just come playing
tourist during the off-season, after a girlfriend had begged her to
join her. She'd only found out about the audition by accident and
then, on something of a lark, had gone for it.

Being hired had come as a tremendous
surprise! The salary had come as even more of a shock. American
orchestras paid considerably more – like double – what British
orchestras did. So while she'd at first been pleased and thought to
turn down the offer, she had wound up accepting it.

Who could turn down the Phil!?

She'd been in something of a whirlwind after
that to get her visa and then find a place to stay. Even at the
absurd salaries the Phil paid rents in New York were ridiculous.
She'd eventually found a nice little apartment in New Jersey, which
allowed her to take either a ferry or a bus through the Lincoln
Tunnel to get to midtown Manhattan, where the Phil played and
practiced.

Paying twenty thousand dollars a year for a
one bedroom apartment was absurd, but it was less so than trying to
find one in Manhattan larger than a broom closet.

And so it came to be that on a warm
September morning she found herself on the deck of a ferry,
enjoying the sights as it crossed the Hudson on her way to her
morning practice at the Lincoln Center.

Warm days could be a trial for Sloan. She
preferred to wear black most of the time – and certainly that was a
requirement at the Phil, at least for actual performances. In
cooler or wetter weather she wore black trench coats in keeping
with her decided lack of interest in bringing attention on
herself.

On warm, sunny days like this, a jacket was
simply too out of place. Indeed, black clothing itself was out of
place under the warm sun. Then too, she had no desire to seem out
of place among her fellow musicians either. Which meant dressing
somewhat informally for practices.

Thus she was wearing a pair of loose, light
gray dress slacks, a white top and gray, linen blazer. That was
about as informal as Sloan got, at least in public. None of it was
tight, and the blazer – she wore jackets or blazers or sweater
whenever possible – helped to obscure the generosity with which
nature had treated her with regard to her chest.

Sloan had had a love-hate relationship with
her breasts since they'd sprouted. They drew attention to her,
often unwanted attention, and thus she had always worked to conceal
them as best she could. As they'd grown bigger that had become more
difficult. Though it had been easier in the generally cooler
weather of the UK than here in the United States.

But while she hated the attention they drew,
she had to admit that in the privacy of her own room, before her
own mirror, she found their appearance, and indeed, the shape of
her own body, to be... pleasing. She took a quiet, reserved sense
of pride in her looks, and in how toned and fit her body was.

She might not want to draw unwanted
attention to her appearance, but she nevertheless ensured her dark
brown hair was nicely styled, cut, cleaned and brushed, and usually
held neatly behind her neck in a long tail which fell halfway down
her spine.

She had a slender, egg-shaped face, with
bright green eyes, a slim, aristocratic nose, high cheekbones and
full lips to go with porcelain skin. She was attractive and knew
it. She appreciated it, and even liked, to a degree, that others
did too – so long as they were discrete about their
appreciation.

And that was a problem in America. So many
people were so... rude! She would not like to be thought of as a
snob, but honestly, it was as if a lot of Americans simply had no
manners at all! Especially men! The adolescent boys at school had
been more polite in their attention!

As she stood at the rail and watched
Manhattan approach, a man came up beside her, also looking outward,
but then his eyes turned to scan her, and, her bad luck, a gust of
wind blew her open jacket apart a bit. She could almost sense his
attention quickening.

She ignored him, of course. She looked down
at her watch, then up and over to the right, giving him only a very
quick glance.

Scary!

He was about her height, but she was tall
for a woman. He was much broader in the shoulder, of course, had
thick, black curly hair brushed straight back, a neatly trimmed
beard, heavy eyebrows, and very dark eyes! The kind of eyes that
looked at you before killing you! He was wearing only a thin,
tight, dirty t-shirt and jeans, and his bare arms were covered with
tattoos.

And he was looking at her! Ack!

She looked around, hoping to see a
policeman. This man looked like a homicidal killer! She pushed
herself away from the rail and went for a stroll, showing nothing,
as calm as you please, and thankfully, he did not follow.

She followed the rail to the front of the
boat, the bow, then continued along, however, and she sucked in a
breath of air as she saw him ahead of her, having crossed to the
other side of the boat. She resolved she would simply ignore him
and continue along.

She was so intent on ignoring him, however,
that she failed to notice a bag another passenger had left on the
deck as they looked over the rail, and tripped badly. In fact,
since she was instantly focused on ensuring her viola case didn't
hit the deck – as opposed to her body – she almost fell flat on her
face. That would have been embarrassing, to say the least

A powerful hand shot out and grasped her
right arm just above the elbow, stopping her just above the deck,
and then hauled her back to her feet.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

Sloan licked her lips, her pulse having
suddenly shot up as she had realized she was falling.

“Uhm, yes, thank you very much,” she said.
“I was... daydreaming, I suppose.”

“We all do that on a trip we've taken so
often,” he said. “And you take it every morning.”

She looked at him in surprise. He wasn't
smiling but simply looking at her with those dark eyes.

“I uh...”

“I'm a crew member. I've seen you before,”
he said.

She had never noticed him.

“Oh.”

Well, if he was a crewman he probably wasn't
a homicidal killer, she thought with some relief. And sailors did
tend to get tattoos, didn't they? So she supposed that wasn't quite
so strange. And he had been nice enough to stop her from falling on
her face.

And... there was something very strangely
attractive about him. His eyes were so deep beneath those shaggy
brows, and his chest so thick! He was a very, very … masculine man!
Not the kind of man she was used to being around, much less
conversing with.

The men she habitually dealt with were
educated, sensitive, fashionably dressed and most polite and
discrete. He was none of these things. He was a... a rough sort of
man, she concluded. A crewman on a ferry boat? Well, that's as one
would expect.

“You're a musician,” he said, nodding at her
violin case.

“Yes.”

“What do you play?”

“Well... mostly classical music,” she
said.

“Yeah? There a lot of money in that?”

“Uhm, it pays reasonably well, yes.”

“I play myself,” he said.

She looked at him in surprise.

“Yeah. My old man was Irish and he loved
playing the fiddle and taught me how.”

“Oh, really. That's nice.”

Anyone who referred to the violin as the
fiddle was clearly producing an entirely different strain of music
than what Sloan was used to.

“You're English, huh.”

“Yes, I'm afraid so,” she said with a
disarming smile.

“No need to be afraid. I love the accent.
It's very sexy. I'd like to go to England one day.”

He was hardly the first here to say her
accent was sexy, but she blushed slightly anyway. His interest was
so obviously sexual and very... very... obvious. He did not seem
the type for subtle seduction.

The idea, of course, was absurd, and she
sought a way to politely and discretely let him down. The distance
between them, culturally speaking, was enormous. There was, though,
something very indefinably 'sexy' about him, too. She didn't really
understand it. He was actually a bit scary, more than a bit
daunting, and she felt wary around him. Who knew what he was
capable of!?

Some men, when you turned them down, got
very insulting, very rude and obscene. Some even got violent, she
understood, though none had with her.

“Well you could... get a job on a bigger
boat,” she said. “One that was going to Europe, I mean.”

“Yeah. Well, if all the women over there are
as hot as you it'd be worth it,” he said.

She flushed again, uncomfortable.

“Could I see your fiddle?” he asked.

Sloan did not want to show him her viola,
but refusing would be... rude. Especially since he'd stopped her
face from a close interaction with the deck.

“It's... rather old and uhm, delicate,” she
said, reluctantly lifting the case.

“Over here. You can set it on the the
vent.”

The vent, or whatever it was, was about
waist high, metal and projected up out of the deck. Sloan set her
case on it and then opened it.

“Oh! Be careful!” she exclaimed as he took
the viola out and examined it.

“She's a big one,” he said.

“Yes, it's a viola, not a violin.”

“Yeah? What's the difference?”

“Uhm, there are several. The viola produces
more of a mid-range sound, rather lower than the violin, they uh,
fiddle you're probably used to.”

“She's a beauty,” he said appreciatively.
“Just like you, huh?” he said, raising his eyes to her and
grinning.

He took the bow out and brought the viola up
under his chin, then played a few experimental notes.

“Yeah, she's got a deep voice,” he said.
“Very soft and sexy.”

Sloan flushed again, for he was looking at
her as he said it.

He held it out at arm's length briefly,
examining it.

“Nice. Kinda glows,” he said. “Nice
curves.”

His eyes flicked to her and Sloan felt her
face heat further.

“They say the violin was shaped to look like
a woman,” he said.

He drew it up to his chin and played a few
more notes.

“Very mellow sounding,” he said.

“Yes, the viola serves to emphasize and draw
out the sound of the violin in an orchestra, to form a bridge
between the higher notes of the violin and the other strings. It
helps harmonize the string section.”

“You play in an orchestra, huh?”

“Well, yes.”

“The New York Philharmonic?”

“Uhm, yes.”

“Thought so. Classy chick like you.”

Sloan smiled uncomfortably again.

“It sounds kind of furry, but in a nice
way.”

“The strings are thicker than what you're
used to.”

He gave her back the viola and she put it
quickly away, placing the bow in next to it and strapping it
down.

“Yeah, I've always been into music,” he
said. “See?”

Sloan snapped the lid closed and turned
around just in time to see him pulling his t-shirt up and over his
head. She blinked in surprise, then flushed anew at his
extraordinary chest. Not only was it immense it was half covered in
tattoos!

He had what looked like an eagle covering
the right side of his chest, the head cocked back and the snout
pushing up against the right side of his neck. He also had a large
treble clef on the left side of his abdomen and belly. In fact, he
had to push his jeans lower so she could see the entirety of
it.

Sloan noted the clef in passing, her eyes
somewhat overwhelmed with so much muscular male flesh so close to
them. She wasn't a virgin, but she had certainly never seen
anything like this up close! Tattooed or otherwise!

“Uhm uhm... yes... well...” she gulped.

“I got this one when I was in the navy over
in Thailand,” he said.

He put his finger on the dragon.

“This one I got in Hawaii.”

“I well, they're very... colorful,” she
said.

“You probably don't have any tattoos.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“Not that chicks don't get tattoos these
days,” he said. “But you look too classy for that.”

“You uhm, don't approve of tattoos on
women?”

“Nope. Especially gorgeous ones like you.
That's like painting graffiti on the side of a Porsche or a
Ferrari. Why would you want to spoil the lines and finish of
something that's already perfect?”

Another rough looking man came by.

“Hey, Mike. That cylinder working now?”

“Yeah, it's good to go,” the man said,
pulling his shirt on.

“Gotta go, babe,” he said.

Sloan felt a sense of relief, but felt
strangely deflated as he went, as if he'd taken some of the light
and energy with him and things were now duller and quieter. The man
had fairly crackled with energy, she realized.

Well, an interesting experience, she mused.
And an interesting man! Not the type to come to see the orchestra,
of course, and not the type she would really associate with. What
would they talk about anyway? What would they do together? Well,
aside from what she was certain was his primary interest!

And what would that be like, she
thought as she watched the boat dock. Not like any other physical
experience she'd ever had! The man was probably like a wild animal
in bed. She did not anticipate a lot of gentle, tender touching and
kisses from a man like that!

Of course, her experiences with sex, such as
they were, had not exactly been overwhelming in terms of their
excitement or pleasure. She was sure the men had tried but... well,
it was probably her. She was simply not a very sexual person. Her
primary focus during sex was to ensure she didn't do anything to
embarrass herself or make her partner laugh at her inexperience or
poor skills.

She doubted this man would even notice. It
would be like... like being ridden by a bull! Or a stallion!

The boat docked and she followed the crowd
onto the dock then across to where buses waited to take them to
where they could connect to the subway or other buses. She didn't
have far to go, and in fact, only a few blocks away connected with
another bus which took her a dozen blocks north to her destination
at the Lincoln Center.

It was a familiar journey and she daydreamed
along the way. The daydream was erotic, which was very much not her
usual, and she felt a bit breathy as she got off, a bit amused at
herself, and slightly abashed as well. Why was she getting turned
on by some crude, tattooed muscleman? He was nothing remotely like
her type.

Well, not for a relationship, but... just
for a wild sexual fling? Oh yes, that would be... exciting! Of
course, Sloan did not indulge in casual sex, so it would simply
remain a fantasy.

“Good morning, Sloan,” Jeremy said.

“Good morning, Jeremy,” she replied as she
sat next to him.

Jeremy also played the viola. They sat next
to each other in the orchestra. Ones position was governed by form
as well as ability. The first chair sat thusly, closest to the
conductor, for example, the second chair next to him, and so on and
so on. Precedence was governed generally by time in the orchestra
and ability.

The first chair wasn't always the principal
– the leader, but usually he or she was the principal of the viola
section, which had fifteen other players. In this case, though, the
first chair was Allison, a sixty year old stick-thin woman with
thick glasses and a most unpleasant disposition.

Jeremy was principal because he was better
organized and had a much better personality for dealing with his
section. He was bald, more than twice her age, and very, very
polite and interested in her and everything she did.

He was reasonably discrete, however, so
Sloan wasn't entirely certain if that interest wasn't the normal
middle-aged male interest in attractive young girls or some forlorn
hope for something further than work friendship. He was married,
after all (not that THAT mattered to some men).

“Had a nice trip in?”

“The ferry was... lively, as usual,” she
said.

“A much better start to a day than a long
ride on the subway,” he said.

Sloan was used to being noticed by
the men in the orchestra. That notice embarrassed her sometimes, as
did the 'interest' they all showed whenever she was nearby or
speaking. She vaguely understood it. She was certainly the youngest
female member of the orchestra, and, she reluctantly conceded, the
best looking.

Playing for an orchestra like the New York
Philharmonic would generally be the peak of a musician's career.
Most didn't achieve such heights without decades of experience.
There were a few others in their twenties, but most of the
musicians were older.

“Yes, I agree completely,” she replied.

“If only you didn't have to live in New
Jersey to get it.” He made a face.

“New Jersey isn't that bad,” she said with a
smile.

“I'm afraid, Sloan, you lack the cultural
understanding of what New Jersey means to native New Yorkers,”
Phillip Roth said on her other side.

She turned and smiled a greeting to him.

“No matter what, New Jersey will always be
considered the wrong side of the tracks.”

“The wrong side of the river anyway,” Jeremy
said.

“Wrong accent too,” Brad Tenhouse said
behind her.

“You all sound rather similar to me, I'm
afraid,” she said.

They looked at her in bafflement.

“Gentlemen. Ladies,” Mister Cuthbert, the
conductor said. “Let us settle. We will start with the Mozart.”
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Sloan traced her lips along his abdomen,
along the lines of the tattoo, her tongue dipping out, her hands
sliding up along his bare body. She could feel the heat within
herself, the breathless excitement that had her fingers trembling
lightly. Her nipples were hard and aching as they brushed across
his soft skin, and then the music started, soft, but growing
louder.

It was Scheherazade, by Rimsky Korsakov, and
it woke her in her bed next to the window overlooking the
river.

She groaned and stretched, realizing as she
did that her nipples were, in real life, as in her dream, very
stiff, very hard, and aching to be touched. She was wearing a thin
nightshirt, little more than a longer t-shirt, and she peeled it up
her body and above her breasts, looking down at them.

Yes, they felt swollen, hot, tender. She
sighed as she cupped her breasts, then let her fingers and thumbs
roll and squeeze her nipples. She was aroused. She didn't get that
way often. But she'd had dreams about... that man. Dark, wicked,
exciting dreams.

But she didn't have time for this. Not in
the morning. Her mornings were carefully regimented. They had to be
if she was to get to work on time. Practice was what made perfect,
so the orchestra practiced often. Not every day, but certainly
several times a week. More before a performance of something
new.

She threw back the sheets and sat up, then
swung her legs out of bed and looked out the window. The view was
worth the cost. The view of Manhattan across the river. She stood
up and padded across the room, through the door and into the
bathroom, yawning as she gazed at herself in the mirror.

It was quite a big mirror. It wasn't stylish
or fashionable, just what people called 'builder quality' which
meant it had no frame and was cheap. It was also big, covering the
counter from side to side. She peeled her nightshirt up and off and
gazed at herself naked, assessing herself as he might
do.

He would be very pleased, she thought. Men,
especially rough men like him tended to like shapely women
with big breasts. She cupped her breasts and then slid her hands up
behind her head, posing for herself, vamping, imagining herself in
naked pictures, as some kind of sex goddess.

Which was, of course, ridiculous, for she
was anything but!

But yet, he would be pleased with what he
saw, should he ever see it. Which, of course, he would not.

She padded naked into the kitchen – which
was definitely not her habit – and put the tea on. Then she went
back to the bathroom. She showered and washed her hair in the
evenings to ensure punctuality in the morning so had less to do
than she otherwise might.

She wore a dark green dress today. It was
cute and loose and cool for a warm day. It fell a few inches past
her knees, was high collared and buttoned down the front, rather
like a long shirt with a belt, though it was thicker. It had
epaulets, giving it an informal air, and long sleeves, for it was
coolish in the theater, but it also had roll-up sleeves which
buttoned in place for the trip.

She combined it with strappy high heeled
sandals and then headed for the bus to the docks. The trip didn't
take long, and the moment she saw them she started thinking about
him, with a bit of a breathless sensation.

Would he hit on her again? That could be
uncomfortable. She hoped not! At the same time, she couldn't help
thinking of that powerful chest and those thickly muscled arms. And
what it might be like to have her naked body pressed tightly
against a man like that! Eek!

He would probably be one of those men who
was done in two minutes, and busily lighting his cigarette while he
waited for her to compliment him on his prowess, she thought
sardonically. Rough men like he were unlikely to be particularly
careful of the needs of their partners in bed.

Had he really been on the boat many times
before and she never noticed? Well, she supposed that was possible.
She would not normally pay much attention to the crewmen, who
presumably were busy most of the time and not up on the passenger
decks.

Well, she had worn large sunglasses today,
so she could more easily pretend not to notice him if he did
appear.

She boarded the ferry, looking anxiously
around, but didn't see him. She wondered if she should take an
inside seat today. But no, she spent all day inside! She wanted to
get out in the sun for a bit. She took the stairs to the upper deck
and walked out to the rail, then took a seat next to it.

She slipped off her sunglasses, then took a
paperback from her purse and began to read as the boat prepared to
cast off.

The boat left shore and headed across the
river, and she put her book away and looked around nervously. It
wasn't a long trip, by any means, and she did enjoy the view...

She slipped her sunglasses back on,
wondering about her strange mood. On the one hand she certainly
didn't want that rough man, Mike, he had been called, to hit on her
again. On the other hand... some part of her sort of did.

Not that she intended to let him get
anywhere, of course!

And then – oh shit! – there he was,
approaching her! She turned her head carefully away, feeling her
chest tighten and anxiety starting to flood in. Didn't he have work
to do!?

He sat down next to her!

“Hey, babe.”

She gulped and turned to look at him.

“Oh, hello,” she said, sounding
surprised.

“Nice dress,” he said. “It looks great with
your hair. You ought to wear your hair loose, though.”

“It gets in the way,” she said,
nonplussed.

What business did he have telling her how to
wear her hair anyway!?

“I love women with long hair,” he said.
“That's the way it should be. You need something to hang onto, you
know.”

He grinned and she looked back, confused.
Whatever was he talking about?

It was rude, though, to look at someone
through sunglasses. She reluctantly pulled them off, noting as she
did, that he'd made that very male
extending-your-arm-across-thebackrest thing which had it pressing
lightly along her shoulders.

She gave him a reproving look.

“I'm Mike,” he said.

And why would I care about what you were,
she thought in annoyance. It would be quite rude to say such a
thing, though, and he'd done nothing overtly rude himself. Well, he
was being rather pushy, but then considering his background that
really shouldn't be counted.

“How do you do?” she said almost
automatically.

Well, it was what one did, after
all!

His hand was out and she took it, quite
reluctantly. She did not believe women should be required to shake
mens hands merely because those men wanted to meet them. She
thought he was being quite presumptuous. But again, he couldn't be
held to the same standards of behavior she had grown up with, so it
would be rude not shake his hand.

“Sloan,” she said reluctantly.

He let out a brief laugh. “I figured you'd
have one of them rich girl names,” he said. “Like you wouldn't be
no Tammy or Amy or Heather or nothing like that.”

She had no idea what he was talking about
now.

“You like music. Do you dance, Sloan?”

“Yes, I dance,” she said, her voice quite
uninviting.

Then she regretted it, of course. Her
anxiety rose for if that wasn't an opening for an invitation she
didn't know what was!

“There's this Spanish place on 42nd Street
just a couple of blocks from the docks. They have this great salsa
band at night.”

“Oh... I don't think so,” she said
hurriedly.

“It's loud, it's sexy, it's hot and sweaty,”
he replied, leaning into her as his hand squeezed her opposite
shoulder. “And I think you're a sexy girl who needs to get hot and
sweaty now and then.”

“I... seriously do not!” she said
firmly.

She did not appreciate him putting his arm
around her! But it was such a big arm, such a solid arm, such an
intimidating arm. And for some reason, it made her feel a strange
little dark sense of heat and excitement even with her rising
anxiety. He was so strong and... and overwhelming this close!

“I notice the buttons down the side of your
dress,” he said, looking down.

Sloan's eyes jerked down momentarily
himself. What was he...?

“This is so you can act like the prim and
proper girl during the day, right? But then at night... you can
undo the buttons...”

And he did so! Sloan was shocked by his
brazenness! Granted, the button he unsnipped was low, just at her
knee level, along the side of the skirt. But his fingers were
very... nimble, and she was so amazed she didn't react at first, as
he undid a second, and a third.

“Hey!” she finally exclaimed, slapping her
hand down on his.

He grinned at her and didn't try to undo
more buttons.

“You have nice legs,” he said, his fingers
stroking along her lower thigh.

“Hey!” she exclaimed.

“Call me Mike.”

“I most certainly will not!”

He laughed softly, gave her shoulder a
squeeze, then got up and walked away.

Sloan stared after him indignantly, her
heart racing, then, face flushed, buttoned up the side of the
skirt.

It did indeed unbutton to reveal a slit
skirt if one desired to do so. She, however, had never done so.

She got up and, frowning in the direction
where he'd disappeared, went downstairs. The boat was pulling into
shore anyway, and she had a practice to get to.

Honestly! The things one had to put up with
from people!

She didn't see him again as she headed off
the pier and over to catch a bus. But she thought about him for
quite some time, half indignant, and half tight chested and
breathless without quite knowing why.

She settled down on the bus, and then
determined to forget about him (rude man) as she went inside and
found her position.

The next two hours were filled with music,
which she loved. But when they broke for lunch she was abruptly
yanked out of her sense of comfort and relaxation. She pulled her
paperback out of her purse to read with her lunch, and was startled
and confused to find it wasn't her paperback at all.

She stared at it in utter confusion. It had
a lurid cover of a brunette in blue lingerie and the name was The
Parson's Wife. What on earth was this doing in her purse? How had
it gotten in there? Where was her book?!

Reading the blurb on the back, this one
seemed to be about the wife of a churchman in rural Georgia who
became attracted and aroused by a muscular black handyman. It was
some sort of... sex book!

She hurriedly stuffed it back into her purse
before anyone could see it!

That Mike guy! He must have somehow slipped
it in there without her noticing! Of all the nerve! That was bad
enough, but where was her book! He'd stolen it!

She was quite indignant, but she didn't see
anything she could do about it. She would confront him the next
time she saw him, for this really was beyond the pale! She'd throw
his book out but no, she must keep it in order to trade for her
own!

And she would definitely give him a piece of
her mind then!

She didn't see him on the ride home,
unfortunately, so there was nothing for it but to take the book
home and put it aside. She changed, put on running gear, and went
out to jog, then went on the internet to exchange messages with a
few friends and family from home.

After dinner she searched through what was
available on television but didn't see a lot she liked.

She picked up the book, shaking her head,
glaring at it, but feeling that tightness in her chest again,
thinking of him putting it there for her. He wanted her to read
this. Did he think it would arouse her? Did he think this...
parson's wife, presumably a staid, modest woman like Sloan herself,
being attracted to a rough man would also inspire her? That was
ridiculous!

Perhaps it would inspire her to lust after
black men, she thought in mocking amusement. Wouldn't that teach
him a lesson! Ha! Yes, she should tell him that after reading that
book she was going to search out a black handyman to be her
lover!

She snickered a little at that, leafing
through the first pages. Yes, Emily, the heroine, was indeed a
modest woman, an educated woman, a bored woman. And yes, she became
attracted to the muscular handyman, particularly when he was
chopping wood in the sunshine, shirtless.

It was... well-written, she thought, a bit
reluctantly. It didn't jump to the point quickly. It did tease a
little first. The sex, when it came, though, was outrageous, wicked
and nasty! As if she'd ever do something like that!

Did he think of her when he read this, she
wondered, her mind squirming a bit. Did he imagine putting her into
this … degrading position on the ground, with her bottom high and
her face down and... mounting her like she was some kind of bitch
in heat!?

What a pig!

Yes, she thought, this was exactly how he
would have sex with a woman! Like a wild, rutting animal! This was
what he'd do to her!

The thought was outrageous! But... there was
a certain... animal attraction to it, as well. She couldn't really
ignore that given how tight her chest was and how hard her nipples
were as she read.

Absolutely outrageous, though! She wasn't an
animal!

But.. as a sexual fantasy, as an image in
the mind's eye... there was an undeniable... excitement to it. Just
as a fantasy, of course! A nasty, dark, perverse fantasy!

To be stripped, naked, helpless, overwhelmed
by a huge, powerful man... taken!

Oh yes, there was certainly a certain
breathless erotic quality to that image!

Her sexual experiences had been considerably
more gentle and respectful. Even if they hadn't been anywhere near
as, well... thrilling as this one. But this one wasn't real. No
woman... at least no respectable woman would consent to being used
like that!

She put the book down determinedly and went
in search of something else to occupy her mind.

The thought of letting herself be manhandled
like that was outrageous! But there was a dark, heady quality to
the thought as a fantasy anyway. To be used in such a disrespectful
manner, like some kind of sexual animal!

And to react like that! As if a woman would!
The author was clearly suggesting this woman was either a
nymphomaniac or living in a different sort of body than Sloan wore
around herself.

Still, as she found other things to do, the
sense of heaviness in her lower belly did not really leave her, and
Sloan knew she would masturbate that evening. She didn't often, but
tonight, yes, she would do so.

She slipped into bed later that evening,
propped herself up against several pillows set against the
headboard, and then drew her knees up and apart as her fingers slid
down between her thighs. Her fingers found her sex and she stroked
lightly, thinking about him, thinking about his fingers on her
thigh, and imagining what he might have done.

Such a crude, rough man!

She threw the sheets aside and climbed out
of bed, went into the front and got the book, then returned. She
tossed it on the bed, peeled her nightshirt off completely, then
got into bed and sat back again, drawing her knees up and
apart.

Opening the book, she read as her fingers
caressed her body.

Oh. My!

It was one of those books!

He didn't merely use her as his bitch, this
big, muscled man, but tied her up!

Helplessly, her mind was filled with the
thought of herself naked, her wrists bound behind her back,
kneeling before him! The thought took her breath away, not merely
because of how dark and kinky and wicked it was but because HE had
read this book. And so, presenting it to her was telling her what
he wanted of her!

Not in a million years, she thought as her
eyes skimmed over the text.

And as her eyes skimmed over the text her
fingers stroked along the line of her sex, caressing the swollen
lips, rubbing lightly against the hot, sensitive nub of her
clitoris. She could not stop reading, and in her minds eye the two
in the book were she and him!

She did not usually penetrate herself during
masturbation. But this book was all about that, and all about the
thick girth and long length of the enormous man using the woman!
She moaned softly as she slid her fingers deep into her already
very moist, very overheated sex.

God! How had she gotten so wet, and so
tender so quickly!?

She spread her legs wider, gasping for
breath, thrusting her fingers into her body as her thumb stroked
her clitoris. The heat and dark, wicked excitement built up
rapidly, and then exploded into an intense orgasm!

Sloan cried out softly, gasping, gurgling
all the air out of her lungs, arching her back as her hips bucked
up involuntarily against her fingers!

Then she dropped the book, gasping, her free
hand kneading her breast as the other thrust into her sex, her eyes
closing as her trembling, overheated body spasmed again and
again.
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She wore loose slacks the next day, a
comfortable blouse, and a hip length suede jacket, for it was
chilly for September.

There was no practice today, but she was
going shopping – in Manhattan. And she took the same ferry at the
same time because, well, she was used to getting up at the same
time.

But she was extremely anxious. She was again
of two minds about meeting him. Partly, it would be deeply
embarrassing to confront him about the book. Especially knowing the
kinds of thoughts and fantasies he had about her! The pig.

On the other hand, she was helpless to push
the erotic image of him from her mind's eye, the sense of his
coiled hunger and aggressive sexual desire. The thought, as
ridiculous as it was, left her breathless!

She dawdled at the pier, letting others move
forward ahead of her, and following along. She didn't feel rushed
this morning. She could take her time, slow down and enjoy life. It
wasn't a long ride anyway, and she didn't worry about not getting a
seat.

The wind whipped her hair back and she began
to reconsider. It looked quite packed inside as she reached the
boat. She climbed the stairs to the next level. That had an inside
and an outside portion, and again, the inside seemed jammed. No one
wanted to be outside in this cool wind, especially women whose hair
would be brushed and set for work.

But given the cool, moist weather she was
used to in England, and given she had no work worries, Sloan pushed
through the doors to the outside deck and inhaled deeply. The air
held that fresh tint of the coming fall as the ferry began to
move.

And then she almost ran into him! He was not
wearing a coat, himself, but in a t-shirt again, apparently
impervious to the cool and wind.

She gasped and drew back in alarm, at first,
and then in a state of anxious tension and indignation.

“You stole my book!” she said
accusingly.

He raised an eyebrow.

“Oh please! I know you stuffed that dirty
book into my bag!”

“You do? Did you see me do any such
thing?”

“The process of elimination, Mister....
Mister...,” she said.

“Ferguson,” he said.

“Mister Ferguson.”

She was backing up, she realized, as he came
closer, and backed up until her back was in a corner, with the
bulkhead behind her and the rail to her left.

“I would like my book back, please. You may
have your dirty book.”

“What was this dirty book about, Sloan?”

“Mister Fe... I mean...”

Sloan was confused. She was about to say
that she hadn't given him permission to use her Christian name, but
the rest of that remark would require she give him her family name,
and she wasn't sure she wanted to further identify herself.

“If you could tell me the subject I might be
able to look into it,” he said.

She gulped. She was not about to tell him
that! He already knew anyway! And with his big right hand on the
rail and his left arm stretched casually across to the bulkhead he
had her hemmed in! With no one else around! Well, except on the
other side of the bulkhead, inside.

“You know exactly what it was about!” she
said.

“No, what was it about?”

She glowered at him in frustration.

“Are you blocking my way?” she demanded
instead.

He shrugged. “I thought I was blocking the
wind for you,” he said, stepping aside.

The wind did indeed hit her, then, and she
felt a sense of both regret and some embarrassment. He was being
nice... well, sort of.

“Do you do a lot of reading, Sloan?”

“Of course. And it's Ms. Kittridge,” she
said firmly.

“I don't do a lot of reading myself. Got too
much to do. Rather be doing things than reading about other people
doing things.”

“I'll bet,” she sniffed.

He swung around again so he was directly
before her. That blocked the wind, but it also left her feeling
very hemmed in again – literally cornered.

“Presuming this book was about... sex,” he
said. “Wouldn't it be more fun to do than to read?”

There was no honest way for her to answer
that question!

“Did you enjoy reading it?”

“I didn't read it!” she exclaimed, face
red.

“Really? A girl with a lively mind and
curiosity like you? I'd have thought you'd at least be interested
enough to give it a quick scan.”

“I have no interest in reading a smutty
book,” she said indignantly.

“How do you know it was smutty?”

“That was obvious from the title.”

“What was the title?”

“I know you know, Mister Ferguson,” she
said. “I'm not an idiot.”

“I would never imagine you were an idiot,
Ms. Kittridge,” he said. “You have a very intelligent face, as well
as a very beautiful one.”

He moved in closer, forcing her to cock her
head up further, and her chest tightened anew.

“Do you believe there is something inside
us, some instinct, some animal hunger that calls to us?” he asked.
“Something which demands strong men conquer women and women submit
to strong men?”

“A-Absolutely not!” she exclaimed.

“But wasn't that the way it was for
thousands and thousands of years?”

“That doesn't mean … would you... move back,
please?” she asked.

“You're not frightened of me, are you,
Sloan? I mean, there are over a hundred people on this boat. I'd be
insane to do anything violent.”

“Maybe you are insane,” she said with a
scowl.

“Well, if you thought that, then your
obvious course of action is to do whatever you need to do to make
me happy, isn't that right?” he asked, leaning in. “Like maybe,
give me a kiss.”

“Absolutely not!” she gulped, feeling even
more breathless as she put her hand up against his chest to ward
him off.

“But wouldn't it make sense to do that if I
was crazy?” he asked. “And if I wasn't crazy, then maybe you could
use it as a kind of... audition.”

“A-A what!?”

She stared at him.

“Sure. An audition, to see if I'm any good
as a kisser. You wouldn't want to go out with a guy who wasn't a
good kisser, would you?”

“That's the most ridi – !”

And then he leaned in and kissed her!

Nor was it a light peck or a gentle brush of
his lips against hers. His hand came off the rail, curled in and up
around her and held her head as his lips came down on hers. Those
lips were soft and warm despite the weather, and as demanding as
any lips she had ever felt! Yet they were not rough, nor crude, as
she would have expected. This was no bruising kiss but one which
nevertheless was extremely forceful!

She was shocked, at first, and then her
first instinct was to pull her head away, but the hand he cupped
her head with prevented it from moving! And his lips seemed to keep
moving forward further and further even after they started kissing
her! It was as if they shifted and spread and forced her lips to
submit, even as his tongue stroked along her lower lip and then
dipped repeatedly into her mouth!

Her hands were both against his chest,
pressing him back, or rather, being pressed back by his chest. She
felt a sob escape her as he tilted her head to one side, his own
tilting to the other, and his tongue swept lightly across her own
as his bulk held her tightly in place!

She felt a sense of panic, but the panic
rapidly subsided. It wasn't like he was hurting her or anything.
Nor, despite her suggestion otherwise, did she think him insane or
likely to commit violence. But in place of the panic she felt a
sense of rising indignation. With it, however, came a reluctant and
growing sense of amazement.

He was a very, very.... very good
kisser!

In fact, his kiss was beginning to take her
breath away!

And it went on and on... and on!

God, he was good, she thought!

But... this was... unacceptable!

She squirmed in his arms, and he eased back,
leaving her gasping.

“How was I?”

“You... you are... how dare you!?”

“He who dares, wins,” he said.

He looked down at her hands, still spread
wide against his chest, then reached down and took them in his.

“Your hands are cold,” he said.

He gripped her hands firmly, slid them
downward, and then up beneath his T-shirt!, up along his muscled
belly, up against his incredible expanse of chest as she felt a
growing sense of astonishment and a helpless pulse of heat that was
definitely not located in her hands!

And then while she was trying to cope with
that he kissed her again, which made it hard to complain, even as
he firmly held her hands and moved them up and down against his
chest!

She turned her head, gasping, and he gripped
her hair and pulled her head back, his lips sliding across to the
nape of her neck. She squeaked as she felt a hand slide in to cup
and knead her buttocks.

“W-W-Wait!” she gasped.

He pulled his head back, and she belatedly
realized her hands were up under his shirt against his chest
without him even holding them in place!

She jerked them down and out as he grinned
down at her.

“Want to have some fun, baby?” he asked.

And then both his hands were squeezing her
buttocks, and lifting her up off the deck! There was a small
protrusion in the bulkhead, about a foot wide and long, and he
settled her buttocks on it – with him standing between her legs as
he kissed her!

Sloan moaned helplessly, her heart pounding
wildly as his lips slid firmly across her own. She could feel a
wild rush of heat now building within her lower belly, a churning
flood of it sweeping into her mind to confuse and bewilder her.

She felt utterly helpless, and yet unafraid.
He was like... a force of nature! Like the wind, howling against
her! Only there was nothing chilly about him!

And then he reached down and peeled his
shirt up and off!

She gasped, staring at all that expanse of
powerful male flesh from right up close even as he took her hands
and ran them up and down his torso.

“You have very soft hands,” he said.

His fingers, those big, powerful, yet
surprisingly nimble fingers, were between them, down low, and she
hardly noticed them, at first, what with the rush of sensation
flooding into her as her own fingers slid across his chest.

But then she felt the front of her trousers
loosening, and realized he was doing it! She squeaked, and her
hands tried to jerk down, but already his hand was pushing into the
open front of her trousers! His fingers slid right in under the
waistband of her underwear, and then those big, work-roughened
fingers were probing at the entrance to her sex even as his mouth
came down firmly on hers once again!

This was insane! She couldn't do this!
Someone would notice! Yet his other hand had hold of her hair
again, controlling her head, holding her in place as his lips
fairly devoured her! She gripped his thick wrist but could do
nothing with it. The rest of the hand was inside her trousers!

And his fingers were stroking surprisingly
gently, up and down along the line of her sex, unerringly finding
her clitoris, which was startlingly swollen and exquisitely
sensitive just then!

Sloan felt as if she were... melting!

She shuddered and moaned, and squirmed
against him as his fingers moved more firmly against her and his
tongue invaded her mouth!

Her resolution faded, her inhibitions
melting, her desperation to fend him off weakening with every
passing second. A hot bubbling surge of something powerful flooded
through her mind. The part of her which knew this was wrong, knew
she needed to stop it, felt like a drowning person, flailing and
waving her arms desperately as the flood overwhelmed her!

And then... she drowned.

Her thinking processes, most of them, seemed
to simply shut down as the heat and desperate sense of sexual
pressure overwhelmed them. She gulped in air as he pulled his lips
back, panting, gasping, moaning as his fingers rubbed her down
there. Those fingers had been dry when they had started, but
already were slick.

With her own juices, she recognized
dazedly.

The slickness only made the sensation more
delicious, more erotic, more intense!

“P-Please!” she gasped.

But already he was unbuttoning her shirt,
and then as she noticed and grabbed at it his hand came out of her
pants. He gripped both her wrists firmly and forced them up and
back behind her head. Then he held them in place with one hand,
glaring at her fiercely!

His other hand simply yanked hard on her
bra, pulling it down, baring her breasts! Then it dove into the
front of her trousers again, and resumed rubbing her right...
there!

“Oh!” she cried, her hips jerking,
spasming.

He bent over and his lips closed around the
center of her left breast. His teeth locked in, tighter and
tighter, painfully hard! And he sucked even as his tongue began to
flick rapidly and then more firmly across her nipple!

Sloan squirmed and trembled and moaned as
the heat overpowered her mind, pulsing with every beat of her heart
even his finger began to sink into her down there! She
gurgled helplessly as that absurdly large, thick, long finger slid
into her, pumping in and out, driving deeper and deeper, even as he
continued to stroke another across her clitoris!

And then the orgasm hammered her back
against the bulkhead! Sloan cried out, the air gurgling out of her
lungs as her hips spasmed again and again, and an incredible rush
of energy tore through her mind. It was so good, so incredible,
that nothing else in the world seemed important next to every
single split second of it!

She knew, vaguely, that he was
practically... practically chewing at her breast! It ached! But the
way he was sucking rhythmically, and the way his tongue was
stroking across her engorged nipple was making it burn like
fire!

“I wanna fuck you, baby!” he growled
hungrily, breathlessly. “I wanna fuck you so bad!”

But that wasn't going to happen. At least,
not just yet, for the boat was coming into port already. He drew
back a little and released her wrists, and after long seconds of
slumping there dazedly, Sloan dazedly did up her trousers and
closed her jacket.

He grinned, gave her a peck on the cheek,
and gripped her hair firmly and jerked her head up and back as he
stared into her eyes from inches away.

“Playa Cabana, on 42nd at 7
tonight,” he growled.

And then he left her there, gaping, still
trembling, still in a state of dazed amazement and wonder.

How... had she let that happen!?

And oh God it had been... intense!
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She had no intention of going, of course.
Sloan was highly indignant and embarrassed and felt somewhat
ashamed of herself as well as being angry at him.

No way was she going to meet up with him,
dance with him... get to know him!

Of course, if she got to know him, well,
then doing things like... like what she had just done... wasn't
really out of line. She was single, after all. And it wasn't like
she wanted to be a nun or something.

But he so was not her type!

Then again, the wild rush of heat had been
like nothing she'd ever felt before. The thought of feeling that
again was... awfully attractive. He was certainly not boyfriend
material. She held firm to that belief. And normally she was not
the kind of girl to date a man just for... for a fling. It was not
fair to the guy.

But it seemed to her as she fumed about her
treatment, that he didn't deserve any such consideration. His
behavior had been appalling! Clearly all he was interested in was
sex anyway. So... maybe he was the perfect person to... have an
experience with. Maybe she should spread her wings and have a
nasty, delicious sexual fling. Just to... see what it would be
like.

She remembered overhearing a couple of the
older musicians talking about her earlier in the week. They hadn't
mentioned her by name, but it was clear when she heard them refer
to her as 'the quiet little English girl'.

All they had said was how well she was
working out, but the phrase they'd used about her being a “quiet
little English girl” had irked her for some reason. She wasn't a
girl, for one thing, even if she was young enough to be their
daughter. And she didn't like the idea of herself as some sort of
shy little wallflower or something.

Even if she sort of was.

Well, maybe it was time to push herself out
from the wall and have some fun. Yes, it could be a disaster,
but... maybe not.

And so she showed up outside the dance club
just before Seven, extremely nervous, arguing with herself the
entire time, and even irritated at him.

She'd found teeth marks on her breast when
she was undressing! Teeth marks! Framing her nipple! He hadn't
bitten hard enough to break the skin or anything, but her breast
did hurt. Well, it ached a bit. The nipple, on the other hand, felt
extremely... sensitive.

She was wearing her wine red dress. It was
loose, with a v-neck, and billowing sleeves. It was, for her,
short, falling to mid-thigh, and the hem was, of course, loose. She
wore a patterned gray silk scarf around her neck, and an ivory
pendant which dangled down around her waist from a leather cord.
She also wore gray suede boots, high ones, that reached her
knees.

They had quite high heels, and she would
need that, given how tall he was.

She didn't see him out front, so, after
waiting for a few minutes, she went inside.

It was a very noisy club. And it was a very
crowded club. The energy was... frenetic, and the heavy drumbeat of
the Spanish music seemed to physically press against her skin. She
looked around nervously, then headed for the bar.

And then he was there. He just... appeared,
startling her. She immediately felt a tightness in her chest as he
looked at her.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said.

She licked her lips nervously.

“I uhm, decided to come and see the place,”
she said, feeling lame.

He grinned slightly, then his arm slipped
around her and he guided her, not to the bar, but out onto the
dance floor. She hesitated, but shrugged and let him lead her in
among that frenzied dancing mob.

There were two kinds of dances, it seemed to
her. The first was very fast, which was what they were doing now.
It involved a lot of very fast hip movements, a lot of rapid
grinding and arching and rolling of shoulders and flicking of hair.
It seemed specifically designed for a girl to taunt people with her
sexuality.

Definitely not her!

On the other hand, everyone was doing it! So
what could she do but imitate them to the best of her ability or
look like a noob?!

She threw herself into it with
determination. This sort of dancing was a workout all by itself,
she soon realized, for it left her breathless! It was fun,
though.

The second type was slower, and involved way
more touching with your partner. That was the next dance, and
Ferguson's big arms and hands slipped around her smoothly, the
latter sliding up and down as they danced, and often dipping down
onto her ass!

Fortunately, it was fairly dark, despite
flashing colored lights, so while this left her a bit anxious and
flustered, she put up with it. It also, despite being flustered,
turned her on for some reason. And when the music stopped he led
her to a darker part of the club, near a wall, backed her against
it, and kissed her deeply and passionately, as his fingers kneaded
her buttocks.

“You're hot and sexy,” he growled, one hand
sliding up to cup and fondle her breast.

“M-Mike!” she gasped, pushing at his hands
and staring anxiously around him.

“Nobody can see and nobody would care
anyway,” he said.

That seemed to be the case. There was a lot
of similar activity all around them, only partly seen in the dim
light. And a lot of these girls, she thought, were wearing far less
clothing than she was! They were also throwing themselves into
their sexy dances without any apparent care about what anyone
thought of them.

That sort of mood, that sort of atmosphere
was... contagious. But she was still anxious and still
self-conscious. She did try, though, leaving her feeling very
flushed and daring in some of the dance moves she tried.

She was surprised he was such a good dancer.
She hadn't expected a large man like him to be so fast or so light
on his feet. Though she certainly knew how fast his hands could
be!

And those hands took every opportunity to
explore her body! It felt incredibly... daring to not protest, to
let his hands move over her in the near darkness as they either
moved within the frantically dancing crowd, or when she was pressed
back against the bar or a wall!

And it aroused her even while making her
more nervous.

They went to the bar, and he was wedged into
the corner, right against the wall, with his left shoulder
literally pressing against the wall and her half beside, half in
front of him as they ordered. She gasped to feel his left hand
sliding up along her thigh, lifting her skirt, sliding beneath it
to find her crotch, and then rubbing her there, with two fingers
extended!

She didn't dare do anything! That would
require a strong, physical action which might draw people's
attention! She glared at him, she gave him significant looks, she
hissed at him, and he ignored her as his fingers steadily rubbed
her between the legs, right in the middle of a crowd!

Her anxiety at this didn't so much fade as
become overpowered by the dark thrill of excitement as his fingers
rubbed against her and her body began to pulse with heat and
hunger. And then, rather than be satisfied with that, he forced his
fingers under her thong to rub her directly!

That produced another psychic jolt, and she
looked around, flushed, gulping in air, afraid someone might
see!

“Hot, sexy bitch,” he growled into her ear,
his lips chewing lightly on her earlobe.

“Michael!” she hissed.

“I'm going to fuck your pretty English
brains out later, baby,” he said in a low voice.

His big, work roughened fingers stroked up
and down against her, and over her clitoris, which quickly swelled
and burned and throbbed as liquid heat filled her body and
mind.

Gulping down her drink didn't seem to help
much at all!

They returned to the dance floor, with her
knees a little rubbery, but at least then he had to take his
fingers out of her thong! They were soon busy groping her breasts
and squeezing her bottom though!

“Let's blow this place,” he growled into her
ear.

He was rubbing her hand up and down over his
groin, where she could feel a huge erection, while he kneaded her
breast and kissed her against a wall at the same time.

Sloan could barely form a coherent word, and
moaned her agreement as he turned away, still holding her hand,
using it to guide her to the door.

“Wh-where are we going?” she gulped as they
got outside.

He led her to the docks! She looked around
nervously

“We-We're going to take a ferry?” she
gulped.

“Kinda. A lot of the ferries stop after rush
hour, you know.”

“So?”

“So they're just sitting there empty.”

She didn't understand what he was getting
at.

He led her towards a row of docked ferries.
There wasn't a lot of light in this section, and he had to use an
electric key card to get through a gate. Then he led her up to one
of the ferries.

“Wh...what are we...”

“I got a key,” he said.

“But...”

He led her into the darkened ferry! It was a
strange experience! The only light was what was coming from the
dock and the lights of the nearby slip where the ferries ran until
almost midnight.

He led her up between the rows of seats, the
rear of the compartment, and there she felt his fingers at the back
of her neck, then undoing her dress.

“W-Wait!” she gasped in confusion.

He wanted to make love here!?

He ignored her as his hands pushed the open
dress forward over her shoulders, then yanked it roughly down!

“Oh! Michael!” she cried in protest.

He spun her around and kissed her
passionately, and she moaned against him as his lips crushed hers.
She felt the dress slide to her hips and then be pinned there
between their bodies as his tongue and lips feasted hungrily on her
mouth. His big, rough hands slid up and down her nearly bare back,
and then her bra was loosening and coming free!

Sloan gasped, instinctively cupping her
breasts, or trying to, as he yanked the straps over her shoulders
and then pulled her bra off.

“Michael!” she exclaimed.

Suddenly he seized her head between his big
hands and pulled her in until she was inches from his. She felt her
heart pounding as she stared into his dark, fierce eyes.

“You are going to scream in pleasure,” he
growled, saying it with a certainty that left her gaping.

Her dress slipped over her hips and down her
legs.

“But... but...”

He pulled her forward, and she almost
tripped over her own dress. She pulled her feet out somewhat
dazedly and he swung her bodily around again. She was standing in
the row between the two last seats on the left side of the boat.
And suddenly he yanked her right arm up and out and placed her hand
around one of the bars. People held onto when there were no
seats.

But there was something fastened there, and
he now slipped it around her wrist. She turned her head up to stare
into the near darkness and saw something like a black strap as she
felt it tighten around her wrists.

A shock ran through her, but before she
could quite grasp it and what to do he had yanked her other wrist
up to the other side, and was fastening a strap around that
too.

“Oh! Michael! Please!” she cried, trying to
pull her wrists free.

“Screaming, baby,” he said. “In
pleasure.”

“But... are you going to hurt me?!” she
squeaked.

He grinned.

“Screaming. In pleasure,” he said again.

And then he threw himself on her! His arms
swept around her and she was crushed against his powerful chest as
he kissed her passionately. He pulled back after several seconds,
leaving her gasping, then peeled his shirt up and off, only to kiss
her again.

Sloan whimpered and moaned, but shuddered as
her bare breasts pillowed out against his bare chest! She was
filled with anxiety, but the dark, wild sense of thrilled sexual
desire was rocketing upwards even so.

His hands slid down to knead her bare
buttocks, then one glided around her hip and pushed down into the
little pocket in front, his fingers rubbing her naked sex as more
spasming rushes of sensation swept up through her body.

“Hot slut!” he growled.

But she wasn't a slut, Sloan thought in
anguish.

He tore her thong right off her body!

Sloan's eyes widened as she felt the sharp
pull against her back. Then the thong tore and her hips were jerked
forward only to fall back as he gazed at her naked.

Naked!

Sloan stared frantically around her through
the huge windows that looked out along the dock and out to sea! The
lights of cars were visible moving on the highway, and boats still
plied their way back and forth. The docks were dimly lit but hardly
abandoned, as people walked past.

But the inside of the ferry was darker, even
though her eyes were adjusting now. Her body seemed pale and white
in the moonlight as his eyes feasted on her. And she stood there
anxiously, embarrassed, uncertain, nervous, self-conscious,
alternatively staring out the windows, or up at her wrists bound
above her, or back at him!

“Now I can do anything I want to you,” he
said.

He reached out and cupped her breasts
gently, lifting and stroking the underside, then squeezing them up
and then softly together.

“Wh-what are you going to do?” she
whispered.

He didn't answer. His fingers dug in harder,
squeezing her breasts, and his thumbs reached up and found her
nipples, rubbing against them as they sparkled and burned.

“You look like a nymph. Do you know what a
nymph is? Of course you do. You're an educated girl,” he said in a
soft, deep voice. “Do you know where the term nymphomania comes
from? Of course you do. You're an educated girl.”

“Ahh!” she gasped!

He had moved so fast in the dark! She'd
hardly seen as his left hand slipped off her breast, swept around
her, seized her long hair and yanked her head back! Then his lips
were on her throat as she stared up at the ceiling, as his teeth
dug into the nape of her neck, as his other hand roughly kneaded
her breast!

“Oh! Oh, please!” she moaned.

She felt his lips sliding down, and then,
then they were around her nipple, sucking, softly at first, then
harder, more rhythmically. His mouth opened wide, then closed,
including his teeth, on the center of her breast. She felt his
teeth digging in as he sucked fiercely and his tongue swept across
her bulging nipple!

He released her hair and her head fell
forward as she gasped and gulped, heart pounding! She stared down
at him as he sank down to his knees before her. His big hands
forced her legs wide and then he looked up her body to meet her
eyes.

“Are you ready to sing, baby?” he asked.

His hands gripped her thighs and his tongue
swept up the line of her sex!

Sloan trembled, gulping in air as his lips
closed around the top of her sex and he found her clitoris. He
sucked as fiercely and rhythmically as he had around her nipple.
Only here she was even more sensitive and the sucking was too
powerful! It made her cry out in discomfort!

At first.

But after several seconds his tongue swept
across her, then he began to massage her with his lips as well. His
thumbs spread the lips of her sex and his tongue licked harder.

Sloan jerked her eyes away, staring out the
window again, then out onto the open deck, thinking how insane this
was, how dangerous. What if someone showed up and caught her like
this! She couldn't run or even cover herself!

What if someone saw movement and called the
police and she was caught like this!?

She was crazy to let him do this!

But the wild rush of sensations was growing
worse, and the dark heat of this shocking, outrageous sexual
liaison was starting to sweep aside her inhibitions and drown her
fears. Sloan's breasts felt hot and swollen, her nipples tingling
and hard. And her lower belly was thrumming with sexual energy as
his tongue lapped furiously at her!

Sex, to her, was a soft, tender, slow
appreciation of one another's body. This... this was like nothing
in her experience at all! This was wild and uncontrollable and...
carnal!

But the wild heat of it was filling her mind
with hunger and excitement like nothing she'd ever known or
imagined! He rose up before her, and then undid his pants. They
dropped to his ankles and his cock sprang up. Even in the dim light
she could see it was thick and hard and long as it pointed at her
like a shadowy spear!

“I'm going to fuck your brains out, little
girl,” he growled.

She moaned as he stepped closer, and then
held his thick cock, rubbing the head up and down against her,
grinding it against her clitoris!

He stooped, and pushed, and she felt herself
being forced open, felt the thick soft flesh of his cock slowly
pushing into the warm, moist depths of her body!

Suddenly his hands gripped her thighs just
below the buttocks, jerking them up and apart! He drove himself
into her and she cried out in sudden pain at the rushed
penetration! He was big!

“Oh! Please! Wait! Oh!”

He ignored her. His thick cock slid deeper,
burrowing through the soft, tight flesh and up into her belly as
his hands slipped up onto her buttocks. Her legs, still clad in
suede boots, almost instinctively slid around him as he held her
against him, then thrust again.

“Oh!”

Again.

“Oh!”

Her eyes bulged as she felt the thickness,
the girth of him, stretching her wider than she could ever
remember, and pushing achingly deep!

He drew back and thrust forward, drew back
and thrust forward, his hands on her buttocks pulling her in to
meet each thrust so that the head of his cock jammed incredibly
high inside her!

She felt the fierce intensity of his lust,
the wild animal hunger of his need, and felt herself overwhelmed by
it. Some part of her gave in, gave up... surrendered to that
passion. And his hips began to thrust in and out harder, his hands
jerking her against him.

The dark heat consumed her, and she felt her
mind drown in sensation and lust. The wild, wicked nature of this
was so shocking it made her feel totally out of control – and
totally under his control, totally at his mercy, his... his nymph,
his plaything, his to do with as he chose!

That was scary in a way, but her conscious
mind didn't really care about consequences. It cared about
excitement, hunger and pleasure. She gasped and moaned and
shuddered as his hips jerked in and out, as his thick cock speared
deep into her belly again and again and again!

She realized that her gasps had become
cries, soft at first, but growing increasingly loud as her mind
lost all cares and concerns, as her inhibitions melted under the
fiery heat and the wild pleasure built up to incredible
heights!

Then the orgasm hit her and she cried out
even louder, head fallen back as he rode her, as she rode him, as
his cock rammed into her like a piston, churning up her belly! Her
body hung from her wrists, her legs spread wide around him, his
teeth now on the nape of her neck again, chewing, biting, as he
sucked wildly.

Sloan felt herself fading, dazed, gurgling,
gasping, air sobbing through her open lips as the orgasm went on
and on, then faded slowly into a state of dazed... heat.

The orgasm peaked and softened but her body
still burned.

She saw the play of muscles beneath the skin
of his arms as he drew back, then jerked her legs up – and up
again, higher, his hands sliding down her thighs, down past her
knees. He forced her legs back against her body as he thrust deep
again, pinning her legs between them!

“Kiss me. Kiss me, slut!” he demanded.

Gasping, she did, as he kissed her back
savagely! Her body was folded in half, her ankles up on either side
of her head, his body pinning them in place as his hips thrust into
her with short, sharp, furious strokes!

One of his hands slid down her back, until
his fingers were between her buttocks, shoving her hard against
him. The other grasped her hair and roughly yanked it until she
cried out, then yanked it again, before he crushed her lips with
his and roughly took her, took them!

Sloan felt herself surrendering again,
overwhelmed by this wild passion and dark pleasure, gurgling and
moaning and then climaxing a second time as his hips rammed against
her and his lips fed at her mouth.
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She felt... boneless, limp. Sloan gulped in
air, chest heaving, as he unstrapped her wrists. Or so she thought.
Her arm dropped, but with it, the strap around her wrist. He
unstrapped the second, then quickly pulled both her wrists back
behind her and swept the strap around her free wrist again,
cinching them tightly behind her.

He sighed and sat down, gripping her hair,
and Sloan's rubbery legs gave way as she dropped to her knees,
still gasping for breath.

“Oh!” she cried, as he jerked roughly on her
hair.

She half fell against the seat between his
legs, and stared up at him, gasping as she fell to her knees before
him.

“What do you call me?” he demanded.

Sloan didn't understand the question and
cried out as he jerked sharply on her hair again.

“What do you call me?”

“Michael!” she cried.

“Wrong,” he growled. “You call me sir. Say
it.”

She gaped at him, disoriented, and he
casually slapped her breast!

“Ow!”

“Say it!”

“Si-Sir!” she gasped.

She was stunned that he had slapped her
breast!

“Now you are going to suck my cock hard so I
can fuck you again. Got it?”

He jerked her forward, mashing her face
against him. He was soft, so had come inside her, she thought,
thanking God she was on the pill.

“Suck. Cock.”

The words were violent, rough, and
outrageous! No man had ever dared talk to her like that! Let alone
someone she was having sex with!

“Do it, you hot, sexy bitch!” he demanded,
jerking on her hair again.

“Oh! Don't!”

She licked hesitantly at his limp cock. Guys
were always hard by the time she did this. And she had her hands
free, which she did not now.

My hands are tied up, she thought,
wonderingly.

“Suck my balls.”

Again, the words were outrageous! How dare
he speak to her like that!?

But given she was tied up naked at his
mercy, she supposed he dared. And while she felt a sense of
indignation and outrage she also realized, in part, that this
was... a game, a role. She hadn't spent much time ever considering
such kinky things but she knew they existed.

She took his testicles into her mouth,
sucking anxiously, hoping she did it right so he wouldn't yank on
her hair again. That hurt! She was going to have a determined
discussion with him after this to set things clear!

“Suck gently, slut!”

She gasped again at his outrageous words!
How dare he speak to her like that!? She almost jerked her lips up
to give him a piece of her mind!

But... if this was just a … sexy game, then
he was simply keeping to his role. And the idea of this sexy game,
with her being naked and tied up and helpless before him was
starting to build into a sense of dark, wild thrilling excitement
within her.

She sucked on his testicles, licking at them
as he tugged on her hair and reached down to roughly fondle her
breast.

“Hot, sexy bitch,” he growled.

He jerked on her hair again, guiding her to
his cock, making her mouth and lick and suck him, rubbing her face
against him.

“Lick harder, slut,” he growled, jerking on
her hair.

“Oh! Don't!” she cried.

Instead he jerked even harder, pulling her
half up across his lap!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Ow!” she cried, startled at the
stinging blows to her bottom.

He shoved her back down onto her knees and
pulled her roughly in by the hair again.

“Suck!”

She felt a jolt of fear and alarm, obeying
quickly, sucking on his cock, pulling the whole thing into her
mouth and working her tongue against it as it began to harden. He
pulled back and his cock slid out of her mouth, thickening. Now he
pulled her lips onto the head, and she bobbed up and down as he
thickened still more.

This was the thickest, longest cock she had
ever sucked, she realized with some excitement. And she'd had this
whole thing inside her!

“Hot little cock-sucker. God, what a set of
tits you've got!” he said, fondling her breasts. “Suck that cock,
baby.”

So crude! He was so crude and vulgar! But
was he really saying these things or was it part of some sort of
kinky, nasty game!?

Either way she felt used and... degraded.
And that should have daunted and angered her, but instead was
making her insides swirl and churn with a dark sense of breathless
excitement.

He jerked back on her tangled hair, standing
up before her, using her hair as a leash to control her! Sloan
moaned and shuddered, rolling her eyes up at him as he guided her
mouth onto his erection.

She sucked and he began to pump in and out.
He used his grip on her hair to force her down at the same time,
then his other hand came up behind her and suddenly she felt
herself forced forward just as his cock had gone deep.

It went deeper! Her eyes bulged as he pushed
into her throat! She instinctively tried to jerk back, but of
course, her strength was nothing compared to his. He forced her
lips forward remorselessly, until they were pressed right up
against the base of his groin, and held her there as she trembled
and shook and her legs jerked feebly.

“Swallow every inch, you hot, dirty slut,”
he growled.

He pulled back and his cock came free.

Sloan coughed and gasped for breath as
saliva dripped from her lower lip. She was dazed and disoriented
again, marveling, in part, that she'd taken that huge cock down her
throat, but at the same time trying to cope with the shock of
it.

Then he did it again, and then again, as her
skull pounded and she became light-headed. He used her mouth and
throat roughly, jerking her in and out, fucking her throat with his
big cock as she felt her will to resist fading away into dazed
nothing.

He pulled back and dragged her by the hair
to the seats in the front which were sideways to the room, lifting
her up onto them, where she slumped, dazed, as he dropped to his
knees and jerked her thighs achingly far.

She lay back on her arms, gasping, chest
heaving, eyes glazed, as he licked at her clitoris, as his fingers
penetrated her and his lips began to suck rhythmically.

He was... crazy, she thought dazedly, her
throat aching. And she was on a roller coaster ride without a
track, without a clue where she was headed or when she might come
to a very sudden and painful stop!

But she couldn't do anything about it. That
was for sure. And she felt herself once again surrendering,
overpowered and overwhelmed, slumped low on the double seat with
her legs spread wide to either side while he feasted at her
sex.

She moaned as his fingers drove into her
soft, tight, moist sex, sliding deep, curling up and back, rubbing
and pressing against the outside wall of her narrow tube while his
lips sucked hungrily at her clitoris.

What was he doing anyway, she wondered
dazedly.

Not that it mattered.

She moaned, eyes slitted, as he licked and
sucked, and as a dark heat began to spread through her once more.
As she caught her breath her mind wakened to a sense of
astonishment that she'd taken that whole thing down her throat, and
done so relatively, well, easily. It had ached, and it had been
shocking, and literally breathtaking, but if she'd been more
prepared...

She moaned and stared between her breasts at
him licking her, watching as he thrust two fingers into her sopping
depths, then three, thrusting in and out as he licked and
sucked.

The heat rose within her, a soft, languorous
heat that deepened and grew more intense. The muscles in her
abdomen and hips began to spasm as she rolled her groin up at him,
as energy began to fill her, an energy and a desperate need and
hunger.

Her wrists jerked against the straps. Tied
up, she thought. Tied up and helpless. At his mercy. She moaned,
anxious but darkly thrilled, and began to cry out as his fingers
thrust and twisted and he sucked and licked. She sobbed dazedly as
he straightened, then pressed his erection against her and drove
himself in.

She had a close-up view of it this time, for
she was practically laying on the seat now, with her head pushed
forward by the back of the seat, and staring right at the taut lips
of her sex as he drove himself into her – inch after inch after
inch of him!

She gurgled and moaned as he filled her up,
as he thrust in and out harder and faster.

He jerked her legs up and shoved them back
against her shoulders as he drove into her, his heavy hips pounding
against her upturned buttocks as his thick spear of flesh sliced
through the burning folds of her sex.

This was insane! Impossible! Her mind swam,
twisting and turning on the liquid flood of heat and hunger as his
body rammed itself into her again and again.

Abruptly, he pulled out, his big hands
gripping her thighs and body as he stood up, lifting and turning
her around.

Crack! He slapped her bottom sharply
and Sloan cried out at the sting of it!

“On your knees, slut!”

She cried out again as he pushed her forward
across the top of the seats. Her cheek was pressed against the
glass now, her breasts hanging free below her as she felt him
entering her from behind.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Gasping, she jerked her knees apart, and
then cried out as he seized her hair again, jerking it up and
back.

Crack!

His thick cock drove deep into her quivering
body, even deeper than before! He began to pump in and out, her
cheek rubbing up and down against the glass, her breasts wobbling
below her, the top of the seat digging into her abdomen.

Crack!

“Ow!' she moaned.

“You're my fuck toy now, baby!”

Crack!

“My hot slut.”

Crack!

“My bitch!”

“Ah!”

Dark heat enveloped her and Sloan trembled
and shook as his hand roughly squeezed one of her breasts. Then he
jerked up and back on her hair.

“Tell me you're my slut!” he ordered in a
low growl.

He jerked again on her hair.

“Say it!”

“I-I... I'm your slut!” she cried.

He shoved her face back against the glass,
his hips grinding against her buttocks.

Crack!

“Again!”

“I'm your slut!”

Crack!

“What's my name? What?”

“Sir!” she cried as his cock pounded into
her.

The churning dark flood of heat and wild
animal passion was dazing her. Her heart was pounding, her pulse
racing, and her very body felt as though an intense pressure and
energy was filling it to overflowing!

Crack!

“Tell me you're my bitch!”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she cried.

That was so outrageous! So... deliciously
degrading! So wildly, thrillingly nasty and carnal!

Sloan's body trembled and shook, and she
felt as if her blood was flaming. His hips beat at her buttocks as
his cock drove into her furiously. She cried out as he jerked on
her hair, slapped her bottom, roughly squeezed her breasts and even
slapped them.

A dark, feral world of animal lust took over
her mind like a fever dream. She shuddered and trembled and gulped
in air, eyes rolling as he rammed into her, as he rode her, as he
used her, as he manhandled her and did anything he wanted to her
helpless body!

Another orgasm howled through her, but this
one was a monster! She cried out, and then screamed, throwing
herself into it with total abandon.

Rapture!

She jerked in and back, impaling herself on
his pounding cock, heedless of the pain to her scalp as he jerked
on her hair, soaring upward on a wild, fiery rush of explosive
sexual pleasure. She'd never felt anything so glorious in her life,
and wallowed in it!

She screamed all the air out of her lungs,
and didn't care. She kept herself at that wondrous peak, not daring
to even inhale lest it throw her off! And then, finally, she
collapsed, gasping for breath in deep, shaky breaths.

But he was still thrusting into her, still
jerking on her hair, forcing her head up and then forward, his cock
spiking deep into her quivering body. She moaned, eyes slitted,
panting, moaning as he jerked her body in and out to use her as he
chose.

She groaned as his teeth bit into the side
of her throat again, but offered no resistance.

Conquered.

*

“Ms. Sloan, a four beat tempo in B minor, if
you please.”

That was a reprimand, and Sloan flushed.

She nodded tightly at Jeremy and tried to
focus as they began again.

It was very hard to focus today. She was
sore all over, for one thing. Her throat ached as if she were
coming down with something, and her voice was a bit raspy. She was
allowing that, and Jeremy's query about whether she was coming down
with something, to be used to explain her having difficulty
following.

She was sore … down there, too! In
fact, she'd been worried about the aching, worried he'd damaged her
with his rough thrusting and his over-sized cock! She'd even
considered making an appointment with her doctor, though how she
could possibly explain her fear was beyond her.

Fortunately, the ache had faded
somewhat.

Her breasts felt sore from his rough
groping. And she now had teeth marks framing both nipples!
She also had hickies on both side of her throat, which she was
hiding with a scarf. She felt positively mauled!

Michael Ferguson was a pig of a man!

Or... no, more like a lion. And if you had
sex with a lion you were bound to come out somewhat mauled and
bruised and battered.

And she felt all of those. Inside and out,
mentally and physically.

She'd never experienced anything remotely
similar in her life. He'd called her names, treated her with
contempt, used her roughly, even savagely! And yet... despite that,
her memory of it all was filled with an astonishing sense of
excitement and heat, of pleasure and desperate carnal hunger. Her
abdomen had ached, not just with his thrusting but with her own
muscles spasming wildly through her orgasms!

He was an animal!

You knew that when you agreed to meet
him, she told herself angrily. Did you expect roses and
waltzes, a kiss on the back of the knuckles, perhaps, and a wine
tasting exhibit?

No, she'd gone in hopes of some excitement,
and that was exactly what she'd gotten.

Stupid bitch!

His bitch!

He was so incredibly arrogant! Calling her
his bitch! And he meant it in the animal sense, too! As if she were
some sort of animal and he was the Alpha male, claiming her as
his!

His slut!

Well, she'd certainly behaved like one! She
could be as indignant as she wanted about him calling her that but
she had little doubt what her colleagues here in the orchestra
would think of her if they had the slightest awareness of what
she'd done yesterday evening.

They wouldn't, though. They couldn't. That
was a relief. What she'd done, well, it had been a fling with a
stranger, a one night stand with someone nobody knew or would know.
So however sluttish she'd acted it couldn't really come back to
haunt her with damage to her reputation.

That did not mean she was handling it all
that well herself.

Still, she found a degree of relief in
music, and tried very hard to focus on that, on her timing and
blending in with the melody. An orchestra was a living thing, after
all, and every part of it had to work in tandem.

She thought she had somewhat redeemed
herself, for there were no more comments aimed her way, but she was
still a little embarrassed. She was building a reputation for
reliability and that was important for a newcomer. This would not
help.

After rehearsal she wandered down Broadway.
At Columbus Circle she was reminded of the tremendous wealth of
this city and so many of the residents, particularly of Manhattan.
Why on earth would she enter a relationship with some sort of ferry
boat deck hand? That would be insane!

Especially one who was so... abusive! Who
called her names and manhandled her the way he did! To be fair, he
hadn't actually harmed her, nor even, as far as she could tell,
bruised her. But he had hit her! He had slapped her bottom and even
her breast! That was astonishingly outrageous!

Maybe he thought that was simply in line
with his nasty little master and slave game, and perhaps it was,
but that did not mean she was about to allow someone to routinely
slap her and continue seeing them! Absolutely not!

She would have liked to discuss this with
someone, but there was simply no one, not even back home, that she
would feel comfortable discussing what to do about a man who
slapped her bottom and called her a slut while he was having sex
with her!

And that business of... tying her up! That
had been a shock! Oh, she understood this wasn't really all that
wild and kinky, but the way she had reacted, the strange sense of
almost breathless fascination she'd felt once she had been
effectively bound helpless was startling.

She had felt a suffocating wave of dark
excitement and anticipation as she had stood naked before him,
bound helpless! And that had helped make his every touch
intense!

No one had ever tied her up before, and she
would never have predicted it would be so... deliciously exciting!
What was worse... she wanted more of it! She wanted more of him!
And she wanted more of his rough, nasty sex! And that was really
quite appalling given her sense of quiet personal dignity had been
so affronted.

She took the subway south to Times Square,
then, ignoring its gaudy lights and the tourists, headed for the
Museum of Contemporary Art. She always found it soothing. She did
this time, as well, but it didn't take her mind off Michael
Ferguson.

The men she saw were a sharp contrast to
him, of course. The men here were educated, by and large, cultured,
refined, well-dressed and well-mannered. They would never call her
a slut and slap her! They wouldn't manhandle her as if she were
some sort of... toy!

She could have an intelligent conversation
about art with such men, or music. Indeed, most were probably quite
familiar with the New York Philharmonic and had probably seen it
before. What sort of music would Michael Ferguson listen to? Old
sailor songs? Could you put yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum to
music?

Snob, she told herself.

Well, yes, I suppose, she replied
unrepentant. And what of it?

One had standards, after all.

Was Michael Ferguson... redeemable? Could
you teach him, civilize him, so to speak? That was doubtful. Then
too he was older than her. From an almost entirely different
cultural background.

And why was she thinking of him as a
potential boyfriend anyway!? Couldn't she simply accept that he was
good in bed, use him for that (as he was using her) and not worry
about whether he'd appreciate Rafael or Rembrandt or, for that
matter, Rachmaninoff?

Because good girls didn't do that, she
thought wryly.

And why do I have to be a good girl all
the time, she thought in irritation. Why can't I play about
with being a bad girl for a little bit, just to see what it's
bloody well like?

And wasn't this the best place for that? Far
from home, family and friends? With a man far outside her world?
Yes, it was a bit, uhm, slutty of her, but no one need know. And
didn't a girl deserve a bit of a shocking past to hide from future
husband and friends?

Her future husband need not know, and would
surely have too much tact to ask how she had come to learn how to
deep throat a man, after all...
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She had purposefully gone to work a bit
early so as to hopefully miss his boat, and came back late for the
same reason. Thus she didn't see him that day. That was... a
relief... mostly. Sloan was still trying to deal with her behavior
and the things he had done to her, and how she was to respond to
that.

She returned home with a sigh, her legs
tired. She'd done a lot of walking, after all, though she knew she
needed to get to a gym and work her upper arms and chest muscles.
Maybe she'd go after dinner. There was one nearby. Or she could
just do some yoga and Pilates here. Yes, that was probably
best.

“Where's your viola?”

She let out a little scream and jerked back
towards the door at the voice, then stared, open mouthed, at
Ferguson sitting, slouching really, on her sofa.

“Wh-what are you... how did you get in
here?! How did you even know where I lived!?”

“I'm very resourceful,” he said.

She stared at him.

“That's not an answer!”

“I know where you live because it's in the
phone book.”

He nodded towards her phone. She actually
had a home phone, unlike many others who relied only on their cell
phones.

“How did you get in?!”

He smiled faintly. “Maybe you forgot to lock
the door.”

“I did not!”

“Because you're perfect and never make
mistakes and never forget anything?”

She glared at him. “I'm quite certain I
locked it! A girl can't be careful in this city with all the...
perverted men around!”

“True. It's good to be careful.”

“You still haven't answered what you're
doing here!”

“I came to invite you to dinner.”

“You came here... here, to invite me to
dinner? Tonight!?”

“Well, it's not far from the dock, and I was
pretty sure you'd agree.”

“Oh you were!? How do you know I don't have
a date tonight? With someone much... richer and more sophisticated
and respectful than you are!?”

“Do you?” he asked mildly.

“None of your business!”

He shrugged.

“I should throw you out! I should call –
!”

He stood up and she gulped as he moved...
flowed towards her. She backed up a pace, and then gasped as his
hand shot up, completely enveloped her neck, and then shoved her
back against the wall! A moment later his lips were crushing hers
as she pushed futilely against his chest!

He released her throat, but only to seize
her hair behind her neck – as he had done the other day. That not
only made her gasp in pain as he pulled at her scalp but sent a
sort of dark ripple of anticipation through her body as she
recalled the circumstances of those previous times – and the
delicious, thrilling heat which had accompanied them!

He jerked her head back, his lips moving
passionately against hers, his other hand up under her jacket,
squeezing and kneading her breast!

Sloan gasped and trembled against him, her
lips wide, his mouth invading hers! A wild rush of energy, dark,
simmering, bubbling, steaming energy rolled through her even as her
mind frantically tried to beat it back. Yet her mind had no more
success in fighting off her emotions, her... excitement, than her
body did at pushing back his.

Yet... she fought desperately to retain at
least some measure of dignity, to not allow herself to be
overwhelmed as well as overpowered! She had to make a stand, after
all, and let him know that even though he was physically stronger
she was her own woman!

“I-I am... am not... going to dinner with...
you!” she gasped breathlessly, even as he shoved her jacket and
now-open blouse back over her shoulders.

“Okay, we'll eat in,” he said.

His hands cupped her buttocks and he lifted
her easily into the air, then set her down on the edge of her
table. An instant later his grip shifted to her legs, jerking them
up and apart so she fell onto her back with a yelp of surprise.

His hands went to the clasp at the front of
her trousers, and then he yanked them down and off.

“Wait! Oh! Stop!” she gasped.

He ignored her, stripping her efficiently,
then dropping to his knees as his hands forced her thighs
apart.

This too caused her body to resonate with
the remembered heat and pleasure the first time he'd done it, on
the ship!

His tongue went to work on her sex as his
thumbs spread her open, and, chest heaving, panting, Sloan lay back
with a moan, surrendering physically, even if she was not yet
resigned to surrendering emotionally.

She resolved to show no reaction, no
response. She would simply lay back and do nothing. That,
unfortunately, proved to be a more ambitious a plan than she could
stick to. His tongue was doing quite amazing things down there, and
a growing thrum of sexual energy was rolling up her spine.

She did try to resist, and did so as long as
possible, but eventually her hips began to roll up at him with ever
growing movements as her breathing got harsher and more ragged. The
rush of energy melted her inhibitions and produced a growing sense
of desire and need.

And then he stopped and stood up. She
moaned, looking up at him as he looked down at her.

“So what are we having for dinner?”

She stared at him in confusion. She watched
him grip her arms and then lift her up into a sitting position so
they were face to face. His lips kissed hers gently, then kissed
his way down across her throat and up under her ear as she felt her
resolve weakening, melting in the face of the heat swirling inside
her.

“I-If you … want dinner... you... make it,”
she panted.

“Okay.”

He was wearing a long coat, and pulled
something out of it, a thick mass of something black. She stared at
it uncomprehendingly even as he unfurled it and let it drop down to
the floor. It looked like... rope... but black. Why would rope be
black, she wondered.

He took her hand and lifted it, then wrapped
the rope around her slender wrist. She watched as he tied a knot,
then he gripped her other arm and pulled so her bottom slipped off
the table.

“Wh-what are you... doing?” she gasped,
though she knew perfectly well.

He pulled her wrists together behind her
back and she felt the rope – a strangely soft rope – going around
her other wrist! He tied her wrists together, palm to palm! She
felt loop after loop surrounding them, then felt the rope raised
and go around her right arm just above the elbow.

It circled that arm, then tightened and went
to the other arm, and she gasped as she felt the pressure of the
rope pulling her arms closer and closer together, forcing her
shoulders back.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

“Wild fillies like you need to be properly
roped,” he said.

“Wild what? What are you, a sailor or a
cowboy!?”

“There's a lot of similarity between us, I
think. Do you ride, English girl?”

“Of course I bloody well ride! Oh! Not so
hard! You're hurting my shoulders!”

The rope went around her chest, then, right
at the base of her breast. He bent her forward and then to her
astonishment, circled her breast with it, not once, but twice! He
then carried the rope across to circle her other breast. She could
feel the soft rope tightening, the loop narrowing to squeeze in
around her breasts so that they hardened.

“Wh... what are you doing, you... you
pervert!?”

“Whatever I feel like,” he said.

He fed the rope up across her shoulder and
behind her neck, then down again, straightening her, and tying
another knot.

Sloan stared down at her breasts in
amazement. Her breasts were... large. Large breasts like hers were
not meant to... to jut out the way hers did now, squeezed in so
firmly around the base so that the soft skin was taut across her
flesh! Her nipples were like hard little pencil points thrusting
out from the center, erect and tingling!

He fed his black rope down her arms in back,
down under her and up between her legs, two loops of it running
between her buttocks, then between her thighs and up along the line
of her sex. Then with a sharp tug they pulled right up between
those lips, making her yelp in surprise!

“Oh! Ow! D-Don't!” she gasped.

Again he ignored her, separating the two
loops, drawing them up diagonally along her abdomen and over her
hips, then circling her waist to be tied off.

“You're a sick man, Michael Ferguson!” she
gasped.

“Had my physical last month. Doc says I'm in
great health.”

He seized her hair and forced her head up
sharply back again, then she felt his lips around the center of her
right breast, felt his teeth digging into the soft flesh, his lips
locking tightly in a ring centered around her nipple, then his
tongue on that nipple as he sucked hungrily.

Sloan moaned, gasping and staring up at the
ceiling as he shifted to her other breast, sucking and lick and
chewing again as she stood helpless before him.

He hummed to himself and took out a small
black cord, almost a more of a string, and tied a loop in one end,
then placed it around her right nipple and carefully tugged the
loop closed.

“What... oh... what... ow! Ow! Michael!” she
gasped as he drew it even tighter!

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Take it off!”

“Shhh or I'll gag you.”

“It hurts!”

It did hurt. Her nipple burned!

“It will feel fine in a moment,” he said as
he drew the string up across her shoulder, behind her neck, and
then down her other side. Then he tied a loop on the other end and
jerked that tight around her other nipple!

“Ow! Ow! Ow! You bastard!”

“My parents were married,” he said.

“It's too tight!”

“No, it's just tight enough.”

He brought her into her tiny kitchen area,
again using her hair like a leash, and forced her to her knees.

“Sit on your heels. Spread your legs.”

Gasping, yelping, she obeyed, and then he
stood up before her and turned to her fridge, opening it and
inspecting it.

“Now let's see what there is to eat.”

“You... you... !”

She was lost for words! His behavior was
outrageous! There was really no question about it. But her
awareness of that was not stopping some dark, very, very sexual
side of her from being almost awed at what he'd done, at how he'd
tied up her. The very nature of how outrageous it was made it a
wild, stupefying thrill!

She couldn't help staring at her breasts,
feeling them throbbing, the nipples hot and aching. She couldn't
help feeling the ropes digging into the very most sensitive place
on her own body, pulled up between the lips of her sex!

And she couldn't deny the wild, charge of
sexual electricity filling her body!

“Looks like rabbit food,” he said.

“I-it's healthy food!” she gulped.

He opened her microwave oven for some
reason.”

“Ah, now this looks good.”

Sloan stared. There was a pizza filling her
microwave. What... how?”

He turned it on and started heating it up
and then turned back to her.

“You brought a pizza!” she said
accusingly.

“There's no proof of that,” he replied.

“You are the most arrogant man I have ever
met!”

“Really?”

He squatted before her and his hand dipped
down between her legs, finding her swollen clitoris.

Sloan gasped as his fingers stroked her
there, then gripped her hair again, jerking her head back.

Jerking her head back, pulled on the black
strings tied to her nipples, and she yelped twice over as he leaned
in and kissed his way along the nape of her neck.

“Ow! Oh! Don't!” she moaned.

“What's my name?”

She gasped and her mind was roiled by heat
and confusion, as well as pain. What did he...?”

“S-sir,” she moaned.

He released her hair and drew back, though
his fingers were still rubbing casually between her legs.

“Say please sir,” he ordered in a soft, deep
voice.

Sloan flushed, dropping her eyes.

“Say it.”

“Please, sir,” she gulped.

He stood up before her and she pulled her
eyes up and tilted her head back. That, of course, tugged on her
aching nipples again.

She stared up the length of him and met
those dark, brooding eyes once more, and felt another ripple of
wild heat roll through her as he reached down and seized her
hair.

“Has anyone told you before what a fucking
fox you are?”

He unzipped his jeans and she gasped as he
pulled himself through. He was half erect until he came out, then
almost instantly erect.

She stared at it, feeling a wild churning
inside her. Then his hand jerked her forward, his cock plunging
into her mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered.

The word, said so... sternly, so...
arrogantly, sent another rush of outraged excitement through her
mind – and body. She moaned as his cock slid along her tongue, and
closed her lips, sucking, as he pumped slowly in and out.

“This is what women were meant for,” he said
from his lofty height, “to serve man's sexual needs.”

Was he saying that just to outrage her, she
wondered, or because he was a pig who really believed it!?

She wasn't at all sure, and then her
consideration of the question disappeared as he jerked her forward
and his thick cock drove deep into her throat.

As before, she instinctively struggled
against him, and as before, his strength was simply overpowering.
He forced every inch into her, holding her lips pressed firmly
against his groin as she trembled and shook, then pulled back to
let her gasp and gulp in deep, ragged breaths of air.

“You should get used to this,” he said. “
You'll be doing it for a very long time. And a girl is more
valuable to men if she has more sexual skills.”

He HAD to be teasing her, she thought
dazedly.

But then he was shoving himself back into
her mouth and down her throat, burying himself, then pulling back –
but only halfway – before thrusting into her again. This time he
wasn't content to hold still. His hips moved in and out as he used
his grip on her hair, his long shaft stroking up and down inside
her throat!

He pulled out and she coughed and gasped,
eyes teary, face flushed, gulping in air.

“You have a lovely throat, baby, inside and
out.”

He thrust into her again, fucking her mouth,
fucking her throat, ignoring her gasping and trembling and writhing
– the latter of which faded as she felt herself surrendering.

He pulled out again, still holding her
firmly by the hair. Sloan was dazed, eyes glassy, gasping for
breath by then, hardly paying any attention as he pumped his fist
on his thick shaft. Then it erupted, spewing warm white droplets
across her forehead, nose, cheeks and mouth.

That was a relief. It meant he was done.
That was about as much thought as she put into it just then, as he
used his slowly softening cock to rub the droplets into her face,
to rub it across her forehead and down her nose and over her cheeks
and lips and chin.

He released her and she swayed there on her
knees, gasping, panting, chest heaving, as he got the pizza out of
the oven. He returned, bent, gripping a thick mass of her hair in
passing, and pulled.

Sloan yelped at the pull to her scalp,
forced up off her heels, forced to awkwardly knee-walk along beside
him into the living room and over to the sofa, where he sat
down.

He set the pizza down on the coffee table,
then reached down and lifted her bodily into the air, sitting her
down across his lap. He supported her back with his left arm, his
hand up in her hair, then picked up a slice of pizza and took a big
bite.

He looked her up and down as he chewed, then
took another bite, then another, while she regained her breath –
and felt a rising tide of anger and indignation at the rough way he
was treating her!

Rough... and crude!

“Why did you do that?!” she demanded.

“Do what?”

She glared at him. “You... you... spent
yourself on my face!”

“You mean I came in your face? Yeah, it's
called a facial.”

She felt her anger rising even more! That's
despicably disrespectful! It's disgusting! It's degrading!”

He snorted. “Think of this as marking my
territory,” he said.

“Your territory!? I'm not your territory you
arrogant bastard!”

“I don't see that anyone else is in
possession,” he said. “So I'm moving in on it.”

“I'm not... territory, you ridiculous...
ape! I'm an independent woman and oh!”

He jerked back on her hair, which of course,
tugged the thin black string against her still-throbbing nipples –
again.

“That hurts!”

“Really? Would you like me to take them
off?”

“Yes!”

He eased her head back up so she could look
at him, then took another bite of pizza.

“Just ask.”

She glared at him. “I demand that – ow!”

He jerked back on her hair again, forcing
her back to arch, tugging on her nipples. Then he pulled her head
forward again.

“I said ask. Women don't make demands of
men. They obey men.”

He simply had to be making this up, she
thought as she felt another wave of outrage. He was playing at a
silly damned sexual role game was what he was doing!

“I am not playing your silly, bloody
game!”

He shrugged and finished the slice, then
leaned forward to pick up another.

“Untie me!”

He munched placidly, then reached between
her thighs and began to stroke her clitoris.

Sloan gulped, feeling a rush of sensation
she did her best to ignore.

“I have decided,” he said as he chewed,
“that you belong to me.”

She stared at him indignantly.

“I do not belong to anyone!”

“You,” he said, “are my slave girl.”

She recognized that was the sort of game he
was playing, and felt a ripple of excitement.

“My sex slave,” he said arrogantly.

The ripple was even more intense and she
pursed her lips, trying to glare at him as he continued to gently
stroke and rub her clitoris.

“I am not a sex slave!” she exclaimed.

Embarrassingly, she had intended it to come
out full of determination and outrage but her voice cracked halfway
through and she sounded rather... plaintiff instead.

He jerked back on her hair sharply and she
gasped in pain as she found herself staring up at the ceiling, her
nipples aching from the sharp pull of the strings.

“Ow! Don't!” she cried.

“You forgot to say please.”

“Please don't!”

He pulled her hair forward.

“Say sir,” eh growled, his eyes inches from
hers.

Sloan flinched, her eyes rolling away but he
jerked on her hair again.

“Say it.”

“Sir!” she cried.

He drew her head back a little, then reached
down and untied the little loop of black string which was pinching
and stretching her aching right nipple. She groaned as it came
free, but then the sudden return of sensation made her hiss in
renewed pain.

He pulled back on her hair again, but even
though one nipple was still tied, well, it was tied to nothing, so
there was no increase in pain. He leaned in to kiss and nibble on
her shoulder, then shifted his mouth downwards, nipping lightly at
her soft, full breast, but avoiding the nipple.

He was still rubbing her clitoris as he did
so, and now her nipple began to... tingle, as with pins and
needles. It felt swollen and tender and even more sensitive than
usual. When he closed his lips around it and started to lick and
suck Sloan felt a new rush of sensation which made her entire
breast pulse!

She gasped and moaned as he teeth dug into
the soft flesh, as his lips locked tight, as he chewed lightly
while sucking, as his tongue circled and caressed her tingling
nipple until she felt a wild, intense flare of sensation!

He drew back, and then gripped the loose
string and pulled against her other nipple, stretching it out and
making it burn.

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

“Sir,” he said.

“Please, sir!” she moaned.

He untied that string, as well, then sucked
and licked at her right nipple before turning to her right to do
the same.

The dark tide of heat was rising too high
for Sloan. It was lapping at the edges of her resistance, melting
it slowly away. So what if he was being outrageous? No one need
know! And this was so... so... incredibly.... thrilling!

Her breasts were throbbing, aching, burning,
as he sucked and chewed and licked at them, and her hips were
jerking helplessly as his fingers caressed her clitoris. She felt
flustered and dazed, her body thrumming with sexual heat and
tension.

And then the hand in her hair, the arm
holding her up, abruptly fell away and she fell back onto the sofa,
gasping. He flipped her over so she was now sprawled across his
lap, belly down. She gasped, her breasts pillowed out against the
sofa below her as his fingers kneaded and caressed her
buttocks.

“You have a great ass, sex slave,” he
said.

“I-I'm not... your sex slave!” she said,
panting.

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“What's my name?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Bad girls get spanked, you know.”

Sloan squirmed helplessly, yelping as his
hand thrust between her thighs, his fingers rubbing at her clitoris
again. The black rope dug into her soft flesh, making her ache, but
he managed to force a finger in between the two ropes. She felt it
wriggling up inside her, felt how slick and moist she was, and felt
the rush of excitement as she was penetrated.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say please sir.”

Crack!

“Ow! Please, sir!”

His finger pushed deep!

“Disrespecting your man makes you a bad
slave girl,” he said. “Bad little slave girls get spanked.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

The blows hurt! Each slap sent a sharp,
stinging jolt of pain through her bottom and helped heat her
skin.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The heat grew, the repeated sharp edged
stings making Sloan wriggle and writhe and cry out as her buttocks
turned red. The heat was becoming so great it was making her
frantic even as his hand continued to slap down.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Please! Please, sir!” she squealed.

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave
girl?”

“I'm not a – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! I'm sorry! I'm sorry for being a
bad slave girl!”

Crack! Crack!

“Sir.”

“Sir!”

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

That was far preferable to more spanking as
far as Sloan was concerned!

“Say please fuck your slave girl sir.”

“You are so arrog – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Please fuck your slave girl, sir!” she
cried.
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He untied the ropes between her legs, which
was a relief. And he stopped spanking her. Which was even more of a
relief! Then he lifted her bodily and set her down on the floor
before him, using his feet to shove the coffee table back.

Sloan groaned as her breasts, heavy and
aching, and still bound in rope, were crushed against the floor as
he jerked her hips up high.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he barked,
slapping her bottom.

She yelped and obeyed, panting, cheek
against the carpet.

This was... not the sort of position she
usually had sex in!

She knelt, gasping, trembling, as she
waited. And waited. She turned her head, not easily, and saw he had
sat down again! She blinked in confusion. What was he doing? What
was he waiting for?

He raised his feet and then propped them on
her back, just above her buttocks, turning on the TV.

Sloan was gripped by a sense of dumbfounded
outrage for a long moment. Then she rose up, turning to glare at
him.

“If you think you're going to use me for a –
!”

He grabbed her arm and dragged her forward,
up and across his lap again.

“Oh! No! Don't!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His big hand snapped down across her red,
aching bottom as she wriggled and twisted in futile resistance.
Then he lifted her up and set her on the floor once more, with her
bottom lifted high and legs spread.

“You will kneel in that position until I
decide to make use of your body, slave.”

Panting, gulping in air, Sloan stared at the
carpet before her wonderingly. What was she supposed to do about
this!? It was simply not a circumstance she'd ever run into before!
He was insisting on playing out this game, which, by its nature,
meant he was ignoring what she was saying!

Yet she felt no particular degree of fear or
even much alarm. Instead she was gripped by a sense of frustration
and annoyance. But there was also a pulsing thread of
breathlessness at the quite outrageous and forbidden thought of
herself as his sex slave.

As anyone's sex slave!

The more he acted as if she really were one,
the more she sort of felt like one!

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

She should have said something rude, but
then she'd get another spanking! And she would rather have him
fucking her. Not just to avoid more punishment but because, despite
the spanking, a wild, carnal heat was pulsing within her, a sense
of animal hunger and dark excitement.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gulped.

Her face was already flushed, but if it
hadn't been she might have blushed at saying the words so
baldly.

He propped his feet on her again.

“More emotion, sex slave.”

“P-Please fuck me, sir!”

“You know what? I think you should call me
master instead.”

Another wild rush of dark, intense heat
swept through her at the word, at the thought.

“Say it, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

“Say please fuck your slave girl
master.”

“Please fuck your slave girl, master!”

The heat roiled her mind. This was so
outrageous! So degrading! So nasty and wicked!

He moved, slipping onto his knees behind
her.

Sloan moaned as his fingers caressed the
swollen lips of her sex. Then one pierced her, slipping deep,
turning and twisting. It pumped slowly in and out, then a second
joined it, then a third.

He had big fingers to go with his big hands.
The three fingers stretched her as they plunged in and out, and she
moaned helplessly.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said.

She felt his fingers caressing her clitoris
as the others thrust into her, and a flood of sensations swept
through her overheated body.

She groaned as the fingers thrust into her,
her body rocking slowly in place, her swollen breasts rolling
beneath her. His fingers pulled out, and then something else pushed
into her. It didn't feel like... him. It felt very hard as it
stretched her and slid into her body. Yet it pushed even deeper
than his fingers, much deeper, and she groaned at the psychic jolt
of heat at such full penetration!

His fingers rubbed her clitoris, and the
heat built and built, and then exploded! She cried out as her hips
bucked and ground back frantically, a wild rush of sensation
swamping her mind as she trembled and jerked with growing
violence!

In the midst of it she felt something
against her back opening, his finger, slick with something, pushing
into her, wriggling deep, pumping in and out even as he fingered
her clitoris!

It was all fuel for the towering orgasm that
was shaking her body and flailing her mind, and Sloan gurgled and
moaned as the breath sobbed out of her in helpless, heaving gasps.
Then the orgasm faded, leaving her gasping, moaning, eyes
slitted.

Yet he did not cease. His fingers rubbed
just as hard, and the finger in her bottom pumped in and out. When
it withdrew, she felt something else press against her, something
thicker, harder. She moaned a protest, and stirred, trying to turn
her head as she felt the pressure mount.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she moaned.

He ignored her, and whatever it was twisted
and turned as the pressure grew. Then it pushed slowly into her
bottom, pumping and twisting, pushing deeper.

Crack!

She moaned at the sharp slap to her bottom,
her arms pulling feebly against the ropes, her breasts aching.

“Say please master.”

Crack!

“Please, Master!” she moaned.

Her mind fitted itself back together –
mostly, and she gasped at the size of whatever he was pushing into
her bottom, feeling a renewed sense of shame, embarrassment and
degradation. She had never engaged in anal sex, nor even considered
it!

She felt... bloated, by whatever it was!
Especially when combined with the thing he'd pushed into her
pussy!

“What are you doooing?” she moaned.

“Whatever I want. It's my body, after all. I
own it.”

That was simply too outrageous to be taken
as anything but ridiculous.

She gasped as she felt him pull in the
ropes, leading them down between her buttocks, and then tying them
off again so they put pressure on... on... on whatever he'd shoved
inside her!

She moaned as he pulled her up and back onto
her knees, and stared down between her legs. There, she saw the
ropes, and sort of slightly pushing out of her sex was the rounded
green end of... of... one of her mini cucumbers!

The mini cucumbers were about six inches
long, and as thick in circumference as... as anything other than
him she'd ever had inside her! That she could only see the
bottom half inch or so left her amazed that the rest was up inside
her!

He'd pushed a vegetable into her!

She must have another up her bottom, she
thought in amazement! What was he doing to her!?

He lifted her up bodily again, as if she
were a child, and sat her, carefully down across his lap.

Carefully so that the base of the two mini
cucumbers inside her didn't make direct contact with his leg, but
sort of slid between his legs as he held her in place.

“Would you like some pizza, slave girl?” he
asked.

Dazed, Sloan looked at him in confusion.
Then she gasped as his fingers began to stroke her clitoris
again.

“Oh! Oh! Oh please!” she moaned.

The sensations were overpowering, especially
combined with the thick penetration she was feeling and the wild
dark, almost overwhelming sense of sexual heat and energy gripping
her. Her orgasm had done little to diminish it, and his fingers
were rapidly rebuilding the pressure she'd lost!

She felt, as she had before, as sense of
surrender, surrender to his will, to whatever he wanted, to her own
hunger and the dark, oppressive heat suffocating her mind.

“Would you like to come again, little sex
slave?”

“Yeeeessss!” she moaned.

He jerked sharply back on her hair and then
began to suck and bite at her breasts as his fingers rubbed faster,
harder.

Another orgasm tore through her and Sloan
cried out, then cried out again, then again, even louder, expelling
all the air in her lungs as her hips jerked violently against him.
She sucked in a desperate, ragged breath and cried it out again in
a long, undulating cry of pleasure as his teeth sank into her
breast and her wriggling body jammed the base of the mini cucumbers
against his leg, forcing them even deeper!

“A very responsive little sex slave. I like
that in a girl,” he said.

He picked her up and set on her knees again,
where she dropped her head, panting, gasping.

He undressed, peeling off his shirt, then
pushing his jeans down and pulling them off.

She groaned as he gripped her by the hair
and pulled her forward between his spread legs.

“Start on my thighs,” he said. “Lick. I want
to feel that tongue all over my body.”

Sloan stared dazedly, then gasped as he
lightly slapped one of her breasts.

“Lick, slave!”

Moaning, she obeyed, licking his thigh,
licking his leg, then as he drew her in by the hair, licking his
balls, and his cock, sucking on them, licking his other thigh, then
back onto his cock, then licking upward along his abdomen, and
along his muscled belly as he pulled her higher.

She moaned weakly as her taut breasts rubbed
and pillowed against his flesh, licking as he drew her up, her
breasts still throbbing, still aching as the ropes bound them, his
fingers rolling and massaging her nipples as she licked her way up
his belly, then onto his chest, licking and sucking his
nipples.

He pulled her hair, forcing her head up and
back, and slid two fingers into her open mouth, making her suck and
lick them, then brought them down between her legs and rubbed her
to another orgasm.

Panting, light-headed, she licked his arm,
his bicep, his shoulder, moaning as her breasts pressed into his
chest. She chewed and licked and sucked on the side of his throat,
then their lips met and they kissed for long, long minutes as his
hands caressed her bound body.

Then she must lick her way down along his
other shoulder, down his bicep, along his forearm, must lick his
hand and fingers, then lick her way back down his belly and
abdomen. He was hard by then, and she sucked his balls, then took
his cock into her mouth, bobbing up and down, gurgling as he pushed
her head down so that his cock was forced deep into her throat.

A sexual fever had her mind, and her body
throbbed in response. Nothing seemed beyond her.

Sex slave!

He pulled her off his cock, and then,
panting, she obeyed his grip on her hair, licking his thigh, then
licking her way down over his knee. He forced her face down lower
so she was licking at his lower leg and then, with hardly any
hesitation on her part, she was licking at his foot, bent over,
panting and moaning as he continued to hold her hair in his
fist.

Finally, he turned her around and put her
face against the floor, her bottom raised high. He untied the ropes
and drew the mini cucumber out of her sex. And this time, she had
no doubt it was him pushing into her trembling body.

He was thicker than the cucumber, his skin
deliciously warm and soft as it forced aside the lips of her sex
and slid into her sopping depths. He began to ride her with long,
hard strokes, his pubic bone striking the base of the other mini
cucumber, sending a jarring jolt into her body where the other end
lay nestled.

Again and again and again.

The first orgasm made her sob dazedly,
writhing and jerking and twisting before him. He gripped her hair
firmly to hold her in place, and thrust harder.

The second orgasm made her cry out. The
third made her scream breathlessly! And still he rode her, pounded
her, his heavy hips striking her upturned buttocks, his thick cock
driving deep into her feverish body until she thought her mind
would snap.

*

She was tired. All those orgasms, all those
spasming muscles, all that thrashing and twisting and convulsions,
had drained her energy. She had little left to fight him with.

Certainly she hadn't objected when he had
removed the ropes. Particularly the ones around her breasts!

She had been... bemused when he'd put the
collar on, and the leather restraints, but the latter were much
more comfortable than the ropes so she certainly hadn't
complained.

The sight of herself in the mirror, though.
That had been a bit... breathtaking.

He'd let her have some pizza. But as her
wrists were locked together behind her, he had to feed it to her.
That produced a strange mix of thoughts and emotions in her
head.

Afterward he'd had her play the viola while
he watched.

She'd never played naked before, especially
with someone watching. That was a strange feeling, too!

When she mentioned she usually washed her
hair and showered after work rather than before he ran the tub and
then stripped and climbed in – holding her, and then lowering her
into the water next to him. And since her wrists were still locked
behind her, he soaped her up, shampooed her hair, and then rinsed
her off again with the hand shower.

Afterward, he dried her off – and himself,
of course, and then brushed and dried her hair while she anxiously
offered him 'advice'. Which, thankfully, he mostly took.

Then they were back on the sofa again, with
him stroking and caressing her until he got hard again. She then
straddled him and rode him to orgasm, even, shocking herself,
having one herself.

She'd never in her life even imagined she
could have so many orgasms in one evening!

Before leaving, he'd given her a firm
order.

“You are not to remove the collar or
restraints until you have to go to work in the morning,” he said, a
finger on her nose. “I'll ask you tomorrow and I'll know if you
lie.”

And so, even after he left she remained
nude, collared. Several times she went to the bathroom to stare at
herself, shaking her head, telling herself she ought to put some
clothes on and take these off, that this was silly, that he was
unbelievably arrogant.

But she didn't.

And, laying in bed trying to sleep – naked,
she felt a growing sense of arousal which ultimately caused her to
get up and get one of the mini cucumbers, then lay back, her knees
raised and spread, and use it on herself as she rubbed her clitoris
and came yet again.

I'm going insane, she thought,
moaning weakly. I'm becoming a nymphomaniac!

The next day dawned bright and sunny. Sloan
woke blearily, aching and sore, and then realized she was naked and
remembered why. She brought her hands up before her eyes, staring
at the studded leather restraints around her wrists in fascination,
then feeling the collar around her neck.

This is so bloody kinky and nasty, she
thought in sudden heat, memories of the evening filling her mind.
Her eyes lit on the mini cucumber she'd put on her bedside table,
and, unable to help herself, she reached out for it, then slid it
under the covers, gasping softly as the rounded end rubbed up and
down against her sensitive sex.

Memories of what he'd done to her filled her
mind, along with a wildly rising sense of heat and arousal and she
slowly sank the thing into herself, moaning as she began to rub her
clitoris with her fingers. She pumped the thing in and out, driving
it ever deeper, rubbing harder as the heat rose, and in an
astonishingly short time, felt the rush of pleasure as an orgasm
took her.

She sat up with a groan, and put the mini
cucumber back on the night table. She felt mildly guilty at her
behavior – and at using a vegetable, for Gods sakes. Perhaps she
should order a sex toy. The feel of deep, thick penetration was
considerably more appealing to her than it had been not long
ago.

She removed the leather restraints and
collar in the bathroom, though not without staring at herself in
the big mirror and posing like a 'slave girl'. She felt a little
giddy while doing so, for it was just so deliciously outrageous and
hot.

She chose her dress with care. She would
have liked to dress for Michael, but she had to be respectable at
work. She chose a white embroidered Bohemian style dress with lacy
flared sleeves. It was shorter than her usual, the hem well above
her knees. It was sexy, but in a sweet way, not a brazen way which
wouldn't go over well at Lincoln Center.

She wore strappy, high heeled sandals with
it, and thought she looked quite nice. She slipped her viola into
its carrying case, slipped the strap over her shoulder, along with
her purse, and headed for the ferry.

She didn't anticipate much happening, other
than perhaps exchanging brief words, and maybe a little kissing
with him. After all, he'd spent simply hours doing outrageous
things with her yesterday evening! That surely ought to tide the
man over for a little while!

She lined up with the rest to shuffle
through the turnstiles and then wait for the boat, checking her
watch anxiously, and wondering if he would be on this boat as
usual. What if they moved him to another? There were a lot of them,
after all, plying the water not just from here to Midtown, but from
other New Jersey cities, and then around to Staten Island to the
south, and Brooklyn and Queens on the Hudson River on the other
side of Manhattan.

She climbed onto the boat and felt a quiver
run through her lower belly as she stepped inside the cabin,
staring around her. Was this the very boat!? She should have marked
it in some way. It looked the same. But they all did. And it had
been dark.

The thought that right there, right ahead of
her, right between the men and women sitting on either side of the
aisle, she might have been standing naked while he did such... wild
things to her, and then had sex with her... right there, made her
pulse beat faster.

It was as if she could see herself standing
there right now, right amid the mass of unknowing, unseeing people
all around her.

And then someone touched her arm, and she
turned and he was there!
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He said nothing, just jerked his head,
indicating she should follow him.

Sloan felt her pulse rate picking up and
felt a stirring of both anxiety and that same strange dark heat
she'd felt so much of late. She followed him warily, uncertainly,
looking around to see if anyone was looking. She didn't want people
to get the wrong (meaning the right!) idea about her after all!

He led her back outside, then pulled a chain
aside from a stairway. The chain said employees only. She
hesitated, but he jerked his head and, anxious, she climbed down
the steep, narrow stairs. She'd never been down here, of course.
She assumed it was fully of grimy engines and the like!

And I'm wearing white, she thought
nervously.

There was a lot of machine noises down here;
hissing and growling and humming away as she found herself in a
corridor barely wide enough for her shoulders. He pushed on her
back, then as they passed a small hatch, he opened it, took her
arm, and pulled her in, before closing the door.

Sloan looked around, anxiously. It was a
little office of some sort, with a metal desk covered in papers,
and a filing cabinet and chair. There wasn't room for much
else.

“And did you obey your master and wear your
collar until you put that on, slave girl?” he asked, sliding his
fingers along the V-neck of her dress.

“Y-Y-Yes!” she said, her voice
squeaking.

“Are you sure?” he said, his fingers sliding
up and across her jugular.

“Y-yes! I mean – .”

“Yes?”

“I mean uh... I wore them all evening and
even slept with them!”

“I see. And how did that make you feel?”

“Sexy,” she gulped.

Then she gasped as he brazenly gripped the
loose hem of her dress and lifted it up right above her waist,
looking down at the small white V of her thong.

“You're very white today, Slave girl. Trying
to dress like a virgin?”

“N-No,” she gulped.

“No, master,” he said.

“Mike,” she groaned. “That's... silly!”

“Is it?”

She sucked in her breath as his fingers slid
along the top of her little thong then slipped inside.

“I like the idea of you as my slave
girl.”

“I'm sure you do,” she gulped as his fingers
massaged her suddenly swelling clitoris.

The engine sounds grew suddenly louder and
she felt the boat moving away from the dock.

He slipped his fingers into the double
straps over her shoulder, pulling her viola and purse off and
setting them on the desk. “On your knees, slave,” he said in a low
growl.

She gulped as he pushed down on her
shoulder.

“Undo my fly. Take my cock out. Make your
master happy.”

Her fingers trembled a little, but a rush of
heat gripped Sloan as she undid his zipper and then reached inside.
She felt him inside his underwear, worked her fingers into it, and
pulled him out through the fly, then held him as she licked at the
head.

It swelled almost immediately, and hardened,
pushing up and out at her as his excitement mounted. Hers did too,
and she moaned as she slipped her lips around the head and began to
suck, sliding her lips up and down the shaft.

Her throat still ached from the other day
but she was starting to get used to it, and feeling a sort of
brazen sense of triumph that she'd managed to take his big cock
into her throat. Not many girls could, she bet! Of course, it had
been him mostly forcing the issue. But now that she knew she could
do it, well, she could do it!

And she was determined to show him, pushing
her lips all the way down his shaft, gurgling and gagging a little
as the head pushed into her throat, but forcing her lips all the
way to his jeans. She rolled her eyes up to see his dark, brooding
eyes looking down at her, and felt another wave of heat.

He reached down and combed his fingers
through her hair, combing her hair up as he did, into a thick mass
he could hold in his fist. But he didn't stop her from sliding her
lips back off his shaft and pulling free with a gasp.

In fact, he pulled up on her hair, lifting
her to her feet. Then he pushed her back against the desk. She
gasped, stumbling, catching the edge of the desk with both hands as
he raised her skirt and then tore her thong off just as he had
before!

“Oh!” she cried, startled.

He gripped her hips and lifted her up,
dropping her on the edge of the desk, then jerked her thighs
apart.

Sloan gasped again, falling back onto her
elbows as he guided his slick cock to her opening, then moaned as
she felt the pressure, as she felt the strain against her
opening.

“Your hot little pussy belongs to me, baby,”
he said. “I'm the master and you're the slave. Remember?”

“I-I'm not a slave!” she gulped.

She cried out as he pushed into her, his
hands sliding around her and lifting her upright as his cock drove
high into her belly!

“You will be,” he said.

Then he kissed her, one hand sliding up into
her hair to control her head as he began to work his hips in and
out.

It... hurt. But it didn't hurt badly, and a
swirling, churning liquid heat was rising quickly within her as she
felt his cock thrusting in and out. Her hands slid over his broad
shoulders and she kissed him back, letting some of her own
excitement spill over, tired of hiding it as she'd done before,
feeling herself driven on by that dark sense of thrilled sexual
desire.

“Oh! Ungh! Oh! God! Oh!” she moaned as his
hips worked in and out.

She couldn't actually see his cock, for her
skirt had fallen down, but she could sure feel it moving inside
her!

The V neck was wide, and when his hands slid
behind her neck and undid the clasp he was able to simply push the
dress down over her soft shoulders, down past her lacy white bra.
He undid that, too, leaving her gasping and shuddering as he bared
her breasts, then turned his fingers loose on them.

“These tits were made to please men,” he
said, as his fingers dug into them. “You should be a stripper. Men
would come from all over to watch you dance and to see these
gorgeous tits moving around on stage.”

That was a... bizarre thought to Sloan, an
outrageous one, and in the context of this dark, nasty sexual
liaison, one which made her heat deepen. The thought of her... HER,
Sloan Kittridge, a stripper on a stage in some dingy strip club!
Men all around yelling and hooting and whistling and offering money
to her as she pranced around naked!

What a wild idea!

She moaned and gasped as his hips thrust in
and out, hard and fast, her knees rising as she tried to slide her
legs around him. He gripped her thighs and lifted them sharply up.
Sloan gasped, falling onto her back across the piles of paper on
the desk, while he lifted her ankles up over his shoulders!

He leaned into her, forcing her legs back,
his hands kneading her breasts, his head just above her, his eyes
intent, dark, staring at her so that Sloan thought she could drown
in those eyes.

One of his hands dropped down between her
legs, flipping the skirt hem back so that her dress became little
more than a white band of clothe across her belly. Then his fingers
found her clitoris and she shuddered, her hips bucking up as the
heat grew more intense.

She began to cry out, and he brought his
other hand up around her throat, closing closely, shutting down her
cries, turning them to gurgles and gasps as he thrust, as he
rubbed, as her feet bobbed up and down atop his shoulders.

“Come for me, little slave,” he ordered.
“Come for your master.”

Sloan gurgled as his fingers closed tighter.
Her hands grasped his wrist, but his eyes narrowed.

“Hands at your sides,” he barked.

Unaccountably, she obeyed, eyes starting to
bulge a little as he continued to thrust, continued to rub. He
eased his grip so she could breath more easily, but then tightened
it again, eased it, then tightened it. She gurgled and gasped,
repeatedly running out of air, making her light-headed.

The orgasm hit like an explosive force and
she cried out, though it was almost instantly cut off by his
fingers closing tighter. Her hips bucked and her back arched as she
stared up at him, her mouth wide, gasping, gurgling, hips rutting
against him as he thrust even harder into her aching depths.

Then he released her throat, leaning far
over, forcing her feet up and back against the wall on the other
side of the desk as he kissed her roughly and passionately, his
hips still pounding against her.

Sloan felt like a dazed puppet, boneless and
limp, trembling and moaning in the afterglow of the orgasm, even as
he finished with a final series of deep, hard, aching thrusts
before pulling out again.

*

Afterward, she fumbled her clothes into
place again as he watched her.

“Y-You... tore my underwear,” she
panted.

“Don't wear them any more.”

She stared at him. “I have to wear
underwear.”

“Why? Who's going to see but me?”

“But... if my skirt should rise up for some
reason.”

“Then everyone will see how sexy you are. NO
more panties, no thongs, no nothing.”

“You can't – .”

His fingers caught her lips between
them.

“Don't say I can't tell you what to do,
slave. Or you'll get a spanking.”

She gulped. The boat was pulling into the
dock. And she definitely did not want to sit on a hard chair at
practice for hours with a sore bottom!

“Nothing at all?” she gulped.

“Well, one thing.”

She frowned in confusion as he produced a
small object which looked something she'd never seen before. It had
a narrow, rounded top, which widened as it descended for a few
inches, then abruptly narrowed. It was attached by a very small
stem, to a round flat thing that looked like a blue green
jewel.

“What is that?”

He smirked, turned her around and bent her
over the desk, then lifted her skirt.

Crack!

She yelped.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She had little choice! Then she felt
something – that thing! – being pressed against her back
opening!

“Oh! Oh, please don't!”

He ignored her. It sank into her slowly,
turning from side to side, forcing her wider and wider to the point
of aching, then it abruptly disappeared inside her – all except for
the tiny base, which she felt hold flat against the outside of her
body.

Crack!

“Now you're good to go.”

Sloan stood up, eyes wide, and reached back
under her skirt, feeling the base pressing against her opening.

“What... is it!?”

“It's called a butt-plug. Its worn by pretty
girls with beautiful asses so that they're ready for their masters
when their masters want to fuck them there.”

She felt her face redden.

“I've never... I mean... I don't like...
sex... there,” she gulped.

“You've never done it so how do you know you
don't like it?”

She bit her lip anxiously.

“Keep it in from now on. Even when you
sleep.”

“I can't do that!”

“Or would you like something worse than a
spanking?”

What was worse than a spanking, she
wondered!

“Now get going unless you're coming back to
Jersey.”

He gripped her hair roughly, jerked her in
against him, and kissed her fiercely, then opened the door and
pushed her out.

Sloan stumbled up the stairs, gulping in
air, combing her fingers through her hair to smooth it out and
hoping no one saw her and wondered what she'd been doing down
there!

She certainly hadn't expected that! And she
hadn't expected the thing he had put inside her either! She felt
suddenly nervous as she walked along without any panties. There
wasn't much breeze, but the dress was lightweight and the hem was
loose. A good wind would set her skirt to swirling.

And she had nothing on under it! Worse, if
it lifted up behind someone would see the... thing between her
buttocks!

The likelihood of that happening was, of
course, extremely minimal, or she'd never have worn the dress in
the first place. Certainly it had never happened to her before. But
she'd never been without panties either, so was feeling awfully
paranoid and self-conscious as she caught the bus.

She chided herself for silliness. It wasn't
like the dress was a mini or anything. Well... perhaps by American
standards it was. They were such dreary prudes, after all, and
halfway down the thigh might be thought of as mini here. Back in
Europe it would simply be considered a normal length for younger
women.

She wondered if she should stop and buy some
underwear. But no, there was no time. She'd have to get to the
subway and get to Lincoln Center and get to work!

She didn't get a seat on the bus, but got
one on the subway, and gasped as she sat down, feeling the... plug
inside her! This was so perverted!

She let her eyes flit about. What would
these people on their way to work think if they knew she had no
panties and was fitted with a … a butt plug? Would they think she
was a horrible, kinky slut?! She had a hard time not thinking
herself that!

She should have refused. She should get to
work and remove this... obscene... thing! And so what if he didn't
like it? She could do as she chose!

The problem was she also felt a delicious
little thrum of excitement at what she was doing. She had never
been a 'daring' girl. She considered herself to be well-mannered,
and treasured her sense of dignity. She didn't dress or act like
some sort of... trashy, low-class person.

This, though, was different. It was daring,
and naughty and... nasty! But nobody knew! That was what made it a
secret delight. Everyone saw a sweet, normal, sensible girl but
they had no idea how slutty she was acting!

She walked across the courtyard and into the
building, her hair flying behind her as she strode down the
corridor, not wanting to be late. She made her way around to the
rear of the hall and entered through the performers entrance, then
found her way up onto the stage where the rest of the musicians
were gathering.

Perhaps it was her imagination, but were
people looking at her differently? Maybe her dress was too short?
Too sexy? She licked her lips nervously as she found her chair. She
gulped as she sat down a bit harder than intended, and the thing
inside her jerked a bit inward.

So nasty to do this, she thought, with equal
parts excitement and dismay.

She smoothed out her skirt, worriedly. It
really did look rather short when seated. She wouldn't wear it to
work again.

Jeremy greeted her warmly, as did the other
men nearby. But they always did. Was it warmer than usual this
time, she worried? The women were less cordial, but not
hostile.

The noise around her was an uneven cacophony
of sound.

She set her music up on the stand, and
fished her pencils out of her purse, then began to warm up, as
everyone else was doing. The noise around her was an uneven
cacophony of sound.

The conductor picked up his baton and tapped
it on the stand, and the music and chatter died away as he called
the piece, and then had them note sections he intended to alter,
and how, on their music sheets. Then they set to practicing.

For the next several hours she lost herself
to the music and the instructions from the conductor. She was
intent on not making any mistakes this time, and largely forgot
about the plug and her short skirt – though she was careful to keep
her legs tightly together.

She had lunch with Jeremy and a few of the
other orchestra members, all men. The conversation was mostly about
music, of course, with a side order of gossip about other members
of the orchestra, and in particular, who might be leaving or who
might be trying to join up.

The discussion turned to musical events in
the city, and where, and of course, what she'd seen of New York,
thus far. She was, after all, relatively new to the place, having
only been here some months. Everyone was aghast she hadn't been to
Carnegie Hall yet.

“You simply must go, my dear,” Alfred said.
“It's a gorgeous hall, and one of the best venues in the city.”

“The Phil used to play there before we moved
to the Lincoln Center,” Jeremy said. “Then they were going to tear
the place down, but fortunately, saner heads prevailed.”

“I wish we still played there,” Paulo said.
“It's got richer, softer acoustics.”

The discussion then became an argument over
the more modern design of David Geffen Hall and the older,
traditional sound at Carnegie Hall. Which didn't actually interest
her much at all. Her mind began to play back the nasty, wicked,
outrageous and delicious things she'd done that morning with
Michael.

She still found it astonishing. She had done
that!? God! Everyone who knew her would be in shock if they knew.
It was so not like her! It was so... undignified! But to maintain
dignity one must never lose control, and sex with Michael was all
about losing control.

Completely!

And if he'd had the time during the busy
morning rush to take her down into a cabin and ravish her
senseless, what, she wondered, would he do in the slower,
mid-afternoon crossing, with far fewer passengers?

Maybe nothing. Maybe he'd just arrange to
visit her again tonight. Would she spend the evening naked and in a
collar and shackles again, she wondered, chest tightening.

She took her leave of them and headed home,
carrying her viola case and purse across her shoulder again. She
felt rather cocky, having gotten through the day while being so,
well, slutty, and yet having no one discover it.

She thought about going to see Carnegie
Hall. It really wasn't very far away, not far behind Columbus
Circle, really, but she was still a trifle nervous walking around
without underwear and with this... thing inside her. Suppose she
got into an accident or something! What would they think of her at
the hospital!?

She had some time to wait at the dock for
the next boat to arrive. She looked at the next dock over, where
another ferry boat was unloading passengers. It was going to
Hoboken, though, another city in New Jersey. Then there was a
second ferry on the other side, but that was a sightseeing ferry,
probably headed for the Statue of Liberty. Others went to Staten
Island.

It all reminded her that Manhattan was an
island.

The ferry John Adams pulled in and the
passengers began to disembark, flooding past her as she waited.
Then she and the other boarding passengers made their way through
the turnstiles. She scanned the boat as she approached, feeling a
growing sense of anticipation – and anxiety.

She gulped, feeling her chest tighten. What
would he do this time!?

Nothing, as it turned out. He didn't seem to
be here. That left her concerned and anxious for another reason.
Maybe he'd gotten tired of her? Maybe, having gotten all he wanted,
he'd decided to move on to some other girl who was just as 'easy'
as her. Maybe he'd been moved to another boat?

She wandered through the cabin, then took
the stairs up to the next level, but she didn't see him, nor did he
approach her.

Feeling let down, she sat and waited. The
boat undocked and headed across the river.

And then, quite abruptly, he was there, and
sitting down next to her.

Her chest tightened immediately and she
gulped as she looked at him.

“Had a good rehearsal?” he asked.

“Yes, thank you.”

“Have you been a bad girl?”

She looked at him uncertainly.

“You haven't taken the plug out, have you...
slave girl?”

She flushed. “No,” she gulped.

“No master.”

“And what if I refuse?” she asked.

“Then you have to be punished. That's what
happens to slaves who defy their masters, after all.”

“And what kind of punishment will you
inflict upon me for failing to bow to your will oh master?” she
asked in a much more carefree tone than she felt.

“Well, flogging is traditional,” he replied,
startling her.

“You wouldn't dare!”

He looked at her intently and she flushed
again.

“Spread your legs.”

She gulped and looked around. “Why?”

“Because I ordered it. Slave girls obey
orders.”

She looked around again, then let her legs
part.

“Wider, slave.”

Her nipples tightened, but she obeyed. The
short skirt slid further up her thighs the wider she spread
them.

“A good master knows the path of least
resistance to a slave girl's heart,” he said.

His hand slipped in under her skirt and she
gasped as his fingers stroked her. She looked around anxiously,
feeling the sexual tension – and other tension – rise within her as
his fingers stroked her clitoris.

“D-Doesn't your captain wonder where you get
to sometimes?” she gulped.

“Not even once. He always knows where I am
and precisely what I'm doing, and with who.”

She gulped. “You don't tell him!?”

“I don't need to, slave girl. I'm the
captain.”
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Sloan looked at him in surprise, then
wondered why she was surprised. He certainly had a commanding
presence. And who did she expect to captain a ferry boat, some sort
of upper class fellow like the naval officers on warships?

“I suppose your crew does as they're told,
then,” she gulped.

“As you will learn to do.”

“I don't think so.”

“Then you'll get flogged a lot.”

“That's a British thing, isn't it?” she
asked, trying to speak lightly.

“Well, we were a British colony for a while.
Some habits die slowly.”

She jerked her thighs closed as someone
walked close, trying to pull his hand out from under. He ignored
her efforts, keeping his hand where it was, and she gulped
anxiously, watching to see if the two people passing near
noticed.

“Someone will see!” she said anxiously.

“So what? You don't know them.”

“I still don't want people to think I'm some
kind of slut!”

“But you are some kind of slut. You're my
slut.”

“I am not!”

“Spread your legs again... slut,” he
barked.

She moaned as she obeyed, looking around
her.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he said, leaning
in.

She closed her eyes as his fingers caressed
her, then gasped as one slid up inside her.

She gasped aloud as his other hand seized
her hair and jerked sharply.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your slut!” she gasped.

It seemed to be true, after all!

He turned and scooped her up in his arms,
depositing her across his lap. His left hand seized her hair again,
jerking her head in as he kissed her fiercely. His right was thrust
between her legs.

Sloan gasped, heart pounding, as she felt a
finger sliding into her moist, overheated opening.

“Oh! Oh! Michael!” she moaned as his lips
moved to her neck.

He jerked sharply on her hair and she gasped
in pain.

“That's master, slave girl,” he said, as his
finger pushed deeper.

“But... but... it's a... a public place!”
she moaned.

“Which is why I'm not stripping you naked
right here and now.”

Because there was no one in their row,
except further along to his left (which was behind her now) no one
would be able to see where his right hand was, she thought
anxiously. They would see that she was sitting across his lap as he
kissed her, but while that was embarrassing enough it wasn't...
well, shocking.

But if anyone stood up or walked by it would
be quite obvious what he was doing!

And then several toots on the ferry's horn
indicated they were coming into port, which meant people were about
to stand up!

He snorted and pulled his hand out from
under her skirt.

“This is your stop, slave girl,” he
said.

Frazzled, disheveled, pulse racing, Sloan
gulped in air and fumbled for her things.

She steadied herself and stood up, as others
were doing. He did, as well, and followed her down the stairs to
where everyone was bunched up to leave. She gasped as she felt his
hand rubbing her bottom, but in the crowd, no one would see and she
couldn't do anything without drawing attention.

The boat's ramp lowered and people started
off, with Sloan – and Michael – carried off.

She jerked her head back several times to
see him staying close behind her, even as they went through the
terminal.

“D-Don't you have to stay with your boat?”
she asked.

“Nope. Someone else is taking it back to
Manhattan.”

She felt her pulse spike.

“Wh—where are you going?”

“You should ask where you're going, sex
slave,” he said, taking her arm as they went out the door and
guiding her away from the bus stop.

“Where am I going?!”

“If your master wants you to know, he'll
tell you,” he said.

They went to the employee parking lot, and
he led her to a Jeep and opened the door for her. Sloan hesitated,
then got in, feeling a wild array of emotions. He went around to
the drivers side, got in, and started the engine.

“No really,” she said. “Where are we
going?”

“My place. Where no one will hear your
screams while I torture you.”

She gulped anxiously, but her nipples
tightened and prickled within the cups of her bra.

They didn't drive long at all before turning
into a surprisingly large looking Queen Anne style house with a
wraparound porch and a wide round tower on one side. She had
imagined him living in a rooming house, or at least in some sort of
seedy apartment.

Though if he was a captain – how much did
ferry boat captains make anyway? This place was right on the river
with a view of midtown Manhattan. It must cost a fortune! Maybe he
had a room here...?

“Y-You live here?” she gulped.

“You thought I lived in some kind of
dockside slum?”

She had, and flushed a little as he drove
into an open parking garage. The door closed behind them and he got
out and went around to her side, then opened the door.

“Out, slave girl.”

“Stop calling me that,” she said a bit
waspishly.

“But I want to. And masters get to talk the
way they want, while slaves obey.”

“I'm not your slave!” she said bravely.

He bent and grabbed her hips, then lifted
her bodily up across his shoulder!

Sloan squeaked as her upper body tumbled
down across his back.

“Oh! Don't! Put me down!” she exclaimed,
slapping his back.

She got a sharp slap to her bottom in return
that made her yelp as he carried her through a doorway and then
into a hall. She got a brief, upside down view of a large and
comfortable living room through an open doorway before he carried
her up a wide, wooden stairway.

“Michael!” she gasped. “Put me down!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“The name is master,” he said.

“You're a pervert!”

Crack!

“And I'm going to infect you with my
perversion, slave girl.”

They emerged on the second floor of the
house, and he pushed open a door to a large bedroom, which she
again got only a brief look at from upside down before her world
was spinning as he swung her up and back onto her feet again. Then
he spun her around before she could get her bearings, and she
grabbed at the high square bedpost to keep from falling.

Again, before she could settle herself she
realized he was undoing her dress. That realization came an instant
before he pushed it forward over her shoulders and jerked it down
her arms! Then he pushed her and she fell forward across the foot
of the bed as he tugged the dress down her hips!

He undid her bra even as she started to push
herself up off the bed, then yanked it away as she grabbed at it
before pushing her forward across the bed again!

The bed was – enormous. It was easily a king
sized bed, with thick, carved square posts seven feet high! The
foot-board was solid wood at least six inches thick, and pressed
into her belly as he drew her arms up and back behind her back,
then began to wrap what felt like that same rope he'd used in the
boat around them!

“Wh-Why are you tying me up?!” she
moaned.

“So I can torture you without you
interfering.”

That was hardly reassuring!

“A-are you going to hurt me?” she asked
timidly.

“Probably.”

That was even less reassuring!

Then she cried out as he gripped her hair
and used it as a handle to pull her upright and back against
him.

“But I'll never harm you or allow anyone
else to,” he said into her ear, before shoving her belly down
across the foot-board again.

What did that mean!?

She felt his hand running over her buttocks,
then over the base of the plug inside her. She flinched and felt a
sudden jolt as she remembered why he'd said it was there, and what
he said he intended doing to her! Maybe that was part of that
torture he talked about!

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

She moaned as his hand cupped her sex and
his knees forced her thighs wider. The wooden foot-board was a good
six inches or so higher than the actual mattress, which left her
bottom raised higher than her head and shoulders. She couldn't see
what was happening behind her, but only feel his fingers caressing
her!

She felt his fingers penetrate her and slide
deep, twisting and turning inside her as his thumb stroked across
her clitoris, and the dark wild thrill of sexual hunger and arousal
deepened.

“Such soft skin,” he said, as his other hand
kneaded her bottom. “inside and out.”

Sloan gasped as he drew back. Then she felt
something else pressing against her, something much wider than
fingers. At first she thought it was him, but it didn't feel
right, somehow! It was certainly pressing hard, stretching and
straining the mouth of her sex as it sought entry! And then she
gasped as she was stretched open enough for it to slide into her
body!

Was it him!? No, it was too... cool. And it
didn't feel the same!

“Wh-what are you doing?” she moaned.

Crack!

“Whatever I want. It's my body.”

“It's my body!” she protested.

Crack!

“But you're my sex slave. So that makes it
my body.”

“I'm not your sex slave!” she moaned as she
felt the object pumping inside her.

It was very thick! She gasped as it moved
deeper and then deeper still! She felt something like the base of
the thing jammed against her opening! It was thick and curved
upward!

He pulled her legs together again and then
looped rope around her thighs to keep them that way!

And then the thing started to... vibrate!
Not all of it, just the part at the base, the part pressing against
her clitoris.

“Say you're my sex slave,” he ordered.

Sloan only moaned and panted.

He snorted, and then something hit her
bottom! It wasn't his hand this time, but something softer, more
flexible! It wasn't as wide, but it was longer, and she yelped at
the sharp crack! Of sound even as the stinging resonated through
her bottom!

“Oww!”

She forced her head up and twisted it around
to see him holding some kind of strap!

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“That hurts!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say it, slave girl.”

“Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap snapped down across her helpless,
wriggling, upraised bottom again and again, the stings quite sharp
as her bottom began to warm up!

“Stop it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“All right! I'm your sex slave!” she
cried.

The next blow didn't fall, and she gulped in
air as his hands caressed her buttocks, then slid up her body.

“Again.”

“I-I'm your sex slave!” she gulped.

His fingers slid through her thick brown
hair, then over her shoulders and down her bound arms.

“Again, slave.”

“I'm your sex slave!” she gasped.

His hands slid back up her arms and into her
hair and she gasped as they seized her hair and pulled slowly up
and back.

“And what do you call me then?”

She moaned, her head pulled back, her
throbbing breasts lifted off the mattress as his other hand began
to knead and roughly squeeze one.

“Say it, slave.”

“Master!” she gulped.

He dropped her head back to the mattress and
she gasped for breath, her body thrumming with both heat and
anxiety. The buzzing vibrator thing was making her lower body
crackle with sexual energy.

She felt him gripping the base of the thing
and cried out as he jammed it in harder, grinding the base against
her!

Then he released it and a moment later she
saw him appear before her – naked! She felt an instant rush of
animal interest in his incredible body as he climbed onto the bed
and then moved to kneel before her.

He wrapped her hair around his fist again
and lifted her head off the bed, raising it up until she was
staring at his thick cock.

“Time to please your master, sex slave,” he
said, rubbing himself up and down along her lips.

He pushed into her mouth and Sloan gasped,
closing her lips and sucking, licking hard and fast, anxiety rising
again as she remembered the last few times, and knew he would
insist on pushing himself down her throat again!

And then he did just that, holding her hair
tight in his fist as his hips pushed forward.

Sloan gurgled as the head pushed into her
throat, then was distracted as his other hand swept the strap down
from above, snapping it across her right buttock with stinging
force!

The distraction allowed him to all-but bury
himself in her throat without her even reacting. She gurgled
helplessly as she stared at his groin, as she stared at the last
inch or two of his shaft, until he pushed forward and buried
that.

“Every inch, sex slave,” he said. “It's what
sex slaves do.”

I'm not a sex slave, she thought a bit
frantically.

He held himself in place for long seconds
while her air ran out and her chest began to burn and she started
to feel a sense of panic. But then he drew back, the long,
glistening wet length of his shaft appearing before her eyes until
the head popped free.

She gulped in air in deep, ragged
breaths.

“Good sex slave,” he said.

Then he drove himself down her throat again,
accompanying it with another sweeping snap of the strap across her
buttock.

This time, after ensuring she swallowed
every inch, he drew back and started pumping. As he pumped he
snapped the strap down now and then, which further jolted her
already flustered, dazed, confused and uncertain mind.

He pulled back to let her breath, then
buried himself in her throat again and repeated his pumping, as
Sloan's eyes grew glassy and she became light-headed and somewhat
dazed. He spent some minutes using her mouth and throat, then slid
back, dropping her chin to the mattress as he slipped off the bed
and moved behind her again.

She felt his hand on the base of the
vibrator, grinding it against her as she coughed and gasped for
breath. Then she also felt him prying the... the plug out of her
bottom. The sensations were very strange in concert with everything
else! What was more once he'd pulled it free he inserted it again,
then pulled it out and put it back in, all while grinding the
vibrating base against her sex.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow! I-I'm your sex slave!” she cried
dazedly.

Crack!

“Master. Say master.”

“Master!”

Crack!

“Say I'm your sex slave master.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she cried
breathlessly.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

Sloan gulped.

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

She hesitated, somewhat shocked by the crude
words.

Crack!

“Say it, slave.”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Say it, slave.”

“Oh!”

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Say please master.”

“Please, Master!”

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

“Please.... please...”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” she cried
weakly.

Crack!

“Again.”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!”

“You don't deserve my cock in your ass yet,
slave.”

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Sloan felt the plug pulled free, and then
something else pushed into her. She thought it was him, dazed and
gasping as she was, but then she realized from the dimples she
could feel on it as it slid into her that it couldn't be. It must
be another... thing like what he'd pushed into her pussy!

It filled her up as it pumped and pushed
deeper, with the strap snapping down across her buttocks whenever
her sphincter clamped down on it! The sensation of feeling so full
back there was entirely unfamiliar, especially in tandem with the
thing filling her pussy!

He moved around in front of her and knelt
before her again, lifting her head up by the hair and burying
himself in her throat. She gurgled and her eyes went glassy again
as he pumped in her throat, snapping the strap down across her
bottom.

Then he dropped her and moved behind her.
She felt the rope around her thighs untied, but was barely aware of
it as she gulped in air. Then the vibrator thing slid out of her
and this time what had to be him – warm, slick, delicious feeling –
slid into her body!

She moaned dazedly as his chest came down
across her, as he buried himself inside her and she felt his breath
against the back of her neck.

She felt her hair pulled up and back again
as he chewed on the nape of her neck.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
growled.

“I-I'm your sex slave!” she panted dazedly
as he ground his hips against her.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

She moaned and then gasped as he twisted her
hair so that it stung.

“I'm your whore!”

“Master,” he said.

“I'm your whore, Master!”

His hips began to move in and out and she
shuddered as she felt him pumping inside her, as his thick cock
sent a wild flood of heat and dark excitement spilling through her
mind.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she gasped.

Her buttocks were hot, but that hardly
seemed to matter. She felt achingly full with that thing in her
bottom, but that just seemed to redouble the sense of size coming
from his cock as he pumped it in and out of her helpless body.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

He seized her arms and pulled back. That
drew on her shoulders, forcing her back to arch and lifting her
chest off the mattress, allowing her breasts to wobble as his
strokes caused his hips to slap against her buttocks.

Gasping, panting, moaning, and crying out,
Sloan caught her breath – mostly – but her dazed mind never quite
settled into anything steady as the wild rush of sensations
continued to flood through her. She felt overwhelmed by it all, and
quite, quite helpless. Thus the easiest thing for her mind to do
was to simply surrender to it all as the torrent of heat drew her
into a feverish sense of dark pleasure.

This was sooo nasty! Soooo kinky! Sooo
perverted! Sooo outrageous!

His hips slapped remorselessly against her
buttocks as her breasts wobbled,as he held reached under to roughly
grope and knead them, as his thick spear of flesh drove into her
again and again and again!

The hunger and pleasure rose in tandem, each
provoking the other until her eyes were slits as she cried out with
the impact of every thrust, her mind tumbling dazedly as an intense
rush of excitement and heat gripped her.

It wasn't an orgasm, but was so intense she
squirmed and twisted and cried out in helpless need and pleasure,
the breath sobbing from her open lips as the heat baked her
mind.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

So dirty! So nasty! So wild and wicked!

Crack!

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Crack!

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she sobbed.

Then the pleasure became even more intense!
She gasped and cried out in disbelief and pleasure, her cries
turning to a long, warbling wail as the orgasm hit! The pounding
impact of his hips and the deep, aching thrust of his cock
continued all through it as she writhed and jerked and trembled
through the hurricane of overpowering sensation.

But he was far from finished. His thrusts
slowed but did not stop. His big, hard fingers mauled her breasts
before he pulled himself out of her and thrust that... thing up
inside her once more, with its vibrating base!

He tied her thighs together again then went
around the bed, gripped her hair, and literally dragged her fully
over onto the mattress by the hair. He pulled her head over to the
side, then thrust himself into her open, gasping mouth again, and
straight down her throat, to pump slowly in and out as she gurgled
and moaned.

He drew back, and pulled further on her
hair. Sloan's body slid across the bed, and then tumbled off onto
the floor at his feet while he continued to hold her by the
hair.

She gasped and cried out as he shoved her
back against the side of the bed, then drove himself into her
throat again, pumping in and out even faster as she struggled to
cope. She had never in her life imagined feeling so overpowered,
overwhelmed and helpless.

Like there was nothing whatever she could do
to affect what was happening!

He pulled out several times, letting her
gulp in air, but then buried himself again, thrusting hard into her
mouth and throat as he pinned her there before him.

Finally he pulled out, lifting her up and
throwing her back onto the bed. He gripped the base of the
vibrator, grinding it against him as he leaned over, his other hand
sliding up and down her trembling body and groping her overheated
breasts.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said.

He untied her thighs and spread them wide,
then began to pump the vibrator in and out, grinding it against her
on each deep thrust as she writhed and her chest heaved and she
began to at last catch her breath and think about more than
breathing.

He lifted her left leg up high and then
leaned into her, one knee on the bed as he pulled the thing he'd
buried in her bottom out, and thrust his own hard, slick cock into
her in its stead.

At first, Sloan hardly noticed. She was
still rising from that place where nothing mattered but finding
enough air to breath, where everything else was unimportant. His
cock slid into her fairly easily. And though she realized it she
couldn't find it in her to care at first.

Her hips were half twisted over onto her
side as he drove himself still deeper, his left hand grinding and
pumping the vibrator as his right forced her leg back sharply.

She shuddered and moaned as he thrust in and
out, gasping as he moved deeper, achingly deeper! But... it didn't
really hurt, she realized as her head cleared. It felt... very,
very full, just like that thing he'd put into her, only more.

But it also felt slick and warm inside her,
and the vibrator buzzed against her as his heavy body leaned over
hers again. It was all so... so savage, she thought, gasping and
moaning, so crude, so wild and raw and carnal! He was like an
animal! And treating her like one!

She gasped and moaned and cried out, her
voice rising as she got her breath back. And as she stared down the
length of her body she felt a sense of wonderment, and a rising
tide of wicked, outraged heat.

He was fucking her ass! She could see his
big cock thrusting into her, so slick and hard and … beautiful! She
could feel him moving in and out inside her, could feel the head
going so deep she felt cramps! The vibrator filled her pussy, and
he pumped it slowly, grinding its base against her clitoris.

The storm of sensation within her continued
to grow, along with a sense of almost awe at what she was feeling,
what she was seeing, what he was doing to her! Her wrists lay
beneath her, tightly bound, and she was his to do with as he chose
– like a sex slave!

She coughed weakly, her throat aching from
the harsh thrusting. She twisted and writhed, her body shuddering
from the blows of his hips. Heat built higher as she gave herself
to it, surrendering to the dark and delicious thought of being
his... slave... his slut... his bitch!

She let herself wallow in this new sense of
sexual freedom, to simply give in and let him control what
happened, to surrender her will and thus any sense of guilt for
what ensued. Slave girls didn't need to feel shame or guilt, after
all. They were just doing what they were ordered to do, what they
were forced to do!

She pulled her wrists against the ropes and
felt a soft surge of excitement.

Helpless! There was even a kind of sense of
masochistic excitement in it all! She was being abused by a big,
ignorant, horny male animal!

The heat built up into a dark fever, and it
rampaged through her body and mind as she immersed herself in the
role he had created for her. Her breath quickened, and each breath
was a cry, a wail, a moan, a gasp, as the fever-heat burned away at
her.

The second orgasm seemed even more intense
than the first! She writhed and arched and cried out as it raged
through her nervous system like a hurricane.

So good! Soooo goood!

He continued to thrust hard and fast, her
body trembling and shaking, her mind drowned in heat and pleasure
and raw sensation. A third orgasm ripped through her, then a
fourth, before she lost herself to the fifth, her mind shutting
down all higher orders of consciousness as she let the flood of
liquid sexual heat drown her.

Rapture!

*

She lay dazed as he untied her, then put on
a collar and restraints, both on her wrists and her ankles. There
were straps attached to the bedposts and she soon found herself
spreadeagled and held taut as he let his hands glide over her
body.

Surely, she thought wearily, he was done
with her for now!

But evidently not.

He left her there momentarily, fetching some
objects, then returned, wearing sweat pants now, and acting quite
casually. He turned on some low music, and then sat down on the
edge of the bed – drink in hand.

“Sex slave,” he said.

She looked at up him.

“Say it.”

“Sex slave,” she gulped.

“Say I'm master Michael's sex slave.”

She licked her lips uncertainly and he
dipped his fingers into his glass, then emerged with... ice!

“What are you – oh! Oh don't! Oh! Michael!”
she squealed.

He let the ice cube trace its way along the
side of her ribs, then curve gently in across her abdomen as she
writhed and twisted and thrashed in place.

“Don't! Don't! It's cold!” she cried.

“Slave girls have to expect to be tortured
when they act up,” he replied.

He let the cube slide up the center of her
belly, and then held it just above her breast so icy cold droplets
of water dripped onto her still-erect nipple.

“Oh! Don't!”

“Say please master,” he said.

He lay the cube down directly against her
nipple, rubbing it gently as she squirmed and strained against the
restraints.

“Please, Master!” she cried.

“Yes? What is it, slave girl?” he asked as
he let the cube slide in circles around her now-burning cold
nipple.

“It's too cold!”

“Well, you should have thought of that
before you were a bad girl,” he said, sliding the cube across to
her other nipple.

“I wasn't!” she cried.

“Say I'm master Michael's sex slave,” he
said in a mild voice.

“I'm Master Michael's sex slave!” she
cried.

“Again.”

“I'm Master Michael's sex slave!” she cried
as the cube circled her nipple and slid back and forth across
it.

He lifted the cube, but then moved his hand
so he held it just above her sex.

“Again, with more passion.”

“I'm Master Michael's sex slave!” she cried,
anxiously staring at the droplet on the end of the cube.

It fell onto her sex and she gasped. Then
another, then another, then he lowered the cube and let it touch
her, sliding up and down her sex as she cried out and tried to
twist away.

“It's cold!” she cried.

“Oh, are you getting cold? We can't have
that,” he said.

He put the remains of the cube back into his
glass and then put the glass on the night table. He picked up a
candle, lit it, and then held it over her chest.

Gasping, moaning, Sloan stared at it
anxiously. Then droplets of hot wax began to drop, to patter down
across her nipples and breasts. At first her icy cold skin absorbed
this easily enough, but soon enough she was squealing again, this
time from the heat.

It was a long afternoon, especially when he
started using the vibrator on her again, rousing her, but then
actively preventing her from climaxing, apparently trying to keep
her aroused as long as possible and frustrate her to boot.

And of course, his determination to make her
say degrading and embarrassing things about herself only increased
her sense of both dark excitement and frustration.

But it all left her gasping and filled with
sexual energy.

Which he released by thrusting himself into
her again and riding her hard and fast until both of them
exploded.

She spent the rest of the day as his 'sex
slave', nude, with the restraints on her wrists and ankles. He
locked them together over her head and fastened them to the wall in
the kitchen as he made dinner. Nor was it any quick thing done in
the microwave. He took his time while she stood against the wall
watching.

And every now and then he would come over to
her, his fingers between her legs, his hand in her hair, jerking
her head up and back as he kissed her roughly and passionately.

If she failed to say 'master' in response to
any question he posed he would turn her to the wall and smack her
bottom sharply.

He asked about her music, about her job,
about her family at home, about her life, but he volunteered little
about himself except in response to direct questions.

“Is this your house, Master?”

“Yes.”

That was informative, but not very.

“It seems rather large for you alone...
Master.”

“It's the Ferguson family home.”

“You mean you inherited it, Master?”

“Yes.”

“And you uhm, live alone here?”

“My brother and cousin stay here
sometimes.”

She looked around anxiously.

“Not tonight,” he said.

That was a relief.

“Perhaps I'll let them use our body another
night.”

That wasn't! She gaped at that response,
then decided he was just saying that. Then wasn't entirely certain!
After all, if she really was a sex slave, or at least, if that was
the game he was playing, he might well... but no, he wouldn't
dare!

“Don't you dare!” she gulped.

“Why? My brother is quite good looking. He's
a lot like me, in fact.”

“I'm not having sex with someone just
because he's your brother!”

That got her turned to the wall again for
several hard slaps on the bottom.

“Sex slaves don't have any say in who uses
their bodies,” he said, jerking on her hair. “Their bodies belong
to their masters. I might let all kinds of men and women use your
lovely body, slave.”

That clearly just for shock value, she
thought, gasping. He knew very well she wasn't really his sex
slave, after all!

Still, it was an outrageous thought, of
herself, being pawed and groped and stared at by more than one man
at the same time. Oh, she'd had occasional fantasies, but this
evoked a dark sense of thrilled heat that she'd never really felt
before when thinking about such extraordinarily unlikely
scenarios.

Perhaps because she was far from certain how
unlikely it was!

“H-How can you afford such an expensive
house, Master?” she asked after he'd gone back to the stove.

“You think I'm poor?”

“I... it's on the water and from what I pay
I thought places on the water were tremendously expensive.”

“Yeah, but I inherited it. It was my
father's and his father's.

“But it still must be worth a lot...
master.”

“So? If I sold it I'd just have to buy
another place.

“But wouldn't you make a huge amount of
money, master?”

“Money is overrated, slave girl.”

“Only to those who have lots of it!”

He finished making dinner and sat her across
his lap – with her wrists locked behind her back, feeding both
himself and her.

She had to say “Thank you, Master, may I
have some more” after each mouthful of food he fed her.

Which she thought was silly but shrugged at.
She got used to it easily enough.

Calling him 'master' was easy to get used to
as well, since every time she forgot she got a sharp, stinging slap
to the bottom.

Obedience got to be a habit just as quick –
for the same reason.

She had no practice next day, and he stayed
home, as well. That meant she remained naked, immersed in the role
of his sex slave for another day. When he attached a leash to her
collar and ordered her get down on all fours to crawl she finally
felt outraged enough to refuse and stand up.

Although, in her heart of hearts, the idea,
as outrageous and degrading as it was, left her feeling a wild dark
sense of heat.

He hung her from her wrists for that, toes
just barely touching the floor, then introduced her to his flog. It
wasn't particularly heavy, and each of the thin leather thongs
stung only a very little bit. But there were a couple of dozen, and
the more they hit the more red and hot and tender her skin
became.

Not to mention the more she felt immersed in
the role of sex slave, and the more that strange sense of masochism
asserted itself.

He put her on her face, after that, with her
bottom raised high, and took her from behind; violently, savagely,
his hips pounding her red bottom as his fingers yanked on her
hair.

She came, screaming, her mind boiling in the
seething tide of sexual heat and steam gripping her.

Then she crawled at the end of his leash,
panting and moaning exhaustedly.

She had another practice that week, and then
concerts on Friday and Saturday. The rest of the time she spent at
his place, naked, collared, and acting the role of sex slave. It
became a darkly exciting and richly pleasurable game to her, and
many of her inhibitions dropped away.

That didn't mean she wasn't shocked at a
voice during dinner, or that she didn't try to scramble off his
lap. He held tight to her collar as a man came into the dining
room, a man she recognized for his resemblance to Michael

“Hey,” he said, eyeing her with
interest.

Sloan's face reddened as she ducked her
head, mortified.

Michael gripped her hair and jerked her head
up again, pointing her face at him.

“This is Jack, my brother,” he said.

“Hey,” the man said as he walked over to
them.

Sloan was nude, of course, and collared, her
wrists locked behind her back. Her mind squirmed as he examined
her.

“Nice tits,” he said appreciatively.

“Nice everything,” Michael said.

“Yeah, from what I can see. Where'd you find
her?”

“On one of the boats, where else?”

Jack reached over and cupped her breast,
giving it a squeeze, and Sloan felt another wild rush of
embarrassment.

“Oh! Don't!” she squealed.

“She's new,” Michael said as Jack rolled her
nipple between his fingers.

Jack chuckled and pulled his hand back.

“Got enough stew?”

“Help yourself.”

The man got some stew and sat down at the
table at right angles to them, spooning food into his mouth as
Michael resumed eating.

“So how's the new boat?”

“Should be ready to enter service in another
month or so.”

“Good. We need to replace RM Jackson before
she breaks down again.”

“Going to keep the name?”

Jack eyed her breasts as Michael fed a spoon
full of soup into her mouth, still holding tight to her hair.

“Haven't decided.

She gasped as he jerked back on her
hair.

“What's your middle name?” he demanded.

“Victoria, Master!” she gasped.

She flushed then, at having said that by
instinct in front of Jack!

“Maybe we should call it the SV Kittridge,”
Michael said, easing her head forward.

“Then if you break up with her you'll have a
boat named after your old girlfriend,” Jack said dryly.

“She's not my girlfriend, she's my slave
girl,” he said.

Jack chuckled.

“They let you... name the boats?” she
gulped.

“Yeah, that happens when you own em, girl,”
Jack said.

“Right. And a man doesn't break up with his
slave girl,” Michael said.

This was all so bizarre to Sloan! She was
stark naked in front of this man's eyes, and unable to even try to
hide her body from him! Michael's words from earlier in the week
came back to her, as well, and she squirmed with anxiety and a dark
sense of anticipation at the same time. Surely Michael hadn't meant
it!

She avoided Jack's eyes for the most part,
but now and then her eyes flicked across him anxiously,
assessingly. He was a handsome man, without the beard, and a few
years younger than Michael. He wasn't as muscular but he was
certainly a big man!

Surely Michael hadn't meant it!

As her original shock and embarrassment
faded somewhat, she began to feel an almost exhibitionistic sense
of heat, though. Michael caressed her body openly in front of his
brother, and Jack made no secret of his appreciation for her.

Then, after dinner, with the aid of the
vibrator, Michael masturbated her while Jack watched. She couldn't
resist the orgasm that tore through her. And after that her
resistance crumbled. The two men took her together, one in her
mouth and throat, the other in her sex, as their hands roamed her
body at will. They traded places often, in no hurry, and brought
her to multiple orgasms before giving her any respite.

It was during this that Sloan really began
to feel like a sex slave, an awed, wondering, delicious
thought!

And having sex with the two of them, even
masturbating before them at Michael's order, was breathtakingly
exciting and wicked! And it put her head in the right space so that
when their cousin Ryan showed up she wasn't too shocked.

Though having sex with three men at
once was even more mind blowing!

She still got the sharp slaps to the bottom
whenever she forgot to append 'master' to every sentence, whoever
she was speaking to, but those became less and less frequent over
the following weeks. She also learned to cook for them – when she
didn't have a concert.

She had moved in permanently by then. It was
a strange, intense relationship, one which spread to encompass all
three of them as she thrilled to playing the sexual nymph. At
'work' she continued to act and dress as usual, and retained her
reputation as 'the quiet English girl' but at home she lived in a
world of sexual fantasy without inhibition.

Far from home, in a different world with a
different kind of man from those she'd grown up with, she allowed
herself to fall into a forbidden role and mindset without fear to
her reputation, without care of what others thought of her.

Perhaps she wasn't really, in her mind, or
even, perhaps, in theirs, a 'sex slave' but it was thrilling to
play the role. And wasn't this just a different stage to enjoy?
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