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When he was young, Ethan was both passionate
and emotional. He'd been driven to get the very best marks in
school, driven to succeed, to make something of himself. He'd been
inspired, after school, to strike out on his own, and built a web
site the world had beaten a door to – and which had been bought out
for tens of millions.

Then he'd started a software company with a
niche product, and that too had been bought out, this time for
hundreds of millions. He hadn't been impressed by his investment
broker, or their fees, so had started his own, and done very, very
well, building it into a worldwide name.

No one at any of those enterprises would have
ever described him as a nice man. If pressed for adjectives which
would not be construed as too unflattering, they'd have called him
driven, focused, demanding, brilliant. He demanded a lot of his
people, they'd have said, but no more than he demanded of himself,
and he rewarded good work.

The reason most would have chosen not to use
unflattering words would be that he was, in all actuality, not a
nice man. He was vindictive, intolerant, arrogant, and, as one
previous partner had once put it “was not content to merely defeat
opponents but had to stomp them into the ground”.

At thirty years of age, Ethan Stone was a
billionaire, and at thirty-one, an orphan, after his parents died
in a car crash. He was at the summit of financial success, and in a
moment of epiphany, at the side of his father's grave, came to
realize how little it mattered compared to the inevitability of his
own mortality.

And what more was there to achieve? He'd
built great companies three times now, and had more money than he
could ever spend, at least on himself. He had a list of contacts as
long as his arm, of powerful men interested in his opinion, eager
to meet with him and conduct business. Politicians routinely whored
themselves to lobbyists who worked for him, and his employees
jumped the instant he uttered a preference.

But he was not a man who had made many
friends, or even any friends. Women? He hadn't had time for girls
in school. He had less time when he was building up businesses.
High priced escorts did the job just fine, without the need to wine
and dine them. They expected nothing of him but money, and he had a
lot of that.

So at thirty-two, he found himself at loose
ends. He didn't really see the point of what he was doing any more.
He sold his brokerage firm, and became a multi-billionaire. That
was nice, but what was it all good for? He already had a very, very
nice penthouse in downtown Manhattan, another in downtown London, a
castle in Ireland, and a beach house in Hawaii., as well as a
private jet to fly him between them all.

He tried going on vacation. He went on
safaris in Africa, explored the jungles of Peru, toured the
pyramids and the Great Wall of China. He learned how to fly his own
jet, bought some racing cars and tried that for a while, then
bought a ranch in Nevada and tried his hand at raising racing
horses.

Then he was thirty-three.

He became known for drifting amongst the
beach-side bars in California for a while, and became an expert
surfer, and got his first real girlfriend. He was, after all, very
attractive, very fit, and very wealthy. Having a girlfriend was
difficult for Ethan, at least at first. He'd never had to consider
anyone elses wishes before, certainly not that of the women he'd
hired.

It emerged he was both too 'bossy' according
to Deidre, and not all that good in bed, or least, that was what
she said on leaving, after a furious fight.

In typical fashion, Ethan decided to make
sure he was, in fact, very good. He hired escorts and ordered them
to fake nothing, but to give him feedback, to tell him what they
liked and didn't. Making an escort achieve orgasm wasn't easy, but
then, Ethan loved challenges. And as always, he eventually
succeeded. Repeatedly.

Ethan became extremely good in bed, finally
finding something to drive him again. He wanted to not only be good
but great. He wanted to be a lover women would remember as their
best, however many men they eventually had in life. He already had
the natural equipment for it, but he found, during his efforts,
that he came, more and more, to be able to understand the subtle
signs women gave off, to be able to read their moods, to know what
pleased them and what didn't, even when they tried to hide it.

He was still very much the A-type
personality, however, which presented a problem. The women he
enjoyed were educated and intelligent, but such women tended to be
strong-willed, as well, and Ethan was not good at compromise. When
he wanted to do something, he wanted to do it, and now. When he
wanted to see a movie, he wanted to see HIS movie. Sitting through
some sort of vapid romantic comedy to please his date was mind
numbingly boring.

And if he didn't want to have dinner with her
asinine father or boring friends then why in the hell would
he?!

Denise was an escort who set him on another
path entirely. She was the typical lovely, lithe professional,
pleasantly surprised to see how young, handsome, and fit her 'date'
was. But however good in bed he was, and Ethan was damned good, she
sensed something about him which aroused her much more.

And asked him to spank her.

She usually charged men extra for that, but
there was a thrill in her stomach at the thought of this handsome,
strong-jawed, steely eyed man with the fluid movements and the dead
certainty in his voice and manner, a commanding presence which took
her breath away, for Denise had a submissive side.

Ethan, not at all to her surprise, turned out
to be a natural dominant, a dominant who quite literally took her
breath away, a dominant who made her scream in pain and pleasure at
the same time, and who almost took her away from her 'business'.
But she'd fled, for her sanity, she had told him. For every day she
spent with Ethan she found more of her will slipping away, more of
her desire turned to pleasing him.

She realized she was losing herself in the
heat and excitement. And in the end, Denise had always been too
wary of men, too distrusting of them to ever let herself be that
much under the influence and control of one, even Ethan.

But Ethan had discovered something else he
was good at, very, very good at. He enjoyed dominating women, not
just physically, but emotionally. It both excited and challenged
him to stretch their limits, and then take them beyond them. He
loved to watch them squirming, both physically, with pleasure, and
emotionally, with the shock of what they had somehow been persuaded
to do.

He loved to tear away their dignity and
inhibitions and lay bare the animal heat which lay at their center,
exposing it to them, as if for the first time.

But these relationships were fleeting things.
He had little real respect and no love for any of them. He took
pride and pleasure in driving them into screaming, heaving orgasms,
loved the look of disbelief on their faces, the raw hunger he drew
to the surface, but they were toys to play with, and little
more.

*

“Quit whining,” Brad growled, giving her a
sharp slap on the bottom. “It will be, like, one fucking night, and
probably not even the whole night. Don't act like you're a fucking
virgin!”

Robin was hardly that. She'd been orphaned at
an early age, physically and sexually abused by a series of
guardians until running away in her mid-teens. She'd lived with a
rough man who had beaten her every time he got drunk – which was
often, and then fled that relationship to become a cashier at a
restaurant in Los Angeles.

Then she'd met Brad. He'd persuaded her to
start stripping in a topless bar to help support them (including
his drug habit). He'd beaten her, too, of course, but generally
been careful not to damage her face because she'd get less
business.

Brad persuaded her have sex with another
woman and him, then another man, then another couple. Several times
after that she'd had sex with another man alone in a room while he
waited outside, and finally had realized the men weren't friends,
but men who had paid him money.

That had infuriated her, and she'd almost
left him, but he'd somehow persuaded her to stay. There'd been no
more clients, though he still liked menage a trois, and sex with
other couples. Robin was not nearly as enthusiastic but was too
tired of how sulky and unhappy he got when they argued.

“Just do what you're fucking told. That
shouldn't be hard, even for you,” he said in a scathing voice.

Robin pursed her lips but dropped her
eyes.

“It worked great the last two times, didn't
it? Think of the money!”

It had worked the last two times, but she
felt bad about it.

“These perves aren't gonna call the cops you
know.”

He abruptly switched tactics, sliding his
fingers along her chin and looking into her eyes.

“You know I love you, baby,” he said in a
soft voice.

She was wearing a very tight, very short
black dress with a plunging neckline. Her stiletto heels were six
inches high, and she had a studded leather collar around her throat
and studded leather restraints around her slender wrists, holding
them together behind her back. Brad held a dog leash attached to
the front of the collar as he led her in through the door to the
club.

Twice, he had done this, at different clubs,
of course. In fact, they'd driven to LA both times. They were in
San Francisco now, and Brad was high, though it was taking more and
more coke to put him into that state nowadays.

Which was why he'd decided he needed to 'sell
her' again.

It was a simple enough scam. He went to a
bondage and leather club, an expensive one, where, presumably, he'd
find men with money. Then he'd tell them he had to sell his 'sex
slave” because he'd found another girl and they didn't get
along.

All he had to do was convince them she was a
nympho who would be delighted to be the 'slave girl' of whomever
she was with.

He'd gotten ten thousand dollars the first
time, twenty five thousand the second.

Of course, at the first opportunity, usually
within hours, if not sooner, Robin would run off back to Brad, and
they'd head back to Vegas to spend the money. Most would wind up
spent on his coke habit, of course, but Robin was starting to
develop her own habit, now, and that took money too.

He went to the bar and ordered a drink. She,
of course, could not drink with her hands behind her back, but he
gave her a drink, then, exasperated by her attitude, pulled out a
tab of ecstasy.

“Here, take this. It'll put you in a way
better mood.”

She hesitated, then took the pill and took
another drink.

The ecstasy, as always, put her in a good
mood, which was useful, as she was groped, fondled and leered at
for over an hour while Brad led her through the club, seeking
perverts with a lot of money and the ability to buy a slave
girl.

That let out the married men, of course, or
at least, most of them. So finding a suitable 'buyer' took some
effort. The first night was unsuccessful, and they went back to
their hotel room, Brad angry and frustrated. He blamed her, of
course, and beat her, then snorted more coke to make himself
happier.

The second night wasn't particularly
successful, but he did get a strong nibble. It just wasn't from a
man.

Her name was Naomi. She was over six feet
tall, with very short hair, and she'd heard about the girl for
sale. Brad had been startled when, as he wandered through the dimly
lit club, she'd stepped out in front of him. He'd stumbled back a
few steps as the woman in leather examined Robin.

“Let me see her tongue,” she ordered.

Robin gulped as Brad tried to collect
himself.

“Uh... what?”

“She's for sale, right, your slut? I want to
see her tongue.”

Brad shrugged and jerked his head at Robin,
who flushed but pushed her tongue out hesitantly.

“It better go out further than that,” the
woman said, glaring.

Brad slapped Robin's bottom. “Push your
tongue out further, slave!” he ordered.

Robin winced but pushed her tongue out
further. The tall, Black woman was not impressed.

“I suppose I can stretch it,” he said. “It's
already pierced. I can hang a weight on it for a while to help
stretch it out.”

Robin's eyes widened, then she gasped as the
women reached forward and gripped the opposite sides of her
cleavage, yanking them down and back to bare her breasts. She was
not wearing a bra, and, despite her experience in the strip club,
still blushed as everyone nearby examined her naked breasts.

“Nice tits,” the woman said.

“They're real too,” Brad said in a sly voice.
“Give them a feel.”

Naomi cupped Robin's breasts, squeezing and
lifting them as Robin stood helpless before her, wrists still held
firmly behind her.

“Nice,” the woman said.

She released her breasts, but gripped her
nipples between thumbs and forefingers, pinching and tugging them
as Robin gasped and moaned in pain.

“Why haven't you pierced her nipples?” she
asked.

“Uh...”

“No matter. I just love to bite little pink
nipples,” the woman said with a dark smirk at Robin.

“Yeah, yeah, me too!” Brad said with a
snigger.

“How much are you charging for this whore?”
the woman asked, her voice dripping with scorn.

“Well, you know, supply and demand and all.
Pretty girl like Robin ain't cheap.”

“Is that the slut's name? If I buy her she
will be nameless. Do you understand me, slut? Your only name will
be slave,” she said, tugging harder at her nipples so that Robin
let out a helpless cry, forced to arch up as high as she could,
trembling as her nipples burned.

“I'm looking for fifty thousand for her,”
Brad said.

The black woman gave him a scornful look.
“For this little piece of blonde trash? You're dreaming, white
boy.”

“I find the right guy, that's chump change,”
Brad said.

The woman snorted in disdain. “I might give
you half that, maybe, if the slut is a good ride.”

“She's done girls before, and never had any
complaints,” Brad said, as people walked past on either side.

At least, no complaints he had paid any
attention to.

The woman abandoned her nipples, then closed
a large black hand around her throat, jerking Robin forward with a
'urk' of startled fear, bringing her up to within inches of her own
face.

“Have you ever had a fist up your hot little
cunt, slave girl?” the woman demanded.

Robin stared at her in terror, her mouth
working soundlessly as the woman closed her fingers tightly around
her throat.

The woman released her and she staggered
back, and would have fallen if Brad hadn't caught her arm to
stabilize her.

“Let's go into a private room. I want to see
how she performs,” the woman said.

“Sure, sure!” Brad said eagerly.

Robin looked at him in horror. But she knew
Brad was as excited at the thought of seeing this tall, broad
shouldered black woman have sex with her as he was about the money,
and wasn't about to be denied.

Gulping anxiously, she shuffled along as Brad
pulled on the leash, following the tall black woman further up the
corridor, then into a private room.

The room was just that. It was about ten feet
square, with no furnishings other than a few chairs.

“Strip her,” the woman ordered.

“Sure. Uh, you sure you have money?”

The woman gave him a contemptuous look. “I
could buy you, boy,” she said. “Not that I'd want you. My name is
Naomi Phillips. I own twelve apartment buildings in this town.”

Brad unlinked the restraints then yanked the
dress up the slender blonde's body and over her head, rapidly
combing her blonde hair back with his fingers.

“Stand away from her,” Naomi ordered.

“You betcha.”

Brad stepped back against the wall, and Robin
felt her stomach churning as the powerful looking black woman
looked her up and down.

“Put your hands behind your neck. Interlace
your fingers.”

Robin turned her head to look at Brad.

“Don't look at him! Do what you're fucking
told!” Naomi screamed.

Robin cried out in alarm, and obeyed.

“Stick those tits out, whore.”

Robin arched her back, trembling, eyes
wide.

The woman laid a hand on her breast, then
slid it slowly down her body until it was between her legs,
fingering her naked sex.

“Got that lasered away so she's smooth as a
baby,” Brad added eagerly.

“You been feeling up babies, boy?” Naomi
asked.

“Uh, no, of course not. I mean – .”

“Shut up,” the woman ordered.

Brad shut up.

“Turn around, slut, and bend over,” she
ordered.

Face red, Robin obeyed, anxious and fearful
as she bent over. She gasped at the sharp slap to her bottom, then
again as the woman’s fingers traced the line of her sex, then
pushed inside.

“Tight little whore. Haven't had a lot of
cock in there yet? I've got some dildos that will loosen you up.
They're a foot long and as thick as your wrist.”

She turned to Brad.

“Give me your belt, boy.”

Brad stared at her, then looked down. A
moment later he understood and quickly undid the buckle, passing
the belt to her. He was starting to become aroused, and watched as
the woman doubled up the belt, then swung it down against Robin's
bare bottom.

Robin cried out in pain, jerking upright, and
the woman snorted in disgust.

She grabbed her roughly, drew her into the
center of the room, then gripped her wrists and raised them above
her head. There was a hook there on the end of a chain. She linked
the two restraints together, put the hook under the link, then
adjusted the chain upward so that the trembling girl was almost
lifted off her six inch heels.

She stepped back, and Robin turned her head
to stare imploringly at Brad, but from the look in his eyes, the
threat had only excited him.

Naomi moved around behind her, and then swung
the doubled up belt. It cracked across her bottom sharply, and
Robin cried out at the stinging pain.

“Slave girls need to feel pain,” Naomi
said.

She swung harder, and harder still. The
explosive force of the blows made Robin cry out again and again,
her bottom quickly flaming hot as each new blow sent a jagged blast
of pain through her skittering mind. The force almost drove her
legs out from under her, but the chain and restraints kept her in
position.

Tears filled her eyes, then began to spill
down her cheeks as Naomi rained blows on her helpless bottom, and
she was actually horribly relieved when the woman stopped, yanked
back on her hair – hard, and crushed her lips down on Robin's.

Robin moaned and sobbed weakly into the
woman's mouth as the woman's tongue invaded her oral cavity. She
felt the woman's free hand roughly fondling her breast, then
sliding down between her legs to finger her clitoris.

She pulled her hand back up and slid her
fingers along Robin's lips, then inside, across her tongue.

“Suck,” the woman growled.

Terrified, Robin obeyed, as the woman's eyes
bored into her, and her fingers pumped slowly in and out, in and
out.

“Dirty bitch,” Naomi whispered. “You deserve
to be punished.”

Her fingers slid out and then caressed her
sex.

“Spread your legs.”

Sniffling, moaning, Robin obeyed, as those
slippery fingers penetrated her, pumping in and out. She felt a
thumb pushing down against her clitoris, rubbing against it, and
moaned, rolling her eyes sideways to where Brad stood watching,
transfixed.

Naomi reached up, suddenly, releasing the
strain on her wrists.

“On your knees, whore,” she said in a cold,
contemptuous voice.

Still sniffling, Robin sank slowly down, her
arms still above her head, still locked together around the hook.
Naomi let the hook descend until the red faced blonde was on her
knees, then locked it in place. She moved to stand in front of her,
then gathered her hair up in a thick mass, twining it around her
fist.

She raised her own leather skirt to reveal
her bare sex.

“Show me how much you love me, whore,” she
growled.

She pulled the blonde girl's face in against
her sex and ground it there roughly, then eased back enough to let
her lick.

Robin was not into girls, but she had
performed oral sex on them before, at Brad's insistence, and now
she did so with a certain alacrity, terrified of the menacing Black
woman, afraid of what else she'd do to her if she failed to please
her. Her tongue licked wildly at her sex and clitoris, until the
woman drew back and slapped her face.

“Don't lick me like a dog, you slut. Didn't
anyone ever teach you how to perform on a woman?”

She turned and glared at Brad.

“Hey, she's done it before,” Brad said.

“Lick me, whore,” Naomi growled, jerking her
face in against her groin again.

*

Ethan watched the action in the room with
interest. All the private rooms had cameras in them, for security
and legal purposes. He was not aroused by what he saw, but
intrigued by it. It was clear to him that the girl was not at all
trained, that she didn't know the first thing about how a 'slave
girl' was supposed to act and react.

It was equally clear she was reluctant and
wary. She had, he thought, the most beautiful eyes, large, soft,
amazingly pale blue, and they were so expressive they practically
laid her soul bare. They were the most honest eyes he'd ever seen.
They were the eyes, just then, of a frightened animal.

He caught the way they kept flicking to the
man, as if imploring him to do something, but he had the eyes of a
weasel. He clearly didn't care a damn about her, and Ethan felt a
measure of contempt at her for not seeing the obvious. Hell, he'd
known it within seconds of seeing them together. This was a guy who
cared about himself and only himself.

Ethan knew because he was the same sort of
guy. But it was clear to him that his relationship with the girl
was based on something that the girl thought was there, but
wasn't.

Ethan focused on the man as the Black woman
abused his 'slave girl'. There wasn't a trace of concern there,
only avarice and excitement. He shifted his gaze to the blonde,
frantically licking at the Black woman, clearly desperate to
please.

She had a fantastic body, this little blonde.
Oh, she was young, and young girls tended to have slender bodies.
But there was muscle tone there, as if she exercised regularly. She
had strong legs and arms, and a belly which didn't sag in the
slightest when she was bent forward. Great ass, fine looking
breasts, lovely face, big eyes. Yes, she had all the physical
requirements.

She clearly was not experienced in being a
sexual submissive, though it was equally clear she was a timid
thing, easily bullied. Slave girl? He didn't think so. The weasel
she'd come in with was trying to sell her as something she wasn't.
So why? Well, obviously for a profit. But if she wasn't really a
slave girl, then what happened after that? You can't make someone
stay with you, not legally, no matter what they've paid to someone
else.

It didn't take a genius to figure out what
the scam was. And he was pretty sure Lenora Collins, who had given
them a phoney name, and who owned several restaurants, not
apartment buildings, had seen through the ploy as easily as Ethan
had. She was simply enjoying herself at their expense. She was not,
in fact, all that cruel a woman, but she did possess a healthy
disrespect for any woman who let a man push her around and use her,
so her contempt for the blonde was real enough.

Ethan felt a measure of that contempt, as
well, though not as much as he felt for the man. He was a junkie,
which was amply clear from his jerky mannerisms and the way he kept
rubbing his nose and sniffing. And he was using the girl. Ethan had
done a lot of things in his life, but he never used anyone. He
engaged in partnerships, both business and sexual, where both sides
clearly understood the limit and extent of that partnership. And
both profited by it, either in money or in pleasure.

This girl looked like a dog which had been
beaten too much. And there was a vast difference between that and
an actual sex slave – one who enjoyed being a sex slave. And the
looks she kept giving the man indicated she thought he actually
gave a damn about her, which meant the weasel had been far from
honest about their relationship.

Stupid girl. Still, she was young, probably
barely out of her teens, if that. For the first time in his life,
he felt something other than lust for a girl. He felt pity. Oh,
that wasn't all he felt, by any means. His mind was actively at
work on scenarios and possibilities for training her, for turning
her into a real slave girl, his slave girl. How convenient would
that be!? She wouldn't argue, would do as he ordered, be available
whenever he wanted, to do anything he wanted, whenever he wanted
it.

The perfect woman, he thought cynically.
Well, girl, really. But he wasn't into girls. He was into women.
There was no challenge in a girl, especially one like this. She'd
be putty in his hands. He didn't need to use pain, just a harsh
voice to get her to scramble to obey.

But what if his goal was to make her more
than she was, not less? Could he make her a submissive, obedient
slave girl while actually building up her self-confidence? Could he
take this pitiable young girl and turn her into a sleek, self
confident woman who, nevertheless, would be a submissive sex
slave?

And be happy about it?

How would he go about building someone up,
while at the same time making them wholly reliant on him? What an
interesting challenge that would be. And what an immense
improvement in her life if he did it properly. Scamming people to
try and sell herself as a slave girl wasn't much of a step up from
prostitution, and with a junkie for a boyfriend, that was a
downward road which would be neither long nor pleasant for her.

Perhaps putting her on another path would be
an act of charity.
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If Robin had been appalled at the thought of
being sold to the harsh Black woman, who had thankfully refused to
buy her, she was no more enthusiastic about the next possible
bidder. He was a large, square faced man with dark, beady eyes who
seemed able to appear menacing simply by standing still!

He had the face of a hatchet, with a nose
which looked like it had been broken so often it had chosen to stay
crooked. He had enormous hands, broad shoulders, and even in her
stiletto heels Robin found herself looking into his chest!

“How much pain can she take?” he asked, in a
deep, gravelly voice.

“Oh she's a real pro,” Brad said
blithely.

Robin glared at him.

“Of course, you wouldn't want to damage such
valuable merchandise,” Brad added.

“No. The package is nice,” the man said. “But
you can cause enormous pain without damaging the outer
packaging.”

He smiled, but it was the smile of an
animal!

“I have a lot of friends who like to hurt
pretty blonde girls,” the man said, leering at her.

“Uhm, do you have the money? I mean, we ain't
talking petty change, mister,” Brad said, wary more of the man's
size and evident experience with violence than what he might do to
Robin.

The man reached out and combed his big
fingers through Robin's hair, then gathered her hair up,
surprisingly gently into a mass above her hair.

“I like long-haired girls,” he said.

Robin squeaked as she felt her hair pulled
upward, felt herself forced onto her toes as the man regarded her
with a predatory enthusiasm.

While holding her up with one hand he reached
into his suit jacket and pulled out some money. It was a crisp
newly packaged wad of hundred dollar bills, and he handed it to
Brad, whose eyes opened excitedly. He took it into his hands almost
reverently as the man ignored him and slid his other hand under
Robin's chin, then along her lips.

“This is good! I mean, this is great!” Brad
said. “But uh, it's only ten thousand. I need ten more of these for
this hot, sexy little slave girl.”

The man turned barely tolerant eyes on
him.

“You know how many little tramps are out
there who would sell their soul for that much money?” he said.
“You're not going to get a hundred thousand for her and you know
it.”

“But – .”

“Don't try my patience, boy,” the man said,
his voice suddenly getting hard.

But he reached into his jacket and pulled out
another wad of crisp new, neatly packaged hundreds and tossed it to
him.

Then he jerked back suddenly on Robin's hair.
She squealed, forced back onto her heels, her head drawn far back,
her mouth open to cry out. That was when the man shoved something
against her mouth! It pressed hard against her teeth, so she opened
them even wider as he forced it inside! It was... it was a
ball-gag, she realized, as he pushed the last of it inside, then
drew the strap around her head.

She stared at Brad, but he was ignoring her,
counting the money instead!

She tried to talk, tried to yell at him. She
didn't want to be sold to this... this dangerous, ugly looking
giant! But Brad, when he looked up, only smiled happily.

“You take good care of her, mister,” he said
with a grin.

“Don't worry. She'll be taken care of,” the
man said, taking her leash from Brad, and leading her out of the
building.

Robin's heart pounded and she kept twisting
her head around to stare back at Brad. She had been trying to
persuade him to follow whoever he sold her to, and then to help her
get away faster, but he was still busy counting the money!

They went out the fire door, and she saw a
large black car waiting. The man opened the trunk, however, not the
rear, and then lifted her into it! He settled her on her belly,
then gripped her ankles, drawing them up and back tightly behind
her before strapping them, somehow, to her wrists! A moment later a
black bag was pulled down over her head, a drawstring closing it
around her neck.

And then the trunk lid closed! She felt the
car rock as he got into the front, then the engine started, and it
pulled away from the alley!

For half an hour she sweated, filled with
fear and anxiety, as the car drove along. It stopped, and the trunk
opened. She felt herself being lifted out by the ankles and wrists,
and then carried like a suitcase up some sort of angled stairway.
She could hear seabirds and smell salt air, and her fear
mounted.

They were putting her on a boat! They were
going to ship her to China or Saudi Arabia or someplace like that!
How was she supposed to get back to Brad!?

She was carried along for a minute, then set
down somewhere quiet, and left there for some time. She rolled onto
her side, moaning softly, pulling against the restraints around her
wrists and the strap around her ankles to no avail. Her back was
arched and aching, and fear continued to roll through her at what
the ugly man meant to do to her!

He had said he and his 'friends' liked to
hurt pretty blonde girls!

She heard movement, and froze, then squeaked
as someone gripped her arm, then something pinched her sharply on
the arm! No, it was... a needle! She twisted, but the hand held her
very firmly, as she felt her pulse race, wondering what she was
being injected with!

The needle was withdrawn, and then she was
left there again for some time. She waited to feel a reaction, but
nothing came, at least, nothing she could detect.

Finally, he, or someone else, came for her.
She gasped as the straps around her ankles were cut. A moment
later, she felt her dress opening up. Since her dress didn't open
up – it had to be pulled over her head – that meant it was being
cut free! She blushed hotly as her thong was pulled off as well,
leaving her naked!

“Up you go,” she heard him say, his voice
sounding much less nasty than it had.

His big arms helped her stand, then led her
forward. There were a few twists and turns, then a a narrow
staircase. The floor turned to a very soft carpet, and then he
stopped her. He moved her slowly ahead, and she immediately felt
something hard and firm against her shins.

He kept pushing her forward, though, and
there was nothing to it but raise her legs up, and then she was
kneeling on something hard, and he was keeping her in position. A
moment later she felt her wrists pulled out and up behind her, and
gasped as she was forced to bend forward.

The bag was pulled from her head, and she
blinked her eyes in the light as she stared wildly around her!

It was... not what she'd been expecting.

“Will that be all, sir?”

“Thank you, Alfred,” the man seated across
from her said.

She was in a... a large room, of soft grays
and whites. The carpet was a soft gray, the sofa and stuffed
armchairs a little bit lighter. The walls were a darker gray, what
there were of them. Enormous picture windows looked out on a blue
sky and a blue sea on both sides. She realized, after a moment,
what she'd thought was a high ceiling wasn't quite so high. It was
a gleaming mirrored swirls of black, glass.

There were chrome sided cabinets to the side,
and an immense flat screen on one wall.

She was kneeling on a large round coffee
table, with a white padded top, her arms forced up by a chain
attached to her wrist restraints And she stared, wide eyed, at the
man sitting in a chair before her, who was looking back with
interest.

He was much younger than the other man, and
not nearly as tall or broad of chest. He was, in fact, a very
handsome man, with swept back brown hair. His chin was strong, his
cheekbones high, and he had soft gray eyes. His mouth, unlike the
big man who had 'bought' her, was soft and sensuous, and when he
smiled, it showed perfect teeth.

The room was the most luxurious Robin had
ever seen, and the soft, track lights and glittering black roof
which surrounded the mirror gave it a warm air, despite the lack of
color.

Her eyes flicked back to the man. He was
wearing what even she recognized as an extremely expensive suit,
one that fit his slender body perfectly.

“My name is Ethan,” he said in a soft voice.
“For now, you can call me, Sir.”

Robin gulped. She was less embarrassed about
being seen naked than a girl who hadn't been a stripper, of course,
but she felt her vulnerability as the man continued to watch
her.

“You're a very pretty girl,” he said. “Pretty
girls should be appreciated, but I don't get the impression you've
experienced a lot of appreciation lately.”

She certainly hadn't! When she got her hands
on Brad she'd... she'd do something!

“Robin is your name, I understand,” he
said.

He stood up, and she gulped as he walked
closer, then stopped in front of her. His fingers combed gently
through her hair, drawing her bangs up and back out of her eyes as
she lifted her head back. Then he reached behind her undid the
strap attached to the ball-gag. He worked the gag gently free and
set it on the coffee table, then walked back and sat down, watching
her as he picked up a glass of something and took a sip.

“So. Have you been a slave girl for long?” he
asked.

Robin stared at him, then dropped her head.
It was hard keeping her head up given the downward angle her bound
arms forced on her upper body.

He got up and moved around behind her, and
Robin gasped as he did something with the chain, which rose up to
the ceiling. It pulled her wrists up higher, forcing her to bend
over much further! She flushed hotly, knowing the view he would
have directly behind her!

True, she had been a stripper, so she was, in
a way, used to guys seeing her in obscene positions, but this
was... different! This wasn't in a hall with bouncers, and this
wasn't a guy she wouldn't see again in a few minutes. This was just
him and her and she was tied up and completely helpless!

She squeaked as she felt his hand on her
bottom, felt it moving over the soft skin, caressing her, following
the contour of her body. It drew back and then slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Oh!” she cried, jerking forward.

“When I ask you a question, my dear,” he
said.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
again!

“I want you to answer.”

Crack!

“And do answer politely.”

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!”

“Crack!”

“Slaves don't give orders, you know,” he
said.

His hand returned to gliding over the round
surface of her bottom.

“Have you been a slave girl long?” he asked
in the same mild voice.

“N-No!” she gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
again!

“Sir,” he said, his voice even softer.

“No, sir!” she gasped.

“That's a good girl,” he replied.

She bit her lip angrily. God damn, Brad!

The man's hand slid up her back, up and down,
then he moved around in front of her again and sat down.

“It doesn't appear as if you've been properly
trained, Robin,” he said. “I imagine that is among the first things
we need to do. But first, have you eaten? Are you thirsty?”

Trained? The others just wanted to fuck her!
Or hurt her...

The man looked at her intently and she gulped
anxiously.

“N-No, sir,” she said.

“Are you hungry?”

She hook her head. He stood up casually,
moved around behind her and slapped her bottom again.

“Ow!” she cried, head jerking up and back as
she jerked forward at the stinging blow.

He walked calmly past her and sat down again.
“Sir,” he said reprovingly.

“I-I'm sorry... sir!” she gasped.

What an arrogant bastard, she thought!

“So, are you hungry?”

“No, sir!”

“Are you thirsty?”

She wanted to say no but.. she really was
incredibly thirsty!

“Yes, sir!” she admitted.

He nodded and stood up, walked to the side,
and opened a gleaming black cabinet. There was a refrigerator
inside.

“Do you like lemon, strawberry, grape,
raspberry?”

“Uhm, grape, sir, please,” she gulped.

He nodded and lifted a plastic bottle from
the refrigerator, then poured it into a clear glass bowl and
carried it back to her. He pulled another chair in close to the
coffee table, and sat down, setting the bowl on the table.

Robin was bent way over because of how high
her arms were forced, but not so far she could reach the table! He
didn't seem to expect her too, however. He slipped his fingers into
the water, then reached up and brushed them gently across her lips,
startling her.

“Its just water, but it has a grape taste,”
he said as he pulled his fingers away.

Robin licked her lips nervously and he
brought his fingers back up, dripping wet, and slipped them into
her open mouth. Her eyes widened and she forced her head up and
back, staring up at him as his fingers gently slid back and forth
through her lips and across her tongue.

“Suck,” he said softly.

Robin gulped, and obeyed, feeling a sudden
rush of... something in her lower belly.

This was nasty, but wicked!

“You are aren't just a pretty girl, Robin,”
he said, pulling his fingers out of her mouth and dipping them into
the water again. “You're quite beautiful.”

Robin blinked in surprise, feeling oddly
flattered.

He slipped his fingers into her mouth once
again and she closed her lips, sucking on them, as she continued to
hold her head back to stare up at him.

“Or at least, you will be beautiful. The
right outfits, the right hairstyle, the right makeup.”

He dipped his fingers into the water and then
slid them into her mouth again, pumping them slowly in and out as
she sucked.

“Lick my fingers,” he said.

She felt a sudden tightness to her chest, and
obeyed. Licking at his fingers as they slid in and out of her
mouth, staring up at him with a growing sense of anticipation.

“I see a sleek, beautiful woman inside the
girl before me,” he said. “How old are you?”

“A-Almost t-twenty, sir!” she gulped, wide
eyed.

His fingers dipped into the grape flavored
water again, and then he used his other hand to cup her chin.

She moaned weakly. Her neck was aching as she
tried to keep her head up and back, but now she could rest her chin
on his hand, which was an enormous relief.

“Purse your lips, Robin.”

She obeyed, and his dripping fingers rose
from the bowl, pressed lightly against her pursed lips, then slowly
pushed through and onto her tongue.

Robin felt a sense of confused excitement,
for this was simply like nothing she had ever experienced before!
Hard rough sex was what she'd had, for the most part, since she'd
lost her virginity.

The first man who had 'bought' her had
chained her to a wall in a cold stone basement, used her roughly,
strapped her bottom, and called her names a lot. She'd only needed
to stay a few hours, though, for she'd escaped through a bathroom
window when she'd said she needed to go.

The second man who'd bought her had had been
very fat and bald. He'd tied her spreadeagled to his bed, used her
hard (though not well), then taken her to the attic where he'd
chained her arms above her head and left her to enjoy the heat. The
heat had made her sweat, and her wrists had been able to slip out
of the leather restraints. She'd then made her escape.

Neither was anything like this calm, very
attractive, soft-spoken man, that was for sure! But at the same
time, she didn't get the least impression that he was a
particularly 'nice' man. In fact, she thought, he looked like a man
who could be much more dangerous than any of the men she'd ever
known. Even Brad's drug dealer friend Ron, who scared her.

“Sure you don't want anything to eat?”

Robin hesitated. “Wh-what was in the
needle... sir?” she gulped.

He smiled. “Your blood, my dear.”

Her eyes widened.

“Don't worry. We didn't take a lot. But you
don't think I'm going to sleep with a girl before I have her
tested, do you?”

“I-I'm tested every couple of months... sir,”
she said breathlessly.

“I trust my own labs. They'll do a rush job,
don't worry.”

He put the water down and moved back to the
refrigerator. Robin let her head hang low, facing the table below,
then raised it as he returned. He had a bowl of grapes in hand and
set them down, then moved around behind her.

“Oh!” she gasped, as she felt his fingers
move along the line of her sex.

“You have a very neat pussy,” he said. “Your
lips are nice and tight and slim.”

Who said things like that, she wondered in
amazement! And who said them so calmly?!

His fingers penetrated her gently, and Robin
felt a sense of breathlessness. They dipped and rotated within the
mouth of her sex, then drew back and... something else pushed into
her. It didn't feel thick, more like a small finger.

She could actually look between her thighs,
could see him holding something that looked something like a large
pink plastic clothespin! She felt one arm of it sliding into her
pussy, while the other, shorter arm, looking like a short, slim,
pink thumb, slid up across the top of her sex. She felt a tension
between the two, pressing them together, a spring of some kind.

Then the thing started to buzz.

He moved around in front of her and his
fingers gathered up her hair carefully into a thick tail at the top
of her head, then gently pulled up. Robin moaned as she felt the
sharp pull on her scalp, wincing as individual hairs broke or
stretched. But after a few moments, they evened out the strain and
she found herself staring straight ahead as he held her head up by
the hair.

His finger caressed her lower lip, then he
picked up a grape and slid it into her mouth.

“Eat,” he said.

Robin chewed on the grape, feeling the cool
juice fill her mouth, but after swallowing the grape that left the
seeds. She rolled her eyes upward, but he seemed to anticipate her
question. He held his open hand before her mouth. Reluctantly,
blushing for some reason, she slowly pushed the seed out of her
mouth into his palm.

He dropped the seed into the bowl, then
lifted another grape to her mouth.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

Flushing, she obeyed, and he placed the grape
neatly on her tongue. Robin pulled her tongue back and chewed it,
then again spit the seed into his hand. He released her hair, moved
behind her at that point and slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Ow!” she squeaked, jerking forward.

He moved around in front of her and picked up
another grape.

“Do you know the first thing a slave has to
learn?” he asked.

She gulped and shook her head, or tried to.
It wasn't easy with her hair pulled back!

He gave her a reproving look, moved around
behind her, and slapped her bottom again!

He moved around in front of her again.

“Obedience,” he said. “That's what a slave
girl needs to learn. It's very easy to be a slave girl, Robin. All
you have to do is exactly what you're told. That means you do not
shake your head, but answer verbally. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

“And you do what you're told, but ONLY what
you're told. I told you to stick out your tongue. Didn't I?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did I tell you to pull it back inside?”

She started to shake her head out of
habit.

“No, sir!”

“Then why did you?”

She hesitated.

“Because you anticipated that was what I
wanted. But a slave girl doesn't anticipate. A slave girl only
obeys.”

He slid a grape back and forth along her
lower lip, then popped it into her mouth.

“Eat, slave girl,” he said.

She ate, and then hesitated, but when he
raised his hand to her mouth she pushed the grape seed out.

“Good slave girl,” he said, in an almost
amused voice.

He raised another grape.

“Push out your tongue.”

She pushed her tongue out and he set the
grape on it, then waited.

She waited too!

“Eat,” he said finally.

She drew her tongue in as he reached forward
with his other hand, and her eyes widened as he gently kneaded her
breast. His fingers massaged her skin, then plucked lightly at her
nipple before rolling it between thumb and forefinger.

“You'll learn quickly, I'm sure,” he said. “I
think you'll like my yacht, too. It's got a lovely swimming pool,
and guaranteed great views.”

That reminded Robin it was going to be harder
to get back to Brad, and she bit her lower lip... until he popped
another grape into her mouth.

No doubt they'd be going back to shore soon
anyway, she thought, chewing.

The … thing he'd pushed into her pussy was
still buzzing, the vibrations starting to draw a response from her
sensitive body. The part over the top of her sex was pressing
firmly against her clitoris, and the vibrations were making her
wet!

His fingers caressed both nipples now, which
were already stiff and tingling as he let his fingers stroke them.
Then he placed another grape on her tongue and waited, gently
rolling her nipples while she held her tongue pushed out, anxiously
balancing the grape!

He drew his hand back, then neatly placed a
second grape on her tongue, then a third, as she held it out,
trembling now.

“Eat,” he said.

Robin drew her tongue in gratefully and ate
the grapes.

He moved away, walking to a nearby cabinet,
and returned with a length of black rope. Robin gulped as she
stared at it, wondering what he intended. He doubled up the rope,
then tied a pair of loops in it, then drew the rope beneath her,
drawing the loops up over her breasts.

Robin felt the soft rope gently closing
around the base of her breasts, as he adjusted it carefully. She
felt the pressure around them, felt them being squeezed out more
tautly, felt them throbbing as he drew the loops tighter. He drew
the rope behind her back, then, and tied it off.

He reached into the pocket of his suit jacket
and took out two small silver butterflies. She stared at them in
confusion, then saw they dangled by one inch silver chains, and at
the end of the chains was a clip.

She watched him frame her hard, tingling
nipples between the jaws, then let them go.

“Ow! Oh! Oh! Please!” she cried, twisting and
jerking against the restraints.

“Now, now. Don't be a baby,” he said.

Her nipples burned! The clips squeezed down
hard on them, and she jerked in place, her wrists automatically
pulling against the restraints as her hands sought to snatch the
things off! Then he was behind her, and she squealed anew as she
felt something pushing against her back opening!

It was something hard, slick, or slippery,
and thick! She moaned, quickly realizing that the more she moved,
the more she jerked the little metal butterflies, which then tugged
on her aching nipples!

“They hurt!” she whined.

“It will ease up in a few seconds,” he said
soothingly.

She gasped as she felt whatever it was he was
pushing into her bottom slide deeper! The pain in her nipples had
distracted her, but she could feel now how thick it was! It could
have been him! But she knew it wasn't, for he hadn't even lowered
his zipper, and she could see, looking between her legs, that he
wasn't standing close enough.

She felt him gathering up her hair again,
this time winding it, as if braiding it. She gasped as he pulled on
it, raising her head up, and then felt a pull against the thing in
her bottom! It was... curved, she realized, and part of it was
curving up across her tailbone like a thick, fat hook! When he let
go of her hair she found it still held in place somehow, and felt
from the pressure against her tailbone, that whatever he had pushed
into her ass was holding it!

He moved around in front of her and fed her another grape.

“So,” he said. “Tell me about Robin. I want
to know all about her life.”

She rolled her eyes up at him in disbelief!
Why would he want to know anything about her!?

“Tell me about your parents,” he said,
feeding her another grape.
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Robin felt a strange sense of unreality
settle upon her. She ate grapes, answered his questions, and tried
not to move too much so the heavy metal butterflies wouldn't swing
and pull at her aching hot nipples!

Yes, they didn't ache as they had. The sudden
sharp, burning had faded into a dull ache, but now her breasts
throbbed with every beat of her heart, feeling swollen and hot and
increasing the sensitivity of her nipples!

She could not lower her head now. Her own
hair held it up, attached to the thing he'd put into her bottom.
Robin had never heard of such a thing! Still, it worked.

“I'm going to have everything you tell me
validated,” he warned. “So don't you dare lie. Slave girls who lie
to their masters get severely punished.”

He said that sternly enough she believed he
meant it! And somehow, she thought he actually would find out about
her. He was obviously a rich man, after all, and rich people could
do anything!

So, reluctantly, she talked about her mother,
the hairstylist, and her father, the alcoholic surfer boy. He had
wound up killing her in a raging fight. Then he'd died in prison
years later. She talked about the foster homes, and under his
prodding – he seemed to know things before she said them – she
talked about the abuse rather casually, and how she'd run away.

She talked about her boyfriends, and about
Brad, though there her mind had to race as she tried to match what
she said to what Brad had told people about her being his 'slave'.
There was simply no way she could be truthful about it!

After she'd finished the grapes he moved
around behind her and eased her arms back down.

Robin groaned as he held her to kneel
upright, then adjusted the cord, or whatever it was, holding her
hair back so she could look forward, not up into the ceiling.

“Let's go for a little walk,” he said.

Robin rolled her eyes downward, noting how
fat and swollen her breasts seemed, and her nipples burned with a
strange kind of tingling heat that was only half pain. Ethan helped
her stand, then walked away, and she had little choice but to
follow.

They walked through an even more magnificent
looking room, the ceiling made of patterns of carved teak with
square crystal lights. The walls were glistening wood panels, the
sofas and chairs French antiques with gold leaf on the frames. Huge
glass doors moved silently aside and they walked out onto a huge
rear deck facing a swimming pool! Robin gaped around her, wincing
now and then as she turned her head too fast and pulled against the
tight cord binding her hair.

Ethan led her out along the pool to the
railing and bench at the rear deck, then turned her. She saw there
was another deck above them, put not as long, and she could see a
helicopter sitting at rest on it! He took her to the side rail and
she saw the ship stretching out ahead of her. It was huge! She'd
never even imagined anyone could own something this big!

“Three hundred and twenty nine feet long,” he
said casually. “But only needs a crew of seven.”

She flinched, jerking her head against her
hair, trying to look around for the others.

“Most are in the engine room,” he said. “They
don't come into the passenger sections. The captain is on the
bridge. He comes back only if he asks me or I invite him. I like my
privacy.”

He had her kneel facing the padded back bench, then sat down in
front of her and brought out a dildo. Her eyes widened as she saw
it. It was a very realistically shaped looking dildo, right down to
the testicles at the base.

“There are slaves, and then there are
slaves,” he said. “You, of course, are a sex slave. Sex slaves are
skilled at pleasing men. So we should make sure which of your
skills require improvement.”

He rubbed the head of the dildo back and
forth along her lips, and she let her mouth open, but he was in no
hurry. He let the head caress her lips before dipping within, then
pulled it back.

“Show me,” he said.

Licking her lips, Robin leaned in and took
the head into her mouth, then slid her lips down the shaft,
sucking, bobbing her lips up and down as he watched. She was
self-conscious, in a strangely, almost girlish way. But a part of
her wanted to impress him. He was such a rich, sophisticated man,
after all! And she was... nothing, really.

“That is the basis of oral sex, of course,”
he said as he watched her bob her lips on the fake cock. “But a
main dish is so much more attractive with entrees.”

He pulled it out of her mouth and had her
lick up and down it, then take it between her lips sideways,
sliding them up and down the shaft. He had her focus on the round
balls at the base, licking and sucking and teasing them, then work
her tongue upward to lip teasingly at the underside of the
head.

It was... bizarre! The man was giving her a
lesson in blow-jobs! Who did that!?

“Have you ever given a man oral sex that
lasted half an hour?” he asked.

“No, sir,” she gulped.

“You will. How are you at deep
throating?”

She flushed and looked down, or tried to. Her
bound hair meant she could not drop her chin.

“Definitely something a sex slave needs to be
skilled at,” he said.

“But I keep gagging!” she exclaimed.

“It's mind over matter, slave girl. When you
think about it, you realize you let food thicker than your finger
slide back into the back of your mouth all the time, then swallow
them effortlessly. Why, then, do you gag if a finger approaches the
back of your mouth? It's your mind reacting instinctively, afraid
something is going back there that doesn't belong.

He let the dildo caress her lips.

“You simply have to reassure yourself that it
belongs there, that it won't choke you, and... swallow it. There
isn't any excuses acceptable. A sex slave has to be able to deep
throat, so you will learn it.”

He put down the dildo, then turned her and
undid the cord. She gasped as her hair was released at last.

“Bend over, face against the deck,” he
said.

She obeyed, raising her bottom, and felt him
do something to the .. hook thing he'd pushed into her. Then he
pulled her upright, and sat back down on the wide, padded bench,
and pulled her down across his lap.

“Open your legs, slave girl,” he said.

Robin's eyes widened as she obeyed, and she
saw him guide the dildo into her opening. The narrow little clip
was still there buzzing away, but he was able to push the thick
dildo past it, sliding it deep inside her as she gasped and
wriggled and flinched.

“I-it's wide!” she moaned.

“You're made for it,” he replied.

It was long, too! Her pussy squeezed down
around it as he all-but buried it inside her, then his hand moved
up her body, kneading her taut breasts before sliding back down
again. Robin felt her lower body thrumming with more and more
sexual energy, her breath coming faster.

“You have very soft skin,” he said. “And your
hair smells like peaches.”

She gasped as he pulled her head up and back
by the hair, exposing her throat, then leaned in, nibbling along
the nape of her neck! She felt his other hand sliding down between
her legs again, felt the pressure on the base of the dildo pushing
the nose in more sharply against the back wall of her sex, then
felt his thumb on the narrow vibrator.

She gasped again as he ground the thing from
side to side, rubbing it against her swollen clitoris! Robin had
had sex a lot, of course, but it had never been anything very
special. She liked the feel of skin on her skin, of lips on her,
arms around her, but the physical intimacy was, for the most part,
all she cared for.

She had never really gotten off on the actual
penetration. Brad was... enthusiastic, rough, and quick. None of
the others she recalled had been overly gentle nor spent much
effort in pleasing her.

The buzzing thing, though, had been in her
pussy for twenty minutes by then, and her body had reacted to it
with a soft, thrumming sense of arousal. Now the dildo was deep
inside her, sparking something else again, and his hands were
moving over her body, stroking and caressing her as she chewed
lightly at the nape of her neck.

He was much more gentle than she was used to,
even in his words, though he was clear about her needing to obey
him completely at the same time. She had found herself quickly
getting used to him, in a strange way, feeling, if not trust, at
least a hesitant acceptance.

But now she was feeling that thrum growing
into a bold, hungry pulsing inside her! The luxury around them, the
broad seas she was looking at, and even the soft, rich fabric of
his suit against her bare skin had all given her a feeling of being
in some strange sort of adult type of Disneyland! It was all so
unreal!

His hands skimmed across the surface of her
skin, gentle but firm and knowing. He gripped the dildo now and
began to slowly pump it in and out of her, shifting the angle,
rotating it, making her gasp and moan as he drove it deep. And
every time he did slide it deep his thumb pressed against that
narrow pink silicon thing buzzing against her clitoris!

Her breasts were hot and swollen, and her
nipples aching, for she was moving now, jerking, flinching,
arching, and every time she did the weighty little butterflies
tugged against her aching nipples.

“Are you my slave girl, Robin?” he asked,
halting his movements.

“Y-Yes!” she gasped breathlessly.

That got her hair twisted so that she gasped
in pain.

“Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“Say it aloud.”

“I'm your slave girl, sir!”

“Say, I'm Ethan's slave girl.”

“I'm Ethan's slave girl!”

“Keep saying it. Say the words over and
over,” he said, easing his grip on her hair, and chewing lightly
down the nape of her neck.

“I'm Ethan's slave girl! I'm Ethan's slave
girl! Oh! I'm ah, Ethan's slave girl!” she gasped. “I'm Ethan's
s-slave girl! Oh! Oh!”

His thumb stroked across her clitoris as the
dildo slid in and out of her, and her body began to jerk and her
hips to grind against him. That made the butterflies swing and jerk
more sharply on her nipples, almost continuously, in fact. But the
sharp little stings seemed to only add to the wild heat within her
now.

And then the orgasm hit her and she her hips
bucked helplessly as her back arched more sharply. She gurgled and
cried out softly, her body trembling, nerves spasming as his hands
worked her lithe young body into and through the climax, then eased
off, caressing her gently as it ended.

“As a sex slave,” he said, “You will become a
creature of sex and lust, a woman who draws the eyes of everyone
who sees her wherever she goes.”

He combed his fingers through her long
hair.

“I shall have Veronique attend to your hair.
She's quite good. She can teach your a lot about how to walk, how
to behave gracefully, proper deportment amongst polite society and
the like.”

He plucked the sharp little clips from her
nipples and Robin cried out as the ache suddenly intensified with
returning blood and sensation. She twisted and moaned as his
fingers returned to her clitoris, stroking gently for some seconds.
Then he pulled back on her hair to arch her back, and began to lick
at her tingling nipples.

The pins and needles sensation made them
exquisitely sensitive, and she gasped aloud as his lips sucked on
them, as his mouth massaged them and his tongue licked swiftly
across. She felt the dildo pushing into her again, pushing in and
pulling out, and shuddered as his thumb stroked across her
clitoris.

Her mind swirling amidst a strange dark wall
of heat and pleasure, Robin felt her hips grinding helplessly
against him once more, and it took an amazingly short time, leaving
her shocked, before another orgasm swept through her body! She
writhed helplessly in its grip, shuddering and twisting, her hips
bucking forward in hot, convulsive hunger.

“Come along,” he said, easing her off his
lap. “You could use some exercise.”

*

Of course the ship had a gymnasium! She
stared around her at the glass walls and the expensive equipment
with all its gleaming dials and buttons. But none of that was for
her. She was on the floor, which was covered in a sky blue carpet,
kneeling on all fours on a yoga mat.

“Yoga is good for you, or Pilates,” he said.
“But I think I will design an exercise regime specially for slave
girls. The only requirement, after all, is to use your muscle
groups, to firm and tone your body.”

Robin licked her lips nervously, still more
than a little swept away by all that had happened to her that day,
and quite confused by it all. He had, at least, removed the leather
restraints, as well as the collar. And her nipples, though they
still throbbed hotly, were also free. She still had that dildo
inside her, though, and the thing he had pushed into her
bottom.

“Remember, the key word is obedience. If
you've ever seen any television shows or movies about soldiers
being trained, you'll remember how they have to respond instantly
to their instructions. The same is true of a slave girl. A proper
slave girl doesn't even think about her master's orders. She
sublimates her own interests, desires and will to his. She simply
floats along, doing what she is told, not having to worry about
tomorrow, not having to make decisions on her own.”

She rolled her eyes up anxiously, for he'd
produced a long, thin black rod or switch. Above the handle, it
seemed quite flexible, given how he was bending it this way and
that, yet it always returned to its proper shape when he released
it. She was fairly sure the purpose of the switch was to hit her
with!

“Now listen to my instructions carefully. Do
you understand, Robin?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“Good girl. Now, there is a proper position
for kneeling, just as there is for standing. Stand up.”

She stood up, and he looked at her, then let
the thin switch slap lightly against her belly.

“Tuck in your belly, draw back your shoulders
and chest out. Stand up straight. Look straight ahead, hands behind
your back. Clasp one wrist with the other hand.”

He let the slim rod slide up and down her
back, then over her buttocks. Robin felt her heart starting to beat
louder as it tapped lightly against her bottom, then pulled away. A
moment later it was sliding between her thighs.

“Feet apart,” he said. “Further.”

The switch slapped back and forth against her
inner thighs as she widened her stance.

“Yes, that's about it,” he said. “When you
stand before me, this is the position you should take. Do you
understand, Robin?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied.

“And when I tell you to stand up, you will
take this position quickly. So make sure you memorize it.”

She gasped as the switch snapped against her
bottom.

“No, don't turn your head to look at me. Look
straight ahead at yourself in the mirror.”

“Yes, sir!”

The side of the switch slid up her belly
again and then rubbed lightly back and forth against the underside
of her breasts before sliding up over the rounded surfaces and then
caressing her very stiff nipples.

“If I say display yourself, then I want you
to draw your hands up and then back behind your neck. Interlace
your fingers, and arch your back, then spread your legs wider. Do
you understand, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

“Display yourself.”

Feeling a tightness in her chest, Robin
obeyed, drawing her hands up and back behind her neck, spreading
her legs wider as she arched her back sharply.

“Head back more. That's a good girl,” he
said. “Lovely breasts.”

The switch caressed her breasts again, and
she felt her nipples tingle as they moved across them then slide
down her body. They moved between her legs, and then the thin
wooden shaft pressed up against the narrow line of her sex, pushed
up hard enough to sink in between the soft lips of her pussy. She
felt her breathing sharpen as it casually slid back and forth,
sawing against her.

“You will take the same position if you are
on your knees on the floor, only with knees apart. Understand?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Good girl. Now I want you to bend forward
and grasp your ankles.”

Robin obeyed smoothly, but flushed a bit as
he moved around behind her, and felt a mix of nervousness and a
dark anticipation as the switch moved up and down across her taut
buttocks.

“This is an excellent position to punish
you,” he said, increasing her nervousness.

“If you're punished you'll hold your position
until I saw otherwise or the punishment will be doubled. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she said breathlessly.

“It's really not difficult being a slave
girl,” he said. “And it does have many rewards. Place your hands on
the floor and spread your legs to the sides.”

Flushing, Robin obeyed, her hands flat on the
floor as she leaned in, shifting her bare feet wider apart, then
wider still, obscenely displaying herself to the man standing
behind her.

“Keep your legs straight, slave girl. Don't
bend your knees at all.”

He ran his hand over her bottom, then down
between her legs, his fingers caressing her softly for a long
moment. Robin again thought of how different his caresses were from
the harsh, eager groping she was used to.

He moved away, then, and, in fact, left the
gym entirely. Robin was left in position, her head upside down,
staring back between her legs, the blood rushing to her head,
wondering what to do. But the lesson with the grape on her tongue
reminded her. She was to do what she was told, and not to move if
she was not told to do so.

Was he trying to trap her into making a
mistake, to get her to move so he could use that switch on her
bottom!? She waited anxiously, determined not to fall into that
trap. Her blonde hair spilled down onto the rug below her as her
head throbbed. Her nipples tingled, and she thought again of how
obscene this was, and marveled at herself for being involved in
it.

Still, it was for twenty thousand dollars,
which was an awful lot of stripping, and the guy hadn't even done
anything bad to her. In fact, he'd made her climax twice! She
couldn't remember the last time she'd climaxed twice in the same
day! And he was so... polite and clean and handsome and
soft-spoken, so very different from the drunks at the strip club –
or from Brad, for that matter.

Her head pounded but she maintained her
position, though her breathing became a little more ragged.

And then he returned and she felt a flush of
pleasure at having made sure he'd find nothing to criticize or
punish. In fact, he seemed to realize that she'd passed a test.
“Good girl, Robin,” he said.

He had a wooden box and set it down on the
bench of a nearby exercise machine, then opened the lid.

She could see, upside down, two long,
flesh-covered objects in his hands now as he turned from the box.
She gulped, for they looked, she thought, something like dildos...
at least one of them did. The other... looked odd!

One was obviously a dildo, long and flesh
covered, with an obvious head, and slightly curved. It was thick
and extended downward to a white plastic base about two inches long
which was narrower than the upper portion.

The second object was much like the dildo, at
least from the base up. Two inches above the base, however, the
tube bulged out. In fact, there were four bulges along the tube.
The first, right at the top, was like a pink ping pong ball. Then,
right underneath it, was a pink golf ball. Below that was another
golf ball, only a little bigger, then an even bigger ball at the
end.

Under that the thing shrank back to a normal
flesh colored dildo for a couple of inches, then came the base,
which was identical to the one on the first object.

“I thought I'd help you to get into the feel
of being a slave girl,” he said, caressing her bottom.

He eased the object out of it he'd placed
earlier, then pushed the ball thing into her. She gasped,
swallowing repeatedly as the ping pong ball went into her easily.
The golf ball stretched her a bit, but only a bit. Then came the
wider ball, and she gasped softly, feeling her sphincter
stretching, sliding over it, then starting to ease tighter before
the last ball stretched it even wider. She moaned as it passed into
her, but then her sphincter slid over it and clutched tight around
the shaft which pushed up after

He eased the other dildo out of her pussy,
taking out the little clip, too, then pushed the new dildo into
her. It was thicker and longer, and curved, and she gasped softly
and repeatedly as he rotated it within her, pumping it in and out
quite casually and clinically as he worked it deeper.

“One of the measures of a slave girl is
discipline, of course,” he said. “And these will want to slide
outward. You will use your internal muscles to hold them tightly in
place and prevent this from happening. Do you understand, slave
girl?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she squeaked.

“Now, spread your hands for balance, and then
raise your right foot up and back.”

That wasn't easy! But Robin managed it, and
when he clutched her ankle that made it much easier to hold her
awkward position. She felt something metal, but lightweight,
wrapped around her ankles, like a large anklet, she thought.

“Lower your foot, and raise your other
foot.”

She lowered her right foot and grunted with
effort as she raised her other foot up and back. She felt him take
hold of her ankle, then felt another 'anklet' wrapped around
it.

“Now, get on all fours,” he said.

Robin gratefully lowered herself to hands and
knees, her head still throbbing from being upside down. She swayed
a little dizzily as he moved around her, as she felt the switch
sliding along her spine, then back down over her buttocks.

“Sit back on your heels.”

She groaned dazedly, the blood now rushing
out of her head as she raised herself fully upright. He put a hand
on her shoulder, however, to keep her from swaying as she got her
bearings.

“Hold your hands up and out,” he said.

She obeyed, and he gripped her hands, pulling
them higher.

“Like this, and lower your chin. Good.”

She felt him wrapping similar bracelets
around her wrists as he had around her ankles. She was looking at
the floor, her view of her arms shielded by her hair.

“Good girl. Now stand up,” he said.

She stood up awkwardly, still a little off
balance. Her head still kind of aching. He had a round metal band
in his hand, with a large silver ring in the front. The band was
clearly a collar, for he pushed it forward and opened the rear,
stretching it so the thing would fit around her throat. He moved
behind her to fit it in place, and she stared at herself in the
full length mirror on the wall.

The collar was stainless steel or silver,
bright and polished. It had a big ring in the front, and, she saw,
matched the looks of the metal bracelets around her wrists and
ankles. She looked very much like... like a slave girl, she thought
with a strange dark sense of excitement.

Truth to tell, she had never thought much the
'slave girl' stuff before. It was a clever scam, of course, because
Brad was a clever man. And he'd tied her up before to have sex with
her, so it hadn't seemed that strange a thing. But she'd never
really considered the reality. She'd never imagined herself as a
real slave girl, a sex slave!

It was a bizarre concept, and even now she
wasn't really thinking of it seriously. She was only on the boat
until it returned to shore, and then she would run off and find
Brad again.

But now, particularly with her view of the
base of the dildo pushing out between the taught lips of her sex,
and the feel of the other one up in her bottom, she felt a fluttery
sensation of arousal and excitement in her lower belly and a
tightening in her chest. It was.. kinky and.. perverted and...
weird but... but there was a strange, even arousing sense of
fascination in her mind now as she looked at her image.

“Display,” he said.

She hesitated a moment, then shifted her legs
apart, drawing her hands up and back behind her neck, arching her
back as she stared at her image.

“On all fours.”

She slid down quickly to her hands and
knees.

“Keep your head up and back. Good girl. Now
lower yourself to your elbows. Keep your bottom high. Good,” he
said, the edge of the switch sliding back and forth over her bare
back.

“Now lower your body to the floor, chin back,
arms outstretched before you. Raise your bottom and shift your
knees to the sides. Be sure that your legs are not leaning forward.
I want them as straight and vertical as you can, then push then
straight to the sides.”

She grunted and gasped as she took up the
position he wanted, feeling a flush creeping up her chest as she
took up what could only be a position for sex. Would he take her in
this position, she wondered, a trifle breathlessly. Would he ride
her like a whore like this!?

The thing which surprised her was that she
found herself wanting him to! She wanted him to thrust himself into
her right now! She wanted to feel his fingers on her hips, his hips
slapping into her buttocks, his cock inside her! She wanted him to
ride her fast and hard!

And she couldn't remember the last time she
was aroused enough that she actually wanted sex! More often, with
Brad, she initiated sex because he was upset or angry, and she
wanted to please him. Or when she had sex with others it was at his
behest, and again, hoping to please him. This was so...
different!

The switch moved in and began to stroke back
and forth across her clitoris as she waited. She gulped in air, her
breasts pillowed out below her, her chin forced up and back, her
belly filled and throbbing from the thick toys he'd stuffed up
inside her. And now her clitoris began to pulse with heat as the
long shaft of the switch moved back and forth across it.

“Good girl,” he said softly. “Now, tell me
what you are.”

Robin, blinking through her heavy bangs,
stared at herself in the mirror, a bit startled by the
question.

Crack!

She gasped as the switch cut down across her
taut buttocks.

“You know the answer. I told you earlier,” he
said, his voice still soft.

“I uh... I'm – .”

Crack!

“You repeated it several times,” he said
encouragingly.

Crack!

“Ow! Oh! I'm oh, I'm Ethan's slave girl!” she
gasped.

“Good girl. Now repeat it.”

“I'm Ethan's slave girl!”

“Keep repeating it. I want you to look at
yourself in the mirror, and keep saying it.”

“I'm Ethan's slave girl,” she gulped, staring
at herself.

She saw him above her, behind her, of course,
then saw him turn and leave.

“I'm Ethan's slave girl!' she said to the
empty room, to herself. “I'm Ethan's slave girl.”

It seemed silly to repeat it when he wasn't
there but she suspected again that this was a trap. He had said to
repeat it and keep repeating it. He had not told her to stop!

“I'm Ethan's slave girl,” she said, staring
at herself, at her curved spine, her bottom rising up high. I'm
Ethan's slave girl,” she repeated, feeling her breasts throbbing
under the weight of her chest, seeing her outstretched arms, the
metal bracelets around her wrists. “I'm Ethan's Slave girl.”

How long should she keep saying it, she
wondered anxiously. The switch had stung!

“I'm Ethan's slave girl. I'm Ethan's slave
girl. I'm Ethan's slave girl. I'm Ethan's slave girl.”

This was so weird and kinky! What would it be
like to really be a slave girl!? His slave girl!? Imagine doing
this for years!

She felt the weight of the dildos inside her,
felt the way the lips of her sex and her sphincter stretched
tightly around them, felt the fluttering in her stomach.

“I'm Ethan's slave girl. I'm Ethan's slave
girl. I'm Ethan's slave girl. I'm Ethan's slave girl.”

Ethan returned, and she felt again that sense
of relief and satisfaction at having obeyed meticulously, giving
him no reason to punish her. She kept speaking the words, too, as
he looked on.

“You may stop now. Sit back on your
heels.”

She groaned and pushed herself up and back.
Her neck was aching! She sat back on her heels as he moved around
her, switch in her hand.

“You can't actually sit that way for long,”
he said, squatting beside her.

His hand caressed the bottom of her bare
foot, which was bent sharply under her.

“That will start to hurt very soon. What you
need to do is put the backs of your feet against the floor, and
then sit on the edges of your heels.”

She adjusted herself accordingly, gasping as
her lower position brought the base of the two dildos into contact
with the floor.

“Now spread your knees wide, and put your
hands on your outer thighs. Keep your back straight, shoulders
back, breasts out and head up.”

The thin switch moved up and down her back as
she anxiously complied, and she watched him in the mirror as he
stood behind her.

“Spread your knees wider,” he said.

She flushed and obeyed, the tendons in her
thighs aching as she stretched her knees obscenely wide.

“Whenever you are naked, and you sit or
kneel, you will do so with your legs wide,” he said.

She gasped as he pulled back on her hair,
forcing her head back. Her hands left her thighs instinctively as
if to grasp the hand in her hair.

“No,” he said sharply. “You do not change
positions no matter what I do. You most certainly do not try to
stop me from doing whatever I want to do. Your body belongs to me
now, remember. That's what it means to be my slave girl.”

Robin hesitantly returned her hands to her
thighs as he looked down at her.

She saw the switch coming down, the tip
directly over her right breast, rubbing her nipple.

“This is my breast now,” he said. “I bought
it. I own it.”

He slapped the tip against her nipple
repeatedly, and she flinched and gasped, but kept from moving.

“This is my nipple now.”

He slid the thing downwards until it was
rubbing against her clitoris, then slapping lightly against it.

“Who owns this clitoris?” he asked.

“Y-You do, sir!” she gasped.

“Spread your legs wider.”

“I-I can't!” she gulped.

He released her hair.

“Lay on your back, slave girl.”

She exhaled as she lay back with a grunt.

“Raise your feet straight up, knees
together.”

With some effort, Robin drew her legs up and
held them like that.

“Now let your knees fall slowly to the
sides.”

She opened her legs in a V, but very soon
felt the tightening in her thigh muscles and tendons as she let
them fall farther apart.

“Not far enough,” he said, looking down. “You
will exercise every day, stretching your tendons. I expect you to
be able to get them all the way down so your ankles are pressed
against the floor.

She stared at him, feeling a wave of anxiety,
but then reassured herself she wouldn't be here that long really...
probably...

“Back on your hands and knees.”

She grunted as she sat up and then quickly
positioned herself on her hands and knees. Then saw a movement in
the mirror, raising her eyes as a woman came into the room.

“Ah, Veronique, here you are.”
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Robin's reaction was instinctive. She was
more comfortable being naked around men to begin with, having more
experience at it. And she certainly hadn't enjoyed that menacing
looking black woman who had called her names and yelled at her! But
now, with this strange woman arriving behind her she flushed hotly,
whirling around to face her, snapping her thighs together and
putting an arm across her breasts!

The two of them looked down at her, Ethan
frowning, and she knew she had failed to keep her position, but
surely he wouldn't expect her to with a stranger showing up!

“Did I tell you to change your position,
slave girl?” he asked.

She blushed deeper as the woman looked on.
“No but – .”

“That is not a word I wish to hear you use.
Resume your previous position,” he said, his voice still low but
stern and commanding.

Robin's face was hot, but reluctantly she
obeyed, turning her back on the woman, and then feeling a wave of
embarrassment as she bent over and got onto all fours.

“So this is the girl,” the woman said, her
accent decidedly French.

She was a beautiful woman, probably in her
early twenties. She was tall and sleek with long brown hair parted
in the middle. She had a longish face, with full lips, and wore
dark framed oval glasses. She looked... sleek, in her gray slacks
and green blouse, with a gold chain around her wrist.

“This is she.”

“Lovely thing,” the woman said.

“Yes, but graceless.”

Robin felt a new wave of embarrassment at the
words!

“She's not dumb, though. And she has a
certain litheness to her movements. She can learn fairly easily, I
suspect, especially from someone like you.”

She saw him turn to look at her in the mirror
and dropped her eyes as he frowned.

“Slave girl, I want you to put your chin to
the floor, but keep your knees together,” he said sternly.

Robin obeyed slowly, embarrassment rippling
through her. It was bad enough to do this in front of another
woman, but being completely naked, and being called slave girl, in
front of a sleek, fully dressed woman who was smiling faintly at
her was humiliating!

Crack!

She gasped as he brought the switch down
across her bottom with a sharp, stinging blow.

“You know that you are not to change
positions once you have been placed in them.”

Crack!

She gasped aloud, her bottom stinging
hotly!

“You know that you are not to resist my
orders.”

Crack!

She shuddered weakly, her bottom starting to
burn.

“You also forgot to say sir,” he said.

Crack!

“Your body belongs to me now. Remember? If I
choose to show it to anyone I will do so.”

Crack! The switch
cut across her taut buttocks again, leaving a fiery line
behind.

“Do you understand, slave girl?”

“Y-yes!”

Crack! The switch
snapped down against her bottom again, and she gasped in
pain, and embarrassment, for the woman was still looking faintly
amused at her.

“Yes, sir!”

“What are you?” he asked.

Oh no! She didn't want to repeat that with
the woman there!

Crack!

“Ow!”

“What are you?” he asked, his voice
hardening.

“I'm... I'm Ethan's slave girl!” she
cried.

“Good girl,” he said. “Remember that always.
What must a slave girl do?”

She hesitated again.

Crack!

“Obey! She has to obey!” she cried.

Crack!

Her entire bottom felt as though it were
burning now!

“Sir,” he said.

“She has to obey her master, sir!”

“What are you?”

“I'm Ethan's slave girl!”

“And what does a slave girl have to do?”

“Obey her master, sir!”

“Yes. Do not forget it. Veronique?”

“I'm sure we'll get along just fine, Ethan,”
the woman said with a soft smile.

He handed her the switch, which made Robin
cringe, then turned and left.

“Stand up, girl,” the woman said.

Robin stood gratefully, but still horribly
embarrassed in front of the woman.

Veronique was several inches taller than her,
and looked her up and down with interest, then moved slowly around
her.

Crack! “Do not turn your head,” she
said as Robin gasped in pain.

“Shoulders back, chest out. Always, always
keep your back straight. No slouching, ever, while standing,
sitting or kneeling, whether you are naked or fully dressed,
wearing a bikini or a ball gown.”

She came around in front of the blonde girl
and then used the switch to raise her chin.

“You have a role to play, and I will teach
you some of what is required for it. Ethan and I have played this
game ourselves now and then, but you will be doing it for real. You
must first accustom your mind to the fact that you must not resist
anything which is done to your body.”

She reached out a hand and plucked at one of
Robin's nipples. The blonde girl steeled herself, and was not wrong
in her suspicion, as the woman pinched it, then twisted it sharply.
The pain burned at her, but she kept her position, though she
gasped.

“Ethan is not a cruel man, but he is a very
stern taskmaster. He wants obedience, instant obedience to his
orders. He has, as far as I can determine, always been like that as
he built up several companies.”

Robin felt a sense of jealousy for some
reason. This woman clearly knew him much better than Robin had.
What companies? What had he built? Did he have a family?

“Display,” the woman said.

It made her uncomfortable, but Robin obeyed,
pushing her chest out, linking her fingers behind her neck. She
flinched as the woman let her hand lay flat between her breasts,
then slide slowly over one, caressing it, rubbing at the nipple,
then sliding down her belly and in between her legs.

Her face was hot, but she didn't move, as the
woman's fingers rubbed at her clitoris.

“Becoming a proper slave girl means losing
your inhibitions,” the woman said. “I bade farewell to mine some
time ago, so it is not difficult. But of course, you must, in order
to accompany Ethan, refine yourself, fool the rich people into
thinking you are not a stranger amongst them.”

She moved around behind her and slapped her
bottom lightly.

“And, of course, you must become a master, so
to speak, of sex. Ethan is enormously capable in bed. I doubt you
are anywhere near his equal. You don't need to be, for women have
by far the easier job in sex. But you must be alluring, enticing,
beautiful, provocative, and must know how to use your body properly
to please him, and to please any other man he chooses to allow to
use you.”

“I will help you there, as well.”

*

Brad woke up with a pounding headache. He
groaned and rubbed his hand over his unshaven face. He had
celebrated his new-found riches, last night, smug, even gleeful,
and wondering how often he could do this, how many cities he could
bring her and sell her off, and how much money he could make out of
it.

It was very bright in here.

He opened his eyes and blinked against the
sun, then, groaning, sat up to find himself on a park bench.

Wtf, he thought dazedly. He didn't recognize
the park, but could see the ocean out beyond it. He turned his head
and saw tall buildings.

“I need a drink,” he muttered to himself.

He must have had a lot of shit last night to
fall asleep out here, he thought, getting to his feet and wobbling
alarmingly. He headed off to find a drink, looking around,
wondering where the hell he was. He'd only been to San Francisco
once before and didn't know the city very well.

Then he froze and his eyes got wide. His
hands patted frantically over his body but found no sign of the
money! Of any money! There was no sign of his cards, his ID, his
wallet!

He told himself not to panic. He'd left most
of the money at the motel, hidden under the carpet in a corner.
He'd just have to go back, get another key, and go in and get his
money. It would be a pain in the ass to replace his social security
card, his drivers license, and some other things, but he had the
time and money.

But right then he didn't even have the money
for a taxi! Still, he'd get one, and then have him take him to the
motel. He could pay him then.

That proved... difficult.

He smelled. He wasn't sure why exactly. He
could barely remember the wild night of partying. He'd had a wild
mix of drugs and alcohol, and someone had spilled a drink on him.
It smelled like someone had thrown up on him too! And he had no
money. Convincing a taxi driver to drive him anywhere was going to
be hard!

Harder, it turned out, than he'd
imagined.

“The Point Clair motel!” he said angrily. “On
Mayfair!”

“Don't know no Mayfair,” the Hispanic cabby
said, glaring at him suspiciously. “Don't know no Point Clair
motel.”

“Oh for fuck's sake!”

“You go now!”

Several other taxis had a similar response,
those who'd actually stopped. Others had simply driven on. Then
he'd stopped by a newspaper box in some confusion. Why was the
Miami Herald being sold on the street in San Francisco? That was
weird.

A minute later a police car cruised past. It
was white, with green and gold trim, and it said Miami-Dade on the
door!

Come to think of it, where were the hills
anyway?!

How could he possibly be in Miami!?

*

Robin groaned weakly. Her head had stopped
aching, stopped pounding, some time ago, despite it being upside
down, despite her being upside down. She'd spent the night
hanging upside down, thick leather cuffs around her ankles, which
were spread wide.

Her hands were free, but of limited use. Her
fingers brushed the rug below, but even forcing herself to sit up,
using her hands to grip her legs and pull herself up the length of
her own body, she couldn't undo the tight leather things around her
ankles. They were locked with a key!

So she'd hung upside down, legs wide, all
night long. She had not, of course, gotten any sleep to speak of.
She might have drifted off into dazed insensibility now and then,
but that wasn't sleep.

And then movement drew her consciousness back
as she looked up through glazed eyes to see an upside down Ethan,
wearing chinos and a white, short sleeved shirt, come into the
room.

“Good morning, slave girl,” he said.

She moaned weakly.

He laid his hand on her belly, then let it
slide across her body, following the curves and contours, then up
between her legs, fingering her naked sex. He lowered her to the
deck, and removed the leather restraints from around her ankles,
replacing them with the metal ones.

“It's a good day for learning,” he said
cheerfully.

Robin groaned.

“All right. Up onto all fours,” he said.

He bent and clipped a leash to the front of
the collar and tugged. Robin forced herself up onto her hands and
knees, then followed as he'd led her across the floor, then down a
narrow corridor.

The events of the previous day had been...
tiring, to say the least. Her throat hurt, for one thing, but she
didn't mind that. She was actually rather pleased with herself.
Veronique's lessons had not been easy.

Veronique's lessons in deep throating had
been patient, but also remorseless. They had been conducted with
Robin on her knees, her ankles drawn up and back behind her,
chained to a metal post. Her arms were drawn up and back behind her
as well, chained to the same post, with a backrest which forced her
to lean forward.

Veronique had used a twenty inch long, dildo
headed dildo made of very life-like material. First she had
demonstrated what she could do. She had fed it into her mouth and
straight down her throat, effortlessly, then pulled it back up.

Then she had patiently fed it into Robin's
mouth, pumping it slowly in and out, speaking encouragingly to her,
convincing her she could do it too.

“Your anatomy and mine are not dissimilar, I
assure you,” the French girl had said. “If it can fit down my
throat without pain it can fit down yours. You simply have to use
your mind to convince your body.”

That had been easier said than done! Robin
had gagged horribly, repeatedly! Tears had run down her face, and
the woman had had to wipe her chin, her face, and even blow her
nose repeatedly, but had kept at it until, breathless,
light-headed, gasping, moaning, it had gone down her throat without
gagging.

That had been the big break. She'd known she
could do it after that. It had still taken more time before she
failed to gag at all. And then Veronique had gone on to the next
step, pumping the dildo up and down, in and out, fast, as if a man
was using her mouth and throat hard.

That had been horrible! But she'd gotten
through it. The woman had spent most of a day teaching her how to
perform oral sex, not just how to use her mouth but her eyes, her
hands, how to alter her expression, how to seem demure or playful,
teasing or shy depending on the circumstances.

After that had come hours of walking on high
heels, with the woman snapping the switch across her bottom at the
slightest sign she was slouching. Then, even more embarrassing, had
come the time when she'd made her crawl up to a chair where she had
placed a life sized mannequin with a large dildo attached to its
crotch!

As Veronique looked on, switch in hand, she'd
had to 'make love' to the dildo.

Long, long minutes of darting tongues, of
sucking at the 'balls' at its base, of mouthing it sideways, of
rubbing it against her face, along her lips, over her cheeks, of
sighing softly, moaning excitedly, and kissing it had followed. It
was half an hour before the woman would even let her put it into
her mouth!

Then had come more deep throating,
interspersed with more tonguing and licking, more massaging and
moaning. Robin had given a lot of blow jobs in her life, but never,
ever had she given one that lasted so long!

And then she'd had to 'mount' the man and
give him a lap dance. That, she'd thought, would be easier, for
she'd given a lot of lap dances. But no, according to Veronique she
was crude and crass and far too fast.

Resentfully, Robin had looked on while
Veronique gave the dummy a lap dance, using her hands to massage
the dildo, rubbing it against her belly and abdomen, brushing her
chest against the mannequin’s face repeatedly, grinding her
hips.

Of course, she was fully dressed, and unlike
Robin, she didn't have to mount the thing, to slide her pussy down
its long, thick length while another girl stood behind her holding
a switch!

The odd thing was that as embarrassing as
that had been, it had also been weirdly arousing. It was... wicked,
nasty, kinky and perverse, after all! And she felt very... low, not
in spirit, but more like Veronique was a classy, intelligent,
educated, capable, rich girl, and Robin... she was a cheap, naked
slut who was so low she would be hit if she did anything wrong –
and had to accept being hit!

Robin had felt like a low class slut before,
of course. Some of the men who had paid her to dance made it pretty
clear what they thought of her. But she'd never felt so completely
nakedly low and helpless, defenseless, and vulnerable!

Even so, riding up and down on the dildo,
squeezing her pussy around it as she slid up, like Veronique told
her (not something she'd really considered before), rolling her
hips as and brushing her stiff nipples against the mannequins'
face, was a dark, nasty thrill, despite her embarrassment and
unease.

And Veronique had had her eat from a bowl set
on the floor! She hadn't been allowed to use her hands, but had to
eat like a dog!

“Like a bitch in heat,” the woman said with a
smirk.

With her ass in the air and her legs spread
wide!

Had all that been just yesterday!?

Ethan led her into the bathroom, but what a
bathroom! Robin had never even imagined there could be a bathroom
like it!

It was a gleaming, glistening room of onyx
and white marble, of gleaming chrome and mirrored glass. The floor
was white marble. A white marble counter at least ten feet long was
on the right. Two long, black, rectangular sinks sat side by side
on it, each at least three feet in length, the sides gently sloping
downward to the center.

The cabinet over the counter was black onyx,
with pot-lights on the top, and an immense mirror on the back. The
tub, on the left, was white with a black frame. It was eight feet
long. Black stairs rose next to the head, going up to a glass
cabinet, the shower, which was as long as the tub, and even
wider!

The ceiling overhead was glass, with a thick
black marble frame and off to the side was a black glassed cabinet
around the toilet.

Despite her tiredness, Robin stared around
her in wonder as Ethan led her, crawling, down the middle. She was
astonished such a room would even exist, never mind on a boat!

“Do you need to urinate?” Ethan asked,
breaking the spell rather abruptly.

She raised her eyes, blushing. “Yes, sir,”
she said.

He nodded, leading her into the smoky glass
cabinet. The toilet seat rose on its own and he had her sit on it.
Then he watched her.

Robin stared at him, increasingly
anxious.

“Who owns this body?” he asked.

“You do, sir,” she gulped.

“You will have no secrets from me, slave
girl,” he said. “And I will know every part, every side of this
body I own. Now go.”

She bit her lip, face red. She really needed
to go!

“If you don't go now you won't be able to go
again until noon,” he said firmly.

“But – .”

“Stand up.”

She stood up, reluctantly. He turned her and
had her bend over the toilet, grasping the tank, and she realized
now that he had a short, thin 'stick' hanging on his belt at the
side.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“I told you yesterday I wanted to not hear
that word.”

Crack!

“It's an argumentative word.”

Crack!

“It says you disagree with me.”

Crack!

“You aren't permitted to disagree or argue,
slave girl.”

Crack!

“Do you understand?”

“Y-yes, sir!” she gasped, her bottom
flaming.

“Sit.”

he guided her back onto the toilet.

“Legs spread.”

Blushing hotly, sniffling, she obeyed.

“Now go.”

Robin obeyed, blushing furiously the entire
time. She dropped her chin low but he lifted it back up.

“You will look at me,” he said. “You will not
be embarrassed about anything around me. I will know you so
intimately, and you will feel that intimacy so closely that nothing
you do will ever embarrass you around me.”

She stared at him in confusion, but her
embarrassment slowly faded.

Then it rose again as he led her out of the
cabinet.

“On your face, bottom high, legs spread,” he
ordered.

She obeyed. The floor was hard on her knees,
though, but warm against her bare skin as her breasts pillowed
against it.

She gasped as she saw him take something from
the sink. It looked like a water bottle, the kind her mother had
put against her when she was young and had a cold. Only this had a
hose at the end. She felt his fingers at her back opening, then
something pushing into her. A moment later, her eyes widened
further as warm water flowed down into her!

An enema! He was giving her an enema!

He hung the bag on something, then turned
away, going over to the tub, he turned on the water, which gushed
out from multiple openings within the long, angled body.

Water continued to flow down into Robin's
body, and her belly began to feel full. She had never gotten an
enema before, and felt less than comfortable with it on several
levels. Although this was only her second day here, though, her
first full day, she had already realized on a fairly deep level
that she wasn't going to be permitted to make any decisions.

Her breasts felt oddly warm against the
floor, as did her chin, and she realized the floor was somehow warm
from underneath, not cool as it should be given the air
conditioning. It was entirely smooth, as if not one speck of dirt
or grain of dust or sand had been permitted to ever accumulate upon
it.

Her insides were feeling bloated, aching, and
she wondered how much water he was putting inside her! In fact, the
very idea of having water poured inside her was an astonishing
thing, despite the face she had known, intellectually, what an
enema was. She had certainly never expected to receive one,
though!

She began to feel as if she were going to
explode!

But Ethan ignored her. In fact, he took off
his shirt, and, bare to the waist, he began to shave at one of the
sinks. This was another peculiar experience for Robin, for she had
never watched a man shave before. It felt oddly intimate.

His hand, with the razor, an old fashioned
one, she noted, moved with quick, smooth efficiency as she knelt
there, her stomach bloated and aching, and longed to turn her head
and look up behind her to see if the bag thing was empty.

She certainly wasn't empty!

But already she knew better than to complain
about it, or to suggest something be done, or that she was
full.

She would stay in this position until told
otherwise. He had been quite clear there, and her bottom still
stung and glowed hotly from the switching he'd given her. She did
not want another so soon, no matter how much her belly ached!

She ran her eyes down his body
appreciatively. Brad was a slender man, similar to Ethan, she'd
thought, though Ethan's shoulders were broader. But now she
realized at once her error. Brad was vain about his body. He didn't
have much body hair so he had shaved his chest. She liked that, in
a way, running her fingers along his bare skin (when she was
allowed).

But though he was slender, he wasn't exactly
fit. Ethan went nowhere he couldn't drive or be driven. The idea of
him exercising was ludicrous, and he had never really done any kind
of physical labor.

Ethan's body was – strong. It wasn't
muscular, but it was full and lithely muscled, for she could see
the play of muscles beneath the skin as he moved. He didn't have
those rippling pecs or six pack abs of the underwear models. But
his chest was well-defined, and his belly flat and tight. She was
willing to bet if she ran her fingers across him there she would
feel the muscles she never had beneath Brad's belly.

He also had a sprinkling of short brown hair
across his chest, and she found herself liking the look, where she
wouldn't have expected to. All the Hollywood guys had shaved
chests, after all. But now she found it looked – strong. It looked
masculine.

Ethan finished shaving and rubbed his face
with a towel, then turned to her.

“How do you feel, little slave girl?” he
asked.

“I... feel... full... sir,” she groaned.

“You're supposed to feel full,” he said with
a trace of a smile.

He padded across the floor and bent over,
then caught her thick hair around his fist and firmly pulled her
upright as she scrambled to ease the pull on her hair. Then he led
her back into the smoky glass cabinet and pulled the thing from her
bottom as he sat her down firmly.

Robin looked up at him with haunted eyes, but
he simply folded his arms across his chest.

“No secrets. Nothing about you I won't know
and see,” he said. “After all, this body belongs to me.”

And so, cringing mentally, face hot, she was
forced to release her aching sphincter, and the contents into the
bowl, which mercifully flushed itself. But that wasn't the end of
it. She had to resume her position while he gave her a second
enema!
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With all that mercifully over she climbed
into the tub, but he had done something so that the floor of it
rose up until it was only a few inches lower than the sides. She
knelt on all fours as Ethan used a hand shower to soak her,
including her hair. Then he poured liquid soap across her wet back
and his hands spread it back and forth across her.

Robin swallowed nervously, but didn't offer
up the suggestion she could wash herself. Besides, his hands felt
rather nice sliding across her warm, slick skin. They felt even
nicer when they slid beneath her and massaged her breasts, fingers
kneading them, plucking gently at her nipples, and then sliding
back and forth over her back and belly.

He was not clinical as his hands moved over
her, but neither was he overly intimate. That was the strange
thing, to Robin. He clearly appreciated her body, and said so.

“Your breasts are perfect,” he commented out
of the blue as his fingers continued to rub soap into them.

“Th-Thank you, sir,” she gulped.

People had said she had nice tits before, but
they'd always said it crudely, lecherously, leeringly. Ethan said
it admiringly, but so casually, just as if he was commenting on a
nice blouse she was wearing, or her hair.

And then his soapy hands moved down between
her legs, and she felt a sudden thrum of energy as a heat rushed
through her. His fingers caressed her lightly, then harder,
casually, at first, but then rather less so. His fingers spread the
lips of her sex, stroking them, then slid back and forth,
repeatedly, around her clitoris.

He had two fingers stroking her there, with
her clitoris caught between them. They moved back and forth,
sometimes closing in to squeeze her clitoris between them as they
slid along, sometimes spreading wider, and Robin found the breath
catching in her throat!

Her heart beat faster, and her pulse was
racing, and she caught herself moaning softly, her hips starting to
grind back against him! He stopped, fortunately, and she felt a
sudden flush of guilt. She shouldn't be acting so horny around
another man! Brad was probably missing her and worrying about
her!

He moved around in front of her and picked up
a small black bottle, then poured it over her head.

“Eyes closed,” he said.

She closed her eyes as she lathered up her
hair. His fingers worked smoothly but unhurriedly, sliding through
her long, blonde hair, massaging her scalp, twisting and mashing
her hair together, then combing it out.

He stopped and she knelt there, blind,
covered in soap and shampoo, waiting.

Waiting.

What was he doing, she wondered anxiously.
She couldn't open her eyes. He'd told her to close them, and
anyway, her face was covered in shampoo and her hair was hanging
all around it. Was he even still in the room? Or was he just
standing there looking at her!?

Then the water came on, and she gulped as it
sprayed down onto her head. His fingers combed through her hair as
he rinsed it off, then the water flowed down her back and up
underneath her. Still, she kept her eyes closed, for that was what
she'd been told.

A moment later a soft towel fell over her
head and wrapped it tight, and he began to towel her off, starting
there, but then working his way down her body until she was merely
damp, rather than wet.

Suddenly, his arms pushed in below hers from
the front, and he leaned in so that she felt her face pressed
against his bare chest!

His hands slid behind her and he pulled her
forward against him. Her breasts flattened against his chest, then
as he lifted her off the raised tub! Her eyes blinked open even as
another rush of heat swept her, her breasts throbbing against his
bare chest!

He set her down before him and shook his
head, frowning.

“Did I tell you to open your eyes, slave
girl?” he asked sternly.

She bit her lower lip and shook her head,
then remembered she had to answer aloud.

“No, sir! I'm sorry, sir!”

He turned her firmly, then shifted her a
little to the side and pushed forward on the back of her neck.

“Bend over.”

Robin cursed herself softly, but obeyed. The
edge of the tub was rather high, which was why there were two steps
leading to it on the side. Not at the corner, however, where she
was.

She felt his foot between hers, forcing them
just a little apart, and her abdomen and groin came down across the
corner of the tub. Something was underneath her there, some sort
of... rolled up washcloth, she thought. It pushed directly against
her groin where she pressed down.

Crack!

She hissed at the first blow.

“Obedience must become instinctive, slave
girl,” he said.

Crack!

She jerked and moaned.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“When told to stand or kneel or sit, you do
that until told to do something else.”

Crack!

She gasped and jerked forward at the sharp
sting of the blow, moaning louder as the hot lines of pain rose
across her bare bottom.

Do you understand, slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped, jerking forward again at
the blow.

“What are you?” he asked.

“I'm Ethan's slave girl, sir!”

Crack!

“And what is the most important thing for a
slave girl to do?”

“To obey her master, sir!”

Crack!

“Ow!” she hissed.

“Physical pain is a good trainer, slave girl,
but it doesn't mean you don't have to set your mind to it, as
well.”

Crack!

“Oww!”

She gasped, jerking forward again, hands
grasping at the hard stone of the tube.

Fortunately, not everything she lay along was
hard, and she noted that the rolled up cloth, if that was what it
was gave a unique sensation through the sharp stinging pain each
time her body jerked forward. At first, she didn't notice, but
then, suddenly... she did.

Crack!

“Ohh!”

“Bad slave girls are punished,” he said.

Crack!

“Ohh!”

Each time he struck her her hips jerked
forward instinctively, and with the corner of the tub projecting
out between her thighs, that made her grind her pussy directly over
the clothe thing, she realized. It didn't really occur to her to
wonder if that was deliberate on his part or not. All she knew, as
her mind swirled and fluttered, was that it felt good – very
good.

It was certainly a glimmer of relief amidst
the harsh heat of her rapidly burning bottom!

Crack!

“Do you wish to be a bad little slave girl?”
he asked.

“No, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

“Then you must learn to obey when given an
order. Isn't that right?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Ohhhh!”

Tears were filling her eyes as her bottom
flamed! Each blow of his short, thin flexible rod sent a jagged
burst of stinging pain through her bottom, and left a line of
throbbing flame behind!

Her lower lip quivered and she hissed and
moaned at another blow, then another. But that was it, and he
gripped her damp, tangled hair, pulling her roughly upright so she
cried out in surprised pain, stumbling a little before he caught
her. He turned her around and then caught her face between his
hands.

“Are you going to be a good slave girl,
Robin?”

“Y-Yes, sir!' she sniffled.

He pulled her forward, and then kissed her
cheek softly, then her forehead, startling her. He drew back a
little, then produced tissues and dabbed her eyes before pressing
them against her nose.

“Blow,” he said.

She did so, and he threw the tissue away,
then kissed her gently on the lips before pulling back. He drew the
confused girl across the room and stood her before the big mirror,
then brushed her hair out and used a blow dryer on it. She bit her
lower lip to stop herself making any 'suggestions' but he didn't
seem to be intending to do anything but dry it. She might or might
not be able to style it later.

He was so strange! He never seemed to get mad
at her, and didn't yell or scream or call her names. He smacked her
bottom with precise movements, as if doing a chore, as if teaching
her.

As if she were a slave girl, she thought, a
trifle breathlessly.

“Bend over, slave girl.”

She bent over the counter, and he slid those
dildos into her once more, placing them high and deep inside her so
they ached. His fingers caressed her clitoris as he worked the one
up into her pussy, and Robin felt herself very quickly becoming
more breathless and feeling a throbbing heat spreading through
her!

He left the room, however, leaving her in
that position for several minutes. When he came back he was wearing
a white button-down shirt with short sleeves, and carrying the
collar and metal bands he'd put on her the other day.

He placed the metal collar around her throat
once more, kissing her on the forehead again as he did it, then
placed the metal bands around her wrists and ankles. He drew her
wrists back together behind her, and did something so the metal
bands locked together, then attached a leash to the ring at the
front of the collar and led her out of the room, up the corridor
and eventually, into a dining room.

Like every other room she'd seen it was
largely lacking in color, and done in a very modern style. The
ceiling and carpet were white. The chairs and table were of a very
dark wood, though the chairs were padded with white seats and
backs.

A long, double row of square white glass
lights lit the room brightly enough, as did the huge picture window
on the side

It was a table for twelve, and he sat, of
course, on one end, guiding her to kneel next to his chair.

“Knees apart, back straight,” he ordered.

She gulped and took her place as
directed.

And then Veronique came in! She was wearing a
short gray skirt and a lovely peach colored blouse, her hair done
perfectly as she greeted Ethan.

“And how our slave girl doing this morning?”
she asked, looking in amusement at Robin.

“Fine, miss,” Robin said, blushing and
wanting desperately to drop her eyes.

“We've much more to teach you today, little
slave girl,” Veronique said, taking her chair at the end of the
table.

Alfred arrived, pushing a tray! Robin blushed
even harder, though the man ignored her as he set plates and bowls
on the table before Ethan.

“Good morning, sir,” he said. “It's lovely
outside.”

“Good morning, Alfred. Yes, it is.”

He pushed the tray along the table to where
Veronique sat.

“Good morning, Miss Veronique,” he said.

“Good morning, Alfred,” she replied.

Robin half feared he would set a tray down on
the floor for her, but thankfully, he left without paying her any
further attention.

Unfortunately, it appeared she was going to
be eating from Ethan's hand. That wasn't terribly bad. In fact, she
wouldn't really have minded it had Veronique not been there.
Kneeling naked while taking food from Ethan's fingers while Robin
sat ladylike at the table, fully clothed, and used her silverware
properly was a terribly degrading feeling!

And it got worse when she had to rise on her
knees and make her awkward way down the table to kneel next to
Veronique and take food from her hands and fingers too!

After breakfast, Ethan led her away by leash
again, taking her to the bathroom, and then brushing her teeth
before bringing her to the gym once again. There she went through
the positions he'd taught her the previous day, including laying on
her back and raising her legs straight, then spreading them slowly
to the sides, as wide as she could.

Afterward, he turned her over to Veronique,
who had her practice deep throating with the dildo again, and
giving lap dances, and then riding the mannequin.

That was... difficult, for a soft, shimmering
sexual heat had crept over her since Ethan had bathed her. And it
had never really left. Despite how uneasy she was about Veronique,
when she straddled the mannequin and began to ride up and down on
its 'cock' she came very close to having an orgasm!

And wouldn't that have been
mortifying!?

Fortunately, she was able to resist it, and
then move on to walking back and forth, then crawling back and
forth while Veronique critiqued her. Then it was back to the dining
room, this time to sit down before a prepared place as the French
girl explained each of the multiple forks and spoons and knives
there, and exactly what it was to be used for.

That, at least, was encouraging, since it
suggested she would, at some point, be allowed to eat at the table
like a normal person!

But not this day. This day was for drumming
it into her head she was not a normal person. She was a slave girl.
And slave girls did what they were told. Whether they liked it or
not.

She was already tired from lack of sleep, but
Veronique kept her moving constantly. There was more exercise, much
faster paced than with Ethan, then she was led to a small room with
half a dozen large, overstuffed leather chairs facing, of all
things, a stripper pole!

She was fairly confident here, at least, but
Veronique soon dissuaded her.

“Don't be in such a hurry, slave girl,” she
said. “This is not a three minute routine. You have much more
time.”

And for the first time, she removed her own
clothes, and Robin blushed a bit as she noted her slim, but lithe
body. Then the girl threw herself at the pole and lifted herself up
easily, rising high along the pole, then using her thighs to clutch
it as she bent backwards and upside down! She caught the lower pole
with her hands and arched her back, slowly turning around and
around the pole as she slid down its length!

When she reached the bottom she slid like a
snake across the floor, then, her legs still wrapped around the
pole, she put her hands against the floor and raised her lower
torso up, pushing herself backwards onto the pole and up it until
she was clinging upside down to it!

She managed to sit up and pull herself
completely upright on it, grabbing the pole over her head, then
letting her body unfold, her legs sliding down the pole as she
ground herself erotically against it. Then she grasped the pole,
high and low, and her legs rose up and out until she was clutching
the pole while her body was horizontal!

She dropped down and gave Robin a look, and
the blonde girl felt her confidence in her own stripping abilities
fall away.

“You will exercise these arms and you will
learn, and you will be just as good as me,” the woman said.

All of which was exhausting!

She ate lunch and then dinner just as she had
had breakfast, kneeling naked, taking food from their hands. For
dinner, they had dressed up – though not Robin, of course. Ethan
was wearing a fine dark silk three piece suit while Veronique had
worn a shimmering green gown. Their lovely clothes made Robin feel
even more naked as she crawled back and forth between them, taking
food from their fingers.

Then a bowl of milk was set for her on the
floor in the corner, and she had to kneel, pressed pressed against
the floor, her bottom raised high, her knees apart, and drink
directly from the bowl, feeling the heat in her face as she
imagined them watching her from behind, seeing her swollen sex lips
clutched tight around the dildo, and the other one protruding from
her bottom.

Then came the evening.

As used to as she was to being naked, their
formal dress only accentuated how naked she was, and how much...
lower... she was than them. But to make it even more clear, as they
left the table she was required to accompany them, crawling along
behind them.

They chatted as they moved through the
luxurious boat, and then out onto the rear deck. The rear of the
ship had several decks. Lower decks were stepped back from those
above them so they could still have direct sunlight.

The rear deck Robin crawled out onto was a
more intimate affair than the swimming pool deck above. The chairs
were bright and cheery looking wicker with pastel cushions. The
deck was teak, and the view out to sea was beautiful, though it
reminded her how far she was from Brad. She hoped he wasn't too
worried.

“And how is our slave girl's training going?”
Ethan said as he sat down.

“She'll learn, but it takes time,” Veronique
said. “Physically, exercise will certainly tone her up, and I have
no doubt she'll learn how to comport herself properly in refined
company as you desire.”

She crawled over before his chair and he
reached out to grasp her hair in his fist, then pull her up. She
gasped in pain, scrambling to rise while at the same time reaching
up for his hand.

“No,” he said sternly, slapping her bottom.
“Never attempt to restrain me from doing what I want with my
body.”

“I-I'm sorry!” she squeaked.

“Learn to simply go with what is happening,”
he said. “If I'm pulling on your hair, then move in the direction I
am pulling. Never attempt to resist.”

He pulled her up to sit her across his lap,
facing Veronique, and then combed her hair back with his
fingers.

“What do you think of her hair?” he
asked.

“You can do a lot with it. She hasn't ever
dyed it or used strong chemicals so it's nice and soft and
undamaged. I know you like long hair.”

“Yes, but she needs to learn how to style it
for different occasions.”

Veronique nodded. “I can show her.”

Ethan let his finger caress her lower lip,
and Robin eased her lips slightly apart, uneasy because of
Veronique looking on. His finger slid into her mouth, then, and she
closed her lips around it, flushing a bit now as he pumped it
slowly in and out.

“Lick,” he said softly.

She licked at his finger, sucking a bit, as
well, not looking at Veronique and wishing she would be somewhere
else.

Even pulled his finger free and then slid his
hand down between her legs.

“Legs apart. Always legs apart,” Veronique
said sternly.

Flushing more, Robin obeyed, flinching a bit
with a sudden pulse of sensation as Ethan began to stroke his slick
finger back and forth across her clitoris. The two dildo things
were inside her, of course, which had made sitting down a careful
affair. Right then the base of both of them were pushing down
between his thighs.

“What are you?” Ethan asked.

“I'm Ethan's slave girl,” she said.

He gripped the base of the long, curved dildo
and casually drew it back out of her, inch after glistening inch.
Robin blushed at how obviously moist they were, then gasped as he
thrust it back into her again. He began to pump it in and out,
using short strokes, his thumb resting along the bottom of the
shaft so it would stroke back and forth over her clitoris as he
pumped.

“See if you can get her some clothes, as
well,” he said. “You know what I like. But teach her some style. I
have a feeling her own clothing choices would be somewhat
plebeian.”

“No doubt,” Veronique said with a smile.

“We'll be in San Lucas in a couple of days.
Maybe you girls could go shopping,” he said.

He continued to slowly pump the dildo in and
out, using just the last few inches. That had the nose of the thing
grinding repeatedly against the back wall of her pussy as his thumb
stroked back and forth across her clitoris, and Robin was starting
to feel a throbbing, thrumming wave of heat and sensations flood up
through her belly and into her chest.

Her face was flushed and she was fighting to
control her breathing, mostly because of Veronique, but she felt
herself slowly losing control as the heat flooded her mind and
began to dissolve her inhibitions.

But then Ethan demonstrated that she still
had a number of them left.

“Down onto the deck, slave girl,” he ordered,
sheathing the dildo inside her once more.

He eased her sideways and Robin, heart
thumping, dropped back onto her hands and (sore) knees on the
deck.

“Kneel there,” he said, pointing just to his
right and a couple of feet before him. That put her just about
right between the two of their chairs.

“Now lay back on your back on the deck and
raise your knees,” he said.

Nervous now, she obeyed.

“Spread your legs wide.”

Again she obeyed, but very much aware of
Veronique eying her from the lofty heights of her chair.

“Wider,” he said.

She spread her knees as wide as she could,
until the tendons in her inner thighs began to ache and strain.

“Now put your hands on your lovely
breasts.”

Robin blinked, obeying him.

“Slide them up and down over your breasts.
Squeeze them.”

Robin did as he bade, again, only
self-conscious a bit, and only because of Veronique.

“Now slide your hand down between your legs
and masturbate with the dildo,” he said.

Robin froze, face reddening, but then obeyed,
heart thumping louder now as she gripped the base of the dildo and
drew it slowly out. Embarrassment flooded her as her eyes flicked
up towards Veronique, and so she quickly dropped them, pumping the
dildo slowly in and out.

“Use your other hand to rub your clitoris,”
Veronique said.

Robin gulped, but had little choice but to
obey as the two watched her.

“Raise your bottom up off the deck,” Ethan
said.

Robin lifted her bottom up, breathing heavily
now, rubbing her clitoris with her fingers as she pumped the dildo
wit the other hand.

“Pump the dildo faster,” Veronique said.

Again Robin obeyed, embarrassed and aroused
at once as the two looked down at her there on the deck.

“I want you to say these words aloud,” Ethan
said. “And don't stop saying them until I tell you to. The words
are `I love cock'.”

Robin cringed again emotionally. “I love
cock,” she said in a quivering voice.

“Louder, slave girl,” Veronique ordered.

“I love cock! I love cock! I love cock! I
love cock! I love cock! I love cock! I love cock!”

After a minute she didn't even have to think
about it. The words continued to flow as she rubbed her clitoris,
as she pumped the dildo. But it was all so bizarre, so unreal! She
had done a lot of slutty things in her life. In fact, pretending to
be aroused and rubbing herself wasn't really that unusual for a
stripper.

Doing it with a dildo was different, and
doing it, not on a stage in front of a crowd, but in person with a
couple of people, well, that was different too. But what was really
different was that she really was aroused. She felt an almost heady
sense of freedom, as if she could do anything, however slutty, and
it wouldn't mean anything because she was only obeying them.

She was only a slave girl, after all, Ethan's
slave girl, and she was just doing what he told her!

She moaned, her thighs burning, her legs aching as she held her
hips aloft, as she pumped the dildo and rubbed her clitoris,
feeling warm waves of pleasure and arousal sweeping through her as
they looked on. This was so kinky and wild, she thought, more
elated than embarrassed now. She was still trying to suppress the
gasps and moans she'd otherwise have issued, but the heat was
growing worse, making it harder to care about what Veronique
thought of her.

What really blew her mind and shifted her
thinking radically at the same time was the sudden epiphany that
she wasn't putting on an act, wasn't 'pretending' to masturbate for
an audience. She actually was masturbating! And she was
going to come! She made aroused faces before watchers before, but
she had never pretended to orgasm except for Brad, because it
pleased him.

Her chest rose and fell more rapidly as she
gulped in air, her hips grinding, rising up and down as she thrust
the dildo home harder and faster, her fingers stroking rapidly
across her clitoris as the 'act' faded into the reality.

“Stop,” Ethan ordered.

She kept rubbing, kept pumping.

“Stop!” he ordered, raising his voice.
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Robin halted, gasping, her eyes blinking at
him in confusion.

“Onto your knees again, slave.”

Robin moaned softly, then eased herself up –
carefully, given the dildo sticking out of her bottom, and then
onto her knees.

“Move over to Veronique,” he ordered.

She looked at him in confusion, then at
Veronique, as she slid her green gown up, baring her legs, then up
further still, drawing it together around her waist as she spread
her legs.

Robin felt her heart sinking, but not nearly
as much as it usually did when she knew she was going to have to
perform oral sex on a woman. She was aroused, this time, and she
suddenly realized, she never had been before. She crawled in
between the woman's legs, leaning forward as Veronique slid her
fingers through her hair, then pulled down on her head.

The French girl was not wearing any lingerie,
and was as naked between the legs as Robin. Robin slid her hands
along the woman's inner thighs, her nipples tingling as they rubbed
down against the cushion as she brought her tongue to bear on the
woman's clitoris.

“No, no, slave girl,” Veronique said,
tightening her grip on her hair and pulling sharply back. “You do
not start at the main course. What have I taught you?”

“Maybe you could show her,” Ethan said.

“Very well,” Veronique said.

She pushed Robin back, and the blonde girl
looked at Ethan, a bit startled, as the two shifted places – sort
of.

“I do not want your interference, slave
girl,” Veronique said with a frown. “Simply observe and learn.”

By then, Robin was slumped back on the chair.
Her arms were drawn up and over the top, then down the back, the
metal restraints locked tightly to something back there. Her legs
were spread up, draped across the arms of the chair, her ankle
restraints locked down to something below the sides so that she
couldn't really move much.

But she could watch as Veronique put a
cushion on the floor, then knelt before her, watch and feel, as the
woman's tongue slid delicately along her inner thigh, the tip
lightly caressing the edge of her sex, tracing the line up and
down, first on one side, then the other.

As she did so, her hands were caressing
Robin's thighs, then moving up along her belly to massage her
breasts.

Her tongue circled Robin's already swollen
clitoris as her fingers rolled her nipples, then she kissed it
softly, letting her full, moist lips press down, then squeeze as
she sucked lightly, briefly, before moving downward. She drew the
dildo out of Robin's body and set it aside. Her tongue pushed in
between the lips of her sex and slid downward, tracing up and down,
then finding her opening and twisting lightly in the mouth of her
sex... then deeper.

Robin gasped as the woman's tongue thrust
into her. At the same time, her nose was rubbing against her
clitoris, by accident or design! She felt her heart beating faster
once more, her breathing becoming more ragged. She looked up at the
sky, at the sun moving down towards the water, and felt another
sense of unreality that she was on a yacht God knows where, chained
up and being pleasured!

She gasped as the woman's tongue slid up and
out, stroking up and down along the line of her sex once more, then
up to circle her clitoris again. Then the woman's mouth moved up
off her sex entirely as she rained a light series of kisses along
Robin's abdomen and belly, working her way slowly upward until her
lips were over her left nipple.

Her fingers, meanwhile, were lightly brushing
her clitoris, and then pushing inside her, pumping in and out as
the woman began to suck on her nipple. Her mouth widened, her teeth
digging into her soft flesh just at the edge of pain as her fingers
rotated inside her and her thumb began to stroke across Robin's
clitoris.

As uneasy as she always was with woman, Robin
was inundated with hot rushing bursts of sensation and pleasure, of
heat and excitement, especially since Ethan was looking on only a
few feet away. Her breathing became more ragged, and her hips began
to grind helplessly up at the Frenchwoman as her fingers pumped
faster, her mouth sucked and chewed and licked and...,

And then she came, arching her back, head
rolling from side to side as her hips bucked convulsively up
against the woman's fingers. It was so... glorious! She felt her
mind flooded with pleasure, reveling in it as she gave herself
completely to the heat and wonder of the climax, her body flaring
with the release of the built-up sexual tension and heat.

But Veronique was far from finished. She slid
higher, her fingers sliding through Robin's hair, then jerking her
head back as she kissed her. The kiss seemed to go on forever! And
it was … so many different kinds of kisses! It was soft and tender,
moist and delicate, rough and hungry, changing every few
seconds.

At the same time, the woman's fingers were
still pumping inside her, more than before, she thought, three
perhaps. She ached, but in a wild, dark, heady way. And then the
woman worked her way back down her body, her tongue flicking out at
Robin's swollen clitoris. Her lips closed against it and she sucked
rhythmically.

As Robin's hips began to roll up against her
she started to lick her clitoris with hard, fast motions, letting
her lower lips press up against her tongue so that the pressure
against her clitoris was redoubled.

Robin gasped and moaned and whined as the
intensity of the sexual heat grew more and more powerful, and then
another orgasm, even more explosive than the first, tore through
her, and she cried out as her body convulsed, as she strained and
jerked spastically against the restraints, as her mind was battered
by the force of the pleasure sweeping over her.

But then it was her turn, and the positions
were reversed. Of course, Veronique was not restrained in any way,
nor did she have any big dildos inside her. But Robin began to lick
and kiss her as she had been shown, rather less reserved than she
had been now, and still finding herself both excited and aroused as
she licked at the French girl's body.

The oral sex Veronique had shown her had been
something of a revelation. People had licked her pussy before, but
never like that! The guys, well, if they did it, they did it in a
cursory manner, and never for long. The women, and there had been
several, might have been better, but she hadn't really been at all
comfortable with them, and had lain there stiffly, rolling her eyes
anxiously towards Brad as she endured the sex.

But what had happened with Veronique was a
startling revelation of what oral sex could be! Even with a woman!
And it made her want to reciprocate, to make Veronique come as
well, to impress both her and Ethan.

But while Veronique had wanted no
interference while she performed on Robin, Robin got plenty of it,
in the form of sharp corrections to how fast, how hard, how deep
she was licking and touching the French girl. She flushed at each
correction, because she wanted to show she was learning – for
Ethan. She kept rolling her eyes towards him, wondering if he was
going to fuck her now.

And wishing he would!

She succeeded in making Veronique come,
however, unless the French girl was faking it, and felt a flush of
victory, of conquest, hoping Ethan was pleased with her.

“Very good, slave girl,” he said, reaching
out to run his fingers through her hair.

Robin smiled tentatively and flushed with
pleasure.

“Now Veronique and I are going to withdraw
for a short time. But we'll make sure you're … not bored out here
by yourself.”

*

Robin groaned dazedly, staring at the setting
sun and gulping in air. She was drenched with sweat, and her
insides ached!

She sat, or rather, perched, on her tail on
the deck. There was a vertical post behind her back, with a
horizontal post at the top. Her wrists were locked together behind
the vertical post, and her ankles had been lifted up and back and
locked to the opposite ends of the horizontal post. The dildo was
in her bottom, and Ethan had shoved a new, thicker dildo into her
pussy.

This one was slightly curved, like the last,
stretched her wider, and had a short, vibrating tongue near the
base, right over her clitoris. A thin strap attached to the sides
of the vertical post held the vibrator tightly pressed against
her.

Veronique had commented on her tongue, much
as that Black woman had what felt like eons ago, and the need to
stretch it. So she had attached a clip to her tongue which had
ached, at first, and still did, in a dull sort of way. The clip was
attached to a short chain which split into two, and each of the two
chains ended in a clip biting into her nipples.

Those had ached fiercely at first, too. They
still throbbed hotly.

But her insides ached more, from muscle
spasms. She had come repeatedly, astonishing herself, gurgling and
moaning and jerking and straining against the bonds as the
sensations had torn through her. And it had not taken long to
discover that jerking her tongue against the chains, thus making
her nipples tingle and burn repeatedly, accentuated the strength of
those orgasms.

Before being 'bought' by Ethan, Robin had
never come more than once before in her life. It was the climax,
after all. Didn't that mean that was the end? She never came from
someone inside her, only from masturbation, really, so once she
came... well, that was it. Nor did she have a lot of experience
with vibrators.

Now she had no choice in the matter, and
writhed in the grip of an endless rush of often overpowering
sensations! Each orgasm seemed more intense than the previous, and
came with less time between!

She had lost track of time. At some point she
had lost track of who she was, of everything but the raging heat
within her as the intensity of the orgasms had made her scream and
thrash violently.

Her nipples and tongue burned, but that only
mattered in between the orgasms, and however much she resolved to
not do it, once the swelling sensations of pleasure began to sweep
through her she cast aside that resolve and began to jerk on her
tongue, repeatedly tugging at the clips biting into her
nipples!

By the time Ethan finally came for her she
was praying the vibrator would run out of batteries, because she
couldn't take the orgasms any more! They were driving her out of
her mind!

*

She woke up in a cage.

It wasn't an iron barred cage. The bars were
pencil thin and looked made of gold. The cage was round, about four
feet in diameter, and just about as high, though the walls curved
in like a bird cage above her. She lay on a soft cushion with a
furry cover, but there was nothing to draw over her body.

She was in a bedroom, the most beautiful
bedroom she had ever seen. The floor was covered in a thick,
eggshell colored carpet, with large swirls of beige. The wall to
her left was a very light oak, with three long windows looking out
onto the sea. The walls on her right was mainly covered by four
beautiful sliding doors for what she presumed were closets.

The doors were framed in dark, shining wood,
and accentuated with more around the silver handles, but were
mainly of thin oak panels. The bed was between them, large, of
course, with a mirror above it and at its head, with huge modern
crystal sconces on the walls above the side tables. A wooden
cabinet sat at its foot, and there was a door to the left of the
head giving into a private bath.

The cage sat beyond the foot of the bed, near
the door, but she preferred to look at the rest of the room and
imagine it was hers – because Ethan had told her it would be! Robin
had never seen a bedroom so beautiful, let alone had one like it
for her own.

In fact, she hadn't had her own bedroom since
she was a girl, and that had been nothing to remark upon.

Everything in this room... gleamed in the
soft light given off by the pot lights running down both sides, and
she felt an avarice desire for it all to be hers!

For the first time, Robin really began to
consider what it would be like if she stayed here, with Ethan. He
seemed like a very nice man, though stern. He was handsome, and
treated her well. Even his punishments were at least soon over and
forgotten, and left no marks, no bruises behind.

Nor did he deliver them in anger. He didn't
yell and curse and call her names as he punished her, like Brad
had, like Mark before him, like the numerous others before them. He
didn't mock her at other times, or sneer at her, or make jokes at
her expense, or tell her how stupid she was. It was bizarre, but as
much as he made her crawl and obey and be a 'slave girl' Ethan
treated her, in a weird way, with more respect than any of her
boyfriends had!

Sure, she was a sex toy, but she had been a
sex toy to men for a very long time. Perhaps this one had
unforeseen benefits.

Comparing Ethan and Brad in her mind puzzled
her. She was trying to find ways in which Brad was better, and
failing. What she was starting to consider was that she stayed with
Brad mostly because, well, he made decisions for her, and he was...
there. She had relied on him to take care of her, but he had never
taken care of her to the degree Ethan was.

He'd had a nasty temper, too, which she'd
often had to walk delicately around. She had to watch herself with
Ethan, too, but in a much more predictable way. As long as she did
as she was told, she need have no worries. That wasn't the case
with Brad. Something which he was fine with one day might piss him
off the next, and get her slapped hard in the head.

Okay, so Ethan had put her in a cage. But it
was an awfully comfortable cage. And in an odd way, she found the
bars not so much restraining but almost reassuring, as if she was
safe in here.

And then the door opened and Ethan was there.
She rose up on all fours, smiling hesitantly.

“Good morning, slave girl,” he said.

“Good morning, sir!”

He opened the door and she crawled out. He
attached the leash to her collar, and then led her crawling up the
corridor, and then into the bathroom. She cringed a bit at what was
coming, but not as much as she would have expected.

He had seen... so much of her yesterday, from
early morning to late at night.

Now she peed while he watched, had her enema,
then crawled into the tub for him to wash her. As with yesterday,
the feel of his soapy fingers massaging her breasts, and caressing
her pussy made her body thrum with arousal. But it was much worse
today, for some reason. Was her body more... sensitive than it had
been?

With the dildos inside her and her pussy
thrumming hotly around it, she crawled to breakfast, and this time
her wrists were not locked behind her back. She was still left on
the floor, though, but was able to crawl back and forth between him
and Veronique much more easily now to accept food from their
fingers. The food, she noticed, tasted awfully good.

Not like the motel food and Macdonalds stuff
she and Brad usually had.

After that Veronique had done pretty much
what that awful Black woman had suggested, and hung a weight from
Robin's tongue ring. It forced her tongue over her lower lip, and
had a distressing tendency to make her drool if she wasn't careful.
Robin wasn't happy with it, but Veronique quite literally just
stuck her tongue out at her.

“When you can push your tongue out as far as
I can, then the weight comes off,” she had said.

She did her exercises and stretches in the
gym, only this time Ethan only observed while he worked out himself
on the machines. Veronique put her through her paces, and the quick
ups and downs, twists and changes had her gasping, breathless,
sweating and collapsed on the rug as Ethan jogged comfortably on a
treadmill.

Then it was off to, of all things, a
computer. She knelt on the floor as Veronique took them through
some on-line clothing stores and asked her to pick the clothes she
liked.

And then told her why those clothes were
wrong for her, why they were the wrong shade, or the wrong shape,
or gave the wrong impression.

“You do not ever want to be seen as a cheap
slut,” Veronique said. “You are a slut, of course, but you do not
wish to be seen as one. Your clothes should be sexy, not slutty.
You tease, rather than expose. You select clothing which
accentuates your figure, and gives the proper impression.”

She put her finger on the leather mini
Veronique had selected.

“The only girls who can wear these and look
good are girls who can look sleek and aloof. Otherwise, you simply
look like a slut. And you, little slave, cannot yet look sleek an
aloof.”

Instead she showed her different dresses in
different fabrics. Some of these dresses seemed pretty revealing to
Robin, but she did often catch the differences, however subtle they
were. Certainly they weren't the sort of dresses the girls wore at
the strip club, or on the streets outside.

She had to walk back and forth in stilettos,
keeping her back straight always, her head up, her shoulders back.
She had to crawl, as Veronique critiqued how.

“More grace, more fluid movement,” the French
girl snapped, cracking a short switch across the blonde girl's
bottom to accentuate her words.

She ate lunch as she did breakfast, then
spent much of the afternoon with Veronique teaching her hair
styling and how to subtly apply makeup.

“Except when you don't want it subtle,” she
said. “But you are not ready to play the vamp yet.”

There was more exercise, more of those
frantic stretching and twisting and positioning to instantly obey
her orders. Robin was aching all over from the last few days of
exercise!

After that, there was more deep throating
practice, more dance practice, and then a shower – with
Veronique.

“Learn to kiss,” the woman said.

The water poured down on them as she pressed
her own naked body against Robin, her hands behind her, stroking up
and down, and she kissed her for long, long minutes, doing nothing
else.

Yet despite that, and despite the fact she
didn't really like women, Robin found herself breathing very deeply
by the time the French girl drew back. And she wasn't reluctant
when Veronique pushed down on her shoulders.

“On your knees, slave girl,” the French woman
said.

Robin wasn't exactly eager, but, something
not far short of it, as she gripped the woman's hips and began to
lick her. And Veronique didn't even have to correct her much before
climaxing.

At dinner she was given the high heels to
wear, and it was her task to serve dinner to the two of them, which
she did nervously, and blushing hotly, for Alfred stood behind her,
teaching and guiding her in how to serve properly.

Once again, she was self-conscious, for
though she'd been seen naked by men many a time, she hadn't had
dildos protruding from her pussy and back opening, nor a weight
dangling from her tongue. Nor had the audience known what sort of
kinky, perverse things she did.

She served on her feet, on her heels, but in
between she knelt, waiting for them to hold a hand down, or snap
fingers, so she could lick something out of their fingers. And
Alfred watched!

After dinner they watched a movie. Robin
spent half of it on the floor, and half of it either in or across
Ethan's or Veronique's lap, where they would alternately tease and
torment her, pinching and twisting her nipples, stroking and
caressing them, fingering her clitoris, pumping the dildos, and
generally making her gasp, moan and breath faster and faster.

And then came late evening.

She had thought the bedroom with the cage was
luxurious. Now she finally saw Ethan's!

His bedroom was three or four times bigger!
It was all gleaming mahogany with white accents. An entire
semi-circle of windows looked out onto the bow of the ship and the
waves beyond. The area around the bed was elevated, with tall,
narrow carved wooden columns near the foot of the bed.

And, with a ball-gag filling her mouth, Robin
was stood between those columns, her wrists chained up and out to
either side, her ankles similarly chained apart.

And on the bed was Ethan... and
Veronique.

She watched as Veronique slowly nibbled her
way down his chest, opening the buttons of his shirt, raining
butterfly kisses down his chest, taking her time, licking and
sucking his nipples. She eased his shirt all the way open, half
laying across him, naked, her hands gently caressing his flesh.

It took a while to get to his trousers. She
took her time, her hand caressing him through his trousers, then
inside them, before she slowly undid them and eased them off,
leaving him in black boxer shorts.

She let her naked body rub sensuously against
him, her breasts pillowed against his chest, her groin rubbing
against the growing bulge in his boxer shorts. She straddled him,
their mouths locked together as Robin watched, the gag filling her
mouth.

She was starting to feel... jealous. She
wanted to be the one straddling Ethan, grinding herself against
him, kissing him. And when Veronique slowly slid down his body and
then began mouthing him through his shorts her eyes began to widen
at just how much they bulged.

Then Veronique drew his shorts down with her
teeth and Robin gasped into the gag, for Ethan was... big! He was
almost enormous! He sprang up erect, with Veronique licking at his
balls, then turning her head sideways to mouth the base of his
shaft, and Robin stared, transfixed, at the long, gleaming,
throbbing length of him, and how thick he was!

It was a daunting, intimidating sight on the
one hand, but her pussy squeezed down hungrily on the dildo inside
her as she stared, as she watched, as her breathing became faster
and her stomach fluttered.

By the time Ethan was completely naked and
laying on the bed Robin was feeling a deep, all-encompassing
hunger! She wanted to jump onto the bed and throw Veronique off,
then take her place!

That was when Veronique slipped out of bed
and sauntered up to the blonde girl. She smiled in a feral sort of
way, and then bent over, her mouth taking in Robin's throbbing
right nipple, her hands caressing her body.

Robin moaned, staring down at her, then at a
naked Ethan, who watched.

Veronique sank to her knees before her, her
tongue licking at Robin's clitoris as she pumped the dildo slowly
in and out, and Robin moaned and pulled against the restraints,
heat rolling up her body in waves.

“There's something a slave girl needs to keep
in mind,” Ethan said, still sprawled naked on the bed, his cock
hard and thick. “She will be punished for her mistakes, but
sometimes her master might decide she should be punished simply to
please him.”

Robin raised her eyes from Veronique, looking
at Ethan, but not really understanding. But then Veronique got up
and moved around behind her.

“Sometimes the view of a beautiful slave girl
being whipped, for example, can be an erotic and arousing thing,”
Ethan said. “Watching her lovely body writhing and twisting as she
futilely attempts to escape the pain can be... exciting.”

She heard a noise and jerked her head around
to see Veronique standing to the side, examining a … whip. Robin's
eyes widened and when the French girl looked up, she smirked at
her. Robin jerked her eyes back around towards Ethan, wanting to
protest, but with the gag in her mouth there was little she could
do but plead with her eyes.

“Of course you must be whipped,” he said.
“You're a slave girl, after all.”
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And that was when the whip hit her! She
caught the movement out of the corner of her eye, the soft, sharp
sound of the whip cutting through the air, and then felt the impact
as it struck her back! She squealed into the gag, jerking violently
against the restraints at the sharp sting across her lower
back!

Her heart beat faster, and she jerked her
head around, trying to see Veronique, to watch her, but there was
nothing she could really do to brace herself as the whip swung
forward again, this time cutting across her bottom!

It... stung!

But, she found, that was all. It was not the
incredible pain she had at first feared. But it did sting! She
gasped and yelped and moaned as the whip snapped down diagonally
across her back, then horizontally across her lower back, then
again, across her buttocks. Each stinging blow made her twist and
writhe, but while they hurt, well, they didn't hurt so very badly
as all that...

Or perhaps it was the pulsing heat of her own
sexual arousal shielding her from the worst of the pain, or
twisting it into something just as dark, but with a glittering edge
to it that tightened her chest still further.

“Sex slave!” Veronique taunted her, sweeping
the whip down across her back again.

Sex slave! What a shocking, wicked, nasty,
incredibly hot idea, Robin thought dazedly.

Of course, it was absurd... wasn't it?

Crack! The whip cut across the middle
of her back.

Crack! It snapped across her upper
back.

Crack! She squealed, driven up and
forward as it cut across the underside of her buttocks.

Crack! It fell diagonally across her
back, throwing her forward again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The whip's sharp biting impact made her twist
and writhe, just as Ethan had said, and left her skin feeling hot
and tender.

But it had an even more profound impact on
her mind.

Robin had been toying with the idea of being
a slave girl, of being Ethan's collared sex slave – though they
usually didn't call her that, and finding the idea darkly arousing,
if absurd. She was confused by the fundamental difference between
how ridiculous the thought was, and the reality that she was a
naked, collared girl who slept in a cage.

But that was only temporary!

So she had instead begun to think of this as
a nasty, wickedly exciting sort of sex game, just longer lasting
and more depraved than any of the others she'd experienced before.
And in that game she played a 'role' like an actress. She had found
herself slipping more and more easily into that role, for it was
deliciously exciting.

The more her inhibitions faded before Ethan,
and also Veronique, the more exciting she had found the role, the
game. And so she had embraced the idea, if only for fun, that she
was a slave girl. Of course, it was just temporary...

But within that role, well, Ethan was
correct, of course. Slave girls could be tormented for their
master's pleasure. That was a dark, wicked thought, which should
not have caused her any excitement, only fear. Yet her arousal and
the role she had adopted gave it a different sense entirely. It
served to reinforce the idea she was his slave girl.

For real!

And since she had started pondering whether
or not it would be a big improvement having Ethan 'taking care of
her' instead of Brad, she had been finding that notion rather more
exciting than perhaps she would have once expected.

And the whip didn't really hurt! Not really!
It certainly was better than getting punched or kicked, or even
slapped in the face, as Brad had done often enough!

And it contained a dark, shimmering sexuality
which left her breathless!

This was all so wild, so unbelievable, so
wicked and darkly thrilling!

Of course, it also hurt, but that didn't seem
to mean that much. Pain was heat, after all, and her body was
already flaming with the heat of arousal, flushed with desire, and
crackling with excitement!

And now she felt herself slip fully into the
role of the slave girl, of Ethan's sex slave, and a wild churning
wall of wicked excitement swept around her as the whip landed
again!

She arched her back, crying out, twisting,
moaning, knowing his eyes were on her! Her own eyes rolled and
jerked, but always returned to that spear of flesh thrust up from
his groin! It was so thick and hard and long! She felt an almost
obsessive need to have it inside her!

She cried out as Veronique stepped in close
and yanked back on her hair.

“Nasty girl,” she purred into her ear.

Her hand slid around the trembling blonde
girl's waist and slid down between her legs, fingering her
clitoris.

“You want his cock inside you! Don't you,
slave girl!?”

She moaned helplessly, writhing against her, the intensity of the
sexual pressure inside her making her skull ache!

Veronique stepped back, and the whip sliced
through the air again, cracking down across Robin's back and
buttocks, then curling around her hip to snap at her breasts. At
first she squealed wildly, eyes going wide at the unexpected aim!
But then a flood of dark, thrilling heat swept through her at how
outrageous it was to be whipped there!

The whip curled around her ribs again and
again, and Robin cried out repeatedly, twisting and arching, her
nipples like rocks, pulsing and burning! The whip sliced downwards
across her hips, at her pussy and inner thighs, and her cries
became even louder!

Then her hair was yanked back again.

“You want his cock, don't you, sex slave?”
Veronique growled.

And she did! Frantically!

Suddenly, the chains were unclipped from her
ankle restraints. Veronique reached up and removed the chains from
her wrist restraints, as well, grasping her arm as she
staggered.

Ethan sat up in bed, back propped now against
the tall, leather covered headboard.

“You will go and present yourself to him as a
sex slave should whens he wants her master's attention,” Veronique
said into her ear as she fastened the metal restraints together
behind her back.

She gave her a little push, and Robin
stumbled against the edge of the bed, catching herself in the
mattress, and then.. then she crawled on her belly into the bed.
She looked up at Ethan waiting there, and crawled forward,
trembling with heat. She moaned as she got near, as she crawled
between his legs.

She was still gagged, but if they'd wanted
her ungagged they would have done it, so that wasn't what she was
supposed to do. She moved closer, then rubbed her cheek against his
inner thigh, moaning. At first, she didn't know what to do
next.

And then she recalled Veronique's words. She
should present herself to him. She had used those words often
enough before! Robin turned around and raised her bottom high, then
eased her legs to the sides.

For long seconds, she simply knelt there with
bated breath, wondering if she'd guessed right, or if he would even
be interested in her given the sexy things Veronique had been doing
for him. But then she felt his movements behind her. Her pulsed
raced, and she moaned again as his hands moved over her bottom.

One of them slid below to finger her
clitoris, then grasped the dildo and pulled it free. She felt...
vacant... empty! And it was an emptiness that desperately wanted to
be filled!

Then, for the first time, she felt what had
to be HIM, and not his fingers either! She felt the soft, firm
flesh moving against her, rubbing up and down the line of her
swollen sex, sliding under to caress her clitoris, then back up
once more.

And then it pushed against her. She shuddered
in pleasure, feeling herself being pushed in and spread open...
wider... and still wider! Her excitement rose to the point she
began to physically tremble as she felt the thick girth of him
pushing into her! She groaned as she was stretched wide, but
reveled in the stretching, gulping in air as she felt him sliding
deeper and deeper, achingly deeper, wonderfully deeper!

He filled every inch of her!

She held her position, gulping in air,
trembling, and moaning as his hands moved up and down her body.
Then she felt a new ache as his firm belly pressed against her
buttocks – also pressing against the dildo protruding from her
bottom!

He ground himself against her, and then drew
back. His hands moved down her body then one grasped her hair.

And then he started to work his hips in and
out. He moved slowly at first, but very quickly sped up the pace,
and Robin began to feel a wild, dark thrill that set off tremendous
waves of excitement and pleasure inside her!

Slave girl! She was his slave girl! She was a
sex slave!

And he was using her like one!

The orgasm was more powerful than any she
thought she'd ever had in her life. She fought to keep herself in
position as his hips pounded against her buttocks, as his belly
jammed the anal dildo into her with every thrust, as her muscles
spasmed wildly inside her and the explosive release of sexual
pressures sent her mind reeling!

She had never felt so hot, so scaldingly hot
with sexual hunger, need and excitement. She cried out into the gag
as he yanked back on her hair, her head forced up and back while
his hips continued to pound into her. But even that was nothing but
another flash of sensations amid the storm enveloping her.

He held her head back by the hair, and her
scalp burned as the orgasm tore through her, sexual electricity
crackling through her nervous system. It was so good! It was
soooooooo good! How could anything ever be better! If only it would
go on forever! She clung to that intensity with every fiber of her
being, desperately wanting it to stay, and then moaned miserably as
she felt it beginning to ease.

Shell-shocked, she stared, eyes glassy, at
nothing, gulping in air, her upper body still flat against the
mattress, her hips still held high, her body still shaking as his
hips drove hard against her. He released her hair and her face hit
the mattress as she moaned dazedly. His hands seized her hips,
jerking back as he thrust forward, and her body continued to
rock.

She felt heat and pressure against her back
now, the soft heat of his chest pressing down against her, and the
softer heat of his breath against the back of her neck, the even
softer voice in her ear.

“Slave girl,” his voice growled softly. “Are
you my slave girl, Robin?!”

“Yes, sir” she moaned dazedly, almost
instinctively into the gag.

His hands were forced underneath her chest,
cupping her breasts as his teeth bit into the nape of her neck. His
hips were pressed firmly against her upraised buttocks now as he
ground himself against her. Pleasure and aching pain warred within
her, but the pleasure easily won out. The dildo jammed into her
bottom somehow slid deeper still, and she groaned at the cramps
inside her.

He began to thrust again, slowly, his hips
working the thickness of his shaft in and out of her using long,
smooth strokes even as she felt his teeth and lips and tongue
against the side of her throat. His hands moved over her body,
seemingly everywhere at once.

Robin simply... knelt here, doing nothing.
There was a strange sense of peace in that. She didn't have to
think of what to do or what to say or how to act. She simply had to
maintain her position as he used her. That was a unique thing to
her. Always before, during sex, she was anxious about one thing or
another, most especially whether her partner was happy with what
she was doing.

She didn't have to even think about that now
because all she was supposed to do was kneel in place! And with her
mouth gagged, the only thing left for her mind to do was absorb the
tactile sensations flooding her nervous system from everything he
did to her.

He felt... strange... inside her. The way he
moved, the flesh moving against her own, it felt slick, warm and
wonderful! He was thick but, she thought, exactly the right size!
The nose of his cock jammed against what surely had to be the back
wall of her sex, making her ache with every deep thrust, but it was
a darkly delicious ache!

He wound her hair around his fist and yanked
her head up again, and she cried out at the sudden pain. But then
he held her in place, and she got used to the steady ache in her
scalp as he thrust harder and her body began to rock before
him.

Where was the French girl, she wondered,
realizing suddenly that they were alone.

Alone!

Alone, and he was using her as his slave
girl!

She moaned as she felt herself starting to
float on a warm, bubbling stew of pleasure and satisfaction. This
was so nasty and wicked, so hot and exciting, so kinky and
deliciously wanton! Her body began to heat up again, the heat
building into a pressure that filled her with a kind of sexual
fever, a fever in which nothing else mattered but that hot,
steaming moment of time!

He yanked back on her hair, lifting her up
against him, his hands shifting to her breasts as he bit into the
nape of her neck. Then he dropped her on her face and grasped her
thighs, flipping her onto her back as if she were weightless. He
slid in between her legs, atop her, until his face hovered above
her.

“What pretty eyes you have, slave girl,” he
said softly.

Robin stared back, moaning into the gag.

She cried out then, as one of his hands slid
behind her head and jerked her head up and back, exposing her
throat. His other hand slid in beneath her head, however, and she
felt the buckle holding the gag in place go loose. A moment later
the ball itself was pulled free and she gasped aloud, gulping in
air as his lips moved down from her throat onto her chest.

He let go of her hair and his lips moved down
her body, sucking and chewing at her breasts, then nipping lightly,
his tongue meandering from side to side as he moved down her belly
and abdomen. His hands forced her thighs wide and then his thumbs
spread the lips of her sex as his tongue pushed into her.

Robin shuddered, her hips grinding up
helplessly as his tongue slid up and out of her and then began to
circle and stroke her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

“Please sir,” he said.

“Please, sir!” she gasped.

“Would you like a cock inside you, slave
girl?” he asked in a mild voice.

“Yes, sir! Please, sir!” she moaned.

He slid back up her trembling body, licking,
kissing, nibbling, and paused to grind her nipples between his
teeth as his fingers pushed into her sex and his thumb stroked
across her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh God! Please!” she gasped.

“Please, sir,” he corrected.

“Please, sir!”

He chuckled softly, then drove himself into
her.

Robin groaned helplessly, spreading her legs
as wide as she could, drawing her knees up and back. He gripped her
legs behind the knees and then shoved them back harder, his hands
traveling up the length of each leg to grasp her ankles, then
forcing them back over her head, pressing the backs of her feet
against the mattress as he began to thrust into her.

And it was sooooo good!

She was almost folded in half, her arms still
trapped beneath her, still shackled in place, her feet jammed
against the bed above her head, spread wide. That elevated her hips
but every thrust of his drove him into her and forced her back to
the bed, only to have her hips spring up again to meet the next
stroke!

He held himself above her, arms straight, his
powerful body filling her vision as his hips drove in and out. She
was so folded over she could stare at his shaft moving in and out
of her from only a short distance, stare with glassy eyes and a
sense of delighted sexual heat, moaning and gasping continuously as
he drove himself into her with long, hard, steady thrusts.

And it was glorious!

How had she missed this feeling all her life?
Where had it been? Caught up in the wild tumult of sensations, of
lust and heat and excitement, her thoughts were swept away as
another orgasm howled through her, and she cried out in
unrestrained pleasure as her muscles spasmed in irresistible
overload!

*

Robin wakened in the cage again, yawning and
stretching, inspecting her body. There were no red lines on her any
more, for they had all faded away, leaving her skin as flawless as
ever. She was a bit sore inside, but only a bit.

Ethan had fucked her for.. a long time! She
had never had sex with Brad for that long. But then, sex with Ethan
had very little in common with sex with Brad. For one thing, she
liked sex with Ethan!

A lot!

She felt a sudden pang at the thought of
Brad. He must be crazy worried about her! She needed to get back to
him because... because he'd be worried.

But she felt an unhappiness at the thought of
leaving this, all this, and Ethan, and returning to their motel
room, returning to her topless dancing, returning to whatever scam
and nasty thing Brad thought up next.

And then Ethan was there, and she was smiling
without thinking.

“Good morning, sir!” she said

“Good morning, little bird,” he replied,
opening the cage door.

She crawled out and he snapped the leash to
the back of the collar, then led her to the bathroom for their
morning routine.

Parts of that still embarrassed her, but not
as much. He said she would have nothing to be embarrassed about in
front of him, that he would know every part of her. What a strange
idea! Was that a slave thing or was that a man thing?

There was no sign of Veronique at breakfast,
so she had only to eat from Ethan's fingers.

“Veronique will take you into town today to
get some clothes, little bird,” he said.

She blinked up at him uncertainly.

“Am I to wear clothes... sir?” she asked.

He smiled. “I like you as you are, but
clearly, you have to have clothes. There will be visitors, and we
will be going places. I can't very well have you parading along on
a leash naked if we were to wander around Paris or something, now
could I?”

Robin stared at him, her eyes wide at the
thought of her in Paris!

She took a bit of sausage from his fingers and chewed it while she
let that idea roll through her mind.

You can't go to Paris, a voice said. You have
to run away and find Brad!

She bit her lip unhappily at the voice,
feeling a sense of resentment. Then she felt guilty about her
resentment.

“Are you going to come shopping with us,
sir?” she asked hesitantly.

He snorted. “Shopping for clothes is hardly
an activity which makes my pulse race with excitement, slave
girl.”

“You have beautiful clothes... sir,” she
said.

“I pick them out of a catalog and someone
makes them for me.”

She blinked.

“Perhaps you and I will go shopping for
something later,” he said.

Robin liked that idea!

“What?” she asked.

He looked down at her with a frown.

“What, sir?”

“If I wanted you to know I'd have told
you.”

“Yes, sir,” she sighed.

He frowned at her sharply.

“Tongue out.”

Sitting on her heals, she leaned in and stuck
her tongue out. It could go rather farther now than even a few days
ago. He placed a piece of sausage on it and left it there while she
waited... and waited.

Finally he looked at her again. “Eat.”

She slipped it into her mouth and chewed,
only slightly chastised. She wondered what kind of clothes
Veronique would get for her.

A lot, it turned out. There was the sexy
sequined white swirl gown with the cutaway hip, the light as silk
draping white mini-dress, the long black dress which cut vertically
across her torso, leaving much of her left side and belly bare,
with the slitted skirt on her right hip, and the short, cute dress
with the sheer panels.

Her favorite, though, was the floor length
black gown which left both shoulders and arms bare. It clung to her
from one slim strap across her right shoulder. From that strap,
material flowed down across her right breast, then angled across
towards her left hip. More material angled directly across her
upper chest to cross her left breast, leaving a bit of the inside
bare, the moved down her left side to join the other.

That left a long angled gap down her body
which showed a lot of skin but nothing... wicked. And of course,
where the two joined together at her left hip there was a long slit
in the material which descended to the floor.

There were several more gowns, and a bunch
more light, short dresses. But no pants or blouses. Then they went
shoe shopping, where, no surprise, Veronique favored sexy
stilettos. Robin offered up her own suggestions here and there, but
it was fairly clear that Veronique had her own ideas, and was going
to brush aside those of a mere slave girl.

Robin was just the mannequin who would be
draped in the clothes, after all.

Still, she couldn't really complain. The
woman had fabulous taste!

“So uhm, how did you and Ethan wind up
together?” she asked on their way back to the dock.

Veronique looked at her in surprise then
snorted in amusement.

“Monsieur Stone is among my most prized
clients,” she said.

Robin looked at her in surprise and
confusion.

“You mean – .”

“We are together only when he makes the
request from my service,” she replied.

Robin's jaw dropped. “You're a … a … “

Veronique turned large brown eyes on her.
“Escort? Mais oui, and a handsomely rewarded one, at that.”

Robin stared at her. Here she had been
thinking of the woman as a sleek, sophisticated person and hadn't
the first idea she was a... a call girl!

The thought brought several more. If
Veronique, who had obviously not been born rich, could learn to act
so sophisticated, then so could she! And if Veronique wasn't
Ethan's girlfriend then.. then he didn't have one!

“So... you're not, like... his
girlfriend?”

Veronique laughed. “I would not allow him to
have you if I was.”

“You don't uh... want to be his
girlfriend?”

“I like Ethan very much. But he is far too...
how you say... bossy for me. I would not live with him. He is a man
determined to get his way in all things, determined that he is
right and his judgment is better than others. Usually, he is right,
of course, which is tolerable in an employer but not so much in a
boyfriend. Few women want a boyfriend who is always right, and
knows it,” she said dryly.
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The next day, she went shopping again, only
this time with Ethan, and it was for lingerie. The shop closed
down, leaving just her, the sales girl, and Ethan, sitting
comfortably on a chair while she tried things on in the fitting
room, then performed a fashion show in front of him.

For the most part, he let her pick things
out. But he got final approval. It was very strange, for while she
might once have been embarrassed parading around in a brightly lit
store in slinky, sexy, lacy, silky lingerie, she felt almost
overdressed in front of him!

In fact, being around him off the ship made
her nervous. She had been anxious about making sure she walked
properly as she accompanied him, that she wore the short, coral
colored dress properly, that she spoke properly, and didn't act
like some sort of low class... stripper around other people.

The shop sent the thing back to the ship
while they went for lunch at the type of restaurant she had never
seen before. Everything was plush leather, soft paneled walls, soft
lighting, and waiters in black suits. And the steaks were a far cry
from MacDonalds' burgers!

Because the restaurant was on the far side of
town, and there was a lot of traffic, Ethan had the driver take
them to the airport instead, and Alfred, a man of many talents,
apparently, flew the helicopter over to pick them up.

Robin had never flown in a helicopter before,
and was wide-eyed with both excitement and anxiety. It was far
noisier than she'd expected, but the view was amazing!

The trip left her feeling out of sorts,
however. She had to be so careful the entire time about how she
acted, how she dressed and spoke and walked! She'd worn a very
short skirt, but with no underwear either before or after their
visit to the lingerie shop. In fact, she wore a butt-plug inside
her the entire time!

It all left her feeling nervous, uneasy and
anxious. She was relieved to get back onto the ship and get out of
her clothes, and to put on the collar again. She felt so much more
free in just her skin!

She took a swim on the back deck, for she'd
been sweating in the mid-day Mexican heat, and when Ethan came out
and sat on the long, padded back bench, she swam to the edge and
climbed out, then crawled across the deck, water dripping off her
body, and he let her sip out of his drink.

“Did you enjoy your day-trip, little bird?”
he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “But I like it here
too. It's so much more... relaxing.”

He nodded, putting his drink down and
reaching for a big fluffy towel, motioning her closer. She rose off
her knees and he swept it around her, then drew her up across his
lap. He patted her dry, then let his hands caress her damp body.
Robin found she had not the slightest embarrassment or hesitation,
and spread her legs willingly as his fingers moved over her.

“Are you supposed to like being a slave
girl?” she asked softly.

“I've never much cared what other people
thought about my behavior, or what I liked or didn't like,” he
replied, rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

“But you're rich,” she sighed.

“Yes, but wasn't always. And there's only one
person's opinion you need to worry about, and he likes you being a
slave girl.”

She ran her fingers along his chest,
fingering the buttons down his shirt.

“Would you like me to do anything in
particular for you... sir?” she asked with an almost bashful
smile.

He slid his finger along her lower lip, then
into her mouth, and she closed her lips around it, licking and
sucking gently, bobbing her lips up and down its length. He pushed
her down and off him, and then guided his finger in between his
legs. She took the hint eagerly, unzipping his shorts and drawing
him out, then teasing and licking him, guiding her tongue and lips
up and down his shaft before taking him into her mouth and
swallowing him.

He let his fingers slide through her hair,
then pulled her up off him, up towards him so that the towel fell
away completely and she was straddling him. She guided him
breathlessly against her, then inside. She groaned as she sank
down, feeling a wild sense of exhilaration as she felt him pushing
up deep into her belly.

He was sucking on her breasts, chewing on her
nipples, but then he looked up and she was able to daringly lean in
to kiss him as she impaled herself on his thick cock. She ground
herself against him, the heat rising inside her as she began to
ride him with slow, grinding motions, their lips locked together as
his hands caressed her back and kneaded her breasts.

Robin forgot she was supposed to be his slave
girl, forgot everything in the rush of heat which swept her into
its embrace. Her breathing became ragged as she rode him, her mind
filled with a feverish excitement which crept up over her and was
almost intoxicating in how it affected her mind!

“Oh!” she moaned. “Oh God! Yes! Oh! Ungh!
Ungh! Ungh!”

The feel of him inside her as she moved up
and down was deliciously erotic and exciting! Why, she couldn't
say, and then, abruptly understood. She was aroused, very aroused,
and she'd rarely been aroused at all with other men. Yet, why would
that be so?

And then her thoughts were swept away as he
closed his mouth on the center of her right breast and his teeth
bit into her flesh as his tongue whipped wildly back and forth
across her nipple. She shuddered and cried out, her breast caught
in his mouth, yet she continued to ride him, moaning as she slid
up, overwhelmed with pleasure as she sank down.

The pleasure and desire were so great she
almost cried out in negation as she felt the orgasm approach, for
it signaled the end. Yet before that end her pleasure rocketed
upwards and she cried out in unrestrained pleasure, tearing her
burning breast from his mouth as she arched back, almost falling
over backward before his hands slipped behind her.

Confident in that grip she arched further
back, knees working frantically as she rode up and down with all
her strength, crying out at the impact every time she fell.

He yanked her forward, pulling her over him
so that he could chew and suck on her breasts again, and while one
hand crushed her left breast the other gripped the butt plug in her
bottom and began to pump it slowly in and out. The added sensations
were like gasoline on the fire, and she shuddered and writhed,
crying out as the pleasure threatened to overwhelm her!

Afterward, she got to relax, sitting across
his lap at first, then curled up next to him. It was very...
comfortable, both emotionally and physically. Brad was never much
for physical contact except when he was actually fucking her, she
recalled. Yet now, Ethan seemed content to have her pressed against
him, occasionally reaching over to caress her breasts or belly, or
even finger her clitoris.

“My parents were poor,” he said. “Which is no
big deal, since many are. My problem was we lived in a house in a
nice area – one my grandfather had owned. That meant I went to a
school where most everyone else's parents had money. Being poor is
perfectly acceptable to most people, little bird. It's being poor
while seeing others enjoy their wealth which breeds
discontent.”

“I was poor,” she said uncertainly.

“If you grew up in a mud hut in a village
with no television or electricity, and everyone else lived in mud
huts without television or electricity, you'd have been far more
content, because as far as you knew, that was the way life
was.”

“I suppose,” she said, thinking about it.

“I was not content. I was envious. And as I
got older I felt embarrassed at my discount store clothes and the
poor condition of our house, since my parents couldn't really
afford to maintain it.”

“So that's why you become a
millionaire?”

He smiled tolerantly. “I had a certain drive, and a flexible mind.
I came up with a good idea, and I was determined to make it pay
out, and God help anyone who got in my way. You might say I was
goal-oriented.”

And then Alfred appeared. That made her only
slightly uncomfortable. She was getting used to him now, though,
and at least she wasn't really doing anything degrading. Just kind
of curled up next to Ethan. But then another man came through the
doors, and she stiffened, before forcing herself, through sheer
determination, to show no reaction.

It was probably a test, she realized
instinctively. And he had already told her that her body was his
body and he would show it to anyone he pleased. He'd also made it
clear she was not to hinder him in that display. Besides, while she
flushed at his appearance she was genuinely less self-conscious
about her body now, even less than she'd been after dancing around
on stage in just a thong.

The new man was younger than Alfred but older
than Ethan, and had on a uniform. He would be the captain, she
guessed.

“Ah, Captain Jennings, how is the ship
doing?”

“Very well, Mister Stone,” the captain said
with a pleasant smile.

He clearly noticed her but aside from an
admiring look didn't react. Robin thought that strange, at first,
then wondered just how many naked girls he had found back here.
Certainly Veronique, who evidently had not returned from San Lucas,
was not particularly shy. Had Ethan had other slave girls or just
other prostitutes, she wondered with a sense of jealousy.

“I think we'll head for LA if you please,”
Ethan said.

“Of course, sir.”

“How long to get there?”

“About two days, unless you're in a
hurry.”

“If I'm in a hurry I'll take the
helicopter.”

The captain nodded, gave Robin a final
admiring look, then turned and left.

“We'll need to refuel several times if we
take the helicopter,” Alfred said.

“I don't anticipate doing so,” Ethan
replied.

Alfred nodded and left. Ethan reached over
and gave one of her breasts a squeeze, then got to his feet.

“Come along, little bird,” he said.

Robin scrambled to her feet and followed him,
making sure she kept her shoulders back and walked properly. She
almost felt wrong without stilettos on her feet, but they were bare
as she padded across the deck and inside.

He went through the luxurious room to the
walnut grained bar and she followed.

“Do you know how to make a martini?”

“No. I mean, no sir.”

“Then pay attention. There will be a test
later and your bottom will suffer if you fail to pass.”

She licked her lips but watched intently as
he made a martini, then had her sip from the glass.

“The martinis you make should taste like
this,” he said. “Now you try.”

She moved behind the counter with him and
took the bottle of vermouth from the fridge, opened it and poured
the vermouth into its cap. She poured it into the glass pitcher,
feeling his hand gliding across her bottom as she did. She turned
and got ice cubes, pouring them into the pitcher, his hand now
sliding down her belly, his fingers rubbing gently at her
clitoris.

Was he trying to distract her, she wondered?
If so, he was succeeding, but she was determined to get it
right.

She shook the pitcher to coat the ice cubes
with the vermouth, then upended it, pouring the remnants out before
turning again to get the gin. She hoped she wasn't being rude by
ignoring his hands, or making them rise every time she turned, but
he had set her a task, after all.

She stirred the gin as his fingers slid
slowly up and down her bare back, and through her hair, then down
onto her bottom again. She got the olive and popped it into the
container, then stirred it slowly as his fingers wandered down
between her legs again.

“How is it?” she asked.

He took a sip. “Not bad for an amateur. But
I'm sure you'll get better. “Take a taste of the first one again,
don't swallow. Just swirl it in your mouth and then spit it out and
then take a taste of yours.”

She did as he ordered and she frowned. The
taste was almost the same, but not quite.”

“They taste almost the same.”

“There's a world of difference in that word,”
he said. “The difference between an Olympic gold medalist, and an
also ran is minute, but there, every time. Keep practicing. Don't
worry about wasting the vermouth or gin. We have plenty. And the
ice maker won't complain.”

He left her to practice making martinis while
he wandered off. She worked on it for an hour, more than a little
intimidated by all the martinis she was making and then pouring
away, but as he said, he had plenty, and it wasn't like the cost
would bother him.

Then Alfred came in. She gulped, feeling a
bit self-conscious, but continued working. He came over to the bar
with a raised eyebrow for what she was doing.

“So he's going to trust you to make his
martinis?”

“I guess,” she said.

“Interesting.”

She raised her eyes to his uncertainly.

“He doesn't let just anyone make martinis for
him, you know.”

“It's just a drink.”

He snorted. “Don't say that to him or you'll
get your pretty bottom slapped.”

She flushed again.

“I learned how to make the perfect martini
years ago.”

“And did you get your bottom slapped until
you got it right?” she asked daringly.

“I didn't have a pretty bottom like yours.
People had little interest in touching it. Yours on the other hand,
well.... I imagine men will look for any excuse to get their hands
on it.”

She flushed a bit more.

“Try this,” she said, holding up her
latest.

He took a sip.

“It's okay. Not brilliant, but not something
I'd complain over.”

“What am I don't wrong?”

“For one thing you're stirring too fast. You
need to stir gently in order to let the vermouth coating the ice be
introduced more slowly to the gin.”

She made another drink while he supervised,
stirring more slowly, and then another, as he told her to pour the
vermouth more slowly and swirl it around the container before
introducing the ice. It was a bit strange talking to him and being
instructed by him while being completely naked, save for her
collar, but then she was getting used to things like that.

He left, and she made a final drink,
comparing it to the one Ethan had made. They tasted pretty close.
She brought her drink along as she went in search of him, realizing
it was the first time she'd walked around on her own through the
ship. She began to feel anxious, in case she wandered through the
wrong door and met up with some of the crew, but then she heard
music and headed up a corridor to find him at the end.

It was a games room, with a card table, pool
table and dart boards, as well as some arcade games and pinball
games against the wall. He was playing pool when she came in.

“Got something for me to taste, little
bird?”

“Uhm, yes sir,” she said.

She padded across the thick carpet and handed
him the glass. He took a sip and swirled it around in his mouth,
then swallowed.

“Better,” he said, almost sounding surprised,
which pleased her. “Almost there.”

“Alfred helped explain a few things,” she
confessed.

“Ahh. Yes. Alfred is an interesting man and
has many talents.”

“Like buying slave girls,” she said.

He smiled. “Like that too. Do you play?”

She looked at the pool table and shrugged.
“I've played it, but I'm not very good.”

“You should be. You're a dexterous girl.”

He led her to the wall and selected a pool
cue for her, explaining how she ought to select them herself, then
led her back to the table and had her try it out. That necessitated
leaning over the table of course, which had a reasonably
predictable result. His hand began to caress her bottom. That
didn't terribly displease her, because she felt herself enjoying
the fact she turned him on.

Still...

“It's going to be hard to concentrate with
you touching me,” she said.

“It should be.”

Crack!

“Ow!” she gasped, jumping and rubbing her
bottom.

“You forgot to say sir.”

She pursed her lips, giving him a reproving
look, then turned back to the ball.

“And remember, it's my body,” he said.

She took a shot, then he showed her how to do
it better, which she also liked because it meant him leaning over
her, touching her, his hands on her. She liked that quite a bit, in
fact, and saw to it she leaned over further, spreading her legs
more as she did so, while he stood behind her.

She gasped as she felt a hand on her sex, as
two fingers pushed into her, but she continued to line up a shot
even as his fingers pumped lightly in and out. She hit it properly,
but the seven ball missed the corner.

“Try again,” he said.

She lined up another shot, as he inserted a
third finger inside her, gasping a bit as they stretched her
opening. They pushed in and out slowly as she focused and then took
another shot.

“You're distracting me,” she said.

Crack!

She gasped, but wasn't surprised. In fact,
she'd deliberately not said 'sir' that time.

“On purpose,” she said.

Crack!

“Naughty slave girls get more than
distracted,” he said.

She gulped as she felt the pressure of the
butt plug pulling free of her. Then his three fingers pushed into
her pussy again as his thumb plunged into her bottom. He worked his
fingers and thumb in and out as he leaned over her, telling her to
line up on the twelve ball next.

He stood beside her as he did, and now his
left hand moved in under her hip, his fingers finding her clitoris
and rubbing against it as she tried to concentrate on the shot. She
hit the ball, but it went nowhere near the pocket.

“You're not very good, are you, slave girl,”
he said.

“I'm being distracted by a perve!” she
gulped.

“Are you? Well, I find you distracting, as
well.”

“Good!”

He snorted, then pulled his fingers free of
her and slapped her bottom again.

A moment later he moved behind her and
gripped her hips firmly, jerking them back so suddenly she gasped
unbalanced. She felt a hand against the back of her neck pushing
her down forcefully against the surface of the pool table, and felt
his shoe against her right ankle, jerking it roughly to the
side.

She moaned and felt her heart pounding harder
as his zipper went down. A moment later she felt the hard head of
his cock rubbing up and down against her pussy. She moaned as he
thrust into her, her hands on the table above her as he started to
thrust hard and fast almost at once.

Then, abruptly, he pulled free, and her eyes
widened as she felt him pushing against her back passage instead!
She bit her lip, bracing herself for the pain to come, but there
wasn't any. The butt plug had been in her bottom a lot of late,
that or a dildo, and it had been oiled. Her muscles were relaxed
and her insides slick as his big shaft slid through.

She moaned helplessly anyway, bottom high,
face against the table as she felt his thickness pushing deeper and
deeper. It didn't hurt, which she marveled at, but it she felt
terribly full! And as he pushed even deeper she began to feel some
cramping in her belly.

But even that was no big deal, and she felt a
sense of delight at the absence of real pain even as he grasped her
hair, pulling her head up and back. She grunted as he started to
move in and out, as his thick cock stroked back and forth inside
her, but while she had been sodomized before this felt quite
different.

Then again, her previous boyfriends hadn't
exactly been gentle nor given her much preparation. Nor had she
been in the mood.

And she was definitely in the mood now, as
Ethan's hips began to strike her upraised buttocks and her
breathing became more and more ragged. He was thrusting harder now,
and yet she still felt no pain! A sense of something like elation
passed over her, a sense of amazement in the midst of the heat
already gripping her as she took every inch of his thick, hard cock
and remained wrapped in heat and pleasure!

Then he bent over her and she felt his breath
against her ear, then his lips under her ear. He chewed softly at
her flesh as he buried himself in her, grinding his hips against
her buttocks. One of his hands slid under her raised hips, fingers
finding her clitoris, and she cried out helplessly, the raw pulse
of pleasure setting her mind spinning as he began to thrust
again.

“You have a beautiful ass,” he breathed into
her ear. “Every man whose ever seen it has wanted his cock buried
inside it. Do you know that?”

She moaned weakly, sensations sweeping through her, some of them
quite new, since no one had ever done a very good job of fucking
her back there before.

“Raise that ass, slave girl,” he said. “Keep
your legs wide and straight.”

She moaned but obeyed, gasping as his hips
struck her buttocks, as his cock jammed deep in her bottom with
thundering repetition. She gasped and yelped and whimpered as he
rode her, as his fingers rubbed her clitoris and his mouth sucked
hungrily on the side of her throat.

And then she came, crying out in pleasure,
jerking her hips up and back in wild, frantic motion, her insides
spasming and squeezing and sucking his shaft.

“Oh yes! Fuck!” he gasped. “Fuck! You're so
tight!”

She moaned in pleasure at his pleasure, as
his hips slapped harder against her buttocks, as his cock punched
deep into her belly, awash in heat and pleasure, grinding her
breasts against the soft felt of the table as his fingers rubbed
her clitoris harder, almost painfully hard!

He rose up and back off her, grasping her
hips tightly, then slapping her bottom, slapping it again, and then
again, ramming himself into her as she cried out and moaned and
writhed and rolled her hips back up at him.

Crack! Crack!

He shifted his hands onto her hips again,
yanking them back, ramming himself forward, then slapped her bottom
again, then again, then grabbed her hair, yanking her head up and
back as he bent over her and bit into her throat!

And then with a gurgling moan of pleasure, he
thrust into her with a wild flurry of motion and came inside her,
half collapsing over her back.
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Robin worked very hard at perfecting her
martini making, and practiced her pool, too. She also practiced her
dancing and did her exercises while Ethan was busy in his office
doing whatever billionaires did in their offices.

They arrived in Los Angeles, and she got to
wear the gown she liked the best as he took her to a party. That
was a little nerve wracking, but she walked properly, in a graceful
motion, her head up, and she'd done her hair nicely as well. She
was nervous, afraid someone would realize she was just, well,
Robin, the topless dancer, but she'd taken Veronique's advice to
heart.

Pause before answering any question, first to
give Ethan a chance to answer it for her, or deflect it if he
wanted, second to be sure of what to say. Reveal little about
yourself, Veronique had said. Smile and be mysterious. Act
coquettish, but never seriously flirt with anyone but Ethan.

It seemed to work well enough, but she found
herself getting more and more unhappy as the evening wore along.
Ethan wasn't paying her very much attention, really, but was
falling deep into conversation with a series of men, mostly over
some sort of boring business things.

It was like he'd forget she was there, and
hardly looked at her as he focused his attention on them, and she'd
fidget by herself, not really understanding what they were saying,
and still anxious about her ignorance, and someone discovering
it.

She wasn't quite certain afterward about just
how much conscious thought she put into teasing him. At first she'd
simply posed her body in ways she thought he would find
distracting. Then she'd started interjecting remarks in a sort of
bored and jaded fashion, which contradicted him, or which she knew
he wouldn't like.

“I hope that was stirred properly,” she said
to one server, as she handed a martini to him. “He gets obnoxious
when his martinis aren't perfect.”

Ethan frowned at her.

They were in a mansion in Beverly Hills. Had
she not been exposed to the luxury of his yacht she'd have been in
open-mouthed wonder at the wealth she saw there. The room they were
in had a thirty foot high ceiling lit by a row of crystal
chandeliers. As it was, while she was impressed, she didn't find it
as daunting as it would have been otherwise.

And perhaps in an effort to show she wasn't
all that impressed, she might have found too much to criticize in
comparing it to his yacht. It wasn't like she meant to be rude to
whomever owned it, after all! Even if it came out that way...

And it wasn't like she was really trying to
be catty in her comments about some of the other ladies. They
really did look like potatoes with tiny fat legs, after all! Why
shouldn't she say so, given they couldn't hear her!?

Okay, so maybe snickering about how tubby
they were around the tubby man Ethan was talking with might have
been a bit indiscreet, but she hadn't really thought about him at
the time.

“That's a lovely suit, Mister Stone,” a tall
blonde woman said as she greeted him.

“He just picks them out of a catalog,” she
said with a short laugh.

Shortly after that she found herself being
led out of the room and down a quiet hallway and then into what
appeared to be a library or den.

“This is nice,” she said.

He closed the doors behind her.

“Take off the dress,” he said.

She turned in surprise.

“Now,” he ordered.

She gulped then reached up to her shoulder
and undid the clip, starting to feel a bit of excitement as the
material slid down her body, paused at her hips, then slid down her
legs to pool around her ankles.

“I want you naked, bent over the desk,” he
said tonelessly.

She smiled flirtatiously, but with an anxious
eye at the door. Had he locked it? She slid out of her thong and
even stepped out of the stilettos at his nod, then bent over the
desk.

“Bottom high. Legs together,” he said.

She gulped, startled, but obeyed.

He pulled the belt he was wearing out of the
loops of his trousers and doubled it in his hand.

“I see I will have to get Veronique back to
teach you a few more things about how to act amongst others,” he
said.

Crack!

Robin cried out, jerking half up at the
sudden stinging slash of pain across her bottom!

“Face to the desk,” he ordered.

Gulping, eyes wide, she turned around and
bent over again, then cried out at the next sharp blast of
pain.

“I did not bring you hear for you to insult
people,” he said.

Crack!

“What business do you have in insulting
people?”

“But I – !”

Crack!

“What business do you have in insulting
me?”

“I wasn't!

Crack!

She cried out at each blow, her hips driven
into the edge of the desk. The pain was considerably harsher than
the slaps he had previously delivered to her bottom, and she
realized from his tone that, despite him not raising his voice, he
was angry.

She couldn't remember him being angry with
her before!

Crack!

“I'm sorry, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

“You certainly are,” he replied.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Her bottom was already flaming hot! She
gulped in air, moaning, but kept her hips up as she clenched her
teeth.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow brought a hot flash of pain through
her bottom to join the burning heat already there, and she felt her
eyes starting to water.

Crack!

“You will not insult others.”

Crack!

“You will not be rude.”

Crack!

“You will not disparage me in front of
others.”

Crack!

“Nor at all.”

Crack!

Tears began to spill from Robin's eyes now,
for in addition to the pain she was awash in emotions.

Crack!

“Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes, sir!” she sobbed.

She cried out as he grasped her by the hair
and drew her upright, then pushed her to her knees.

“If you're going to accompany me around
anyone of substance you need to learn how to behave properly,” he
said.

He guided her, on her knees, to the far
corner and pressed her face into it.

“You will remain here in this position until
told otherwise. Is that clear?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she whimpered.

She knelt in the corner, in the empty room,
sniffling, wiping her eyes and nose several times on her wrists,
blinking back tears, filled with resentment, at first, as her
bottom burned behind her.

He was so mean!

She should just... just leave! She should put
on the dress and walk out! She could make her way back to San
Francisco, hitchhike, maybe, and find Brad!

Of course, the idea of hitchhiking in that
dress was absurd. She would have to go back to the ship and get
something else.

All right, so she had been a little snotty.
She'd been bored! It wasn't her fault! There was no reason to get
mean!

At least he hadn't backhanded her in the face
like Brad had on several occasions, she thought ruefully. Her
bottom burned but it would be fine tomorrow. She wouldn't have to
explain a black eye to anyone.

Her knees were starting to ache, but she was
determined to do exactly what he'd said, even defiant about the
thought. She would stay there kneeling in the corner like... like
some little girl who'd just been punished, until she died of thirst
and starvation! That would show him!

Bastard!

As the pain in her bottom eased to a dull
ache, though, her sullen thoughts focused more on him being upset
with her than in the punishment he'd given her. He had clearly been
angry at her! That upset her on a level she didn't quite
understand. Oh, she'd never been happy when Brad was upset with
her, but that was more because he called her names, yelled at her
and hit her.

The door opened, and she gulped, but refused
to turn her head. If it was him, she'd just get in trouble. If it
wasn't him, well, she didn't need to see the startled face of some
stranger.

“Get dressed,” Alfred said.

She blushed, but stood up, looking behind him
for Ethan.

He handed her her underwear, and she stepped
into it, then pulled on the dress and got into her stiletto heels.
Alfred said nothing else but led her down the hall and out the door
to where a limousine waited. He opened the rear door for her and
she got in, sitting gingerly as he moved around to the drivers side
and climbed in.

He drove her back to the docks, silent the
entire time, while she looked out the window and brooded. Maybe she
should just demand he let her out. No, not in this dress. And
anyway, going back to Brad didn't hold the attraction it once
had.

She was starting to wonder what she'd ever
seen in Brad anyway. But where else was she to go? She could make
the rounds of the topless bars here in LA, she supposed. But this
was California. They were full nude clubs here. She wasn't sure she
really wanted to do that around drunken strangers.

Back on the ship, she found herself with
nothing to do. She practiced her exercises and positions, practiced
her dancing, just in case she wound up leaving and needing a job,
practiced her lap dances, and then practiced making martinis and
playing pool.

She didn't see Ethan that day. Alfred put her
dinner on the floor in the dining room and she had to eat there,
without her hands. That made her angry and embarrassed, at least a
little, but he didn't seem to take anything of it. Then he put her
to bed – in her cage.

The next morning, instead of Ethan, it was
Alfred who came for her. That made her flush hotly, for he then
proceeded to take her to the bathroom and make her pee while he
watched! Then he gave her an enema!

“Wh-where is Ethan?” she gulped.

“Why?” he asked.

“I-It's just that.. it's him that does this,”
she gulped.

“He's assigned the job to me. He's also given
me a quirt to use on your bottom if you don't do as you're
told.”

She flushed but obeyed. Then it was time for
him to wash her. Alfred hadn't really touched her before, but now
she had to kneel in place while his big hands moved over her soapy
flesh, touching her everywhere! Nor was he shy about kneading her
breasts, and enjoying himself while doing it.

“You have nice tits,” he said, his hands
filled with her hanging breasts.

She flushed but didn't reply.

“You're not going to say than you sir?”

“Thank you, sir,” she said uncertainly.

“Have you forgotten you're a slave girl?”

“No, sir.”

His fingers slid up and down over her sex,
catching her clitoris between them, and she gulped, feeling an
unwanted surge of sensations through her belly.

“A slave girl is anyone's plaything,” he
said. “A slave girl bends over for anyone who tells her to and does
whatever she's told.”

His fingers slid up her soapy back and into
her hair, then yanked it up and back.

“A slave girl doesn't make demands on anyone.
Do you understand what that means?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.

“I wonder. Do you know why Ethan Stone
doesn't have a girlfriend?”

She blinked her eyes, her mouth open still as
he held her head up and back.

“A girlfriend would put demands on him. A
girlfriend would limit his options, his decisions. He'd have to
take her into account whenever he wanted to do something. He has
something of a fetish for his independence, for being his own
man.”

He released her hair and then picked up the
bottle of shampoo and began to lather it up.

“At the same time I believe he's been
somewhat lonely in that independence. He needs a companion. You
think he tries to show every girl how to play poker and pool and
how to make martinis?”

He turned on the hand shower and began to
rinse off the soap as she knelt, eyes closed.

“Of course, a slave would be the perfect
companion since she'd put no demands on him. He'd be completely
free to do anything he wanted without taking her into account.”

He threw a towel around her head and
tightened it, wringing the water out.

“Not that that's very realistic, of course.
If he came to care for the slave girl, to have her around, he'd
wind up taking her into account anyway. But it wouldn't be someone
making him take her into account. He'd be doing it himself. Not
that he's probably thought that part through.”

“He has those... those call girls like
Veronique,” she said sullenly.

He snorted and shook his head.

“Veronique, he likes, but there have been few
others. I don't believe Ethan really enjoys sex with a woman who
doesn't enjoy sex with him. The girls who just arrive for the
money, they pretend, the best they can, but Veronique actually
enjoys sex with him. Most call girls have come to think of it
simply as a physical job, but she's not quite that jaded yet. And
he's a handsome man.”

He dried her off, then insisted on
blow-drying her hair, slapping her bottom when she tried to give
him directions.

“Slave girls do as they're told. They don't
tell others what to do,” he said.

She bit her lower lip.

“Now women,” he said, brushing her hair,
“have a way of giving directions in a subtle fashion, but I'm not
sure you're as much a woman as a girl just yet.”

She scowled into the mirror but he turned on
the hair dryer, then, making conversation impossible.

He led her, crawling, leashed, to the dining
room, but again, there was no sign of Ethan. Instead, Alfred set
food on the floor for her. She glared at it.

“Slave girls don't sulk. They simply accept
what attention they're given,” he said. “Stop trying to be a sulky
girlfriend and try to be the slave girl.”

She glared at the floor as he went away.
Slave girl! What a dumb concept! Okay, it was kind of hot, too, for
sex. But the rest of the time it was dumb! Naked all the time,
except for a collar? That was crazy! Of course, for sex, it was
hot, sure. And maybe it inspired him to want to have sex with her
more, which was good. And it kind of turned her on a lot here and
there.

After breakfast he insisted on brushing her
teeth, which she endured. Then she did her exercises, since it was
something to do, and she wanted her body to be toned and strong.
She practiced pool a little and then practiced her dancing,
swinging herself around the pole, and trying to do some of the
moves she'd seen Veronique do.

Her arms weren't strong enough yet,
though.

There was a theater in the ship, with huge
red leather seats and big screen. The computer hard drive held a
huge selection of movies. She found one she thought ironically
proper, Pretty Woman, and turned it on, then hesitated, and instead
of sitting in one of the plush leather seats sat on the floor.

Slave girls didn't sit on seats unless their
masters had them do so, after all.

Richard Gere was hot, she thought, and more
good natured. And he didn't spank or slap Julia Roberts, nor hang
her upside down from her ankles!

Then again, he wasn't Ethan. Ethan was lots
hotter than him, she thought. He was more rugged in his good looks,
with broader shoulders and more strength. He was determined, knew
what he wanted, and bulldozed over whatever was in his way. And
that was how he'd gotten to be a billionaire.

She supposed maybe her sulkiness at him for
not paying attention to her at the party was a bit... childish. It
certainly hadn't been acting like a proper slave girl. It certainly
hadn't been not putting demands on him. So how was she going to
make amends if he wouldn't even see her?

Companion. She liked that title! It was way
better than slave girl!

But it looked like she had to be one, or at
least, pretend to be one, in order to be the other. Talk about a
man afraid of commitments!

But then she berated herself for being crazy.
She'd barely known him a week! Who was she to even think for a
minute she could be his girlfriend!? She didn't deserve to be his
girlfriend! She was just a dumb topless dancer! They had nothing in
common other than the sex! His girlfriend would be some snooty
university graduate who understood how stocks and bonds and all
that stuff worked!

Of course, if she stayed around him and just
kept her ears open she would probably learn a lot about that, and
other stuff. But she would have to grow the fuck up first, she
thought sourly, and stop acting like a sulky girl whenever he
wasn't paying her attention.

Well, if he wouldn't see her she would just
have to see him! But in a … non demanding way, somehow. It was a
big ship, but there were only so many places he would be, and that
made it a lot smaller, if still way bigger than anyplace she'd ever
lived.

She quietly investigated the upper, outside
decks, then the more common rooms inside. They were all empty, but
further in she found the door to his office closed. She put her ear
to it, and heard the faint sounds of music.

He was never in a room for long without
having the radio or some music playing, she thought. So now what?
She thought about opening the door and apologizing, but that didn't
seem like something very 'slave girl' like. Nor did it seem like
giving him his space.

So she decided to curl up on the floor in
front of the door and wait.

She didn't consider what she was doing to be
degrading, but more like a hunting cat patiently stalking its prey.
In fact, she rather liked that analogy as soon as it came to her.
Hadn't Veronique told her to crawl like a cat?

Of course, predators needed a great deal of
patience, and that was not something Robin had in in great supply.
What she had was energy, and a lot of it. That was one of the
reasons she liked dancing, even if it was in a room full of drunks
making obscene comments and no doubt doing obscene things to her in
their minds.

Fortunately, by coincidence or luck, it
wasn't more than half an hour before he opened the door. He paused
there in surprise as she looked up and scrambled to her knees. She
assumed the proper 'slave girl' position, knees wide, and
waited.

“Did someone tell you to come and wait here,
slave girl?” he asked.

“No, sir,” she said.

“Don't you have exercises to do?”

“Already done them, sir.”

“Really? So how long had you planned on
waiting here?”

“Well, until you wanted me to do something
else, I guess... sir.”

He regarded her without expression.

“Do you have any idea how important those
people were?”

“No, sir. I figured they couldn't be very
important to you, though.”

His eyebrows rose. “And why is that?”

“Well, because you've already got tons of
money, and already sold your companies, and you could tell them all
to drop dead if you wanted to.”

“And I have no other interests, investments
or business?”

She hesitated. “I uhm, don't know, sir.”

“Really? Maybe you should consider the wisdom
of doing things based on no information in future.”

“Yes, sir.”

“What are slave girls supposed to do?”

“Uhm, what they're told, sir, and only what
they're told.”

He nodded.

“I was going to get a martini,” he said
shortly.

“I could, like, do that for you, sir... if
you wanted,” she said.

He snorted, then closed the door.

She was fairly sure she'd seen a nod, though.
And he wanted a martini, so...”

She got up and hurried through the corridor
and found the bar. Everything was in the fridge, but that wasn't
cold enough. She put the vermouth and the mixing glass into the
freezer to chill them. She was impatient for them to chill faster,
but there was no help for it but to wait.

When she judged them chill enough she pulled
them out and began to quickly make him a martini. With that done,
she put it on a silver tray and brought it back to his door, then
knocked.

“Come in,” he said.

She drew in a deep breath and brushed stray
hair from her face, then entered. He was a massive oak desk, and
she crossed to him, walked around it, and then knelt beside his
chair, raising her arms, and the tray up towards him as she bowed
her head.

She'd seen it in a movie.

She felt the weight of the glass removed from
the tray and slowly drew her arms back and raised her head.

“Have you learned humility, slave girl?”

“I don't know, sir.”

He snorted and tasted the martini.

“You need to learn it. This is terrible.”

She bit her lower lip.

“Well, not terrible, perhaps,” he conceded a
moment later. “Not even bad, really. Not up to my standards, or
Alfreds, but probably better than most of the bars and restaurants
I've been to would have

managed.”

“I'm sure I'll get better... at everything,
sir.”

“Hmmm,” he said, taking another sip.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


She did not spend the night in his bed, but
he had somehow found what she guessed was a doggy bed somewhere or
other, and she slept on that, next to his bed. That let him sprawl
across his huge bed, and left her curled up in an admittedly
comfortable doggy bed on the floor. Still, she was content. It was
much closer to him than a cage.

That was especially so since he had directed
her to waken him at six. To accomplish that he had tossed her a
watch. It looked like it was made of gold, with diamonds on the
tips of the hands, but it had an alarm setting which would vibrate
instead of sound aloud. At Six, it woke her up and she blinked her
eyes and rose on her knees, turning to look at him.

He was still asleep, still sprawled about,
which, she thought, was typical of a guy who didn't want to have
any restrictions on him. Further to that, he was naked, and she
licked her lips and looked at him. He looked beautiful naked, and
she couldn't think of a single man she'd ever seen naked she would
say that of.

Most of them were flabby in various places,
especially once your eyes moved below their hips, but not
Ethan.

And how would a slave girl wake her
master?

She had already decided on that. She crawled
quietly to the bed and rose over it, moving as slowly and gently as
she could. She licked lightly along his lower belly, her lips
moving downward and gently mouthing his limp manhood.

She gasped as a hand suddenly grabbed her
hair roughly and jerked her head up. But then the fingers relaxed
as he looked at her, and let her go. She breathed again, then began
to lick and kiss her way up and down along his groin and inner
thighs.

She moved in to draw his balls gently into
her mouth, to lick and massage them as the skin of her face rubbed
against his rapidly hardening cock. Her hands caressed his thighs,
then she slid up higher, kissing his abdomen, drawing her arms into
her sides to squeeze her breasts out and then grinding them back
and forth against his erection.

Her tongue flicked out delicately across his
belly as she rolled and rubbed her breasts against him for long
seconds, then she licked her way downward, gripping the shaft to
raise it and letting her tongue lick it from base to tip again and
again.

She tilted his cock down towards her, then,
and pursed her lips, pressing forward, letting the head force its
way through and onto her tongue, which was sweeping from side to
side against it. She sucked lightly, rhythmically, using her lips
to massage the head, then slowly sliding down his shaft, inch by
inch.

She drew back when he reached the back of her
mouth, then slid down once more, swallowing him, her lips sliding
down his shaft until they were pressed firmly together against his
groin. She held herself in place like that for long seconds, then
slowly drew up again, her hands massaging his balls.

She started bobbing up and down, then, faster
and faster, using her throat on him as she did so, swallowing
repeatedly to work her throat muscles against the bottom of his
cock. She drew him out with a gasp, heart pounding, and rubbed him
back and forth across her face.

“Good morning, sir,” she said, a trifle
breathlessly.

“Good morning, slave girl,” he said, his
voice also a little out of breath.

She slid down once more, swallowing him,
bobbing up and down, squeezing the base of his shaft, or massaging
his balls. Abruptly, he rolled over, rolling her with him, and
began to thrust into her mouth. She let her head tilt back,
gasping, controlling her response, even dropping her arms aside on
the bed so as to not tempt her into trying to push him back.

His hips rose and fell rapidly, plunging his
cock up and down in her throat, and just as she was afraid her lack
of breath was going to force her to push him away he gave a final
flurry of convulsive thrusts and then gasped aloud, falling still
atop her.

She felt him softening in her throat,
softening enough for her to breath again, even before he rolled off
her.

“A nice way to wake up,” he said, even more
out of breath.

“Th-thank you, sir,” she gulped.

He put on a pair of pants, then leashed her,
and led her crawling down the hall to the bathroom, where the usual
morning scenario was repeated. Perhaps his fingers were more active
in rolling her nipples and kneading her breasts, and in caressing
her clitoris, for by the time he'd finished she was practically
vibrating with sexual hunger.

Unsatisfied hunger, though.

He thrust a pair of dildos into her nether
holes, big, thick ones, with rings or collars an inch from the
base. Getting those collars inside her made her moan, but once they
were, the two were lodged inside until someone pulled them back
sharply.

They went to the gym first and exercised. She
went through her paces, including swinging up and around a stripper
pole which had been newly placed there. He worked out on the
machines. When he finished, he had her shift rapidly through the
positions he and Veronique had taught her, until she was gasping
for breath and sweating all over.

When she recovered, she crawled to the dining
room and ate from his hand, as usual, then he led her back to brush
her teeth, but in his bedroom suite this time, in the en-suite
bathroom. Then he showered, or rather, they showered.

He soaped her up all over, as he had done
earlier.

“Use your body as a washcloth,” he said, “And
wash me.”

She'd been aroused since waking him, so had
no hesitation, rubbing herself up and down him, front and back,
which included kneeling and taking his feet, one by one, into her
lap as she soaped up his legs with her breasts and chest.

When he was all soaped up he turned the water
back on and it streamed from a dozen nozzles to rinse them both
clean. She was even more aroused now, however, but he showed no
signs of doing anything about that.

“I'm going to have a few visitors, slave
girl,” he said.

She blinked her eyes.

“You're feeling shy, I presume.”

“No, sir,” she said cautiously.

“Good. I have something else for you to
wear.”

He snapped his fingers and she came to him,
whereupon he removed her shackles and collar. She gaped at what he
drew out of a box. It was a thick choker, made of a triple row of
square cut blue stones linked in silver! If she'd seen it in K-mart
she would have thought it pretty, but too gaudy.

But she knew instantly these were not
plastic, but the real things.

“I think sapphires look good with your hair,
little bird,” he said, as he pulled it in firmly around her neck
and locked the choker behind.

Two matching sapphire bracelets went around
her wrists, and he hung sapphire earrings from her ears. He even
had a sapphire tongue ring for her!

“You won't be doing much talking anyway,” he
said. “Or anything else, at least, not that you'll need your tongue
for. Just look pretty and distracting. These are not shy men, nor
the kind of men who would think there was something wrong with
keeping a naked girl around. They're from Africa, where such things
are considered a mark of power. And where blonde girls with fair
skin are considered something like sex goddesses.”

It was... embarrassing, but given her
history, she coped fairly well. When Alfred brought the first man
up onto the rear deck his eyes bulged to see her, and he almost
forgot to shake Ethan's hand. She was simply sitting, or rather,
stretched back on a lounge chair, her long hair spilling down
around her face and over her shoulders.

The man was bald, plump, middle aged, and
wearing a suit which was very expensive but, she judged, off the
rack. Two more such men followed, both staring at her as they
arrived, then fighting to keep their eyes off her thereafter.

Robin's embarrassment faded as Ethan ignored
her and talked blithely about some sort of diamond mine in their
country. The men's eyes kept flicking to her, especially whenever
she shifted her position, however slightly.

Their eyes followed her hungrily when she got
up to make Ethan a martini, and to get them drinks, as well. She
smiled brightly as she leaned over them with the tray, letting her
breasts fall forward. But that was an old trick from her topless
dancing days.

It worked just as well as always in gaining
their attention.

For a time it looked like one of them was
trying to work her into the deal, and she felt a sense of anxiety.
A slave girl would have sex with whomever wanted her, after all, or
at least, whomever her master told her to. Would Ethan tell her to,
as another test of her obedience? If he did she would have to
obey!

“I keep my little blue bird around for me
personally, for reasons I'm sure you gentlemen can understand,
coming from Africa,” he said.

She wasn't sure what that meant, but the men
seemed to and nodded. She felt relieved, but then his next words
made her heart pound.

“But of course, there are ways of pleasing a
man which do not involve anything dangerous,” he said. “My little
bird dances very nicely. Don't you?” he said, turning and smiling
at her.

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

“Show Mister Mbwatha your dancing skills,” he
said.

There was no pole around so she knew he meant
a lap dance. It made her anxious, but on the other hand, she'd
given lots of strangers lap dances, and many of them were drunk and
a lot dirtier than these men.

And Ethan would be watching.

She felt a sense of anticipation mixed with
defiance. She had been on a low simmer since she'd given him his
good morning. That had eased as the three men had come up to gawk
at her, but after she'd gotten used to it she'd started to simmer
again. Being naked in the presence of Ethan and three other men,
with another – Alfred – standing in the background, had her wrapped
in a soft, shimmering mist of heat.

And so she rose up, posing, positioning
herself to maximum visual appeal, sauntering towards her
target.

Slave girl!

She began to grind her hips in time to the
music which played softly in the background, her fingers gliding up
and down her body. She moved slower than was her habit at the club,
more like Veronique had shown her, but soon enough, as all five men
watched her, she was straddling the man's lap, grinding herself
against him as he stared hungrily at her breasts.

It was different than at the clubs she'd
worked. Lap dances there were done mostly in dimly lit booths, with
only the customer paying attention to her. Now five sets of male
eyes were on her under the bright light outside, and she felt the
heat growing inside her.

This was so slutty and kinky and wild and
nasty!

She could feel the black man growing beneath
her as she let her body undulate, her stiff nipples sliding up and
down his face, barely brushing his black skin. Her hands were on
his shoulders as she ground her buttocks from side to side, and
then arched back, gripping the arms of the chair, her legs going
forward as she moaned low in her throat and ground herself faster
and harder.

She felt a sense of power. She could make him
tremble with heat inside his clothes, and he didn't even dare touch
her! Not with Ethan watching beside him!

She leaned in and forward, letting her
breasts pillow out against his chest, mashing them against him
there as she let out a soft breath of air and slid her lips up a
quarter inch from his neck. She sank back, rolling her hips again,
grinding her buttocks faster and faster , her head rolling from
side to side and blonde hair spilling out around her.

She knew when it was time to stop, when she
couldn't feel the hardness beneath her any more. She smiled
coquettishly at him, then leaned in and kissed his chest lightly
before sliding back and sashaying back to her lounge chair.

Only she was hotter now, much hotter, than
she'd been earlier.

After seeing the men off, Ethan called her
over to him, but pointed down. She slid off the chair onto the
deck, crawling forward, cat-like until he could grip her hair. She
moaned as he pulled her up across his lap, belly down, then gasped
as his hand slapped her bottom lightly.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said.

She moaned as he slowly worked the dildo out
of her pussy, at least, enough that the ring was outside and
resting against her, then he slapped her bottom again.

“Are you my slave girl?” he asked.

“Yes, sir!' she gasped.

His fingers began to caress her there, to rub
against her clitoris. At the same time, he began to pump the dildo
in and out.

Crack! He slapped her bottom
again.

“Say it,” he said.

“I'm your slave girl, sir!” she gasped.

She moaned as the heat began to swell within
her, as her nipples tingled and a hot flood of hunger and desire
swept through her.

Crack!

“And what do slave girls do?”

“They obey their master, sir!”

Crack!

She moaned, her bottom hot, but her insides
much hotter.

Crack!

“Who owns this body, slave girl?” he
asked.

“You do, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

She gasped as he slapped her bottom again,
his fingers continuing to work on her clitoris, however, continuing
to pump the dildo in and out.

“Who owns these breasts, slave girl?” he
asked, roughly cupping one and squeezing it.

“You do, sir!”

Crack!

He shifted his hand back up.

“Who owns this little clitoris?”

“You do, sir!”

Crack!

“Who owns all this lovely blonde hair?” he
demanded, combing his fingers through it.

“You do, sir!” she moaned.

He shoved the dildo deep inside her again, so
deep the ring near the base was forced through the tight lips of
her sex once more, and the head jammed deep inside her.

Then he began to spank her faster and harder
as she yelped and gasped and moaned and began to jerk against
him.

He had shifted her position, however, pulling
at her hair and moving her thighs. Instead of straight across his
lap her face was jammed into the backrest of the padded bench, his
left arm across her back, and her legs were straddling his right
leg. As he spanked her with short, rapid, sharp little slaps, her
body jerked nearly continuously, grinding her clitoris against the
soft fabric of his trousers.

The sharp little explosions of of sensation
each time his hand cracked against her red, wriggling bottom seemed
to echo inside her lower belly, radiating through her trembling
flesh from back to front, as if setting up a resonance against her
pussy as it ground against his leg.

She began to lose herself to the fever of a
deep, all-encompassing sexual storm-wave almost at once, gasping
and moaning, twisting and wriggling as sharp stinging sensations
exploded from behind her and a wild, hot, churning rush of pleasure
gripped her from within.

And then orgasm seized her, and she bucked
violently, thrashing and twisting and crying out as he continued to
spank her all the way through it. And somehow, each new slap was
like a burst of hot fire through her groin, through her body,
through her mind as convulsions wracked her and she cried out all
the breath within her lungs.

“Good slave girl,” he said, as she finally
went limp, his hands lightly caressing her overheated pink
bottom.

“Now let's see if you've finally learned how
to get a ball into a corner pocket.”

She groaned weakly, but he lifted her off and
set her on her feet, and she followed him inside.

*

“So let me get this straight,” Detective
McGuire said. “Someone... you don't know who, sold this girl as a
slave to a billionaire?”

He looked doubtfully at the man before him.
He could recognize a junkie when he saw one, and he was willing to
bet this one had a record.

“I got her picture here, see!” the junkie
said, picking it up and waving it at him again.

“And this happened three weeks ago and you're
only reporting it now.”

The junkie dropped his eyes. “I was out of
town, see.”

“And you know this how again?”

“She called me for help! I told you
already!”

“From his yacht.”

Brad looked at him from beneath hooded eyes.
He'd paid a pretty penny to find out who the guy was at the club.
From there, he'd found out the guy had a yacht, which had left that
very night. So it made sense the stupid little twat hadn't gotten
loose and called him.

But he'd run out of money and wanted more. If
the big-shot wanted to keep her he was going to have to pay, too!
No doubt it would prove highly embarrassing to him and he'd want to
do a deal to keep it all quiet. Brad had tried to call him, tried
to find a number, tried to find out where the ship was, all to no
avail.

Well, if he couldn't find him, the cops sure
could!

*

Ethan had let her keep the jewelery, but
Robin set it aside for special occasions. She kind of liked the
clean simplicity of the stainless steel collar.

She had found herself, over the last few
weeks, becoming much more... sexual, than she ever had been before.
Even as a stripper, she hadn't felt sexual, just greedy, focused on
the money. But several weeks with Ethan, most of them spent naked
as a sexual object, had shifted her view of reality quite a
bit.

So had multiple orgasms each and every
day!

She moved more lithely now, her hips swinging
cat-like, whether she was crawling or walking. Her muscles were
more toned, and she moved with a confident air, more sure of her
place in the world now than she'd been as long as she could
remember. She had no worries, no anxieties, and was coming to enjoy
Ethan's company in more ways than merely sexual.

She had an active mind long starved of
anything but information about soap operas, drugs and reality TV.
Ethan had carefully explained to her how stocks worked, and she'd
become fascinated by the stock market. Imagine making so much money
for doing nothing!

And next month they were going to New York,
and then London!

She was sitting across Ethan's lap in the
theater watching an old movie when Alfred came in.

“The Coast Guard is calling, Mister Stone.
They'd like to drop by and visit.”

He looked up at her in surprise.

“Whyever for?”

“It seems they have a report of a er, young
lady being held here against her will.”

They both looked at Robin, who looked back
blankly. Then her face fell.

“I bet Brad called them!' she gasped.

“Why would he do that when he sold you to
me?”

She snorted. “You know that wasn't supposed
to last more than a few hours. I was supposed to be back with him,
probably so he could sell me to someone else. He's such a little
dick!”

“And would you like to go back to him?” he
asked in a toneless voice.

She made a face. “I know I'm not exactly the
smartest girl in the world, but it only took me a few days away
from Brad to realize I was better off without him, whether I was
with you or not.”

“Well, I suppose you'll have to put something
on and tell the Coast Guard.”

He pushed her out of his lap and stood
up.

“Why should I put anything on? I'm a slave
girl, after all,” she said coyly.

“I'm not sure the Coast Guard would
understand that very well,” he said dryly.

“I bet I could explain it to them.”

“Just put something on and meet us on deck,”
he said, following Alfred out towards the rear deck.

She grumbled, but slave girls did as they
were told after all, so she went to her cabin and considered what
to wear. She felt mulish, not wanting to wear clothes at all. Let
them know she was a slave girl. She didn't care! She was proud of
being Ethan's slave girl!

And he hadn't said what clothes to wear, now
had he?

The black thong was very small, a tiny V of
material over her groin, with thin straps angled up across her
abdomen and over her belly. They moved together behind her back,
but didn't quite meet. Instead an inch gap was covered by a thin
silver chain. Likewise, the material which cleaved her buttocks and
emerged above them, was then held to the center of that chain by
another slim silver chain.

She put on her jewelery, though not her
tongue ring, and her sexiest black stiletto heels, brushed her hair
out, and headed for the rear deck,

There were three people there, two men and a
woman, dressed in what she thought of as ice cream man uniforms.
They all stared, pop-eyed at her as she strolled onto the lower
deck.

“Someone was looking for me?” she asked in a
slow, coy drawl.

Ethan scowled at her, but she ignored him,
beaming at the oldest of the two ice cream men, the one with the
bars on his shoulders.

“Ahm uh, are you Miss Robin Peterson?” he
asked, fighting manfully to keep his eyes above her shoulders.

“Yessss,” she said with an inviting
drawl.

“We have a uh, report that you're being held
here against your will,” he said.

She let her eyes open in amused surprise.

“Have you seen this yacht?” she asked, waving
her arm negligently towards the open side of the sun room. “Who
wouldn't want to be here?”

The short haired girl in the white blouse was
staring at her in disbelief. The other, younger man, was blushing,
of all things.

Robin felt a sense of power, a coy, cocky,
almost arrogant sense of her own beauty and sexuality, and it
showed as she moved forward, smirking.

“Would the report come from a scruffy haired
man with a tiny penis named Brad Chalmers?” she asked.

“Ahm, I believe that is the name of the
complainant,” the older man said.

She sniffed and draped herself across the
padded rear bench.

“Tell Brad to go and fuck himself, would you
please?” she said with a smile. “Tell him he'll have to make his
money for himself from now on.”

“Ahm, we'll report to the San Francisco
police that you're here of your own free will,” he said.

“Thank you so much,” she said sweetly.

After a short, uncomfortable interlude, the
there coast guard people left, leaving her behind, smirking cockily
at Alfred, who shook his head and left as well.

“Didn't I tell you to put some clothes on?”
Ethan said.

“You said to go put something on. You didn't
say what... sir,” she said, giving him a wide-eyed, innocent
look.

“I was less than specific, it's true. On the
other hand, I think that while you're not the smartest girl in the
world, you knew perfectly well what I meant.”

“I improvised,” she said airily.

“Do you know what happens to slave girls who
improvise?” he asked with a scowl.

“Do they get spanked?” she asked.

“Generally.”

“That sounds fair.”

“Sir,” he said.

That sounds fair, sir,” his slave girl
said.
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		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



