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I was trying to put a DVD in the DVD player
across from the bed. It was one of the Harry Potter movies if it
matters to you, and Seth had asked me to because I was on that side
of the bed. Anyway, the DVD was on a low shelf so I was sitting on
my heels as I put it in. No, I wasn't going to just stand there and
bend over – naked as I was.

Not that I had anything to hide from Seth.
We'd just had sex and were both naked. Anyway, his DVD player isn't
exactly new, and isn't in the best shape, so sometimes you have to
take the DVD out again and kind of rub it with a cloth and then put
it back in and then it'll work. It also takes some seconds, like
thirty or forty, before it will decide whether to actually play a
DVD.

I turned around towards him fully because he
wanted to show me something on the tablet he was playing with. And
then he just stopped and looked at me. I had no idea why. It wasn't
like he hadn't seen me naked before.

“Spread your knees wider,” he said.

I frowned. “Why?”

“Just do it.”

I gave a mental shrug and shifted my knees
wider. My hands were on my thighs close to my knees so I was
leaning forward a little. I have full breasts, though not enormous.
I pride myself that they don't sag at all. But of course, they did
when I leaned forward. Leaning forward softened their perfect, taut
shape. And since my arms were together my breasts were pushed in
closer together.

“Don't move,” he said as he put down the
tablet and rolled out of bed.

I frowned at him warily as he stood up and
stepped forward.

“Don't move your hands.”

His cock was already starting to rise, which
was a faster recovery than normal for him and it was rising up
right in front of my face. He reached down and slid his fingers
through my long hair, gathering it up above my head and kind of
squeezing it into a mass.

“Suck my cock, “he said in a suddenly harsh
voice.

I started to raise my hands and he said “No!
Put your hands back on your legs!”

I was confused about why but he seemed very
excited. Even as we talked his cock had gotten even harder. That
was making me excited too, though I was kind of confused about how
I had aroused him so quickly and thoroughly.

He pushed his cock against my mouth and I
tilted my head back and let it in. I felt it sliding through my
lips and across my tongue and started to suck and lick it right
away. It pumped slowly in and out, in and out, though I knew he
intended going deeper.

He did, pushing forward, holding my hair
tightly and pushing his cock deep into my throat, all the way to
the balls and then grinding himself against me.

My heartbeat and pulse both quickened. I
wasn't sure why but this was exciting. Maybe because it was
different? How different? I wasn't quite sure. It wasn't like I
hadn't deep-throated him numerous times before.

He pulled back, then buried it in my throat
again, then again as I sat there on my heels, my hands on my legs.
He pulled out completely and I gulped in air as he stared down at
me. He jerked a little on my hair and I winced, and his cock seemed
to bounce a little as if in happiness.

He pushed his cock back into my mouth and
slid it in to the balls in one long stroke, grinding himself
against my face. Then he pulled out and did it again. He pulled out
again and eased a bit back, breathing heavily.

“Spread your knees wider.”

What the fuck? What did that matter? I did
it, though, and he buried his cock in my mouth and throat again and
started to move it in and out faster. That took more effort on my
part coping with his cock moving up and down in my throat, but I
managed. I had put a lot of effort in the past into mastering this
particular skill. I was quite proud of it, in fact.

He pulled out again, and I gasped, some
saliva spilling out of my mouth as I gulped in air.

Seth released my hair and drew back.

“Don't move!” he exclaimed, turning and
hurrying to a chest in the corner.

He rummaged around in it, baffling me. But I
didn't mind as I was glad of the opportunity to regain my breath.
He came back with a short length of either thick cord or thin rope
and hurriedly dropped to his knees beside me. He immediately
wrapped it around my wrist and tied it.

“What are you doing!?” I asked in
consternation.

“You'll see.”

He pulled my wrist behind me, then reached
around and grabbed my other wrist, pulling that behind me. As he
started to tie them together I understand with a little jolt of
shock which was equal parts wariness and excitement.

“Hey!” I said, trying to jerk my hands back
too late. “I didn't say you could tie me up!”

“I'm not going to do anything,” he said,
almost in annoyance.

Meaning he wasn't going to do anything he
hadn't already been doing, I guessed.

He stood up again and grabbed my hair, then
pushed his cock into my mouth before I could protest further.

I'd never been tied up before. My wrists
pulled tentatively against the cord or rope, but they were firmly
bound together as his cock slid deep into my throat. My mind was
trying to figure out how this was any different than what he'd just
been doing. It wasn't, really, except maybe in the sense of
helplessness I felt.

But that sense of helplessness had a strange
dark rush to it, a kind of edgy thrill of throwing caution to the
wind. Because I couldn't do anything now to oppose anything Seth
wanted to do to me. I mean, realistically I couldn't have done
anything anyway since he's a guy and could force me. So it was more
an emotional kind of thing.

But the emotion, or whatever you want to call
it, was real, and I started to feel myself heating up as he fucked
my throat and tugged on my hair. Then he pulled back and pulled me
forward by the hair. I cried out as individual strands got
yanked.

“Come over here,” he said, pulling on my
hair.

“Ow! Fuck! Not so hard!” I cried, rising off
my heels and kind of knee-walking forward.

He pulled down, then, grabbing my shoulder,
lowering me to my chest, my shoulders on the floor. He quickly
moved behind me and his hands gripped my hips, yanking them upward.
He grabbed my hair again, pulling back, and I cried out again.

“Seth!”

“Spread your legs!” he growled.

I felt another dark jolt of something wicked
and edgy, and then I yelped as he slapped my bottom.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

I jerked my knees apart quickly. We didn't go
in for doggy style much. I, of course, preferred face-to-face, with
kissing. It was more romantic, more sensual. Doggy style had always
struck me as kind of cold and lacking emotion.

Except this wasn't exactly doggy style. This
was... something else. I mean, my chin was on the floor and my
bottom raised high. My breasts were now pillowed out against the
floor too, and as he thrust himself into me my hips jerked
convulsively and my wrists jerked against the ropes, reminding me
again that I was helpless.

This was something... powerless. It was like
I was his to do with as he chose, his... bitch, his possession,
submissive to him and his lust.

I mean, I didn't think that in so many words,
but that was what it felt like, and for some reason that sent a
dark rush of liquid heat through my body. His hips started to
strike my upraised buttocks harder and faster, making my whole body
shudder and grinding my breasts under me even as he jerked on my
hair.

He slapped my ass again, for no reason, just
because he could. It stung, and my hair stung when he jerked on it,
but I didn't complain. Because it was filling me with a wondrous
sense of dark, thrilling excitement I had rarely ever felt when
having sex with him Or anyone else. Not that there'd been a lot of
others.

Tied up, helpless, bent over like this in a
degrading, helpless position, at his mercy as he used me roughly.
And he was using me roughly, or at least, more roughly than he ever
had before. Then anyone had before, really.

The feel of his cock thrusting into me made
me ache but also burn. My whole body was starting to thrum with
sexual electricity, my nipples rock hard as my chest ground them
into the floor.

I gasped and moaned and let out helpless
cries as he yanked on my hair or slapped my butt, but again, I made
no protest. I was sinking into this strange overheated torpor of
sexual hunger and passion. I mean, it was like a fever was coming
over me, a sexual fever. It was making the world seem to fade
around me, even while making the passion and lust and pleasure
sharpen and expand.

What the fuuuuck! I remember thinking,
kind of muzzily.

The heat was growing more intense, the
excitement making it feel like my entire body was trembling like a
plucked guitar string. The tension kept growing as I sank into this
wonderful bubbling stew of passion and liquid heat and just
wallowed in it.

And then I came. Which was the first time I'd
ever come with him or any other guy through anything other than
oral sex. So it took me by surprise. I cried out, gasping and
moaning and trying to buck back against him as his hips pummeled my
buttocks and his cock stabbed deep into my quivering, spasming
belly again and again.

Not only did I come but it was a really
intense come! I mean, there are orgasms and then there are orgasms.
Some are mild and short. This was neither. I was so filled with
heat that when it exploded the roar almost blew my brains out! I
embraced the orgasm and clung to it with a desperate grip, letting
my body open totally to whatever felt good. I resisted even
breathing in case that detracted from the orgasm! But I had to suck
in a deep breath and shuddered as the orgasm continued!

Seth was thrusting as hard and fast as he
could. The impact of his hips striking my buttocks was resonating
through my lower belly and making my clitoris quiver and shudder as
he rammed himself into me with unrestrained violence.

It was a fantastic orgasm, and my best ever
sexual experience to that point in time.

But Seth and I broke up a few days later. Not
because of the sex, I assure you, though to that point in time sex
had been kind of mediocre. No, it was one of those arguments over
stupid things which escalated and drew in previous instances of
irritation and annoyance with him for a variety of reasons.

I mean, I'd been gradually coming to the idea
he wasn't that good a boyfriend for several weeks. The rough sex
had kind of pushed back against that idea, but it wasn't
enough.

I work at Blacks, a high-end restaurant in
Manhattan. It's the kind of place you don't get into in jeans and
without a jacket and tie, if you're a man. The uniform was a mockup
of a tuxedo, except it was a dress – a short dress.

A very short dress.

It was sleeveless, and it was mostly black,
including a black collar meant to sort of vaguely resemble the
black bow tie of a tuxedo. But it had a deep, plunging cleavage
which bared the inner third of my breasts and dropped almost to my
naval. A semi-sheer white lace-covered that so it wasn't too
in-your-face. But it was definitely a very sexy outfit.

I got a lot of tips and a lot of come-ons. I
learned how to flirt without going too far into actually inviting
anything. Of course, not everyone had the best social skills to
realize that. But given how expensive it was most of the men there
were sophisticated enough to know how to just flirt playfully, and
that it didn't mean anything.

Honestly, with the tips I made twice as much
as my friends, so I would cope with a bunch of middle-aged guys
leering at me and making veiled, and sometimes not so veiled
innuendo about what a hotty I was. Hey, I was a hotty. Why not
accept it? If there was any power I had at almost nineteen it was
sexual.

At first glance, the man who was sat down at
one of my tables that lunch was not someone particularly notable.
His age was somewhere in his thirties, maybe. He had very short
hair and a face which looked... rough. I don't mean he was ugly.
But... you know how some men are 'pretty'. Well, he was the
opposite.

He looked like kind of a rough guy, to be
honest. Except that he was wearing a very expensive and tailored
suit which fit his broad shoulders like a glove. He also moved with
a kind of grace and delicacy you wouldn't expect on some kind of
thug.

“Good morning, Sir,” I said, giving him my
usual delighted-to-meet you smile. My name is Andrea. Would you
like a drink menu?”

He looked at me, his dark eyes skimming up
and down my body and face, his own face cold, assessing. “Vodka and
soda,” he said in a Russian accent.

“Yes, sir, right away,” I said, sliding a
menu onto the table before him and then smiling my way away.

Yikes. There was something scary about that
guy.

I got him his drink and slid it onto the
table before him, smiling again as usual, as practiced.

“Andrea,” he said, in a tone which said he
knew it wasn't my real name, “You're a very beautiful young
woman.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, smiling modestly.
“Are you ready to order yet?”

“What I want is not on the menu,” he said,
looking at me frankly, his lips smiling.

I smiled back. “We only sell what's on the
menu, sir,” I said.

“Everything is for sale, Andrea, if the price
is high enough. For now I'll have a sirloin steak, medium rare.

Yikes.

“Right away, sir,” I said with practiced
delight.

Russians were often in your face. I had come
to accept that the culture in their country was simply not what it
was here, and that men flattering strange women was not considered
a big faux-pas there like it was here. Most of the Russians I'd met
were like that. One of them had offered me a thousand dollars to
sleep with him! As if!

I'd been pretty sure he was serious, too,
even if he was sort of pretending to joke. In fact, that had played
a part in my sexual fantasies afterward, though of course, the guy
offering me a thousand bucks was a handsome Hollywood star
instead.

“How old are you, Andrea?” he asked as I slid
his plate onto the table.

“Nineteen,” I said, finding no reason to
lie.

“You haven't been working for long,
then.”

“If you don't count school,” I said
cheerfully.

“Nineteen. Everything is fresh and new at
nineteen,” he said as he cut a piece of steak. “You haven't been
jaded by life and turned into a cynic.”

“I'm sure I'll get there,” I said.

“Have you ever heard the expression 'youth is
wasted on the young', girl?”

“Uhm, I think so.”

“It means the young don't appreciate how
wonderful life is. Hardly their fault as they're anxious to get
into the work world, or to get into college and get good
marks.”

Lots of older men liked to chat. I rarely cut
them off unless I was really busy because making even a limited
connection meant way better tips.

“I can't afford college,” I said.

“No? I'm sure you could find a man willing to
pay your way through any school you chose,” he said, his eye
flicking up and down me.

I smiled tolerantly and shrugged.

“I can tell your parents are not wealthy,” he
said. “The children of the wealthy do not do real jobs. They tour
Europe or work at fun jobs or work for their parents'
companies.”

“Isn't it the same in Russia?” I asked.

He shrugged as he cut another piece of steak
and nodded.

“There are in this world, the haves and the
have-nots, yes? It is always better to have than to have-not.”

“That's for sure.”

“My name is Maxim,” he said. “My parents were
not wealthy either. I also have worked in restaurants. Now I can
buy them if I choose. I washed cars, now I own many of the best. I
was a soldier. Now I employ armed men as guards.”

He chewed his piece of steak as he looked at
me. I looked around, making sure everyone else in my area had what
they needed. The conversation wasn't uninteresting, but I had a job
to do.

“Have you ever been to Paris, Andrea?”

I shook my head. “That sort of thing costs
money.”

“London? Rome? Barcelona?”

“Nope. Haven't been anywhere outside New
York,” I said.

“You should see more of the world. I am
flying to Paris tomorrow. Why don't you come with me?”

I blinked. Wow. Now there was an offer! If it
was real. And I was far from sure. I grinned, pretending I was sure
it was a joke.

“I still can't afford it, and I work
tomorrow,” I said.

“Do you know what rich men do, Andrea? They
surround themselves with beauty. Because they can afford to. So why
not? They live in beautiful homes. They work in beautiful offices.
They buy beautiful works of art, and have gardeners to build
beautiful gardens. They drive around in beautiful cars and fly in
beautiful airplanes. And, they hire beautiful people to work for
them so that everywhere their eyes rest is beauty.”

He sat back in his booth and grinned at me.
“Am I beautiful?”

“Uhm, you're very handsome,” I said.

He laughed in amusement.

“My wife told me once I have the face of a
hit man. People are frightened of my face when I glare at them,
Andrea. This is useful in negotiations, if done with
restraint.”

“I suppose it is,” I said.

“Whoops, have to go.”

Melinda had seated a couple in my area and
grabbed menus and went over to be nice to them instead, then to
took their orders.

Maxim, if that was his name, made a phone
call and ate his steak. I returned and brought him another vodka
and soda, and his eyes looked at me again in that way men have. You
know, the way that said not only do they like what they see but
they want it.

I was hoping he wasn't too obvious that I had
to say no until after he'd paid and tipped me.

Though, honestly, he wasn't a bad looking
guy, exactly. But yes, he had the face of someone you didn't fuck
around with. Like, I wouldn't want him mad at me! He looked
determined, aggressive and tough.

I couldn't help wonder what it would be like
to have sex with him. I mean, he was a very... masculine man. It
would probably be rough and nasty – which brought back the memory
of me and Seth. That made me muse about how hot such sex might be.
Would Maxim tie me up? He looked like the kind who would want to do
things his way.

Yikes!

The thought was darkly exciting. I mean, boy,
now that would definitely be edgy! He was at least ten years older
than me, more likely fifteen or more. He was sure not boyfriend
material! And I wasn't the kind to just pick up a guy and have
sex.

Of course, that was at least partly because I
didn't want to get the reputation as a slut. I'd only graduated
seven months ago, after all, so almost everyone I went out with was
part of the same group I'd gone to school with. We all kind of knew
each other, or at least knew of each other.

Maxim was a complete stranger. Nothing I did
with him would ever get out to anyone.

That was all in the realm of just idle
fantasy while I was at work, of course. I had no intention of doing
anything with him. But the fantasy was... intriguing.

I returned to him to see if he needed
anything else.

“Just the bill, beautiful girl,” he said.

I smiled and went and got it.

The bill came in a leather folder, and I
brought a portable card reader, as well.

“Here you are, sir,” I said.

He looked at my veiled cleavage as I set the
folder down. Then he took out a card and paid his bill. I kept my
smile on my face as I took the machine back to print out his
machine, even though where it said tip it was a measly 10%. Cheap
Russian.

“Thank you, very much, Sir,” I said.

He caught at my hand, then, startling me, and
I felt some paper being pressed into my palm.

“No need for your IRS to know how much you
make, hmm!” he said with a smile.

I backed up, startled, and opened my hand to
see a folded up bill. It wasn't one I'd ever seen before. It was a
$1000 bill! I gaped at it and jerked my eyes up as he stood up.

“This isn't real!” I said in
astonishment.

He grinned and his finger slid out and the
tip brushed lightly along my lower lip.

“I assure you, my dear, it is,” he said.

And then he turned and left!
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Of course, I couldn't keep my mouth shut. I
had to show it to everyone else. Which was dumb because we shared a
certain percentage of our tips out. Nobody was sure if it was real,
including Jessie, the manager. We were all gathered around talking
about it, when one of the other customers at the bar nearby
overheard.

“May I?” he asked.

I reluctantly handed it over, though he was a
regular.

He inspected it, ran it through his fingers
and handed it back.

“Feels real. Don't turn it into a bank. These
are rare enough that you can get more from a collector. Call one up
and you might find it's worth as much as twice the face value.”

“Holy shit!” I said.

Jesssie glared at me for using a curse
word.

“Russians are crazy,” Hillary said.

I googled bill collectors near me. That
didn't work out at all well since all it showed were debt
collection agencies. So I did coin collectors and then called the
closest one.

“Why yes,” he said. “We might be interested.
Those bills go for anywhere from face value to two to three times
face value depending on their condition. Only the most perfectly
preserved would get the higher amounts, however.”

Even at a thousand dollars it meant $500 for
me, and about $50 each for everyone else, so of course they were
all very interested. After my shift ended I brought Shelby with me
for the six block walk so no one could suggest I was ripping anyone
off.

“I think that Russian liked you,” she said,
smirking.

“Men always like me,” I said. “Doesn't mean I
like them.”

“Yeah, I hear that. Did he offer anything
else? Or did he seem to think the money bought him something
else?”

“He said something about taking me to Paris.
I blew that off as the kind of thing middle aged men are always
saying when they want into my pants.”

“Paris? I'd go if I was you!”

“You really think he wants to take me to
Paris? He doesn't know anything about me!”

“He knows you have nice tits,” she said. “And
are pretty. That's about as complicated as it gets for a lot of
men.”

“Yeah, well, I'm not interested in being some
middle-aged man's fuck-bunny.”

“Hey, if it gets you a trip to Paris it'd
probably be worth it. I mean, how much worse in bed could he be
than some of the losers we've dated?”

She had a point there.

“He was kind of scary looking,” I said.

“All the rich Russians are. You don't get
rich by being nice over there.”

“And why would I want to go to Paris with a
guy who wasn't nice?”

“Well, first, you might never get to go
otherwise. Second, nice guys are kind of... boring.”

“Yeah, well, they won't leave you dead in a
ditch, either.”

“You'd be surprised. A rich guy gets lots of
girls, which means he's not exactly desperate, you know. Compare
that to some nice guy nerd who almost never gets any. He'll do just
about anything to get pussy.”

It was summer, and warm out, which meant the
city smelled of garbage. Or the island, anyway. The rest of New
York isn't so bad, but they built Manhattan without any alleys
between the buildings. So on garbage day it all gets left out on
the sidewalks.

I was wearing leggings and a midriff baring
tank top. Hillary had low-riding jeans and a t-shirt on. It was hot
and we were starting to sweat. And men were leering at us as we
walked briskly along. I don't know if it's the same in other
cities, but an attractive woman can't walk down the sidewalk in
most of Manhattan without lots of male eyes following her.

There were more than a few cat-calls along
the way, and I knew guys were staring at our asses behind us. It
was very much like being on display on a stage somewhere. And some
of them were a lot ruder than others. We were both used to it,
though, and just walked quickly along without making eye contact or
replying to anyone.

I mean, you could curse guys out or give them
the finger, but you never knew when one of them would be a psycho
and start screaming and running after you. Best to just ignore
them.

We reached the store and went inside. It was
very quiet. They had nothing there except some display cases in the
window. The counter was long and glass and had more stuff in it,
mostly stamps and coins, but some bills too. An old man got up from
a table behind the counter and came over to see us.

“Hi,” I said. “I called earlier about
thousand dollar bills.”

I had put it in an envelope in my purse, and
slipped it out now and put it on the table. He examined it, picking
it up, holding it up to the light, then taking it back to his desk
where he had a kind of magnifying lamp on a swing arm.

He hummed to himself and got up painfully
slowly, went to a shelf and took down a book, then brought it back
and sat down again.

“We should try several places to get the best
price,” Hillary said.

She had a point. We had no idea if this guy
would cheat us. On the other hand, a thousand dollars was a
shitload of money. I was nervous walking around with it now. I'd be
even more nervous taking it on the subway or bringing it home and
leaving it in my apartment with my two roommates.

The old guy got up and came back to us, with
his book in hand. It was a catalog, and he laid it on the
counter.

“So this is the listing for similar bills,”
he said. “You can see the prices they've been going for, and why.
The highest prices are for uncreased bills which have been kept in
basically pristine condition so that they almost look fresh from
the printing press. Regrettably, this is not such a bill.”

There wasn't any arguing with that. On the
other hand, it didn't seem very wrinkled.

“There are no tears, though, no sharp creases
as if it were folded, and no blemishes. So it's much like this
one.”

He pointed at a bill in the catalog.

“So how much can we get for it?”

“Well, you might get a better price
elsewhere, or maybe a worse one. But I'd be willing to pay about
$1600.”

“This says it's worth $1800.”

“Yup. But I buy these things to resell them,
you know. I'm not going to do that without a profit. And it could
be around for a while before someone is interested.”

Hillary and I had a quick discussion, then
decided to sell it to him. That meant $800 for me! That was like a
fortune!

We headed back to work but I stopped along
the way to deposit my share of the money into a branch of my bank
because I was nervous carrying it around. Then we went back to work
and gave the rest to the floor manager to hand out to those who'd
been working my shift, some of whom were still around.

After that I headed for the subway and home.
It had been a very good day!

I live in Brooklyn, some distance and several
trains and buses away. No one lives in Manhattan itself except rich
people. Even a tiny studio apartment in a crummy building there is
like $1800 a month. And it's not exactly luxury.

I lived in an apartment in Brooklyn where the
rent was $2500 a month, but it was a three bedroom unit and I had
two roommates. So it only cost me about $800. Better yet, one of
the other girls was a nurse who worked the evening shift, and the
third was a party animal who went bar-hopping most nights.

After transferring from one subway to
another, then taking the bus, I got off and walked the last couple
of blocks to my apartment, only to find a black stretch limousine
parked out front. That was unusual, to say the least. This was not
a street of rich people. In fact, I'd never seen a really nice car
on this street before.

As I approached the door to my apartment the
driver's door on the limo opened and a very large man got out,
walked around to the rear and opened the door for someone. I
watched enviously, wondering what rich bitch would get out.

It was that Russian guy from the restaurant!
Holy fuck! Maxim!

He smiled as he leaned back against the car,
the driver going around and getting back in the driver's side.

I had halted, astonished and wary. Was this
guy some kind of mad stalker!? Mind you, I'd never heard of anyone
stalking anyone in a limousine with a driver...

I approached carefully, ready to bolt into
the apartment.

“Good afternoon, Ms. Stevenson,” he said
politely.

“What are you doing here?” I demanded.

“I came to see you.”

“Why? I'm not sleeping with you. You can have
your money back.”

He made a face. “The tip was not buying
you.”

I snorted.

“When you have money, a lot of money, you can
be very generous without much effort. You can make people happy
with a mild impulse. I once took several a three-inch-thick pile of
twenty-dollar bills and threw them off the top level of a four
level mall near Christmas just for fun. I like making people
happy.”

“Uh huhhhh. And you're here to make me happy
again?” I asked suspiciously.

He grinned. He had nice teeth, which I
wouldn't have figured for a Russian. Then again, he was rich.

“I could make you exceptionally happy,” he
said with the kind of promising look guys are often giving me.

I folded my arms across my chest.

“Yeah, I get that offer a lot.”

He still grinned. “From young men with little
experience or ability. I am not such a man.”

“You don't know anything about me. You're
just hot for my body,” I accused.

“Do you remember my telling you I was a
soldier and now I employ armed men? I run a security company with
branches in a dozen countries, including this one. They provide
bodyguard services as well as intelligence reports and
investigations. I simply called the local branch and asked them who
is the young goddess working the day shift at Blacks on Fifth
Avenue

I snorted, semi-amused and flattered.

“Goddess?”

“They are very resourceful people, which is
why I pay them so much.”

He held up his phone.

“They sent me your employee application
form.”

I felt my jaw drop.

“Quinnlyn is an interesting name,” he said.
“I don't believe I've ever encountered a Quinnlyn before.”

I stared at him, still trying to figure out
what the hell was going on. Not to mention how dangerous he
was.

“I am a wealthy man,” he said. “I don't need
to force anyone into doing anything they don't want to do.
Especially when doing so would risk my own freedom and reputation.
That being said, I am very good at negotiating. I would like to
make you a... proposition.”

“I bet you would,” I said.

“I need an assistant, a personal assistant,
to accompany me on my travels through Europe. The pay is ten
thousand American dollars a week.”

I felt my jaw drop again.

“And uh... what would I be doing for this..
money?”

I had a pretty fucking good idea!

He smiled. “You would be forced to fly to
Paris, eat in some of its nicer restaurants and dance in its better
nightclubs. Then you would have to do the same in Monaco, Rome,
London and other places. You might accompany me to certain business
meetings, and perhaps take note of a few things I tell you to.”

“And where would I be sleeping?” I asked, my
heart thumping.

“I always rent suites in the finest hotels,
except in places where I own homes. They are very comfortable
places.

“And would I be wearing any clothes in these
places?”

He laughed in amusement. “Total nudity can
get boring after a while, even for a goddess. There are many fine
shops for designer outfits in Paris. I think we could buy you a few
things you like.”

My head was swirling. I mean, this was
ridiculous! All this guy wanted to do was fuck me! On the other
hand, that was what every guy I went out with wanted, not to
mention the guys I worked with, the guys I'd gone to school with,
and the ones I passed on the street.

“And what if I decide I want to go home
suddenly?”

“Then you leave. It is completely up to you.
But, I think that I can persuade you to stay. I am considered to
have a high level of expertise in pleasing women,” he said
smugly.

“Yeah? By who?”

“By women,” he said as if surprised at the
question.

“This is nuts! I can't just pick up and leave
the country!”

“True. You have no passport. At least, my
people could find no record of one. However, you can apply for one
and for a small fee they will expedite the request and you can have
one within seventy two hours.”

He had been leaning against the limo in an
unthreatening way. Now he pushed his way off and walked towards me,
reaching into his jacket pocket. He drew out a thick wad of hundred
dollar bills and handed them to me.

I stared down at them.

“This is your first month's salary in
advance.”

I couldn't help staring at it. It was a very
thick wad! Four weeks was forty fucking thousand dollars! I had
never before today even seen one thousand dollars in one place. Now
I held forty thousand dollars in my hand! And it was mine!? Or
would be!?

I stared at it, then at him.

“Paris?” I said a little dazedly.

“I'm sure you'll like it,” he said.

*

To say I was of two minds about all this
would be a dramatic understatement. I was simultaneously excited
and terrified. I insisted his driver take a picture of us together,
and then sent it to a couple of girlfriends. Maxim said that before
going away we should have dinner and get to know each other better
at his hotel.

I had to hurry inside and find something to
wear at a fancy hotel. It wasn't like I had a lot of stuff that
wouldn't make me look like a poor girl. I settled on a dark red
Bohemian dress with a loose skirt and sleeves which fell to about
mid thigh. It was cute and a bit sexy without being obvious.

I took a super quick shower, brushed my hair
frantically, and put on a dab of makeup. By the time I was ready
and called the number on the card he'd given me it was almost six.
He answered, and said the limo was already out front.

Yikes!

So I went downstairs, nervous and wondering
if I was a whore for even considering this. On the other hand, if I
was a whore I was a damn expensive one! The big guy opened the rear
door and I got into the limo to find it empty. He closed the door
and walked around to the other side.

“Uh, where's uh, Maxim?” I asked
nervously.

“Mister Antonov is already there,” he
said.

Well, he had a hotel room there, so I
supposed that was normal enough. The car pulled away from the curb
and I looked around the huge rear with its gorgeous leather seats.
Wow! I was sitting in this limousine and going to see some rich guy
who basically wanted to buy me! Or at least rent me. And I was
seriously, strongly considering it!

It wasn't just the money, though I admit that
was a huge incentive. It was the chance of going to see Europe.
And, I admit, the thought of sex with Maxim was scary but... darkly
exciting. I was willing to bet it wouldn't be boring, anyway. And I
didn't think he was paying tens of thousands of dollars to kill me
and leave me in a ditch!

I was wearing suede, knee-high boots, and
swung them out of the car as the driver opened the door. I stood up
and looked at the entrance, my pulse racing. I walked through the
door some guy in a suit held open and was directed to the
restaurant, and then to a round, two person table by the huge glass
window overlooking central park.

I sat down and he handed me the wine list.
What did I know about wine!? I smiled and nodded like I did and he
departed as I looked out at the fantastic view. We were on the
35th floor so the view was terrific, or would have been
if I wasn't so nervous.

Maxim arrived, which was good because I felt
out of place and needed a guide.

“Quinnlyn,” he said with a smile.

“Quinn,” I said.

“Beautiful view, is it not?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Get used to beautiful views. I like them
too.”

He winked at me, by which I took to mean he
meant me.

He ordered wine. I work at a nice restaurant
but this was a whole other level so I had to confess my ignorance
of the stuff on the menu. We discussed that and he ordered for me.
Then he rested his eyes on me.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks. Then again, I'm supposed to,
right?”

He smiled. “That dress hangs nicely on you.
You have excellent taste.”

“I still don't know what I'm doing. This is
all so... overwhelming,” I said.

“Sometimes opportunity knocks without
warning. It is up to us to seize that opportunity when it presents
itself. This has been how I have been guided my entire life.”

“And I'm an opportunity?”

“Of course! But so am I to you. And I wager I
can provide you with a more important opportunity than you can me.
I can show you... much. I can teach you... much.”

I'll bet!

“So where do you live... Maxim?”

“Insofar as I have a single residence it is
in Moscow. I spent very little time there, however. I have places
in London, Rome, Beijing, Paris, New York and Los Angeles.”

“Tiny little apartments?”

He smiled.

“How did you become rich? I mean, you said
you used to be a soldier and waiter.”

“By seizing opportunities. My first
opportunity was to become an assistant to a powerful man in Moscow.
Not the same sort of assistant as you will be, of course. He taught
me much, and made me rich. Then I went out on my own and made
myself richer.”

“What do you... do?”

“I buy and sell things. I invest in
companies. I lobby politicians and bribe them.”

“Isn't that illegal?”

“Sometimes. But few take that seriously.”

“So what about this wife of yours?”

“Ex wife. She and I lead different lives. But
we are cordial. She was not interested in traveling a lot. And I do
not really enjoy being alone in my travels. A personal assistant
would make my life much more pleasant.”

Personal assistant, my ass! He meant a hot
girl to have sex with! Although maybe he also wanted a companion to
talk to and have dinner with and stuff. That wasn't nearly so bad.
Morally speaking. I figured it must get lonely traveling all over
the world by himself all the time.

“So if you have a place here in New York how
come you're staying in a hotel?”

“My place in New York is here. The hotel also
provides services to several dozen residences upstairs. It is like
having a private apartment, and yet having all the services of a
grand hotel at your fingertips, from laundry to room service. I
don't like vacuuming, you see.”

I snorted in amusement.

The waiter arrived with the wine, and then
dinner. He talked about some of the things he'd seen in various
cities and countries around the world. And I... tried not to be too
boring. Because honestly I had never done anything and never gone
anywhere!

And I was very strongly aware of how
unsophisticated and uncultured and inexperienced and... poor I was
compared to him! It all left me fumbling to keep up and not say
something stupid or ignorant and show him how pathetic I was.

I mean, he was probably twice my age! I had
very little experience talking with guys like him except as
teachers or coaches or bosses or customers. Of that group, I only
ever flirted with the customers, and none seriously. Yet now I was
supposed to sleep with this guy! I mean, he hadn't said it openly
but come on! I'm not that dumb! Obviously that was what was
supposed to happen! Tonight! Upstairs!

Yikes!

Well, at least I knew how to deep-throat. I
was sure that would impress him. It sure impressed all the other
guys I'd had oral sex with. I couldn't think of anything else
likely to impress him except my body, of course. That always
impressed everyone too.

And yes, I know you're not supposed to make
use of your looks and your body, but come on, we all do. We just
don't often get the uhm, opportunity to make this strong a use of
them!

The thought of sleeping with him kept giving
me little emotional jolts. I was feeling very stressed out at the
idea. I felt like there were going to be expectations I couldn't
meet. He was probably used to sleeping with sophisticated rich
girls. I was anxious about showing what a... girl I was.

As opposed to a sophisticated woman.

Because frankly, I still mostly thought of
myself as a girl. And the guys I'd gone out with were boys. Maxim
was … something else, something beyond my experience.

Then again, maybe I'd blow his socks off with
my oral skills and he'd be incredibly impressed, like the boys I'd
dated. Maybe he'd be some kind of casual slob in bed, the
wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am type. I'd heard a lot about how sexy and
sophisticated in bed Italian and Spanish and Frenchmen were. Not so
much Russians, who were thought to be generally crude.

Well, whatever happened it was going to be an
experience!
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I had never been in a hotel suite before. It
was amazing. It looked like an apartment. A nice apartment, with a
gas fireplace and everything. There was a sectional sofa facing it,
with a flat screen on the wall above the fireplace. I could see the
lights of the city through the floor to ceiling windows beyond.

Off to one side was an open kitchen, with a
dining room in front of it. To the other side was a doorway that
likely led to the bedroom.

Gulp.

I hadn't been this nervous with a guy in a
long time! But this wasn't a 'guy' and way more was at stake. Plus,
I felt way less competent, way less confident.

Maxim took off his jacket and hung it on a
hook by the door, then led me through to the big glass windows. It
turned out part of them were doors onto a balcony, and they slid
aside at a touch of a button. He led me onto the balcony, which I
was glad of. It seemed a lot safer than the sofa.

“Is it not beautiful?” he asked.

His arm swept around me and pulled me in
closer and I felt my heart beating faster.

“It's... an amazing view,” I said.

It wasn't dark on the balcony but it was dim.
Especially since my eyes hadn't adjusted yet. He pulled me in
against him, half turning me, and his other hand slid through my
hair as my heart thundered. Then his lips were against mine and I
kind of froze in place for a long moment.

Even though I'd been expecting it the moment
of truth caught me a little by surprise, and then he added to the
surprise by being a really, really great kisser. It startled me
just as I was about to kiss back, and delayed me a bit before I
responded.

Even as we kissed I was marveling at just how
good a kiss it was! I didn't have a huge amount of experience, but
a lot of it was... bad. Guys often kissed too hard so my lips
actually hurt, were too sloppy, which was gross, too delicate,
which was boring, or tried to stuff their tongue into my mouth,
which was also gross.

Maxim's kiss was absolutely nothing like any
of that. It was a firm, strong, confident kiss, like he couldn't
imagine being pushed back. It wasn't rough, but it was very firm.
His lips were moist and warm but not sloppy, and his tongue dipped
lightly as his lips moved.

There was a lot to like about that
kiss! And it promised more! That had me starting to feel a sense of
sudden excitement, of anticipation as my pulse raced.

His hands weren't even groping me! Which was
really weird! I mean, by now any guy would have been moving his
hand down onto my ass or onto my breast. Maxim wasn't doing either.
The hand at the small of my back actually slid up a bit, rubbing my
back. The other stayed in my hair.

And boy this kiss was going on for a long
time!

The hand caressing my back slid higher still,
and then, so deftly I barely felt it, undid the buttons behind my
neck. It was only as he eased back from the kiss, leaving me
gulping in air a little, that I even realized it. Because by then
both his hands were up around there, and he tugged my dress forward
over my shoulders.

I gasped, stricken, and my arms jerked up to
pin the dress against myself.

He didn't force it, but he didn't let go
either. My mind swirled and then I eased my arms away and let him
pull the dress forward. It slid down my body to pool at my ankles
and I felt my face flush as his hands caressed my bare
shoulders.

I had, of course, considered the strong
possibility of sleeping with him. I was wearing lingerie, not
underwear. It was black, lacy, and sexy. It looked good on me, and
I knew it. I didn't think it would remain on for long, though.

I was surprised that Maxim stepped backward.
There was a pair of chairs against the wall and he sat down, very
casually.

“Take off your bra, Quinn,” he said.

This was... strange to me. I had expected him
to want to remove my bra, like all boys. I hadn't expected him to
move away and tell me to. And I hadn't expected him to tell
me to. Like he wasn't asking!

That reminded me he was, in effect, hiring
me. And that my body was part of the package. That made my mind
churn awkwardly again, partly with guilt and uncertainty. But I was
also aroused by this. I knew even then that this was an experience,
whatever happened, that I would always remember.

I reached behind me and undid my bra, then
shrugged the straps over my shoulders and let the cups slide off my
breasts. I felt another rush of heat as I bared myself. Every boy
I'd showed my breasts to had gaped at them as if they were the
greatest things they'd ever seen.

Maxim smiled.

I gulped and glanced aside, reassuring myself
no buildings were close enough for anyone to see me.

“Now the thong,” he said with a soft
growl.

Yikes!

My whole body was filled with sexual tension
as my mind tried to figure out what the situation was here. It
was... different from every previous experience.

I slipped my thumbs into the strings of my
thong and bent over, slipping them down over my hips and then
stepping out of them.

“Beautiful,” he said. “Simply beautiful.”

I felt a flush of excitement at his
approval.

I started to remove one of my boots but he
stopped me.

“Leave them on.”

I straightened and moved towards him. When my
legs were pressing against his knees he sat back in the chair.

“Put your hands behind your neck,” he
said.

I blinked in surprise, then hesitantly
brought my hands up behind my neck, flushing again. I mean, this
was posing in a way I'd never posed for a boy. Mostly boys were all
over me by now anyway.

“Feet apart.”

I shifted my feet apart on the balcony,
feeling another rush of heat at how... new and strange and hot this
all seemed. I was still trying to come to terms with the idea that
I sort of... owed him my obedience as his employee. I mean, this
wasn't the normal sex where I made all the decisions. I had to do
whatever he wanted!

That was a bit scary, but mostly it made me
feel like some kind of wildly sexual person, like, I don't know, a
sexy escort or something. Not that I'd ever even fantasized about
being an escort. Or, well, not much. But it seemed very kinky at
the time. Of course, I would quickly come to understand kinkiness
went a lot further.

He leaned forward again and then his hands
came forward and slid up and down my hips.

“Don't move,” he growled.

My heart was pounding as his hands slid
closer together, caressing my abdomen, then sliding slowly up my
belly and lower chest until they pressed into the underside of my
breasts. He squeezed them up and together, slowly, firmly, then
said something which sounded like a swear word. Only it wasn't in
English.

“Beautiful,” he said again, his fingers
firmly kneading my breasts.

He kissed my belly, then my abdomen as his
hands slid down my front and then went around behind me to cup my
buttocks. My mind squirmed as he stared into my carefully shaven
sex. Then he kissed the top of my sex!

His hands slid back around front, gripping my
inner thighs up high so his thumbs could rub lightly along the line
of my sex.

I started to drop my hands and he eased
back.

“Hands behind your neck,” he said curtly.

Startled, I brought my hands back up. I
didn't understand why, though, and felt mildly insulted by his
tone.

His thumbs eased the lips of my sex apart and
then his tongue slipped in between.

I gasped and closed my eyes briefly as his
tongue began to roll around in circles around and over my clitoris,
then up and down, then from side to side. He... kissed me there,
and his lips massaged me and started to suck rhythmically.

I could feel my pussy starting to throb with
power as passion swept through me and pleasure spread upward
through my abdomen. My nipples crackled with energy as I felt a
finger pushing slowly up into my body. He was a big man and his
finger reflected that as I felt muscles spasming in my hips and
belly.

A second finger pushed up inside me, and I
moaned helplessly.

“Spread your legs further.”

I obeyed, and his fingers seemed not so much
to pump in and out but to stroke the front wall of my sex even as
his tongue licked at my clitoris. The passion and sexual hunger
grew more and more intense as my hips started to grind helplessly
against him.

This was so weird for me! So wild!

And then he eased back, except that he kept
his two fingers inside me, and maybe slid them deeper. In fact, he
pushed a third finger, and I could feel the lips of my sex
straining around them, stretching, aching deliciously.

His other hand slid up my body, kneading my
breasts.

“Do you know what an alpha-male is, Quinn?”
he asked.

What?! He wanted me to speak! Fuck! I was
smoldering with heat. I didn't want to have a conversation!

“Don't move,” he said as my hips tried to
kind of ride his fingers.

“Do you know what a Type-A personality
is?”

I'd heard of that. Sort of.

“I... I... yes?”

He snorted, his fingers moving slowly inside
me even as he brought his big thumb in against my clitoris. I
was... wet, and his thumb rubbed lightly against me as I shuddered
with excitement.

What the fuck!? This was so strange! But
incredibly hot!

“Some people might call us aggressive.
Perhaps bossy. We like to get our way. We work very hard at winning
for we are very competitive.

I did not care! I groaned as his hand kneaded
my breast.

“We fight hard. We play hard. We protect what
is ours. We take what we want,” he said.

Who gives a fuck, I thought. Rub your finger
harder! Please!

“If you are going to be my... personal
assistant, you must understand that I require obedience of my
employees. I give instructions, and they are carried out without
question. Do you understand?”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped, my voice squeaking.

“Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I gulped.

His thumb rubbed a little harder and my hips
started to roll.

“Keep still,” he barked.

I froze, flushed, confused, filled with
excitement and passion and... want!

His three fingers pushed deeper, twisting
inside me. They were big fingers and when they pushed deeper they
were thicker than any cock I had ever had inside me. The mouth of
my sex strained against them, but the heat inside me grew more
intense.

“Would you like to have an orgasm,
Quinn?”

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Ask me to make you come.”

What!?

“Beg me to make you come.”

Yikes!

“P-Please make me come, Sir!” I
whispered.

His thumb rubbed harder, with this sharp
little flick to it that made me gurgle and gasp and my hips spasm
helplessly.

Then his other hand gripped my thigh, pulling
me forward.

“Kneel on the chair. Straddle me.”

I half fell atop him.

“Hands behind neck,” he barked, as mine came
down on his shoulders.

I jerked them back up.

He had three fingers almost buried in my
burning pussy now, while his thumb rested along the top of my sex.
He let the pad of his thumb rub up and down lightly on either side
of my clitoris without touching it.

“When I give an order I expect it to be
obeyed,” he said in a low growl. “Understood?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“I am not your boyfriend or your date,
Quinn.”

His left hand slid up my body and kneaded my
breast, then slid up higher, until it settled around my neck! I
gasped as he squeezed gently, his big hand covering most of my
neck! I felt my eyes bulge a little, and found it hard to breathe,
though only momentarily.

The crook of his hand pushed up against the
underside of my jaw, forcing my head back further.

“Beg me to make you come,” he ordered.

“Please make me come, Sir!” I moaned.

His thumb flicked harder and his fingers
started pumping, pushing against the front wall of my sex as they
did. I felt myself swaying, and was bizarrely glad of his firm hand
around my neck keeping me from falling. My hips started to jerk and
spasm as the heat grew more intense.

The orgasm was explosive. There was a brief
surge and then a tremendous eruption of pleasure so intense I might
have screamed had he not tightened his hand around my neck. My hips
jerked convulsively, trying to ride his fingers as they thrust up
through the soft, tight, elastic folds of my sex.

I sobbed and gurgled, his hand tightening
enough that it was hard to breathe. I rode his fingers and bucked
against his thumb as the orgasm howled like a firestorm inside me.
Convulsions wracked my body as I jerked and bucked, wallowing in a
screaming storm of pleasure greater than anything I'd ever felt
before!

It felt like my whole body was shaking and
trembling as it went on and on. I forgot to breathe, or actually
didn't want to breathe in case it disturbed the orgasm and made it
ease off. My head was pounding and I was getting light-headed but I
was still wallowing in the pleasure. And nothing else seemed to
really matter.

It began to fade, and I eased my frantic
movements. I felt his hand loosening so that I could gulp in deep,
ragged breathes of air. I sat down abruptly on his thighs, gasping,
my body still twitching as my nerve endings crackled.

Maxim abruptly grabbed my thigh and arm and
swung me up and around until I was sitting astride him, my back
against the armrest behind me.

“Hands behind neck,” he barked as they
fell.

Moaning, I brought my hands back behind my
neck again.

His left hand slid up behind my neck, up into
my thick, soft hair. He gathered it into his fist and jerked back
slightly, as if experimenting. I gasped but didn't move my
hands.

“Lovely,” he said.

He pulled my head back as he leaned forward
and I felt his mouth over my left breast, felt his tongue teasing
my nipple. His lips closed around it and he started to suck
rhythmically. He sucked in more of the center of my breast, his
tongue twirling and swirling across and over my nipple.

His teeth bit into me and I gasped, but the
pain seemed to intensify a strange feeling of sexual torpor
gripping my mind. His right hand slipped down my body.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Yes, ordered!

Gulping, I obeyed, and his fingers caressed
my pussy.

“You have a perfect body,” he said.

I felt two fingers push into me, then a
third. They pumped in and out again as his thumb started to rub my
clitoris once more. Only now his mouth was shifting from one breast
to the other, sucking and licking at my soft flesh. Even when he
closed his teeth down, as he did on one of my nipples, the pain was
hot, but wickedly thrilling.

My body was still bubbling with heat, and it
only got worse as he used his lips and tongue to work me up into
another state of throbbing sexual tension.

But instead he slid his fingers out of me as
the hand holding my hair instead pushed my head up and forward. I
stared at him, breathless, and he smiled and slid his index finger
along my lower lip, then into my mouth. He added a second, and I
gulped, closing my lips and sucking.

It was only after a moment I realized these
were the fingers he'd had inside me! That widened my eyes but I
didn't think there was anything I could do about it.

“You have lovely lips,” he said. “I want to
feel them around me.”

He swung me around.

“Stand up.”

I stood up awkwardly, keeping my hands behind
my neck.

“Bring your hands down and cross them behind
your back.”

This was so strange! But I did it. A moment
later I felt something, some kind of soft fabric slipping around my
wrists. My eyes widened as I realized, too late to do anything
about it, that he was tying my wrists together!

I gasped, jerking my head around, trying to
see. He had no tie on, so that was what he'd used to tie my wrists
up.

“Wh-Why are you – ?”

“Because I want to,” he said.

The fabric felt firm around my wrists,
several loops of it, like... firm! Like... I was really tied up for
real!

“Turn around and kneel.”

I turned around, my wrists jerking
experimentally against the tie and he pushed down on my shoulder so
I was forced to my knees.

He undid his belt slowly, then opened his
expensive trousers. He didn't bother with the zipper, but pushed
them and his underwear down.

His cock sprang up thick and hard. I felt my
eyes widening. This was definitely the biggest cock I'd ever had
inside me!

He reached down and gathered up my hair above
my head, then jerked on it experimentally, as he'd done before. His
other hand held his big cock, and he let the head rub back and
forth against my forehead, then down across my eye and cheek, then
he rubbed it along my lips the way he had his finger.

I licked at it as he rubbed it against me,
feeling my body pulsing with excitement at this dark, kinky
element. It was the second time I'd been tied up, and the first
time had been a wickedly exciting experience which, up until now,
had been the best of my life.

He pushed his cock into my mouth and I
started to suck and lick it. It felt odd doing this without hands,
though, for I used my hands a lot when giving oral sex. I slid as
deep as I could without swallowing it, and then pulled back,
bobbing up and down so I could lick the head.

He pulled out, rubbing his cock along my
face.

“Do you like my cock, pretty girl?”

“Yes!” I moaned.

He slapped the head against my cheek.

“Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

This was so wicked!

He lifted his cock up against his belly and
drew my mouth in against his balls and I sucked and licked them,
moaning excitedly as my pussy throbbed. My thighs closed as I
automatically tried to grind them together but when Maxim pulled
back he looked down at me and ordered me to stop.

“Spread your legs,” he barked.

I obeyed.

“Wider!”

I was confused but pulled my knees so wide
the tendons in my thighs ached.

“You may not make yourself come,” he said.
“That is not your job. That is my job. Do you understand,
girl?”

“Yes... sir!” I moaned.

I kind of muzzily understood this was some
kind of kinky sex game we were playing. I knew about such things,
like teacher and student, or doctor and patient, but had never
really given them much thought.

He fed his cock into my mouth and I started
to suck and lick as his hand pulled against the back of my head. I
belatedly understood his intent just in time to brace myself as the
head of his cock slipped into my throat and plunged down its
length.

I had deep throated before, like I said, but
this was thicker and longer than anything I'd ever tried. I was
incredibly hot, though, bubbling over with excitement. The
thickness of it and the feeling of aching in my throat only aroused
me further as he pushed himself into me to the hilt.

He was so big and strong and … masculine! And
I was weak and helpless and tied up and naked and completely at his
mercy. That made me shudder a little with fear, but the fear added
a dark, edgy quality to the heat gripping my mind.

He pulled back and I gasped and gulped in air
as he rubbed his now spit-wet cock over my face.

“Hot, sexy little girl,” he said.

I liked the 'hot sexy' part of that, but not
the rest. I wanted him to see me as a sleek, sexy woman! Even
though I knew I wasn't.

He pushed himself back into my mouth, let me
suck and lick at him, then drove himself down my throat to the
balls, grinding my face against him.

It felt very dark doing this with my hands
tied behind my back!

He pulled out, then pulled me roughly to my
feet by the hair.

“Turn around.”

I was gasping for breath as he jerked me
around and pressed me up against the metal top of the glass
railing.

Crack!

I gasped as he slapped my ass. Then I felt
him pressing against me, his cock pressed up between my buttocks.
His left hand held my hair as his right slid around me and kneaded
my breasts.

“Do you want my cock inside you?” he
growled.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

He jerked back on my hair.

“Yes sir!” he purred into my ear.

“Yes, sir!” I cried.

He chuckled and nibbled at my ear as he
ground his cock between my buttocks. He was sliding it up and down,
up and down.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled softly.

Holy shit!”

I gasped as he jerked on my hair.

“Beg.”

“P-Please fuck me... sir!” I gasped.

He chuckled again and his hips moved back,
his cock sliding down out of the cleft between my buttocks. I felt
the nose rubbing along my sex as he spread my legs wider and bent
me forward. I was embarrassingly wet, but the head of his cock
stretched me achingly wide as it pushed inside the mouth of my
sex.

His right hand slid down my body, jerking my
hips back further so I was bent over the railing. I couldn't look
down, though, because his left held my hair back, keeping my head
up.

This was so... insane!

I felt him pushing deeper and deeper, and it
was a gloriously full feeling as his cock stretched me deliciously
wide and moved up higher inside me.

His hips began to work in and out, with his
cock burrowing deeper with every stroke. Then he was fully inside
me, the head pushing against the back wall of my sex with a force
that was almost painful. His hips ground against me, then he
started to thrust in and out, in and out.

His right arm curled under my hip, his long
fingers finding my clitoris and rubbing it as my body began to
shake to the impact of his hips.

This was like no sex in my experience! I had
thought sex with Seth was wild. This was way worse! I was totally
his... possession, his prisoner, his to do with as he chose! There
was something wildly dark and deliciously thrilling about being
tied up!

I rolled my eyes around at the surrounding
buildingss, gasping and moaning as he thrust into me, wondering if
anyone was behind the darkened windows looking out at me. My
breasts wobbled and shook on the other side of the railing, high
above the streets below. Could anyone down there see me!?

I still couldn't look down to see. He held my
hair like the reins of a horse, jerking back to meet his thrusts.
His hips were slapping loudly and forcefully against my buttocks as
his big cock speared deep into my belly again and again!

And this was so crazy hot and wild that my
body was starting to burn up as I surrendered myself to the passion
and heat. I had nothing to do and nothing to say so all I could do
was wallow in the sensations as Maxim used me so savagely!

His skilled fingers continued to rub my
clitoris, and the rush of heat and sensation rapidly became too
much, an intoxicating heat filling my mind with a sexual fever. I
felt drunk on the heat and passion as I gaped, open-mouthed, out at
the city, hardly aware of my own gasps and cries.

The orgasm spiraled up inside me like a
tornado growing up from the ground. I cried out at the towering
height of it as it set my nervous system aflame. My hips bucked
desperately back against his hips as his cock drove into me with
hot, hard, hungry strokes.

I was... lost to it all, my mind spinning
like that tornado and glorying in the all-consuming pleasure. I
trembled and shook, my brain fried by the long, crackling sexual
storm of pleasure.

Oh, my God, it was good!
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I didn't see Maxim or speak to him for the
next two days. He was making the arrangements for my passport and
travel. All I had to do was figure out how to explain myself at
work, to my roommates, and to my family.

There was no way anyone at work was going to
believe me if I said I was taking a sudden holiday and it had
nothing to do with Maxim. So I told my manager I had an opportunity
to see Europe and was taking it. He fired me, of course. You don't
get to take a couple of weeks off at a restaurant unless you do so
well in advance.

My roommates only cared that I'd still pay
the rent, which I said I would. I could get more creative with my
family. I told them a couple of girlfriends and I were going to
Europe on a super cut rate economy class special fare.

Oh, what was I supposed to say? I was letting
a man twice my age pay my way in exchange for sex? Not likely!

Of course, the sex had so far been so
incredible I would have paid him if I'd had any money!

Of course, I now DID have money. I'd
deposited the cash he'd given me; forty thousand dollars. It was
the most money I'd ever had in my life by far. By FAR! It felt like
a fortune! I could buy a car! Or make a down payment on a house!
Except that I didn't have a job to pay them off.

Unless you counted me traveling with Maxim as
a job. And it wasn't like that had a lot of security. I could do
something to piss him off tomorrow and it would be bye-bye,
Quinn.

Forty thousand fucking dollars! Holy fucking
crap! And if I made it two months I'd have eighty thousand! That
was an incredible amount of money!

Maxim did send me an email which had an
attachment which contained a bar-coded 'ticket' of some kind. He
told me when to go to the airport, which airport, and what gate. My
passport arrived by courier, and my picture didn't even look half
bad!

Then a box arrived, with a dress Maxim wanted
me to wear on the trip.

I opened it and gaped as I held it out before
me.

It was... very pretty, very sexy... and very
revealing! It was not a traveling dress. It was a clubbing dress.
Although I suppose a man might not be aware of that. I tried
suggesting that to him and his reply was firm. “Wear the
dress.”

Shit.

The dress was a white scoop neck, with the
scoop plunging down to below my breasts! The cups were held
up by a thin white string which went up over my otherwise bare
shoulders and tied behind my neck. They were large enough to cover
most of my breasts. From directly ahead, anyway. But from an
angle, well, you could see... a lot!

If that wasn't enough to worry about it was
very short, a mini, with a slit up the right hip almost to the
waist! It was a dress I'd be nervous to wear to a disco, where the
lights were low and everyone would be dressing up in sexy dresses.
Airports were notorious for having LOTS of light! And people
dressed for comfort, not like this!

I couldn't even wear a bra with this. The
dress had no back, and the scoop was so wide and deep any bra would
be so visible it would look silly. And looking silly was even worse
than looking slutty, as far as I was concerned. I decided that,
despite it being kind of warm, I'd wear a hip-length sweater over
it.

At least I didn't have to take a cab to the
airport. The limo showed up, with the big driver. He popped the
trunk and came around to help put my suitcases in, smiling broadly
at me.

“I'll take that sweater too,” he said.

I stared at him in surprise and
consternation.

“What!?”

“Mister Antonov he bet me ten dollars that
you'd wear a jacket over the dress. I thought you'd wear a sweater.
I win. But he also said he doesn't want you wearing anything
else.

My face flushed and I scowled up at him, but
then removed the sweater and gave it to him. He folded it neatly
and put it in the trunk, then closed it and guided me over to the
back door, his big hand on my bare back. He opened and ushered me
in and I slipped very carefully inside, trying not to flash
him.

And, I was sure, failing.

He closed the door and got around the front,
then pulled away from the curb.

“How long have you been with Mister Antonov?”
I asked, trying to sit in a way which wouldn't flash him.

“About five years,” he said. “My name is
Eddie. I trade off with Pierre when he travels. One of us will go
on ahead to his next destination and get the car ready and be
waiting for him while the other drives him around wherever he is
now.”

“Uh, so this Pierre guy is in Paris?”

“Yes. And after Mr. Antonov leaves I fly to
London and will meet you guys there with the Rolls Royce.”

“So he's like... really rich, I guess.”

“I haven't seen his bank account but he sure
doesn't act like money is short. Everything he buys is... first
class,” he said, his eyes flicking up and down in the rear view
window.

I wasn't sure if that was a compliment. But I
doubted he had much doubt about why Maxim was bringing me with
him.

That was embarrassing. I didn't want him
thinking I was some kind of hooker! Especially since I was kind of
squirming within my own mind about whether what I was doing
amounted to something like prostitution.

I kept telling myself, though, that this
opportunity to travel Europe for free and have sex with a sleek,
sophisticated man who was a great lover was something I should have
done for free if it had been offered. I knew the forty thousand had
been the deciding factor, though. Especially since it was before
I'd seen how hot he was in bed.

And kinky. He didn't mind my calling him
Maxim except when we were having sex! Then I had to call him 'sir'.
That was weird! But if that's what he liked, well, that's what he'd
get. He was the type-A personality, after all. And I wasn't going
to argue when the results were so... intense.

I was not looking forward to walking through
the airport in this dress, though. That was going to be
excruciatingly embarrassing! Maybe once Eddie dropped me off I
could put the sweater on again. Except Maxim had clearly foreseen
that and didn't want it.

I sighed. At least I looked sexy.

The limo arrived at the airport, but drove
well past where everyone else was stopping to unload. He drove down
a narrower road into what looked like warehouses and stuff. He
stopped at a gate and then showed some kind of ID to the security
guard before driving through.

I observed this with interest. Were we going
to be able to avoid the usual airport stuff? I had been cringing at
the thought of standing in a long line like I'd seen on TV while
all the men leched on me and all the women looked at me like I was
some kind of slut.

We pulled up in front of a very small
building and stopped. Eddie popped the trunk, and I hurriedly got
out before he could come around. The slit in the dress was on the
right side, after all! He got my suitcases and a man came out with
a kind of cart that Eddie put them onto.

I looked at the brightly lit, wide open space
beyond the glass doors anxiously.

“Go to Gate One and show them your passport
and your Pass,” he said.

“What pass?”

“You get an email with something with a bar
code?”

I nodded.

“That's it. I'll see you in London,
babe.”

“Uhm, thanks.”

The guy in a uniform pushed the cart towards
the doors, which slid aside. I followed him, wishing my dress was
just a little bit longer and had just a bit less cleavage.

At least the place wasn't crowded at all. He
led me across the floor towards a counter where no one was
waiting.

Blushing, I put my passport on the counter
hoping the guy behind it would find something to do with his eyes
other than staring at my cleavage. He hesitated, then picked it up
while I took out my phone and found the ticket thing.

“Press it up against the reader,” he
said.

I blinked, stared at a machine with a square
glass side, and pressed my phone against it. It beeped and a little
light on it turned from red to green.

He had me put my suitcases into an x-ray
machine, or so I supposed it was, and then the guy with the cart
went around to the other side, took them off, and walked off with
them as the guy behind the counter stamped my passport.

“That way,” he said. “Enjoy your flight.”

Wow, that was easy!

I followed the guy with the cart down a
hallway and then outside! There was a jet waiting not very far off,
a small one. A private jet! I hadn't thought about it being a
private jet! That was a relief! At least I wouldn't have to have
the stewardesses and other passengers staring at my cleavage the
whole flight!

He took the cart over to a man standing by an
opening in the side of the plane while another man gestured me
forward to a set of stairs.

“Ms. Stevenson?” he asked.

“Yes!” I said, my voice squeaking.

“Come ahead,” he said.

I climbed the stairs, very aware of how short
my skirt was, and found a stewardess in front of me, a very blonde
one with bigger boobs than mine. She was wearing a tight little
blue and red uniform with a skirt almost as short as mine.

“Hi!” she said in a kind of musical voice.
“Are you Quinnlyn?”

“Yes!” I gulped.

“Welcome aboard! I'm Hannah.”

She had a British accent, and seemed awfully
friendly and not the least bit surprised at my dress. She led me
forward and I stared around me with something like awe. I'd never
been on a plane before, but I knew what they looked like on the
inside from lots of movies and TV shows. And they didn't look like
this!

Instead of rows of cramped seats there were
what looked like armchairs on swivels. And only about eight or ten.
There was also a pair of leather sofas further forward, facing each
other across the aisle. None of them were occupied and Hannah
showed me to one of the armchairs and had me sit down.

“Mister Antonov will be here momentarily,” he
said. “He's in his office.”

I started to crane my neck, then remembered
the whole seat swiveled so swiveled it around to look back towards
the door I'd come through. There was a narrow hall behind it with
several doors. I guess if you're rich you can have an office on the
plane!

One of them opened even as I watched and
Maxim stepped out even as the man who had been standing at the base
of the stairs came up them and the stairs came up behind him.

He and Maxim spoke, then he went forward, I
guessed into the cabin. I was paying more attention to Maxim as he
came up to me.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said.

“Hi!” I said. “You didn't say it was a
private jet!”

“You think I would ride with the public?” he
asked in amusement.

He turned and to my surprise gave the
stewardess a kiss on the cheek.

“Get me a vodka tonic after we're in the air,
Hannah,” he said.

“Yes, Mister Antonov,” she said
enthusiastically.

She turned away and he patted her bottom.

Which was kind of an eye-opener. If he was
that friendly with Hannah what did he need me for? She was
gorgeous!

He sat down across from me and did up his
seat-belt, then gestured for me to do the same.

“Your first flight on a private plane?” he
asked.

“My first flight on anything!” I said.

“We shall attempt to make it a memorable one,
then.”

The engines were growing noisier, and then
the plane started to move. I stared in fascination out the window,
watching as we made our way down a long road of some kind. Maxim
was looking at some papers, ignoring the view. I figured he'd seen
it often.

The plane reached a runway, then after a
brief delay, started forward, getting faster and faster and then
tilting up as it climbed into the air.

We're flying, I thought excitedly.
On the way to fucking Paris!

Yikes!

The plane remained tilted for a couple of
minutes, then leveled out. After a minute, Hannah came back from
behind a curtain with a glass on a tray, then bent over and handed
it to Maxim. He took it and put it on a little table which folded
down from the wall beside him as she turned to me.

“Can I get you anything, honey?” Hannah
asked.

“Uhm, just... a ginger-ale,” said
nervously.

“Sure!”

“It's too bad you don't have prior experience
with the misery of ordinary airports and crowded planes,” Maxim
said. “You'd appreciate this more.”

“I appreciate it a lot!” I said.

“This plane flies faster, as well. Normal
flight time between New York and Paris would be about 7 hours.
We'll get there in five and a bit. When you add the two hours
sitting around the airport or waiting in lines it's an enormous
time saving.”

“I guess!” I exclaimed.

The rich sure did things differently!

“Come here.”

I unbuckled the seatbelt and stood up, then
walked across the aisle to him, feeling anxious again. His hand
slid up and down my bare leg and then up along the slit and in to
cup my pussy through my thong.

“I don't recall giving you permission to wear
underwear,” he said with a mock-stern look.

“Are you kidding!? With how short this is and
– .”

He gripped the thong and tugged it down
before I could react. I yelped and tried to grab it but failed.

“Step out of it,” he said.

“Maxim!” I gasped, staring at the curtain
where Hannah had disappeared.

“Do it.”

I had little choice, and he took my thong in
his hand and examined it, then put it down on the seat next to him
before turning his eyes back to me.

My face was flushed and I was feeling a
sudden jolt of excitement and anticipation on top of nervousness. I
mean, it's not like we were alone, even if it seemed that way!

And then Hannah showed up, handing me my
glass with a smile, then turning around and disappearing behind the
curtain. Maxim took the glass from me, though and put it on his
table. Then he swiveled the big chair around a bit more and stood
up. He led me to the sofa and sat down, pulling me down next to
him.

“I wonder how we can pass the hours until
Paris,” he mused.

“S-Some guy said you had an office!” I
gulped.

“And a sleeping cabin, with a bed.”

“That sounds... good!”

“This is uncomfortable?”

“No but...”

My eyes flicked to the curtains again.

“No one will come back unless I summon them,”
he said.

His hand caressed my thigh, then slid up
under the dress and I gasped as his fingers found my pussy.

“This dress looks lovely on you,” he
said.

He turned and scooped me up and then sat me
across his lap, like he'd done in his apartment, then started
kissing me. I, of course, let him, though I was wildly aware of how
close Hannah must be. Not to mention the guy who'd gone back there,
and, presumably a second guy. There were always two pilots,
right?

Maxim's hand was as skillful as it had been
the other night, stroking my pussy, then pushing in through my
cleavage to fondle my bare breasts. Despite my anxiety he managed
to get my body humming excitedly in no time.

His fingers slipped into me slowly, then
began to massage me like they had before.

He eased back and had me stand up.

“Dance for me.”

“D-Dance!?” I squeaked.

There was some kind of control box sitting
next to the sofa and he did something to it. Music sounded, coming
from hidden speakers. He fiddled with the controls and the music
changed and became something with a strong, slow beat.

“Dance, beautiful,” he growled.

My face was already flushed, and the flush
had extended right down my neck and chest. But I started to sway in
place, feeling awkward at first. I glanced at the curtain, then
back at him, and rolled my hips. I slid my hands up and down my
body and up through my hair, trying to be sexy in time to the music
but feeling self-conscious and clumsy.

Maxim did something with the control box, and
a moment later Hannah came through the curtains.

I gasped and stopped moving as she came over
and smiled at him.

“Yes, Mister Antonov?”

“Dance for me, Hannah.”

She started to dance immediately, no
questions asked. She was good too, and started to make me feel even
clumsier. Then she turned to me, and clearly encouraged me to dance
with her. I hesitated, but I didn't see much of an alternative.

I started to dance as if I were dancing with
her at a party, though I was very, very aware of Maxim watching. I
was also very, very anxious about being a clumsy horse compared to
her. Her body moved with a liquid grace, and I did my best to
imitate it.

The music changed and she moved in closer,
her hands sliding over my arms and shoulders as she looked
teasingly at me. She brought us in so our breasts kind of pillowed
out together, then slid around behind me, grinding against me from
behind.

Yikes!

I felt her warm breath on my neck, then her
arms around me, caressing my belly as she rolled her hips in time
with me. She was putting on a show for Maxim, and I felt a burst of
jealousy, wanting to do better than her. I put more effort into my
dancing, feeling my embarrassment fading.

Hannah's fingers slid down my side and in
beneath the slit to caress my inner thigh just barely short of my
pussy. And I suddenly felt a wild, emotional jolt as the thought
occurred to me that she wasn't just here to dance. Did Maxim intend
for us to like... put on an even wilder show!?

I felt a sense of near panic, then, for I had
no idea what I'd do, or what I was supposed to do! Hannah turned me
around, dancing back, looking incredibly sexy. Then her hands slid
down her body, gripped the hem of her uniform, and peeled it up and
over her head in one long, graceful movement!

I gaped at her. She wore a lacy white bra and
a tiny little thong as she danced against me. I had one of those
'Oh, shit!' moments, still wildly uncertain what I was supposed to
do.

She moved in against me and kissed me, her
hands sliding through my hair. Like Maxim, she really knew how to
kiss. I hesitated, then kissed back, desperate not to appear like
some silly, virginal girl compared to her. Hey, I've kissed plenty
of girls!

Not ones in their bras and panties, though.
And even as we kissed her hands were caressing my bare back. They
slid up behind my neck, and I felt the string which held my dress
up parting. I gasped, clutching it to my chest as the strings fell
away, and she giggled.

She pulled my arms away and the dress
collapsed to my waist, baring my breasts.

“Nice!” she said as if in appreciation.

Then she reached behind her and undid her
bra, pulling it forward and off.

Her breasts were bigger than mine, but, I
thought, with my desperately spinning mind, not as perfectly round
and firm as mine!

Then she kissed me again, only this time her
bare breasts mashed against mine! That was definitely not something
I'd experienced before! Was I ready for this!? Shit, I didn't
know!

But Maxim was sitting watching
appreciatively, so I didn't do anything but kiss her back as her
hands caressed my back. I, in turn, caressed her back. Her hands
slid down, and pushed the dress over my hips, which made me squeak
in shock and again try to grab at it. She and Maxim laughed as my
dress spilled down around my ankles.

I was naked!

On an airplane! With a girl I didn't know at
all!

“Thank you, Hannah,” Maxim said.

He gripped my arm and tugged me towards him
so I half fell across his lap, and the dress slipped off my ankles
as Hannah picked up her uniform and bra and left us alone.

“M-M-Maxim!” I gasped breathlessly.

“Yes, beautiful?”

He kissed me, taking up where Hannah had left
off, and I shuddered, moaning as his hand slipped down between my
legs and started to massage me there again.

“This is so crazy!”

“I am a crazy person,” he said.
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This was outrageous! I was stark naked,
except for my shoes, on a plane were several people could walk in
on me!

But Maxim seemed determined to make me burn
as his fingers and lips moved over my body. He sucked and chewed
lightly on my nipples until they were on fire, and his fingers
thrust up into me, pumping in and out until my hips began to grind
convulsively against him.

And then he stopped. He reached around behind
the sofa and took out a box, then flipped the lid. I didn't see it,
but he took my wrist and showed me what looked like a gold
bracelet.

“Gold suits you,” he said.

He slipped it around my wrist, and it clicked
as the clasp thing closed. Then as I was examining it, he took
another identical gold bracelet out of the box and slipped it
around my other wrist.

“What are these for?” I asked, panting.

“Fun,” he said.

“Are these really gold?”

“Gold plated.”

He turned me over onto my belly, then brought
my wrists behind me and held them in his hand for some seconds.
When he let go, they wouldn't come apart. The 'bracelets' were
locked together! I gasped as his hand caressed my body, kneading my
buttocks and then sliding in between my thighs.

“Oh! Oh! Maxim! What if someone comes
out!?”

“They will not unless I call,” he said.

Crack!

I yelped as he slapped my bottom.

“I told you that already. Always trust that
Maxim knows what he is talking about.”

His big hand firmly cupped my breast, fingers
squeezing and massaging as the fingers of his other hand pushed
into my soft interior and began to slide in and out.

This was so outrageous! I mean, not him doing
it but doing it right here in the open! Maybe they couldn't see but
maybe other people could listen! The thought of that was
excruciatingly embarrassing but even so this was doing something
electric to my mind and body. I was already sopping wet and my
nipples were like hard pebbles as his fingers rolled and rubbed
them.

It was his thumb inside me, which was as big
as a small cock, and it was kind of swirling around and rubbing
against the front wall of my sex as his fingers massaged my
clitoris. Then his fingers pulled free, and I saw him picking up
something beside the chair. I only got a glimpse of something shiny
– stainless steel.

I raised my head, twisting around to see what
he was doing, and his left hand seized my hair and jerked my head
up and back.

“Ahgh!” I gasped. “Maxim!”

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom.

“That's sir to you.”

I felt something pressing against my back
opening then, and my eyes widened.

“Oh! Oh, don't! What are you doing!?”

“Preparing you for the future.”

What!?

I felt something hard and slippery pushing
into me, forcing open the tight, wrinkled opening. I'd only had
anal sex once and definitely hadn't liked it. So my mind sputtered
as I tried to think of a way to persuade him not to try it even
though I thought I was unlikely to succeed.

“Oh!” I gasped as whatever it was slid
deeper.

Suddenly it kind of narrowed to almost
nothing, as if it was a lump that was sucked into my body. Only it
didn't all go into me. I could feel some narrow part sticking out,
and something pressed against the outside of my ass.

“What is it!? What are you doing?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir,” he said.

His fingers returned to kneading my breast
and fingering me, and I was soon squirming helplessly on his lap
again as the heat burned hotter and brighter within me. He pushed
me off, his hands gathering in my hair and wrapping it around his
fist as my knees slid to the carpet.

He grinned lazily at me and undid his
trousers, then pulled his cock out and drew me forward by the hair.
I started to lick and suck immediately as my breasts pressed into
the seat between his thighs.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

Why, I wondered. But I did it, and he leaned
forward, his hand sliding along my back and then over my buttocks
before sliding back along my side to squeeze my breast.

Meanwhile I was sucking and licking and
bobbing up and down on his cock. And before he could even push me
down I slid all the way down the hilt, swallowing him.

“Ahhh,” he sighed. “You are a talented
girl.”

I licked at the base of his cock, then slid
my lips and head back up, sucking and licking along the way. I felt
him release my hair as he kind of sat back in chair, relaxing as I
worked on his cock.

This was definitely not how I'd imagined a
long flight to Europe would be!

I took him into my throat several times, then
he pulled me up by the hair.

“Turn around and then sit on my cock.”

“Why not do it facing you?”

Crack!

“I'm the boss, that's why.”

I gasped and then turned and gingerly eased
back.

He helped me, gripping my hips as I eased
down. He guided his cock up against my pussy and I gasped in
pleasure and heat as I felt it penetrate me. I slid down more and
more, until he was buried inside me. Then I began to ride up and
down. It was awkward, though, without my hands. I could have done
it a lot better facing him and leaning forward.

On the other hand, his fingers were rubbing
my clitoris and squeezing my breasts as I rode up and down, so the
heat inside me continued to burn brightly. In fact, I was soon
sweltering in the heat as I rode up and down and my body thrummed
with a sexual pressure which grew and grew!

And then the curtain opened and Hannah came
through, smiling as ever.

I squeaked in shock and instinctively tried
to jerk up and away, but Maxim's hand was between my legs,
fingering me, and held me down even as his other hand reached up
and seized my long hair behind the neck and pulled it back
sharply.

“Oh! Oh! Maxim!” I cried.

“I'm not done with you yet, sexy girl,” he
said.

Did he not see Hannah!?

She had put her uniform on again, and seemed
completely unsurprised and not the least embarrassed to walk in on
us like this. And then to my shock, she slid gracefully to her
knees in front of us, her hands on my thighs spreading them wider
as she leaned forward.

I cried out in shock as her tongue circled my
clitoris, then began to sweep across it in soft, delicate
strokes.

Oh my fucking God!

I heard Maxim chuckling behind me as he
pulled my head back and began to kiss and nibble on the nape of my
neck.

“You must lose your silly American
inhibitions, sexy girl,” he whispered.

Hannah's tongue was licking harder, her soft
lips pressing in to massage my clitoris and suck on it as her hands
slid up and down my body, across my taut breasts and back.

The weird thing was that as shocking as this
was it wasn't even that surprising to me. I mean, I'd had a flash
of suspicion just watching him and her together, and the way he'd
casually groped her. Guys all seemed to want to watch girls
together, and Maxim was clearly a guy who got what he wanted. So
I'd had a flicker of suspicion that he might eventually try to
arrange something with me and Hannah.

I just hadn't taken it entirely seriously,
and certainly hadn't thought it would be this sudden or
outrageous!

Maxim was thrusting himself into me, and now
began to tug on the thick mass of my hair, forcing me to rise up,
then sink down on his fat cock. Hannah sometimes licked my
clitoris, and sometimes slid lower, to suck on Maxim's balls.

I couldn't see her perfectly because Maxim
still had hold of my hair, but whenever she sucked his balls she
rubbed my clitoris. And whenever she licked and sucked on my
clitoris she cupped and massaged his balls. That left my breasts
mostly free for Maxim to play with.

I quickly realized these two had some
experience with this sort of thing. It showed how sophisticated
they were about sex compared to me. It made me feel like a mouse
being toyed with by a pair of cats! Completely at their mercy!

At the same time, as I lost my initial
embarrassment, the wild kinky heat of it all began to make my mind
burn once again, and my body soon followed. As the sexual heat grew
into a fever I lost my embarrassment entirely and felt myself
sinking into the delicious dark thrill of what was happening to
me.

Both of them knew what they were doing, and
while I didn't, there wasn't anything expected of me, apparently,
other than to just be the toy they were playing with.

I began to bounce up and down on Maxim's cock
faster as Hannah licked hungrily at my clitoris, and then the heat
tightened and grew more intense before seeming to erupt in a huge,
continuous wave of pleasure which howled through my body!

I lost myself to that pleasure. It was
overpowering! I rode Maxim's cock as Hannah licked furiously at my
clitoris and every nerve ending in my body seemed to be crackling
with sexual electricity that threatened to fry my brain!

I cried out every time I impaled myself on
his big cock, the sound and air torn from my body in exclamations
of wonder and ecstasy as the pleasure continued to howl inside me.
It was probably the best orgasm I'd ever had up till then!

I was so dazed by it I could hardly keep
moving. I just wanted to go limp and sink into a puddle of goo.

Hannah eased back and peeled her dress up and
over her head, then stood up and took off her bra and thong. Maxim
pushed me forward off his lap onto my knees and Hannah seized my
hair, then and backed up, forcing me to kind of knee-walk forward
until she slid up onto one of the other 'armchairs'.

She slumped down on the chair, raised her
long, bare legs wide and draped them across the arms of the chair,
then drew my face forward by pulling on the hair – right in against
her pussy.

“Show me what you've learned, little girl,”
she said in a purr.

I did NOT like being called a little girl by
her. It reminded me that she was older, sleeker, more sophisticated
and everything. On the other hand, I wasn't exactly in any position
to argue as she mashed my face against her pussy. Especially since
I felt Maxim moving behind me, gripping my hips and jerking them
back, then slapping my bottom.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

I moaned and obeyed and felt his cock pushing
into me from behind as I tentatively began to lick at Hannah's
pussy.

I had 'messed around' a little with girls,
but never anything like this! I'd sure never performed oral sex on
a girl before! Nor had I really had the ambition to. But I couldn't
exactly say no since she'd spent the last some minutes licking
me.

But I was aware of how inexpert I was, and
cringing at how childish and backward I was going to look, so tried
to do my best to remember everything she and Maxim had done to me
that I had really enjoyed, and then do it back to her.

Maxim's cock moving in and out of me was
almost beside the point. I was really focused on licking Hannah,
wanting desperately to not seem like an ignorant little girl.

She held my hair firmly, and reached down to
caress my left breast. Her fingers caught at my nipple, and then
spent all their time there, rolling and rubbing it as I licked at
her clitoris. Maxim's hips started to slap against my buttocks with
enough force to make my body shudder. He also reached around to
fondle my right breast.

This was so insane! This was so wild and
shocking and wicked and slutty! I could hardly believe this was me!
It was astonishing to find myself naked on my knees performing oral
sex on a girl while a man fucked me from behind. Especially being
tied up! And triply so in an airplane headed for Europe!

I told myself again that this was going to be
an experience to remember for my whole life, like when I was a
respectable middle-aged woman with kids or something. But would I
ever dare tell anyone about it?

My body was starting to heat up again, and my
nipple, the one Hannah was fingering, was on fire. No one had ever
spent so much time playing with my nipple, and it had never felt so
incredibly sensitive before! But I tried to ignore both it and what
Maxim was doing and focus on licking and sucking on her
clitoris.

Either that began to pay dividends or she was
a good actress, because she was starting to tremble and roll her
hips up. A flush had spread down her face and chest, so I didn't
think it was entirely faking. She jerked down harder on my hair, as
if to get me to lick harder, so I tried to lick harder.

And then another orgasm tore through me. And
no matter how hard I tried to focus on licking her, I lost all
interest in it and everything else as my body melted under the
firestorm of heat. I trembled and shook as my hips bucked violently
back against Maxim, the feel of his big cock punching up deep
inside me too glorious to care about anything else.

In the middle of it he gave a final series of
hard, pounding thrusts and then half collapsed over me, groaning as
he ground himself against my buttocks. He backed off, leaving me to
lick Hannah to an orgasm, much to my relief.

You think that was it? Not by a long
shot!

Maxim wasn't done playing games with me. And
Hannah was his willing assistant!

First Hannah pulled me up across her lap,
face up this time, and exchanged long, soulful kisses with me as
her hand massaged my breasts and nipples, and plunged in and out of
my pussy. Then she put me on my knees on the floor and stood up
over me.

She reached into a kind of overhead storage
compartment and came out with a sort of long, thin stick. It was
flexible, and about three feet long, and she gave me a steely-eyed
gaze as she swished it through the air.

“Now, slave girl,” she growled, her entire
attitude changing. “You will learn to obey your mistress, or
else!”

I was like... uh... what?

The stick had a leather wrapped handle, a
pencil-thin shaft, and a thin little leather flap on the tip. She
pressed that tip under my jaw and tilted my head up as I stared at
her in confusion.

“Spread your knees wide, slave!”

What!?

She jerked the stick down and slapped the tip
lightly against one of my nipples.

“Spread those knees!”

“Ow! Hey!” I yelped.

I jerked my knees apart, though.

“Head back, shoulders back, chest out!”

I gulped and obeyed, while Maxim looked on.
And as Hannah walked slowly around me, glowering down at me, I
began to realize that she was putting on a show for him.

“I see a pretty little pussy down here,” she
said, sliding the soft leather tip down between my legs. “But it's
empty. Why is your pussy empty, slave girl?” she growled.

“Uh.....?”

She snorted and returned to that compartment,
and took out a big dildo! It was very realistic, too! She came back
and knelt before me.

“Up!” she said, tugging on my hair.

“Oh! Hey!”

I rose up and she placed the dildo beneath
me, then she eased her grip.

“Down, slave girl. Sink that hot, hungry
pussy of yours down on this big cock.”

Oh! My! God!

I slid down, gasping, feeling the fat dildo
spreading me open and going deep. It had a kind of curved base. By
which I mean the front curled upward for a reason I didn't yet
understand. I came to understand it fairly quickly, though.

The thing had straps on the base. Two curved
up across my abdomen and went around behind me to join together.
The third went up between my buttocks, to hold the thing tightly
inside me, the base pressed against me. Then she adjusted something
and the whole thing began to vibrate!

I gasped and my thighs jerked together as she
straightened up again.

“Legs spread, slave!”

This was just so way beyond my experience!
But I spread my legs as she slapped the tip of the stick thing
against my nipple again.

“Do you like my big cock inside you, slave?”
she purred.

She let the tip of the stick slap against my
nipples.

“Ow! Oh! Yes! Quit it!”

“You may call me Mistress Hannah,” she said
in an arrogant voice.

Yikes!

She pulled on my hair, tipping me forward so
that I fell onto my shoulders and chest, then brought the thin
shaft of the stick down stingingly across my buttocks.

“Raise your hips high, slave girl!” she
growled.

I yelped and quickly obeyed, gasping,
panting, overwhelmed by all this dark kinky stuff.

“Bottom high, knees spread.”

She slapped at my ass again and I wriggled my
knees wider.

“Bring your knees further forward. We want
that pretty bottom of yours high in the air, an invitation to any
man who passes by,” she said.

She let the tip of the stick slide along my
spine, and moved to stand before me, wearing nothing but her black
stiletto heels.

“Are you grateful to your mistress for giving
you such a lovely big cock, slave girl?” she asked.

Boy, this was so sick!

She brought the stick down across my buttocks
and I yelped at the sting.

“Answer me, slave!”

“Yes... mistress!” I gasped.

The vibrator was... distracting, to say the
least. On top of that was this outrageous act of putting on a kinky
show for Maxim to watch. On top of that was being naked and
shackled like a … slave! And then the lesbian stuff came on top of
that! It was all just so astonishing!

“Show your mistress how grateful you are,
slave!”

Slave! Yikes!

I had no idea what she wanted until she
nudged my lips with the pointy toe of her shoe.

“Lick, slave! Show your submission!”

I was shocked at the order. On the other
hand, her shoe looked quite clean. And she brought the stick thing
down on my bottom again and then again, sending sharp stings
through my bottom.

“Lick, sex slave!”

I shuddered and licked her shoe.

“Keep your bottom high and your legs spread
as if there's a line of men standing behind ready to make use of
your lovely whore body.”

This was fucking mind blowing! But at the
same time I was starting to get helplessly turned on again. The
vibrator buzzing against my clitoris was making my hips want to
jerk and grind and roll. My nipples were throbbing and burning, and
I could feel every inch of the vibrating cock up inside my
abdomen.

“Lick harder, slave!”

I yelped as she swung the stick down and
licked harder, my tongue sliding along her shoes as she stood over
me. I wasn't really thinking of it being degrading so much as
wanting to get into the role I was apparently supposed to play and
wanting not to get hit again.

“Would you like your mistress to fuck you,
Slave?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

She snorted and tossed the stick down, for
which I was grateful. Then she took another cock out of that
cabinet thing. This one also had straps around the base, though
thicker ones. She strapped them around herself, and now she had a
big cock sticking out like she was a guy.

She moved behind me and I felt her hands on
my buttocks. I expected her to pull the vibrator out, but instead
she pulled out that... thing in my butt! That made me blush hotly
with embarrassment, and also sent a wave of confusion through
me.

Until I realized her intent. Which shocked me
so that I froze even as the head of the 'cock' entered my ass and
started to push deeper.

I started to protest and she brought the
stick down across my buttocks, then wound my long hair around her
fist and jerked it back sharply.

The cock pushed deeper and deeper. And I was
already filled up with the one in my pussy!

Maxim was sitting just off to my left,
watching in amusement. I realized again this was all a show for
him, which made it both more outrageous and yet more tolerable.

Her dildo pushed deeper into my ass, and it
didn't hurt like it had when Shane had fucked me in the ass (the
only guy to do it). She let it dip in and pulled back, push in and
back, and slapped my bottom several times, as well as yanking at my
hair.

I quickly realized she did this whenever my
body clamped down on the dildo, and that when she did it my body
got distracted and she was able to push it deeper. The deeper it
got the more it ached. But it was also heating me up – along with
the vibrator, and along with this whole kinky scene.

“Your mistress is going to make you come by
fucking your tight little ass, slave girl!” she growled, jerking on
my hair.

And then she did just that. The dark, wild,
thrilling sexuality of it all was just too overpowering. The feel
of two big cocks inside me – even if they were both fakes – was
incredible. I surrendered to the wild, dark passion of it all and
came like a slut, bucking and jerking and twisting like a wild
horse trying to buck off its rider as she yanked on my hair and
ground my breasts into the carpet.
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Paris was gorgeous! It was hard to believe I
was really here, and driving along in a limousine! Maxim had
produced a more modest dress for me to wear – thankfully. Yet it
was one I would have hesitated to wear in public prior to wearing
the incredibly revealing one. This one had no cleavage. It was also
white, and short, but the skirt was loose and ruffled – with no
slit in it. Not to mention being longer.

It was still way shorter than I was used to
wearing in public, but at least it was cute and flouncy, with lacy
sleeves with wide cuffs. He had apparently liked my boots that
first night, for he'd bought a pair much like them; knee-high, made
of suede, but black this time.

It was a good thing the cuffs were so long
and wide, though, because he'd only smiled when I'd asked about
taking off the gold bracelets. They were still on my wrists. At
first glance they just looked like bracelets, though. They were
gold with little leaves on them. What you had to look more closely
at was that one of the leaves was hollow and could be swung out on
a hinge.

But if you weren't looking closely they were
just a pair of gold bracelets, so I could bear that. I figured it
was Maxim being a tease. Anyway, I was relieved I wasn't wearing
the other dress outside in public in the daytime.

We stopped before an old stone building. I
didn't think of it as a house since it had no yard. It certainly
wasn't a house like I thought of them. Nor an apartment. But when
he led me through the doors we were in a narrow hall with marble
floors and a metal cage elevator.

We rode up to the fifth floor, where his
apartment was. And what an apartment! It was like something out of
a Gothic romance. The rooms were all huge, with twenty-foot
ceilings painted with pictures of people and trees and angels. I
mean, the walls were painted like it was a museum or art
gallery!

The furniture was hundreds of years old. The
building was hundreds of years old! Nothing in the place was like
anything in my experience. It made me feel very... small and
unimportant.

Maxim said something in French to a gorgeous
French maid – literally a cliché. She even had a black and white
uniform. Though it was so short and tight I was immediately
reminded of Hannah. Was this maid his bitch, too? Did he have one
everywhere? If so, why was he bringing me?

Before long we left. The limo dropped him off
at a building, and then brought me for a tour. The driver was
Pierre, as tall and broad-shouldered as the driver in New York, but
black, and with a pronounced French accent. He drove me around and
spoke knowledgeably of the buildings we passed and how old they
were before dropping me off on the Champs-Elysees to do the
touristy thing.

I would have preferred to do it WITH someone,
but hey, beggars can't be choosers. And it's better to be at the
Eiffel tower alone than be back waiting on tables back home.

After that (boy, there were long lines) I
wandered along window shopping, and sometimes shopping inside,
amazed at being in Paris. I got on a tourist bus and took a tour,
and got off and did more shopping! And the stores I shopped at
didn't require you to take your stuff with you. They all delivered
to your hotel or house free within 24hrs.

And it wasn't even my money!

Pierre picked me up and brought me to a fancy
restaurant where I met up with Maxim, excitedly telling him all the
stuff I'd seen and the stuff I'd bought. He seemed amused, not the
least bit concerned at the costs, and told me he'd see to it I have
some company the next day to take me around.

Then he explained the food he ordered and we
got to eating. The restaurant put mine back in Manhattan to shame.
It was in a really old building – cuz there are TONS of super old
places in Paris – and it had high ceilings with big crystal
chandeliers covering the ceiling. The tables were wide and covered
in linen while the chairs looked like antiques.

I was exhausted after eating. It wasn't jet
lag, I didn't think, never having been on a jet before. It was just
the excitement, and the fact they were like six hours ahead of us
so I'd missed my normal nighttime sleep.

Fortunately, Maxim was tired too and didn't
want anything more than a blow job and a quick ride before bedtime,
and I slept like the dead until he woke me up for more of the same
in the morning.

This was such an easy job!

“Colette will take you on a tour of some of
Paris' lovelier attractions,” Maxim said. “Although Colette IS one
of Paris' lovelier attractions herself.”

He grinned at her and gave her a kiss,
squeezing her buttocks.

That made me a little anxious, reminding me
how easily I could be replaced.

“She'll also dress you,” he said in
amusement.

I blinked in confusion. “Huh?”

“Paris has a long history of devoted
servants. They used to do everything for those they worked
for.”

“I can dress myself.”

“Yes, but she can dress you the way I want
you dressed,” he said.

There was something about the way he said
that which made me wary.

“Obey her as you would me. And we shall meet
later in the day.”

He lifted my chin with his fingers.

“Say yes sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!”

Maybe I'd stay home today!

He left on whatever business it was he did,
and I wandered through the place. It was like a freaking museum.
Just staring at the walls was like being at an art gallery.

Then Colette found me.

She was a head taller than me, with a slender
body and face – like a model, really, and that Frenchy attitude,
aloof, nose in the air, that kind of thing.

“Ah, you are here,” she said in accented
English. “Come, we have a number of things to see today.”

“Oh I'm not – .”

“Come,” she said.

I made a face and followed her through some
rooms and then into an unused bedroom where what looked like some
clothes had been laid out.

“Strip. Naked,” she said.

I blinked, then felt my anxiety rising along
with a sense of embarrassment. She must know why I was here, that I
was basically just Maxim's playmate of the month. Still, I was
pretty sure she was sleeping with him too whenever he wanted to, so
she could just forget looking down her nose at me!

I sighed and stripped naked. I still had
those gold bands on my wrists. Aside from that I stripped and she
brought me a... thing!

“What the hell is that!?” I blurted.

She smirked. “Monsieur Antonov has acquired
this for you to wear.”

I gaped at 'this'. It was... a metal belt,
with a thin, curving part which dropped down from one side and up
again to attach at the other. There was a big metal... uh... thing
attached to the lower part. Two of them. One was clearly a dildo, a
metal dildo. It wasn't huge, but was certainly there. The other was
an inch or so away from the first, and it had little round balls,
each wider than the one above.

I stared at it in disbelief.

“No way!”

“I zeenk you will come to enjoy eet,” she
said.

She turned me towards the dresser and her
hand slid down to my wrist, then pulled it behind me even as she
took the other. Before I could react, both of them were locked
together behind my back.

“Colette!” I squealed.

“You Hamericans are always so shy,” she
sighed.

She bent me over the dresser, jerked my
thighs apart, and then the next thing I knew she was on her knees
licking my pussy! Holy shit!

“What are you doing!?” I squealed.

“You do not recognize eet?” she asked in
amusement.

I have to admit, Maxim hadn't really
satisfied me this morning. And Colette sure knew what to do with
her tongue and lips. My mind squirmed in embarrassment for a couple
of minutes, then I gave in to it as the sensations she was rousing
with her tongue started to overcome my initial reluctance.

And after all, Hannah had kind of prepared me
for this sort of thing!

Her hands forced my thighs wider as she
sucked on my clitoris, her thumbs spreading the lips of my sex wide
as my breathing grew more and more ragged.

Paris, I thought weakly. I'm in Paris! I can
put up with a lot to be in Paris!

But Colette, frankly, was a bitch. She roused
me to a state of sexual fever, then worked that metal cock up into
my pussy and the other thing up into my ass. She pulled the strips
up and wrapped the other one, the belt, around my waist, then
fastened them tightly.

And then she stood up, leaving me panting and
moaning – without having an orgasm!

She smirked at me as she took a somewhat
larger version of the gold bands around my wrists and then slipped
it around my neck. It was a collar, and when I looked at myself in
the mirror I shuddered, my pussy spasming and squeezing down around
the dildo inside it.

“Do not get too wet or you weel leak,” she
taunted, rubbing the front of the thing.

The boots she put on me were black leather
stilettos, and about four or five inches above the knees. The skirt
she wrapped around me was also leather. It was a black mini in a
kind of alligator texture, and zipped up the side. Atop that was a
black leather bra. Except it had no cups. Or perhaps I should say
it had cups – like you'd cup your breasts from beneath, but nothing
actually covering my breasts.

Finally, she undid my wrists and had me put
on a gray turtleneck sweater. It too was tight, showed the location
of my nipples, but covered the collar.

“You can see my nipples!” I exclaimed.

“Zat ees because dhey are eerect,” she
replied. “Stop being so aroused and they will show less.”

“You made me horny!”

“You're welcome. Now come along. We have much
to see.”

She wore a green sweater dress. It wasn't as
tight as my top, and it wasn't as short as my skirt. She wore
boots, but they didn't go as high as the knees.

“Can I even sit down with this thing on?”

“Of course. Wealthy men have been putting
these on their women for centuries.”

“Why?”

“To control whose cock gets eento dhem, of
course.”

“I don't even know any men in Paris!”

“Ah, I do not theenk that ees de purpose,
here.”

“What is the purpose?”

“I zeenk he vill be pleased to find a very
sexually frustrated pretty girl when he meets here,” she said in
amusement.

“This thing doesn't make me aroused!”

“Wearing eet vill remind jou of what ees in
store.”

We got into the limo and Pierre headed for
the Louvre. At some point along the way Colette did something to
her phone and I yelped as the thing inside me started to
vibrate.

“Oh come on!” I exclaimed.

She smirked at me.

I looked warily at the back of Pierre's head,
not wanting to say exactly what I was complaining about.

“For jou to eenjoy le jour,” she said.

“What?”

“The day.”

I was determined to not get turned on by this
freaky thing attached to me and inside me. I would just ignore it.
Unfortunately, that proved impossible. The vibrator thing wasn't on
constantly. It could apparently be turned on and off by Colette –
the bitch. But even when it wasn't on I came to be anxious about it
turning on.

And besides, I had a freaking dildo in me,
not to mention the thing in my ass, and no panties, and a short
skirt. And my breasts were basically naked, letting my nipples be
rubbed by the sweater as I moved, which only made them more
sensitive.

So my state ranged from smoldering to
simmering to bubbling over with heat to the point I would have
given almost anything for someone to bend me over and fuck me
hard.

Colette never left the vibrator on long
enough for me to come. Which was more than annoying.

I was still able to gasp in wonder at some of
the old stuff I saw at the Louvre, from five-hundred-year-old
dresses and uniforms to two-thousand-year-old pottery and
sculptures from Rome to four-thousand-year-old mummies from the
Egyptian pyramids.

But honest to God I was practically dripping
wet at times. In fact, I was afraid I was literally dripping wet. I
felt so fucking wet I wanted to reach up under the short skirt to
feel and see if my own juices were trickling down my thighs!

Colette was bossy, arrogant, and taunting.
But she was also informative both about Paris and the things we
were looking at, and Maxim.

“I have known heem for since I was your age,”
she said – which would have been about six years ago.

“He likes to be the king, the count, the
baron. He likes to pretend he ees from another age, and his
servants and employees are owned een da way a nobleman would own
such peoples centuries ago. Eet ees arrogance, but harmless. Jou
play along, and he weel like jou.”

“I don't see a collar on you,” I said.

“Ah, because I am a servant. You are merely
the slave girl.”

“Slave girl!?”

“Yes, newly captured or perhaps purchased.
Untrained; a slave who must be taught obedience and submission to
the great baron,” she said in amusement.

I flushed at her words. They made me squirm,
both mentally and physically. They were partly scary and partly
wickedly exciting.

We headed out for a boat she said would give
us a tour of the river. I had noticed a number of them moving up
and down the Seine the other day and thought that would be very
interesting. When we got to the river boat, though, it turned out
that it was rented solely by Maxim for the day.

The boat was long and wide and low, and had a
luxurious cabin plus an upper deck. Colette led me into the cabin
and into a room there.

“Now we must prepare you for Maxim,” she
said.

“Maxim's here?” I asked eagerly.

She snorted in amusement. “And eager to see
you too.”

She peeled the turtleneck up and over my
head, and then to my surprise, jerked my wrists back together
behind me and before I could say “Hey!” she locked the two
'bracelets' together.

“Why are you –?”

“Because I always do what I ham instructed to
do, leetle slave girl,” she teased.

She unzipped the skirt and let that fall
away, leaving me naked except for the bra, which didn't cover my
breasts at all, and the metal thing which covered very little of
me. Then she showed me an odd thing that looked like a metal golf
ball, only bigger.

She tugged on my hair sharply so that my
mouth opened in a yelp of pain, then pushed the metal ball into my
open mouth! Or at least some of it. My mouth opened automatically
as I felt the hard pressure against my teeth, and the ball slipped
inside – mostly.

“Now jou cannot ask me more questions,” she
said in satisfaction.

The ball was not entirely in my mouth. I
mean, it was but it was too big so my teeth and lips were held open
around it.

“Try not to drool,” she said as she fastened
a thin strap behind my head.

She snickered then combed my hair out from
under the strap, brushed it, then attached a chain to the ring in
the front of the collar.

“Come meet de Baron, leettle slave girl.”

The vibrator buzzed within me and I moaned as
she tugged on the chain, which turned out to be a leash! Holy
fuck!

I almost fell off my stilettos, but stumbled
and caught myself, moaning around the ball in my mouth as she led
me back out onto the deck and then up a narrow, curving stairway to
the roof! I wanted to hold back but couldn't!

Then we were on the roof, and I was entirely
visible to anyone in the buildings nearby! Ack!

The roof was not exactly bare. There were
potted plants and flowers and bushes in long planters around the
edges. There was also an overhead canopy for shade. And once she
led me under it I was mostly blocked from the view of surrounding
buildings – mostly.

There was a big round table there covered
with a white tablecloth like the one we'd had dinner at the other
day. Maxim was seated at it, and grinned as Colette led me over and
handed him the leash.

“Your slave girl, Monsieur Antonov,” she
said.

He chuckled softly and drew me in closer.

“Have you had an interesting day, pretty
girl?” he asked, running his hand up to fondle my bare breasts.

I could not, of course answer, but he didn't
seem to expect one.

He had Colette unlock the belt thing, and tug
the dildo and the other thing down slowly out of my body. I moaned
in heat as they slipped free. Though my bottom wasn't empty for
long as she pushed in a butt-plug.

Maxim scooped me off the floor and sat me
across his lap.

“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed and then shuddered as his warm, soft
fingers began to rub my pussy.

“You're very wet down here, yes,” he said in
amusement.

I was utterly sopping!

I gasped as he pulled back my hair and
started to lick and suck on my stiff, sore nipples. They'd been
rubbing against the sweater all morning, and now they gloried in
the feel of his warm mouth and soft, wet tongue. I almost came from
that alone!

He pulled off the bra, though it wasn't
exactly getting in the way, and his fingers kneaded my breasts as
he examined me.

“You look harried, pretty girl,” he said. “Is
something... frustrating you?

He let his finger slowly trace up and down
the line of my pussy and my hips bucked against it.

“Perhaps we will find something to relieve
your tension,” he said, smiling.

Colette had disappeared, though I'd hardly
noticed. But now she returned, wearing the briefest of bikinis, and
she wasn't alone. I certainly noticed that!

I gasped in alarm as she led another man onto
the upper deck and across to the table. I had no idea who the hell
he was as he stared at me in appreciation. I squirmed wildly in
Maxim's arms until he said

“Be still!” and jerked back forcefully on my
long hair.

“Good day, Maxim,” the man said.

“Andre, my friend,” Maxim said.

“She's shy, this one,” Andre said.

“An American, you see.”

“Ah, of course.”

“Not yet fully accustomed to the gaze of men
on her naked flesh. Practically a virgin.”

“A lovely one.”

“Indeed. Colette.”

Colette walked over and took hold of the
chain dangling from the collar around my neck, then as Maxim pushed
me up and I staggered to my feet, she led me further back from the
table.

That was a relief! But not as much of a one
as I would have liked, for we didn't go far as the new guy sat at
the table and shook hands with Maxim.

I tried to at least turn away but Colette
gripped my arm and jerked me back so that I was facing the
table.

“If you act like a child Maxim will pull you
across his lap and spank you in front of his friend,” she growled
softly.

I froze, trembling at the prospect of that. I
mean, I was already incredibly embarrassed by him seeing me like
that, naked, with my legs spread and Maxim fingering me! Though
everyone was acting so casually, including him, that I began to
feel a bit less mortified.

It was like Hannah on the plane. Were all
Europeans this casual about sex and nudity!?
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I didn't know what the men were talking
about. They were speaking Russian, and lapsed into French on
occasion. There wasn't anything for me to do but stand there naked
about fifteen feet away while they chatted.

Then a man showed up, another man! I jerked
against Colette's grip but she simply tightened it and held me in
place as a man in a white uniform, clearly a servant, came to the
table and slid a tray with a bottle and wine glasses onto it.

He spoke in French to the two men, poured
wine for them, and left, hardly giving me more than an interested
glance.

This was sooo embarrassing! And yet also sooo
weird!

“You are far too shy about your lovely
boobies,” Colette whispered. “You should be proud of them.”

I couldn't, of course, say that was easy for
her to say! Not with the silver ball in my mouth! And actually, it
probably was easy for her to say. I was pretty sure she'd strip in
a second if Maxim told her to.

Europeans had no shame!

And then he did just that.

I mean, I didn't understand him, but Colette
smiled, then took the chain and hung it from a hook attached to a
post next to me before leaving me there and going to the table. She
didn't go to Maxim, though, but the other man. They chatted in
French and he slid his hand up and down her bare thigh, then over
her pussy.

I felt my mind squirming as I watched Colette
start to dance. She was basically giving him a lap dance, and she
slipped off her bikini like it was nothing, then straddled him and
began to rain kisses on his face.

I thought about turning my back on them but
her warning about getting a spanking was fresh in my mind. I did
try to roll my eyes away, like I was invading their privacy, but it
was obvious neither of them seemed to care about privacy. She soon
had his cock out and was riding up and down on it as he fondled and
sucked on her breasts.

I'd never seen something this... brazen in
person before. I was shocked by it, in a way. Though when I
considered it, it probably wasn't any worse than what I'd done on
the plane with Maxim while Hannah had watched.

And it did make me feel less the center of
attention given there was another naked girl there, and that this
stranger's eyes were entirely on her. So that was... comforting. I
even found myself kind of envying how casual and open she was, not
the least bit ashamed. Would I be like that someday? And if so, was
that good or bad?

Maxim wasn't even paying attention. He was
working on his tablet as if this sort of thing happened all the
time!

Well, it wasn't like it took a long time.
Within five minutes the man had come, and after exchanging kisses
and caresses she stood up and started to stroll back towards me.
Maxim stopped her with a word and she turned and walked around the
table to him. She turned her back to him and brought her hands
behind her back, and he did something I couldn't see.

Then he slapped her bottom lightly and she
strolled back to me, naked. When she arrived she turned back to
face the table and I could see her wrists were handcuffed behind
her back! She knelt on the deck beside me then, knees spread wide,
head straight, looking quite calm and confident.

Yikes!

But then she'd told me he liked to play these
bondage games. So clearly she was familiar with them.

The men continued to talk, sometimes in
French, sometimes in Russian. They glanced at us from time to time
and I flushed, knowing they were talking about me. Then Maxim
shifted to English.

“Shift your feet apart on the floor, pretty
girl,” he said.

I gulped, my mind swirling and churning with
options. There weren't many. He was smiling in a friendly fashion
and I didn't want him to be unfriendly or angry! It would be...
humiliating to be spanked like some kind of child in front of this
guy – not to mention calm, smooth Colette!

I obeyed, face flushing. God, it was strange
to be standing there completely naked while a strange man looked at
me! I mean, it wasn't even like he was interested in sex since he'd
just HAD sex with Colette. So he wasn't a threat in that way or
anything.

“Head back, chest out.”

I obeyed, my pulse racing faster as I stood
there on display.

Then he spoke again, this time in French.
Colette rose off her heels, turned and knee-walked over in front of
me, turned her back to the table, eased down, and began to lick my
pussy!

I froze, my face flaming as my mind squirmed.
I just didn't know what to do! A part of me knew I was being silly
since I'd already given my body to a man I barely knew. And I'd
already had sex with a woman I barely knew while he watched. What
was the point of acting all uptight because another man was looking
at me and another woman!?

And at least he couldn't actually see what
Colette was doing!

The two continued to chat in Russian while
Colette showed me that her tongue was every bit as talented as
Hannah's. And again, it was... easier being part of a duo rather
than being the only naked girl. And what did it matter what this
stranger saw since he had no idea who I was and would likely never
see me again anyway?

But what really held me in place was a
determination that Colette not be given the opportunity to sneer at
me for how shy and virginal and American I was about sex and
nudity. She'd been doing that much of the day and I didn't want to
prove her right.

Also, frankly, the more time I spent naked in
front of this guy the less embarrassed I was. I mean, you can only
be embarrassed for so long in front of the same people before that
fades.

Not that I wasn't still pretty fucking
self-conscious!

But Colette's tongue was very skillful, and
she could push it out astonishingly far. She was driving it up into
my pussy with long, delicious little strokes which were making my
pussy smolder and thrum with energy.

She stopped at a word from Maxim, rose
smoothly, and walked back to him. He undid the cuffs and she walked
back to me, took the leash thing off the hook and walked me back to
the table.

My heart thumped wildly as Colette led me,
not towards Andre but towards Maxim.

His hand slid up and down my abdomen, then
down between my legs. I gasped as I felt Colette jerk on my
hair.

“Spread your legs,” she said softly.

I obeyed, breathing already going ragged as
my embarrassment returned. I was facing the side of Maxim's chair,
which meant Andre could see me perfectly clearly.

Maxim's fingers caressed my pussy, then one
of them pushed up inside me. A second joined it, then a third as I
moaned and trembled. His thumb pressed in against my clitoris and
began to rub as he spoke – in Russian.

I had no idea what he was saying, but Colette
let go of me and walked around the table, then knelt before Andre
and undid his pants.

Europeans were shameless!

She started to nibble on his thighs and lick
at his balls as Maxim let his fingers stroke me. And I have to
admit I was getting aroused, despite the wild flurry of confusion
and uncertainty in my mind. My nipples were hard little pebbles as
he caressed my G-spot and rubbed my clitoris. And every time he
slid his other hand up to knead one of my breasts I felt a rush of
heat through my body.

Maxim turned his chair completely around to
face me, then pulled down on my arm and I sank to my knees before
him. He slid his fingers through my hair and kneaded my breast as
he smiled down at me.

“Beautiful little girl,” he said.

He reached behind me and undid the strap
holding the ball in and I gasped and worked my jaw as he pulled me
forward towards his groin. His other hand undid his pants and
pulled out his cock and when he pulled my head down and pushed into
my open mouth.

I started to suck and lick and bob on his
cock as he played with my hair and breasts, my mind still roiled by
discomfort but starting to melt in the rising heat. This was even
more brazen than having sex in front of Hannah had been, and while
that had jolted me at first I was starting to get used to the
idea.

And it was wickedly, outrageously hot!

He pushed down on my head and my lips slid
all the way down his cock, taking him deep into my throat. I did
that half a dozen times before he stopped me. He raised me to my
feet and pointed across the table, to where Colette was once again
riding Andre's cock.

This time she was facing out from him, and it
was the same position I had ridden Maxim in the airplane when
Hannah had licked my pussy.

“Go and lick Colette,” he said in
English.

I shuddered but I walked over as if in a
daze, then sank to my knees, glad, in a way, that her body was
partly blocking Andre's sight of me. I started to lick her clitoris
as she rode him, as he thrust up into her, thinking about myself in
the same position just the other day.

This time it was different, though, because
Maxim came over and knelt behind me. He slapped my bottom sharply
and told me to spread my legs. Then he drove his big cock into me
from behind!

God, this was insanely slutty!

But I heated up rapidly as I tried to lick
Colette's pussy while Maxim fucked me from behind. The long day of
frustration with that hard metal dildo vibrator inside me now found
relief as his beautiful cock thrust into me with long, deep
strokes, the head jamming achingly, wonderfully deep!

I could feel my inhibitions melting away as
he kneaded my breasts and Colette tugged on my hair to pull my face
in harder against her pussy.

Then at some agreement among the other three
I didn't understand, they all stopped.

Maxim pulled me back and Colette slid off
Andre's cock and onto the floor, laying down as Andre pushed the
chair back. Maxim pushed me forward until I was straddling
Colette's face, then down so that she could start licking my
pussy.

He moved in behind me and pulled that
butt-plug thing out of my ass, then began to work his cock up
inside me there! And Andre stepped forward, gathering my long hair
around his fist and tugging so I leaned forward before pushing his
cock into my mouth!

Yikes! This was outrageous! This was like...
like an orgy or something!

Colette was licking energetically at my
clitoris as her fingers pushed up into my pussy. Maxim was driving
his cock deeper and deeper into my belly, and this Andre guy now
pushed his cock right down my throat!

It had felt way better when Hannah had fucked
my ass with her dildo than it had when a long-ago boyfriend had.
But Maxim's cock felt much better than that. Though admittedly I
was distracted by Andre fucking my throat and groping my
breasts.

This wasn't exactly what I signed up for! On
the other hand, it was wild and shocking and hot and thrilling and
I didn't have to worry about getting a bad reputation with my
friends or school or work or family or anyone I knew. I was free to
just... experience this kinky, slutty stuff!

And boy, was I ever!

Colette had found my G-spot with her fingers
and was stroking and rubbing as Andre pumped in and out of my mouth
and throat. Maxim's cock was giving me cramps as the head burrowed
high into my belly, but the way it was pumping in and out was
starting to really turn me on too.

It just felt so wicked hot to be fucked in
the ass by him! All of this was so wildly different from the
ordinary, boring girl that I was used to being!

The orgasm caught me almost by surprise as I
was fighting to breathe around Andre's cock, but then he pulled it
free and I sucked in a deep breath of air just in time to exhale it
in a wail of pleasure as the orgasm shattered my mind.

Colette was sucking and licking at my
clitoris as her fingers plunged into my pussy while Maxim's hips
were slapping against my upraised buttocks. How could I keep my
brain from frying with that going on!?

It wasn't just one orgasm, either. With her
still licking and Maxim still fucking my ass, I had another soon
after. Then Maxim came in my ass, and Andre pulled out of my mouth,
moved around behind me, and he fucked my ass too!

God!

I had another orgasm! What a slut I am!

*

After all the sex was done the two men sat
back at the table again as if nothing much had happened. Colette
had her wrists bound behind her once more, and then she and I knelt
beside the table, sitting on our heels with our knees spread
wide.

That wasn't exactly embarrassing compared to
what I'd already gone through. Except that then the guy in the
white uniform showed up with a cart with food on it. He ignored the
two naked girls and addressed Maxim as he smilingly placed a
variety of dishes and bowls on the table, then turned and left.

Yikes!

They continued to talk, sometimes in French
but mostly in Russian, so I had no idea what they were saying. But
then Andre cut a piece of whatever he was eating and reached his
hand down in front of Colette. She licked it out of his fingers and
chewed it as calm as could be.

Yikes!

So at least I was prepared when Maxim did the
same to me! I didn't know what it was but I was kind of hungry so I
licked the meat out of his fingers, chewed and swallowed it. And
yes, it was good.

This was the kinkiest shit I'd ever imagined
and I was considering how long I was going to be able to do it
before freaking out and demanding to go home. But the rest of them
were so casual I felt like I was overreacting, that I was indeed,
just as Colette said, a shy, virginal girl without much
sophistication.

Which I did not want to be!

So that was how I ate dinner. Andre and Maxim
basically fed us as if we were dogs – or pets – and we knelt there
naked and helpless and licked the food out of their hands. We
literally licked the food right out of their fingers!

The boat had been floating along the river
this whole time, though I had paid almost no attention to the
shore. It seemed to have left Paris entirely. It docked somewhere,
and Andre got off, but then the boat put out into the river again
and continued on.

Colette took me belowdecks to a gorgeous
cabin and then into the shower in that cabin. It wasn't a big
shower and I objected – a little. She ignored me and soon the water
was pouring down on both of us.

She turned off the water and then grabbed a
bottle of body wash and squirted it against me, then spread it over
my body.

“I-I can do it!” I gulped.

“You can do as you're told, little slave
girl,” she said.

She pushed me into the corner, slid her leg
in between mine, lifted my left leg up and started to grind her
pussy against mine!

It occurred to me that while she'd been
licking my pussy and the two men had been fucking me well.. nobody
had done anything to her since the first time she'd ridden Andre's
cock. And I wasn't even sure that wasn't a fake orgasm.

The one she had while grinding against me was
definitely real, though, as she gasped for breath like a bellows as
she ground her breasts against mine and ground her pussy in against
me!

She seemed more relaxed after that.

“So how do you like being a slave girl?” she
asked in amusement.

“You guys are all perverts!” I gasped.

She smiled tolerantly. “I suppose so. But
it's much more fun to be a pervert than to do boring, ordinary
things.”

And to prove it, after she rinsed us off she
licked me to another orgasm.

After we had cleaned up, dried our bodies and
blow-dried our hair, she put on her maid's dress and had me put
on... a negligee of sorts. I mean, it was cute, but it didn't cover
much. It had two thin straps over the shoulders attached to a
tight, elasticized, lace top which was almost completely
see-through. Attached to the 'bra' part, were two long panels which
came down to mid-thigh in front and back and which were opaque.
However, they were like a dress slit up both sides – all the way up
to the chest!

Colette led me back into the main cabin, or
'saloon', which was like an immense living room. Maxim was there
with a big screen TV on, lounging in a chair and playing with his
phone. She had me kneel on the floor, then said something in French
to Maxim and walked away.

“I trust you two enjoyed yourselves?”

“Uhm... yes... sir,” I said uncertainly.

“You may call me Maxim, pretty girl,” he
said.

“This is all kind of... strange,” I said.

“I expect it is.”

“How come Colette has to call you Monsieur
Antonov and I can call you Maxim?”

“Colette is my servant.”

I frowned at him in confusion.

“Servants must maintain a certain distance
from those who employ them. That, at least, is the tradition in
Europe. You, on the other hand are my personal assistant. Personal
assistants use more familiar terms of address. At least, in
private.”

“I'm still not getting it.”

He shrugged. “You're not required to.”

“Where is the boat going?”

“England.”

I stared at him. “Really? You can go from
Paris to London by boat?”

“The Seine is navigable all the way to the
English Channel.”

“Why aren't we going by plane?”

“You don't like my boat?”

“Uhm... no, I was just... wondering.”

I have time on my hands, and can spend it
where and as I choose. That is one of the advantages of being
wealthy.”

“So... if you have Hannah on your plane, and
Colette here in France – do you have other girls in other
places?”

“I like pretty girls,” he said with a
smile.

“So why do you want me?”

“Because you are a beautiful girl with an
almost perfect body. Why would I not want you? Why would I not want
to possess you? Why would I not want to own you?”

“You can't own a person,” I said,
flushing.

“Naive child. Of course you can.”

“Well... not legally. I mean, not in Europe
or America.”

“In order to own someone you need merely
ensure that leaving you is a much worse option than staying,” he
said. “And there are myriad ways to do that. Is life with me not
infinitely preferable to life waiting on tables?”

“Well... yes.”

“Of course working there the men only undress
you with their eyes. But why hide your beauty? It won't last. Youth
never does. Enjoy your youth and beauty while you have them, and
can profit off them. And if that makes men like me happy, well,
life is a trade, yes? One party gets something and another gets
something else. In this case we both come out ahead.”
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Maxim owned a castle, an actual castle in the
north of France along the river. The boat stopped there and we got
off, as did Marie. It wasn't a huge castle, but it had high walls
and towers with peaked roofs.

But Maxim was into his 'sex game' mode again
by the time we docked. So while he was dressed in a suit and
Colette in her maid outfit, I was completely naked with my hands
shackled together behind my neck and attached to the back of the
collar and the ball-gag thing in my mouth.

That was horribly embarrassing because there
were a couple of guys there, servants, carrying luggage up to the
castle. There I was naked on a leash being led up the rough stone
path by Colette! She had a thin switch, and whenever my elbows
didn't stay far back enough she swished it forward to snap
stingingly against my buttocks!

So it wasn't like I had a choice but to walk
along towards the castle... And anyway, I couldn't stay behind on
my own! Especially not naked and with my wrists locked behind my
neck. Maxim and the servants entered through the big open doors and
went on into a huge, high-ceilinged hall but Colette took me aside
into a much narrower and less impressive corridor.

That was a relief, at first, since there were
only the two of us now, but then she opened a thick wooden door at
the end and there was a dark, stone staircase leading down. I
gulped as she pushed me forward, then reached past me and flicked
on the lights.

The lights were just a string of bare bulbs
running along the stone ceiling as I gingerly walked down the stone
stairs. They were almost as rough as the ones outside, and looked
like they'd been carved out of rock without any power tools like,
centuries ago!

I couldn't even complain with the stupid ball
thing in my mouth! I paid careful attention to each step as I made
my way down and down, then turned and continued. Wherever we were
going it was deep! And then I thought, whoa, this is some kind of
dungeon!

We reached the landing or hall or whatever it
was, and she flicked on another switch, which showed another string
of bare bulbs along a low, narrow stone corridor. The stone floor
was at least more even as she led me to a thick wooden door. It had
a big metal bar which she pulled back. She pushed the door open and
flicked on another string of bare bulbs.

Now we were in a corridor with wooden doors
on either side. But they were narrow and had little bare windows
with bars. It WAS a dungeon! Holy shit!

Colette opened one and pushed me inside. It
wasn't much bigger than a small closet. And it had no bare bulb.
What it did have was a wall sconce which had oil or maybe was fed
by gas. Colette lit it and the room lit up.

It had four old stone walls and a stone floor
with a hole in the corner. There were old-fashioned dark metal
shackles against the walls.

The floor along one of the walls was made of
old wood, and it had a board running up along the wall behind it.
There was what looked like a thick, curved wooden cock attached to
that board. I mean, there was no mistaking it because it had a
carved head.

I shook my head and tried to protest but
Colette instead moved forward and took something from her pocket.
She placed it on the tip of the wooden cock, and then began to tug
it down along its length. At first I thought it was, like, a
rubber. But it was thicker than that, and had all kinds of bumps
and ribs and stuff along it.

When the thing was firmly in place she took
my arm and guided me over to it. I resisted and she switched grips
to my nipples, which made me yelp in pain. She smirked as she
tugged my nipples hard enough to force me up onto the balls of my
feet, then guided me over above the thing, which brushed against my
inner thighs.

“Obey, slave girl,” she said.

She guided me down and I gasped as the head
of the thing pushed up between the lips of my sex. As I eased down
it slid deeper. While my attention was focused on that, Colette
reached behind me and unfastened my wrists from the collar, but
lifted them up firmly and slid one of the thick heavy metal
shackles around my right wrist.

She clamped it closed, then did the same to
my left before taking out a key and removing the silver bands. She
grinned at me and then crouched down, forcing my feet further
apart, then shackling them in place. She turned some kind of crank
next to the board behind me, and the floor sank down
underneath!

I gasped as that lowered me on the curved
cock, which slid deeper and deeper into my belly! She turned the
light down low, gave me a coy wave, then closed the door and shot a
heavy bolt in place before walking away. I heard her heels clicking
on the stone, then the outer door closing hard and the bolt being
shot in place.

I stared up at my wrists encased in the thick
metal which hung from chains, then down my body between my breasts
to the wooden cock protruding from my pussy. This was seriously
kinky stuff! I mean, I was in a real dungeon and shackled to the
wall naked! That really was sex slave stuff!

I could feel the rough stone against my skin,
and every small movement had the effect of shifting my body around
the hard curved cock inside me. I wondered how many girls had been
in this cell over the years, maybe centuries ago. And had all of
them been here willingly?

It was kind of scary but also, given what I'd
been up to the last few days, pretty hot and exciting, too. I mean,
being in a real dungeon naked like this, and waiting Maxim's
attention. I bent my stiff legs a little, and that, of course, slid
me deeper on the cock thing.

The rubber thing over it made it feel a lot
more interesting inside me than smooth wood. And the curve part
meant it rubbed especially hard against the front of my sex a few
inches in – which was about where everyone seemed to have found my
G-spot.

It didn't take long before, with nothing else
to do, I started to experiment, to kind of slide myself up and down
on the cock inside me. This was like a dark, sexual fantasy come to
life, after all. And lately I'd been having a lot of them due to
Maxim's bondage games.

I rolled my hips a bit and rode up and down
on the dildo, getting progressively more breathless as the sexual
heat built up within me. Then I heard the outer door open and
froze. I tried to steady my breathing as I looked at the door to
the cell. I heard the bolt being shot, then the door opened.

Someone in a black hooded robe came inside.
The face was in shadow because what light there was in the room
came from behind it, but I could see they were wearing a mask. I
froze, gasping. Who the fuck was it!?

They moved towards me and reached behind me
to grip my hair, then jerked roughly back on it to force my head
back. I moaned helplessly as they bent and started to lick and suck
and chew on the center of my breast. At the time, I felt their
fingers between my legs, rubbing my pussy at the top, rubbing my
clitoris.

They shifted from one swollen, aching,
throbbing nipple to the other as their fingers skillfully rubbed my
clitoris and I tried to figure out who they were! It could have
been Maxim himself. It was hard to tell size but it was definitely
a man, probably.

They dropped to their knees in front of me
and started to lick my pussy, their tongue sliding up and down
along the swollen lips gripping the dildo, then zeroing in on my
clitoris. Their hands slid upward to cup and knead my breasts,
mashing them together and rolling my nipples.

I decided it was probably Maxim, but I really
didn't know! That put even more of an edge on what was happening
than I'd have had otherwise. Because the idea of being... of being
in a cell like this and helpless and chained and then molested by a
complete stranger was so wildly dark and outrageous that I wasn't
sure how to deal with it!

But because I was fairly sure it was actually
Maxim the idea of it being a stranger struck me as incredibly
wicked and thrilling. Because that made the dark fantasy seem even
more real, and thus even more erotic.

They were very good with their tongue, and my
hips started to grind against them, then I began to almost
instinctively ride up and down on the cock thing as he licked me.
His hands slid up and down my body, then around behind me to cup
and squeeze my buttocks as he continued to lick and suck.

The orgasm welled up inside me and I cried
out again and again, riding the dildo as they licked me and their
hands shot up to roughly squeeze and knead my breasts. They licked
harder and faster as the orgasm made my body tremble and shake, and
didn't stop until I went limp.

Then they got up and left, closing and
bolting the door behind them.

I mean, holy shit!

I stood shakily against the wall, gulping in
air and recovering, and wondering if that really was Maxim or
another man entirely. It would be absolutely outrageous if it was
another man! But I'd already fucked several complete strangers
so... would it really be astonishing if he let a strange man
perform oral sex on me?

I regained my breath and waited for something
to happen. How long did he intend to keep me down here anyway? And
why? He wasn't getting anything out of it, really. I mean, was
he?

About fifteen minutes later, perhaps, the
door was opened and another hooded, robed, shadowy figure entered.
Just like the first one, he began to suck and lick and chew on my
breasts. His fingers were more gentle, and he spent a considerable
time sucking and tonguing my nipples before he ever bothered to
slide south.

But just like the first time he started to
lick my clitoris, and didn't stop until I was writhing and
trembling and shaking through another orgasm. And then he left.

Was that Maxim or not!?

I didn't think either of them had been a
woman. The hands and shoulders had been too hard!

This was seriously fucking crazy, I thought
dazedly.

It was hard to measure time, but another one
showed up maybe fifteen or twenty minutes later and did the same.
And then it happened a fourth time. They all managed to bring me to
orgasm. Partly that was because they were all good, and partly
because I was helplessly aroused by how edgy and kinky this all
was.

When a fifth one arrived I figured I was in
for more of the same, but this one instead tied a silk scarf over
my eyes. Then they raised the floor up so I slid upward off the
dildo. They unshackled my ankles, and then released my wrists from
the shackles overhead. But they did carefully pin my wrists
together behind my neck with one big, male hand, grip my hair in
the other, and guide me away from the wall and out of the room.

I had no idea where we were going, but after
about thirty steps I felt something soft and furry under my feet. I
was forced to my knees and my wrists were brought back down behind
my back before being shackled together. Then they were raised up,
which forced me to bend forward at the waist.

My knees were spread and I felt some kind of
leather bands going around my ankles. The bands were attached to
something solid, like a short pole, because after that I couldn't
close or open my knees any further.

I felt the butt-plug thing pulled out of me
and then another pushed into me in its place. The other, though,
seemed to be sharply curved once it exited my bottom, and pulled
straight up, like I was caught on a hook. I felt it jostling with
the leather cuffs around my wrists, and then when hands moved away
it was fastened there.

This was seriously fucked!

I felt my long hair being combed with
fingers, pulling back behind me. I gasped as it lifted my head up
and back so I was facing forward, then it too was somehow attached
to the bands around my wrists and locked in place.

Fingers began to knead my breasts, which hung
down below me. They were nimble fingers, and they quickly zeroed in
on my nipples. I had had my nipples sucked and chewed and rolled
and twisted and pinched and stretched, but no one had ever spent so
much time just... massaging them.

The fingers rubbed and stroked and massaged
my nipples until they felt like they must be glowing with heat. My
nipples had never felt so sensitive!

Suddenly something rounded and soft pressed
up against my sex and began to buzz strongly, to vibrate. It rubbed
and rolled back and forth within the mouth of my sex and my body
reacted almost immediately. My hips jerked back against it with
growing heat as whoever held it rubbed it back and forth.

Two pairs of fingers were still massaging
both nipples, so there had to be two people there. But they could
be Maxim and Colette. I had to assume it was. But honestly, the
more my body steamed and burned the less I really cared.

When a hard, thick cock entered me from
behind I cried out in wanton pleasure, rolling my hips back to meet
it even though I knew immediately it wasn't Maxim. It wasn't thick
enough. I didn't care, though. It felt wonderful inside me! It
plunged deep in my sopping pussy and hips began to slap against my
buttocks, rocking me forward.

The ball gag was pulled free of my mouth, and
then another cock pushed into my open mouth.

I started sucking almost instinctively, even
as I gasped and moaned around it. It was a thick, hard cock, and I
thought it might be Maxim, but when it pushed into my throat, I
realized it wasn't long enough.

The realization that two strange men were
fucking me cut through the dark, bubbling heat like a crack of
lightning. And it should have horrified me. Instead I felt a
shocking spasm of heat and wicked excitement for it made the 'sex
slave' fantasy even more realistic.

I came, screaming around the cock in my
throat as my buttocks were battered by whoever was fucking me from
behind. The fingers rolling my nipples abandoned them, and male
hands took over, mauling my breasts as the two cocks continued to
thrust into me. Then the vibrator pushed up from underneath,
grinding against my clitoris as the guy behind continued to thrust
into me.

God! My body began to quiver and twitch and
jerk as the heat built up rapidly once again, and then a second
orgasm shattered my mind, then a third. I was in the middle of a
seemingly endless sexual fantasy, and my insides ached from the
muscle contractions and spasms!

And after another series of orgasms my
swirling mind realized the guy fucking me was a different guy, for
his cock was longer, the head punching against the back wall of my
pussy. The guy in my mouth was shorter than the one which had been
in there. I didn't remember them changing, but then again both had
pulled out to push back in a few times.

And I didn't really care. My mind was...
floating on a bubbling, churning sea of dark, liquid heat as my
body trembled and shook and overheated under the skillful attention
of... whoever was there! I had no idea!

My body shuddered constantly to the blow of
hips against my buttocks, but that was just the background
sensation to the feel of a big cock thrusting into me again and
again. It was all so dark and outrageous and wicked and the kind of
thing no ordinary girl should ever even consider taking part
in.

It stopped, and hands moved all over my body,
squeezing and caressing. The hook thing came out of my ass and the
butt-plug pushed back in – only it seemed way longer this time. It
still had the fat, bulbous part which ended abruptly just inside me
to keep the thing from sliding out, though.

I was raised up onto my feet and the ball gag
pushed into my mouth again. It felt like more than one person was
holding my arms as they led me stumbling along, then up the long
flights of stairs I'd come down. We walked down another hall, then
up another flight of stairs, these ones much smoother and more
polished.

At some point I felt a rug under my feet,
then my shins hit the side of a bed before I was placed into it. My
wrists were undone, but then lifted up and apart so that I was soon
locked spreadeagled on my back on the bed. Then someone began to
tongue and suck at my right nipple. A moment later someone else did
the same to my left.

Hands slid over my body – female hands. There
were more than two of them, so it wasn't just Colette. Then I felt
lips at my thighs, kissing and licking their way up between my
legs.

Three women!

Six hands stroked my body as a skillful
tongue drove deep inside me, then lips began to suck on my
clitoris. I moaned weakly, mentally exhausted by it all. I hadn't
signed up for this! It was supposed to be just sex with Maxim! And
then well, Hannah had... happened. And then Colette. And then that
man Andre...

And now I just didn't know. I felt lost in a
world without the same rules I'd grown up with and didn't know how
to respond. Fortunately, I didn't have to since I could neither
talk nor move. All I could do was lay there and be the recipient of
whatever they were doing to me.

What they were doing to me was arousing my
body again, despite all I had already gone through. I wouldn't have
thought it possible, but they managed to give me another orgasm,
and then another before withdrawing.

I fell asleep like that at some point. When I
woke up the shackles were gone, as was the blindfold and the dildo
butt-plug thing in my ass. I was just sleeping naked under a set of
silk sheets in a medieval-style bedroom with one narrow window
looking out on the river.

It had an attached bathroom, a modern one,
and I looked at myself in the mirror wondering why I didn't look
different, and wondering just what I had gotten myself into. I was
indignant at Maxim, and determined to express that indignation when
I saw him.

I was sore all over, except, interestingly,
my pussy. My breasts, on the other hand, felt very well-used, with
all the groping and chewing and sucking. My nipples felt very
tender. My throat was a little sore, too, from the cocks sliding
into it. And how many had that been!? I had no idea! I mean, guys
always pulled out then pushed back in. I hadn't suspected a
different person for some time.

Gang-bang. It was a bizarre thought to have
participated in a gang-bang at all, much less have no actual idea
of who was involved, what they looked like, or how many of them
there had been. Maybe there had only been three or four? Or less?
Had Maxim been one of them? I just didn't know!

There was a... dress sitting on the table. There was no other
clothing in the room, so it was apparently meant for me. Calling it
a dress is maybe an exaggeration. It wasn't long enough to be a
dress.

It was stiff, but soft on the inside, with a
swirling green pattern to the fabric on the outside. It had a high
collar, but no back, and a large teardrop opening at the center and
above my breasts. It was extremely short, had no shoulders, and the
sides of my chest were as bare as my back. There was a bit of side
boob too.

Still, it was a lot more modest than naked.
And there was a pair of shoes – stilettos of course – sitting on
the floor beside the table. I slipped them on and then went to the
door and looked up and down a wide hall.

I wasn't sure where Maxim was. Or Colette.
And I didn't want to run into anyone else but them. God knows who
and how many had seen me naked and having sex! I figured they'd
have bedrooms nearby so I tried the doors of the other bedrooms.
They were empty, though. That left little option but to find the
stairs and go look for them.

My stomach rumbled as I did so, reminding me
I hadn't eaten in a while.

I found a large, winding staircase and went
down to the hallway I'd glimpsed when we'd first arrived, then
wandered through rooms that looked like they were in a museum
before, much to my relief, finding Maxim sitting at a huge,
polished wooden table eating.

“Maxim!” I exclaimed.

He turned and smiled.

“Pretty girl,” he said.

I scowled as I marched up to him.

“Are you hungry?”

I hesitated. “Yes,” I said.

“Sit,” he said.

I sat down, scowling again.

“You appeared to have thoroughly enjoyed the
events of the previous evening,” he said.

“What events!? No one asked me and I couldn't
see them!”

“Ah, but that was part of the excitement, no?
The not knowing. The wondering what was going to happen.”

“Maxim, when I agreed to be your uhm,
personal assistant – .”

“You agreed to exchange your body for money
and pleasure.

I flushed.

“To you, not to everyone!”

“Of course not to everyone. Just to select
people who can help to give you pleasure.”

“I don't need anyone to give me pleasure,
thanks!”

He shrugged as Colette came out of a side
door in her maid outfit. He pointed at me and said something, and
Colette went back through the door.

“You have these very puritan American
inhibitions,” he said, turning to me. “They seem to serve no
purpose other than to prevent you from enjoying your beautiful
body. I am trying to wean you off these silly, backward cultural
beliefs.”

“Like knowing the people I have sex
with!?”

“You need to separate the idea of making love
from that of sex. Sex is simply for fun and enjoyment, for
excitement and pleasure. Predictable sex is not very exciting. As
I'm sure you have already come to realize.”

“That doesn't mean my body is free for anyone
who wants to use it!”

“Of course not. It's free for me, and while I
employ you I can help train it, and the mind behind it, so that we
can both enjoy it better. I very much enjoy watching you have
orgasms, pretty girl. I have noticed they seem to be growing in
strength as your inhibitions wane. I am looking forward to how
powerful they can still become.”

“I – .”

“Have no fear,” he said, holding up his hand.
“I will never allow any harm to come to you. These are not random
people I gift you to. They are carefully selected for their beauty,
abilities and health.”

“You can't gift me to anyone!”

“Well, then consider them a gift to you.”

I scowled again, this time in frustration
because his Russian male sensibilities didn't seem to understand my
point. But then Colette came out of the side room with food which
made my mouth water and I was diverted to eating.
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If I thought Maxim would ease off on his
intention to break me of my inhibitions he soon showed otherwise.
We stopped at a medium-sized city. I was wearing a cute, short
dress which would have been reasonably modest except that it was
mostly made of lace which made my breasts almost entirely
visible.

And he had several people, two men and a
woman come aboard for lunch. With me accompanying him! Believe me,
I was red-faced! The dress would have gotten me arrested on any
city street in the world! I know it was better than the last time –
when I was completely naked when Andre came in, but it was still
embarrassing!

Worse, I had to actually sit across from them
at the table. I was glad that at least I was now hidden below the
waist, but my breasts were embarrassingly obvious. I was also
anxiously wondering when or if Maxim would decide it was time for
sex! And who he would decide should do it!

It turned out to be an anticlimax, because we
simply had lunch and they departed, surprising me. I was relieved,
but in a small way, disappointed. By then my embarrassment had
faded considerably. Maxim smirked at me, obviously aware I had been
wary and anxious the whole time.

“This is like wearing nothing!” I
complained.

“Very well then, take it off.”

I glared, but unbuttoned the thing and
removed it.

“See? Don't you feel more free now?”

“I don't see you getting naked.”

Colette came in then and he said something to
her in French. They both looked at me and Colette smiled, which
made me wary again.

“Are you still shy about your body, slave
girl?” she asked in amusement.

“No one but a slut like you shows her body
off to everybody,” I replied.

Which was probably not a good idea. I mean,
was certainly not a good idea.

There was a small table set against one of
the big, square posts which held the roof up, and I soon found
myself balanced on that table, laying on it with my buttocks on the
edge. My ankles were lifted up and back behind my head, my legs
slid under my arms, which were then pulled back behind me to lock
my legs back tightly. Then my ankles were wrapped in rope and
lifted up, which pushed my head forward.

Now THIS was exposed. You couldn't be any
more nakedly, obscenely exposed than I was now. I couldn't complain
about it because of the ball-gag in my mouth, though. The backs of
my knees were pressed up into my underarms and the skin over my
buttocks was tautly stretched as Colette worked an extra-long,
thick dildo into my pussy and another one into my ass.

The dildo in my pussy turned out to be a
vibrator, and she turned it on, then knelt before me and started to
lick my clitoris.

Okay, as punishments go it wasn't
terrible.

Despite my indignation, my body began to
quickly heat up, and my mind followed. Or... well, maybe it was the
other way around. This was the tightest I'd been tied up so far,
and the most outrageously exposed. I couldn't move at all! All I
could do was watch the thick base of the vibrator sticking about a
half-inch out of my pussy and her tongue lapping at my
clitoris.

She stopped before I could orgasm, though,
and left me like that. In fact, both she and Maxim left the big
saloon room, leaving me alone. I cringed as one of the stewards
came through, eyeing me with interest and approval, then left
again.

Over the next half hour several of the male
stewards found reasons to come in and do something, or pretend to,
and ogle me in my outrageously perverted and obscenely exposed
position. None of them touched me, though. Then Colette returned,
started up the vibrator again, and began to lick my pussy. She got
me heated up, jerking and trembling and moaning, and then stopped
and left.

Fucking French bitch!

Two of the white-jacketed stewards arrived,
eyeing me with interest and talking to each other in French –
almost certainly about me! They came over and looked down at me,
and I could see both of them had bulges in their black trousers.
But neither touched me. They turned away and prepared the room for
some kind of gathering instead.

Colette returned and started the vibrator,
pumping it in and out as she licked me. But once again, she seemed
to have a knack for knowing how aroused I was becoming, for she
stopped, thrust the thing back in, and stood up again. I saw her do
something with the base, this time before leaving, and it turned
off. I noticed it had a thin cord attached to the dildo up my butt
and realized that was why it wasn't sliding out of me.

I moaned helplessly, my mind and body
simmering with heat. My pussy was throbbing, and the lips of my sex
squeezed tight around the vibrator were taut and glistening.

She returned, surprisingly quickly, but
wasn't alone. There was another woman with her, another blonde.
They both stood in front of me, examining me, and I blushed
furiously as they chatted in French. Colette reached down and her
long fingers started to roll and massage my right nipple as she
spoke.

The other woman reached down and let her
fingers massage and pinch my left nipple. Then they both laughed a
little and turned away. The woman sat down at the table and one of
the white-jacketed stewards arrived with a drink on a tray for
her.

She sipped it and looked at me in
amusement.

A few minutes later a couple arrived, both in
their thirties, I thought. They too examined me with interest while
my face burned with embarrassment. The man reached down and gave my
right breast a good, firm squeeze, while the woman laughed and let
her fingers rub my clitoris briefly. Then they both sat down.

This was insane!

A half dozen more people arrived, the men in
suits, the women in dresses, and sat around the table chatting in
French as Maxim arrived, smiling and greeting them all. Colette
came in and went over to me, smiling down. She pressed her fingers
against the base of the vibrator, and I gasped as she succeeded in
pushing it even deeper! Now the lips of my sex were almost able to
close behind it!

She kneaded my breasts, then walked over to
stand behind Maxim.

If he was trying to make me less embarrassed
about sex and nudity he was doing it the way parents made their
kids not like cigarettes – by giving them an overdose. But on the
other hand, it seemed to be working. I had started out being
mortified, then only humiliated. After a while that faded to just
deeply embarrassed, then embarrassed, then just incredibly
self-conscious.

The way to the bathroom was through a door
behind me, so people often passed by me on their way there and
back. They often stopped to caress my buttocks, or rub my clitoris
a little, or pinch or roll a nipple. But no one tried to do
anything... serious. Even though I expected it every time.

My humiliation faded away but the crackling
aura of sexuality which surrounded me certainly did not. In fact, I
became more aware of it, and it felt more intense as the minutes
ticked away. I mean, yes, I was anxiously awaiting when someone
would do something to me, but I was also filled with the
understanding and acceptance that I was a sex toy, basically,
available to anyone who wanted to use me, and helpless to so much
as protest!

And I realized that I had agreed to be
Maxim's sex toy that first night. I had thought I would only be HIS
sex toy, but I hadn't objected when Hannah and then Colette had
also become part of my world. Nor even to Andre. So did it really
matter who used my body as long as I enjoyed it?

As I said earlier, my whole understanding of
what was acceptable to do, how I could dress, what I could show,
under what circumstances I could permit... intimacy... was all back
home. Here with Maxim, the rules were entirely different. I just
didn't understand what the rules were!

Besides, understanding the rules had changed
intellectually wasn't the same as understanding that emotionally.
Which was why I cringed every time one of them looked at me. Though
as the time wore on I cringed less and less and then slowly began
to feel a strange, almost proud sense of how attractive I was.

You simply can NOT show off your body like
this, not to anyone but your lover. And yet I didn't have a choice.
Of course, they knew I didn't have a choice, which relieved me of
some of the sense that they might think I was showing off like...
like... some pathetic slut!

So in a weird way I felt a little freer about
it, and began to feel like an exhibitionist flaunting myself.

It was kind of like the earlier meeting. I
was on edge waiting for the shoe to drop, waiting for him to give
the signal, waiting to have all the men gather around and start
gang-banging me!

Then the vibrator turned on again. I jerked,
startled, and stared anxiously at the table, but none of them
seemed to notice. Colette was looking at me in amusement,
though.

Bitch!

Because I wasn't as shocked and embarrassed
now the vibrator started to have an impact. It wasn't directly
touching my clitoris, but the whole area seemed to be resonating
with the powerful vibrations. I gave no sign of it, of course,
though my heart beat faster and my pulse raced.

Several minutes passed before Colette walked
over to me. She walked smoothly, like a model on a catwalk, then
stood, not in front of me, which would have blocked the view of
those at the table, but beside me. She reached down and fingered my
clitoris, her fingers rubbing me deftly, and I cringed as I saw
several people at the table turning to watch.

I turned my eyes away from them as Colette
reached down and unhooked the vibrator from the big butt-plug
(could you call it a butt-dildo!?) in my ass. She gripped the base
with two fingers and then slowly drew it out of my body.

I let my eyes flick up so I could see the
table briefly under my lashes and cringed again as I saw everyone
watching! I dropped my eyes, staring at the vibrator as inch after
inch of it appeared. She pulled it completely out, leaving me
feeling empty for a moment, then she held up something for the
people at the table to see.

It was... the most realistically shaped dildo
I'd ever seen. I mean, it looked like a real cock. A big one. A
thick one! The only difference was it had a kind of curved base
which was more oval than round, and narrowed at one side.

She rubbed the 'head' up and down against my
very moist opening, still staying to the side so the people at the
table could watch, then slowly forced it deep into my body.

I did my best not to show any reaction as the
thick cock pushed into me, even though it felt like I was trembling
and quivering on the inside. She literally buried the cock inside
me, so that the base fit neatly over my opening – almost IN my
opening, with the lips of my sex pressing against it.

This one had two thin cords attached to the
base, and she drew them down around my sides and fastened them to
the table beneath me. Then she stepped back.

I wondered what this was – and then I knew.
The realistic-looking dildo was also a vibrator. And it vibrated
especially hard at the base, especially the part pressing directly
against my clitoris. I couldn't help jerking when it started up,
and I knew they were all watching.

Colette walked back to them and handed Maxim
what I thought was a cell phone. He was chatting with the others at
the table, and pointing to the phone, then he tapped something on
it.

The vibrations shifted into a pattern, like a
throbbing pulse or a pounding heart. Then he tapped it again and it
shifted into another pattern, like a building roar of a motorcycle
as you fed it more gas. It... thrummed within me, again and
again.

I realized, then, that the thing he had was
controlling the vibrator, and everyone at the table knew it!
Yikes!

I felt my face flushing again and jerked my
eyes away, trying to show no reaction as the thing buzzed
powerfully against me and inside me. It got harder and harder,
though, especially when he used that thrumming pattern. Then it
became a quickening pulse da-da-da-Da-DA, like that. Again and
again!

I started squirming against the ropes, and my
breathing grew ragged enough for them to hear. I had never thought
of myself putting on a show – a sex show! – for people before, but
that was kind of what I was doing!

A part of me was embarrassed but another part
felt that sense of exhibitionist heat at being looked at, at being
lusted at, at being so outrageously displayed to these
strangers.

And the rising intensity of the pleasure in
my body was sending liquid heat flooding into my mind like a
narcotic, drowning it in a rising passion and hunger.

Colette wandered back to stand next to me,
then reached down and gripped the base of the one in my butt and
tugged. She slid that slowly out of me, then showed them another of
those big, realistic-looking cocks. This one didn't have the same
base, and when she pushed it into my ass it didn't vibrate.

But it didn't need to. She began to pump it
in and out of me, thrusting in hard as the head jammed high into my
belly.

My body began to tremble and shake as the
lust and passion grew more intense. The orgasm hit me like an
explosive force, and every muscle in my body convulsed as I shook
violently in place. I cried out in helpless, wanton pleasure, no
longer caring who heard. It felt as if my whole body would shake
itself apart, and my mind felt like it would explode out of my
skull!

After the orgasm faded I went limp, gasping,
moaning, panting. I realized I was drooling around the ball-gag and
tried to stop that.

Colette buried the dildo in my ass and left
it there, standing aside.

The vibrator continued to vibrate, and Maxim
continued to chat with the others around the table as he tried out
different patterns in the vibrations. Stewards came and went,
gathering plates and putting down drinks. People chatted, and
watched me and laughed as more orgasms tore apart my mind and made
my body tremble and shake.

Colette stood next to me, watching, and it
seemed that whenever she sensed I was nearing orgasm she'd reach
down and start ramming that dildo into my ass until I came, then
bury it and leave it be until the next one.

I still expected them to all come over and
fuck me, but they didn't. Instead they all just... left after
dinner and drinks. Including Maxim.

Colette produced another big dildo, this one
a strap-on, put it on herself, then took the vibrator out of my
pussy and fucked me to such an intense orgasm I almost lost
consciousness.

After that, she untied me, brought me a
cabin, strapped me down spreadeagled, and then straddled my face
and made me lick her to several orgasms.

*

So this was the life of a sex toy. I wasn't
entirely sure I could handle it. But the options were binary. I
could stay or I could go home. Going home meant probably looking
for another job. I probably couldn't keep all that money since that
was a month's pay and I'd only been 'working' a few days.

And we were heading to London now, across the
English Channel, then up the Thames river. We soon docked in London
and there was Eddie with a Rolls Royce. He drove us to a building,
where Maxim got off, then continued on to a manor house on the
outskirts of London.

It wasn't a castle, but it was old, and
beautiful, and one of the maids – a gorgeous redhead I suspected of
being Maxim's London girl toy – showed me to a beautiful room with
a big, four-poster bed that looked antique.

Her name was Elizabeth, and she told me Maxim
had asked her to show me around the manor house and then do the
tourist thing in London. That convinced me I was right, but I
didn't turn her down. She was a good tour guide, and we spent much
of the day traveling around London looking at all the traditional
sights.

That evening she and I put on a sex show for
Maxim and then he fucked me good and hard. It was practically
normal sex, not kinky at all, really. Then she took me for more
tourist stuff the next day, which included shopping for lingerie
and kinky leather outfits.

We returned to the manor house, and she
decided I should wear a strapless leather bra, and a leather thong.
Then, without asking, she put a thick studded leather collar around
my throat, and thick, studded leather restraints around my wrists
and ankles.

She did it very casually, as if she was used
to it. She drew my wrists behind me, locked them, then put a
ball-gag in my mouth before attaching a leash to the ring dangling
from the front of the collar and leading me from the room.

Of course, my heartbeat picked up as we
walked through the house and down to the front hall wondering what
I was headed into. But I also started to feel a rush of heat and
anticipation.

She led me into a large room with a high
ceiling. There was a long bar dangling from the ceiling at about
eye level, and she attached my wrists to opposite sides of it, then
chained my ankles to the floor.

There were hard-backed chairs along the walls
and she went to them, picking them up one by one and carrying them
forward until they encircled me about ten or twelve feet away.

I began to feel the anxiety rising, then. And
sure enough, strangers started to enter the room! I flushed hotly
as a dozen of them sat on the chairs watching me! I dropped my eyes
to the floor, cringing, wondering what obscene show I would be
putting on for Maxim's friends today.

After a few more minutes Maxim arrived,
smiling grandly and chatting to them in Russian. Didn't he and his
friends ever speak English!?

He touched a button on the wall and the chain
holding the bar rose. As it went up, so did my pulse. I felt the
pressure growing on my wrists and then I was lifted right off the
floor to dangle, spreadeagled, the chains attached to my ankle
restraints taut!

Elizabeth entered the circle and popped the
clasp of my top, exposing my breasts, then did the same to my
bottoms so I was stark naked in the middle of them all!

She ran her hands slowly up and down my body,
caressing my back and shoulders and arms and then my sides and ribs
and belly. Of course, her hands slid up over my breasts, then as
her lips kissed the back and nape of my neck. Her fingers kneaded
my breasts and rolled and massaged my tingling nipples.

I gradually lost the worst of my
embarrassment, and the heat grew stronger. I mean, these were all
strangers. I'd come to realize yesterday that I'd likely never even
meet any of those people from that last luncheon on the boat again.
And they didn't even know my name! So what did it matter what they
saw?

Of course, that kind of thing is easier to
think about once something's done and gone.

Elizabeth stripped off her dress and then
donned a strap-on. I shuddered as she drew the butt-plug I always
wore now out of my ass, then stood behind me working the dildo up
deeper and deeper into my ass. Her hands kneaded my breasts and
fingered my clitoris as she sodomized me, and my mind and body
began to thrum with a dark, sizzling heat.

“Slave,” she whispered into my ear as she
chewed on my earlobe. “Sex slave!”

I came, writhing and twisting and crying out
helplessly.

She left the dildo buried in my ass, then
moved around in front of me, sank to her knees and started to lick
my clitoris. When I was writhing again she donned another strap-on
and fucked me from the front, making me climax a second time.

She detached that dildo from her hips, too,
and left it buried inside me before kneeling and starting another
oral attack on my clitoris.

In the midst of it, I suddenly felt as if a
cat had clawed my back as a dozen sharp, thin lines of pain erupted
along with the impact of... something lightweight.

I jerked my head around, gasping, to see
Maxim holding some kind of whip! It had a short handle, and a
couple of dozen long, thin leather string things. They were quite
lightweight but had still stung a bit when they'd hit my back.

Seeing it in his hands, I realized what it
was and what I'd felt, and felt a wild emotional roller coaster of
anxiety and dark, thrilled heat. To be hung from my wrists and...
and whipped! Like some kind of slave! That was so fucking
outrageous!

I mean, it was scary too, but not very,
because I'd already felt the blow and while it had stung a bit,
well, it was only a bit. And so when he swung his arm back and
prepared to swing it forward again I just shuddered and turned my
head away as I tried to brace myself.

I winced as it hit, as the thin strings or
whatever they were, slapped down across my bare back.

Kneeling before me, Elizabeth kept licking
and sucking and her hands slid up my body to knead my breasts.

I refused to meet the eyes of any of those
sitting around, but I was desperately aware of them watching me. I
flinched and winced and gasped as the whip cut across my back again
and again and again. It was making my skin feel more tender as the
blows added up, and so it was stinging more, but the dark, wild
heat was far more powerful.

The whip, or flog, slashed down across my
buttocks, then, and my hips jerked and bucked against Elizabeth's
lips. But that hardly mattered. I was on the edge of another
orgasm. And when Maxim moved around to the side and started to
bring the flog down across my breasts, the orgasm hit me like a
hurricane of sensation.

I writhed and twisted and thrashed in place
as he brought the flog down on my breasts. It burned and made them
throb wildly as Elizabeth fucked me with the dildo while licking my
clitoris.

I was lost to a sexual fever by then, and not
even a massive orgasm could I screamed around the ball-gag.

A new man entered the room. He was tall and
broad-shouldered and black and bald. He wore a long, thick robe
until casting it off once he was in the circle. He was covered in
muscles, and had a huge erection! I whimpered and moaned as he
moved behind me, then thrust it up into my ass!

It was so long I felt utterly impaled, cramps
rippling through my abdomen as he fucked me. Maxim flogged my
breasts as he chewed hungrily on the nape of my neck, and Elizabeth
licked my clitoris hard as she pumped the dildo in my pussy.

I came again and again, lost to the wild,
dark rush of heat, surrendering to Maxim's perverted, kinky vision
of me as a sex slave.

I was half exhausted by the time they lowered
me to the floor. Then Elizabeth led me, crawling, on the leash, to
several of the chairs where I performed oral sex on men whose names
I didn't even know, taking them deep into my throat.

*

From London it was on to Rome. We took the
jet, and Hannah and I put on a sex show for Maxim. In Rome I got to
tour the sites with Evalina, a petite, dark-haired Italian girl.
And later, in his villa, she tied me up and spanked me while Maxim
watched, then worked her small fist deep into my pussy and fucked
me to mind-blowing orgasms.

We flew to Cairo after that, and I toured the
pyramids and other sites with Fatima, then was shackled naked and
given to three enormous black men to use together in front of a
group of Maxim's friends.

This was the first time I'd had real cocks in
all three orifices at the same time – big ones! I thought I'd lose
my mind entirely as those three big men used me savagely. I can't
even count how many orgasms I had before basically losing
consciousness.

We flew on to India, then Beijing, then
Tokyo, then Dakar before seeing Melbourne.

Needless to say, I lost my embarrassment
about being seen naked by strangers. In fact, I lost pretty much
all my inhibitions. Every day was some new outrageous thing Maxim
thought of, and while they kept me on edge they also rarely failed
to drive me out of my mind with passion and lust.

It was easy to lose track of the days as we
moved around, a day here, two or three there, then on to the next
place for a week. It was a world tour in more ways than one. And I
had sex with more people than I could even remember.

But it opened up my life. In fact, it made my
life something wild and exciting, with new horizons every day.
Being a rich man's sex toy, play toy, fuck toy, call it what you
will, might seem degrading to some, but as he once told me, if both
sides get something out of a deal, then it's a good deal.

I guess, in a sense, I have become a sex
slave in reality. I'm often chained or tied up, used cruelly,
whipped, flogged, spanked and otherwise punished or tormented.
Often in front of groups of people. But then again I also have
multiple orgasms that are incredibly intense.

Oh, I can leave any time I want to, but to
what? Sacrifice all this excitement and passion and adventure
for... what exactly? Sure I have a big bank account now, but it
wouldn't let me live this kind of life, not even close.

Returning to the old way of dating men and
trying to find one that's good in bed and isn't an asshole? Nawww!
I'll take my slutty, sex slave lifestyle, thanks! It pays better in
orgasms as well as dollars!

 


END

 


*
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies Gym

Paige gets a job as a receptionist at a
high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict boss, and her
punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly painful. But that
was all right, because the pleasure she gives the lovely young girl
more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the only one
interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have much to
teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds herself in a
kinky game of submission and domination, with her on the bottom,
taking orders and learning obedience from the older women at the
gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the scalding heat the
women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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