

Serving Her Billionaire Boss:

The Submissive Assistant’s New Job

By Riley Paine

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Copyright © 2020 Riley Paine

This is a work of fiction. Names, businesses, places, and events are products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.


Want a FREE erotica story? Join my mailing list!

I’m giving away an exclusive story to subscribers of my mailing list. ‘Slut in the Library’ is a sex-fuelled tale of a woman taking control of her pleasure. If you like exhibitionism, dominant women, and college settings, you’ll love this story. And it’s totally free! To access it and get updates on my upcoming releases and special offers straight to your inbox, subscribe to my mailing list:

https://mailchi.mp/af093f618e68/twisting-fantasies

Tell me your fantasies

Do you have a kink you’d like to see written about? One of your darkest fantasies you’d like to have me use in a story? Or do you want to get in touch about one of my stories you’ve read? Then send me an email – I’d love to hear from you!

rileyfpaine@gmail.com

Connect with me

Keep up to date with news of new releases by following my blog:

https://rileypaine.wordpress.com/

Or follow me on Twitter:

@PaineErotica


Contents

1. The Interview

2. The Callback

3. The Practical Assessment

4. The Contract

5. The First Day

6. The Dungeon

More stories from the author


1. The Interview

Talia Spencer took a seat beside the reception desk. She was early for her interview. Five minutes to compose herself. She heard the receptionist on the phone mention her name. Talia tapped her heel repeatedly. Another young woman sat across from her looked up, frowning. Talia stopped. She bit her lip instead and checked her watch. Four minutes.

To distract herself from her growing anxiety, Talia looked around the large atrium in which she waited. Having been too stressed about finding the right place to report to, she hadn't paused to take in the new setting when she first entered. The office building was located downtown, but any sight or sound of the outside traffic was completely blocked off by the thick white walls which stretched for several dozen feet above. Light streamed in through square windows placed like a mosaic into the highest sections of the wall. Craning her neck, Talia could see people traversing a series of interior walkways high above her. 

She checked her watch again. One minute remaining. She rummaged through her handbag, ensuring all her documents were where she had put them that morning. 

"Talia Spencer?"

She nearly jumped out of her seat. She got up and turned around to greet the woman who had startled her. "Yes?"

"I'm Chloe Draper, I'll be conducting your interview today. Follow me please. I've got a tight schedule to stick to."

She wasted no time with pleasantries and promptly strolled away, leaving Talia to hurriedly grab her bag and rush after her. She was amazed at how quickly Chloe moved in her stiletto heels. In fact, she moved incredibly gracefully, considering the tight pencil skirt she wore which must have restricted the movement of her legs. Her black hair, pulled back in a severe bun, completed the image of neat professionality. Not a hair was out of place. Talia, in her blazer and long trousers, worried she was too plainly dressed.

"Did you have trouble finding the office?" Chloe asked. She swiped a key card to open a secure door and proceeded down a wide corridor, absent of any other employees.

"No problem at all," Talia replied, deciding to try and make conversation. "Do you have many interviews today?"

"Yes," Chloe said curtly. She approached a set of three elevators, then went round the corner to a fourth. It required her key card to access. It must be a private one, Talia thought. It surprised her: she hadn't thought the job she applied for was important enough to need a private elevator to her interview room.

Chloe pressed the button for the thirty-ninth floor, only one from the top, and they ascended in silence. Talia didn't want to risk speaking out of turn.

When the elevator came to a stop, they entered an office. It was wide and spacious, walled completely by windows to give a 180 degree panoramic view of the city far below. A large mahogany desk sat at the far end of the room. Chloe took a seat on the high-backed leather desk chair and gestured for Talia to sit across from her.

"So, Miss Spencer, you're interviewing for the role of special assistant, is that right?" She put on reading glasses and looked over notes on her desk, Talia noticed it was her résumé.

"Yes, it is." Talia sat back and crossed one leg over the other, trying to relax. "Although the job description seemed rather vague. Who would I be assisting?"

"I ought to explain a bit more, I suppose. I am secretary to the company's owner and I oversee all his operations, public and private. While you would be reporting to me, most of your responsibilities would be directly assisting him."

Talia was surprised. The owner of the company was a known recluse. Any media around him was notoriously limited, and paparazzi had learned that harassing him was more trouble than it was worth. Still, she had to confirm her own limited knowledge: "You mean Mr Reeve?"

"I do. But a major part of your role would be remaining discrete. That is paramount, in fact. Do you have much experience with discretion?"

Talia was caught off-guard the question. It wasn't one she had prepared for. "Oh, well I suppose it was regularly a part of my previous work. I often had to sign NDAs, keep quiet about new products. That sort of thing."

Chloe nodded along, looking over her résumé and tapping on the page. "By previous work, you mean modelling?" she asked.

"Yes, that's right."

"You've modelled for a few years. Why the change now?"

"It was always very insecure work," Talia answered truthfully. She didn't want to go into detail about how much she had struggled to find more work recently, and how desperate she'd found her situation. "It certainly wasn't something I felt I could do forever. I thought I ought to get experience in a professional setting. Actually, that's why I applied to this job. It said no prior experience required."

"That is true, Miss Spencer. The thing is, if Mr Reeve wanted any old assistant the hiring project could have been done weeks ago. There would be thousands of girls with years of experience who would have suited the role."

"I see," Talia said, disheartened by the candid statement.

"That said," Chloe continued, "I'm the only secretary he needs for his professional role. What he's looking for now is someone a bit . . . different. It is very important for him; he personally oversaw the selection process for the shortlist. He needs someone who can handle situations more out of the ordinary and deal with some more challenging expectations."

"Could you give some examples of those expectations?" Talia asked, trying to learn more about the job which she had come to realise she knew very little about.

"All I can say is you might be given different commands every day. Some perhaps which you might be hesitant about but which need doing with no delay. I'm in no position to discuss the details with you. It's something you can discuss personally with Mr Reeve."

"Will I meet him today?"

"Not yet," Chloe said bluntly. "It will be up to his discretion. Now, I need to take your measurements."

"Oh, what measurements?" Talia was taken aback. "What for?"

"It'll be important for sizing your uniforms. Do you mind standing up and stripping please."

Talia didn't realise the job required uniforms. Nor did she expect a request to strip today. 

"You've been a model," Chloe said. "I'm sure you're used to this."

Still slightly shocked by the request, Talia nevertheless stood up. She was still intrigued by the job. It wasn't something to pass up. She found herself automatically taking her clothes off. She removed her blazer and unbuttoned her blouse. She placed it on her chair then slid off her shoes and pulled down her trousers. Standing there in her bra and panties, Talia realised her strange the situation was. She also began regretting her choice of simple, beige underwear – would it have been more impressive to wear something more colourful, or even lacy? She then remembered the windows surrounding her. Fortunately, the building towered over most of the downtown area, and it seemed very unlikely that anyone from a distant high-rise could see her standing there.

Chloe approached with a tape measure. "I'm sure you understand," she said. "It's company protocol to have measurements taken by members of staff. Lift your arms up please. And spread your legs."

Chloe moved the tape measure over every side of Talia's body – her legs, inside and out, her torso, around her chest, along the length of her arms. After each measurement she paused to jot it down in a notebook.

"Excellent," she said. "Thank you for your cooperation."

The phone on Chloe's desk rang. She picked it up. Talia listened to her short responses.

"Yes . . . of course. Yes, sir."

Chloe looked around at the interviewee.

"Before you get changed, Miss Spencer," Chloe said. "I need to confirm with you. Are you still interested in this job?"

Despite how little she knew of its details, Talia was. "Yes, I am."

"Then Mr Reeve will see you now."

Talia was surprised by this news. She went to grab her clothes but Chloe interrupted her.

"Hold on. He wants to inspect you himself. But until you are officially employed by the company, he doesn't want to be seen." The secretary reached into a drawer in her desk and pulled out a blindfold. "I need to put this on you."

"I'm not sure I—"

"Either you do this or you can go home now," Chloe said, giving an ultimatum.

Desperate, Talia accepted the blindfold. It was secured tightly over her eyes, blocking out all view of the office.

"Now, Miss Spencer, you don't need to do anything. This shouldn't take long. This is the final stage of todays interview."

*****

Talia listened to Chloe's high-heels tap back towards her desk. Blindfolded and standing in the middle of the office in only her underwear, she couldn't help but feel vulnerable. Even more so as she heard someone descend the spiral staircase behind her. The heavy footsteps approached. It must be him. Talia breathed sharply as she felt him standing close behind her. She couldn’t stop her heart from racing. Her chest lifted up and down as she found herself breathing harder.

"This is Miss Talia Spencer," Chloe said. "5 foot 8 inches. 32C. Blonde, as you can see, with blue eyes under that blindfold. And a good ass, in my opinion."

Talia was surprised by the comment. And slightly flattered. She had never been very confident about that part of her body.

"She's a former model," Chloe continued. "Only modest success at that, though."

Talia listened as the man circled her. At one point she thought she could feel his breath on her skin. Despite her modelling experience, she had never felt so objectified. But Chloe’s descriptions and the surprising intimacy of her potential new boss examining her body made Talia realise that she was beginning to get turned on. She loved being the centre of attention for this mysterious billionaire.

There a moment of silence. The office seemed to stand still as Talia waited for the next comment. But instead of Chloe making another remark, the man said a single word – "Good."

He walked away and back up the stairs. Chloe lifted Talia's blindfold off. "You may get changed now, Miss Spencer."

Talia, shocked by the unexpected events of the interview, did as she was told.

As she was buttoning blouse back up, Chloe spoke again: "One last question before you leave. Mr Reeve's needs will often require you to travel on short notice, and even spend long nights working closely with him. Are you able to be flexible in these ways?"

Having come this far, Talia was committed. "Yes," she said firmly, straightening her clothes.

"Good, then you can expect a call tomorrow about the next part of the selection process."

Talia didn't realise there would be another stage. Instead she let herself be shown out of the office, too preoccupied replaying the events of the interview. She realised she still didn't know what the job actually involved. She didn't even know the pay. But she was too embarrassed to bring those queries up now. Chloe accompanied her down the elevator and back to the reception area. 

"You'll hear from me tomorrow," the secretary said. "Have a good day, Miss Spencer."


2. The Callback

Talia lay in bed the following morning, still thinking about the strangeness of her interview and trying to rationalise it. She had to admit, despite it catching her off-guard it was similar to what she'd often done during photoshoots. And there wasn’t even any touching involved.

There was something about it, however, and how it kept replaying in her mind, that had Talia sliding her hand down under the duvet and into her pyjama shorts. Her pussy was wet. It had been all night, in fact, and she was desperate to touch it. The interview had been reimagined in her dreams and she tried to recreate its vividness as she masturbated. The mysterious Mr Reeve ran his hands over her body as she stood in the office, only wearing her underwear. She let him take off her bra and panties. Her blindfold remained on. He rubbed his fingers around her clit, just as she was doing to herself in reality. As she moaned and begged for more, he pushed her over onto Chloe's desk. She let him. She enjoyed how he controlled her. She shuddered with pleasure as he slid his cock in and started to fuck her.

Talia's phone rang. She awoke from her reverie, snapping her away from the orgasm she had been so close to. With her non-soaked hand, she answered the call.

"Miss Spencer, it's Chloe Draper here. How are you?" It was a familiar voice, one which returned Talia back to her fantasy.

"I'm good, thank you, how are—"

Chloe interrupted her. "Can you make yourself available at ten for the final stage of the selection process? We've had to rearrange a lot."

Talia looked at the time. It was just after nine. She'd have to be quick. "Yes I can do that. At the office again?"

"No. We'll be conducting it at the Sisyphus bar. You know it?"

"I might have heard of—" Talia was interrupted again.

"I'll send you the address," Chloe said. "I've got a lot to prepare now. Have a safe trip over. Goodbye."

She hung up. Remembering what Chloe was like the day before, Talia decided her rudeness was typical of her. As promised, an address was promptly texted to her. Checking its location, she realised she really had to rush.

Her pussy was still aching for more attention but Talia had no time. She showered quickly then got changed. This time she opted to where something a bit more impressive, rather than being caught off-guard in her plain underwear again. She put on a set of lacy black bra and thong, underneath a tight black skirt and a floral blouse which fitted well around her torso. Just to be sure, she left the top few buttons undone, so that a glimpse of cleavage was visible. She hastily put on her make-up and hurried out to her car.

*****

On a Tuesday morning, just before ten o'clock, the Sisyphus bar and lounge didn't look like much from the outside. As Talia pulled up outside, glad to find plenty of parking spaces, she was surprised how quiet it was. Where lines of people would queue most evenings, instead a deserted pavement greeted her. Not wanting to be late, Talia entered through the glass door at the entrance.

The tables inside were mostly empty, but for a few patrons having mid-morning coffees. Talia was approached by the hostess, who introduced herself as Kim. "And you're Talia, aren't you?"

"Yes, I am. I think I'm meant to meet Chloe here. Or maybe Mr Reeve? I'm not too sure."

"You're expected in the private lounge," Kim explained. "I'll show you the way."

Talia followed her down a set of stairs. They passed the toilets and wandered down a narrow corridor, all of which seemed to be constructed from a repurposed cellar. The brick walls were cold and seemed to press in closer towards Talia as they went. At the end of a corridor was a dark oak door. Kim let Talia go in alone, saying this was the private lounge.

Talia entered. The chill of the previous passage gave way to a warmth that matched the orange lights cast by the lamps dotting the open lounge. It seemed to be an old wine cellar, repainted and redesigned to be a rather cosy area for VIPs of the club to relax. Talia noticed multiple doors leading off to various anterooms. But in this part of the lounge were many leather armchairs and sofas, one of which was occupied.

"Hello again, Miss Spencer." It was Chloe. She was hard to see in the dim room. "Come in, have a seat."

Talia took her offer, sitting across from her and realising that she felt a twinge of disappointment that it hadn’t been Mr Reeve waiting for her.

"How are you today?" Chloe asked.

"Fine, thank you," Talia replied, noticing that the secretary's outfit had remained largely unchanged from the day before.

"Before we continue, I should congratulate you for getting this far."

"Thank you," Talia said, unsure how much she ought to speak.

"Do you know, Miss Spencer, that secretaries are named so because they keep the secrets of those whom they serve?"

Talia shook her head.

"Well that's the case here," Chloe said. "Mr Reeve has many secrets which only himself and I are privy to. If the next stage of your assessment is to continue, you need to sign this document stating that anything that happens in this room today will remain in your room."

Chloe passed Talia a brief document. She looked it over, recognising the non-disclosure agreement format which she was familiar with this.

"Everything okay?" Chloe asked, passing her a pen.

"Yes, that's fine." Talia was still committed. She scribbled her signature and the date.

"Excellent, then it's time you meet Mr Reeve."

Chloe stood up and left through one of the doors at the side of the room, which were all obscured by shadow. Talia remained seated, assuming she was meant to wait there. After a minute she grew unsure. But just as she was about to get up and follow the secretary, Mr Reeve walked in.

*****

He paused in the doorway, shrouded by shadow. A crisp white shirt was all that stood out in the darkness. He approached slowly, revealing his features in the soft glow of the lamps. A square jaw cast sharp shadows around his face and his green eyes glinted in the light. His hair, dark but not quite black, had clearly been cut professionally, but the slightly ruffled quiff indicated a personal lack of willing to keep it perfectly kempt.

"Miss Spencer?" he greeted, revealing an English accent which had not been apparent to Talia from the single word he had spoken the previous day. "I'm Sam Reeve."

Talia stood up and accepted his hand. As she shook it, she realised how much her palm was sweating. "Hello," she said, unsure what else to say as he felt his strong fingers grip hers. Standing taller than her by a few inches, she found it impossible do anything but gaze back at his handsome features.

"I trust Chloe's been treating you well," he said, taking a seat and beckoning her to do the same. "She can be rather abrasive, but her methods work. I can always trust her with my most important requests. Such as carrying out this selection process."

He paused for a moment and Talia took a moment to try and make an impression.

"I have to say it's a pleasure to meet you," she said. "I'm not sure what I was expecting when Chloe said I was going to meet you. Properly, at least. Not like yesterday."

"Yesterday was necessary. Not something I want to do but it's important I hire the right person."

"You only like to hire good-looking assistants?" Talia said, deciding to show some back-bone. "If you're in the position to do so, it’s understandable."

Rather than challenging her remark, Reeve laughed and looked Talia up and down. His eyes seemed to penetrate her, as if visualising the body he had already seen beneath. She shifted in her seat and looked away, blushing. He changed the subject.

"I own this club, did you know? It's not common knowledge. I like to unwind in the private lounge when I can. And it's always preferable to conduct business somewhere that I can order a drink. Would you like one?"

Talia didn't want to be caught off-guard by him. But nor did she want to appear unprofessional. "I'm fine, thank you."

"That's perfectly okay." He leaned forward. "I suppose you want to get on with the interview?"

Talia smiled. "That's why I'm here."

"Well, you want to be my special assistant. So, tell me, what do you think that involves?"

Talia thought for a moment then took a shot in the dark. "I would guess keeping track of your appointments, taking phone calls. Fetching coffee, maybe."

Sam smiled. "That could be part of it. But I’ve got Chloe to do all that if I wanted her to. I know she explained yesterday, it's more than that. Did you discuss pay with her?"

"No, we didn't get that far. And the description said it's competitive."

"That's right. So, how much would you say you're worth."

Talia considered the question. It wasn’t one she had prepared for. "50,000?"

"Okay, Talia – I assume I can call you Talia? – let’s say I pay you that 50,000 and you do all those responsibilities that you've mentioned. All those typical assistant jobs. What would you do for me if I paid double that? And only as a starting salary. For what reason would I pay you that?"

Talia didn't understand what he was offering, or how any assistant could be paid that much. "I, I don't know." She stammered. Then she looked at him watching her. This billionaire who was speaking to a failed model and offering her a wage beyond what she considered reasonable. She paused. But she knew. It was obvious really. She didn't want to admit it, but she knew. Boldly, she said, "To fuck you?"

Sam's smile hid his true reaction. He shifted in his seat. "If I wanted to fuck someone, Chloe could fly me in the best prostitutes from around the world. But I don't want to pay someone for a few hours. Or even a few days. I'm past that. I want someone to be there at my every call. Someone who works for me and only me. Someone who devotes their life to me." He stopped and watched her reaction. Unsurprisingly, she didn't know what to say. Sam continued. "I'll be honest, Talia, there are two other girls I'm going to interview later today, but I would quite like to cancel those interviews. I've known since yesterday who I'd prefer to hire. I hope you don't disappoint me."

Talia sat transfixed, bewildered by the offer put before her. She still didn't fully understand it. He wanted her to be his personal whore? Or mistress? It certainly wasn't the role she thought she was applying to.

Deciding not to hide her worry, she confessed, "I'm confused."

"It's very simple, Talia. As my special assistant not only will I pay you well, you will also be privy to certain . . . perks. Access to certain areas of my houses, rides in my private jet, travel to the various exotic locale I frequent. All you have to do is follow every instruction I give you. That is all. Either you go home today, and you can simply know me as Sam. Or you stay, and refer to me as sir. Or master. What will it be?"

Sam wanted her. He was using every technique at his disposal to convince her. As much as he hated to brag about his wealth and material goods, he thought it might help to bring her over to his side.

Talia, however, saw right through his ploy. But she realised she didn't care. She was transfixed by this billionaire's intensity, his unfaltering show of desire for her. Talia knew, she wanted to be his.


3. The Practical Assessment

"This is meant to be a practical assessment, right?" Talia said, deciding to test the waters for blindly committing to his proposition. "Do I get a trial run?"

"I didn't expect you to be so cheeky." Sam smiled, seeing that she was opening up to his offer. "And you're so questioning. I like it."

"What am I meant to do then?"

Sam crossed one leg over the other, leaned back, and smiled. "You can start by following my instructions. Stand up."

Talia stood. She felt his eyes travel the length of her legs, up to her cleavage, then examine her face.

"Strip for me," Sam ordered. "Put on a show."

"Like a stripper?" Talia asked, wanting to please him.

"Yes. But next time, don't talk back to me. Only speak if I ask you a question."

Talia nodded, accepting his rules. For the first time, she noticed music playing in the background in the lounge. It was subtle and smooth, and she found herself swaying her hips to the gentle rhythms. If he wanted a show, Talia thought, she'd give him one.

She continued to move gracefully in time with the music. She slowly unbuttoned her shirt, working from the top. Once the final button was undone, she gradually pulled the blouse open, revealing her navel and lacy bra. Her decision to dress up had paid off. After she had removed the shirt, she kicked off her shoes and unzipped her skirt. Without much theatricality, she let it drop to the floor.

Sam watched her slowly dancing in only her bra and panties. "You can stop there," he said, stopping her as her hands moved to the clasps at the back of her bra. "I'll let you keep some secrets for when you're officially employed. Now come here."

Talia found herself slightly relieved that she didn't have to display her completely naked body for him. In what she wore now, he had seen everything before. But her heart still raced as she strode towards him. He sat forward and told her to bend over.

"Something for you to get used to," he said, "Is a good spanking."

Talia spread her legs and leaned forward, holding on to the back of a chair for balance. Her bare ass was exposed and pointed directly at Sam. She hadn't expected him to take things in this direction, but she didn't care. He stood up and she felt the warmth of his body on hers. She noticed a familiar sense of arousal growing in her pussy. It tingled. Her interrupted masturbation session that morning had caught up with her; she needed to be touched. 

Sam ran his hand over the curve of her back. Talia shuddered. His first touch was smooth. The gentle stroke ended at Talia's asscheeks. His hand lifted off for a moment. Then it came back down in a hard smack. Talia yelped at the sudden pain. She could feel it sting.

"If you're to be my assistant," Sam said as he massaged her ass, "You'll need to handle this. Otherwise, I won't have much use for you."

He slapped her again. Talia grimaced. Her hands gripped tightly to the back of the chair. Another smack on her other cheek had her let out a groan. Her white knuckles seemed to almost pierce her skin.

"So, Miss Spencer, can you handle more? Or should I stop wasting my time?"

He spanked her once more, although this time the pain was numbed. Talia could feel the burn in her cheeks, but she also noticed a greater heat beneath her panties. 

"I want more, sir," she said, putting emphasis on the honorific. 

"Good." Sam spanked her three more times. "Does this turn you on?"

"Yes." Talia caught herself moaning each time his hand met her ass. She couldn't ignore the feeling of her pussy growing wet.

"Do you want me to touch you?" Sam asked. His fingers trailed over her panties. They edged towards her soaking pussy.

"Yes, please," Talia whispered, preoccupied by his teasing touch.

"Maybe if you prove your worth." Sam withdrew his hand. "Kneel in front of me."

Talia promptly did as she was ordered, desperately wanting to please him. Her knees rested on the hard floor. She looked up at the man stood over her. His piercing eyes wandered over her body, examining her pale flesh. The thighs that led up to her black panties. The swell of her breasts with her bra. The red of her lips, held open. Sam ran his thumb over them. He slowly pressed it in. Talia accepted it. She felt it over her gums and licked her tongue around it. Sam smiled at her actions. He took his thumb out.

"Are you a slut?" he asked, surprising Talia.

"I can be," she answered, "For you."

"Then unbuckle my belt."

*****

Talia reached up to his belt. The bulge pushing against his zipper was evident. As her fingers worked on loosening the buckle, she imagined what he was hiding in his pants.

"Take it out then, slut," Sam said. 

Talia pulled down the fly. As the zip separated, her fingers grazed over the hardness contained within. She tugged gently on the waist of his trousers. They dropped to the floor. His underwear remained. An erection pitched a tent with the soft material. With her eyes glued to the hard member, Talia grabbed the underwear and revealed what lay beneath.

His cock sprung out of its constraints. It pointed straight at Talia's face, eager to be pleasured. The foreskin was pulled tight over the shaft. It throbbed steadily in time with his heartbeat. Neatly groomed hair around its base served to highlight its length and frame the pair of balls that hung below. Once Talia was able to pull her attention away from it, she looked up at Sam. The billionaire gazed back, observing her reaction.

"Impress me," he said.

Those two words were all Talia wanted to hear. She needed to please the hard male organ waiting in front of her, but she knew she was in control.

Talia held out her tongue and swirled it around the head of the cock. She lapped around the sensitive underside, hearing Sam exhale at the sensation. Her mouth hovered around the tip. Her hot breath teased him. Then she licked slowly down the length of the shaft. Her tongue traced a line back up the length of his six and a half inches.

Her lips parted. She covered the head, sucking it like a lollipop. Sam's groans of pleasure had Talia smiling. Her lips moved further down the shaft. She felt his hard cock fill her mouth. Then a hand was placed at the back of her head. She expected it to push her further down his length, but instead his fingers just ran through her hair. His gentle massaging touch felt good. Talia moaned, sending vibrations through his cock. She sucked harder. Her head bobbed back to the tip of the cock, then down again. As his pleasure built, Talia felt the urge for her own desires to be met. As if noticing this, Sam withdrew his cock. It dripped with Talia's saliva.

"You're very good at that," he said. The feedback had Talia smile. "But now you need some attention. Do you want that?"

"Yes please, sir," Talia begged, feeling a burning need for satisfaction. "Please fuck me, sir."

"That's not going to happen today." He shut her down, much to her disappointment. "But I want to see you play with yourself. Now."

*****

Sam sat back down, his erect cock aimed at the ceiling. Talia, eager to touch herself, gladly slid her hand beneath the band of her thongs.

The material had become wet, and her fingers instantly played with the red flesh that so desperately needed physical contact.

Sam watched her hand moving beneath the black lace and the undulations as she worked herself towards a much-needed orgasm. Her fingers rubbed in circles. Her face reflected the masturbatory pleasure. Her lips were parted. Then she bit down on her lower lip as she focused her attention on her clit and the sensations rose.

"Does that feel good?" Sam asked.

"Yes, sir." 

"If you are to be my assistant, you will only feel this pleasure when I allow it. Understood?"

Talia was almost too preoccupied by the sensations she was giving herself to think of a response. "Yes, sir," she whispered, unthinkingly.

"Continue then, and stroke me while you're at it."

Talia's right hand kept circling her clit whilst her left reached over to Sam's erect cock. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft and stroked. As her pleasure increased, so did his.

"Do you want to cum?" Sam asked, noticing Talia's quickened breaths.

"I'm close," she groaned.

"Then show me."

Talia's right hand worked furiously beneath the fabric of her thong. Her fingers rubbed around her pussy. They targeted her clit. She could feel how wet they had become. The pleasure was rising like a river about to flood its banks. Talia's eyes had been closed as the sensations overwhelmed her, but she opened them to look at the hard cock in her left hand. She hadn't stopped pleasuring him. She felt the blood pump through his shaft. She looked at the man watching her performance. He nodded.

"You may cum."

On the brink of orgasm, his simple command was all that was needed to push her over. Her fingers kept at their pace. They brought her into a state of bliss. She was lost in a wave of pleasure. Her orgasm rushed over her. One moment of ecstasy seemed to last forever. All the pressure that had been building since the sex-fuelled dreams of the previous burst out in an instant. She exhaled. All her held-back pleasure was released as a single, uninterrupted moan that echoed around the chamber.

Her hand stopped moving. Throughout her orgasm, her hand around Sam's cock had been motionless. It squeezed tightly. On Talia's revival, she remembered her position and resumed stroking slowly. Meanwhile, her right hand retreated from behind her underwear. Its fingers were covered with her juices.

"Now for the final part of your assessment," Sam said as he stood up, his hard cock hovering in front of her face with her fingers still moving over it. "Finish me."

Talia stroked. Her free hand, still wet, cupped his balls. She fondled them, causing new tingling pleasures to affect Sam. His expression couldn't hide the impact of the sensations. Talia found herself turned on again, just from seeing the effect of her work on him. She wanted to give him more pleasure. She wanted to see him cum.

"Where do you want to cum, sir?" she asked. This moment needed to be perfect for him.

"On your pretty face. Show me how you want it."

Talia wrapped both hands around him. The shaft seemed even thicker than before. She could feel the blood pump through it with every heartbeat. He was close. She knew it. She positioned her face right under his engorged head, watching as a drop of precum dripped onto her lips. She screwed her mouth shut, not wanting a single drop to enter her. The saltiness had always intrigued her. There was something about the unique taste which she wanted to be turned on by and encouraged her to keep trying it, yet she had never brought herself to enjoy a man's load in her mouth, let alone swallowing it. She was glad, therefore, that Sam had chosen to cum on her face. She didn’t want to seem shrewd by reacting in disgust to his taste. She accelerated her stroking and an audible moan signalled his proximity to orgasm. Talia kept stroking. One hand worked from the base of his shaft to the centre, meeting the other which swirled around the sensitive head. Suddenly, his cock pulsed. A string of white shot onto Talia's face. It hit her forehead and over the bridge of her nose. A second covered one of her eyes, forcing her to shut it. The third and fourth blew onto her cheeks. The pools of cum dripped down Talia's face. They drooled down her chin and neck, dripping onto her chest and breasts. Her lips felt as if they were glued shut by the sticky juices, otherwise she would have voiced her amazement at his quantity. She watched one-eyed as her hands squeezed out the final drops from Sam's cock. He sat back down, exhausted, while Talia's arms fell to her sides and she kneeled, covered in his cum and unsure of what to do next.

"Congratulations, Miss Spencer," Sam finally said. "It's safe to say that you've passed the assessment."

He passed her a handkerchief from his pocket. She wiped her face dry, but still felt the dried cum covering her.

"Do you want to be my special assistant?" Sam asked.

Without thinking, Talia answered: "Yes, sir."

"Good. Then the last thing you need to do is sign a contract. I can leave a copy with you but I'm afraid I need to head off now. We'll have to organise a time to sign it tomorrow. Chloe will be in touch to arrange that. For now, there's a toilet through that door. Go clean yourself up."

Talia gladly followed his command. She followed the direction of gesture through one of the doors leading off from the chamber. The brighter lights of the bathroom were almost blinding. She was surprised by the image in the mirror. A woman wearing nothing but a bra and panties looked back at her. Dried cum caked her face and chest. Talia smiled. She still didn't know what this job might entail, but the pleasure she had both received and given had filled her with an intense desire for more. She would happily do it all over again.

Once she had washed herself off the best she could (her eyelids had proven to be the trickiest surface to remove the cum) she returned to the main chamber. Sam was gone. All that was left were Talia's clothes and a folder, with what she assumed was the contract. She changed quickly then left. As she hurried through the bar area, she felt the curious glare of the hostess watching her. Talia rushed outside and to her car, only then noticing in the rear-view mirror a visible blob of white cum stuck to her matted hair.


4. The Contract

When Talia got back to her apartment after her meeting with Sam, she threw the folder containing her contract on the counter and forgot about it. All she wanted was to shower. She could still feel remnants of the billionaire's cum on her body. Despite feeling the urge of clean it off, Talia couldn't help but think back to how it had got there. The way Sam's cock throbbed in her hands. The thick shots of cum that sprayed across her face. The feeling as it dripped down onto her boobs.

Now, stood in her shower, the warm water washed down her bare chest and she brushed out the cum that had become stuck in her hair. Then, almost without realising it, Talia began playing with herself. First, she groped her breasts, feeling how slick they had become. Then she fingered herself. The memory of Sam's presence and the way he stood over and controlled her replayed over and over in her mind. As she imagined his glorious orgasm again, she quickly became close again herself. One hand braced against the tiled wall. The other stimulated her clit. A moment later, Talia's body shook as she climaxed.

Her second orgasm of the morning had left Talia immensely satisfied, so much so that she forgot about the contract for the rest of the day. The thought of Sam, however, never left. She wanted to see him, and was glad to receive a text from Chloe early the next day. The secretary had sent an address and a time. That was all. Talia had a couple of hours, and as she put herself together she finally remembered the contract. She opened it. Her eyes skimmed the first few pages. Then her jaw dropped.

*****

Talia drove to the address. The contract lay on the passenger seat beside her. She couldn't believe some of the things it included. There was no way she could sign it. Certainly not without speaking with Sam first. When she first left her apartment, Talia was filled by an energetic confidence. She wanted to confront him about some of the unbelievable clauses in the contract. But, as she drove, the confidence faded. The closer she got to the address, the more her eagerness turned into anticipation, and then her anticipation into trepidation. 

Talia drove out of the city. She followed her GPS as it led her into the hills that bordered the urban sprawl. She turned off the main road and up a small country lane. Trees lined a long driveway, which she pulled up in front of. Large iron cast gates blocked her way. They were the only access point to a snaking brick wall which, Talia guessed, must border some large private property. Sam's, presumably.

She parked beside the gate, making sure not to block it, and got out her car. An intercom laid into the red brickwork seemed the only form of communication. Unsure, she pressed a button. Almost immediately, the gates opened. An unknown female voice said curtly over the intercom, "You may enter, Miss Spencer. By foot, please. Your car will be safe where it is."

Talia followed the command. As she entered the open gates, she noticed security cameras watching like sentries. She must have been identified as soon as she pulled up outside.

*****

The driveway was longer than expected. What looked like wild woods turned into pristine hedgerows, and eventually the path became straddled by colourful, pristine gardens as it approached a large manor. 

At least Talia thought it might be a manor. Rather than a mansion, that is. Something about the grandeur and noble appearance conjured up that word. Manor. It was simple but elegant. There were two floors, but windows in the roof suggested the attic was liveable too. Talia approached the large double doors. She pressed a doorbell and waited, admiring the green vines which snaked over the white walls of the manor. She was greeted promptly by a woman dressed in a French maid outfit.

"Come in, Miss Spencer," the maid smiled. "My name is Viola. I look after Mr Reeve's house."

Talia was brought into the foyer. It was grand. An elegant chandelier hung from the ceiling. A double staircase curved up to the upper floor. Multiple doors led to unknown rooms. 

"Follow me," Viola said. "He's in his study."

For the third time, Talia followed another woman to Sam Reeve. She was beginning to get used to it now. This time she was also distracted by Viola’s appearance. Her outfit was rather revealing. Not the most practical. Although it might be expected that Sam would need help looking after the house, perhaps Viola was employed for other reasons too.

"It must be a lot of work," Talia voiced her thoughts. "Taking care of a big place like this."

"It is hard work, but I enjoy it. Up here."

Viola led her up the stairs and down a corridor. 

"Through there," she said, pointing towards a door at the end. "Sir is right inside."

*****

Talia felt a sense of déjà vu as she let herself in through the door. It was just like she had done at the private lounge the day before. But this time she thought she knew what to expect. Or at least some potential scenarios. The contract in her hand seemed to lay out a range of possibilities

She entered the study. It was much larger than she had expected. It seemed to span an entire wing of the building. Bookshelves covered the walls from floor to ceiling, with sunlight shining in through large French windows that led out onto balconies dotted around the exterior. Sat behind a large desk positioned in front of one such window was Sam.

"Come in, Miss Spencer," he greeted. "Take a seat."

Talia walked over and sat in the chair across from him. She tried to think of what to say.

"How are you?" she stammered out, embarrassed by her choice of small talk as well as the memory of what the man sat before her had done with her yesterday.

Sam smiled. "Fine, thank you. I see you have the contract with you. Are you ready to sign? I'm eager to get you on the payroll."

Talia looked at the contract. She knew it would be more straightforward just to sign it, but there was too much on the line. "I need to check some things with you first," she said.

"Oh? Is anything an issue."

"I just . . . wasn't expecting a lot of what it says." Talia flipped through the pages, averting her eyes from Sam's intense glare.

"Well that's why I wanted you to take it home," he said. "Please, tell me what you're unsure about."

"Well there are frequent mentions of being a sex slave and what their duties are," Talia started. "And the contract makes that seem synonymous to my role as your special assistant."

"Yes, that's right."

"Oh." Talia paused. A lot of the clauses were starting to make sense. "And you want the freedom to submit me to bondage."

"Do you have a question?" Sam looked at her unflinchingly.

"I . . . I don't know. I suppose it's all a bit new to me."

"In that case, may I show you?"

Talia nodded. Only in her fantasies had she been tied up; all guys she'd been with were far too vanilla. 

"I need to get some things then," Sam said, standing up. "You'll benefit from being less constrained by your clothing. So why don't you strip for me while I'm gone."

He left, leaving Talia sitting alone. Not wanting to disappoint, she quickly stripped down to her underwear and bra, just as she had for him before. She was pulling her socks off when he returned.

"Sit down," he ordered. "Put your arms on the armrests."

Talia did as she was told. Sam walked over with a bag of ropes. He tied her wrists to the hard armrests then bent over to tie her ankles to the outside of the chair legs, forcing her thighs apart. Once firmly secured, Talia tested her bonds. No amount of struggling could loosen her wrists and ankles. And the rope, she thought, was surprisingly soft.

"Are you comfortable, Miss Spencer?" Sam asked.

"Yes, sir." Talia remembered how to refer to him.

"Good. And I'm glad you've learned how to talk to me. From now on, I think, Miss Spencer is too formal for you. First names might be best. Is that okay, Talia?"

"Yes, sir." Something about the sound of her name spoken by him filled her with a warm feeling.

"Depending on how things go, it might be more appropriate to simply call you my slut, or my slave," Sam said. "Now, about the contract. You seem to enjoy bondage. Did you have any other questions?"

Talia thought a moment. "Is it right that you want me to stay over some nights? And even come on trips with you?"

"Yes. You seemed okay with it during your initial interview with Chloe. And you needn’t worry about any expenses when you travel me. In terms of staying over, you will sleep where I tell you to. Simple as that. Anything else?"

He was right. Talia was more than happy to travel wherever he went and sleepover wherever he told her to. There were much harder things to get paid for. And much more peculiar, as she decided to query: "There's something I'm not sure I understand. The contract says you'll have control over my pleasure?"

"That's right, Talia," Sam said, moving back around the chair. "No more masturbating whenever you want. No more playing with yourself. Pleasure . . . as well as pain, it will all be owned by me now. I'm sure that'll all be okay with you."

"I don't know. . ."

"Let me show you." Sam opened a desk drawer and pulled out a bullet vibrator. It was small and pink. There didn’t seem like much chance that it would have any effect on her. He brought it over to Talia. "You should get used to me touching you. May I?"

Talia knew where he wanted to put it. She nodded. His hand lowered down to her crotch. He pulled back the band of her panties and his fingers entered. They barely touched the sensitive skin around her moist pussy, but deftly they inserted the vibrator. His hand retreated, leaving the small bullet nestled between Talia's folds and held in behind her panties. She found herself breathing heavily. His first time touching her there had been brief but still left her wanting me.

Sam produced a small remote control. With a smile, he pressed a button. Talia tensed up as the bullet vibrated gently inside her.

"How does that feel?" Sam asked.

"Good, sir." Talia's hands gripped her the wooden arms of the chairs. The bullet only slightly touched her clit, but even so sent so many small shudders through her.

Sam pressed the remote again and the vibrations stopped. "And how does it feel now?"

"Very . . . frustrating."

"Do you want more?"

"Yes please, sir." Talia could feel the bullet still lodged inside her. She found herself shifting in her seat and clenching, trying to create some friction.

"Your pleasure belongs to me. I decide how you feel. So, if you want me to turn the vibe on again, why don't you beg me?"

"Please, sir," Talia begged, looking up at him. "Please turn the vibrator back on."

Sam paced around her. His fingers trailed around her neck and shoulders. They grasped her hair, tugging slightly. "I can turn it back on whenever. But what can you do for me?"

"I'll fuck you, sir," Talia gasped as his hands traced down her sides, lightly touching the side of her breast. "I'll fuck you however you want me to. I'll suck you like I did yesterday. I want to serve you."

The vibrator turned on and her hands clasped the chair again. The vibrations were mirrored by her own groans. She was surprised at how powerful such a small toy could be, especially when it was pressed up against her most sensitive area.

"You can serve me by signing the contract," Sam said. "Would you do that?"

"I don't know," Talia whimpered, the pleasure building inside her. "Please . . . sir. I'm so . . . close."

The bullet turned off. Talia couldn't help but released a groan of infuriation.

"Would you like to cum?" Sam asked, sitting down on his desk and observing Talia.

"Yes, sir," she said. It was the only thing she wanted at that moment.

"If you sign the contract, I'll let you cum right here and now. If not, I guess I'll have to let you go unsatisfied."

The vibrations returned. This time they were even stronger. Talia's chest heaved. She panted and strained her thighs, trying to maximise the stimulation between her legs. The answer to his proposal was simple. Any semblance of authority she had planned to uphold had been broken down by her simple but overwhelming desire to cum.

"I'll sign it. Please sir. Let me cum."

*****

Sam untied one of her wrists and ordered her not to move it. Then he brought over the contract and placed a pen in her free hand.

"Sign it, then," he said.

Talia shifted in the seat. The buzzing inside her was infuriating. She felt on the edge of cumming, but needed just a slightly stronger vibration to push her over. A dotted line on the white paper was pushed into range of the pen she held. In a brief moment, her fingers swirled the pen along the page and produced her signature.

"Excellent," Sam said, examining the signed contract. "You are now officially my special assistant. Are you happy with your decision?"

Sam's voice seemed like a dream as all of Talia's attention was on the heat of pleasure between her legs.

"Yes, sir," she said. "Can I cum now sir?"

"No." The vibrations stopped. "You may not."

Talia quivered in disappointment. All she could feel was her wet pussy desperate for more. 

"As I said," Sam continued. "I control your orgasms. And I've changed my mind, because I don't know if I trust you to stick to this contract. Do you know why?"

"No, sir." Talia could feel the orgasm fading further and further away.

"I saw your face yesterday, when my cock was in your mouth. You didn't seem to be enjoying it all that much. Do you know why that concerns me? And don't lie to me."

Talia instantly knew to what he was referring and decided not to deceive him. 

"I like sucking cock, sir, I really do. But . . . the contract says I need to swallow your cum if you wish," she said.

"And you aren't too thrilled by that, are you? But you signed the contract anyway. Why?"

"I didn't want to . . . disappoint you, sir. I want to be your special assistant."

"And now you are," Sam smiled. "Which means you need to fulfil your contract."

*****

Talia was untied from the chair. 

"Kneel in front of me," Sam ordered.

Talia kneeled. She could still feel the vibrator inside her, rubbing gently against her clit and frustrating her more. Her freed hands yearned to slip inside her panties and bring herself to orgasm. But she had come this far. She couldn’t displease her new boss now. And she wasn't given a chance to. Sam took a set of handcuffs from out of his bag and secured Talia's hands behind her back. The metal was cold and tight. With her shoulders held back, she felt her chest being pushed forward and her tits on display. Sam walked around her and stopped, standing right in front of her.

"Look at me, Talia," he ordered. She complied. Her position at his feet was just like her situation yesterday, but also so different. She was physically bound and felt his new control not only in the simple handcuffs which secured her wrists but also the contract she had signed. She was his special assistant. His slave. She belonged to him.

"You are mine now." Sam ran his fingers through her hair. "You will do what I say. You will let me do what I want to you. And you will speak only when spoken to. Those are my rules. They are simple so I hope you don't have any trouble following them. Now, are you ready to fulfil my contract and serve me as my special assistant and slave?"

Talia was transfixed by his piercing eyes. "I am ready, sir."

"Then kiss my feet. Show me your devotion to me."

Talia had expected his first command to be of a sexual nature, but she bent over anyway and pressed her lips against his leather shoes. They pressed against the soft material as she softly kissed around his feet. She kept going despite the strain in her core muscles as she held herself up without being able to keep balanced with her hands.

"Enough, slave. Would you strip for me now, if I told you?"

"Yes, sir."

"And would you fuck me?"

"Definitely, sir." The thought of his cock ramming her pussy had Talia's arousal increase again, without the provocation of any physical stimulation.

"Sorry to disappoint you then, slave. That will be for you first real day at work. This is just your introduction. All you'll be doing now is sucking my cock and swallowing my cum. Unless you want to break your contract?"

Talia shook her head. Sam smiled and unzipped his slacks. He let them fall to the floor and pulled down his boxers. Talia looked greedily once again at his thick cock. It throbbed. She wanted it.

"You know what to do, slave."

Without needing more encouragement, Talia took him in her mouth. She did away with the teasing and licking she had added to her previous performance. This time she plunged headfirst over his hard member. She gagged. His tip touched the back of her throat. She came up for air before taking him back inside her again. With her hands cuffed behind her, it was up to her head to do all the work. Her neck pulled back and forth. His cock slid in and out of his mouth. As she wondered how long it would take for him to cum, the vibrator inside her turned on.

She moaned in pleasure, sending vibrations through his shaft. He gasped at the sensations.

"Swallow my cum and I'll grant you your orgasm," Sam said, pushing Talia's hair out of her face. His hand moved round to the back of her head, but retreated rather than pushing down further over his cock. She was doing all the work.

His cock seemed to thicken inside her mouth. The vibrations stepped up in intensity. Talia moaned more, unable to change the pleasure she was experienced. All she could do was suck harder and take him deeper as her orgasm approached.

"Stay still, slave," Sam suddenly ordered. "Take my cum."

Talia stopped, her lips still wrapped around him. Now he started moving his hips. He brought his cock in and out of her tight orifice. As he fucked her mouth, her bullet intensified. She was on the edge of cumming as his cock penetrated her and the first shot of cum hit the back of her throat. Talia's mouth tightened around him. She felt his shaft pulsing. His cum kept squirted out, filling her mouth and he groaned in ecstasy. 

"Swallow it." 

Talia hardly heard the command. But she accepted. Her own pleasure had overwhelmed the senses in her mouth. The taste was, she thought, pleasant. Rather than salty, he was sweet. Rather than sticky and gloopy, his juices slid smoothly down her throat. She gladly swallowed his large load as the vibrations increased to the limit and her orgasm took hold of her.

His cock dropped out of her mouth. Without her anchoring on him, Talia fell to the floor, enveloped by bliss. She writhed on the carpet. The small bullet vibrator caused so much pleasure. But she wanted more. She bucked her hips, desperate for more stimulus. But the bullet worked it's magic and her orgasm washed over her, courtesy of her new boss. As it faded, she breathed heavily and remembered where she was.

*****

"You did well, slave," Sam said as he tucked his cock away and zipped up his fly. "You've proven to be good at that. I hope this has demonstrated that good behaviour means good rewards. How are you feeling?"

"Good, sir," Talia panted. She was still lying on the ground, looking up at him.

"You swallowed my cum like a good slut. How did you find it?"

The aftertaste remained in Talia's mouth. But, curiously, it didn't bother her. "It actually wasn't too bad," she said, truthfully. "It was quite sweet."

"That’s what a good diet and plenty of pineapple juice achieves. I'd never want the experience to be unpleasant for the girl sucking my cock. Come on now, get up and dressed."

Sam unlocked her cuffs and helped her up. As she put her clothes back on, he sat down behind his desk.

"I'm glad to say you've passed your probation period," he said. "Which means you can start your first day at work tomorrow. But that also means I now have total control over you." He watched as she buttoned her blouse up. "Firstly, I will be lenient. I want you to make the most of your final day before fully committing to me. That means you can masturbate however much you want. From tomorrow, however, I can promise that will change.”

Talia straightened her skirt and pushed her hair out of her eyes.

"You may let yourself out, slave," Sam said. "I have a meeting to prepare for. Go home and relax. Tomorrow morning I expect to see you here at nine. Don't worry about what to wear. I'll have something for you. All clear?"

"Yes, sir," Talia nodded. 

"Then off you go. See you tomorrow, slave."


5. The First Day

Adrenaline and endorphins pumped through Talia all the way home. She worried about how distracted her driving had become; she couldn't take her mind off the events of the day. As soon as came through her front door, she stripped her skirt off and fingered herself. She lost count of how many times she orgasmed. Thoughts of Sam's control and his cock and the taste of his cum repeated with climax after climax. Talia imagined his hard cock in her mouth. She sucked her fingers, trying to reenact the moment he shot his load down his throat. Despite her previous stubbornness at hating the taste of cum, she couldn't help but yearn for his sweetness again. There was no way to avoid it – Talia felt like a slut. But she loved being one for Sam, and that evening she fell asleep imagining his hard cock in her pussy.

She dreamed of him fucking her. He was rough. He bent her over a table and took her from behind. His body was heavy and strong, pressing down against her. His strong hands held her in position. Talia was at his mercy as he took her from behind. He grabbed her tits and spanked her ass. His cock rammed inside her. She heard his orgasmic moans and felt his cum shoot inside her. Talia's arousal shook her awake. She lay in bed, her sheets drenched in sweat. Her pussy wanted to be touched again. Talia moved her hand down to feel the wetness. But she remembered Sam's rule. It was now her first proper day as his special assistant. His slave. His little cumslut. She wasn't allowed to masturbate. Obeying him was more important than pleasuring herself. 

Talia jumped out of bed and took a cold shower in an attempt to cool down the heat of her arousal. As the water washed over her body, she played with her hard nipples. The stimulation was minor compared to a touch of her clit, but it served to give her a little enjoyment. Once clean, she got out and changed, deciding on a casual pair of jeans and a sweater. As Sam had said, it would be unlikely that she'd be wearing them very long once she got to his house. A simple bit of makeup made her presentable, and as Talia got ready to set out for her first day at work the anticipation of what might be in store for her had the feeling of arousal return.

*****

Talia rang the doorbell outside the manor house. Viola greeted her again, just as she had done the day before. Even her French maid uniform looked the same.

"Sir is busy with work right now," she said, letting Talia come in. "He won't be too long, but he asked me to give you a tour of the place seems as you didn't see much yesterday."

Viola led Talia around the ground floor. A lounge, dining room, and kitchen took up most of the space. Talia noticed that the maid didn't attempt to make conversation of matters other than those about the house, so she decided to probe her.

"So, do you have many responsibilities outside of your job as maid?" she asked, finding herself starring at the shortness of the uniform again. White stockings made Viola's legs look amazingly long, and they led up to what Talia could see was a fantastically perky ass which was hardly hidden under her skirt.

"I'm his maid, that's all. I clean, I cook him food and serve him drinks if he wishes. I have my own bedroom. The job is long but sir is fair and understanding," Viola replied, seemingly annoyed at Talia’s investigating. "If you're confused about the slutty French maid outfit, it's just part of the job. He likes me to wear it, and I'm happy to. He does pay amazingly well. If you think there's any inappropriate behaviour from him, I can assure you there is none."

"Oh, so you're a live-in maid?" Talia wondered. She couldn't work out whether Viola was being deliberately deceptive with her description of Sam, or whether she had no idea about what Talia's new job entailed.

"When required, yes. But I do have my own place. And I'm on holiday for the rest of the week." Viola opened a large French window in the dining room. "This place has quite a garden. A gardener comes once a week."

Talia saw steps leading down from the patio to a swimming pool. But she remembered the walls surrounding the property. There must be so much more land beyond what she could see here. Viola had already moved on before she could ask about it.

"There are five bedrooms upstairs," she said, ascending the large staircase. "The master bedroom is on the top floor. You've seen the study of course. I'll just show you—"

The study door opened. Sam stood there, wearing his usual white shirt and charcoal slacks. "Thank you, Viola, I'll send her back down when I'm done with her orientation," he said, resting his hands in his pocket. "Fortunately I was able to get out of that meeting early. Good morning, Talia. Come on in and I'll get you started."

He held the door open for her and she entered, brushing by his muscular torso. He closed the door behind her, leaving Viola alone to go about her work.

"Sorry, slave," he said, moving to the seat behind his desk. "Work has been causing some headaches. But I'm glad you're here now."

Talia went to sit across from him, but he stopped her.

"Hold on. Stay standing. We need to start off on the right foot."

Talia stood still. Her master’s eyes looked her up and down.

"Strip for me," he ordered. "It's a simple first command for you. Go on."

Talia was expecting this order, but was somewhat surprised by how quickly it had come up. She immediately pulled her sweater off over her head, revealing her red lacy bra underneath. A little surprise she had planned for him. She wanted to impress. Sam watched, giving no hint of curiosity or intrigue at the reveal. Talia unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down, showing off matching panties. Once her socks had been removed, she stood in front of the desk in only her bra and panties.

"Are you waiting for something?" Sam asked rhetorically. "I told you to strip. And that means everything. Today there's nothing to hold back."

His slave nodded. Her hands moved to the clasp at the back of her bra. She didn't draw the process out. In one quick movement she unclasped it and threw her bra to the side. Rather than wait to see his reaction to her bare breasts, she grabbed her panties and stepped out of them. She almost closed her legs in a reflex of embarrassment, but chose to show off her naked body. She stood with her legs apart and arms to her side. Every inch of her was on display for her new boss.

Sam didn't say anything. He just got up and approached her. Circling her, his eyes scanned every curve of her flesh. Talia got goosebumps as his hand trailed down her back. It reached her butt, grabbing one of her cheeks. It released, then returned in one hard slap. Talia whimpered. It still stung.

"You have quite a body, slave," Sam said. His fingers now drew lines down her chest, finding their way to her hard nipples. "I'm not surprised you were a model. But, tell me, have many guys seen you naked?"

Talia quivered as she let him pinch and pull her nipples. "A few, sir."

"A few. That's fine. You don't have to give me the exact number. I don't care if you were a slut before, but now you're going to be a slut for me. And only me. You are forbidden from sharing your body or giving pleasure to anyone else without my permission. No sex. No blowjobs. Not even sending nudes. You will restrict it all for me. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir." Talia thought the restrictions were reasonable, as long as he gave her enough pleasure.

"Good. Because you will learn to be my sex slave and my slut. And you already demonstrated yesterday that you'll make for a promising cumslut. Would you enjoy swallowing my cum for me again?"

"Yes, sir." Talia moaned gently as his hand moved down to her bare pussy, rubbing lightly over the surface.

"I'm glad you're so eager. But before we progress, do you have any questions for me?"

Talia thought for a moment. "Does Viola know about my . . . job? I wasn't sure if she's in on all this."

Sam laughed. "Viola is Viola. If I could make her my slave I would have long ago. But I respect her decision and I like keeping her around. I'm sure the two of you will have some time to work together; she'll certainly be appreciative of the help. As to the matter of your job? She's smart, so I'm sure she knows something. But she's also learned not to ask questions. Speaking of which, I promised her you'd be helping her this morning, actually. You just need a uniform."

Sam picked up a suit bag from a nearby sofa which Talia hadn't noticed. Inside was a French maid costume just like Viola's.

"Why don't you put this on. Then I have a couple of accessories for you which Viola certainly doesn't have."

Talia did as she was told. The various components of the outfit took some time to sort out, but eventually she managed to put it all on – a black, figure-hugging dress with a ruffle skirt, a small white apron, white hold-up stockings with lace tops, black frilly knickers, black heeled shoes, and a headband on top. The dress was a halterneck which, along with its tightness around her waist, accentuated her breasts. Not least because she had seen the same outfit on Viola, Talia was also well aware of how visible her ass was under the exceedingly short skirt. She didn't complain, however. Instead, she loved how sexy it made her feel. When she was done she was proud to present herself for Sam, who approached her with a familiar object.

"I'm sure you remember this," he said, holding the same pink bullet vibrator that he had used on her the day before. "It brought you so much pleasure that I doubt you could forget it if you tried. I thought it'd be useful to make your work more interesting."

Talia let him lodge the bullet inside her pussy as he had done so before. The feeling of it inside her, held in by the black underwear, instantly conjured up a sense of arousal as she remembered the effect it had had on her. Then, before she realised, Sam produced a leather collar and attached it around Talia's neck. It was tight but without restricting her breathing. In fact, she found it quite snug and comfortable.

"There we go." Sam stepped back, examining his new slave maid. "That collar is a symbol of my ownership over you. As long as you are in this house, you will wear it. So now you are ready for some work. I've got some stuff to sort out, so I'll see you after lunch. Go and see Viola. She's expecting you."

*****

Talia spent the rest of the morning being shown the ropes by Viola. All the processes for cleaning each room, learning the strict schedules enforced by Sam, and remembering the procedures for greeting guests along with all sorts of other odd jobs surmounted to an exhausting morning. At no point did Viola stop to comment on Talia's collar, which could have been passed off as a purely aesthetic choker, nor did she ask about what other services she would be providing their boss. Throughout her training, Talia couldn't help but feeling disappointed. She had been expecting, hoping even, for more sexual activities with Sam. Instead, she was being shown how to properly sweep a floor. But just as she was growing truly discontented, the vibrations started. 

They were light at first. Most likely on the lowest power setting. And it only lasted for a few seconds at first. Then the bursts of stimulation grew in both power and duration. The time between each interval decreased over the course of the morning. Each time, Talia smiled. She had felt discarded. But, now? Now each time the vibrations returned she knew her master had pressed a button and was thinking of her. He remained hidden in his study, but Talia realised she didn't need to see him to feel his control over her. Even the collar pressing against her neck served a role in reminding her of his grip on her pleasure. 

As Talia got on her hands and knees to scrub the kitchen floor, a burst of extremely powerful vibrations had her stop her work. She was paralysed by the sensations. The bullet was completely silent. But it felt as if it was shaking her entire body. And on all fours the bullet seemed to be in greater contact with her clit than usual.

"Are you okay?" Viola asked, coming in to check on Talia only to find her motionless on the floor.

"Oh. Yep. Thanks." Talia tried to smile as she forced herself to resume her scrubbing despite the growing arousal. "Does much else need to be done?"

"I think we've achieved a lot this morning. You can get up and help me with lunch."

As Talia got up off the floor, the vibrations stopped and she relaxed. She joined Viola in preparing a salad. She chopped lettuce and tomatoes, hoping for her arousal to fade away so she could concentrate.

"Sir told me you're to eat with him today," Viola said as she tossed the salad. "And I'm finishing early today so I can leave you to serve him."

Talia smiled to herself at the double meaning of serve. "Sounds good to me," she accepted.

Viola pointed her through to the dining room, where Sam had come down for lunch at one o'clock. Right on schedule. The more experienced maid filled two salad bowls with the prepared food and gave them to Talia to take through. Before they parted, she said goodbye: "Enjoy your lunch, Talia. It was nice working with you today. I know this morning was quite hard work but I hope you have a fun afternoon!"

*****

Talia carried the two bowls through to the dining room. Sam sat waiting at the end of a long table.

"How's your morning been, slave?" he asked. "Viola treating you well?"

"Yes, sir." Talia approached him and lay the bowls on the table, with one in front of him and the other on the placemat beside his.

"Not there, slave," Sam said. "I'll give you the privilege of eating with me, but you are not my equal. Your place is on the floor."

He pointed at the floor beside him. Talia put her bowl there and kneeled on the soft carpet, ready to eat.

"Not so fast." Sam stopped her. "Get under the table. Earn your food first. Do what you do so well."

Talia crawled under the table and between his legs. She knew what he wanted. The bulge in his pants showed it. She took his cock out as he began to eat. As she stroked, he paid her no attention. Talia worked the shaft with her hands then moved her head into position. It was slightly awkward trying not to bang her head on the table, but she managed to take his cock fully in her mouth. She bobbed up and down. By now she was used to it. She knew what he liked. The subtle changes of pressure, the spots that had him shift in position. Talia loved how much pleasure she brought him.

"Enough," Sam barked, standing up. "Give me your bowl."

Talia crawled out from beneath the table and passed him her full bowl of salad. 

"Finish me with your hands," Sam commanded simply.

Talia wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked again. He was already close, and as he reached the edge he held the salad bowl under his hard cock. Talia realised what he was planning. But she kept stroking as he came. His cum sprayed over the green leaves. Talia took her hand off as his cock stopped its contractions.

"Now then, slave," Sam started as he zipped his cock back inside his pants, showing only the slightest smile of satisfaction at his orgasm. "There's some dressing for you. Enjoy your lunch."

Talia looked at it as Sam returned to eat from his bowl. It disgusted her at first, but she forced herself to try a mouthful and her reluctant first bite of the cum-covered salad reminded her how much she enjoyed his taste, and as she consumed it bite by bite she found herself loving his sweet juices even more.

"Clean bowl? Very impressive." Sam patted her on the head like a pet when she was done. "Tell me, which made you hornier: your special lunch or the vibrating buzzing while you worked?"

Talia didn't know. And she didn't want to upset her master by choosing the wrong answer. But she settled for what had most physically stimulated her the most. "The vibrator, sir. I nearly came at one point."

"Good thing you didn't. I hadn't given you permission. But as for your answer, I'm hoping the taste of my cum will become a stimulus for your own arousal. I'll need to teach you to associate it with pleasure, and that way you'll make the most of every opportunity to draw out every drop you can. But I'm done eating now. Go clear up the dishes. I'll wait here. Then we've got a busy afternoon ahead of us. I still need to show you the dungeon."


6. The Dungeon

When Talia returned from the kitchen, she found Sam holding a leash. It was a long silver chain and looked more appropriate for a dog, but she immediately knew it was intended for her.

"Come here, slave," Sam ordered. "This is for you."

Talia approached him and tilted her neck back in anticipation, giving him access to her neck. Now she realised the purpose of the metal loop at the front of her collar; Sam attached the leash to it and gave a tug. Talia was forced forward. She almost fell over, but Sam caught here. 

"Easy there, slave. You'd better keep up now."

Sam tugged again and led her out of the dining room. He kept the leash short. Talia was given only a couple of feet leeway, and the chain remained taut as she struggled to stay within range. She was pulled through the kitchen and into the hallway, her breasts bouncing as she kept close behind her master. 

"This is the only place Viola isn't allowed to go," Sam explained as they came to a doorway right at the end of the hallway. Unlike the others in the house, this one was painted a dark red. It had to be unlocked by a heavy-looking brass key that Sam produced from his pocket. "Stay close, slave. Watch your step."

They went through and into a dark stairwell. Sam flicked a switched to turn on a series of very dim lights. Talia could see very little, but she trusted her own steps as well as Sam's guidance. The stairs circled down like a medieval spiral staircase. Even the walls were a cold stone, as Talia felt when she had to put a hand out for balance.

"Most of the house has had multiple renovations over the centuries," Sam said as he confidently led the way down. "This, however, has remained largely the same. The only changes are for comfort . . . and some personal preferences."

Talia staggered as the stairs ended and her feet found level ground. They were in the basement. Or dungeon would be a more accurate word, she thought, and that's what Sam called it after all. It was expansive, seemingly fading into endless darkness where the bare overhead lightbulbs failed to penetrate all the way into the corners. Talia hadn't known what exactly to expect. Tools and equipment of all sorts lay about the space. She couldn't guess some of their purposes, especially in a sexual context. And the various wooden structures looked more appropriate for the medieval dungeon vibe than for her boss' entertainment. Talia's limited experience of porn – she mostly stuck to vanilla action – had failed to prepare her for the range of activities possible in here.

"Now then slave," Sam started as he led her into the centre of the dungeon. "You're no maid in here. Strip down to your underwear. Hurry."

Talia felt the strain of her collar loosen as Sam let go of the leash. She quickly stripped off the French maid outfit, not dawdling to put on a performance for her boss who had turned his attention to taking his shirt off. The costume came without a bra so Talia stood topless, only wearing her black panties and watching as Sam revealed his toned torso. She suddenly noticed how hot the room had become. His bare skin already glowed with a healthy tan and subtle sheen of sweat which highlighted his firm pecs and abs. Sam took hold of the leash that had been hanging loosely from her collar and dragged her towards him. Talia didn't put up any resistance. She felt the heat of both of their arousal as he stepped back and sat down on a sofa behind him, pulling her on top. She straddled his thighs. Her breasts heaved with heavy breaths, their nipples pointing towards his handsome face which was contoured by the stark lights in the dungeon. Within the angles of his shadowing features, a pair of emerald eyes glistened and stared back at Talia’s. 

She was expecting him to say something. Her pussy grew wetter as it grazed over the hard bulge in his jeans. She had almost forgotten the vibrator held inside her, until he pulled out the remote control and turned in on. Talia groaned, grinding herself against Sam in an attempt to increase the sensations. But he grabbed her by the hips and held her back.

"Not yet, slave," he said. "You don't have permission to cum, remember? Just stay still."

Talia trembled as she tried to remain in her position on top of him. The vibrator made it difficult. So did Sam's hands, which moved their way around her body. They grabbed her ass. He spanked her. Sam reminded her to be still as she buckled from the sudden sting. His fingers trailed under her and along her taint. One hand fondled her breasts while the other pulled down on the back of her panties. As they were loosened, Talia's pussy clenched in an attempt to prevent the bullet falling out. But, slowly, it dropped out. Sam put it to the side and turned it off. Talia was momentarily in a state of frustration as she yearned for a return of the vibrations, then Sam's fingers moved to explore her pussy. They founded her clit without much trouble, and Talia found herself squeezing Sam's shoulders hard as he massaged her most sensitive spot. He noticed and grabbed the leash. Talia was pulled into him and her lips met his. For a moment, they both kissed passionately. Talia moaned gently as his fingers continued to work. Her tongue flitted against his. Then he pushed her off him.

"Enough of that," he said, standing up and pulling Talia along with him. "I've got some things I want to try out before you'll be allowed to cum."

*****

Talia followed each of his orders, all the while feeling as if her chance to fuck him had passed. She didn't know what had happened. She knew Sam had at least enjoyed their kiss. But to her it felt perfect, and she expected it was the same for him. So why he only let it last a moment was confusing. And, for her aching pussy, frustrating.

Sam took her to the most medieval-looking piece of equipment in the entire dungeon – a wooden pillory nailed to the floor. Sam took the leash off Talia and she let him guide her hands and head into position then lock her in place. The pillory had been set up low to the ground so Talia was forced to bend over in a ninety-degree angle with her back parallel to the floor. Her ass pointed up and her head was stuck at crotch height. To secure her more, Sam bound her ankles to a spreader bar, further exposing her butt cheeks and pussy as her legs were held open.

"I've been waiting a long time to try this particular piece out," Sam said, pacing around his secured slave. "It's quite hard to convince people to try it, as I'm sure you can imagine. But this is what I have you for. How does it feel?"

"Um, interesting, sir," Talia replied, unsure. "My back might hurt after a while though."

"True." Sam considered her feedback for a moment. "If you ever feel any pain, slave, and I mean real pain, tell me. In fact, now is probably a good time to set up a safeword. Just something for you to use if you ever feel too far out of your comfort zone, or if you're worried about any lasting bodily damage. As much as I like a bit of sadism, I don't want to hurt you. Not properly. So, you need something easy to remember. Do you have any ideas?"

The sudden need to think of a word had Talia pondering, until she decided on something that connected her with him. "How about . . . Sisyphus?”

"Like my bar, right? That’s the first place we met, properly at least. Interesting choice," Sam mused. "Should be easy to remember at least. Don't forget it. And brace yourself now. I need to whip you into shape."

Talia couldn't see him behind stood her. But she felt his hand graze over her bare ass. Then he smacked her hard with a blunt tool of some sort. Talia yelped in pain and shock and looked up as Sam walked round to show her the paddle in his hand.

"This is one of my favourite instruments," he explained. "It's simple but effective. I'm going to make your ass red. And I want you to count each strike out aloud. Understood?"

Talia nodded. "Yes, sir." 

"Good."

Sam strode back around to her backside and didn't wait to smack her with the paddle again.

"One!" Talia said through gritted teeth.

Sam hit one cheek then the other.

"Two. Three."

Next a flurry fell upon her, alternating between her butt cheeks.

"Four. Five. Six . . . Seven! Eigh—Nine!" Talia yelled her numbers as the blows came harder and faster.

"One more," Sam said, bringing the paddle down for a hard smack in the middle of her ass.

"TEN!" Talia felt her eyes water as her ass throbbed hot and red.

Sam stroked her sore backside, easing the pain away with his soft touch. "How was that?" he asked. "Do you want to use your safeword or can you be a good little slave and take it for me?"

"I can take it, master." Talia was resolute in her response. The stinging was already subsiding and she had found that as the shock of each strike rippled through her it caused a stir of arousal.

"Good. You handled those ten very well." Sam stroked over the surface of her pussy before continuing, causing gentle moan from Talia. "So I'm sure another ten will be no problem."

"Eleven!" the slave screamed at the unexpected smack of the paddle.

Sam continued unwavering. Each hit built on top of the leftover pain of the one before.

"Twelve . . . Thirteen . . . Fourteen . . OW! . FIFTEEN! FUCK SIXTEEN!!!"

The strikes became harder, causing Talia to shout out and shake in her bondage. The pillory was completely solid and secure, however, and she felt completely at his mercy.

"I don't like you using expletives, slave," Sam said, waiting to give Talia a break. "But if that's what you need to do to get through this, then I suppose that's okay."

“Seventeen, eighteen. Ninete—shit TWENTY!” Talia breathed deeply, glad for the chance to recover after the last few smacks. But she was still anxious, expecting him to continue. Then she felt Sam balance the paddle on the flat of her back. For now she was safe.

"You make a good table, slave," he said, walking back around so she could see him. "It's about time we talked about what else you can expect from this job."

Sam began to take his trousers off. Talia watched as his cock came into view.

"You will be staying overnight with me," Sam said as he approached her, his hard cock in his hand. "You will get used to living here and serving me. And as you already know, you will do whatever I ask of you. Suck my cock."

Talia opened her mouth in acceptance. She was surprised how quickly his libido had recovered. Despite all the cum he had recently expelled, his cock was as hard as ever.

"I also have a business trip coming up," Sam groaned as her tighter mouth sucked around him. "I'd appreciate you coming with me. How does that sound?"

"Mmpph." Talia let out a muffled yes and nodded, lifting Sam's cock up and down as she did.

"Good." Sam pushed further in and worked with his hips to fuck her throat. "Although it's tempting to just leave you like this. I can come and use you as I like. Maybe even invite friends over to have a turn."

Talia drooled and gagged. She loved taking his cock, but the thought of being shared around was distressing. That wasn't mentioned on the contract, as Sam knew.

"I'm not being serious about that," he reassured her. "Don't worry. You are mine and mine only. Now, do you want to be fucked?"

He withdrew from Talia's mouth, letting her speak the simple words of affirmation: "Yes, sir."

Sam walked back around and grabbed the paddle off his slave's back. "You've done well lubing my cock up. You'll appreciate it I'm sure."

He spread his legs parallel to Talia's bound one, standing right behind her exposed ass and pussy. He pushed against her opening. Her wet pussy lips parted, eager to accept his thick cock. Talia moaned in pleasure as his head pushed inside. Then she trembled, his shaft sliding in deeper. She waited with him inside her, feeling his heartbeat in the pulse of his cock. Her pussy clenched around him. Her tightness was completely filled by him. And as he began to thrust in and out, Talia's knees shook. She felt herself being pushed against the bondage of the pillory. Her legs were splayed to be used by him. To be pleasured by him. She found herself bucking her hips, trying to increase the ferocity of his fucking. Sam held her firmly by the waist. He took the paddle and gave her a few smacks on her ass and thighs then threw it down. Talia was too consumed by pleasure to care about the stings of pains. Sam reached down and grabbed her tits. They hung down, wobbling each time he rammed inside her. Talia groaned as he played with them, tugging and pinching and fondling.

"I'm going to cum," she said in a whisper barely audible to her master.

"Good," he replied. "You have permission to."

Talia's entire body quivered as Sam kept slamming into her, penetrating her hard and pushing against her clit. She felt his balls slapping against her. Her moans echoed through the dungeon. It felt as if his cock had grown even thicker as they both neared climaxed. Her pussy was tight. Each thrust of him in and out rippled through her in shuddering jolts of pleasure. 

"Cum, slave." Sam's simple command came just as the first spurt of cum shot out of his cock. At both his verbal signal and the feeling of his convulsions inside her, Talia was tipped over the edge. Her body seized up. In her bondage there was little she could do but accept the waves of ecstasy which shook her joints and exploded from her mouth in screams of pure bliss. She felt her juices spill from her filled pussy. They sprayed over the floor as Sam kept fucking her until he had been completely drained. As he pulled out, his cum gushed from Talia's unplugged hole. It dripped out, leaving white puddles on the dungeon floor.

*****

"Clean me up, slave," Sam said, coming back around to Talia's mouth. His cock glistened with both of their juices, and she gladly wrapped her lips around him. She licked and sucked, tasting the result of their passion and consumed by the warm afterglow of her orgasm.

"Did you enjoy that, slave?" Sam asked as he removed his cock from her mouth, satisfied that only her saliva remained on it.

"Yes, sir." Talia tried to catch her breath. "Thank you, sir."

"Think of your orgasms as perks of the job," Sam said as he began to free Talia from her bonds. "They are so much better when I control them, aren't they!"

"Yes, sir," Talia agreed. The pillory swung open and her feet were unbound from the spreader bar so she could stand upright again and stretch her strained muscles.

Sam got dressed but stopped Talia was doing the same, telling her to leave the maid outfit on the floor. "Come with me, slave," he then ordered. "Time to show you where you'll be staying."

He reattached Talia's leash to her collar. She happily accepted his tool of control, and kept close behind him as he led her out of the dungeon. They ascended the dark, narrow staircase. Talia shivered. A pleasant feeling of calm affected her as the chill of the narrow passage cooled her naked body. She followed Sam all the way through the house and upstairs, heading down to the far end of the corridor opposite from Sam's study. He opened the door to one of the bedrooms and stepped in.

"When you stay here, this will be your room," he said, loosening his grip on the leash to let Talia have a look around the room.

The lavish decor was beyond what Talia had expected.  She thought she might have been given a hovel. Silk sheets covered a queen-sized bed, long drapes hung by the wide windows, and an ensuite complete with bath and shower offered the potential for privacy and a comfortable stay. 

"How do you like it, pet?"

Talia, still taking in the room while surprised by Sam's new term of affection, said, "I like it a lot, master. Am I staying here tonight?"

"Yes." Sam unclasped the leash, letting Talia explore freely. "The wardrobes and drawers are filled with enough clothing that some should be of your liking. Chloe picked them out so you can request more options from her if you wish. I'm hoping she got your sizing right, at the least."

Talia opened the large walk-in wardrobe, astounded by the variety of styles, colours, and materials on display.

"Viola made sure to leave dinner for us tonight," Sam continued. "So you needn't worry about preparing anything. Have a shower and get changed into something comfortable. Have a wander round the gardens if you'd like. I've got work to finish up, then I'll see you downstairs at 6."

Talia stood naked in her new bedroom. Sam waited a moment. His eyes lingered on her face, not drifting to even glance at her perky tits or exposed pussy. Talia felt as if he wanted to kiss her again, but as she went to step forward he turned to leave.

"Goodbye, slave," he said.

Talia watched him retreat. Her heart raced. "Goodbye, master."

The End
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