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Being attractive has always been a central
fact of my existence. Let me change that and stop with the false
modesty. Being beautiful has always been a central fact of my
existence. I know you're supposed to be modest and pretend
otherwise, but people have been calling me beautiful for as long as
I can remember.

Beautiful people get treated differently.
That probably doesn't shock anyone. It's not fair. I admit it. That
doesn't mean I don't take advantage of it sometimes. I doubt
there's any beautiful person who doesn't, even if they feel guilty
about it on occasion.

Everyone is happy when you walk into a room.
No one ignores you. It's rarely hard to get help with anything. In
school, boys will be happy to help you with your homework, or even
give you the answers. Need a ride? No problem! Want free drinks?
Sure! Want to come to a party? You're invited! Want a job? We'll be
happy to hire you!

So sure, there are good things about being a
beautiful girl. I admit it. But there are hassles to it, as well,
like... getting hassled. Everywhere! Guys watch me. Everywhere I
go. They hit on me, everywhere. They're sometimes obnoxious and
insulting and angry when I turn them down, however tactfully I do
it. That's especially so if they've been drinking, or belong to
certain really macho ethnic groups and think they're God's gift to
women.

Good looking guys are often like that, in
fact. They've had no problem getting laid all their lives, and if I
turn them down they get indignant because they're not used to it.
Well fuck you, buddy! I'm not interested.

What makes it worse for me is I've always
been kind of a tomboy. I never wanted to wear high heels or skirts
or dresses. I liked to wear overalls and play in the dirt and run
around with my dog. As I approached adolescence I was into sports a
lot.

Then puberty hit, as they say, and I started
getting stared at and hit on all the time. It didn't help that I
was blonde. Suddenly I was what every boy in school wanted for
Christmas. Guys took bets on who would get my virginity. That sort
of attention kind of freaked me out and I tried to avoid boys.
That, combined with a bit of a furry voice, started rumors I was
gay.

Which was okay if it kept guys from hitting
on me, but now girls started hitting on me. Sheesh! Plus being
thought of as a 'lesbo' was not exactly a good thing in south
Texas. I grew up in Galveston, which is a podunk little city on the
Gulf coast. It has nice beaches, but that's the best I can give
it.

When I hit seventeen I took off, heading for
Dallas, then L.A. Everyone seemed to think I wanted to be a model
or actress, since I'm tall and blond but I had zero interest.
Instead I found work at a shop that sold souvenirs and beachwear on
Ventura Beach, and part-time work at a dojo, teaching jiu-jitsu,
which I'd taken up in Galveston.

I'll say this for my parents, they don't take
chances. They're preppers, and have a bunker, lots of guns and lots
of supplies. So when I came along and started to look like I look,
they figured It'd probably be a good idea for me to be able to
defend myself. I was the youngest person in my first jiu-jitsu
class, but by the time I was eleven I was at a black belt level –
even though they wouldn't give me one because I was too young.
Which pissed me off to no end.

And yes, they taught me all about guns too.
It's fuckin' Texas, after all.

I was eighteen by the time I hit L.A, and
started going to the Kojong Dojo. Before long I was helping with
the training, and then was offered a part-time job doing that in
the evenings. So I did that, and I spent a lot of time when I
wasn't working at the beach, windsurfing or surfing.

And getting hit on. A lot!

By now I was away from Galveston, though, and
far from high school, and far from people who were going to gossip
and chortle and elbow each if they got a good story about me. So I
figured it was time to start experimenting with sex.

Since most of the guys I met were at the
beach or the dojo, I had a pretty good idea what their bodies were
like, at least, and some time to get a glimpse of their
personalities. I can't say I was really looking for love or a
relationship so much as, like I said, experimenting.

Maybe I approached things the wrong way, kind
of from a clinical perspective, you know? Like I said,
experimenting, seeing what guys wanted to do and if I liked any of
it. I have to say that there was little similarity from one guy to
another, other than the obvious. Some knew how to use their hands,
some didn't. Some were too rough, some too wimpy. A very few had
good oral skills. Most were tentative, and treated it like a job to
be gotten through before the good stuff happened.

Mind you, the guys were all similar in what
THEY liked. There wasn't any point of difference between them on
that! And while they weren't often very good at oral they certainly
did appreciate receiving it.

Sex, in other words, did not seem to me to be
nearly as exciting as it clearly was to the guys I had sex with.
Nature kind of cheated women that way. Guys can get aroused in a
nanosecond, are instantly ready to go, and can orgasm in a couple
of minutes and be done. That was especially so as I perfected my
oral skills.

Sex ranged from unpleasant to mildly fun
depending on the abilities of the guy I was with. On occasions it
was good, but was it really worth the hours of setup time? Usually
not. I decided that what would eventually have to happen is I'd
have to pick a guy and then start teaching him what to do. In the
meantime, I experimented on seeing how good I could get at oral,
which struck me as a quick way to 'disarm' a guy, if you know what
I mean.

I moved from Ventura Beach to Santa Monica,
and got a job working on the Santa Monica Pier. In case you live on
the other side of the planet and don't know, the Santa Monica Pier
is a tourist trap that's up on a huge pier that juts out into the
Pacific. It's got a roller coaster, ferris wheel, merry go round,
games, restaurants, shops, fishing, an aquarium: you name it.

It's also got games. You know, the kind you
find in a carnival. Everything from bust the balloons to get the
rings over the bottles to get the ball into the basketball hoop.
That was mine.

I'd been in LA a year by the time I moved to
the pier, and I'd largely gotten used to the attention and used to
taking it for granted and brushing it off. Most of the customers
trying to get the ball through the hoop were male. Which meant I
wanted to attract men to my little game and persuade them to try
again when they failed.

I have long noticed that guys try to impress
me in the damnedest ways. Doesn't matter how old they are or if
they have even a prayer of getting anywhere with me.
Seventy-year-old men like to impress me if they can. So do
fourteen-year-old boys. I'm... bemused by it, most of the time.

Because I needed to attract customers (guys)
I usually wore tight, faded, low-rise cutoffs and a midriff-baring
tank top that showed a lot of flat, tanned belly. It also showed
very clearly that I am not a flat-chested girl. My job was to smile
at the customers, take their money, give them the ball, and then
grab it when they missed to pass it back to them.

That involved a lot of moving around,
turning, twisting and bending over. And because I look like what I
look like that generally got a lot of guys hanging around my little
game and trying to impress me by buying balls. Since I got a cut of
sales that was exactly what I wanted and I took advantage of
it.

The persona I took on was that of a kind of
dumb, giggly blonde. I'll give men credit and say that most
wouldn't want a dumb, giggly blonde for a girlfriend. But they sure
did like looking at her and thinking about what they'd like to do
to her!

There's a certain ickiness to that, in having
a crowd of guys in front of my game watching me and probably
thinking dirty thoughts about me. But I've gotten used to guys
having their little dirty fantasies about me by now. I get the same
on the beach in a bikini, if not worse, so I'd long given up
worrying. Nothing I can do about it and as long as they don't share
I'm okay. Since the pier had much better security than your average
carnival I rarely had problems and I made decent money.

That didn't buy much in LA, of course. I sure
couldn't afford to live in Santa Monica! The average rents there
were over three grand a month. I lived in West Los Angeles in a low
rise with no elevator. It was basically a box with a kitchen
counter, sink, fridge and stove along one wall and a tiny bathroom
just as you came in that had a shower because it had no room for a
tub.

The far wall had big french doors, which were
also the only window in the place, and gave onto a tiny balcony
that basically overlooked an alley. And even that took half what I
made. I put in a futon that could be converted to a bed, and stored
my surfboard on the balcony. I didn't have a TV but I got an extra
big monitor for my computer and got Netflix.

Most evenings when I wasn't at the dojo I was
out dancing anyway, continuing my 'experiment' with guys while
trying not to become an alcoholic given how many free drinks I was
offered.

I'd been in L.A for a year and a half when I
went windsurfing off Santa Monica. It was a really nice day and I
let the wind blow me north, and I wound up going ashore in Malibu.
And it was in Malibu I met Caleb.

I had drawn my board up along the beach and
then parked it while I got something to drink at one of the beach
vendors.

I was in my green bikini. It had triangle
tops and a low bottom with a cheeky backside. I knew I looked hot
in it, and I can't say that I don't like to look hot. I mean, I
hadn't worn it without knowing I would be appreciated. I
like being appreciated, as long as it's polite. But I was
keeping eye open for troublemakers.

I was just sipping from my fruit drink when I
saw this scruffy-looking guy pause as he walked by, look at my
board, look around, then move in closer. I was already walking back
when he picked up the board and started to walk away, kind of
quick-like.

“Hey,” I said.

He ignored me and kept walking

“Hey, asshole,” I said, my voice
hardening.

He continued to ignore me and walked
faster.

I'm almost six feet tall and I have long
legs. I was also in way better shape than this guy looked. I walked
faster and caught up to him, then put my foot into the back of his
leg just behind the knee. Generally when you do that the guy falls
down, and this was no exception.

He fell down and dropped my board. Mission
accomplished.

Anyone with the least amount of shame would
have scrambled to his feet and took off. This was not such a
guy.

“Fucking cunt!” he screamed as he got up.

I was a bit taken aback by how angry he was.
I mean, what the fuck right did HE have to be angry?

“Leave my board alone,” I said as he bent to
pick it up again.

He ignored me and picked up the board. So I
did a leg sweep and he fell down again. This time the board fell on
top of him.

“Fucking cunt!” he screamed.

This time he got up and swung a wild haymaker
at me. I dodged back and threw my drink in his face, which didn't
cool him off much. Instead he repeated “Fucking cunt!” and swung
another wild haymaker at me.

That was when I kicked him in the face. He
fell straight back onto his back and didn't move. Didn't call me
any names neither.

“Fucking asshole!” I shouted.

I picked up my board, carried it back to the
vendor shack, propped it against the wall, and ordered another
drink.

The guy gave it to me for no charge.

“On the house,” he said, grinning. “It was
worth it. That guy's been a pain in the ass for days.”

“Well maybe someone should call a cop then,”
I snapped.

He snorted. “Yeah, but it takes a while for
them to show up and by then he's gone.”

He went to get something for another
customer, and then this big guy sidled up to me.

“That was very impressive,” he said.

I like big guys. For one thing, I'm not
looking down at their heads. For another... what can I say, I like
guys who are bigger than I am. It's probably instinctive. In this
case, I liked the looks of this big guy, and the sound of him. He
sounded Scottish. He had tousled brown hair, dark glasses, and wide
shoulders.

I shrugged. “He pissed me off.”

“Most women would have been too frightened to
approach him, or would have run off when he threatened them.”

“Most women aren't five feet eleven and most
of them don't have a black belt in Jiu-Jitsu,” I said.

He shook his head and took off his
sunglasses. He had cool gray eyes.

“Most women, regardless of what training
they've had, would have retreated,” he said. “Most women lack the
sort of aggressiveness you showed.”

I shrugged.

“My name is Caleb,” he said, holding out his
hand.

It was a hell of a big hand. I gave a sort of
mental shrug and shook it. I was used to guys introducing
themselves out of the blue, and he looked... hot. For an older guy.
I mean, he was probably around thirty.

“Madison,” I said.

He grinned. He had nice teeth. “Do people
call you Mad for short?”

“Only when they want to make me
mad.”

He chuckled. “Mad has a different meaning in
Scotland. It doesn't so much mean angry as crazy.”

“Some people would describe me as both,” I
replied.

“There's a coincidence.”

“What?”

“People have described me as mad for
years.”

“Mad as in angry or mad as in crazy?”

He grinned.

“What do you do for a living, Madison?”

“Why?” I asked challengingly. “Wait, you're a
producer and have just the role for me. It involves bikinis and
kinky sex.”

He grinned more broadly this time.

“I see that as an excellent role for you but
not what I had in mind?”

“Really?”

“Well... not primarily what I had in
mind.”

I snorted. At least he was honest.

“You think I'd make a great lingerie model
and you want to be my agent?”

“You're a cynic, Maddy. I like that in a
woman.”

“Uh-huh. Life has made me cynical about
men.”

He was wearing, by the way, faded jeans and a
white shirt. That combination is pretty sexy on a good looking guy.
He reached back and pulled out a wallet and then flashed a badge at
me.

“If you're a cop how come you didn't take
care of him?” I demanded.

“Did I say I was a cop?”

I felt confused and probably looked it. He
held the badge out again. It certainly looked like a police badge,
only it said 'Marshal', instead of 'Police'. It said Malibu
Marshal's Office.

“I'm still not getting it,” I said. “I never
heard of Malibu Marshals, neither.”

“We're a private policing organization. We
provide special protection services to our clients in Malibu, most
of whom have a lot of money and little desire to wait twenty
minutes for the cops to show up. Nor do they want their private
affairs in the public record.”

“So? I suppose these beach vendors aren't
clients.”

“No.”

“So then?” I asked.

“One of the many benefits of working for
yourself is you can go down to the beach and get a cool drink and
watch the pretty girls go by pretty much whenever you want to,” he
said.

“I suppose.”

“When I'm not racing through the streets
chasing criminals, that is.”

“Uh-huh,” I replied.

It wasn't that I wasn't interested, or that I
wasn't a bit impressed. And I appreciated how casual he was being
even as he tried to impress me.

“Do you chase a lot of criminals?”

“An amazing number.”

“Shootouts up and down the highway, I
bet?”

“Every day.”

“It's amazing how brave you are,” I said
mockingly.

“Well, I know how to handle myself.”

And now you want to handle me, I thought
cynically.

“You live around here?”

I shook my head and snorted. “I'm not nearly
rich enough to live anywhere near Malibu! I work in Santa Monica,
and I live in West L.A.. I surfed down here.”

“Well, why don't you let me drive you back
home?”

I did a rapid calculation and decided he was
probably safe. I mean, it wasn't easy to assess someone's
personality this quickly, but he didn't strike me as the kind to
try to force himself on me. Though I didn't doubt he might get
handsy. I could always put a stop to that, though.

I shrugged and got my board, and wound up in
the parking lot, where he had a big black Cadillac Escalade, which
is a very impressive vehicle, if you've never seen one. It also
suggested his company wasn't some bottom of the barrel, two-bit
outfit. And maybe he wasn't entirely full of shit.

I know it might seem dumb to accept a ride
with a stranger in his big black car, but there was something that
felt very solid about Caleb. Not safe by a long shot, but not like
some crazy fucker who would turn around and try to strangle me or
something.

There was a shotgun locked in a rack between
the seats.

“Do you guys actually need guns?”

“Mostly we don't. We respond to calls for
assistance and get there faster than the police, and we do some
investigations on behalf of our clients where we... show more
aggressiveness and less political correctness than the police are
allowed to. But guns impress people, especially the clients.”

“They don't impress me,” I sniffed.

“Yes, well, you're from Texas. I imagine you
had one in your cradle.”

I didn't ask how he knew where I was from. My
accent was as obvious as his.

“You think every cliché about Texas is true,
kilt-boy?”

“Touche,” he said.

He started the engine and pulled onto the
highway.

“So people pay you to be their unofficial
cop?”

“You know what we have in Malibu, Maddy?” he
asked.

“Sand? Beaches?”

“Rich people. Celebrities.”

I nodded.

“The median home price in Malibu is about
three million dollars. And if you take out the ones without an
ocean view that would triple. Rich people expect special treatment.
They don't want to wait in line. Why should they when they're
willing to pay for the best? Also, we're not restricted by the same
regulations which govern the police. We can go that extra
step.”

“What's that extra step?”

“Well, for instance, if that fellow on the
beach had been bothering people around one of the establishments we
are contracted with I'd advise him that it would be a good idea to
go away and not come back any time soon.”

“And if he called you dirty names?”

“That would depend on who was watching. Let's
just say that eventually he would get the message that it was
better and healthier to go somewhere else.”

He kept glancing at me as he drove, which was
normal enough, but I knew it was also because I was in a bikini and
because I'm pretty attractive in a bikini. I wasn't often alone
with a guy, in a car or anywhere else, where I was wearing so
little in the way of clothes. That added some sexual tension to the
ride, especially since I hardly knew him.

Like I said, this was far from a 'harmless'
guy, and he was attractive as hell. I even liked the Scottish
accent. He was sure not a guy I would turn down for a dance, in
other words. And if he was as easy to talk to as he seemed to be,
well, I wouldn't mind experimenting with him.

“You're kind of far from home, aren't you?” I
asked.

“You know what the weather is like in
Scotland?”

“I'm guessing not sunny and warm.”

“Not often.”

“So you came here for the weather?”

“I came to the states to wander and explore.
This was as far west as I got. I stopped here because I liked the
mood, the atmosphere, the view.”

He glanced at me and let his eyes flick
downward a bit as he grinned.

“The attractive women?” I asked lightly.

“Doesn't hurt.”

“And then you decided to become a private...
whatever you are?”

“I fell into it by accident. Did you plan on
doing whatever it is you do for a living?”

“Nope.”

“That's generally how life happens. What do
you do, by the way? Model? Actress?”

He said those with a smile and I snorted.

“I work on the boardwalk in Santa Monica now.
Selling balls in a hoop game. I also teach Jiu-Jitsu in a
dojo.”

“Ahh, one of those kung fu girls.”

“Kung fu is actually a different form of
martial arts,” I said, though I knew he was joking.

“I'll have to be careful,” he said. “I'm very
delicate.”

He looked far from delicate.

And he was turning off down a winding,
tree-lined road heading east which had very little traffic.

“This looks like the kind of place they find
girls bodies,” I said.

He snorted. “The one thing you don't have to
ever worry about with me, Maddy, is being harmed in any way.”

Oddly, he was very convincing.

We didn't go far before turning into a dirt
parking lot in front of a one-story commercial building.

“I have to stop here briefly to put things
away and check on messages,” he said.

He got out, and nodded at me to come in with
him. I felt kind of awkward doing so. I mean, I was in a bikini. It
felt weird enough being alone in his car in a bikini, but I
followed.
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It wasn't much of a place. It had a couple of
desks, a TV on the wall, and a back room with a bed which didn't
look like it had been changed lately.

There was a big Hispanic guy at one of the
desks, leaning back, sipping a coke and looking at his computer
monitor. A bald guy – shaved bald – walked out of a closet carrying
several portable radios and halted when he saw Caleb – and me.

“Hey,” he said to him. “Heeeeyy,” he said to
me.

Now I felt even more out of place. Bikinis
were not normal wear in an office. Especially one with three
guys... three obviously straight guys from the way they
reacted.

“Uh, hey,” I said a bit awkwardly.

“You always get the best assignments,” the
white guy said to Caleb.

“She's not an assignment. I'm just giving her
a ride.”

There was an obvious double entendre to that
I was sure the two guys got but were at least classy enough not to
say out loud.

“This is Madison,” he said. “Maddy, this is
Manuel and Brad. They do whatever I tell them to do.”

Which was an odd way to introduce people, but
okay.

“Except all that sex stuff,” Manuel said with
a grin at me. “We get to say no to that.”

“Did you know he was gay, Madison?” Brad
asked, walking up to me. “Like a two dollar bill. I, on the other
hand, like women, especially blondes.”

Caleb put his arm out to block him and get
his attention.

“The radios? You get them working?”

“They were always working.”

“You get them reset onto the right
frequency?”

“Two of them. I'm working on it.”

“I want them done by tonight,” Caleb
said.

“They will be.”

Caleb turned to Manuel and gave him a
look.

“I've got all the blueprints stored and ready
to print out. But our printer is too small. I'll have to go to
Staples to print them.”

“Just so they're ready for tonight.”

Both guys were eyeing me like a candy bar
they'd like to have. They weren't outright staring but they sure
weren't ignoring me. I resisted the urge to cross my arms over my
chest.

Caleb was casually looking through mail on
the desk. He dropped it and then told Brad to check with Warren
about a repair job on some security system, then he took my arm and
led me out. I didn't have to look back to know both of them were
staring at my ass.

“See? That didn't take long.”

“I hope we're not stopping off anywhere
else,” I grumbled. “I'd like to get some clothes on first.”

“Why would you want to do that? Don't you
like men? Don't you want us to be happy?”

“Not from staring at me.”

“Think of it as a service. All us poor
working blokes going about our boring day, and just you appearing
for a minute in our lives brightens it up to no end.”

“Maybe I should walk around naked,” I said
dryly.

“That would actually be even better.”

He started the engine.

“Don't count on it. I'm not an
exhibitionist.”

“Of course you are. All women are.”

“You know so much about women, do you?”

“Yes. And don't even try to tell me you don't
appreciate male attention.”

“As long as it's polite!”

“Yes, of course. But you appreciate it.”

“I'm sure you appreciate female attention,
too, kilt boy.”

“Are you hinting at a desire to see my bare
legs, Mad-Girl? Because if you're really nice I might be
willing.”

“You're not that hot,” I said.

“I am, darling girl, every bit that hot,” he
said.

He was too. Arrogant bastard.

“So how come a hot guy like you isn't
married? You being so old and all?”

“I have very high standards,” he said. “How
come a hot blonde like you doesn't have a boyfriend?”

“I have even higher standards,” I said.

We headed down the Pacific Coast Highway,
past the unassuming front entrances to the ritzy beach homes of the
very well-off. Most of them had gates and walls and greenery
blocking much in the way of view. One of those gates slid aside
even as we approached it, and to my surprise, Caleb turned into
it.

“Just a brief stop,” he said. “And nobody is
home to see your lovely body in a bikini. The owner is in China.
I'm just to check the house once a day.”

I thought about complaining, but I wasn't
going to pass up the chance to look at one of these places in
person. We parked and walked up a curving walkway to a huge double
door. He unlocked it and we walked in.

There was a big front hall, which ended in a
sort of balcony overlooking the rooms below. Past that was a huge
wall of glass showing the Pacific Ocean.

“Nice,” I said, walking over to the railing
as he disarmed the beeping alarm system.

The room below had sofas, tables, a piano, a
fireplace, and a fountain. But it was the view which was the focus
of everything. The glass wall must have been thirty or forty feet
high.

Caleb took my arm and we walked around the
curving banister, and he glanced in rooms as we passed. I did too,
marveling at the size and luxury of the place. One room had a pool
table and video games and pinball games against the wall. Another
was a theater, complete with curtains across the front screen.
Still another was a fabulous exercise room.

“This guy must have some kind of money,” I
said.

“Lots,” he replied.

“What's he do?” I asked idly.

“He makes porn videos.”

“Seriously?!”

He nodded. “He often does his videos here.
And when he's not in rents it out to others to make their
videos.”

“Ick.”

“You don't like sex?”

“I like sex. Porn and sex aren't the same
thing.”

“True. Porn is all physical. Sex has a strong
mental and emotional element.”

We went downstairs and I admired the front
room, then the kitchen, which was a marvel. He pressed a button and
the lower part of the wall slid aside and we walked out onto the
pool deck.

“Imagine living here,” I sighed.

“Just make porn.”

I snorted. “I doubt the actual people who
star in porn live in places like this.”

“Very few of them. Care for a dip? Are least
you're dressed appropriately.”

“Thanks anyway. There's no towels and I'd be
sitting in your car with a wet bikini.”

“Go skinny-dipping,” he suggested with a lazy
grin.

“Most men take me on dates before trying to
get me out of my clothes,” I said.

“Ah well, I am not most men,” he said,
turning and going back inside.

I followed, and he closed the glass.

“People don't mind you poking around in their
houses when they're away?”

“People like this are used to having
servants, cleaning services and the like. They don't do anything
unpleasant themselves.”

He led me down another corridor and opened a
door, with a faint grin on his face, turning the light on and
standing back.

I walked in and halted, staring around.

“I'm not entirely sure if this is for filming
or because he has an interest,” he said as I stared around the
room.

It was sort of a high-level torture chamber
for the rich and famous. It had thick, comfortable wall to wall
carpet – in red. The walls were red and black. There were racks
along one wall with various whips and straps hanging from it. I
couldn't really make out the purpose of many of the dark, glossy
wood frames scattered around, but they all had leather straps or
eye-rings to strap or tie people to them.

There was a tall post in the corner with
chains dangling from up top, and a sort of overhanging beam with
more chains. I felt my chest tighten as I stared around,
open-mouthed.

“What do people get out of this sort of
thing?” I asked, gingerly examining one of the whips.

“The ones who get tied up enjoy surrendering
control. It allows them to just experience what's happening instead
of thinking about what they should be doing. The ones who tie
people up enjoy having control. Some people are serious about it,
but most consider it a kind of playful fantasy thing. You've never
dreamed about being a slave girl?” he asked with a grin.

“Like in a harem or something?”

I wasn't going to admit I had ever thought of
it. Though of course I had. Mostly because of the internet, and
because a guy had tied me up once and that had been really kind of
exciting.

“Sure.”

“Probably be boring sitting around the
fountain all day with the other girls waiting for the great master
to summon one of us. I mean, if you've got dozens of slave girls
how often does a girl get any sex?”

“Well, he could loan you to his guests and
friends,” Caleb said.”You would be his property, after all.”

“Yeah, no,” I said.

He picked up what I thought was a thick
strap, at first, but then I saw it was a collar, with a thick
stainless steel O-ring dangling from the front.

“I bet you'd look hot in this.”

“I don't look hot now?”

He grinned, then raised it up to my neck. I
put my hand up to block it, then reluctantly but curiously gave way
and let him fasten it around my throat. I shouldn't have. I hardly
knew this guy! But there was something hot and sexy and also...
solid about him.

He was right. Looking at myself in the big
wall mirror wearing the bondage collar – and all it implied – did
look freaking hot. Especially in my bikini.

“Am I wrong?”

I shrugged, a bit uncomfortably. I was
feeling a growing tightness in my chest as my pulse rate increased.
Being in there with all that very sexual stuff – in a bikini – with
him – was making me feel more and more of a sense of sexual
electricity crawling through me.

My nipples were very hard, I realized,
looking at myself in the mirror. And I was starting to feel a sense
of heaviness in my breasts. He didn't seem to be noticing as he was
looking for something else, and I thought I'd turn away, but he
took my right hand and slid a studded leather bracelet which
matched the collar around my wrist before I could object.

“Hey! No,” I said, starting to take it
off.

“It's a set. You want to see what you'd look
like, don't you?”

“You know, even perverts usually at least
have dated before they start tying girls up!” I gulped.

My heart was beating faster and faster and I
was more nervous about this, but at the same time I was feeling
that sexual electricity strengthen to the point my breathing was
becoming more shallow. I told myself they were just bracelets, even
if they implied a lot more.

And he was right. Holding my arms before me,
with the collar and bracelets on, looked sexy enough to make me
squirm given I wasn't alone. I did my best to act casual and blasé
about it, of course.

“You look gorgeous,” he said.

“I always look gorgeous,” I replied, trying
for humor even as my heart pounded.

He was standing behind me looking at my image
in the mirror, even as I was.

“Maybe you should try on some of this bondage
stuff,” I said.

“Not my thing.”

“What makes you think it's mine?”

He gathered in my hair and then tugged back,
gently but firmly, forcing my head back. I instinctively reached up
and back for his hand.

“What are you – !?”

He gathered in both my slender wrists with
practiced ease, and before I understood what he was doing he'd
somehow managed to hook the wrist bands to the back of the
collar!

“Hey!”

He chuckled softly. Now that's a sight.”

My eyes flicked anxiously to my image. Of
course, with my hands behind my neck my back was kind of arched and
my breasts pushed out tautly against the bikini top!

“Undo this!”

“How about we make a bet.”

“No! What bet?” I gulped, my pulse
racing.

He fished in his jacket and pulled out, of
all things, a lead pencil. It was a thickish pencil with a little
pink eraser at the end.

“I bet that without taking off your bikini, I
can give you an orgasm with just this pencil within five
minutes.”

I stared at him in disbelief. I'd been made a
lot of sexual offers in my life, some of them obscene and graphic,
but no one had ever offered to do me with a pencil!

“Is that because it's thicker than your
dick?” I demanded, scowling.

“I won't penetrate you.”

I cringed at the word 'penetrate'! It sounded
so clinical! But I was also, to be honest, feeling turned on by
this whole thing, by this room and this bondage stuff and being in
a bikini alone with... him!

“Don't you think you should at least ask me
out before offering to make me come?”

“Maddy, you know very well you're going to go
out with me. Why wouldn't you?”

His statement was sheer arrogance but also,
well, true.

“I haven't decided if I'm even interested in
you!” I lied.

“Ah well, let me help you decide.”

He turned me towards him and then kissed me.
And there wasn't a hell of a lot I could do about it given my
wrists were locked up back behind my neck. Not unless I wanted to
get violent and start kicking him – which I considered.

I didn't consider it for long, though,
because I had a startled moment of realization that he was kissing
me, then a moment of indignation, and then a moment of
realization.

The realization was that Caleb was a really
good kisser!

That realization blossomed into the
realization Caleb was an incredible kisser fairly quickly. He held
me loosely, his big hands on my sides as he kissed me. His mouth
was soft and warm and melted against mine as the kiss went on for
long, long seconds!

He eased back, leaving me gulping in air.

“What do you say, Mad-Girl? Want to take that
bet?” he asked cockily.

“Wh-what bet?!”

“I can, using just the end of this pencil,
make you climax within five minutes.”

“Wh... what stakes?”

“I get to choose the restaurant we go
to.”

I felt flushed and hot, and my nipples
tingled. There was a sense of throbbing heat down low in my
belly.

“W-without taking off my bikini?!”

He nodded confidently.

He slowly wagged the pencil back and forth
before my eyes as I tried to get my fluttering mind to work
again.

“You're crazy!”

“That,” he said, “has yet to be decided by
competent authority.”

He slid the tip of the pencil down along my
belly, and I felt my flush deepen as it slid in beneath the low
waistband of my bikini bottoms! I wanted to tell him to stop! I
knew I should! It was insane not to! But the top of my suit was not
very high above my very smoothly shaven sex, and it seemed to
unerringly find the line of my sex so that I gasped and my hips
bucked involuntarily.

He kissed me again, and those lips of his
took much of my attention, but I could hardly ignore the feel of
the pencil against my sex! No, not even as his kiss became more
demanding, and his other hand tightened on my hair behind my
neck!

I felt my heart hammering now as he kissed
me, and when he bent my head back that forced me to shift my feet
apart for balance, which of course, made it easier for his pencil
to slide up and down along the line of my sex!

I felt it pressing in a bit, the smooth metal
and wood rubber pushing in between the lips of my sex. Then it slid
slowly up and down, with the wood caressing my clitoris. He eased
it up slowly, his lips still locked to mine, and I gasped a little
when the rubber found my clit!

I guess that told him he was in the right
place, because now the thing started to rub from side to side!

My pulse was racing, my heart was pounding,
and that flush had spread down my face to my chest as he continued
to kiss me.

The pencil eraser rubbed continuously,
shifting directions often. It would go side to side, then in
circles. Then it would go up and down. He was angling the pencil in
so much the top of my suit was being forced out several inches!

But it was also starting to feel really...
incredible against my sensitive pussy! My clitoris was throbbing
and felt swollen as he rubbed it with the eraser! I needed more,
though. I was getting super turned on, but I didn't think he'd be
able to make me come with that. If he used his finger, though, I'd
come like crazy!

This all felt so out of control! I mean, we
hadn't even dated yet! And already he was rubbing my clit! Okay, it
was with a pencil, but still, I rarely let a guy move this fast
with me!

But boy, he was doing amazing work given it
was a freaking pencil! I was feeling rubber-legged and my whole
body thrummed with sexual electricity.

He pulled his lips off mine, chewing and
kissing his way up along the nape of my neck.

I gulped in air, staring at what I could see
of myself in the mirror past his body.

“H-How do I know when it's five minutes!?” I
gasped.

“You'll know before then because you'll have
an orgasm,” he said.

“You're – !”

I was going to say crazy but suddenly the
'pencil' rubbing against me began to vibrate!

I cried out in shock, and my hips jerked, and
then I just kind of stared off into space in wonder. The bastard!
How the hell – ?!

“Y-You... you're cheating!” I gasped.

“Had we established rules?” he replied.

The thing was still rubbing against me, but
also vibrating powerfully! Given the state I was in it didn't take
long before my nerve endings started to crackle and overload down
there! Then my muscles began to spasm and the orgasm washed over me
like a big wave!

At that point I didn't really care a lot
about anything else as my hips bucked more violently and I felt my
body filled with an intense rush of sexual energy and pleasure!

And embarrassment. I felt... well... like he
had bested me. I hated losing! It made me feel...inferior! I had
spent my life proving to boys I was their equal or superior! I
didn't like being beaten! But I sure was now! I moaned weakly as
the orgasm faded, then sank to my knees.

“You cheated!” I gulped.

“I said I'd make you climax just using this
pencil and I did,” he said.

“That's not a pencil!”

He raised an eyebrow, then turned it around
and wrote on the label attached to a strap.

“Yes it is.”

“It's a vibrator!”

“Well, that too. Perhaps you should have
ascertained that before making such a rash bet.”

“You... dick!”

“Now you're simply being impertinent,” he
said.

“I bet that pencil is both longer and thicker
than your tiny dick!”

“How much?”

“I – .”

He unzipped his trousers and my eyes
automatically dropped to it, then to my surprise, he actually
reached in and pulled his cock out.

It was... thicker than the pencil. A lot
thicker. And it was just as hard. And it was hard to find anything
to say with it staring me in the face because, well, it was an
extremely impressive looking cock!

“It can't write, but I assure you, it's much
thicker. Would you like a closer look?”

I was about to say no out of pure instinct
but he reached down to take my hair behind my head and then he was
rubbing his cock up and down against my mouth! And then... I did
nothing. I did nothing out of a conscious decision to do
nothing.

It was thick enough to force my lips wider as
it pushed slowly into my mouth. I stared at it as I let him,
repressing a low moan, doing nothing as it slid through my lips and
over my tongue. I couldn't continue doing nothing, though. I was
feeling a very sudden and keen interest in making him come – as
fast as possible. That would teach him!

So I closed my lips more tightly around it
and started to suck, my tongue moving rapidly on the underside of
the head.

It was weird not having my hands to work
with! I needed them to make him come quickly! I started bobbing up
and down more rapidly to try and make up for it, but then he
tightened his grip on my hair, and instead he started pumping
smoothly in and out.

I was more than a bit confused because to be
honest I'd always liked oral sex because it put me completely in
control. I liked being able to take a guy's dick and work my magic
so that he became little more than a groaning, gasping lump of
jelly under me.

It made me feel in control of them. But this
absolutely was not the same thing. This made me feel like Caleb was
fully in control of me! More than that, really. With my wrists
still locked behind my neck and on my knees, I started to
understand the reality of this bondage game stuff.

I was completely at his mercy! It was like
being, as he'd said, a sex slave! If I'd been naked it would have
been exactly like that! And a growing part of me wished I was
because that would be so fucking hot! On my knees in this getup,
naked before him!?

But he was thrusting deeper now, becoming
more aggressive, and I had to focus my attention on his cock. I
almost gagged a couple of times as he thrust into my mouth. Then he
pulled out, holding his cock up against his body and forcefully
drawing me in by the hair!

“Lick, slave girl!” he growled.

Oh wow! That was so hot! I licked slow licks
up his cock, rolling my eyes up towards him, and feeling a cascade
of dark hunger spreading through my body! I wanted him to tear my
swimsuit off and fuck me right then and there!

He jerked on my hair again and I gasped in
pain, then he thrust himself back into my mouth.

“Please your master, slave girl.”

I moaned as he thrust deep, pumping in and
out. And then before I could decide to test my gag reflex and push
lower, he pulled on my head and hair as he thrust forward and his
thick cock pushed right into my throat! I felt a moment of shock
that caused me to instinctively draw back. Or try to!

He wasn't having any of it! He had me so
strongly that he was able to pull me remorselessly forward, my lips
sliding along his thick cock, inch by inch as I fought my gag
reflex! Then my lips were pressed right up against the base of his
cock!

This was not the first time I'd deep throated
a guy, of course. I had done my best to master that particular
skill. But this was the first time it had been the guy who had
decided to push himself into my throat – without warning.

He pulled out with a gasp on both our parts,
his hand pumping his cock just as it exploded.

My mouth was, of course, wide open at the
same time as I gulped in air, and he shot himself into it with a
groan of pleasure, then pushed himself back into my mouth, then
deep into my throat again!

“You're so good, I should offer you a job,”
he said, a little breathlessly.
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That, of course, had been the strangest,
kinkiest sex I'd ever had! But things got even stranger from
there.

He stood over me, panting a bit, recovering,
then his eyes seemed to narrow. He reached down and pulled me to my
feet, a little roughly, and pushed me against the wall.

I swallowed anxiously, gulping in air myself,
then moaned into his mouth as his lips crushed mine.

My hands kept jerking against the leather
bands holding them behind my neck, as they instinctively tried to
either push against him or slide around him.

“So what do you think? Want to be a sex
slave?”

“I-I don't think so,” I gulped.

“Sure?”

One of his hands was on my back, and I gasped
as I felt the string to my bikini being tugged. The cups loosened
at once, and my pulse rate shot up as he pulled the cups up and
away to expose my breasts.

“Bloody marvelous!” he exclaimed, staring at
my breasts.

“I-I didn't... I didn't say you could take
off my top!” I exclaimed, my voice squeaking a bit.

“Slave girls don't get a say in such things,”
he replied.

He cupped my left breast, gently, given how
big and strong his hand was, lifting it, as if weighing it, then
squeezed gently, his fingers kneading the soft, throbbing flesh
even as his other hand did the same to my right.

“You have marvelous breasts!”

He reached behind my neck and undid the
string there, dropping my bikini top. A moment later he jerked my
bottoms down to leave me naked!

My heart was pounding wildly as he examined
me with a look of hunger and approval.

“You have an incredible body, Slave
girl.”

“I'm not your slave girl!” I gulped.

He grinned darkly, a look which made me both
anxious and deeply aroused.

He abandoned my breasts, then grabbed a thin
strap from a shelf, and fastened it to the ring in the center of
the collar I was now wearing.

“Come with me, slave,” he said.

I gasped as he tugged on the strap, heading
for the door.

This was fucking wild! But my head was kind
of whirling, partly because it was incredibly exciting and partly
because I was completely at his mercy, the mercy of a guy I barely
knew and had only just met!

He headed up the corridor, pulling the strap
– a leash, I realized with a sudden jolt of dark, outraged heat. We
went back into the big living room, then he opened the glass doors
and led me outside – naked!

I'm not overly shy but I'm also not used to
being naked outside! I've never lived anywhere with enough privacy
for that. Here, though, there was no one around. The beach was down
a low but steep hill, and there was enough greenery around the edge
no one there was likely to see me.

But it felt freaking strange – and hot!

“Spread your legs,” he said.

“Wh-what?” I gulped.

“Spread your feet apart,” he growled.

I did, then he jerked back on my hair a
little to make me arch my back.

“Elbows back! Chest out!”

“You're crazy!” I gasped.

He chuckled low in his throat. “You better
hope not.”

Eek! He was right!

There were some very comfortable padded
chairs around the pool, and he sat in one and looked at me.

I was flushed, my head still whirling with
uncertainty, anxiety, and a thrumming sexual tension. I realized I
was standing there in front of him like some kind of – sex slave! I
mean, I was basically displaying myself like I was for sale or
something! That realization made me almost tremble with heat even
as it roused my indignation.

But it also made me self-conscious. Guys had
seen me naked before, but not like this! I mean, my first
'exposure' to guys was usually in a bedroom, on a sofa, in a car,
not in broad daylight standing out under the sunlight naked while
displaying my naked body!

“Get down on your knees,” he said.

“Wh-why?”

“Because I said so.”

I felt rebellious. “No.”

“Hmm,” he said. “Slave girls who disobey are
whipped.”

“Yeah, well you better not try it,” I
growled.

He snorted, then reached out and grabbed my
leg, jerking on it strongly. I lurched forward, almost falling,
then I did fall as he reached higher, to my thigh, pulling me
forward to the edge of the wide chair. I fell across his lap,
basically, with him controlling the fall.

“Hey! Let me up!”

“Slave girls don't give orders,” he said.

Crack! He slapped my bottom
stingingly!

“Ow! Hey! Caleb!”

Crack!

“Call me sir.”

His fingers kneaded my buttocks, then slid
between them and began to caress the line of my sex.

“Now what have we here?” he asked.

I felt a finger pushing into the tight little
valley between the lips of my sex, sliding up and down, then
curling in to push into me. It was a thick finger, probably his
thumb, I thought, my mind working frantically.

The finger, or thumb, slid into me to the
knuckle, and I felt other fingers beginning to rub against my
clitoris. The thumb was rubbing against the inside of my pussy,
like, against my clitoris from the other side, and the sensations
flowing from down there were starting to grow very intense!

“What a nice, neat, tight little pussy,” he
said.

Crack! He slapped my butt again!

“Ow!” I gasped.

His left hand slid up and down my back, then
under my ribs to squeeze and knead my breast.

“I bet you'd love to appear in my client's
videos,” he said.

“No way!”

“You sure? You could be a star?”

“U-Untie me!”

“You're not tied. That's not the proper
lingo. You are, in fact, being restrained.”

“Then unrestrain me!” I gulped.

“Before or after you come?”

One thing was sure, I was going to come if he
kept fingering me the way he was!

“Would you like to come, slave girl?” he
taunted.

I moaned helplessly, my hips spasming as his
thumb – which was big, like the rest of him – pumped in and out and
his fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“Hmmm?” he asked.

Crack!

“Ow!” I moaned.

“Answer me, slave girl.”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

“Say yes sir.”

“Yes, sir!” I exclaimed.

He jerked back forcibly on the collar while
gripping my leg and basically rolled me over onto my back while
pushing up on my neck so I was kind of sitting across his lap. Then
he slid two loooong fingers into my very wet pussy, and brought his
thumb down against my clitoris.

At the same time, he jerked back on my hair,
and then bent and began to... devour my breasts! He started licking
and then sucking at my stiff nipples, then his teeth started to dig
into my breasts as he sucked. I swear he even growled as he chewed
and licked and sucked!

It was incredibly – wild! It was out of
control, and I couldn't do anything but react to the sensations he
was rousing in me!

“Nasty little blonde slave girl,” he
purred.

His right hand was busy between my legs, big
fingers deep inside me, his thumb rubbing skilfully against my
clitoris while his left tugged back on my hair to force my head way
back. I couldn't even see him anymore because I was staring up at
the sky as he chewed on my breasts!

It was so fucking wild!

And then he began to thrust those fingers
into me with hard, certain strokes while his thumb stroked across
my clitoris, and the pulsing sexual pressure gripping my body and
mind exploded into a massive orgasm!

I cried out weakly, my hips bucking against
his fingers as he fucked me with them, my mouth wide as I stared up
at the sky and felt the incredible, continuous flare of intense
sexual pleasure burn through my body and turn my mind to mush!

He jerked my head roughly forward by the
hair, and I cried out again, dazed, even as his lips crushed mine
once more. He shifted my body easily until I was straddling him,
facing him, then undid his trousers and pulled his cock out. It was
hard and thick again, and pressed up against my belly.

“Are you ready for it, Mad-girl? Because once
you sit on it, you're mine. You won't be able to resist me.”

“You don't think too much of yourself, do
you!” I gulped.

He smiled and rubbed his big cock back and
forth against my abdomen. Then he hooked a big finger into the ring
of the collar and pulled up. I rose, panting, moaning, and felt him
rub the fat, helmet head against my dripping wet sex.

Then he eased the pressure and I sank down,
shuddering, moaning, gasping as I felt the pressure against my
opening. I eased down slowly, feeling myself being stretched wide
as the head started to enter me.

Fuck it felt good!

I moaned helplessly as I slid down, as his
thick cock stretched out the lips and walls of my sex and pushed
high inside me! Feeling it sliding up into me was incredibly
erotic! And when the tip hit the back wall of my sex I groaned with
a delicious sense of fullness despite the ache.

His hands cupped my ass while he began to eat
at my breasts again, and I trembled, the sexual heat building up to
a fever pitch as I started to ride up and down, up and down, up and
down! I was aroused enough I knew I was going to come again, and
soon!

He decided to take all doubt out of the
question and dropped a hand low, his thumb finding and rubbing my
clit.

I lost it just about then, crying out as I
rode more and more frantically, sliding up and down, up and down,
heedless of how much the head mashed against the back wall of my
sex, wanting every inch inside me! I got it too, even as the orgasm
tore through me. The third orgasm since I'd arrived here!
Fuuuuck!

*

He removed the bracelets and took off the
collar, and we sat by the pool drinking beer.

“You have a strange way of introducing
yourself to a girl,” I gulped.

He grinned and took a drink from his
bottle.

“You know, I've been pondering the need for a
female colleague for some time now.”

I felt my eyebrows raising.

“I think you might be just what we need.”

“Why? Because I can deep throat your
dick?”

I looked down at my throbbing breasts.

“You bit my breasts,” I said accusingly.

“They were too tasty not to.”

There were bite marks on them!

“You want to hire me because you think I'm a
good lay?” I demanded sarcastically.

“Because you have the necessary aggression, a
lot less fear than most women, are clearly trained in physical
self-defense, and being from Texas, I'm fairly sure you know how to
use a gun.”

“What exactly do you guys do that needs
guns?”

“As I said earlier, they impress people.”

“And you want me to work for you?”

“I think you might well be exactly what we
need.”

“And acting slutty has nothing to do with
it?” I asked.

He grinned again.

“Well,” he said, flicking his eyes up and
down. “I intend to fuck your brains out, Madison, whether you work
for me or not.”

“Oh really?”

“And you're going to let me do it.”

“Confident, aren't you?”

He nodded confidently.

In all honesty, we do have a need for a
female. Women often feel more comfortable talking to other women
about things. And I thought about you for it the instant I saw you
kicking that guy's ass and walking away as calm as you please. I
bet you could do the same to almost anyone.”

“I'm not interested in a job beating people
up,” I said firmly.

“That isn't what I need you for. I have big,
menacing-looking guys to handle scruff like that back there. I need
a woman to deal with female clients, and to deal with the
occasional female problem person. But it's important they be able
to handle themselves.”

“I still don't think – .”

“And I pay forty dollars an hour.”

I stared at him.

“That's... a lot of money,” I said.

“It's the average salary for LAPD patrol
officers,” he said. “If you want good people you need to pay good
money.”

“I'm not exactly trained to be a cop.”

“Most of what they train cops for I don't
need, or you already have. The rest I can teach you on the job. The
two most important parts of the job are tact, when dealing with
clients, and not putting up with bullshit, when dealing with anyone
else.”

“I put up with a lot of crap at the pier,” I
said.

“Good. You've got experience dealing with the
crude and ignorant public.”

I made a face.

“Yes, they can indeed be a royal pain in the
ass,” he said. “Especially when you can't curse at them as they
deserve. I'm assuming you've learned that.”

“Yeah. I can mind my manners.”

“Do you have a gun?”

I looked at him sharply. “Yeah.”

“What kind?”

“A Glock 17.”

“The thing about wearing a gun is that it
solves problems without you ever having to use it. People see you
have a gun on your hip they take you a lot more seriously.”

“I bet the police take you seriously
too.”

“Yeah, this isn't Texas. Concealed Carry
permits are issued by the county sheriff's office in California. In
most counties that's not a problem. But we're in LA county. They
don't issue concealed carry permits to private citizens in this
county unless you have a professional need. So we'll call you a
private investigator and private security officer to justify it.
Then you can apply, take the course, and get your license.

“Sounds like a pain in the ass,” I said.

“It is, but if you get paid for the trouble
it could be worth it, hmm?”

“Maybe,” I said grudgingly.

“Look at it this way, Maddy, the job is
almost certainly a lot more interesting than what you're doing
now.”

“You ever hear that Chinese curse?”

He smiled. “May you live in interesting
times? Yes, well, I suppose the term 'interesting' can mean a lot
of things.”

He looked at me again, and his eyes flicked
up and down again.

“You seem like a very interesting
girl, Maddy.”

“Uh-huh, for good or bad, huh?”

He smiled.

“I'll need your measurements,” he said.

“Why?”

“No offense, my dear, but have you spent a
lot of time around rich people?”

“Not so much.”

“What I said about the gun applies to what
you wear. Rich people don't respect people who get their clothes at
Target. I'll get you a couple of blazers with designer labels that
fell off a truck. You'll look very snappy and professional in
them.

Accepting would be crazy. On the other hand,
what did I really have to lose? And Caleb was becoming more and
more intriguing with every passing minute.

*

The good thing about having a boss you don't
like, who is a real asshole, is that it doesn't feel at all bad to
quit on him with little or no notice. Rajiv Kumar owned my game as
well as others, and was my grasping, greedy, sleazy, slavering
boss. I had never spoken to him where he hadn't stared at my chest
and made it clear he wanted to fuck me, and was willing to pay if
necessary.

That was a compliment, since Kumar really
hated to pay for anything. He'd tried to cut back on my commission
because it was more than his other people made, even though I'd
increased the sales at the hoop game by like double what the last
guy had made. Asshole.

He howled and screamed and bitched and got
insulting and I gave him the finger. Too bad, buddy. I don't owe
you shit.

I was, on the other hand, going to owe
Caleb.

He decided that the blazers he had in mind
for me weren't good enough. He wanted me in nice trousers and shoes
too. Those are kind of hard to just buy without trying on so we
went shopping. We didn't do it in the normal stores, though.

He took me to a house in Inglewood near the
airport where every room was filled with different kinds of
clothes. One room was all shoes and boots, still in their boxes,
literally piled to the ceiling. Another was all dresses, another
all pants, another all skirts.

Caleb had told me beforehand to wear tight
leggings and a t-shirt. That was mystifying, until I got there.
Then I wound up trying pants on in the open – over the leggings.
Then I tried on blouses and jackets over the t-shirt, too.

“You'd think they'd have a changing room of
some sort,” I complained.

Trying on shoes without even a place to sit
was a pain.

“They do have.”

“Then why – .”

“I absolutely guarantee you there's a camera
in there behind the mirror.

“Oh.”

“Not only does this guy trust no one but he's
a lech, and you're... you.”

I sniffed and finished with the shoes, then
walked back and forth.

“They feel good,” I said.

He checked his iPhone. “These retail for
three hundred and seventy-five dollars.”

“They're just sneakers!”

“No, my dear girl, they're leather walking
shoes. And the people you'll be talking with will be able to tell
the difference, even if you can't.”

We looked at the blouses, and he picked up a
kind of sheer black number.

“How do you feel about your breasts?” he
asked.

“What does that mean?”

I'd started to pick up on him having this
odd, dry and ironic sense of humor.

“About showing them off?”

“To who?”

“Well, I'm not talking about showing them to
the er, proprietor, but more like wearing something slightly
revealing which might persuade men to let their guard down and
volunteer information.”

“How slightly revealing?” I asked
suspiciously.

Slightly revealing included a sort of light
lacy, see-through blouse whose only opaque parts were two breast
pockets and a leather halter that was more like a bra, with straps
going up my chest and around my neck. It was sort of a road warrior
type outfit for tough chicks. It covered more than my bikinis but
not much more.

There was also a skintight black spandex
turtleneck which was thin enough to show everything underneath. And
a dress that was the sluttiest I'd ever worn. It was backless, with
a plunging scoop neck and a very short hem slit all the way up my
hip.

“These better not just be your fantasies at
work,” I said, frowning.

He grinned. “I'm a normal healthy,
heterosexual male, so my fantasies would likely be most guys
fantasies. At least as far as what beautiful blondes might
wear.”

I snorted.

“Including bondage collars?”

“Including them.”

The blazers were very cool. One was a very
stylish, cream-colored linen from Alexander McQueen for two
thousand dollars – on sale for one fifty, and the other was a black
Givenchy for thirty-seven hundred, on 'sale' for two.

We got a couple more by St. Laurent, then
some trousers and a few 'dress' shirts, mostly in silk. I walked
out of there with something like a twenty thousand dollar wardrobe
that Caleb paid under two thousand dollars for. Still, it was a lot
of money.

“This is a lot of money,” I said
doubtfully.

“I can write it off as a business
expense.”

“What? He gives you invoices?”

“Sure. They're fake, of course, but unless I
get deeply audited they'll do.”
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He drove me back to my place and helped me
cart my stuff upstairs, then looked around at my little place.

“It's not much, but it's a place to crash,” I
said, a bit defensively.

“Soon you'll be able to afford a bigger
place,” he said.

“Assuming I work out.”

“Assuming you work out. Put on the McQueen,
and some pants and your new shoes and we'll start your
training.”

He went out to the car and I put on the
outfit, then followed him.

“You don't wear makeup do you?”

I raised my eyebrow. “You think I need
it?”

“The people we deal with wouldn't be seen
dead without makeup. They expect it of other women. Just a little.
You don't really need anything, but...”

I shrugged, went back, put on some lipstick
and a big of eyeliner and joined him again.

“Acceptable.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said sarcastically.

“Don't fish for compliments, Maddy, you know
you're bloody gorgeous,” he said as he started the car.

“Should I complain to HR about my boss giving
me compliments?” I asked lightly.

“I am the HR department, and I agree with
your boss,” he said. “But if I really wanted to sexually harass you
I'd put you in one of those sexy dresses so I could be entertained
by your long legs while we drove.”

“Never really understood the interest in
legs,” I replied. “I can get how guys stare at my boobs and butt,
but legs?”

“It's more like where the legs lead,” he
said. “Thus the shorter the skirt, the more our imaginations are
caught.”

“Guys are all sex maniacs,” I said.

“Indeed. It's because we're hardcoded to lust
after women. Especially women like you.”

I made a face.

“I'll remember that when you come up with a
reason for me to wear that dress.”

He smiled. “I don't need to come up with
reasons, Maddy, my dear. You'll strip naked any time I order you
to.”

So much for the mystery of romance!

“You are a real arrogant guy.”

“True. But then, I look like this,” he said,
casually waving at himself.

I rolled my eyes.

“I'm an amazingly attractive man.”

“Amazingly?”

“So I've been told.”

“I've turned down plenty of amazingly
attractive men before.”

“Once a woman has felt my magnificent cock
inside me, she's a slave for life.”

I rolled my eyes. “It wasn't that good.”

“It was and you know it.”

It kind of was but I wasn't going to admit
it.

“There's lots of guys with big dicks.”

“Wait till you see me with my shirt off.”

I laughed. He was very cocky.

“I worked at Venice Beach, where the
bodybuilders hang out,” I said. “I've seen better bodies than
yours, and turned them down.”

“Of course you have. A gorgeous girl like you
can be choosy. You want more than just a ruggedly muscular male
body.”

“Ruggedly muscular?”

“That's me.”

“Someone else tell you that?”

“A gay guy, actually, but he had good
taste.”

I shook my head.

“Maybe you should have hired him.”

“Why would I do that? He couldn't have done
the job. I hired you to do a job, Maddy dear. That you're gorgeous
makes you more capable of doing the job, but it's not why I hired
you. That's just a bonus. Well, that and that you're practically
salivating at the chance to have sex with me again.”

“Hmmm,” I said.

“I would have to be asked nicely, however. I
might even make you beg.”

“Not gonna happen, Scotty.”

“Scotty?”

“You're Scottish. Don't tell me nobody's ever
called you that.”

“My employees usually have much too much
respect for me to use such a term.”

“How many employees do you have, anyway?”

“A few. They come and go depending on
circumstances. I have a number of what you might call stringers on
retainer.”

We spent the rest of the day checking in with
clients. I stood straight and acted respectful. Caleb introduced me
as his 'colleague'. The houses we visited were all astonishingly
luxurious, many of them right on the beach. All of them had closets
bigger than my apartment.

Then he dropped me off at home, with a long,
smoldering kiss, apologizing that he had to head straight for a job
which would last much of the evening.

*

The next day we met more clients, and a few
of the people that worked for him, including Andy, who was a goofy
looking blonde guy who did 'technical support'. That meant he was
in charge of installing security equipment, alarms and cameras and
such.

We also met Alejandro, a short, pugnacious,
thick chested Hispanic guy in a black golf shirt who was apparently
one of the guys who delivered Caleb's messages to certain people
suggesting they move along and not come back.

He had thick, medium-length dark hair, hairy
arms, a thick mustache, and a glower the whole time we were with
him.

“Fun guy,” I said after we left.

“Alejandro is a serious man.”

“How come he doesn't have to wear nice
clothes?”

“He doesn't meet with clients. Many of my
clients are racists, even if they're too polite to let it show too
openly. They wouldn't deal with a Hispanic guy. Hispanics are
gardeners and maids and other low-level employees to these
people.”

“Nice people.”

“Some of them are and some aren't. You just
have to be aware of their preferences and foibles. Preferring to
deal with, say, a beautiful blonde girl instead of someone like
Alejandro, with his thick accent, is just something rich people can
indulge in. So they do.”

“How about Scottish guys?”

“Americans have a strange psychological flaw
when it comes to British accents. They instinctively equate them
with sophistication and competence.”

“I don't get that with my Texas accent.”

He grinned. “No, the cliche's about Texans
are more closely related to guns and cowboys. Your accent is cute,
though, so they'll like you.”

“Cute?”

“I don't meet a lot of southern girls. Maybe
if I worked in Texas I'd get used to it.”

“I'd rather have an Irish accent. I know a
girl named Alannah from Cork and she has a beautiful accent.”

“Just as well you don't.”

“Why?”

“Leon.”

“Who's Leon?”

“One of the guys I employ. He told me once
that he could have an orgasm just listening to an Irish girl
talk.”

“Seriously? What was she talking about at the
time?”

“He said anything. It was just her voice and
that accent that drove him crazy. Alas, it was an unrequited lust.
She had little interest in him. Maybe if he'd gotten to indulge
he'd have lost the interest.”

“How's he feel about Texas accents?”

“I don't know that he's ever spoken about
them. But you are blonde and he's black.”

“And?”

“Black Americans have an obsession with
blondes.”

I'd noticed that myself.

“So do most men.”

“True enough.”

“It's all because of Hollywood.”

“Yes, the mystique has set into the culture,
into all cultures.”

“Yeah, I worked for an Indian guy who made it
clear he'd give just about anything to see me naked.”

“He should have just slapped the restraints
on you like I did.”

“Don't think he didn't consider it.”

“I'm sure there will be more of that as I
train you to be my sex slave.”

“Uh-huh. When would that be?”

“Eager, aren't you?”

“You are such a cock... asshole!”

“Now you're being impertinent. I should warn
you that this company has a short way with impertinent girls.”

“What does that mean?”

He grinned. “Think spanking.”

Erk!

He'd already smacked my ass a few times
before. I could imagine what an actual spanking was like. And with
him I doubted it was an idle threat!

We went back to the office, which was empty,
and he checked on a few things while I looked around. It was
obvious they didn't clean it much.

“Ever used handcuffs before?” he asked
me.

I didn't miss that suggestively raised
eyebrow either.

“No,” I said.

He handed me a pair of handcuffs and I
examined them with interest. Then he thrust his hands out at
me.

I slipped one of the cuffs around his right
wrist and pulled it closed until it clicked, then I did the same to
the other.

“Now there are two problems with the way you
did that,” he said. “First - .”

He raised his wrists then brought them down
behind me, pulling me in against his body.

“Hey!” I said.

“I'm not entirely helpless like this. Which
is why we usually cuff people's wrists behind their backs.”

“I get it,” I said, cocking my head back as
my body started to thrum.

I was so close my breasts were pressed
against his chest, and I felt my chest tightening, felt the same
sense of sexual tension I'd been feeling with him almost since we'd
met.

He grinned, then raised his hands and twisted
his hand out of one of the cuffs.

“Second, you didn't put on them tight
enough.”

He unlocked the cuffs, then took my wrist and
put one around it.

“It can be adjusted to the same thickness as
your prisoner's wrist,” he said, closing it tighter.

“Just don't close it so tight it pinches or
cuts off the circulation.”

He spun me around without warning and pulled
my other arm back behind me, leaving me a bit startled and
breathless, then cuffed them together.

“Now how does that feel?”

I wasn't sure how to answer that.

“It feels like my hands are cuffed.”

“Try to get out of them.”

I tugged a little but it felt like my wrists
would hurt if I tried to pull too hard.

“Sit,” he ordered

I sat on a leather chair and looked up at
him.

“Now see if you can pull your wrists down
below your butt and then up in front.”

I was surprised, half thinking he'd put the
handcuffs on to continue the nasty games we'd been playing the
other day, but I obeyed.

That involved some awkward moving around,
some wriggling and twisting and shifting my body around, which
Caleb watched with interest.

In the end, though, I was able to slip my
wrists under my butt, then pull my legs up so I could raise my
wrists up higher. At one point, though, that left me sort of
propped on my lower back with my legs high in the air and drawn
back against my chest. Looking out at him between my legs tightened
my chest again as he looked back.

I was glad I hadn't worn a skirt!

I slid my cuffed wrists up my legs and then
stood up with them cuffed before me.

“Very few men can do this, but if they're
skinny, be careful. Skinny girls can do it too.”

“You saying I'm skinny?”

“You're... slender... Your fat is in all the
right places.”

I snorted.

“Now that your hands are in front of you you
can punch someone, strangle someone, or use a weapon on them,” he
said. “That's the difference in having their wrists cuffed behind
and in front of them.”

He gripped the little link between the cuffs
and then my arms high above me.

“That outfit looks very nice on you,” he
said, looking down.

I flushed and felt the sexual tension
again.

“Not too tight?” he asked with feigned
interest.

“No,” I said warily.

“Hmmm.”

“Are you running dirty little fantasy videos
in your mind again?”

“Nonsense. I'm not the least bit attracted to
you.”

“Yeah, right!”

His eyes narrowed. “Are you calling your boss
a liar, employee?”

“Heavens no,” I said mockingly.

“Now if you don't want to keep a careful eye
on your prisoner at all times,” he said, “there are ways to sort of
put them out of the way for a little while so you can attend to
something else.”

He attached a little chain to the links
between the two cuffs, and then moved forward, which made me
shuffle awkwardly back a few feet until I was up against the wall.
Then he raised the chain and attached it to a hook on the wall.

“Hey!”

He grinned and stepped back, and I stared up
at the chain and hook, then back at him, feeling my chest
tightening further.

“As you can see, you're entirely helpless
now,” he said calmly.

“Come closer and I'll show you how helpless I
am,” I said.

I had in mind my ability to use my legs and
feet on him, but wasn't prepared for him to suddenly move forward
until he was literally pressed against me, lightly squeezing me
against the wall as he looked down.

“Okay.”

“That wasn't an invitation!” I gulped, heart
suddenly pounding.

“Sounded like one to me.”

He skimmed his fingers through my hair and I
felt my heartbeat quicken.

“Show me how you're not helpless,
Blondie.”

“I could stomp your feet,” I gulped.

He grinned. “Too bad you don't like to wear
high heels or that could hurt.”

My pulse was racing.

“I could take you,” I said.

“Not on your best day, girly.”

And then he kissed me.

I felt my heart skip a beat. There was a
sense of...hunger in him, of determination, like a predator about
to devour me! And in fact that was sort of what his mouth felt
like. It was invading my mouth! It wasn't kissing hard enough to
bruise me or hurt or anything, but boy, those lips of his were
forcing mine to give in, even as his tongue began to slide
through!

I felt sudden churning heat rolling up
through my body! My pulse raced as his hunger sort of... forced my
lips wider, forced me to give in and let him continue his oral
attack!

My breasts felt swollen as his powerful chest
ground against them, and my bra felt way too tight against
them!

“You are so tasty I could eat you all up,
Maddy baby,” he growled.

“I'm not – .”

And then his lips were on mine again, making
words impossible!

His hands found their way to my ass,
squeezing and kneading me as his tongue stroked and taunted my own.
I moaned helplessly into his mouth as my heart pounded like a drum!
Then his right hand left my ass, sliding up the side of my body, up
along my ribs, then over to cup and fondle my breast!

I felt a hot, wild psychic jolt at that! My
wrists jerked instinctively against the chain, as if to ward him
off, but then I felt my will to resist melting as his fingers
kneaded my breast with an expertise so many men lacked. He was
neither tentative nor rough, and I felt my breast throbbing in his
hand!

He drew back, his eyes hungry, then gripped
the front of the expensive blouse I was wearing and simply tore it
wide open, sending buttons flying!

His hand slid downward, caressing my bare
stomach and abdomen, moving smoothly up and down, up and down, back
up to squeeze my breast, and back down again. And his big fingers
were so nimble I didn't even notice him undoing the button. I only
noticed as the zipper began to slide down.

Another jolt hit me and I tried to pull my
lips free, but his hand dove down into my dress pants, into my
thong, and found the tight little line of my sex before I
could!

And omygod the feel of his fingers on me made
my legs go rubbery! I was already hot and pulsing down there, and I
shuddered, my buttocks grinding against the wall as his fingers
stroked me with the same level of expertise he'd shown in kissing
me, the same level of skill he'd shown the other day!

He tightened his grip on my hair and jerked
it back sharply, making me cry out in pain. I gulped in air,
staring up at the ceiling as he held my head back. Meanwhile his
lips were moving down along the nape of my neck, down along my
throat!

“Wh-wh-what are you... dooooin!?” I
moaned.

He didn't answer except to chew lightly on my
throat. His lips moved up under my earlobe and I shuddered, my hips
grinding unconsciously against his fingers.

The heat was pulsing through me, producing a
sexual need and pressure which made me want to physically tremble
and shake! I felt a sense of awe at that, at how quickly I'd become
so incredibly aroused!

His big hand was moving up and down inside my
panties, and that caused the trousers to slowly ease down until
they slid down my legs to my ankles!

He chuckled and drew back slightly, releasing
my hair and letting my head down.

I gulped in air, staring up at him.

“There, now you can't kick me,” he said. “See
how I've made you helpless?”

I was confused, having basically forgotten
our conversation. Then I remembered, and looked down at my dress
slacks around my ankles, and at his big hand overflowing my thong!
I could see it moving, could feel two fingers rubbing against
me!

“You... you – .”

“Is this called sexual harassment?” he
asked.

He pulled his fingers out of my thong, then
slid them into his mouth, sucking lightly as I stared up at him.
Then he slipped his fingers into the bottom of my bra cups, and
pulled them up over my breasts. My breasts fell free, and he left
the bra tucked up against my upper chest.

“Absolutely gorgeous!” he exclaimed, staring
at my breasts.

His hands cupped them lightly, then caressed
them.

“You, my sweet, are a work of art,” he said,
his thumbs rising to stroke and rub against my very, very hard
nipples.

“I-I wanna complain to HR!” I gulped.

“HR? HR is always filled with busybody
lesbians,” he said.

He bent and his big, open mouth closed
against the front of my left breast.

I gasped as his lips sealed tight around it,
as his teeth dug into the soft flesh, then as his tongue swirled
and caressed the rigid nipple. He let his mouth narrow until his
teeth were nibbling on the flesh at the center of my breast, and
his lips could close tightly enough to let him such
rhythmically.

Oh man, my breast really began to throb!

His teeth nibbled harder and I winced and
gasped, but even though it kind of ached the heat only increased!
He was actually... growling low in his throat! And it made me feel
like he was going to literally eat me up!

He lifted his lips and grinned at me.

“All those lesbian bitches want to do is get
their tongue at your blonde pussy,” he said. “So I'll save you the
trouble of calling them in.”
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With that he dropped to his knees in front of
me and looked at my pussy, then his head sort of lunged forward and
his open mouth was pressed against my sex!

I squealed and wriggled but there wasn't a
lot I could do to move away! I did accidentally pull one foot out
of the trousers, though.

I halfheartedly pushed it against him but he
just clamped a huge hand around my thigh and forced my leg back
against the wall. Then he did the same to my other leg, only he
spread them sufficiently far the chain above went taut against the
handcuffs.

“Mmmmmm,” he said.

My whole pussy was in his mouth and now his
tongue was running up and down along the line of my sex
through the crotch of my purple thong! That was rapidly
moistening the fabric as he focused himself more along the top of
my sex, and I felt my hips jerking helplessly against the wall!

He hooked a thumb under the crotch of my
thong and yanked it aside, then put his tongue directly on my
pussy. The surge of sensation was... explosive! I cried out, and my
entire body began to shudder as his tongue licked rapidly against
my clitoris!

No way could I resist that for very long! I
was twisting and grinding my buttocks against the wall, and arching
my back as the heat threatened to overwhelm me! And then it did,
and there was a tremendous surge of sensation that tore up through
my belly as my muscles spasmed convulsively!

My hips trembled and shook and my body
undulated wildly as I pulled against both his hands and the
handcuffs above! Then the orgasm faded, leaving me gasping, and
feeling... dazed.

My whole life I'd been the focus of male
desire, and my whole life (or at least the last some years) I'd
fought to be treated equally, to be respected in whatever I did. I
was simply not used to... well.. submitting to a guy and just
letting him do whatever the fuck he wanted to me!

My mind spun, trying to think of something I
could do or say which would pull me even with him in some way, but
that concern began to melt away because Caleb was just getting
started on my pussy.

He slid his big hands higher on my thighs,
until he was gripping them just below my crotch. That let his
thumbs stretch across and rub at my sex, then slowly peel me open.
His tongue then slid up and down between them, then plunged up into
me!

OMG! I gasped aloud at how thick and long and
silky soft his tongue was as he forced it deep inside me and began
to pump it in and out! I'd never felt anything quite like it
before!

Then his lips found my clitoris and began to
softly, gently, rhythmically suck against it. But only for a few
seconds. His tongue began to lap at it with long, slow licks.
Before long the licks got faster and then began to circle my
clitoris before sweeping from side to side across it.

I couldn't think of anything either clever or
rebellious or challenging to say. It was all I could do not to pant
like a nympho as his tongue roused me into another trembling
shaking sexual storm of heat and pressure!

Caleb was a big, thick man and he had a big,
thick finger. When he thrust it up inside me and increased the
speed of his licking another tremendous orgasm tore through my body
and mind and soul!

There was no way I could play it down or
pretend it wasn't intense. I lost control of my body, and pretty
much all concern about how he saw or thought of me. His big finger
pumped in and out as his tongue licked rapidly across my clitoris.
My body pulsed with heat and I twisted and arched and cried out in
helpless pleasure.

“To properly search a prisoner, you have to
do a body cavity search,” he said, a bit breathless himself.

He pulled my thong and slacks off to spread
my legs wider. His finger pushed up inside me to the knuckles and
moved around inside, then he slowly worked a second big finger up
into my pussy. He pumped them in and out, rubbing against the front
wall of my sex as he resumed licking.

Not only had my legs gone rubbery but so had
my mind. I groaned and panted and just stood there with hardly a
thought in my head other than marvel and wonder. It occurred to me
to ask if he was going to spend all day licking me, like maybe we
should be going somewhere? It was a passing thought, though, and
quickly swept away as the heat grew intense once again.

Then he slid backward, stood up, and roughly
spun me around to face the wall! I gasped in confusion, almost
stumbling, but held in place by the chain.

“Now to search a prisoner, you put them
against the wall,” he said.

He gripped my hips and jerked them back
against him.

“You make them assume the position.”

Crack! He slapped my bottom sharply,
stingingly!

“Ah!” I squealed

“Assume the position, prisoner,” he
growled.

Oh wow! Oh man!

Crack! He slapped my bottom again!

“Ow! Don't!

“Spread your legs wide, prisoner,” he
ordered.

I felt something pushing against the moist,
swollen, overheated lips of my sex, rubbing up and down, up and
down. It felt hot and warm and soft. But it wasn't – soft that is.
I felt the pressure growing, felt him pushing against me. God, he
felt big! I moaned as the pressure continued, as I began to ache.
Then I felt the lips of my sex pushing further and further apart,
stretching – straining!

His cock pushed up inside me. I was sopping
wet, but even so he had to push in and out, in and out, working his
way deeper as I gasped at the stretching and aching!

My pulse was racing wildly, though, as I felt
him forcing his way deeper and deeper. His hands gripped my thighs,
jerking them up and apart so I was on the balls of my feet, then
his cock slid slowly up into me to the balls!

I felt the head achingly deep, jammed up
against the back wall of my pussy! I was panting raggedly as he
ground himself against me, and I felt his long, thick cock shifting
and twisting inside me!

“Oh Fuck!” I cried.

His hand gripped my hair and jerked my head
back, making me cry out in pain.

“No, the word is 'sir',” he growled, leaning
in and then biting down on the nape of my neck.

He started to work in and out, then, in slow,
shallow strokes. Before long they lengthened and heat poured over
me as he thrust harder and faster. His other hand left my thigh,
rising up to fondle my breast as he kept my head pulled back by the
hair.

I had this wild, feverish sense of complete
helplessness. But not in a bad or frightening way. It was like...
like he was in complete and absolute control of me. That would
normally be something I would hate, but this time it gave me a
feverish sense of heat and hunger.

He bit down on the nape of my neck, sucking,
as his hips thrust harder, his cock plunging into me again and
again. My swollen breasts were grinding against the wall, mashed
and crushed and rubbing as my body jerked and moved to the forceful
thrusting behind me.

Every now and then he'd lean in to chew his
way along my neck, and his hands would push up to roughly fondle my
breasts while he ground his thick cock around inside me.

“I think you'll make a lovely sex slave,” he
growled, chewing on my ear.

He started to thrust harder and faster, his
hips smacking hard against my buttocks. One hand moved down to
finger my clitoris while the other jerked on my hair so he could
bury his lips and teeth in the nape of my neck!

Another orgasm tore through me and I gave
myself to it, abandoning any sense of pride or dignity or faint
hope of being his equal in this nasty, dirty little 'experiment'. I
was being taken for a ride, in a sense, and could do nothing but
try to hold on as my hips bucked and jerked and the feverish sexual
pleasure erupted within me.

*

Fucking the boss was not something I had ever
considered to be a good career move. It had always struck me as
kind of sleazy and cheap. So sitting in the car afterward in my
fancy blazer and clothes, it was hard to wrap my mind around it. On
the other hand, Caleb was the best sex I'd ever had, by quite a
ways. He was wild and carnal and passionate and explosive!

Caleb had sort of used me as his bitch both
times, and I felt kind of indignant about that – now that the
fever-heat had faded away. I was a very competitive person. On the
other hand, I'd had several powerful orgasms each time. That was an
astonishing thing given I'd never had more than one with a guy
before, and none as powerful.

I was also feeling a little sleazy. I mean, I
did occasionally sleep with guys on the first date,but I'd never
slept with a guy I'd never even dated before! And he was my boss!
Those were high on the list of slutty thing you weren't really
supposed to do.

“I thought I was supposed to have to beg,” I
said.

He glanced aside from the road ahead. “I said
I might make you beg to let you ravish my ruggedly handsome body.
As it happened, I decided to ravish you instead.”

I sniffed derisively.

“Also, I said I'd make you beg to cast your
lovely baby blues on my ruggedly masculine naked self. As you might
recall, I never allowed you to see my ruggedly masculine naked
self.”

“Shy?”

“No, you just didn't beg properly.”

“Don't hold your breath.”

He got a phone call before I could think of a
clever answer, and then stepped on the accelerator. The big SUV
pushed me back into the seat as it headed down the road, then took
a sharp turn onto Malibu Drive.

“What's up?” I asked as he put down the
phone.

“Call from a client.”

“What kind of call?”

“Uhm, probably trespassing. It usually
is.”

“What – ?”

“Does the name CC Rammer mean anything to
you?”

I shook my head. “Wait, vaguely.”

“He's a hip-hop star.”

“Okay. I'm not a fan of hip-hop.”

“Well, an awful lot of people seem to be.
Especially young girls. And they find out where he lives, and climb
the wall in hopes he wants to have sex with them.

“Lucky him. Do you think he makes them
beg?”

He smirked. “If he did I doubt they'd have a
problem with it. Fans are a whole other kind of person than you're
probably used to.”

“I'm a fan, of some stuff.”

“Fan is short for fanatic. Are you really a
fanatic about any kind of singer or actor? Would you tear off your
clothes and throw yourself at his feet and beg him to touch
you.”

“Uhm... no.”

“You'll do that for me eventually.”

“Don't count on it.”

“The idea here is not to hurt them. Rammer
doesn't want us roughing up his fans or threatening them. But he
also doesn't want to wait for the police to show up. You probably
aren't surprised that they don't consider it to be a very important
call.”

“A naked girl isn't an important call for the
police?” I asked cynically.

“This is Malibu. The beaches are full of
half-naked or naked girls. Anyway, she's not naked yet.”

I shrugged and looked at the scenery.

“Is his name really Rammer?”

“What do you think?”

“I think his name is probably Elwood
Bronstein or something.”

“Well don't ask. He's touchy about his
dignity. Likes to think of himself as a big star that everyone
admires.”

“I can see why you and he would get along
then.”

He gave me a look.

“What?”

“You know, employees who get too snotty get
punished by the boss.”

“That so?”

“Yeah. So unless you wanna be pulled across
my knee, show some respect.”

“Would this involve handcuffs again? Because
I'm getting the idea you're kind of a perve.”

“All men are perves to women. You said so
yourself.”

“I mean even above that of most men.”

“And once again, I surpass the common herd,”
he said proudly.

He turned into a driveway which had a big
gate across it and pressed a button. After a minute the gate opened
and he drove us inside. We went down a winding driveway and
stopped. Then he took out a tablet and started tapping at it. A
moment later multiple camera views showed what I figured was the
grounds around us.

“There she is,” he said, expanding one of the
little squares so it filled the screen.

There was a naked black girl there standing
in front of a big glass window dancing.

He got out of the car so I got out as well,
and followed him to the house.

“You go around that side,” he said, pointing
to the left.

I nodded and walked along the front of the
house – or was this the back – and turned the corner, headed
towards the ocean side. Tackling some naked girl wasn't high on my
list of fun things, but it was at least more variety than I got
from the hoop game on the Pier.

I wasn't hurrying, figuring to let Caleb get
there first. That was my mistake. Because as soon as she saw him
she bolted in the opposite direction. Which was MY direction. Which
meant I had to grab her. All this occurred to me in an instant as
she came running around the side of the house, big breasts
bouncing.

“Stop, security!” I said.

She ignored me, clearly intending to plow
right through me. I stepped aside and tripped her so she went
sprawling in the dirt.

“Fucking ho!” she screamed, scrambling to her
feet as best she could.

She was pretty overweight.

I kicked her in her large ass which sent her
sprawling forward on her over-sized breasts and belly again.

“That's just rude,” I said.

She started to rise again, cursing, and Caleb
came around the corner and grabbed my arm, shaking his head as the
girl ran (I'm being generous) off.

“We're not supposed to at least grab her and
lecture her?” I asked.

“Nope. Just run her off.”

“What if she's a crazed stalker?”

“Then he can change how he wants us to handle
things. So far he hasn't. Unlike the cops, we do exactly what the
client wants.”

He headed back around to the front where I
could see some black guy slouching in a big, upholstered chair by
the window. The window – the whole wall slid aside and Caleb walked
in.

“Mister Rammer,” he said.

“You chase that bitch off?”

“Seems to be the case,” Caleb said.

The black guy looked at me. He wasn't a big
guy. He was probably five and a half feet, but had long dreadlocks,
a goatee and mustache.

“Who's the blonde?”

“My new assistant, Madison.”

The guy looked me up and down kind of
insolently.

“She as hot naked as she looks?”

“I wouldn't know about that,” Caleb said.

Some guys always tried to say things to get a
rise out of you. That had sure been the case back at the Pier, and
I'd gotten used to simply pretending I couldn't hear them. Getting
into insult matches with morons was rarely productive.

Besides, I was pretty sure nobody was gonna
be impressed by his skinny, naked body so I felt kind of smugly
superior.

“Yeah, well if you let her provide some
personal services I'd pay extra,” he said with a smirk.

I continued to pretend I was deaf and kept my
face expressionless.

“That's not the sort of thing we do, Mister
Rammer. Is there anything else you need right now?”

The guy shook his head and we went back outside and around the
house.

“Dick,” I said.

“Most of them are. Arrogance comes from being
able to get whatever you want by just wanting it. I'm impressed you
kept your cool.”

“You think I didn't have at least one asshole
at the hoop game every day trying to get a rise out of me by
talking about me like that or worse?”

“Don't turn down a compliment, Mad-girl.
You'll get few from me except about your fabulous ass or gorgeous
breasts.”

I snorted in disdain and got into the
car.

“For a rich, famous guy he didn't seem all
that happy.”

“He's got an image to maintain, so he can't
ever show anything but a sort of bored, jaded arrogance.”

“That anything like you?”

“My arrogance is real, Mad-girl.”

“That I believe. And stop calling me
Mad-girl, goofball.”

“Goofball? That more disrespect for your
boss, I hear?”

“Returning the favor.”

“Ah, but you don't get to do that,
employee.”

“That don't seem very fair.”

“What about life so far strikes you as being
fair?”

I had to admit he had a point.

He got another call, and raced back up the
street to a fancy restaurant.

“The local restaurants pass around pictures
taken by their security cams of 'eat and run' types. A couple of
them just went into one of our client's restaurant.”

“So what do we do, kick them out?”

“No, we hold them for police. This is another
sort of crime the police are not going to send a car for with
sirens screaming. They'll show up eventually, but in no big
hurry.”

We parked at the Le Forain Bistro and went
inside. Caleb spoke briefly to the guy out front, then we went down
the side and into an office.

“Mister Kirkwood,” he said, shaking hands
with a middle-aged, balding guy in a black suit.

“Caleb,” the guy said

He gestured at a monitor on his desk, turning
it around. Like Caleb's tablet, this showed multiple cameras, only
these were mostly inside. He pulled one up to show a very
well-dressed couple sitting at a table eating. Then he moved to
another view, clearly from another restaurant, which showed the
same couple walking out through the door.

“These two have done the same eat and run
shtick at several local restaurants in the last couple of weeks,”
he said.

“You want us to grab them now?”

“God no. Outside. I've already called the
police.”

“You see what car they came in?”

The man went back to the camera screen and
pulled up a camera from the parking lot, then rewound it. It showed
us coming in, and other cars and people entering and leaving. We
saw the couple coming in, then rewound to see them walking around
to the side where they'd parked a blocky looking black car.

“We'll wait at their car then,” Caleb
said.

“Good, good,” the manager said.
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We went back outside and Caleb drove around
to the side, then parked the big Escalade across from the blocky
car.

“Who would buy a shitty looking car like
that?” I demanded.

“Someone who wants a cheap car,” he said.

“Nissan? I thought the Japanese made more
stylish cars.”

“Style is in the eyes of the beholder.”

It was actually called a Cube! Geeze! I bet
they didn't sell any of these in Texas!

He got out and examined the license plate,
then snorted. “Fake license.”

He knelt, then let the air out of the rear
tires of the black... Cube.

“Cops might show before they dash. But no
sense taking chances.”

“Dash?”

“Dine and dash. Also known as eat and run.
You run up a big bill and then leave without paying. Usually the
woman goes to the bathroom, then the guy orders coffee or dessert
or something, then when his waitress is gone he gets up and leaves.
By then the girl is already in the car.”

He got back into the car and picked up his
tablet, then brought up the restaurant's security cameras and
looked at the couple.

“They're not in any hurry,” he said.

“Wouldn't it be easier to just arrest them or
something?”

“The client gets what the client wants.”

“If the cops show up they'll go right
in.”

“Yup. But we're not the cops. People
surrender to the cops who might fight with us.”

“So what do we do in the meantime?”

He grinned and looked me up and down.

“You didn't get enough already?” I demanded,
feeling a little prickle of interest.

“That sort of question is not one you ought
to ask a man.”

I rolled my eyes.

“It's my job to mentor young employees, you
know.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Certain skills that might help them in their
job or maybe just in life.”

“Like suckin' the boss's dick?”

“That could be a definite advantage to your
career, Mad-girl.”

“How you figure? I could get promoted? To
what?”

“Well, we don't really have much of a
hierarchy. There's just me and then everyone else.”

“So I don't get nuthing out of it? Wait, I
thought I had to beg to see your wonderful nakedness.”

“You don't feel like begging?”

I shook my head.

“I could blindfold you then.”

That thought made my nipples tingle for some
reason.

“You really are a kinky English guy aren't
you?”

“Scotsmen have been known to get violent when
someone calls them English.”

“You mean you might go mad?”

“Are you unhappy with my pet name for
you?”

“Pet name?! Oh is that what it is!

He grinned. “Have you ever been anyone's
pet?”

“I've done some petting, if that's what you
mean.”

“Nope.”

“Is this more kinky shit?”

“Yes, quite.”

The look he gave me made my chest
tighten.

“Not interested, thanks.”

“You say that like you have a choice.”

“I don't?”

“You'll find it impossible to resist me. I'm
just too hot and sexy.”

“Uh huh. Which is why you need to handcuff
girls to have your way with em!”

“That's just to stop them interfering in my
work.”

“Ha! More like to keep them from running
away.”

“You have very long legs. I don't see you
running.”

“It's too hot out.”

“Maybe I should make your working uniform a
bikini.”

“I don't think so.”

“Yes, the more I think of it, the more I like
the idea.”

“Forget it.”

“A thong, of course. With very small
cups.”

“You keep dreaming, old man.”

“Old man?”

“You're way older than me. Like 50%
older.”

“I'm thirty-one.”

“Close enough.”

“If you continue being disrespectful I'm
going to have to discipline you, Mad-Girl.”

I gave him the finger and he took it. He was
a lot faster than I'd thought, and before I realized it he'd
grabbed my finger and was pulling it – and me, forward!

“Hey! Ow! Quit it!”

The Caddy had a sort of raised armrest
between the front bucket seats, which was for storage but covered
in padded leather. His pulling on my finger had abruptly yanked me
forward so that I was sprawled across it, and then he shifted his
grip and dragged me further so my face was pressed almost against
the outside of his left thigh, with my head jammed against the door
and my butt in the air!

“What are... you doing!?” I squealed.

He jerked my trousers and thong down and then
his hand slapped down on my butt .

Crack!

“Ow! You lunatic!”

Crack!

“Bad girl.”

“Caleb!”

Crack!

“Quit it!”

Crack!

“You have to learn to be respectful of your
master.”

Crack!

“You're not my fucking master, you
lunatic!”

I squirmed, trying to pull away, but he'd
shifted his grip to my hair behind my head, using it to pin me in
place.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad slave girl!”

Jiu-Jitsu is good for a lot of things, but I
couldn't recall any holds or kicks or blows designed for use when
you're bent over a man's lap. I got a hand back and tried a jab
into his ribs, but he was a heavily muscled man and that had less
impact than I'd hoped given my poor position. He gripped my wrist,
though, and yanked it behind me, and a moment later my wrists were
covered.

Again!

“I think I need to put you in a more
accommodating mood, slave girl.”

I felt his finger rubbing against my puckered
little back opening. It was slippery with something, and it slipped
right in! I felt a dark rush of heat spread through my mind and
then my body as his finger pushed deep!

“You pervert! You freak! You weirdo!”

Crack!

“Ow! Someone's gonna come along and see
this!”

Crack!

“The Caddy has tinted windows, slave
girl.”

He pulled his finger out of my ass and pushed
something else against it. I twisted my head up and around, though
it made my neck ache, and since my butt was elevated across the
armrest I saw him holding some kind of stainless steel object. It
was that he was pushing into my ass! It was narrow at the tip, then
just widened and widened until abruptly narrowing to nothing.

“What the fuck is that!”

Crack!

“It's a butt-plug. It's designed to sit in
your bottom so that you are at all times prepared for me to bend
you over and make use of your lovely tight ass.”

What a breathlessly outrageous idea! What
incredible gall!

“Take it out!”

Crack!

“Nonsense. You love anal sex.”

“I do not!”

Crack!

“You will once you feel my cock stuffed into
it to the balls,” he growled.

Another wild rush of heat filled me at his
words, his tone, and... and everything! I felt the thing pushing
deeper, which meant it was getting wider and wider, opening me
up!

“That hurts!”

“Nonsense.”

Crack!

“It's only going in a little ways.”

Crack!

“And it'll mean I can shove my cock up your
beautiful ass without delaying while you get used to it.”

Crack!

I felt the thing sliding deeper and deeper,
spreading me wider and wider, then it abruptly narrowed and I felt
it sort of being sucked into my body. Not all of it, though. It was
clear that a thinner part was still sticking through my opening,
with a flat round base on the outside.

“And while we're at it. I think you could use
this too,” he said.

Now his fingers rubbed up and down along my
pussy. A moment later something was pushing into me there! I
twisted my head up and around and saw what looked like a four or
five-inch long round object, like a magic marker, pushing in
between the lips of my sex. It slid in deeper, until almost all of
it was buried inside me, leaving aside a curving base which pressed
against the top of my sex – which was, of course, where my clitoris
was.

He tugged my thong back into place, then my
pants before lifting me (very easily!) and putting me back into my
seat.

“You freak! I'm gonna kick your ass the
minute you get these cuffs off me!”

“I think that highly unlikely.”

Then the thing in my pussy started to
vibrate.

I yelped and squirmed, but there wasn't a
hell of a lot I could do!

He reached over and pulled up my zipper,
clipped my pants, and then did my belt.

“If you think this is gonna change my mind,”
I gasped. “You're gonna be in for a surprise!”

“Change your mind? You're a blonde sex toy.
I'm just accommodating your nature.”

“I'm not a sex toy!” I exclaimed.

“Of course you are. You're MY blonde sex
toy,” he said with a smirk.

The possessive sound of those words were
exciting for some reason!

There wasn't much I could do about the
vibrator. It was jammed in real good, and it was having an effect
on me! I mean, I wasn't really as annoyed at him as I was
pretending to be. And my body was already thrumming with heat
before he'd turned it on. Now it was turning me on!

“Take it out!” I gasped breathlessly.

“After you have a few orgasms,” he said
calmly.

“A few!?”

“I have confidence in how responsive you are,
Slave-girl.”

The thing in my ass felt weird. It made me
feel full, but also the base pressing against the outside of me was
a constant reminder. But the vibrator thing was what was driving me
to distraction – to say the least.

“Do you always keep vibrators around!?” I
demanded. “You can't turn a girl on any other way!?”

“I'll show you tonight how many ways I have
to turn a girl on, Slave-girl.”

“Probably with me tied up!”

“Definitely,” he said smugly. “Wouldn't want
you interfering.”

I was soon dripping wet, and my entire body
was suffused with heat. I was also feeling incredibly frustrated! I
couldn't touch myself or do much of anything other than squirming
on the seat. And I didn't want him to see the effect it was having
on me so was trying not to squirm!

Then I slouched down a lot and tried to bring
my cuffed hands down under my butt the way I'd done at the
office.

Caleb gripped the collar of my jacket and
blouse and dragged me back up.

“Hey!”

“That only works if your captor isn't
watching, Slave-girl,” he said.

“Bastard!”

“Come now. Think of how much excitement
you'll have as a sex slave.”

“Ha! You mean how much excitement you'll
have!”

“That's another benefit,” he admitted.

“You couldn't – !”

I was about to insult his manliness, though
the insult was obviously unrealistic, but I never finished the
insult. His big hand closed around my throat, almost completely
enveloping it, and then he pulled me forward and around towards him
so I was again sprawled across the center console.

Only this time his lips were on mine, kissing
me passionately! His other hand was kneading my breast!

I was momentarily startled and stunned, and
then felt that voracious mouth on mine again, and was swept by a
bubbling hot sense of liquid heat spreading over my body! I moaned
into his mouth even as my breast throbbed in his hand, and even as
the vibrator buzzed inside me!

The hand around my neck shifted to my hair
and I gasped in pain as he held me sort of sideways across the
console and his body, and continued to ravish my mouth!

Now his right hand shot down between my
thighs, and I felt his fingers rubbing against the protruding
vibrator – rubbing it against me in turn!

The orgasm followed swiftly and I trembled
and shook, my hips bucking and grinding and rolling against his
fingers as the orgasm tore through my nervous system!

He kept rubbing and kissing me right through
the orgasm, until I went limp in his arms. Then he heaved me back
into my seat and I groaned, not needing to open my eyes to know he
had a smug look on his face.

“See? Obviously you're a sex maniac,” he
said.

“Bastard,” I groaned.

“That's only insulting my mum. You shouldn't
do that. It's quite rude.”

He turned the vibrator off, but only for a
minute, then he turned it on again, ignoring my curses. He spent
the next minutes amusing himself by turning it on and off – which
turned me on and off! Then he stopped and his eyes were caught by
the tablet.

“Ah, action.”

He turned off the vibrator, then pulled me
forward and removed the handcuffs.

“Fucker!” I gasped, sitting up and glaring at
him.

He ignored me, staring at the tablet. I
looked over too and saw the woman, a blonde in a blue dress, walk
away from the table.

“Let's see if she just goes to the bathroom
or makes her way outside.”

A minute later the blonde went out to the
car, got in, and started the engine. She didn't appear to notice
both rear tires were deflated. She looked around nervously, but
couldn't see us in the Cadillac because of the tinting.

A minute later the guy came out. He was about
mid-twenties, tanned, with short, curly brown hair, wearing a gray
suit. He didn't look nervous so much as gleeful.

“He sure looks happy,” I said, still
glowering at him, and still, frankly, dripping wet.

My body was still flushed and overheated
too!

“He thinks he just got another free meal and
those dummies at the restaurant can't do anything about it,” Caleb
replied. “Young guys, they tend to think they're a lot smarter than
everyone else.”

“Ha! Only young guys?”

“They think they've discovered something
nobody else has. Usually it just means they think they can ignore
the rules that the 'normals' go by because, you know, they're so
cool.”

“You've got your judgy pants on, don't
you?”

He snorted. “I'm a judgmental bastard,
Slave-girl. Don't forget it, either or I'll turn your beautiful ass
red.”

The guy got into the passenger side and the
car pulled out of the parking spot. It didn't get far before it
stopped. The guy got out, no longer smirking and happy, and gaped
at the sight of the tires, then looked around wildly.

“He looks a lot more nervous now,” I said,
combing my disheveled hair back out of my face with my fingers.

“Yep.”

He got back in and the car continued forward,
slowly.

“Where's he think he's going with two flat
tires?” I asked.

He pulled out, slowly, onto the road, then
went up a half block and pulled into another parking lot. We
followed sedately.

“This is way better than a high-speed
pursuit,” Caleb said.

He picked up the phone.

“Mister Kirkwood. Your dine and dash couple
found their tires were flat, but they drove up the street to the
Burger King and are stopped there. They'll probably call a tow
truck. Okay, thanks.”

He hung up.

“He'll direct the cops here when they
show.”

He parked and we watched as the guy in the
suit crouched next to each tire, then stood up, waving his arms
wildly at the blonde in the dress.

“He doesn't seem very happy,” I said.

“My heart bleeds.

“Find another guy, honey,” I said, watching
the anguished blonde.

“Maybe what she needs is a good spanking,”
Caleb said.

I turned and stared at him. “You got a thing
about spanking girls, don't you?”

He gave me a wide, contented grin that made
me a bit anxious but also made my lower belly throb and churn. He
might be a pervert but God he sure knew what to do with his hands –
when he wasn't spanking me. Not to mention his lips.

“What if the tow truck comes first?” I
asked.

“We'll know where the tow truck goes.”

The police showed up first instead. He got
out of the car, and a moment later I followed, a little nervous,
not sure how it was going to feel with these... things in me. As it
turned out it felt fairly normal.

He strolled over as the sheriff's car stopped
behind the couple and a slim, Hispanic deputy got out to talk to
the driver – which was now the guy in the suit.

“I don't know what you're talking about! We
were never at another restaurant!” the guy was exclaiming as we
came up. “We came here to eat!”

“Paulo,” Caleb said.

The deputy looked at him and nodded. “This
your guy?”

Caleb nodded and the guy in the car looked at
him in confusion.

“Who the hell are you?” he demanded.

“You stole from one of the restaurants I work
for, sonny,” Caleb said. “That wasn't a good idea.”

The deputy opened the car.

“Out,” he said.

The guy got out, looking sullen now, and the
deputy put him up against the car, his hands on the roof as he
spread his legs to be searched.

“Remind you of anything?” Caleb whispered in
my ear.

I flushed and thumped my elbow into his
chest.

“It was just a joke!” the guy exclaimed.
“I'll pay!”

“Yep. You will, with a criminal record,”
Caleb said.

“But I have money! I'll pay you for the
meal!”

“That's not what my client wants. My client
wants you arrested.”

Caleb pointed at the rear of the Cube and got
the deputy's attention.

“Fake license plate,” he said.

Caleb turned back to me. “That means he can't
claim it was a spur of the moment idea. He planned it. Makes for a
higher charge.”

Another Sheriff car pulled up and another
deputy got out, this time a large, round faced guy. He came over to
help the first deputy, and they got the blonde out of the car. She
looked very distressed, like this was definitely not something she
had much experience with.

“All fun and games till you get caught,”
Caleb said.

“Mister Judgy Pants,” I said.

“Wait till I judge you tonight, Slavegirl,”
he said.

I tried to elbow him again and the vibrator
started buzzing. I gasped and my thighs clamped instinctively
together.

“Stop that!”

“Stop what?” he asked innocently.

He dealt with some paperwork the deputies had
while I stood there trying desperately to show no reaction to the
vibrator buzzing away inside me. Of course, if it was just inside
that would have been easier. That little hook part which pressed
against my clitoris made that more difficult!

There was traffic going by on the highway so
I wasn't really afraid they'd hear anything. But my heart was
beating faster and faster, and my pulse was racing. My muscles kept
squeezing down around the vibrator, and I was getting breathless
with tension and sexual pressure.

Finally I edged back and went back to the
car, intending to get in and masturbate.

The fucker used his key fob to lock the doors
just as I got there! Oh I was so gonna get him!

I glared at him and he smiled then turned
back to the cops.

I did my best to not squirm too obviously as
I stood next to the car, but I'm sure anyone watching would have
thought I needed to go to the bathroom.

Finally he came over to the car, and unlocked
it halfway there. I yanked open the passenger door and got in,
slamming it behind me. I undid the belt and opened my pants and
then shoved my hand down inside even as he opened his door and got
in.

“What on earth are you doing?” he demanded as
if shocked.

“Fuck you!” I moaned, my fingers rubbing
furiously at my clitoris.

I came an instant later, my back arching as
the sexual pleasure tore through me like an electrical current! I
knew I was putting on a show for him but by that time I didn't
fucking care! The sexual pressure had built up to a point nothing
else mattered but getting my release!

I moaned and arched back, my head almost
going across the tall backrest as my hips ground against my
fingers. The orgasm held me in its grip like a crackling electrical
overload until it finally eased and left me gasping and
drained.

“You're going to love being my slave girl,”
he said.

“Asshole,” I groaned weakly.

“That's not nice. I shall have to teach you
more respect for authority once I begin your training.”
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Caleb lived in a low, ramshackle looking
building on the edge of Zuma Canyon road. It didn't look like much
on the outside, especially compared to the mansions we'd seen that
day. It wasn't in Malibu, though, but just to the north.

We got out and I followed him inside with a
mixture of anticipation and anxiety. I reminded myself we still
hadn't even had a date but that seemed kind of pointless. We'd
gotten to know each other more in the last couple of days than any
number of dates was likely to accomplish.

Once I got inside I was surprised at how nice
the place was! I mean, it was long and low, with an open
floor-plan, at least for the kitchen, dining room and living room.
They were all high quality and large. It was neat and tidy, with a
very masculine air to it.

The furniture was buttoned dark brown leather
and dark polished wood. The kitchen was done in black and white,
with a granite counter and stylish tiled floor. The dining room had
a glass and steal table with padded leather seats. And the view was
of the canyon out a very big window and an equally large set of
patio doors.

“The kitchen,” he said. “You'll be spending a
lot of time there cooking my meals.”

I sniffed.

He led me down a hall into the bedroom. Of
course it had a big four-poster bed, but also another big window
with a view of the canyon spread out around and below. It also
showed there was a pool out back.

“I guess being a private cop pays well,” I
said.

“The rich are willing to pay for top
service,” he said. “And they generally give good stock tips.”

He pointed at the bed. “My bed. You'll be
spending a lot of time there pleasing me sexually.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Don't you ever stop?”

“Just letting you know what slave girls lives
are like.”

“Uh-huh. So do you have like a torture
chamber like that other guy had?”

“No. I'm not that into torture. I can
discipline a girl fairly easily by applying my hand to the seat of
the problem.”

“What if she kicks you in the balls?”

“Then she probably wouldn't get my cock
inside her for a while, which would not seem to be something she'd
really be happy with.”

The vibrator started buzzing and I sniffed as
I looked at him. Then I undid the belt and opened my pants. I
jerked them down and reached between my legs to pull the vibrator
out. I straightened up quickly as he came over and then my hands
were on his chest as he gripped the lapels of my jacket and jerked
them back over my shoulders – then down halfway to pin my arms to
my sides.

“Did I give you permission to take that out?
Slave-girl?” he asked softly.

I felt a powerful pulse of heat and
excitement.

“I... don't need your permission!” I
gulped.

“That's where you're wrong...
Slave-girl.”

He kissed me again. There wasn't a lot I
could do to stop him given my pants were around my ankles and the
blazer had trapped my arms at my sides. Besides, I didn't want to.
He was an amazing kisser, and I was soon more than slightly dazed,
forgetting what I had been about to do and most of my objection to
the way he was acting.

I didn't protest when he unbuttoned my blouse
and pushed it back over my shoulders, then let it and my jacket
fall behind me, nor when he picked me up to yank my pants and
panties off. The way he was able to pick me up so easily, to
manhandle me so effortlessly, was, quite frankly, really
impressive.

As in way down low in my belly impressive. As
in very much a turn-on! I might normally be competitive but I
appreciated a man with strength. So I wasn't about to resist, even
when he picked me up again and dropped me on the bed, then strapped
my wrists to the head-posts! He yanked my ankles down and apart, so
my body was taut against the straps, then strapped them apart,
too.

He sat down beside me and ran his big hand
over my body, kneading my breasts as I looked up at him with a
mixture of defiance and excitement.

A moment later he leaned over me, grasping my
hair and suddenly jerking my head back – suddenly enough to make me
gasp as he tugged painfully at my hair. I had a moment to see what
looked like a dildo but was actually only the head of what would
have been a very thick cock pushed into my mouth. It might have had
an inch or two of shaft behind it, but that was all.

But it was attached to a kind of leather pad
that covered my mouth completely, and which he strapped behind my
head.

I glared at him now, though my chest was
tightening, which was making my breathing more ragged. This was all
so beyond my experience, and my body was thrumming with sexual
tension!

He patted my cheek softly and grinned. Then
he placed a silk blindfold over my eyes, leaving me helpless to
even know what he was up to!

Music came on, a deep, rich stereo, some kind
of instrumental thing, then nothing for a minute or more as I lay
there spreadeagled and helpless! My heart beat faster and my pulse
raced as I tried to figure out what he was likely to do next!

I felt his weight on the bed, then I felt
something... liquid... pouring slowly onto my chest. A moment later
his hands began to spread some kind of warm oil over my breasts,
fingers kneading my tender flesh softly, gently, skilfully, then
rolling and rubbing and massaging my nipples until they burned and
throbbed eagerly.

His hands moved slowly downward from there,
spreading warm oil over my lower chest and belly and abdomen, then
down along my thighs. His fingers moved to my sex, delicately
caressing it, gliding lightly along the line of my sex, then
pressing in harder, sliding in between and easing them apart.

One hand ran up my body and over my breast
again while the other fingered my sex and slid slowly inside,
coated in oil. It dipped in again and again, but didn't go far,
just far enough to stroke back and forth along the outer wall of my
sex, up behind my clitoris.

Meanwhile other fingers rubbed on my
clitoris, moving up and down, then in circles, then from side to
side, varying how soft or hard.

Honestly, I'd been fingered by guys in the
past, but never anything like this! And there was nothing for me to
do but just lay there and listen to the music and feel what he was
doing.

The thrum of sexual tension was becoming more
and more intense, the heat filling my body as he continued. I
moaned low in my throat, feeling my lips wrapped around the... cock
thing in my mouth, staring up at nothing through the blindfold.

He stopped. For long seconds he didn't touch
me at all, though I hadn't felt him move off the bed or anything.
Then I felt something, a sharp little stinging prickle of...
something against my breast! It was the strangest sensation!

It was like... like, being pricked by a pin –
no two! Only imagine it was continuous, moving slowly down and
around my breast and then across my chest to the other one so that
I moaned and twisted against the restraints.

It didn't exactly hurt, but I couldn't
imagine what it was! He was holding something, something that he
was running lightly across my breasts. I winced as it rolled right
over my nipple, with the prickles pressing in closely on either
side of it. Then it rolled back... and that's what it was doing, I
realized. It was rolling, like a wheel. The term 'pinwheel' came to
me from somewhere.

It slid down my body, slowly, curving and
twisting, and I gasped at the sensations, twisting against the
restraints as it moved lower and lower. It rolled down on the
outside of my labia, and my hips twisted and bucked. Then it rolled
along my inner thighs before sliding up directly along the line of
my sex!

I was straining even more against the
restraints as it seemed to roll back and forth on either side of my
clitoris! Then it rolled back up again, up across my breasts,
making me wince and gasp and curse and moan.

It disappeared and his hands replaced it,
stroking and caressing and massaging my breasts, which soon forgot
about the pins. His hands moved lower again and what felt like two
fingers pushed into me a couple of inches, stroking as he stroked
my clitoris.

The orgasm surged up within me and I cried
out into the gag, straining against the bonds holding me, my back
arching as the power of it made my muscles spasm and nerve endings
crackle and sputter wildly.

He kept rubbing me all through it, then
paused, and again I felt nothing for long seconds. His fingers
began to pluck at my nipples, then to pinch and twist them, making
them hot and throbbing. Then something closed on first one nipple,
then the other, squeezing tighter and tighter until they
burned!

His fingers massaged my body again, then
began to finger me once more. The fingers which slid into me pushed
deeper, this time, all the way to the knuckles. And he had long
fingers! I moaned and gasped and writhed as the sexual pressure
grew deeper and more intense.

Another orgasm ripped through me, leaving me
gasping and breathless, my body going limp there on the bed.

He didn't stop, though. Now his tongue began
to lick me, and I moaned weakly, staring into blackness as the new
sensations rippled up through my nervous system. Another orgasm
swept through me, and then a fourth, leaving me gasping and
dazed.

It was then that something thick penetrated
me. It had to be him. It felt about the right thickness, and I
groaned as it pushed deep into my belly. He started to thrust in
and out with long, steady strokes, and then he reached out and
tugged at the things clamped to my nipples – which were apparently
linked together somehow.

He tugged up gently, but repeatedly, just
enough to make me gasp and wince as my sore, throbbing nipples felt
fresh little jolts of heat. They burned even more, but the sharp
stings as he tugged on them made my breasts throb.

He was naked now. I could feel his bare
thighs against me as he thrust into me, but I still couldn't see a
thing, could only experience the flood of sensation!

He tugged harder on my nipples, then a hand
came down, or a thumb, and began to rub my clitoris. Jesus God the
man knew his way around a woman's body! The sensations from down
there redoubled, and combined with the wild thrill of what was
happening to push me over the edge again!

He was not finished.

He drew himself out of my pussy and pushed
something else into me, something just as thick and long, but...
harder. It was a vibrator, and I shuddered as it made contact with
my hypersensitive clitoris!

He unstrapped my ankles and lifted them up
and back sharply, then he pulled the butt plug out of my ass and I
felt his oily cock pushing against my back opening! I moaned as it
slowly sank into me. He pushed my knees back against my chest,
leaning into them as his cock slid deeper.

His hands slid down to my ankles, forcing
them back over my head, tilting my ass upward. I felt him do
something, leaning forward above me, then my ankles were being held
in place, attached to the headboard somehow.

He pushed harder, his cock sinking into my
ass, then began to grind the vibrator against me as he tugged
harder on my nipples! The deeper his cock sank into my body, the
more incredible and wild and thrilling and outrageous it all
felt!

A sexual fever was gripping my mind, and all
I could do was lay there and bask in the raw heat as he buried his
big cock in my aching belly, then began to thrust. I came after the
second stroke, trembling and shaking and crying out into the gag as
he drove his cock achingly deep in my belly, ground the vibrator
against my clitoris, and made my nipples burn!

I was being reduced to the status of mindless
animal, which was a little scary, but given the torrid heat
gripping me I couldn't really bring myself to care all that much.
The sensations were flooding through my body and all I could do was
lay there and absorb them.

*

I was too drained to do much as he pulled me
into a shower. I had lost count of how many orgasms I'd had. My
stomach ached from all the spasming. My nipples were still hot and
throbbing too. I didn't have a lot to say as he soaped me up. This
was all very new to me.

I mean, I'd done literally nothing. I'd just
been like a body for him to manipulate. It sure wasn't very
romantic – but then again little of the sex I'd had had been what
I'd term romantic anyway. This had at least been incredibly
exciting.

But since I'd done nothing and he'd done so
much, and had given me such an incredible sexual thrill ride, it
left me sort of feeling in his debt, obligated to him. Usually
after sex it's the guy who's incredibly grateful, not me!

And I don't like being in anyone's debt.

I looked him up and down.

“I didn't beg,” I said.

He snorted. “I'll make you beg later.”

“So this is that rugged, masculine body?”

He flexed a muscle.

“You don't think so?”

It was, of course. And he obviously knew it.
But his ego was so high right then I was looking for a way to pop
it, and failing. Denying the obvious was just silly.

“You don't want much participation from the
girls you have sex with, do you,” I said.

“Can you give lap dances? I like lap dances,”
he replied in amusement.

He turned off the water, then turned me
around and wrung my hair out before sliding the shower open and
pulling down a big bath-towel.

“I couldn't dance to save my life right now,”
I groaned.

“Oh, I bet you could.”

He gave me the towel, so at least I was
allowed to do that by myself! Then he reached past me and
got another for himself.

“You should consider taking up pole dancing,”
he said. “Not only great exercise, but great visual appeal to
men.”

“You mean to you.”

“Well, I am a man.”

“You just want me to do stripteases for
you.”

“Well, I am a man.”

I sniffed and brushed at my hair, then picked
up the hairdryer on the counter.

He grinned and moved behind me, then picked
up the collar and brought it to my neck.

“What – are you doing?” I asked.

“I like you in this.”

I mean, we were finished, right? I couldn't
take much more sex!

But I let him buckle the collar around my
neck, then put the leather restraints around my wrists.

“Oh yes. I almost forgot,” he said.

He bent me forward and I gasped as I felt
something pressing against my back opening, something cool and
metallic!

“Caleb!”

“I told you earlier you're to wear it at all
times, Slave-girl.”

I gulped as I felt it sliding into me,
spreading me wide, and then sinking in to the base.

“You are such a pervert!” I exclaimed.

Crack! He slapped my bottom, then left
me alone to finish brushing my hair, bemused and staring at myself
in collar and restraints.

Kinky guy but boy, he sure knew his way
around a girl's body!

I turned my back to the mirror and examined
the thing. It looked sort of like a coin pressed against my body
over my little back entrance. I could feel it inside me, and
despite all that I'd just gone through felt a little ripple of
erotic interest.

I posed for myself and shook my head. I was
used to thinking I was hot, but this image was... new and kind of
intriguing.

There was nothing for me to wear but the damp
towel, but I decided to just wear nothing. I found him in the
kitchen, and gave him a cocky look.

“You look very hot in those,” he said.

“I know.”

Hey, if he could act arrogant, so could
I.

He spun me around and pulled my wrists
together behind me, then locked them that way before letting me
go.

“What – !? Caleb!”

He raised an eyebrow as he turned back to the
counter and finished making himself a coffee. Then he picked it up
and headed into the living room.

I followed, feeling... odd. I mean, I
wouldn't have thought it possible to feel aroused so soon after
that incredible sexual performance of his, but I was at the least
feeling very, very sexual and... intrigued, as I said, curious
about what he'd do next.

“I'm getting hungry,” I said.

The doorbell rang.

“Speak of the devil,” he said, getting
up.

I gasped and jumped up, as well, scurrying to
the bathroom! I wasted some time there trying to pull my wrists
down under my butt, which was very hard if you weren't laying down,
and then lay down to do it. Before I could he opened the door and
looked down at me.

“What are you up to?”

“Trying to get these off!” I exclaimed.

“Why? It was just Uber eats.”

I glared up at him and he reached down,
gripped my arm and pulled me to my feet.

He pulled me out of the bathroom and over to
the bedroom, and there took a strap and clipped it to the back of
the collar, then lifted my wrists up past the small of my back and
clipped the restraints there.

“Come eat,” he said, heading down the
hall.

I followed, watching him closely. I was
feeling a little irritated, a little excited, and a little weird
overall. Walking around naked in front of a guy was not something I
did much of. Doing it tied up was completely new.

He had brought the food into the living room
and spread the containers out over the big coffee table.

“How am I supposed to eat with my hands
behind my back?” I asked.

I had a sneaking suspicion and his smirk kind
of confirmed it.

“Kneel there,” he said, pointing next to the
table.

I knelt, folding myself back on my heels,
feeling my chest tightening as he opened containers.

“Forgot something,” he said.

He got up and hurried from the room, then
came back as I was leaning in to try and see what was in the
containers.

He had the black scarf, and before I knew
what he was up to I was blindfolded again!

“Caleb!”

“You don't need to see, Slave-girl.”

“You're such a perve!” I said, have accusing,
half admiring.

“I'll feed you.”

“What if I don't like it!?”

“You'll like it. Your master commands you
to.”

I rolled my eyes, which was pretty
ineffective under the blindfold.

“Open your mouth and stick out your
tongue.”

I stuck my tongue out at him.

“Not like that or you'll get a spanking.”

“You want me to let you put whatever you want
into my mouth!?”

“That's an interesting way of putting it,” he
said.

I flushed. “You know what I mean.”

“Yes. Trust me.”

I tsked, but put that way I pretty much had
to.

“Open your mouth.”

I did, reluctantly, and he slid something
into it with his fingers.

“Close your mouth,” he said.

I closed my lips around his fingers, and then
he slid them out, leaving... what the fuck was it, behind? I chewed
slowly, experimentally. It was some kind of beef, I thought.

“What is this?” I asked after swallowing.

“Just eat. Your master will tell you what he
thinks you need to know.”

I rolled my eyes again.
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I not only spent the evening naked and in
restraints, but I slept that way. I complained, but not terribly.
The idea was irritating but still held that thread of dark heat.
Imagine going to sleep in a collar, naked with your wrists bound
behind you! Yowee!

The next day he drove me to my place to
dress, and suggested I move closer, then we headed off for me to
find out more about what this weird job was all about.

I was sure getting to know him a lot faster
than I ever had with another guy. I mean, I had spent all day with
him yesterday, then all evening and night, and now was going to
spend all day with him again, just the two of us.

He was pretty laid back, and I wasn't sure
where his desire to be in complete control in sex came from. Still,
it was sure exciting!

We had just stopped for coffee when his
computer started beeping. He got back in and looked at it, then
waved at me to get back in. I climbed back into the monster of an
SUV and he backed neatly and quickly out of the tight parking spot
he'd found, turned, and accelerated rapidly out to the road.

“What's up?”

“Burglar alarm.”

“We answer those?”

He turned and looked at me in surprise. “Of
course!”

“Okay. You've spent a lot more time molesting
me than teaching me.”

“Molesting?”

“It seemed to be a close enough word.”

“Want me to stick that vibrator back in?”

“No! It's bad enough you insisted I wear the
butt-plug. What happens if we get in an accident and I have to go
to a hospital?”

“They'll find out you like anal sex.”

“I don't like anal sex! YOU like anal
sex!”

“I like all sex.”

“So is this dangerous?”

“Not usually. The kind of person who breaks
into a mansion is not generally the same sort that breaks into
regular people's houses. It's not some crackhead with a crowbar.
Usually we get a more experienced class of burglar up here. They
know that carrying weapons is liable to change a six-month sentence
to six years so usually don't.”

“Wouldn't a more experienced burglar be able
to disarm your alarm system?”

“My alarm system?” He looked at me like I was
crazy.

“Your systems are perfect?”

“Most burglars who are good enough to disarm
an alarm – and that's a minority – are familiar with the
cookie-cutter systems that come from alarm companies, or maybe the
ones from Best Buy. We mostly put a dual system in place. We put in
the basic things everyone expects, which burglars will look for,
and then add a second line of alarms much harder to spot or
disarm.”

“Do you get a lot of burglaries?”

“No. Most people know not to mess with rich
people. They have the money to do security right. Most of them have
security companies too. And security companies like mine have a lot
faster response time than the police. Especially to burglar alarms.
So many of them are false alarms the police don't put much priority
on answering them.”

“So this could be a false alarm?”

“Possibly, but unlikely. Like I said, we have
much better systems.”

This was another gated house. Caleb punched
in an overrode code and then pulled the truck a little way up the
driveway before stopping. He closed the gates, then opened the
glove compartment and took out a pair of small radios, turning one
on and handing one to me.

“Press the button to talk.”

I nodded and slipped it into my pocket.

He grabbed a shotgun and got out of the
car.

“You know how to use one of these?”

“Uh... yes,” I said slowly.

He handed me the shotgun and I examined
it.

“I thought you said they usually don't have
weapons.”

“They usually don't. But usually isn't always
and like I said before, people take you more seriously with
weapons. When someone holding a shotgun orders you to freeze,
you're a lot more likely to freeze.”

I couldn't argue with that.

“Just don't shoot anyone you don't have to.
As in, we're not allowed to kill people running away, or calling us
names.”

“Can I just wound em?”

“You circle around. I'll let you in the back.
If anyone comes out point the gun and tell them – .”

“Freeze?”

“Yeah.”

I sure couldn't argue this was as boring as
selling balls! My heart was thumping as I moved around the side of
the house, eyeing doors and windows. I reached the corner of the
house and peeked around it. As I had suspected, the whole rear of
the house was one huge glass wall. Well, if you have a view of the
Pacific and lots of money, why not?

Fortunately the sun was still east of us,
which put the first dozen yards of the patio in the shadows and let
me see through the window more easily. I passed some sort of den or
office, then an exercise room, both empty. The next room was a
living room, and I saw Caleb coming through it to the door. He
pressed a button and the whole wall slid aside.

“Wait here. You can watch the front door and
the stairs from here.”

I nodded, and stood anxiously just inside the
house, shotgun in hand, my eyes flicking around.

Caleb explored the rest of the first floor,
disappearing at times. He emerged from a doorway and headed for the
stairs, waving me forward. I walked across the huge living room to
join him at the foot of the stairs.

“You stay at the head of the stairs when we
get up there.”

I nodded and followed him up. I knew he had a
gun but he didn't have it out. And he seemed more relaxed than I
was. Well, he'd probably done a lot more of these.

“Watch left,” he said, as he reached the
top.

He turned right and started checking rooms
while I kept watch on the corridor and doorways to the left. I
didn't see any movement, and reminded myself to get my finger off
the trigger – where it kept trying to migrate. It had been drilled
into me by my dad that you never put your finger on a trigger till
you were going to shoot.

“Come out of there,” I heard Caleb say in a
firm voice

I gasped and swung the shotgun back to the
right, but then swung it left again, though my concentration was
divided. I heard some sounds coming from the left, and even his
voice, though it was too quiet to make out what he said.

“Caleb?” I called.

“Everything's fine. Just watch the
floor.”

I waited impatiently and a minute later he
marched a short, skinny Hispanic guy out of a room and up the
corridor to me. The guy was probably in his twenties, and looked
sullen with his hands cuffed behind him.

“Sit there,” he ordered, shoving him down on
the floor against the wall in front of me.

“Feet out, legs spread wide.”

He kicked his legs out.

“Watch him,” Caleb said as he moved to the
right to check out more rooms.

The burglar looked at me, and looked at the
shotgun.

“Don't even think about it,” I said. “I
wouldn't even need the shotgun.”

He sneered but didn't say anything.

I heard a voice from the left and turned to
stare there, but turned right back when the guy moved his legs.

“Did anyone tell you to move?”

“I can move if I want to!”

“You can get the butt of this shotgun in the
face if I want to.”

He glowered at me but held still as Caleb
talked to someone else in another room, then marched another
mid-twenties Hispanic guy back to us, sitting him next to the first
one.

“Watch them.”

“How many you think are in here?” I
asked.

“That's why we look. So we don't have to
ask.”

He went back to continue searching. The two
guys sitting in front of me looked at me, and the first one pulled
his legs in so his knees were bent and his feet were flat on the
floor.

“Put your legs out,” I said.

“Fuck you.”

“I can break your knee like that real easy,
you know, little man.”

He cursed at me in Spanish. I cursed him back
in Spanish. He scrambled up and I lunched forward and rammed the
butt of the shotgun into his belly. He gurgled and collapsed
forward over the gun even as I jerked back. He fell back to his
knees, gasping for breath, face against the floor.

“Everything okay back there?” Caleb
called.

“Yep. Me and the boys were just talking about
Texas.”

“We ain't California,” I growled at them. “We
ain't kind or caring about crooks, and don't mind shootin' em' down
like rabid dogs. Comprende?”

“Si,” the other one said.

The first one was still gasping for breath,
and looked like he might throw up.

Caleb came back and looked at them sourly,
then took out a cell phone and called the LA County Sheriff to tell
them we were holding two at gunpoint.

He hung up and grinned at me. “Another use
for guns. They speed up the sheriff's office whenever they're
involved.”

He dragged the one I'd hit to his feet by the
arm, snapping his fingers at the other one.

“We'll bring them out to the SUV. The client
doesn't want the cops tramping through his house more than they
have to.”

We brought them back downstairs, with me
bringing up the rear with the shotgun. I saw the second guy had his
hands held together with some sort of twist tie, but he seemed
resigned to his fate and wasn't pulling against it.

Caleb got another pair of handcuffs out of
the truck, though, and replaced them before sitting them both down
and opening the gate. He took the shotgun from me and put it back
into the truck. About five minutes later the first sheriff's deputy
arrived and got out of his car, putting gloves on.

Caleb dealt with him, showing him his ID, and
the deputy went over and pulled the first of them to his feet, then
led him over to his car and began to search him. Another car
arrived with a second deputy, then a third. The two were searched,
questioned briefly, then put in the back of the black and
whites.

I just watched it all. It was real
interesting compared to the pier.

Then one of the deputies came over to talk to
me. He asked me my name and for my security license number. I got
it out of my pocket and showed him and he wrote the number down. I
was a bit nervous he would ask about a gun permit but he never
mentioned it.

“Now your partner said that one of them tried
to get away and you hit him with the butt of a shotgun,” he said.
“Is that what happened?”

“They were both sat down with their legs
straight out. They were told to keep them that way, since its
harder to stand up, right?”

He nodded.

“That one drew his legs in so his feet were
flat on the floor and cursed at me when I told him to put them out
straight again, then he jumped up to his feet and pushed off from
the wall and I drove the butt into his belly.”

“Was he threatening you?”

“He jumped up to his feet and started towards
me. I didn't stop to ask if he was lookin' for a kiss or
something.”

He grinned and wrote that down in his
notebook.

“He's lucky anyways.”

“Come again?”

“My first thought was to swing it up into his
nuts.”

He laughed and winced.

“They probably call that police brutality
when you do it.”

“Yeah, we're not allowed to do that,” he
said. “Nothing stopping you, though.”

They drove the two away and Caleb closed the
gate, then we went back inside to check the place over. Caleb found
the window they'd come through and called someone to come fix it,
and we walked around to record damage. That was mostly a lot of
stuff pulled willy-nilly from drawers and cupboards and tossed on
the floor.

“What do you think they were after?” I
asked.

“Jewelry,” he said. “Found a pile of it in a
bag on the master bedroom bed. “Also anything small and electronic
and expensive like cameras and phones, or guns. They're always easy
to sell. I don't think this pair were the level to be stealing
artworks or anything like that. You need to recognize what you're
taking and have a fence for that sort of thing. But you can sell a
Rolex any number of places.”

We finished up and headed back to the car,
and then back to get coffee.

“That was fun,” I said, pleased.

“You just say that because you got to hit
someone.”

“Well, there is that. At least I hit him
proper instead of smacking his ass, which is what YOU seem to like
so much.”

“Only really nice asses,” he said.

“Maybe I should smack your ass.”

“That would be a mistake.”

“Think I couldn't take you, big man?”

He smiled and shook his head.

“That deputy had the hots for you.”

“What? Which deputy?”

“The first one.”

“I didn't even talk to him.”

“He wanted your name and whether you were
married or seeing anyone and told me how lucky I was to get to ride
around with you all day.”

“Huh, well, he's right.”

“I wonder how he would have reacted if I told
him you had a butt-plug so that beautiful ass of yours was ready
for my cock any time I wanted it.”

I felt my face flush. “Probably called you
out for bragging – and lying.”

“Yeah, I'll have to get pictures next
time.”

“Not gonna happen.”

“Maybe videos.”

“I don't do porn.”

“I told you, slave girls don't make
decisions.”

“And I told you I'm not a slave girl, you
pervert.”

“Ah, but you want to be.”

“Not hardly.”

He turned off at another gate along the
highway, reached out, and coded it open, then drove through.

“This is Villa Contala. It's a true mansion,
unlike the beach houses we've already seen.”

“Doesn't anyone live in these places?”

“Of course. But you're talking small families
or just individuals, and lots of money, which means they travel a
lot. Some of the celebrities, for example, can be off shooting a
movie for months, or on tour for the same length of time. And
they're not even the really rich. To the really rich, their Malibu
house is just one of many, and they move around. The owner of this
one is in France right now.”

We got out and I saw what he meant about it
being a real mansion. This wasn't on the beach but on the hills
above, and had way more land. It was a Spanish style villa, and had
a gorgeous view of the ocean, and landscaping that looked like it
was modeled on Versailles.

“How many gardeners does this place have?” I
asked wonderingly, looking out over all the spiraling hedges and
flower beds.

“They send a team in every two days when the
owner is away to do weeding and trimming. I think there's six or
seven men on the team.”

“Not a very big pool,” I observed, looking at
an oblong pool of water along a flat stretch of grass.

“That's not a pool. That's just a pond and
fountain,” he said, flicking on a switch.

Water sprayed up out of the pool in several
places to fall back again

We walked along the path which led along the
edge of the hills and came upon the actual pool, a huge thing with
a pool house done up like a Roman temple bigger than most people's
houses.

“This is the outside pool. There's an inside
pool, as well.”

He led me into what I had thought was the
pool house and it had another pool in it, this one done up like a
Roman bath. The ceiling had skylights all along it, and the walls
and ceiling were done up like the interior of a European palace,
with three rows of chandeliers hanging from above.

“I think I understand how these people can
afford to hire their own police,” I said, looking around.

“Chump change to them,” he said.
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I looked at him warily when we turned into
the beach house which was owned by the porn video guy.

“And what are we doing here?” I asked.

“I check it frequently.”

“I'll bet.”

“You suspect ulterior motives?”

“With you? Definitely.”

We walked in and he looked around, as he had
before. That included the 'torture chamber', which I have to admit
I felt new interest in given the kinky bondage shit he'd involved
me in – and how hot that had been.

“Where do you even get stuff like this made?”
I asked, looking at all the weird frameworks and posts.

“There are a lot of people interested in this
sort of thing – .”

“Ha!” I said, looking at him.

“And some of them have a lot of money.”

He came up behind me and put his arms around
me, then his hands slid up to cup my breasts through my blouse.

“Aren't we working?” I gulped.

“Yes, but we're mandated a certain number of
breaks by the state of California.”

“I doubt the owner expects you to use his
toys,” I said.

“What he doesn't know won't hurt me.”

We turned around, and we kissed, and, well,
like I said, he's a very good kisser. I didn't object very
strenuously when he started to undress me. I was wary of what he
intended to try, but filled with a sense of dark anticipation,
too.

He put the collar and leather restraints on
me again, as my chest tightened and my body began to thrum with
excitement. He led me over to the side of the room where there was
a low, round pedestal about eight inches across. I had no idea what
its purpose was but he made me stand over it, with my legs spread
to either side, then strapped my ankles in place!

He kissed the backs of my hands and raised
them up and out to either side to chain them in place above me.
That left me spreadeagled, as I was in bed the other night, only
standing up! And if that wasn't enough to make my body crackle with
sexual electricity he took out a round ball with a leather strap
attached and then surprised me by pushing it into my mouth!

“A ball gag,” he said as he tugged back on my
hair.

I didn't really resist. I didn't have time to
think about resisting. He pushed it in quickly and then strapped it
behind me. I felt incredibly sexual! I also felt tense and filled
with uncertainty and doubt, as well as heat.

Caleb ran his hands over my body, kneading
and caressing my breasts. Then, standing before me, he picked up
some sort of remote and aimed at it me – no, at the pedestal. I
jerked my eyes down and stared as it began to make a humming noise,
then what looked like a big cock pushed up out of the middle of the
thing!

I gaped at it, then up at him. He grinned at
me, and I jerked my eyes down again. It was big! It moved straight
up until the 'head' was pressing against my sex.

“It's self-lubricating,” he said in
amusement. “It has its own lubrication store in the pedestal.”

He reached out and put his hand behind me,
pushing my hips forward just a bit as the thing slid upward more
slowly. I felt the head pushing against the mouth of my sex, and
tried to pull back, but his hand was too strong. Then the fat head
was pushing up into the mouth of my sex, and there was little I
could do as it slowly penetrated me, stretching me wide and then
moving, machine-like, up into my body!

I tried to wriggle a little, but with the
dildo moving up inside me I was effectively locked in place, even
without the straps on my ankles! My breaths became more and more
ragged as it pushed deeper. I could feel it jamming against the
back wall of my sex, and moaned at the ache, but it stopped
then.

“It's designed to move up until it detects
sufficient pressure on the head,” he said as he examined the
remote.

The pedestal was still humming, and now I saw
something else rise up, another cock! But now, It was far too
small. It was shaped like the head of a cock, but was about the
size of my thumb, and attached to a metal rod as it rose
higher.

It moved up just in front of the dildo that
was impaling me, until the thing was pressed against the top of my
sex. Then it began to vibrate. It didn't just vibrate either. The
round head began to turn in circles, first clockwise, then
counterclockwise! It also moved from side to side, rubbing against
my clitoris as it vibrated!

I felt a sense of awed amazement that anyone
would even think of such a thing, much less build it. But I
supposed if you had endless money you could indulge whatever little
whim you felt like.

“You'll enjoy these,” he said.

There were two little... bells dangling from
thick cords against the wall. He took them off a hook and drew them
out, and I saw that the cords were actually small hoses. He pressed
the bells against the center of my breasts, and I immediately felt
the suction lock them firmly to my breasts!

The suction was steady until Caleb looked
down at the remote, then it began to alternate, to suck
rhythmically, increasing and decreasing its strength.

Caleb gave me a broad, mischievous grin, like
a kid playing with a toy. I wasn't sure if the remote and pedestal
were the toy or I was! I suspected, though, that it was me!

This was insane!

He wasn't done yet. Another cock slid up out
of the pedestal, this one behind it, and he pulled the butt-plug
out of my ass and guided this one up into my ass!

Then he blindfolded me.

“Well, I have to continue my patrol. I'll
check back with you after I've checked out another house,” he said.
“Enjoy!”

A moment later he put something over my head
and ears which felt like headphones, like those lightweight,
noise-canceling headphones you got on airplanes!

I yelled at him through the gag, but then
everything went silent! I had no idea if he was still there or
not!

The dildos pumping into me weren't moving
with a perfect, predictable sort of pattern like I would have
expected. Their strokes kept altering in length and speed. But for
the most part, they used long, deep strokes, thrusting up as high
into my quivering belly as they would go! The round little vibrator
rubbing and massaging my clitoris spun and rubbed, and the little
suction bells on the center of my breasts sucked powerfully against
my already burning nipples!

I could hardly believe this! It was insane!
Had he really left me like this!?

My mind spun through my options. It didn't
take long. I had none! I couldn't move in any direction!

I didn't really think he was gone, though.
That added a certain breathless sense of almost exhibitionism to
what was happening, for I felt he was likely standing there
watching me!

The bastard! I could just imagine how happy
he'd be if this thing made me come! Which, I had to admit, was
highly likely!

I determined to resist him. I tried to think
of the least erotic things I could, and to ignore the sensations
rolling up my body. My resolve did not last very long, however, in
the face of the continuing flood of sensations the machine was
delivering to my nervous system.

The thought of putting on a show for Caleb
was both embarrassing and arousing. Which meant that when the heat
had succeeded in melting away my inhibitions, and I gave in to the
dark pleasure, I felt even more excited at him watching.

The orgasm was a powerful one, and I strained
against the straps, crying out weakly, my back arching as my
muscles spasmed again and again!

God! My nipples were on fire! They were being
sucked hard and rhythmically like they'd never been sucked
before!

Nor had I ever had two cocks inside me at
once! The two of them continued to thrust in and out even as I
trembled and shook my way through the orgasm, then sagged weakly in
its aftermath.

I groaned into the gag as the things
continued on, wondering how long this would last, and whether Caleb
might now step in and stop them – so he could use my body himself!
But nothing happened except they continued to pump and to suck.

I could see and hear nothing. The only input
I got was sensation. And there was certainly a lot of that! The
dildos sped up and slowed down, and the vibrator shifted its
movements and strength. And since I was robbed of all other input I
focused all my attention on them!

The sexual pressure grew within me once
again, not just because of the physical sensations of penetration
and the vibrations but just how... how darkly, nastily exciting and
wicked this was! I couldn't resist it!

Then I began to hear a sound! I gasped, my
attention instantly diverted! Was he back!?

I quickly realized the sound was coming from
the headphones. It started out so low I had no idea what it was,
but then it grew, and I realized it was a woman's voice – moaning
in pleasure! Her pleasure was apparently quite great, as she began
to gasp and pant in addition to moaning.

This was so fucking crazy!

But as the heat enveloped my mind that was
the only input I had, and I began to writhe in place, to arch and
twist and roll my hips as the pleasure burned away at my mind and
body. I sank into a kind of dark sexual heat where nothing but
pleasure mattered, my mind drifting so I was only peripherally even
aware that I was tied up.

Another orgasm hit me, and then a third.

I began to hear voices now alongside the
woman's moans and gasps and groans. They were soft, background
voices that I couldn't make out at first. Even as they got louder I
could only just make them out.

“What a gorgeous slut,” a male voice
growled.

“Fuck her harder!” an enthusiastic male voice
gasped.

“I love those tits,” said another.

“Give it to her! Fill her with cock!” another
one moaned.

“Drown her in your come!” a woman's voice
said excitedly.

“Whip her!” another male voice cried.

“Fuck that beautiful ass!” said another!

“Make her scream!” demanded a woman.

“She needs to be whipped!” said a man.

The voices continued, all of them at a low
murmur, all of them speaking on top of each other in a continuous
murmur as the woman's voice moaned excitedly and she gulped in
air.

I was gripped by a kind of dark, sexual
fever, my body overheated, my mind flooded with the wild, churning
waves of liquid heat all this was stirring up within me. I lost
myself to it, like a fever, like a hallucination, writhing and
grinding my hips, twisting and arching as the machine drove me into
a massive orgasm which had me crying out at the top of my
lungs!

“Whip her!”

“Whip those breasts!”

“Whip her back!”

“Torture her!”

“I want to fuck that tight ass!”

“She needs more cocks!”

“Bigger cocks for her!”

“Make her scream.”

The murmur of voices continued, though the
woman's moans were louder, and then I cried out as something landed
across my back! It wasn't heavy or anything, but it stung a bit! It
wasn't even one thing, but a scattering of things, like...
shoelaces, but a lot of them, smacking against my back.

“Whip her!”

“Flog her!”

“Torture her!”

Another blow made me cry out, and another.
They stung, those laces, and I realized it must be Caleb. He must
have one of those whips in his hand!

It landed again and again and again, then the
laces began to curl around my ribs to snap at my breasts!

None of them really stung much, but there
were a lot, and it was yet more sensation to add to the maelstrom
of sensation overloading my nervous system and drowning my
mind.

The idea of being 'whipped' was so intensely
kinky, outrageous and wild that it acted like gasoline on the
flames gripping my mind. Especially since it didn't really hurt
much.

But the fact it did hurt, that it stung,
added to the strange, fever-dream of what was happening, and even
as I cried out, my body instinctively trying to pull away, the dark
heat spread out and intensified within me to the point another
incredible orgasm tore through my body to leave me mind-blasted and
dazed.

I was only partially aware when the dildo in
my bottom slid back down and out and was replaced by Caleb's hard
cock. But as he thrust up into me and his hands mauled my breasts
still another orgasm rippled through my body, and I trembled and
shook in dazed heat as the sexual energy tore through my body.

*

“All men are perverts,” I groaned.

“Well, not all of us.”

We were out back at the pool again. I was
still naked but for the collar and restraints on my wrists, but
they weren't locked together. I was able to drink my own bottle of
Coke, which, under the circumstances, tasted fantastic.

“Are you trying to drive me insane?”

“Nope. Trying to turn you on and make you a
nymphomaniac sex slave.”

“Well it's not going to work!”

“How do you feel?”

“Sore! Fuck! Those fucking dildos were so far
inside me it felt like they were going to push up through my
stomach!”

“Very unlikely.”

“And my nipples are still sore!”

I looked down at them. They were both still
very hard, very tender, and the areolas around them were still
puffed out. There were faint pink lines across my breasts from the
whip he'd used – which he described as basically a toy. My breasts
still felt kind of sore.

“Who thinks of machines like that!?”

“Men.”

I sniffed in disdain.

“Men who really know how to show a girl a
good time,” he said with a grin.

I shook my head.

“Don't tell me you wouldn't like to have
one.”

“I wouldn't!”

“That's only because you have me to satisfy
your horniness,” he said smugly.

I was confused about my reactions, and how I
should be reacting now. I saw myself as firmly independent, and so
was indignant that he'd reduced me to some sort of helpless animal.
On the other hand, that had been pretty fucking wild and
thrilling!

“The guy who owns this place is a worse
pervert than you are.”

“Only because he has more money. I assure you
I'm up to any level of perverse you care to name. I'll have to show
you more of it.”

“That's okay! I believe you!” I assured
him.

He only smiled. “Shall we get back to
work?”

“If you take these things off me and give me
my clothes.”

“Oh, must I?”

“Yes, you must.”

We went back inside and back to the room,
where he removed the collar and restraints.

“Where's my clothes?”

“You expect me to just leave them on the
floor? Those are expensive clothes.”

“Caleb – .”

“Put this on,” he said.

He held up what looked like a collection of
straps and small metal rings.

“No!”

“Do it, slave!”

“Up yours, master!”

“Do it, employee!”

I sniffed and examined the thing. It sort of
looked like, well.. a one-piece bathing suit if you cut out most of
the fabric and just left outlines made of thin leather straps held
together by stainless steel rings. I'd seen things something like
this on the internet, but of course, had never worn one, nor ever
seriously considered buying one.

“Haven't you had enough?” I demanded.

He shrugged and I stepped into the thing like
I would a bathing suit, pulling it up my body. He moved in and did
up a few straps behind me which drew the existing ones in tighter
around my body, then he tugged the lower part up against my pussy
and between my buttocks.

“It's... small... and tight,” I gasped.

“It's supposed to be tight.”

The straps formed a diamond pattern across my
body, two of them around my breasts. It also pulled up kind of
firmly against my pussy. It had a final strap, too, which he pulled
around from under my arm, across my chest, just across the
underside of my breasts, pushing up a bit, before buckling it
around behind me.

“Very nice,” he said.

“I look like a sex toy.”

“Good. No false advertising them.”

“I'm not a sex toy!” I growled.

“Of course you are. So am I.”

He found my dress slacks and blouse, but no
bra or panties. He pretended he'd lost them. Still, with the blazer
on no one would likely notice I was braless, especially since the
halter did kind of support my breasts to some extent.

I was very doubtful about the idea of wearing
it out, but he insisted, and I didn't fight very hard. It felt
very... weird to have it on under my normal dress clothes,
especially around other people.

Our next stop was a client who was home, and
he introduced me to an older couple. I acted very modest and
respectable, and felt very strange about it given what I had on
under my clothes!

The bottom of the halter, in particular,
squeezed uncomfortably against my pussy, which was making it throb
and ache. My breasts, meanwhile, were naked, with my nipples still
very stiff, puffy and sensitive.

The straps squeezed around them somewhat, but
even the one which ran beneath them didn't really stop them from
moving as I moved, which meant my hard nipples were rubbing against
the inside of my shirt.

It was... hard to ignore!

In the car, I squirmed uncomfortably with the
pressure against my sex, And Caleb took the opportunity of my being
distracted to reach his hand over, slide it under my jacket and
give my breast a squeeze. Often!

Then the screen on the dash lit up with a
text message from The House of Gold, and he clicked a button near
the gearshift so the message came up. It just said 'trouble'.

“One of your customers?”

“Uh-huh.”

He turned the car around and accelerated.

“I'm guessing its a jewelry store?”

“Uh-huh.”

“They don't say what the trouble is.”

“Might not have had the time. Could be
anything from an armed robbery to a suspicious-looking customer to
an angry customer.”

“I don't think an armed robber would let him
text a message.”

“Probably not.”

There was a Ford Fiesta parked at the curb in
front of the store with a black guy at the wheel. Caleb pulled in
suddenly, nose to nose with him – except that the Fiesta's bumper
would actually go underneath the Caddy if they hit, and you
couldn't even see the driver now over the Escalade's hood.

“It looks like people are fighting inside!” I
exclaimed.

Caleb got out and strode forward, then
grabbed the young black man in the Fiesta and literally dragged him
up and out through the open window. I was staring in shock,
wondering what was happening, when he shoved him up against the
nose of the Fiesta and did a hurried search, then handcuffed
him.

I was at the point of yelling at him that the
problem the store had texted about was inside when he marched the
guy over, opened the back door and threw him inside the Caddy.

“Keep an eye on this guy,” he said.

He went to the door of the jewelry stop and
produced a key, which he used to unlock it. Then I was distracted
by the black guy who had shifted closer to the door and turned his
back to it as he tried to open it with his hands behind him.

I turned around and glared at him. “Are you
seriously going to run away with your hands cuffed?” I
demanded.

“I didn't do nothing!” he cried.

“Well then I guess we'll have to let you go
when the police show up, won't we. Now sit down.”

“Fuck you, bitch!”

“Sit down or I'll ram my knee into your balls
a few times till you can't stand,” I replied.

I turned to look at the store and saw someone
– another black guy – literally fly over the counter and land
sprawling on the floor. Caleb had another by the scruff of the neck
and he yanked him up from someone he had been fighting with. The
one he'd thrown was now crawling towards the door. He got to his
feet and staggered to the door and I grabbed the shotgun, slipped
out of the truck and stuck it in his nose as he opened it.

“Get down on the ground!” I shouted.

He stared at the shotgun and practically fell
on his belly right in the doorway.

I turned around and saw the other one getting
out of the rear of the car and tsked irritably. I ran around the
car and slammed the butt of the shotgun up into his balls, and he
folded over with a loud shriek. I figured he wouldn't be running
anywhere, at least not quickly, and ran back around just as the
other guy scrambled to his feet and gave him the same.

He made kinda the same screechy sound.

Caleb dragged the third guy along and threw
him on the floor, then grabbed the one I'd just hit by the ankle
and dragged him back into the store before using twist ties to lock
his wrists behind his back. I went back for the other one, but I
wasn't gonna try to drag him, not having Caleb's strength, and he
didn't seem up to walking.

Caleb came out of the store, then, came over
and grabbed him by the collar, then dragged him around the car up
onto the sidewalk and into the store before dropping him with the
other two.

“Watch them,” he said, going back behind the
counter.

There was a balding, middle-aged Chinese man
there who seemed kind of dazed and bloody. Then I noticed there was
what looked like watches and rings and necklaces all over the
floor. I looked down at the three on the floor. They weren't doing
much. The two I'd introduced to the butt of the shotgun were both
still gasping and moaning. The third one looked worse, and I
wondered what Caleb had done to him.

Wow, I thought. Things can get exciting in
this job!

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


The Sheriff's deputies arrived and there were
more interviews and paperwork, all of which I did with very hard,
sensitive nipples, and that damn halter digging distractingly into
my pussy. The thing is, that while they were both uncomfortable,
they turned me on! They shouldn't have! Especially given what Caleb
had done to me earlier. But they did!

I just found the idea of standing here around
all these men dressed so respectably and all, but wearing this sexy
leather thing to be deliciously nasty and hot. It made me feel smug
and cocky, since I knew what I looked like in it and knew these
deputies would absolutely love to see me like that.

They joked a lot about my ramming the butt of
the shotgun into the two guys' balls like it was hilarious.

An ambulance came for the Chinese guy, who'd
been beaten up when he'd locked the doors through some hidden
electronic button, preventing the guys who had just snatched up all
that jewelry from getting away. They also took away one of the
black guys because Caleb had slammed his face into a wall kind of
hard so he could hardly remember his name.

Apparently the idea of police brutality
didn't exist if you weren't actually a cop.

Finally they finished and Caleb and I got
back into the Caddy.

“Well that was fun,” I said.

“Fancy yourself a ball-buster, do you?”

“Want to find out?” I asked.

He smirked. “I guess I'll just have to make
sure you're safely tied up whenever my balls are in view.”

“You do that anyway!”

“See? I'm a careful man.”

“This thing is too small for me,” I
complained, wriggling in place and shoving my hand down my pants to
try and ease the strap back from my pussy.

“Nope. It's just your size.”

“It's too tight!”

“It's meant to be. I bet that pussy of yours
is hot and throbbing and very sensitive just about now.”

“You already fucked me!”

“Only once!” he exclaimed. “You think that's
it for the day? You haven't been with a Scotsman before, baby.”

Our next call was less exciting. An elderly
woman had lost her dog somewhere.

“We do this?” I asked.

“Whatever makes the client happy.”

Caleb and I wandered through the house and
out on the grounds until we found it sleeping under a bush. It was
one of those tiny little toy dog things so kind of hard to find. It
was also apparently nearly deaf, so wouldn't come when called.

“I had a dog in Galveston would eat that
thing for lunch and still be hungry,” I said.

“I know the feeling,” he said, looking at me
and grinning.

I scowled at him but wasn't exactly
displeased. In fact, I was kind of looking forward to finishing up
and then going home with him to see what he had in mind. I was also
looking forward to getting out of the damn halter thing.

*

As soon as we got in he turned and shoved me
up against the door, then crushed my lips with his.

I was startled, but then started kissing
back, sliding my hands into his jacket and up and down his chest
even as he began to unbutton my blouse. I felt my heartbeat
quickening even as my nipples tingled excitedly and my breasts
throbbed!

He shoved my blouse and jacket back over my
shoulders and I let them drop as he undid my pants. In seconds I
was naked and being carried over his shoulder into the bedroom!

He set me down before one of the dressers and
pulled out the collar, sliding it around my neck. Then came the
leather restraints, which he quickly slid around my wrists and
buckled in place. He brought out two more, and to my surprise,
fastened them around my upper arms.

“Boy, you're sure scared I'm gonna hurt you,
aren't you?” I taunted.

He snorted and spun me around, then did
something to one of the restraints around my wrists, then the
other, and a moment later I felt them being pulled back towards
each other.

“Ow! Hey!” I gasped.

He ignored me, except to not pull anymore.
But my arms were held back by something, a strap or something! He
lifted my wrists up and back to fasten together behind my back, and
attached another strap to them to lock them to the back of the
collar.

He bent me over the dresser and slapped my
bottom sharply enough to make me yelp, then undid the strap which
went down over my pussy. I moaned in relief as the pressure came
off it, and moaned and gasped even more as his fingers began to
stroke and caress me there!

He undid the rest of the halter thing and
pulled it free, then clipped the leash thing to the front of the
collar, grinned, and led me out of the bedroom.

This was soooo kinky! I couldn't help being
aroused as I stared at myself in the mirror, then followed him out
of the room, my arms bound securely behind me. He brought me into
the living room and knelt me down much as he had the previous
day.

“Guess what you're having to eat,” he
taunted.

I looked at his crotch and licked my
lips.

“I don't see anything here likely to satisfy
me,” I said.

“I think I'll manage that.

This time when the bell rang he grabbed the
leash, and pulled me towards the front door.

“Caleb!” I squealed. “Don't you dare!”

He grinned and led me right up to the door,
then pushed me against the wall beside and lifted the leash,
dropping it on a hook so I couldn't run off. He turned, then and
opened the door wide! That put me behind the door, or at least,
between the open door and the wall, and I heard my heart pounding
as I stayed as silent as I possibly could!

The Uber Eats guy and he talked about the
weather as he paid and tipped the guy, and I tried to push myself
back into the wall to no avail!

He wasn't in a rush either! He took his time,
then closed the door, grinning at me!

“You bastard!” I exclaimed.

He blew a kiss at me and I kicked at him but
he dodged back easily.

“What if he'd seen me!?” I demanded as he
grabbed the leash and pulled me along.

“Then he'd have gotten two tips tonight, and
I'd probably get much faster service the next time.”

He put the packages on the coffee table,
turned on the TV, then had me kneel in front of him.

“Now, let's see how long you can draw this
out,” he said.

“Draw what out?”

He grinned and undid his pants, and I
gulped.

He rubbed himself against my face, then
gripped my hair and drew me forward so my face was pressed against
his groin.

“Show your master some skill,
Slave-girl.”

“I'm hungry,” I grumbled.

“Then eat me.”

I proceeded to do just that. While he
casually munched on chicken, I sucked his cock, licked up and down
it, then as he pushed his pants down, sucked and licked and
massaged his balls.

He mostly ignored me except to fondle my
breasts now and then, or pull my head down further. Several times
he pulled down far enough his cock slid into my throat. Then he'd
push down harder still and bury himself in my mouth, holding me
with my lips pressed against his groin as I squirmed and my air
threatened to run out.

Every time I complained he'd drag me across
his lap and give my bottom several stinging blows. Then he'd slide
his fingers inside me and grind his thumb across my clitoris until
my hips began to grind and buck with heat and pleasure.

And then he'd stop and shove me back onto my
knees.

It was all very... breathless!

Things were hot and wild and out of control!
Out of my control anyway!

My throbbing breasts were rubbing and
pillowing out against either the seat cushion or his thighs as I
worked on his cock, and my nipples were like hot little pinpricks
of energy ready to explode!

I didn't want to draw this out! I wanted him
to fuck me! I just wasn't sure how to get him to do that. If I
sucked harder and he came then he wouldn't be good for much until I
got him hard again.

He reached down and kneaded my breast.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I moaned and obeyed.

“Always keep your legs wide apart so anyone
who wants to fuck you can do it. Remember, slaves don't get a
choice about things like that.”

Dirty perve!

“I'm not your – .”

He dragged me up by the hair, and I cried out
at the pain to my scalp.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Bully!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Fuck!”

He rolled me over and sat me up across his
lap, then jerked back sharply on my hair again and began to roughly
suck and chew on my breasts! It... ached, but it also felt
incredible as his tongue swept across my throbbing little pink
buttons and he sucked hungrily!

His other hand was between my legs, fingers
sliding into me, thumb stroking across my clitoris again as he ate
at my breasts. I could feel his hard, slick cock under my buttocks
as I twisted and writhed in his lap. So near and yet so far!

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he growled.

I shuddered and then cried out as his thumb
rubbed especially hard against me.

“Say it, Slave-girl.”

“I-I'm your bitch!” I moaned.

He jerked my head up and forward, then the
hand between my legs was suddenly around my throat, and my eyes
bulged a little as it squeezed. I couldn't complain, though,
because his lips crushed mine at the same time. He ate at my mouth
the same way he had been doing at my breasts. And it was... kind of
overwhelming!

Especially with my head starting to throb as
he squeezed my neck!

“Say it again.”

“I'm... your bitch!” I gulped.

He rolled me over onto my belly again.

Crack!

“Tell me you're my slave girl.”

Oh what the hell! If he wanted it, why not!?
It's not like it was legally binding!

“I'm... oh!”

He thrust his fingers inside me and began to
pump them in and out.

Crack!

“I'm your slave girl!” I moaned.

“How do slave girls address their master?” he
asked, jerking back on my hair.

“Ow! Fuck!”

He jerked back again.

“How, slave?”

“Master!” I cried.

“Would the sexy blonde slave like to get my
cock inside her?”

“Yes!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned.

“Now we're making progress.”

He shoved me off his lap onto the floor, and
then let go of my hair so I kind of fell back, gasping, onto my
back.

“Kneel there by the side of the table, face
down, ass up, legs spread.”

Fuuuuuuck!

I did it, though, feeling a rising flood of
dark, thrilled sexual heat even as I did so, partly in anticipation
and partly because it was a nasty, submissive, and helpless
position!

“Raise your ass higher, slave.”

I grunted and pulled my knees forward a
bit.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master,” I asked, trying to
sound meek.

He snorted and dropped behind me. I felt his
big hands on my waist, jerking it back a bit, which ground my
breasts against the rug.

Crack!

“Spread those legs wider, slave.”

I obeyed as he began to rub his cock up and
down against my the swollen, overheated lips of my sex. Then I felt
the pressure against me as a dull, delicious ache which grew and
grew. I felt myself opening up before him, spreading wide, and then
his cock pushing forward into my body.

It felt incredible! I moaned softly as he
jammed himself deep, then gasped as he gripped my hair and jerked
it back.

“Remember, slave. Your master gets to decide
everything about you.”

I ignored that, groaning as he ground his
hips against me. He started to thrust into me, hard and straight
and fast, his hips slapping against my buttocks so the impact
reverberated through my lower body. I gasped and moaned and
trembled as his big cock drove into me, feeling a sense of glorious
rightness, despite the ache in my scalp.

Crack!

“Hot little sex slave,” he said.

Crack!

“Blondes are made to be sex slaves.”

Crack!

“Think I'll dress you in a thong bikini at
work from now on.”

I gasped and grunted as his hips slapped
against me, as his cock thrust into me. I loved the feel of it
stroking back and forth between the lips of my sex. I loved the
feel of it burrowing into me, and the head jamming against the back
wall of my sex with a dull aching forcefulness. I loved the dark
energy crackling through my body, and the rough way he was using
me!

And then the passion and heat spiraled upward
and blossomed into something intense. And then that exploded into a
massive orgasm as I cried out and rammed myself back against him
with desperate need and passion!

It was so intense! I reveled in the wild
flare of pleasure, wallowing in it as it took over my body,
glorying in the wild flood of liquid heat pouring over me!

The orgasm didn't seem to ease the sexual
fever gripping me, though. I slumped, panting, moaning as he
continued to use me, as he slapped my bottom and groped my breast
and yanked on my hair. And above all, I moaned as his hips
continued to slap against me and that big cock continued to pump
determinedly inside me!

He released my hair, then gripped my arms
above the elbows, pulling up and back to raise me off the floor. I
wasn't off the floor by much, though. He held my upper body
horizontal to the floor, his big hands gripping my arms and now
using them to jerk me back to meet every thrust.

That made my breasts swing and my head bob
and roll as hair fell across my vision, but I didn't care. I was
drowning in the pleasure, all higher orders of intellect shut down
so I could simply bask in the lush, glorious passion and
pleasure.

My insides ached from the hard pounding, but
I didn't care. The sexual fever was still scalding my mind, and
then another orgasm tore through me so I twisted and writhed and
bucked in animal heat, crying out again and again as he used his
cock like a terrible spear, driving it into me to the hilt again
and again.

I felt drunk on the rush of sensation, on the
flaming heat of pleasure. What else could possibly matter? Pride?
Phhht! It never entered my mind!

He roughly threw me aside, grabbed my leg and
flipped me onto my back, then yanked my legs up and shoved them
back, bending me in two. He lifted them onto his shoulders, pushed
himself into me again, then leaned over me, onto me, forcing my
legs back further and further! He shifted his grip to the ankles
and jammed them back over my shoulders as he brought his own chest
down almost atop mine.

“What's my name?”

I moaned up at him.

“Say it. Master. Go on.”

“Master!” I moaned.

It sounded hot now. Anything he wanted me to
do sounded hot now!

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped nearly
breathlessly.

He did just that, crushing me in two,
hammering me with his hips, driving his stiff cock deep inside me
with every stroke, until another intense orgasm tore my mind
apart!

*

Well, you know, it's easier to call someone
'master' after they've mastered you like that. It got frustrating
at times when he insisted on keeping the restraints on – all
evening – and then all night. Whenever I complained he'd smack my
ass, then his tongue would attack my pussy until I was writhing and
moaning helplessly.

The next day was a Saturday and he kept the
restraints on and kept me naked all day. That, of course, involved
a level of personal intimacy I've never had with a guy! But it was
all so darkly thrilling that I couldn't really bring myself to
demand he stop.

I stayed naked and the collar and restraints
stayed on all Sunday, too.

Caleb tortured me with his fingers, his
tongue, and a ridiculously large collection of vibrators and
dildos, nearly turning me into that nymphomaniac he had suggested
earlier!

Monday he had me dress in a leather miniskirt
with a white button-down shirt tucked into it. Of course, I wore no
panties, and of course, he spent every possible moment during the
day teasing, fingering and stroking me so that I was nearly
constantly wet.

In fact, I straddled him and fucked him right
there in the car in a parking lot with the blouse open so he could
suck and chew on my breasts.

It was an interesting day!

And as soon as we got home he stripped me and
put me into the collar and restraints again!

I've discovered that clinging tight to pride
and dignity is a sure-fire way to boring sex, and that giving in to
my own inner heat has far more rewards, even if it means being a
'slave girl'. Then again, Caleb is a hell of a hot guy to be a
slave girl to!

The job pays well, and I have nothing to
spend it on. I spend every night with Caleb, and there sure isn't
any need to pay for clothes or anything!

I'm not sure where either the job or the
relationship is heading. Caleb is making noises about wanting to
see me with another girl, and I'll probably give in on that. But
he's also talking about another couple, which means letting another
guy – a guy I don't even know – fuck me! Eek! The idea, though, is
so hot...

It's not what my parents in Texas would
approve of, but what they know won't hurt me.

Besides, I'm a California blonde now. It's
about time I started acting like one!

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
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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!

 


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!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


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.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


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.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


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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