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Caitlin cursed silently as her long brown
hair caught on something; a loose screw, it seemed. She tugged it
free, and continued squirming along the air duct as silently as she
could.

Having long hair could be a drawback for a
cat burglar. If she was back in Britain she'd have cut it, but she
was in America, the land of guns and crazy people. Being a fairly
obvious 'girl' had often caused itchy trigger fingers to pause,
especially when she had started out and been a little more clumsy
at things.

She wore a tight black leather catsuit. It
served two purposes, well, three. It moved fairly easily through
the vent, with nothing loose to catch. It would help hide her in
dim light, and, again, it was tight enough to show that despite her
slender body, she had womanly curves in all the right places.

Girl! Don't shoot! Girl! No danger! Nothing
to be afraid of!

At least, that was the hope. But if she did
things right, and didn't have unusually bad luck, no one would
catch sight of her and she'd be gone with her prize long before
anyone noticed she'd been here.

She slid forward a little further, rounded a
corner, and slowed way down. There was a grille there, and light
coming through. That didn't mean anyone was below, and even if
there was, they shouldn't hear a thing. This was a mansion, not a
bare bones museum. The vent was firmly dry-walled away out of
sight. Well, except for the grille.

She eased up to it, raised her light
amplifying glasses, and peered down.

The floor was fifteen feet below. It was a
bedroom, a very luxuriously appointed bedroom, with rich, dark wood
furniture. Fortunately, it wasn't the one she was aiming for,
because there was a man in it. He was wearing nothing but boxer
shorts, kneeling on the floor, doing exercises.

Caitlin paused. Music was coming through the
grill, rich bassy classical music. Certainly not her style, which
ran more to electropop and metal. But the man, now that was
certainly something to be admired. He was probably thirty or so,
maybe a few years older. And he had a nearly perfect body, as far
as she was concerned.

He was doing pushups now, doing them smoothly
and easily without much apparent difficulty. She watched the play
of muscles with a soft hum low in her stomach. He had longish hair,
longer than normal on a man his age, broad shoulders, and the kind
of muscled build which managed to widen her eyes, but didn't fall
prey to the ridiculous bulging of the crazy steroid and
weightlifter set.

Wow, she thought, brown eyes taking in all
that lovely male nakedness. She only wished he'd have exercised
naked. But then, that would probably have spoiled things. She'd
rarely seen a man naked who didn't look better clothed. It wasn't
that she didn't like men, of course. She most certainly did. And it
wasn't like a naked man didn't excite her either.

It was just that for sheer beauty, few men
had a naked body which could match hers, or that of other
attractive young women. They didn't have the smooth skin and soft
curves. And where they failed the most was usually below the
waistband.

Though she would have liked to see how this
one turned out.

She eased back a bit as he pushed himself up
onto his knees. What was he doing now? He knelt on one knee now,
and extended the other foot, balancing like that as he drew his
arms up high and pushed his hips forward. She licked her lips as
her eyes devoured his upper torso, at the firm lines of muscles
over his stomach and chest.

What was he, she wondered? Some kind of stock
broker with lots of time to hit the gym? That was unusual. Or maybe
he'd inherited his money and was just a playboy. He certainly
wasn't the guy who owned this place, a fat old guy who owned a
string of supermarkets and pharmacies.

She shrugged. She gave herself a mental kick
to get moving. She couldn't stay peeping at this guy all evening or
she'd miss her window of opportunity.

She slid slowly, very slowly forward across
the grille, being as silent as possible, which for Caitlin was very
silent. A hundred feet further along she came to a turning, moved
left, and kept going.

It wasn't easy squirming forward such a
distance, but she was in excellent shape herself. She needed to be
in her job.

Job? She laughed silently at the thought. If
she'd been able to get a job she'd not be here! But despite getting
a scholarship to Cambridge and excelling in her studies as an
architect, she hadn't been able to find a decent job in the
miserable economy back home. Her fellow classmates, of course, all
had no problems because they were rich and had connections. Family
friends found ways for them to be hired.

Caitlin was an orphan, and so she was
screwed. The best she'd found was a waitress at a cocktail bar
where her best assets were her short skirts. That had led to a lot
of resentment towards rich people, and ultimately to her decision
to help herself to some of the baubles those rich people
thoughtlessly poured their money out on.

She moved a little further, found the spot
she was aiming for, and peered through the grille. The room was
dark, but her light-amplifying glasses told her it was also empty.
She smiled contentedly and drew out a screwdriver.

It was a curious looking tool, curved, meant
to be used in awkward places. In fact, she was able to bend the
slender shaft almost double. On the end, she had fixed a small
sliver of a mirror. Slipping the tool through the grille took some
effort, and she had to use a small metal bar to widen the grille
first. But once through, she unscrewed the grille, drew it into the
room, then slowly let herself down through the opening.

It wasn't much of an opening, but she was a
slender girl, and the tight leather allowed her hips to narrowly
scrape through. She was able to let herself through until her
entire body was dangling below her arms, then slid lower, until her
gloved hands gripped the edge of the grille.

It was still almost a ten foot drop. But
she'd been a promising gymnast until a growth spurt had made her a
little too tall. She dropped lightly to the floor, with hardly a
sound, and pushed herself almost immediately to her feet.

Someone grabbed her arm, spun her about,
yanked the glasses off her and then pushed her – hard. She went
flying a half dozen feet to land sprawling on a large bed as the
lights snapped on.

It was Mr. Underwear!

She gaped at him in disbelief! How could her
luck be this bad! And if not, how had he possibly known to be here!
He couldn't have heard or seen her! Her eyes darted instantly to
the door, unfortunately, on the other side of him, then back to
him, where he stood rather comfortably, arms folded across his
impressive chest.

“And what have we here?” he asked in a
surprisingly deep voice.

She rolled off the bed, off the other side,
away from him, licking her lips nervously.

“Take off the mask,” he ordered.

There was something about that voice which
made her instantly want to comply. In fact, her hand reached or the
mask before her mind even caught up to it. Removing the mask was a
good idea under the circumstances. She was young and very
attractive. Men tended to be quite merciful to young, attractive
women, especially if she could work up some water for her eyes and
tell him a sad story.

With a little luck he'd send her on her way
with a stern lecture.

Sometimes, it was very good to be a girl.

She slipped off the mask, and combed her
fingers nervously through her hair.

“How did you get in?” he demanded, still
surprisingly casual in his underwear.

She doubted he'd be as casual if she weren't
a girl.

Honesty, in this case, was the best policy.
She wanted him on her side, after all, and believing the story
she'd give him in a moment.

“Uhm, there's an opening where the old air
conditioner used to be,” she said, sounding as contrite as she
could.

“I was just looking for some little thing I
could sell,” she said apologetically, “Nothing big. Just something
to pay the rent on my flat, you know.”

She saw his flicker of attention at her
voice, at her accent. Americans loved British accents. She couldn't
count how many men had told her how sexy her accent was. It was an
upper class accent, one her old friends had called 'posh'. She'd
learned it at Cambridge, doing away with her old lower class drawl
and slang.

“I-I haven't been able to find a job,” she
said, her voice quavering a little.

Her eyes flicked down his chest. His boxers
were low on his hips, and his abdomen was firm, with a very thin
line just beginning above the waistband. Her eyes wanted to follow
it lower, and those boxers appeared to be … well occupied too.

But this was business, and she mentally
smacked herself for being distracted. The goal here, the urgent
goal, was to gain his sympathy and get the hell out.

“Really?” he said. “You seem very healthy and
attractive. Healthy, attractive girls have a lot of options for
making money in this country.”

What did THAT mean!?

“I'm sure you could get a job as a waitress
in any number of pubs and clubs,” he said.

Well, that was better. She'd thought for a
moment he was suggesting something else.

“And there's always strip clubs. You look
like you have a dancer's body.”

She let herself scowl.

“I'm not a bleeding stripper, okay!” she
exclaimed, allowing some of her lower class accent to push aside
the cultured voice she'd learned.

Sexist bastard!

“Stripping doesn't tend to have a high level
of status here, it's true, but it does pay well, and at least
you're not stealing from other people.”

She reminded herself that confrontation was
not her goal here, and dropped her eyes.

“My mum would roll over in her grave if I did
that sort of thing,” she said, allowing that quaver to appear
again.

In fact, her mother was a prostitute for whom
stripping would have been a step up. If she'd been able to do more
than stumble drunkenly across a stage, that was.

“Besides, I-I don't have a work permit,” she
confessed.

“Ah, an illegal immigrant, hmm? I suppose I
should call the immigration service.”

“Oh please don't! Please, sir!' she begged,
raising her head, letting her eyes go wide and making her lower lip
quiver.

“Fine. I'll let you go... this time. And I'll
make sure that vent is blocked firmly.”

He jerked his head towards the door and then
opened it.

“Thank you! Thank you!” she said
gratefully.

She scooted forward, bending to grab her
night glasses. He snatched them instead.

“Your fine for the night's illegal
activities,” he said.

She started to protest, thought better of it,
and scurried past.

Arrogant bastard!

He followed her down the hall, down the
stairs, and out to the rear door.

“Your a lovely girl,” he said. “You can find
work. Even without a green card there are any number of places that
would hire someone with your looks.”

Easy for you to say, rich boy, she wanted to
growl resentfully.

It wasn't something she put a lot of thought
into as he pushed open the door. It was... instinct. He had been
guiding her along with a firm grip on her upper arm. He had to lean
past her a little to push open the door, and his grip on her arm
loosened as he prepared to see her out. She spun and let her leg
kick him in the rear as her hands shoved hard.

There was one step down, enough to stumble
before he caught himself, and then she had the door yanked closed
and locked.

Her certainly didn't have a key in those
boxers!

She spun and raced up the stairs and down the
hall, then back into the room. It was still lit. She grabbed her
night glasses, then darted to the dresser and flung open the
jewelry box. It was crammed with baubles of every description. Her
practiced eye snatched up a handful of jeweled rings, slipped
several bracelets over her wrist along with a pair of Rolex
watches, then raced out into the hall again.

Her attempt to make a sharp turn failed at
the rug laying on the polished floor, and she went stumbling into a
table, sending a porcelain statue crashing to the floor. She
ignored it, racing down the hall and across the house to an
opposite window.

She flung it open, popped out the screen, and
drew the hook from her belt, slipping it over the ledge as she
climbed through. She heard noises in the house now and wondered if
it was him or someone else. No matter. He wouldn't catch her now!
She dropped, and the tight spring in the line within the belt
unwound.

She dropped quickly, if not nearly as much as
if she'd fallen, landed lightly, and flicked her wrist, twisting
the cord so the hook came free. It began to rewind rapidly and she
turned and darted into the dark woods, free and clear!

She slowed as soon as she passed the tree
line, picking her way carefully around bushes and through
undergrowth. The glasses helped enormously, and it didn't take long
to reach the car she'd left on the trail a few hundred yards
off.

The zipper on the catsuit ran straight down
almost to her crotch, and she quickly peeled off the leather. It
was many things, but not breathable, and she'd been working hard.
Her skin was sweating underneath, and she wore only a thin black
bra and thong. No matter, it was dark, and she had a pair of
sweatpants and a loose tank top in the car.

Then something came out of the dark and she
screamed as it grabbed her and lifted her bodily into the air. She
had no time to even swing at it as she was twirled around and
dropped belly-down across someone's shoulder.

His shoulder.

And he still wasn't wearing anything but
boxer shorts!

“Shit! Let me go! Let me go!” she cried,
kicking her feet.

Momentarily.

A sharp hand slapped against her bottom with
stinging force and she yelped in pain. Then an arm clamped tight
around her legs, pinning them to his torso.

“You are starting to annoy me,” he said.

“Well you're not making me happy either!' she
cried, her head hanging upside down, staring at the small of his
back.

She slapped at his back as he carried her
away from the car, and when that didn't draw a reaction punched
him. It didn't accomplish much. His back seemed as well-muscled as
his front.

Crack! His hand slapped against her
bottom even harder, and she squealed in pain.

“Oww! Let me go! Let me get my clothes!”

“You won't be needing them where you're
going. They supply a uniform.”

She felt a knot of fear grow in her
stomach.

“Oh please don't!” she cried. “I can't go to
jail!”

“I think you'll find you can.”

Shit!

He walked through the woods as if he could
see, and she twisted her upper body up and back, trying to see if
he had on her glasses. That just drew another sharp slap on her
bottom.

“Ow! Stop that!'

“Stop squirming then,” he said.

Her mind raced furiously. She would do just
about anything to keep from going to jail, which would inevitably
lead to being deported.

“Please! Can't we … work something out!?” she
gasped.

“I gave you a chance and you tried to play me
for a sucker.”

“I-I was just desperate!” she cried.

“Tell it to the police. I'm sure they'll feel
a lot more sympathy.”

Bastard!

He walked as easily as if she weighed
nothing, and carried her out of the trees and across the perfectly
manicured lawn, through an open door and into a large room with a
towering ceiling and a thirty foot high granite fireplace before
setting her down.

She felt a strange sense of nervousness mixed
with something else as she realized that both of them were in their
underwear. They both looked at each other longer than was strictly
necessary, and she licked her lips.

“Uhm, maybe I could... uhm, make it up to
you,” she gulped, face flushed.

She'd never tried to offer herself to a man
like this before, not where she might actually have to come across
anyway.

His eyes moved up and down her slender,
athletic body, and then his hand reached out, his finger sliding in
beneath the center of her bra, hooking under it as he pulled her
closer to him, pulled up so she was forced to rise to the balls of
her feet, and grab his wrist.

“And what, precisely, were you considering
offering?” he asked.

“I... uhm, I uhm... wh...what would you..
like?” she gulped.

He let his finger release her bra, and she
stumbled back a few steps, gulping in air.

“Take off your underwear,” he said, folding
his arms across his chest.

Her face flamed, and her eyes darted for the
doorway, for the window, but she didn't see any chance of escape,
and, well, he was an awfully attractive looking man. His face was a
little rough hewn, not cute like the guys she usually preferred,
but more handsome, with a strong, square jaw. His eyes were green,
and his nose looked like it had once been broken.

A very attractive man, though older than she
preferred.

But it still galled her, the idea of having
to put out for him! Her mind squirmed as she reached around and
unfastened her bra, then let it fall. A little shock rippled
through her as she bared her breasts, her chest tightening. Her
face was hot, and her mind squirmed in embarrassment, but even so
she felt a hot thrum of excitement at the thought of this man
taking her, using her, fucking her.

Not so terrible a punishment.

Still blushing, she turned her back on him
and slipped her finger into the waistband of her thong, then eased
slowly down to slip it down her hips. She straightened as it fell
away, and turned back, a hand over her groin.

He was still standing there, so casual, arms
folded, not looking excited at all!

“Move your hands. I need to see what you're
offering, after all,” He said, entirely too casually.

Blushing, cursing him silently, but becoming
aroused, she obeyed.

“Put your hands behind your neck. Move your
legs apart. Arch your back.

“Wh-why?” she gulped.

“Because I said so.”

She obeyed, feeling incredibly
self-conscious, horribly embarrassed, and at the same time,
becoming even more aroused – which dumbfounded her. Why was she
becoming aroused?!

Well, she was naked in the presence of a very, very hot guy in his
underwear. That could be it, she told herself dryly.

“You take care of your body,” he said.

His open hand slid down her stomach, and she
gulped and jerked.

“Don't move,” he ordered.

She obeyed, and his fingers lightly caressed
her stomach and abdomen, then slid lower.

“Can't feel a trace of hair,” he said, his
fingers massaging her just above her clitoris.

She swallowed repeatedly, pulse racing.

“Do you wax or shave?” he asked calmly.

“W-w—wax,” she squeaked.

“Isn't that painful?”

“A-at first!”

“But you've been doing it a while now, hmm?
How old are you?”

“I-I'm... “

His fingers brushed lightly across her
clitoris and she jerked violently, losing her breath and her train
of thought all at once.

“How old?” he asked, his hand sliding back up
her abdomen, up her belly, then up her chest between her breasts
before circling around under her right breast, then over it.

“T-Twenty-three,” she gulped.

“And your name?”

“Caitlin!”

She cursed herself in surprise for giving him
her real name. But then, he couldn't do much with it.

“So Caitlin, what was it you were going to do
for me?”

“I... what... whatever you...want,” she
gulped.

“Really? Anything?”

“Uh...”

“Anything?”

“I... well, as long as it's not too...
kinky.”

“And if it's kinky you'd go to jail
instead?”

“I... don't know,” she said.

He nodded, and his hand slid back down
between her legs.

His fingers entered her without any effort,
despite her tightness. She was sopping wet!

Her face flamed again at the realization, and
at the certainty he would instantly recognize it as he slid two
fingers deep inside her, hooking them against the top of her
opening and then pulling so she was forced up onto the balls of her
feet again. Then his thumb came down against her clitoris and
rubbed idly.

Hot dark sexual electricity crackled through
Caitlin' s mind and body, leaving her nearly breathless.

She grabbed his wrist, trembling, off
balance, gasping for breath, eyes wide.

“Please!” she gasped.

“Please what?”

He pulled his fingers down suddenly, and she
gasped as she settled back heavily onto her feet. He released her
entirely.

“Follow me,” he ordered.

She wasn't sure her legs would work, at
first, but she obeyed, following him to the stairs and up them,
sweaty hand clasping the rail tightly lest her rubbery legs
collapse and she tumble down the stairs.

They reached the upper hall and she followed
him along to where she'd knocked the statue over.

“Guess how much this cost,” he said.

Her heart fell.

“Uhm, I'm sorry. I really didn't mean
to!”

“Guess.”

“I-I … don't know.”

“It's from, was from, Constantinople,
eleventh century.”

Caitlin's eyes widened.

“It fetched two million at auction when it
was sold twenty odd years ago.”

She gaped at it, then at him.

“You do have a lovely body. But do you really
think a roll in the sack is worth this?”

She stared at it again, then bolted.

He didn't, she was shocked to realize,
follow. She ran down the stairs as fast as she could, which was
quite fast, out the door and into the woods.

Naked.

And she didn't have her night vision
goggles.

She almost immediately became lost. She
couldn't move quickly either, for she'd either run into a tree, or
low hanging branches or brush would claw at her bare skin.

Two million dollars, she thought. Shit! Shit!
Shit! Shit!

She heard a low growl, off to her right, and
froze.

What the hell was that, she wondered
anxiously.

She heard it again, a low, rumbling growl
that made the hairs stand up along the back of her neck. It sounded
like an animal; a large, angry, dangerous animal!

She eased down low, trying to keep as still
as possible, staring into the dark of the trees, trying desperately
to see.

The growl came again, much louder and closer,
and she sprang to her feet and ran... for about five feet, to where
the tree was. She bounced off and fell flat, dazed, gasping,
moaning.

A few moments later she blinked her eyes and
saw what was becoming a somewhat familiar sight. She was belly down
across someone's shoulder. She recognized the firmly muscled back,
though this time there were no boxer shorts to block her view.

What a lovely ass, she thought woozily.

He carried her back into the house then set
her down gently on the soft leather sofa. That put her face to face
with what else had been hidden under his shorts, and even in her
dazed state that caught her attention.

The thin line of hair moved all the way down,
all right, to where his cock hung limply. His lower abdomen was as
firm as his belly, and his cock... even soft, was thick and very
long. She gulped, not embarrassed for some reason, staring at it,
and feeling an urge to reach for it.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

She blinked uncertainly, and he cocked her
head up, taking her eyes away from his groin. His fingers combed
the bangs away from the side of her temple and lightly explored the
bruise she felt growing there. Caitlin winced at the light touch,
and his fingers drew back.

“How do you feel?” he asked again.

“I have a headache, I think,” she said.

He walked across the room, and her eyes
followed him until he disappeared. She made no attempt to run for
the door this time. God knows what was out there! And anyway, he
would just find her again.

He returned, and her eyes drank him in as he
walked across the floor. She'd never known a man as comfortable
naked as he was. Then again, she'd never known one with a body like
his.

He handed her a pair of pills and a glass of
water. The pills, she thought, worriedly, could be anything, but
then, he really didn't need to drug her. She swallowed them and
drank thirstily from the glass.

“Thank you,” she said. “Please don't call the
police! Really! I'll do anything you want.”

“I'll think about it,” he said. “Are you able
to walk?”

“Of course.”

She stood up unsteadily, and he took her arm,
then, with her still holding the glass, he led her up the stairs
and into a bedroom, pointing at the bed. She gulped and nodded, put
the glass on the night table, and climbed into bed.

When she turned around, the door was closing,
and she heard the lock click.

She stared at it stupidly, unable to
understand where he was going. Maybe... maybe he'd be back in a
minute. Maybe he was going to freshen up or something.

But time passed and he didn't appear. She
tried the door, but it was well and truly locked, and she had no
tools to open it. She went to the window, but she had nothing to
let herself down with now, and there was that animal in the woods.
And her head hurt.

She went back to the bed and lay down,
waiting, and fell asleep.
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It was light when she wakened. Naked. Laying
on top of a strange bed. She sat up with a gasp and looked around
wildly, then remembered and settled back. She reached up and rubbed
the bump on her head. It didn't seem to hurt much now, and her head
seemed clear. She licked her lips, then slid out of bed and padded
to the door. It was unlocked.

She blinked in surprise, then looked for
something to wear. The dresser and closet were empty. This was
evidently a guest bedroom. There was an adjoining bath, and she
went in, looked at herself in the mirror and gasped at the sight of
her hideous hair! She'd been running around sweating last night, in
and out of the trees, and her hair was an absolute mess!

She also felt like she was sweaty and dirty.
No wonder he hadn't been terribly interested in her last night! She
bit her lip and looked anxiously around. The shower had soap and
shampoo, and there were towels on the rack. She turned on the water
and had a quick shower, washed her hair, and then hurried out.

He hadn't appeared and stepped into the
shower with her. She wasn't sure if she ought to be relieved or
disappointed.

There was a brush, and a blow dryer. She made
herself presentable, then slipped a bath towel around herself and
went out into the bedroom again. She considered pulling the sheets
off the bed, but it was so nicely made and all... and besides,
she'd look much more attractive in the towel.

Two million dollars?! Maybe he'd been lying.
Maybe he'd been joking. Maybe they could still work something out.
She was amazed he hadn't done her last night. No guy she'd known
would have resisted. Then again, it was obvious this was not a guy
for whom sex was hard to obtain. An ugly, nerdy guy with big
glasses would have been much more eager for her, she thought
ruefully.

She nervously opened the door and slipped out
into the hall, then felt a sudden flare of alarm. What if he wasn't
the only one here?! But there didn't seem to be an alternative. She
had no idea where her clothes were. She padded quietly down the
stairs, listening intently. She reached the bottom and looked
around. She was in the great hall.

She turned and headed up a hall she knew from
reading the blueprints led to the kitchen, and found him there at
the stove.

“Have a seat. Breakfast is just about ready,”
he said, not looking around.

She stared at him strangely. How had he heard
her?

She slipped into a chair at the large oak
table, making sure the towel was snug against her chest and looked
at him.

He was dressed now, in loose gray sweatpants.
Her eyes spent too much time on his ass, before turning and looking
around.

“Nobody else is here?' she asked.

“Nope. Not at the moment.”

He looked around and smiled. “Lose the
towel.”

She gulped and started to protest, but then
gave a mental shrug and let it slip off. He didn't turn around,
though, and she sat there, uncomfortably naked, wondering what he
had in mind.

“Are you going to keep me here naked all the
time?” she asked lightly.

“Oh no. I have other plans for you. And those
plans call for you wearing something.”

Well, that was good, sort of.

He grinned and moved over to the side of the
room, picking something up. He walked over to the table and
Caitlin's eyes widened, her jaw dropping as she saw what he held in
his hand.

It was a collar. It was black, with studs
along it, and it wasn't small, like a dog collar. It was almost as
wide as her wrist.

“You're kidding, right?”

She gulped, staring at it. The front had a
kind of stainless steel plaque with an odd symbol on it she didn't
recognize.

“You want me to wear this? You're into uhm...
like, whips and chains?”

She felt a surge of anxiety, but also a
bubbling sense of arousal.

“I'm into all kinds of interesting things,”
he said giving her an amused look.

“Uh, well, I uhmmm...”

He opened it up and slid it around her neck.
Her hands rose automatically, but he frowned, shaking his head, and
she slowly eased them down, nervously staring at his hands as he
pulled the collar in around her throat and then fastened it
there.

“What do you think?” he asked.

She raised her hands, letting her fingers
slide along it. It was tight, but not really tight. That was, it
didn't interfere with her breathing or anything.

“There's a mirror in the hallway.”

She slipped off her chair and went out into
the hall, then stared at herself.

She looked hot! She'd played a few tie-up
games in her time, of course, but just some giggly stuff with
nylons or ties. This was way more exotic! The sight of it tightened
her chest, and tightened other things much lower down. She gulped,
fingers running along the studs, and along the big ring set into
the front.

She peeked back into the kitchen.

“You aren't one of those guys who likes to
whip girls are you?”

He was back at the counter, cooking, and didn't turn around.

“I would not do anything to harm you,” he
said. “I like women.”

She looked at him uncertainty, realizing he
hadn't actually answered the question.

She went back to the table, and started.
There were four more of the collars, or at least, mini
versions.

“Put them on your ankles and wrists,” he
said.

“I-I don't know...” she said worriedly.

He turned his head and gave her a measured
look. “If I wanted to hurt you, Caitlin, I could have done it last
night. I could do it now for that matter. Or do you really think
you could stop me?”

“Well... I know how to fight... kind of!”

He snorted and looked back at what he was
doing. Caitlin frowned at him, then remembered how hot she looked
in the collar, picked up one of the little leather things. It was
really just a bracelet, she thought, though it did have a metal
ring on one side, with a sort of clip thingee. She slipped one
around her wrist, and liked the look of it.

She quickly fit the other on her other wrist,
then went out into the hall, raising her wrists, studying herself
as her breathing came quicker. She looked even more erotic, she
thought, chest getting tight. Wow, kinky!

She went back into the kitchen and put the
other two on her ankles. If he wanted to tie her to the bed, she
thought, she'd go for that. He was certainly right in that she had
no way to physically stop him from doing anything he wanted
anyway.

“So uhm, what what were these plans you
mentioned?”

“You're going to pay me back.”

Not in a lifetime could she pay that much
money, she thought.

“That would be a lot of sex,” she said.

He let out a brief bark of laughter.

“True.”

He turned and looked her up and down. “Then
again, maybe worth it... eventually.”

She flushed, her stomach fluttering a little
as he turned away.

“So... what did you have in mind?”

He turned, two plates in hand, and walked
around the center aisle, then slid them onto the table.

Caitlin flushed as his eyes lit on her, and
she felt her heart beating faster. Her stomach rumbled a little,
but she didn't really feel hungry.

“Well?” she asked nervously.

He forked some egg into his mouth.

“Eat.”

She bit her lip, but complied, still nervous,
and self-conscious in her nudity.

It wasn't like she was a virgin, but sex, for
Caitlin, had been hot, passionate, usually half drunken (or all the
way) fumblings in the dark on narrow beds or sofas or in the backs
of cars. She simply wasn't used to being looked at naked in bright
light as casually as this.

“Let's start by saying you're going to do
anything I tell you to do,” he said.

“Well, depending – .”

“Anything.”

His eyes were intent.

“But what – .”

“Anything that won't cause you harm,” he
said, amending his earlier statement. “I'm not going to tell you to
jump off a cliff or in front of a bus or to cut your wrists. I'll
further concede that I won't ask you to eat spiders or anything
childish and stupid like that.”

“Eewww!” she said, making a face.

“Sit up straight.”

She jerked her shoulders back, then pressed
her back into the back of the chair.

“You have excellent breasts,” he said.
“They're very firm for their size.”

Caitlin stared at him. Nobody had ever
complimented her breasts before in such a, well, a casual and even
clinical way. Oh people had said she had nice tits, but that was
entirely different.

“Are you gay?”

He smiled faintly. “No. Not even a little
bit. Why? Do you think you're irresistible?”

She flushed. “Well...”

“Nearly,” he said. “Guys have been behaving
that way probably since you turned thirteen, right?”

“Kind of.”

“I value self-control. I work very hard at my
control. So do my friends, and the people who work for me. I think
you would be useful there.”

“Wh... what do you mean?”

“I own a … bar, among other things. I need a
waitress. I think you'd do well there.”

She stared at him. “A waitress!? I'd have to
spend years working for free to pay off the damage!”

“You can't pay off the damage, not in a
traditional sense,” he said. “And this isn't a normal bar. It's
a... biker bar.”

She stared at him.

“I can't work in a biker bar!”

“Yes, I think you'd be an excellent test of
my people's discipline and self-control,” he said thoughtfully.
“Eat up.”

“But... but what – .”

“Nobody will hurt you. Don't worry. I'll give
orders. No one is to touch you or even be rude. Not without my
permission... or yours.”

“Wh... your permission?!”

He smiled. “You offered me your body,
remember.”

“But... that was for you!”

“Would it make a difference if it was someone
else? It's not like we know each other.”

She didn't even know his name, she
realized.

“I'm not gonna be some sort of hooker for
you!”

“Of course not,” he said mildly.

“And I'm not gonna be a stripper either!”

“My bar doesn't have strippers.”

“Okay, well, just so we're clear!”

“On the other hand, you did offer me sex,
right? I didn't misunderstand that?”

“Uhm... well...”

“You don't have much to bargain with, after
all. Your body is about it.”

She flushed angrily, even though she knew he
was perfectly correct, and even though she'd come to the same
conclusion herself the other night.

“I've always thought it terribly unfair that
men can sell the strength of their bodies to anyone at any time,
all very respectably, but women, who don't have that strength,
can't sell their beauty, which, really, when you think about it, is
their strength.”

“Uh... “

“Patriarchal society,” he said. “If women
were free to sell their bodies they'd probably get rich enough to
run the place. Can't have that.”

He forked another piece of egg into his
mouth, then some sausage.

“You'll pardon me but... you don't exactly
seem like mister sensitivity.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Why? Have I beaten
you senseless? Cursed you angrily? Raged at you for destroying
ancient artifacts?”

“Well, no but – .”

“But I've accepted your offer of sex in lieu
of payment? Not accepting wouldn't make me sensitive it would make
stupid... or gay.”

He pushed her plate closer.

“Eat,” he ordered.

She frowned, then obeyed.

“A sensitive man wouldn't boss people
around,” she muttered through her food.

“Don't fall into the habit of believing
sensitive is a synonym for weak,” he replied mildly. “Sometimes it
is, but you'll find me far from weak. I'm an alpha male. I like
getting my way. I work very hard to get my way.”

“In what?”

“In everything.”

“No one gets their way all the time.”

“Being the … boss, means getting your
way.”

“There's always another boss.”

“Until you come to the last boss,” he
said.

“And you're the last boss?”

He nodded silently.

“Must be nice.”

“It is.”

“And where does that put me, Mr Boss? Or are
you going to give me your name one of these days.”

“Where does that leave you?”

He smiled faintly again, then pointed at the
floor.

She looked at him uncertainly.

“Just about as low as they get.”

She snorted resentfully.

“I fought my way up to the top. In my …
organization, you earn what you get. What have you earned so far
other than severe punishment?”

She had to admit that wasn't an unfair
statement.

“Something else about my organization.”

“What kind of company is it anyway?”

“In my organization,” he continued. “You
don't question authority. You just do what you're told. Think of it
as kind of military in nature.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, saluting him
sarcastically.

“In my organization, impertinence is a sign
of disrespect. We don't tolerate disrespect much. It generally
draws pretty quick punishment, sometimes severe, in fact.”

“Uh...”

She looked at him uncertainly. He didn't seem
to be joking.

“Just kidding,” she said.

He snorted, then pointed at the floor
again.

“Get on the floor.”

“What?”

“On your knees, right there, sit on your
heels.”

“But... why?” she asked in confusion.

“Because I said so is the only reason you
need,” he growled.
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