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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he was thirty-three.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And asked him to spank her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

Robin pursed her lips but dropped her
eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let me see her tongue,” she ordered.

Robin gulped as Brad tried to collect
himself.

“Uh... what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nice tits,” the woman said.

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

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

“Nice,” the woman said.

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

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

“Uh...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure, sure!” Brad said eagerly.

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

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

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

“Strip her,” the woman ordered.

“Sure. Uh, you sure you have money?”

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

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

“Stand away from her,” Naomi ordered.

“You betcha.”

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

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

Robin turned her head to look at Brad.

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

Robin cried out in alarm, and obeyed.

“Stick those tits out, whore.”

Robin arched her back, trembling, eyes
wide.

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

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

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

“Uh, no, of course not. I mean – .”

“Shut up,” the woman ordered.

Brad shut up.

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

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

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

She turned to Brad.

“Give me your belt, boy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Suck,” the woman growled.

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

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

Her fingers slid out and then caressed her
sex.

“Spread your legs.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and glared at Brad.

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

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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