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Introduction:



 



When Melissa’s agency selects her as the only young woman to
work for a very wealthy client in a foreign country, she cannot wait to begin
her dream career.  The arrival of Melissa
has been greatly anticipated by the influential client, and the arrangements
for her visit carefully planned.  The
bright-eyed young Melissa is greeted warmly and shown to her suite of rooms by
a very nice man, a man whose intentions may not be as nice as the man himself. 


 



Abducted for his Pleasure:



 



Melissa Wynette Wallace had
finally realized her life’s dream.  She
was the only model who had been chosen to live and work in the castle of one of
the wealthiest men in the world. 
Everyone had assured Melissa that she would be the model selected for
this once-in-a-lifetime assignment, but how could a small town girl from Alabama ever hope to live
her dream life in a foreign and exotic country. 



 



At first, Melissa was unsure about the agency that had insisted
on her and only her for this most prestigious assignment.  Her fellow models had chosen to sign with one
of the more well known agencies, but Melissa was a trusting soul and had leapt
at the chance to sign with the Agency L’atre when
they had asked specifically for her.  


 



On Melissa’s first day with the agency, she immediately
envied the women whose photographs covered the walls.  They were all breathtakingly beautiful, and
although the majority of the models had been photographed wearing only
lingerie, Melissa thought that the pictures were very tasteful.  The woman who owned the agency welcomed young
Melissa with open arms.  “Melissa, my
dear,” she said.  “You have been chosen
for a most special assignment.  You will
wear garments of the finest silk and dine with the most successful and
wealthiest men in the world.”  


 



Melissa was so excited that she boldly hugged the woman who she
had just met.  


 



“One more thing, Melissa.  We must change your name.  Melissa Wynette
Wallace sounds a bit formal.  Mmm, let me
think.  Melwyn
sounds nice.”  


 



Melissa thought that Melwyn
sounded horrible, but when she tried to protest, the woman quickly silenced
her.  


 



“A car is waiting for you, Melwyn.  Here are your papers of introduction.”  


 



Melissa was quickly escorted to a black stretch limousine,
and it was not until she was seated in the back of the car and well on her way
to the airport in New York City
that she had an opportunity to glance at the papers in her hand.  Melissa was shocked.  Her name had been changed long before she had
been informed of it.  The name “Melwyn” was printed in bold letters at the top of each
page.  Melissa flipped through the six
pages searching for her last name, but it was nowhere.  “I guess I’m just Melwyn,”
she mumbled.  


 



When they arrived at the airport, the limo driver handed
Melissa’s bags to a man who Melissa had never seen before.  The two men spoke in Arabic, or so Melissa
thought, and then the limo driver gave Melissa her step-by-step instructions
for boarding the private jet.  She
thanked the man and smiled, but the man did not smile back at her.  He disappeared into the limo and was soon out
of sight.  


 



Melissa did as she was told, eager to begin modeling for her
influential and wealthy client.  She did
not recognize the symbols or the words on the airplane, but Melissa knew no
language other than English.  “I hope
it’s someplace really exotic, like Italy or the South of France,” she
said to no one as she boarded the plane. 



 



“Welcome, Melwyn,” a young man
said, and quickly escorted the young Melissa to the most beautiful
accommodations that she had ever seen. 
“I have never been inside a private plane,” she said.  The young man simply smiled and nodded, and then
left her alone.  When he returned, he
offered Melissa a glass of wine and set a platter of small sandwiches on the
table beside her.  “Thank you,” she said,
politely.  The young man smiled and nodded,
but he then left Melissa alone once again. 



 



Melissa settled back in her seat and closed her eyes.  It seemed like a very long flight and Melissa
was unaccustomed to flying.  She had
hoped that the young man would come back and keep her company, but he left her
alone.  


 



She must have fallen asleep, because the next thing that
Melissa felt was the plane landing on the ground and none too smoothly.  Melissa held tightly to the arm rests until
the plane came to a complete stop.  “Are
we here?” she asked the good looking young man when he returned to her again.  


 



“Come with me,” he said, and Melissa dutifully followed the
young man.  


 



Expecting to see a palace when she stepped off the plane,
Melissa was surprised to be escorted to a yacht.  “It’s beautiful.  Is that the Mediterranean
 Sea?”  


 



The young man smiled. 
“Yes,” he said, but made no further comment.  


 



The young man joined Melissa on the yacht, voiced a stern,
“Come”, and led Melissa away from the spectacular view that she had been
enjoying and escorted her to the lower level of the yacht.  


 



A large room with a bar awaited Melissa on the lower level
of the yacht.  This is beautiful, too,
she thought.  If the palace, or castle,
is anywhere nearly this beautiful, I will be happy to stay there forever.  She turned to ask the young man where they
were going, but he was gone.  


 



Melissa sighed.  She
hated being alone.  “What time is it,
anyway?”  She looked around the big
room.  “Is there no clock anywhere?”  Melissa hated wearing a watch, but decided
that that was the first thing she would buy with all the money she was going to
make modeling.  


 



A loud piercing sound and a sudden jolt signaled to Melissa that
she would soon be in her new home.  She
nearly fell into a chair as the ship came to a jerking halt, and Melissa
desperately tried to keep from getting sick. 
Fortunately, it was not long before the ship came to a complete stop,
and the young man once again came for Melissa. 



 



“Come,” he said, and Melissa followed the good looking
stranger once again, wondering if his English was as limited as it seemed.  I’m not a dog, she thought.  “Come, sit, stay,” she mumbled, and giggled
softly.  


 



Once Melissa had reached the upper deck, she looked all
around her.  It was hot and the sun
reflecting off the blue water was blinding. 
When she turned her head, Melissa saw the most spectacular castle that
she had ever seen.  Not even in
photographs had Melissa seen such a place as this.  


 



“Excuse me,” Melissa said to the young man who she assumed was
her guide.  


 



“Yes?”  


 



“What country is this?” 



 



The young man lowered his head, and then he looked up at
Melissa with an icy glare.  “Come,” he
said again, and Melissa stifled a giggle. 



 



A shiny black limousine was awaiting Melissa, and the young
man surprised Melissa when he stepped into the enormous vehicle after she did.  She had assumed that she would be alone
again.  


 



The car sped away, but it was only a few minutes until it
stopped again and the young man took Melissa by the hand and helped her out of
the car.  He offered his arm to Melissa,
and she was escorted to the palace doors. 



 



Melissa looked up, but she could not see all the way to the
top of the palace.  It was massive.  The doors to the palace opened and Melissa
was escorted by the young man into the grandest of places she had ever seen.  


 



“Wow!” she exclaimed. 



 



The young man turned to Melissa.  “Silence,” he said, his eyes daring her to say
anything more.  


 



Melissa was immediately silent.  She wanted to know where she was, but dared
not ask.  


 



A door opened and a well dressed man appeared.  He appeared to Melissa to be a businessman,
and a very wealthy one at that.  Melissa
knew fashion better than she knew anything, and she knew designers as if they
were members of her own family.  That
suit is an Armani original, she thought, and nearly gasped.  The man was very handsome, with black hair
highlighted with just the right amount of silver.  


 



“Stay,” the young man once again ordered Melissa, and once
again Melissa stifled a giggle.  


 



The young man walked up to the older gentleman, handed him
the papers that Melissa had been given by the modeling agency, and he then
returned to Melissa’s side.  He placed
his hand on her back and gently pushed her toward the older gentleman who was
now seated.  The two men spoke briefly to
each other in what Melissa thought was Italian, though she was not sure.  The young man then left the room, leaving
Melissa alone with the older gentleman.  


 



“Welcome, Melwyn.  We are thrilled to have you with us.”  The man spoke slowly, as if uncertain of his
words.  Melwyn
mumbled a polite, “thank you”, and then waited. 
“Let me show you to your quarters, Melwyn.  My name is Eduardo.”  


 



Eduardo took Melissa’s hand, which surprised Melissa, and he
led her to what he referred to as her suite of rooms.  “This is where you will live, Melwyn.  This young
woman is your maid in waiting.  Her name
is Ida.”  


 



“Hello, Ida,” Melissa said. 
Ida looked too young to be working, but Melissa was too busy admiring
her suite of rooms to think much about the girl.  This was much larger than Melissa’s apartment
in New York and
much nicer.  The bedroom was huge with a
bed that was bigger than a king-sized bed, a smaller room that appeared to be a
sitting room, and a bathroom like none that Melissa had ever seen.  


 



“I will return later, Melwyn.  Ida will see that you are ready for me.”  


 



Melissa turned and said, “Bye”, and then hurried into the
bathroom.  I could live in here, she
thought.  


 



When Melissa came out of the bathroom, Ida was waiting for
her.  “Oh, I didn’t know you were still
here,” Melissa said.  


 



“Yes, Miss, you must put these on.  Mister will be here soon.”  


 



Melissa took the silky negligee from the young woman and
looked at it.  “It’s very pretty, but are
you sure this is what I am supposed to wear?” 



 



“Yes, Miss, this is for your first night with Mister.”  


 



Melissa shrugged, and Ida left her alone.  


 



Melissa filled the big bathtub and lost all track of time
until she heard the door open.  


 



“Miss, you must hurry,” Ida said sternly, when she walked in
on Melissa still in the bathtub.  


 



Melissa tried to cover herself, but Ida was here to
stay.  She watched as Melissa dried
herself, and then Ida sprayed the most exquisite smelling perfume behind each of
Melissa’s ears, and then she sprayed perfume across the top of Melissa’s pubic
hair.  


 



“Ida!” Melissa exclaimed, in shock.  Melissa had wrapped the towel firmly around
her body, but Ida forced it open completely to spray the light scent.  


 



“I will return in the morning, Miss.”  


 



Melissa just stood there after Ida left, not believing what the
young girl had done.  She quickly slipped
into the slinky negligee that came just to the top of the matching thong.  It was not what Melissa would have called an
outfit, but it was definitely beautiful. 
She ran her hands down along the silky camisole and then just as Ida had
instructed, Melissa slipped into the bed and leaned against the pillows which
Ida had set up perfectly for her.  There
were two glasses of wine on the table next to the bed, and Melissa took a sip
from one of them.  


 



Eduardo entered the room just as Melissa was setting her
glass of wine down.  He was dressed in a
robe that Melissa thought had surely cost a fortune.  It was gorgeous, Eduardo was gorgeous, and
Melissa thought he looked like a Greek god. 
The robe that Eduardo wore was open in the front and the same black hair
speckled with just the right amount of silver that was beautiful on Eduardo’s
head also covered his chest.  


 



As Eduardo stood at the foot of the bed, Melissa stared at
his hair covered chest.  Then her eyes moved
lower to where the robe was tied loosely about Eduardo’s waist and Melissa
could not keep herself from looking down further to where Eduardo’s full
package was hidden from her inside the robe. 
She wondered what he looked like inside the robe, what his full package
looked like, and what his full package felt like.  Melissa was not very experienced in matters
of a sexual nature, but she was no longer a virgin either.  None of the young men she had been with
looked anything like Eduardo.  They were little
boys compared to this man.  


 



Melissa heard Eduardo say something, but she had not been
paying attention to his words.  She immediately
looked up into Eduardo’s eyes.  “I’m
sorry,” she said.  


 



“Have you ever been with a mature man, Melwyn?”  As Eduardo spoke, he untied the robe and let
it fall to the floor.  


 



Melissa’s mouth fell open and she stared at Eduardo.  He was completely naked, and it had happened
so quickly.  He had a hot body and
Melissa couldn’t help but stare.  She was
dying to know Eduardo’s age.  She needed
to know Eduardo’s age.  Whatever the
man’s age, Eduardo looked damned good.  


 



Melissa’s eyes drifted downward to what she had been
wondering about from the moment that Eduardo had walked into the room.  He was at least half erect.  He had to be. 
No man could be that big completely soft.  


 



“I, um, yes,” she stuttered, finally responding to Eduardo’s
question.


 



Eduardo’s eyes were fixed on Melissa’s beautiful body covered
by the slinky negligee, her breasts perfect with the nipples forming even more
perfect peaks as they pressed against the fabric.  


 



Eduardo placed one knee upon the bed, his erection resting
against his leg.  He stood there poised
as if modeling for Melissa, but all Melissa could do was stare at the erecting
penis that seemed to be staring back at her. 



 



Eduardo stepped back and walked slowly around to where
Melissa was seated on the bed.  He handed
the glass of wine to her and then drank from his own.  “Drink,” he said, and Melissa took a big
gulp.  


 



Eduardo set his glass down and then took Melissa’s glass
from her hand and set it down also.  He
leaned down and kissed Melissa gently on the lips.  Eduardo then stood up,
his body so close to Melissa that she could smell his cologne, a scent that had
no doubt been specially formulated for him. 
The black and silver hair that led to Eduardo’s hugeness was so close to
Melissa that when she breathed, the beautiful strands moved.  


 



“Look at me, Melwyn,” he
whispered, his manly voice making Melissa wet. 
She looked up to meet his eyes.  


 



“I can please you, Melwyn.  I can please you like no other man can.”  


 



Melissa said nothing. 
She was stunned by his words and mesmerized by his body.  The man certainly had a body made to please,
but Melissa wondered why he was saying all of this to her.  Was he trying to convince her?  


 



Eduardo climbed onto the bed and placed one leg over Melissa
and squeezed her thighs together with only the strength of his legs.  Melissa could feel her heart beating, and her
eyes could not seem to leave the man’s oversized cock that was right in front
of her.  She wanted to touch it, hold it,
and she wanted the massive rod to fill her. 



 



Eduardo’s hands were on Melissa’s face, tilting it
upward.  Melissa gasped from the shock of
it all and from the very thought of Eduardo. 
Eduardo kissed Melissa’s young soft lips, opening her mouth and sliding
his tongue along the inner edge of her lips. 
She wanted his mouth on hers.  


 



When Eduardo’s lips finally met Melissa’s in a full and passionate
kiss, she wrapped her arms around him and slid her body down onto the bed,
forcing his knees apart to allow her body between them.  Eduardo lowered his body to hers, untying the
slender straps of Melissa’s negligee until it lay open, her breasts fully
exposed, her nipples ripe for the lips that were now
on her own lips.  Eduardo pressed his
body into Melissa’s, his cock hard against her flesh, and he held her face in
his hands.  He kissed her again, this
time only briefly, and then he kissed her neck and her chest.  


 



Melissa’s breasts were aching for Eduardo’s perfect lips and
she forced her nipples upward, begging him to take them.  The older gentleman took his time in his
pleasing of Melissa.  He was not here to
tease this beautiful woman.  His purpose
was to bring her pleasure.  


 



“Ohhh,” she moaned, as Eduardo
placed his strong hands underneath Melissa’s back and opened his mouth to her
awaiting breasts.  Taking one breast at a
time, he gave the young Melissa what her body craved.  Eduardo had been well schooled in the
pleasures of women.  


 



Eduardo moved his body so that one of Melissa’s legs was now
free to move about and so that Melissa was now free to open herself to
him.  With one of Eduardo’s thick and
well toned thighs now pressed firmly against Melissa’s wet panty-covered crotch,
she gasped and began riding his leg, opening herself to him.  


 



The skimpy garment left half of Melissa’s crotch naked to
Eduardo’s leg, and she pushed against his leg desperately trying to find the
perfect position for her greatest pleasure. 



 



Eduardo was no longer kissing Melissa’s breasts.  He leaned up and pushed his leg against her
crotch, forcing the panty aside, and spreading the womanly folds that led to where
his massive organ would soon be.  He
watched as Melissa bucked her hips, gliding her wet crotch along his thick
leg.  


 



Eduardo gently released the tiny clasps on either side of
the thin waistband, clasps that Melissa had not known existed, and he freed her
body of any and all restraints.  As Melissa
bucked against Eduardo’s leg, Eduardo very carefully removed her panties and
camisole from underneath her body and tossed them aside.  


 



The woman who was quickly reaching her climax with the sexy
leg of Eduardo was now completely naked, her young body open and ready for her
mature lover.  


 



“That’s it, tell me how it feels, Melwyn,”
he said softly in his deep sexy voice.  


 



“Ohh, it’s so…, it’s so…” 
She gasped and moaned, her womanly pleasures
completely derived from the hard thickness of Eduardo’s leg.  


 



Eduardo slid his expert hands along the contours of
Melissa’s slender body.  


 



“Ohhh, yes,” she moaned, and
Eduardo lifted Melissa’s butt and held her firmly against his leg as her climax
took over her entire body.  


 



“Mmmm, oh,” she moaned, and
Eduardo gently rested Melissa’s butt down again upon the bed.  


 



Eduardo’s leg was wet where the womanly juices of Melissa
had filled her vagina to overflowing. 
She spread her legs wide for Eduardo, and she opened her eyes.  Eduardo had been waiting to see the beautiful
eyes of Melissa before he continued.  


 



Melissa felt embarrassed as she thought about what she had
just done.  Had Eduardo been watching her
the entire time?  Eduardo did not allow Melissa
time to think.  He lifted Melissa’s legs
up and brought both of his own legs between hers.  Melissa watched his every move.  Eduardo’s movements were fluid and
graceful.  


 



Melissa had never experienced this type of sex.  The men in their early twenties had always
been in a hurry to climax, but this man was different.  


 



Melissa watched as Eduardo entered her with a finger, and
then he looked at her.  It felt good to
Melissa, and she licked her lips and cupped her breasts.  Eduardo opened her more with a second finger
and watched again as she moaned softly. 
Then Melissa felt the mushroom head of Eduardo’s cock at her entrance and
she gasped.  She opened her eyes and once
again Eduardo was watching her, his eyes clearly telling her that he intended
to please her.  Melissa looked at Eduardo
and then at the massive pole ready to enter her.  She wanted it but it looked much too big for
her.  Eduardo continued to watch her, and
Melissa waited.  What was she supposed to
do?  He had full control over her body.  


 



“Melwyn,” he said, with his deep
sexy voice.  


 



“Yes?” she asked, shyly. 



 



“You must allow me to please you now.”  


 



Melissa closed her eyes, and tried to relax her vagina.  She felt Eduardo enter her and she
gasped.  He was bigger than she had even imagined,
but he moved slowly as he entered her and he stroked her buttocks with his big strong
hands as her legs lay outstretched.  She
kept her eyes closed, but not from fear or pain.  


 



Eduardo was an amazing lover.  He moved her buttocks apart so that she could
feel his balls as the fullness of his manhood filled her completely.  


 



“Mmmm,” she moaned, not meaning
to, but it felt good.  Melissa felt like
a woman now, willingly accepting the fullness of this mature lover.  


 



“Melwyn, you are pleased?”  


 



Melissa opened her eyes and looked at the face of this
gorgeous man.  “Yes,” she said, and
Eduardo eased slowly out of her and back in again, and Melissa wanted him.  She really wanted him.  She lifted her legs higher and rolled her
hips forward as Eduardo definitely pleased her. 



 



“Oh, Eduardo,” she moaned. 
She opened her eyes to look at the face of her lover and each time she
thought him more beautiful as he met her womanly needs.  


 



Eduardo’s eyes drank in Melissa’s beautiful body the entire
time that he fucked her, until he began to feel his own climax build.  He pulled Melissa’s legs down onto the bed and
entered her with the same long and steady strokes, but his massive rod had now found
her swollen clit just as his leg had earlier. 
Melissa gasped in surprise, then she moaned, and then she began to move
with Eduardo as her own climax began to build again.  She opened her eyes, surprised at the
pleasure of her own body.  


 



Eduardo’s eyes were now closed, his head laid back, and
Melissa was certain that she heard him moan softly, his deep voice turning her
on even more.  


 



“Oh, oh Eduardo,” she moaned, and she began bucking her hips
again.  


 



Eduardo maintained his steady rhythm, though to Melissa each
new stroke felt stronger and seemed to go deeper into her sensual depths.  


 



“Oh, no, oh, oh, ohh,” she moaned,
and then she screamed his name.  


 



Eduardo let out a low and steady moan, and Melissa felt the
warmth of her lover’s hot cream filling her. 
Melissa felt the last of Eduardo’s cum spill out of her.  There was no way she could hold the man’s
huge load.  


 



Once he had finished, Eduardo did not pull out.  He laid Melissa’s legs flat upon the bed and
stroked her womanly body, sliding his manly hands from her neck all the way
down to her mound.  He slid his hands
upward and leaned over Melissa, gently holding her face in his hands and
kissing her soft supple lips.  Then he
looked into her eyes, and said, “I have pleased you, Melwyn?”  


 



Melissa wondered how he could ask this.  Did he not know how good he was?  “Yes,” she whispered.  


 



Eduardo’s dark eyes continued to look into those of Melissa,
and then he leaned up, slowly withdrew his nearly flaccid penis, every inch of
it further pleasing Melissa as it glided out. 



 



Eduardo then put his robe on, tied it loosely at the waist,
and walked out the door.  


 



Melissa lay on the bed. 
She could still feel her clit spasm as she recovered from the best sex
she had ever had.  Then she slipped
underneath the blankets and fell asleep, a smile on her lips.  


 



Melissa slept the entire night, not waking until she felt
Ida’s hand on her arm.  “Miss, Miss,” the
young girl called out.  


 



“Huh, oh Ida.  What time is it?”  


 



“Miss, it is nearly midday. 
You must prepare for the show. 
Your gowns have been neatly hung for you.  You must hurry.”  


 



The young girl left Melissa alone again.  Melissa stretched and yawned.  The memories of last night were still fresh
in her mind.  “Damn, Eduardo was
good.  Wish he talked more, though.”  


 



Melissa giggled, and prepared a nice hot bath with bubbles
and some of the fantastic scented oils that had been left for her.  “That girl, Ida, I swear.  What’s with the ‘hurry’, ‘hurry’, all the
time?”  Melissa finished her bath and
washed her hair.  She dried it straight
and then curled it in long twirls and fluffed it with her fingers.  Melissa was one of those lucky girls who had
been blessed with flawless skin and she needed little makeup.  


 



Ida had left a note on Melissa’s bed with instructions for
the show and for which garment she was to wear first.  Melissa couldn’t wait.  This was the modeling career she had dreamed
of for years.  She opened the sliding
door to feast her eyes on the beautiful gowns, but as she flipped through them
she knew there had to be some mistake. 
There were four negligees made of as little material as the one she had
worn to bed last night.  Only one of them
could be considered elegant.  It was
long, but like the others, it was also very sheer and form fitting.  Melissa had never modeled lingerie, and she
preferred to keep it that way.  Melissa
had planned a life modeling haute couture. 



 



“This is my first real job,” she told herself.  “I guess it will be okay.”  


 



She pulled the garment that was to be modeled first over her
head and pulled the very tiny panties upward along her slender legs, and was
happy to see the robe at the far end of the closet.  “At least I’m covered for now.”  


 



Melissa opened the door of her room and nearly jumped out of
her skin when she saw the young man who had brought her here last night.  


 



“Oh, hi,” she said.  


 



“Come, Melwyn, they are waiting
for you.”  


 



Melissa hated the made up name of Melwyn.  Why can’t I be Melissa?  


 



The young man escorted Melissa to a room from where she
could see a long cement runway-type walkway that led from the main castle to a
smaller one.  


 



“I had no idea there were two castles,” she said to the
young man.  


 



“Yes, there are two,” he said, but he offered nothing
more.  


 



There were only three women other than Melissa in the room,
each with her own young girl to wait on her, like Melissa’s Ida.  Thrilled to see other models, Melissa rushed
over to them and introduced herself.  


 



“Are you the American?” one of the ladies asked.  


 



“Yes, I am Melis…I am Melwyn,” she corrected herself.  


 



The ladies introduced themselves as Georgi
from Italy, Belle from France, and Jolyn from
Ireland.  “Are you ready for this, Melwyn?  What will you do if you are selected
today?”  


 



Melwyn had no idea what was meant
by “selected”, but she wanted to seem mature. 
“I don’t know,” she said, looking down. 



 



Ida helped Melissa slip her feet into a pair of beautiful
stiletto heels.  “These are gorgeous,” Melissa
exclaimed.  


 



Jolyn spoke up.  “They all are, Melwyn.  They are handmade from only the purest
materials and the sparkles are real diamonds.” 



 



Melissa thought that she had died and gone to fashion
heaven.  Now this was what she had
expected to be doing, modeling the best that money could buy.  


 



A tall blonde woman walked into the room and clapped her
hands, demanding silence.  “Ladies, the
runway is one story high, but well guarded. 
Do not worry about falling.  We
have safety.  You are to walk to the end,
through the double doors which will open as you approach, and then return.  Melwyn is new, so
let’s show her how it’s done, ladies.” 
The tall blonde woman then left, and the beautiful women stood.  


 



Melwyn had a million questions,
but she decided not to ask any.  “I will
watch the others,” she told herself.  


 



Melissa watched as Georgi stepped
out of her robe.  She looked like a
prostitute in her very short and sheer camisole and matching thong.  Melissa nearly gasped.  Georgi stepped
proudly onto the outdoor runway and sashayed to about midway.  Then she stopped, turned around slowly, blew
a kiss to the audience, and walked to the other side.  Melissa had never seen a model blow a kiss or
be quite that sleazy on a runway.  When Georgi came back across, she did the very same thing.  Melissa was stunned, but the other ladies
clapped, so she did too.  


 



“You were wonderful, Georgi,”
Belle assured her.  


 



“I hope so.  Maybe
this is my night.”  


 



Belle laughed.  “Not
if I can help it,” she added.  


 



Melissa was confused. 
“Their night for what?” she wondered. 



 



When Belle stepped out of her robe, Melissa wasn’t quite as
shocked as she had been at Georgi’s ensemble, but she
was still shocked.  Belle was pretty, but
her skimpy and tasteless lingerie made her look slutty.  Belle strutted her
stuff just as Georgi had done, and the ladies cheered
when she returned.  


 



Once Jolyn had returned, it was
Melissa’s turn.  Compared to the other
ladies, Melissa was overdressed.  She
slowly walked out into the hot sun that was beating down upon the cement
runway.  Melissa had no idea that it was
this hot.  She was actually
sweating.  When she got to the midway
point, Melissa looked down for just a second but long enough to see him.  Eduardo was seated like a king in a beautiful
suit, and on either side of him were six or so younger men, one of whom was the
young man who never had much to say to Melissa. 
This was the smallest audience that Melissa had ever seen in a runway
show.  She turned around quickly and
hurried to the other side.  


 



Letting the coolness of the room surround her for as long as
she dared, Melissa breathed in and then stepped out into the heat once
again.  She glanced quickly at Eduardo
before hurrying back to join the other ladies. 
Melissa had never thought that she would be attracted to an older man,
but Eduardo was gorgeous, and the thought of what he had done to her last night
made her want him again.  


 



The ladies cheered her, but Melissa knew that she was not
nearly as sexy as the others.  “I just
remembered, I really screwed up,” she said, and covered her mouth in fear.  “I forgot to blow a kiss.  Wasn’t that part of the show?”  


 



“Oh, forget about it, Melwyn.  We all do what we want to do out there really.”  


 



“Thanks, Belle.  Now
what do we do?”  


 



Ida had Melissa’s remaining lingerie ensembles ready for
her.  Melissa followed the other girls
until the show was over.  It had lasted
longer than she had expected, and Melissa was hot and tired.  


 



“Good luck, Melwyn,” the ladies
said, as they were hurried away by their young maids.  


 



Ida took Melissa back to her suite, ran her bath for her,
added the scented oils that Melissa found very sensual, and instructed Melissa
to bathe.  “Your dress will be waiting
for you on the bed.  Come to dinner, Melwyn, and then afterward you are to come straight
here.”  


 



Ida left, and Melwyn welcomed the
bath.  She knew better than to take too
much time, so she bathed quickly, and was surprised to see a real dress waiting
for her.  Next to the dress, however, was
a very sexy nightie or whatever it was called.  Maybe it was more of a boustiere,
along with see-through panties.  “Nothing
left to the imagination here,” she said. 



 



It was good to see the ladies again, but it was even better
to be wearing a beautiful gown.  Melissa
felt like royalty as she dined with the other ladies.  


 



“Any word, Melwyn?”  


 



“Excuse me?” she asked. 



 



“Were you selected tonight?” Jolyn
asked.  


 



“I…I do not know.  How
will I know?”  


 



The three ladies looked at each other.  


 



Belle laughed.  “No
one has heard yet, then.  We thought it
was you, Melwyn, because it was not any one of
us.”  


 



Melissa smiled.  She
was completely clueless about what any of this meant.  The food was so good, though, and Melissa was
so hungry that she didn’t care if she had been selected or not.  


 



“If we don’t see you tomorrow, Melwyn,
we will know that it was you.”  


 



The ladies went their separate ways, and Melissa hated to
see them go.  She wasn’t looking forward
to a night alone.  She had been warned
that modeling was a lonely career, but she didn’t believe it until now.  


 



Melissa slowly walked back to her suite, changed into the tiny
garment and lay down upon the bed.  She
was exhausted.  She didn’t look half bad
in the crop top type garment and sheer bikini panty.  It was very soft and she could move freely in
it.  


 



Just as she was about to drift off, Melissa noticed the two
glasses of wine beside the bed.  “Just
like last night,” she said, and helped herself to a drink.  Melissa was thirsty and she drank nearly all
of one glass before setting it down.  


 



Melissa lay on the bed and closed her eyes.  She was in a deep sleep and she began to
dream.  She dreamed of Eduardo and how he
had made her feel last night.  But there
was now another man with him.  It was the
man who had said little to Melissa, and he introduced himself as Eduardo’s
son.  In her dream, Melissa began to toss
and turn, then she began to run away from the young man, running to
Eduardo.  She began calling his name,
“Eduardo, Eduardo.”  She felt a hot hand
on her face and she tried to brush it off. 
Then she heard her name being called by someone.  “Melwyn, Melwyn,” the voice called. 
Melissa became angry, and she screamed, “My name is Melissa, Melissa, Melissa.”  “Melissa,”
the voice said, and she calmed.  


 



Melissa continued to mumble, “Melissa, Melissa”, until her
lips were stilled by the lips of a man. 
The lips were strong, yet gentle. 
She had felt these lips on hers before, but where and when?  Melissa began kissing the lips.  She was hungry for them.  The lips then left Melissa’s lips and she
tried to pull them back to her.  She
reached for the man and held his arms.  The
man’s lips moved downward and Melissa felt the man’s hot breath on her breast
over the tight garment.  She felt her
nipple harden and she pushed her chest upward, begging for the man to bite her
nipple and to take her again and again.  


 



Something inside Melissa stirred, and she awoke,
startled.  “Where am I?”  


 



The man looked into Melissa’s beautiful eyes and
smiled.  


 



“Eduardo?”  


 



“Yes, my love, it is me, Eduardo.”  


 



“But where am I?” 
Melissa looked around, frightened. 
This was not the room in which she had gone to sleep.  “How did I get here?”  


 



“You do not remember, but you were taken with me last night
to my castle in the hills.  You were very
tired and had taken an entire glass of the wine, so I carried you.  The castle that you remember is not far from
here.  You will go there again one
day.  We drove last night for about an
hour.  You are mine, Melissa.  I had to be certain that I could please you
before you could be mine.  I will please
you again tonight.”  


 



“Yes,” Melissa said.  


 



Eduardo kissed Melissa passionately as he eased her sheer
panties down.  Melissa moved her legs to
help free her body for her mature and artful lover.  She lifted the camisole that held her breasts
firmly, wanting Eduardo to take all of her. 
His lips left Melissa’s lips for only the brief period of time required
to lift the garment up and over Melissa’s head. 



 



Eduardo gazed longingly at Melissa’s beautiful young
body.  “You are the most beautiful woman
in all the world.” 



 



Melissa smiled.  “I
don’t think so, Eduardo.  There are many women
who are far more beautiful than I.”  


 



Eduardo laid his hand on Melissa’s chest, gently separating
her young breasts.  Melissa watched as
his hand moved downward and gently and deliberately separated her thighs.  


 



Melissa opened herself to Eduardo and when he looked into
her eyes, she asked, “Why me?”  


 



Eduardo kissed Melissa’s lips and placed his hand firmly
against the warmth of her crotch.  She
moaned softly when Eduardo’s expert hand pressed firmly against her crotch and began
stroking her delicate inner folds with smooth glides.  His eyes watched Melissa’s beautiful face,
her eyes closing, her womanly body opening to him as
he entered her wetness with a finger.  


 



Melissa moaned at Eduardo’s touch, remembering how he had
filled her completely last night.  She
wanted him again and again.  


 



As he continued to bring her pleasure, Eduardo responded to
Melissa’s question.  “I want you because
I can please you in this way, Melissa.  It
is a requirement in my family.  You will
know every pleasure of a woman’s body.”  


 



Melissa thought that she surely had misheard Eduardo, but as
he stroked her more and began smooth slow glides with his fingers, she was once
again lost in the sensual pleasure of his touch.  


 



Eduardo kissed Melissa’s open mouth, and she felt his
hardness press against her thigh.  


 



“Eduardo,” she whispered, as he kissed her.  


 



She moved her leg and placed her hands firmly on Eduardo’s
butt, urging him to enter her.  He looked
at her, positioned his body just as he had done last night, and entered Melissa
with the fullness of his manhood.  


 



“Eduardo,” she moaned. 



 



He felt bigger inside her tonight than he had last night,
and Melissa climaxed immediately.  


 



“Open me, Eduardo,” she moaned, and he pulled her to him,
parting her legs, and entering her with the thickness of his cock.  


 



Melissa closed her eyes just as she had the night before,
but tonight Eduardo was not silent. 
Again and again, he told Melissa how much he loved her as he showed her his
love for her with his body.  Melissa’s
breasts were heaving and her lifeless body was Eduardo’s to do with as he
pleased.  


 



“Eduardo,” she shouted, as her swollen clit was stroked to
climax by Eduardo’s expert lovemaking. 
Waves of ecstasy washed over Melissa, as she was brought to orgasm a
second, third, and more times that night than she could remember.  She heard Eduardo’s low moans become louder
and she felt his cock swell deep inside her and then once again, Melissa felt
the warmth of Eduardo’s manly juices as they overfilled her just as they had the
night before.  


 



As he had the night before, Eduardo remained deep inside
Melissa, but tonight he lay over her and said, “I love you, Melissa.”  He kissed her slowly and passionately, taking
her into his arms.  He gazed into her
eyes for a very long time.  Then he took
her face into his hands and spoke softly. 
“Melissa, I have longed for you. 
I have watched you in many fashion shows, though you did not see me.  Yours is not the body to be ogled by men of
ill intentions.  Yours is a body made for
pleasure.  I will please you, Melissa.  I know how to please you.”  


 



Melissa knew that he could please her.  He had definitely proven that.  “But why this way, Eduardo?  Why did you have me brought to you like
this?”  


 



“My dear, I am not a young man.  I have much to offer, but would you have
chosen me over a much younger man?” 
Melissa had no answer for Eduardo. 
She honestly did not know what she would have done under normal
circumstances.  But to live in a castle
with the king of womanly pleasures, as Melissa had now crowned Eduardo in her
mind, was much more than a dream come true.  Melissa could never have dreamed of a life as
good as this.  


 



Eduardo continued to look into Melissa’s eyes, as if waiting
patiently for an answer.  


 



“I choose you now, Eduardo. 
I choose you for always.”  


 



Eduardo kissed Melissa with the passion of a mature man, and
he held Melissa in his strong manly arms, and the two of them slept as one. 


 



~K. Lyn~
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