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Samantha Peters
had a problem with men. They mystified her, for she had never been
really comfortable with them, and in particular, their crudity and
sexual demands.

She worked for
the department of Administration, in a small cubicle overlooking
the courtyard. While the other young women came to work dressed,
for the most part, quite casually, Samantha dressed in business
clothes every day, including Friday. She wore knee length skirts
with hose, dress pants, dress blouses and jackets, and dress shoes.
She dressed, as one of the other girls remarked, like someone
“old”.

And in many
ways, Samantha had an old head about her. Her mother had had her
when she was just fifteen, and then run off and left her to be
raised by her grandmother. Needless to say, her grandmother, who as
an immigrant from Bavaria was conservative to begin with, impressed
upon her granddaughter the evils of men and the absolute necessity
of chastity until marriage.

Samantha had
grown up under the stern and demanding eye of her grandparents,
taught that hard work brought rewards, and complaining brought
nothing. At twenty-two she had already been acting-manager of a
small group of junior clerks. By twenty-four she was a junior
project officer, and by twenty-six she was already a senior program
officer, one step away from middle-management and a $100k
salary.

She was
thoroughly respected for her hard work, her keen intelligence, and
her assertiveness in pursuit of following rules, procedures, and
regulations at all times.

That is to say,
her assertiveness and self-confidence were respected, her
dedication to the rules and processes were somewhat less respected.
This was the government, after all, and so many rules and
procedures were incomprehensible, and seemed designed to make it
impossible to get anything done.

Others mocked
and cursed the arcane rules and processes which took so much time
and accomplished so little. Not Samantha. Sam embraced rules. She
needed to know exactly what the rules were, needed perfectly
defined parameters in which to operate. Her manager, who admired
her intelligence and hard work, nevertheless called her anal to a
fault, when it came to rules and regulations.

Samantha,
however, knew how to navigate the often incomprehensible
requirements to get work done in the civil service. It made her
quite comfortable to know exactly how every process was to be run,
what path was required to obtain permissions for what tasks, what
forms had to be filled out, and how, and sent where in order to
establish the proper degree of oversight for any project or
program.

And if those
rules meant it took two months to buy a box of pencils, well then,
it took two months to buy a box of pencils, and that was all there
was to it. The proper outlook was to plan your use of pencils so
you started the process of ordering them two months before you
needed them.

That mindset
made her a perfect bureaucrat, and helped explain her success. It
did not, however, make her at all comfortable around men, on dates.
There didn’t seem to be any set rules in place for that, and men
didn’t behave in a predictable pattern, nor follow any particular
set of procedures.

And they all
wanted sex! They wanted it almost immediately! When she was a
teenager, her refusal to have sex with a boy until and unless they
became regular dating partners was not particularly unusual. During
her infrequent dates (she preferred to spend time with a good book)
they had pawed and groped and fondled and kissed, and she had
wrestled them off time and time again, her grandmother’s stern
admonition to hold onto her chastity and not get pregnant (like her
slut of a mother) firmly in mind

Thus her
chastity had stayed with her until college, when a particular bout
of depression had led to unwise acceptance of a standing invitation
at a frat house party, and an even more unwise consumption of
alcohol (she did not normally drink) had led to sex in an upper
bedroom with someone whose name she still didn’t know.

Afterwards, of
course, she felt horrible, sick from the alcohol, and disgusted
with herself. She felt dirty, sore, and ashamed, and vowed to stay
away from alcohol and, for the most part, men, forever after.

Once in her
twenties, however, she found herself in something of a quandary.
The only men she could stand to date were older men, men with more
maturity and substance, not callow youths who played video games.
Such men expected their women to be mature in attitude, and that
included their outlook on sex. That wasn’t to say they expected
them to put out on the first date, but they expected, certainly,
within three or four, to be getting a lot more than their hands
held.

Unfortunately,
the way she had been raised had given her a poor outlook on sex.
Her initial experience had made it worse. And now she was afraid
that if she actually did have sex with a man, especially an older,
sober man, he would immediately recognize her appalling lack of
experience, laugh at her, and dump her for someone else.

Sam was now
making very good money, enough to buy a small condo, and a nice
car, and still put money away into savings. But unlike college,
where she could spend every night studying, the civil service was a
day job which required no night work. She did not need to take work
home, and there was rarely any overtime. That left her very little
to do after work other than read.

Of course, she
was and had always been a voracious reader. One of the three
bedrooms in her condo had been turned into a den and library, with
floor to ceiling bookshelves covering the walls. She found the
books – reassuring. They surrounded her with knowledge. Sitting on
the smooth, gleaming walnut shelves which covered the walls, they
reminded her she was an intelligent woman of means, not a
thoughtless bimbo working in a restaurant.

All the
furniture in her condo, in fact, was heavy, polished, gleaming
wood. None of that glass and stainless steel for her! Combined with
the leather chairs and sofa, this made the condo curiously
masculine in tone. And it had been suggested by some that her
discomfort with men disguised a desire for women. But nothing could
be further from the truth. If men flummoxed her with their
behaviour, she was mystified at the emotionalism and silliness of
women her age.

She was cordial
with many women, but not really close friends with any. Her lack of
interest in fashions, in Hollywood, in gossip, robbed her of many
of the normal conversational topics used to begin such friendships.
Her dislike of clubs, of alcohol, and of dancing, meant there were
few places she really wanted to go out to anyway.

She worked, she
went home, she made dinner, and read a book, or occasionally surfed
the internet. That sufficed, for now. And eventually, she hoped,
she would come across some man who was quite like her, and then,
somehow, she wasn’t sure how, they would begin a satisfying
relationship. Somehow.

And then, oddly
enough, that was exactly what happened. Although, not in any remote
way was it the kind of relationship she had ever envisioned. Nor
was he in any remote way the type of man she had ever imagined
herself being with.

His name was
David. And he was old enough to be her father. Well, if she’d known
who her father was. In fact, given her mother’s age when she was
born, he was probably older than her father.

She was
twenty-six, and he was forty-six. And he had no respect for rules
at all. He flouted the rules whenever he could get away with them,
mocked them when he couldn’t, and twisted them at every
opportunity. He was also a mere clerk! True, he was a senior clerk,
who had amassed an amazing amount of knowledge about administrative
procedures, rules and regulations. But still, he was beneath her,
someone she could give tasks to and have him report back on their
success. Even his boss was on a lower level than she was.

And yet, he
teased her. No one teased Samantha Peters. She was too stern, too
uptight, too anal. He teased her like she was his little sister,
for, he said, that was the best way to treat young girls at work.
At first she had found him annoying, then irritating, then she had
come to accept him and roll her eyes at his silliness. Then he had
become – comfortable to have around. For in his own way he was
predictable where other men were not, predictable, undemanding,
mild-mannered and unthreatening.

And
friendly.

Sam was
surprised to discover she enjoyed his company, that she laughed at
his silliness and jokes, and that sometimes she even agreed with
his disparaging comments about certain rules and regulations. He
was quite insightful about management, though very mocking towards
it, and had a shrewd intelligence, if very little ambition.

She started
having coffee breaks with him, and then eating lunch with him, as
well. They talked about many things; philosophy, history, culture,
politics. Sometimes, they even talked about sex. Oh nothing crude,
of course. But he teased her about her clothing, and on her dark
rimmed, almost horn-rimmed glasses. And he asked about boyfriends
she didn’t have, and whyever she didn’t given what an incredibly
beautiful woman she was.

She snorted in
disdain at that. She was most certainly not incredibly beautiful.
She was willing to admit, sometimes, on a good hair day, that she
was presentable, and her body fit. That was as far as she was
willing to go. His statement otherwise was simply part of the
casual teasing and flirting he indulged in with so many women at
work.

He shook his
head at her one day in the cafeteria, grinning in his lopsided
fashion. “Do you have any idea how oddly sexy you are?”

“Oddly sexy?”
she snorted.

“Well, I think
it’s the way you dress. It’s so – uptight that everyone figures
that you must go home afterwards and don some sort of leather cat
woman outfit and slash your whip around.”

She raised her
eyebrows. “I doubt everyone thinks that,” she said.

“Well, let’s
just say men wonder about you, about what that uptight exterior is
hiding.”

“I’m not hiding
anything. I am uptight.”

He laughed.
“You’re not so bad.”

“Oh trust me.
I’m very uptight. I was raised by a Hungarian grandmother who
thought men were tools of Satan. I was painfully shy all through
school and rarely dated at all.”

“Are you saying
you’re a virgin?” he said mockingly.

She flushed a
little. “That’s none of your business,” she said waspishly. “And no
I’m not saying that. I’m just saying that – I’m not exactly a free
spirit. I believe in rules and discipline.”

“Then you do
have a whip,” he teased.

She coloured.
“I do not own any leather, unless you count the couch.”

“No stiletto
heels?”

“Certainly
not!”

“That’s too
bad.”

“Why is that
too bad? Because you males like to indulge your dirty
fantasies?”

“Because at
your age you should be having a lot of fun, going to wild parties,
going crazy and getting drunk.”

“I don’t like
wild parties, thank you very much. And I don’t drink.”

“Well I don’t
drink either, and at my age I’m kind of past wild parties. But you
should be doing more than sitting at home alone.”

“I enjoy my own
company.”

He shook his
head as she bent over her soup and lifted a spoon to her lips. Then
he reached out and let his finger push back the blonde bangs above
her glasses. It was a curiously intimate gesture, and Sam felt
herself oddly close to him, comfortable for some reason.

“You need to
feel thrilled from time to time. When was the last time you felt
thrilled?”

“I got a really
good bargain on an antique lamp last month.”

He laughed out
loud and she grinned somewhat proud of her timely retort.

“But when
you’re old an gray, what are you going to have to look back
on?”

“One does not
need to have a misspent youth.”

“Better that
then a well-read youth,” he replied.

“You need a
boyfriend.”

“One will come
along.”

“Not the way
you dress.”

“One will come
along who is impressed by my intellect, not my body.”

“I’m impressed
with both,” he said with that same lopsided grin.

She grinned
back. “What is so impressive about my body?” she asked, knowing
that, at least in part, she was fishing for compliments.

“That’s
dangerous territory,” he said, “at least at work. But even in the
clothes you wear, which seem determined to hide your shape, I think
one can discern that your shape is more than worth looking at.”

“I don’t need
men staring at me at work and engaging in filthy little sexual
fantasies,” she said.

“They do that
anyway. No matter what you wear. Men are like that. We’re all
whores.”

“Clearly.”

“We can’t help
it.”

“You don’t try.
So what exactly is it about my body which you regard as impressive?
That it’s female? That I have breasts?”

“Well, again,
without getting into details you surely wouldn’t want, I suppose I
could say, purely from a casual, observational viewpoint that the
shape of your derriere is one, depending on what trousers you’re
wearing on any given day, worth appreciating – in a completely
non-harassing, non-sexual way, of course.

“How can you
say I have a nice ass and not think that’s harassing or
sexual?”

“I can observe that a flower is pretty without wanting to ravish
the flower. I can observe a painting is pretty, or that a horse has
the right shape.”

“Are you
comparing my ass to a horse?”

“That would
make me a real horse’s ass, wouldn’t it?”

She
laughed.

No other man
could talk about her ass without embarrassing her. But David could.
The goof. And so he crept in under her radar. They lived not very
far apart, and soon were commuting together to save gas money.
Their first date, though neither of them thought of it as such, was
watching a documentary on his big screen plasma television.

“Don’t even
know why I bought the thing since I rarely watch television,” he
said.

He was a
bachelor, and owned a small bungalow with a back yard swimming pool
which he used for exercise, regularly doing laps. The living room
contained a smoked glass and black steel desk, and while he
disparaged her lack of “fun” he was not a man who regularly
entertained visitors. Instead of a sofa he had a love seat and a
recliner. The recliner wasn’t in position to watch the TV so they
both sat on the love seat, fairly close together.

He was a
perfect gentleman, completely unthreatening, and perhaps that was
why Sam began to get ideas. She liked him a lot. She trusted him.
And she had exchanged more information with him than any man she’d
ever known. He knew she was inexperienced sexually, though she
hadn’t given him details. And he was always complimenting her,
telling her how hot she was, how cute she was. Oh it was said in a
joking fashion, but she thought, somehow, oddly, that he actually
did think her attractive.

She toyed with
the idea of kissing him, and wondered what that would be like.
She’d already hugged him numerous times – as a friend, of
course.

And so, when
she left for home, she gave him another quick hug and then, very
daringly, gave him a quick kiss on the lips, a peck really,
followed by a grin. He seemed a trifle surprised, while she felt
her chest go tight as she turned and skipped down the stairs.

Later that week
she invited him to her place. He admired her books, for he was a
big reader himself, and they talked about some of the books they
had both read as she set up the movie in her own DVD player.

This time, when
he left, he gave her a peck on the lips – only it was a bit more
than a peck, more like a smooch, followed by a wink as he turned
and left.

And it was in
his place, the next week, when the kiss turned into something a
little more than a kiss, when his hands seemed to almost casually
slide onto her hips as she kissed him, and she held the kiss a
little too long, long enough for him to respond, and her heart
started to flutter and his hands slid further around her. And then,
somehow, they were kissing each other, and she had no idea what to
do about it, except that, she liked it.

His hands slid
up and down her back as they kissed, and his tongue eased
delicately across her lips as she felt her pulse racing. Then they
both stepped back, a bit breathless, and, her voice squeaking a
bit, she said goodbye and hurried home.

The next day he
leaned on her cubicle wall and invited her to come over Saturday
afternoon. It was supposed to be very hot. They could do a little
swimming, barbeque some chicken or burgers. She said yes, and then,
horrified, realized that meant she had to appear in a bathing suit
in front of him.

She almost
cancelled, agonizing over what to wear, what messages what she wore
would send him. If she wore something very conservative, a one
piece, he would tease her and call her an old lady. And right now
she didn’t want that. She wanted him to appreciate her as a
desirable woman. But what if she wore something revealing and he
turned into a lusting pig!? She couldn’t stand that.

But better to
find out now.

Not that she
would wear something revealing, of course. Samantha Peters didn’t
own anything revealing, nor had she ever. That evening, and the
next, and the next, she shopped for bathing suits. That was a
difficult task, for she was not at all comfortable with her body,
with all that pale skin, with undressing in a semi-public place
like a store’s fitting room.

What she
finally settled on was a black bikini. It was fashionable, so he
couldn’t accuse her of being uptight. It would, in fact, shock him,
she thought, with no small sense of mischievous delight. It was not
exactly revealing, however. It was just the standard bikini, with a
bandeau top, and full bottom.

It was her
first bikini, in fact, and the first of anything she’d ever
considered wearing around other people which actually displayed
anything remotely like cleavage. The bandeau top squeezed her
breasts together from the sides, and while it covered her
appropriately, there was a little trace of cleavage at the top. She
removed her glasses. She mainly wore them for fine detail, like
when she needed to read. And certainly had no need of them at the
pool.

She put on a
good front, though her red face gave it away a bit as she greeted
him in it. And she covered it by irritably observing that while
women’s bathing suits seemed to get smaller and tighter all the
time men’s bathing suits grew larger and baggier.

“You’re right,”
he said. “When I was in my teens men wore what you’d almost call
Speedos now. They were short, and tight. Now we get to wear these
things, which fall almost to our knees.”

They sat under
the umbrella, and she put oil on, and talked a little, and then he
dove into the water, and she had little choice but to follow.

It was the
water which did it. It felt – clean to be horsing around in the
water. It didn’t bother her to feel his skin touching hers as he
picked her up and flung her back, as he let her step into his
locked hands and leap high to splash into the water. And the
bandeau top kept slipping down now that it was wet, now that she
was bouncing around, and it displayed a lot of cleavage.

“Wow, look at
those,” he said at one point, teasing her by ogling her
breasts.

“Stop that,
perve!” she said, crossing her arms over her breasts and turning
around.

He laughed at
her of course, robbing his remark of the kind of seriousness which
would have embarrassed her.

And she kept
tugging it up, only to have it slip down, and then, somehow, they
were standing together, her breasts pushed against his chest, and
she was looking at him, and he kissed her lightly on the lips. She
laughed and kissed him back, and then, they seemed to slowly melt
together.

Standing there
in the pool, their bodies pressed together, his hands stroked her
bare back, then eased down further, cupping and kneading her
buttocks under the water. His tongue pushed a little deeper than
before, and she parted her lips, welcoming it, breathless, excited,
confused. The water made everything clean even as she felt what had
to be his erection pressing against her.

His hands slid
down into her bikini bottom, stroking her bare bottom, and Sam felt
a hot jolt of liquid excitement ripple through her mind and body.
Breathlessly, she stood there, doing essentially nothing as his
kiss became deeper, as his fingers caressed and kneaded her
buttocks. And then a hand came out of her bottom and slid up across
her breast.

She almost
pushed him back, but it was no longer there anyway. Now it was on
her side. So that was all right. Except it slid back again, more
slowly. Again it didn’t stay, so her impulse to push his hand off
died before her hand had even moved an inch.

His tongue was
tracing a line along the inside of her lips as he sucked lightly at
her own tongue. And then he turned his head in and nibbled at her
earlobe, then at the nape of her neck. She moaned softly, her
breasts flattened against his chest, and she felt the softness of
his own skin under her fingers.

He turned her
against the side of the pool, and she leaned back against it,
breathing much too heavily as he kissed his way along her shoulder
and then down onto her upper chest.

“W-we were…
s-supposed to be having a b-bar-b-que,” she gasped as his mouth
rained soft, slow kisses across the top of her exposed breasts.

And then he
tugged the bandeau top down, and she gasped as his mouth slid down
onto her erect nipple and sucked.

“Don’t!” she
gasped, pushing his head away.

He didn’t fight
her, but straightened, grinning, kissed her on the top of her nose
and said “Why?”

She opened her
mouth, trying to explain, then realized she didn’t really know why
not herself. And then he kissed her again, and pulled her against
him, and her bare breasts pressed against his chest. The heat of
his body seemed to set them to burning and throbbing, and she could
feel her stiff nipples rubbing against his chest hair.

His hand slid
through her wet hair, and then gently – pulled. A little dizzy, she
didn’t resist, letting him pull her head back, letting him arch her
back across the low side of the pool, arch back away from him so
that her breasts were now visible. She shuddered as his other hand
moved across her breast.

Then his mouth
took her nipple into it, and he sucked at it, his tongue flicking
across it so that she felt little electric shocks setting it
tingling and throbbing. She wanted to protest, but her words were
nothing but a breathless groan as he licked and sucked and fondled
her aching breasts.

Her legs were
parted under the water, and his thigh was grinding against her
right – there – producing very odd sensations and emotions that
were adding to her sense of breathless helplessness. His right hand
moved up and down her body, stroking and caressing her breasts, her
belly, her ribs and hips and bottom, and then slid right across her
pussy.

As with her
breasts, it didn’t linger, so that the panic she would have felt
did not emerge. But it returned again and again, fingers pressing
down against her right – there –

where it made
her legs want to turn to rubber.

And then his
hand was suddenly inside the front of her bikini bottom. The feel
of his fingers sliding along her thin furrow, rubbing at the top of
her cleft, almost made her cry out in shock, and she moved to push
him off. This time, however, he held her steady. His fingers, which
were so gentle in her hair, wouldn’t let go, and trying to
straighten up pulled her hair against them.

“D-Don’t!
S-stop! D-David!” she gasped.

And then it was
too late, for the way he was rubbing her there was sending shock
waves through her body. She shuddered and gasped aloud and her hips
rolled and ground against him in helpless response. She could not
even pretend that she didn’t welcome it, and he curled a finger up
and penetrated her, sliding it deep into her pussy as he bit down
harder on her nipple and sucked harder still.

The orgasm
seemed to come from out of nowhere. Suddenly it was as if she were
having a seizure, her hips bucking, her back jerking and arching,
her head rolling and jerking from side to side as choked, animal
sounds emerged from her parted lips.

She collapsed,
limp, gasping, across the side of the pool, chest heaving. He
grasped her buttocks and lifted her up, setting her on the rim of
the pool, which was at waist height to him. And then, before she
could get her scattered mind put back together, he tugged her
bikini bottom down her legs and off, then spread her legs wide.

And then he was
between them, bent over, his tongue licking and circling along the
edges of her pussy. She was too dazed to feel the shame she should
have felt at being so naked and obscenely exposed to him like that.
His hands caressed her thighs and buttocks as he kissed her
clitoris, then thrust his tongue into her furrow and slid it up and
down along her slit.

His thumbs
spread her labia open and he pumped his tongue inside her, then
slid it up and circled her clit.

Sam was
starting to get her breath back now, starting to get her mind back.
She reached for him, her hands pushing weakly against his head. But
he ignored her, bent over her sex, licking more strongly, his
tongue now lapping at her clit as she moaned and whimpered a
complaint. Again it was a gasped “don’t!”, and again the sensations
he was rousing in her robbed the plea of any force.

And suddenly,
she didn’t feel any desire to stop him. She was laying sprawled out
wet and naked under the sun, arms and legs wide, as he performed
oral sex on her. And it seemed – right somehow. She decided not to
fight him, to let him do with her as he wished, to let him ravish
her if he desired. She would simply let him do whatever he
wanted.

Which was
pretty much all she knew how to do anyway.

The sensations
from his licking tongue were growing more and more powerful, more
and more intense, and her hands and arms jerked on the ground
beside her, her chest arching, head rolling from side to side as
she moaned and gasped. Her hips rolled up, her breathing growing
more and more ragged. She’d never had oral sex performed on her
before, and found the sensations wondrous and amazing.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh
my God! Oh! Oh! Unggghh! Oh! Ungggh!” she gasped, head rolling from
side to side as his fingers penetrated her and slid deep.

They pumped in
and out as he licked and sucked at her clitoris, and Samantha was
wrapped up in the most exotic and exciting sexual sensations she’d
ever experienced.

The second
orgasm hit her even harder than the first, and she stiffened and
then arched back violently, hips bucking up against him as he
pumped his fingers much faster and licked much harder. She twisted
and thrashed on the ground, hands grasping at his hair to try to
jam his face down harder against her sex as the orgasm tore through
her like a hurricane.

So this was
what she’d been missing, she thought dazedly, as the orgasm faded.
He continued licking, rousing her yet again, and then was pulling
himself out of the water, turning her around, and she gasped at the
size of his cock as he pushed it against her.

Despite how wet
and ready she was it was a tight fit, and Sam groaned as he pushed
it in slowly and firmly. She was not a virgin, and had experimented
in using dildos to satisfy herself at one point in her life – to no
avail. Now she felt the slickness of his hard, warm cock pushing
into her and a sense of rightness spread through her mind as his
body settled atop her own.

It was the most
vanilla of positions, on her back with her legs spread wide, but
Sam felt like a wanton slut as he pushed himself deep into her
belly and settled atop her. Yet, shockingly, she felt a sense of
delight, not shame, a sense of smug pleasure at being so slutty, so
wanton, so wicked and nasty as to spread her legs naked for a man
like this and just let him – let him have her!

His cock
plunged deep, pulled back, and thrust into her again. It hurt a
little, but it hurt so deliciously that she welcomed the ache. She
grunted and moaned and caressed his back and shoulders as he
pumped, her tongue thrusting into his mouth as their lips mashed
together.

She felt wildly
slutty, deliciously slutty as he fucked her, as she let herself be
fucked, right there on the concrete and grass, legs spread, sun
beating down. She moaned and gasped and jerked like a whore as he
worked his hips up and down, and then, incredibly, she came again,
as his cock fucked even faster and harder.
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She blushed
fiercely as he led her into the house. She wanted to go back for
her swimsuit but he wouldn’t let her. “I like you naked,” he said
with a rakish grin.

And they were
both wet and it felt clean that way, and he sat down on the love
seat, pulling her down atop him, sitting astride him. He, at least,
had his swimsuit on as they kissed, and that too was good. His hand
moved freely over her body, and she moaned and gasped in response
as their tongues slid sensuously together. It was all so new to
her, and she was shyly exulting in it.

And when his
hand slid between her legs and he pulled her back so she leaned
across the arm of the chair, she moaned and rolled her hips and
again felt deliciously slutty as his fingers moved in her and on
her.

“Lick me
again,” she gasped daringly.

He chuckled.
“The last time I did that you almost pulled my hair out,” he said.
“If I’m going to eat you again I think I should tie your hands
up.”

It could have
been a casual comment, but somehow she knew it wasn’t, knew it was
meant to gauge her thoughts. Sam had little experience, but she was
not fresh off a farm by any means.

“Would you like
to tie me up?” she asked coyly, shyly.

“Only if you’re
naughty.”

“I feel
naughty,” she said with a mischievous grin that ended abruptly in a
strangled gasp, her mouth parting into a wide “O” as his fingers
thrust especially deep and touched – something – inside her.

“Naughty, are
you? More like slutty. Are you going to be my little slutty girl,
Sam?”

“Yes!” she
gasped as he chewed and sucked at her nipple.

She had never
felt the kinds of sensations in her breasts, in her nipples, that
he was raising, and she had a hard time controlling her breathing
as his tongue and teeth taunted and teased them. Combined with the
fingers slipping in and out of her tight, moist sheath and the
thumb stroking across her clitoris she could hardly breath at
all.

“Ohh! Ohhh!
Ahhh!” she gasped, her head rolling, her hips grinding against him
helplessly.

“Responsive
little slut, aren’t you,” he teased.

She moaned in
response, eyes slitted.

He licked a
trail up along the nape of her neck, and bit into her throat
gently, sucking as small shudders rolled through her body.

Then he drew
back suddenly, lifting her off him and standing. Her eyes opened
wide, disappointment written across her face.

“W-why did you
stop?” she gasped.

He grinned and
lightly tapped the bridge of her nose with his finger.

“Don’t want you
to go insane with lust,” he said, “At least, not quite yet.”

“Insane with
lust,” she snorted. “You don’t think much of yourself, Mr. Butler,
do you?”

He merely
grinned, and took her hand, helping her stand. He did not lead her
far, merely across to the large leather chair, where he pushed her
down. Next to it was a small table, and he opened the drawer and
drew out a long length of soft black rope. Samantha looked at it
and felt a shudder of wicked excitement run through her. He was
really going to tie her up! That was so – kinky!

A part of her
felt it was silly, though, a weird thing that she supposed she had
to humour him in. It wasn’t like she was afraid of him, after all.
The idea that David might harm her was too silly to even
contemplate. He was completely harmless.

He had her
clasp her hands together in front of her, then tied her wrists
together. The rope was soft, but firm as he laid a half dozen loops
around her wrists. Then he pulled them up and back over the top of
the chair. She didn’t see what he was doing back there, but then he
knelt at the side of the chair and fed the rope up across one of
the arms.

“Slump down and
spread your legs, my lovely little slut,” he said.

She flushed at
the thought, reluctant. That was simply too slutty a position. But
then he surprised her by moving in front of the chair, gripping her
hips, and tugging her forward so she was, in fact, slumping in the
chair, more laying on her back then sitting on her bottom, and the
rope leading to her wrists went taut above her.

He grinned at
her and slid his hands up her legs to just behind the knees, then
he spread them up and apart, wide – wider – embarrassingly and
obscenely wide. Her face reddened, and she almost protested, but
already he was at her side, and wrapping the rope there around her
leg just behind the knee. He wrapped it around several times even
as she tried to form the words to protest, to tell him this was
getting silly, and not the kind of thing she had any interest
in.

Then he had her
other legs spread wide and was tying the rope around that, too. She
grunted as her legs were spread uncomfortably far, the tendons in
her thighs stretched and aching. The back of her head was resting
on her bound arms, which were stretched up tautly above her, and
she started to feel a little quiver of nasty excitement at her
obscene position.

And then all
her thoughts of possible protest faded away as David knelt in front
of her and began to tongue her – there –. The heat and excitement
he had roused in her on the sofa roared back, and she gasped and
moaned, her hips bucking against him, her body writhing and
twisting with greater and greater passion and excitement. His
tongue danced along her slit and his fingers pushed deep, pumping
in and out.

He circled and
teased her quivering clitoris again and again. She was starting to
perspire, her breath ragged, her nerves on end.

“Please!” she
gasped, barely able to articulate her need.

“Yes?” he asked
patiently, his fingers pumping, twisting inside her.

“Lick me!” she
gasped.

“But I am
licking you,” he said, tracing his tongue along her sex.

“Please! Do it!
Lick me… lick my…. My clit,” she said, embarrassed at her own
words.

“What was that?
I didn’t hear you, Miss Peters. Would you ask again.”

“Fuck!” she
gasped. “David!”

“Beg for it, my
little slut,” he taunted.

“Please lick my
clit,” she panted through clenched teeth.

“Say sir,” he
teased again, grin wide.

“Bastard!”

“Beg, little
slut,” he demanded coyly.

He bent over,
his tongue circling her clit, his fingers pumping and twisting.

“Please lick my
clit, sir,” she gasped.

“Again.”

“Please lick my
clit, sir,” she said, her voice a low, desperate moan.

His tongue
licked strongly across her clit; once, twice, thrice, and
stopped.

“Beg me to lick
– .”

“Please lick my
clit, sir!” she cried.

God! His tongue
had felt so good, so wonderful, so incredible! She didn’t want him
to ever stop!

He licked her
again, once, and her hips bucked, twice and they rolled, the blonde
girl gasping and moaning, three times and she arched her back and
let out a soft curse.

He raised his
mouth. “Beg,” he taunted.

“Oh please!”
she gasped, nearly over the edge. “Please lick my clit, sir! Please
lick my clit, sir! Please lick my clit – ghnnnnnu! Uhhhgg!”

Her body
writhed, despite the ropes, her hips bucking, her torso twisting,
her back arching as he licked at her clit. The sexual energy poured
through her and set off muscle spasms throughout her body.

“Beg,
slut!”

“P-Please lick
my clit, sir!” she gasped, head drawn back, eyes slitted, “Please
lick my clit, sir! Please lick my clit, sir! Please gghaahh! Please
uhhggg! L-Lick my clit, sir! Oh! Ungh!”

She came violently, hips jerking and bucking, body twisting and
thrashing on the chair as his tongue whipped across her exquisitely
sensitive clit and his fingers plunged almost painfully hard and
deep into her sopping pussy.

She went limp,
gasping for breath, chest heaving, eyes glazed over as she gulped
in air. That had been, by far, the most incredible sexual
experience of her life. She’d never really imagined it could be so
good, so incredibly thrilling. She’d read, of course, but she’d
dismissed that as wild exaggerations.

She groaned as
she lay limp, slumped there on the chair. She hardy paid any
attention to David, and when she did notice him it was to notice
him gone. Then he was back, and she grinned lazily, filled with the
warm afterglow of the incredible orgasm. He knelt before the chair,
and she blinked her eyes, focusing on them, then felt a little
shock go through her mind.

“Wh-what’s
that?” she panted.

He only grinned
and rubbed the head of the very realistic looking dildo up and down
her slit, then penetrated her, pushing it in slowly, but deeply.
Samantha stared, gasping a little, then more as he pushed it too
deep, and it ached.

Then he was
doing something else. He had a little tube of something and was
squeezing it out onto something else, just below her vision. When
he raised his hands again she saw he had what looked like a little
cock in his hand. No, it wasn’t shaped right. It had a narrow,
rounded tip, then got wider and wider until it abruptly got narrow
again. It was only a couple of inches long, and she could not
fathom its purpose until David pressed it against her anus.

Her eyes
widened and she gasped. “No!”

“Don’t worry,
it doesn’t go in far.”

“David! No!”
she gasped, but her voice was more a whine, a plea than a
command.

Already the
thing was inside her a bit, twisting and turning on its slippery
layer of whatever lubrication he’d used. He pushed it in more and
she gasped, pulling against the ropes.

“David!”

He looked up at
her, his face no longer taunting. “Do you have any idea what an
incredible ass you have, Sam? Do you have any idea how many men
have stared at it and imagined ramming their cocks up inside you?
I’m going to fuck your ass, Sam. Maybe not tonight, but eventually.
Get used to the idea.”

She stared at
him in astonishment. The idea so many men might covet her ass was
absurd, but even more absurd was his bald faced statement that he
was going to sodomise her, as if she had no say in it! She was
still grasping for a response when the fattest part of the thing
pushed through her sphincter and she felt herself closing behind
it, so that just a little base stuck out.

Then he
straightened and began to knead her breasts, his tongue licking at
them, his lips sucking. She stared at him warily, anxious now,
uncertain about what to expect from this new David. He didn’t seem
quite so harmless any more, and she was starting to worry about her
helpless position.

But then her
body began to respond to his lips and tongue and fingers, and when
he moved lower and began to lick and suck at her clit – with that
dildo moving in and out of her, the rush of sexual heat and
excitement pushed away her worries and she began to moan and roll
her hips wantonly up at him once again.

And then he
drew back and sat down across from her, grinning, lifting a glass
of wine and taking a sip.

“So, Samantha,
tell me about yourself. Do you come here often?

He grinned at the terrible pun and she stared at him in
confusion.

He pulled his
chair closer. “What do you think of being tied up?” he asked.

She hadn’t
thought about it, in truth, since he’d done it. And her mind wasn’t
really in a place where she wanted to think about anything but
sheer raw sensation.

She stared at
him.

He got up and
crouched by the plasma screen TV, turning something on below it.
Then he went to the computer and turned that on. He got something
out of a drawer and was fooling with it as Sam’s breathing started
to get under control. She stared at him, wondering what he was
doing, wanting him back there between her legs.

When he turned
back to her, though, he had something in his hands. He pointed it
at her, and after a moment she realized it was a camera. She gasped
and jerked violently against the ropes, forgetting, momentarily,
that they were there.

“David! No! I
do not want my picture taken!”

“I’m not taking your picture,” he said calmly, setting the device
down on the coffee table. “It’s not recording. There’s no chip in
it to record on. I just wanted you to see yourself.”

And then she
did see herself, in living colour, on the plasma screen television.
She blanched, her face going red as she saw herself there, slumped
low, legs spread, the dildo protruding from her red, glistening
pussy opening.

“Don’t! Take it
away!”

He knelt next
to her, not obstructing the camera, and gripped her hair, jerking
her head up and back a little to keep her from thrashing and
twisting around.

“Look at
yourself, Samantha. I want you to see how incredibly beautiful and
exciting and sexual you are.”

“I’m not making
a porn movie!” she gasped.

“No, we’re not,
but do you think that face and that body would look out of place in
a porn movie? You keep saying you’re not hot, not sexy. Well look
at yourself, girl, and tell me that any man wouldn’t be willing to
pay to watch a video with a hot little slut like that in it.”

He forced her
to look at the TV, and though her face was red she had no real
argument. She did look incredibly sexual. There was nothing of the
bookish, quiet, dignified woman in that image. And as she watched,
David’s hand reached out and took the dildo and began to move it in
and out, his finger stroking across her clit on every deep
stroke.

He bent and
began to lick her, and the tension leaked out of her, replaced by
sexual hunger and heat. She stared to the side, watching herself on
the TV, amazed, and now, aroused, as she saw his tongue lapping at
her clit, as she watched the dildo pushing in and out. It was such
an incredibly provocative, lewd, slutty image – and it was almost
impossible to believe it was her.

She gasped and
moaned and watched her hips jerk against his tongue.

“You want it,
slut? Tell me you want it,” he ordered, the dildo stopping.

“I-I want it!”
she gasped.

He pulled the
dildo out and pushed his suit down, and Samantha saw his cock lay
across her red, swollen sex. He rubbed the head against her clit
and she moaned.

“What do you
want, slut?”

“Fuck me,” she
gasped. “Fuck me!”

“Beg for it, my
little slut.”

“Please fuck
me,” she groaned. “Please fuck me, sir!”

Her words
shocked and aroused her. She simply did not speak like that, did
not use obscene words.

“What should I
fuck? Should I fuck your hot, buttery little cunt?”

“Yes! Oh
God!”

“Beg me to
then, slut.”

“Please fuck my
cunt, sir!” she gasped, her voice breaking, hips grinding and
pushing up against him. “Please fuck my hot, buttery cunt, sir!
Please!”

He sank into
her, pushed slowly, then thrust, and she cried out, her body
twisting and arching. He reached out, shifted the camera to the
side, then began to thrust into her body in steady stroking motions
that got faster and harder with each passing second.

He stopped.
“Beg for it, slut.”

“Please fuck
me, sir!” she gasped dazedly. “Please fuck my hot cunt, sir!”

He resumed his
hard thrusting, stopping every now and then, until she begged
again. Then she simply kept begging, continuously, her voice
slurred, breaking, gasping, as his hips pounded into her upraised
bottom and his cock drove deep into her aching belly. The chair
shook as he thrust, and the blonde girl suddenly cried out, her
head jerking back and thrashing from side to side as a massive
orgasm tore through her.

* * * * *

He still wasn’t
finished with her. But Sam was limp and panting. He pushed the
dildo back into her and then freshened his drink. Then he sat down
across from her, grinning as she looked tiredly back.

“So tell me
what you think of what happened tonight,” he said.

She stared at
him, wondering just how crazy he was.

“U-Untie me,”
she groaned.

“I will, but
not just yet. I want you to get used to your body a little.”

“What does that
mean?” she groaned.

“It means that
you’re too uptight about your body. I want you to get more
comfortable in your skin.”

“You want to
stare at my cunt,” she said, surprised at how easily the word came
to her now.

“That too, but
mainly, I want you to lose the embarrassment you have about your
incredibly beautiful body. You’re in a comfortable position.
There’s no reason you can’t remain in it for a time.”

“I can’t even
scratch my nose,” she complained.

He leaned
forward and scratched her nose.

“That wasn’t
what I meant.”

“How do you
feel, laying back like that, your legs spread?”

She flushed a
bit. “Like a slut.”

“Good. A nice
change. And who’d have ever imagined Samantha Peters acting like a
slut? Certainly not you.”

Which was true
enough, but it still felt oddly paternalistic of him.

“I don’t need
you to – train me,” she said.

“Ah, but it’s
the job of elders to educate our youth,” he said with a grin.

He reached out
with his bare foot, leg stretched out, and pressed against the base
of the dildo protruding from her pussy. She groaned as he shoved it
deeper, as the nose ground over her cervix.

“Do you feel
like a slut?” he asked.

“Yesss,” she
groaned.

“Good. It’s
quite a bit of fun to act like a slut, isn’t it? Much better than
reading a book all evening.”

That was
undeniable, and though her eyes kept shying away from the image of
herself on the TV it was also undeniable that she didn’t feel as
ashamed of her appearance as she ought to. Part of it was David, of
course. Unlike in the old days, when she was dating people from her
circle of acquaintances, she didn’t have to fear him bragging to
everyone about what he’d done, nor did she fear him thinking badly
of her. This was clearly his kind of thing and he was thoroughly
enjoying it.

And why not?
How many nondescript men in their mid forties got to tie up and
fuck a young girl twenty years their junior?

“Would you like
to be fucked again, slut?”

She flushed and
her head jerked up and down minutely.

“Well, sadly,
I’m not really up to fucking you at the moment. But if you sucked
my cock, I could probably be ready quickly.

Sam blushed
again. The words he was using were so crude, so graphic.

“Must you be so
crude?” she asked.

“Yes. I’m being
crude deliberately. I’m not being gentle and romantic. I’m being
crude and in your face.”

He leaned
forward, his eyes on hers. “Do you suck cock, Samantha?”

She flinched at
the words, but felt a sense of breathless excitement building, as
well.

“Answer me,
little slut?”

“I-I uhm, yes,”
she gulped.

“Let me hear
you say it. Let me hear those sweet lips of your form the
words.”

“I suck cock,”
she said, challengingly.

“Again.”

“I suck cock,”
she said, pronouncing each word distinctly.

“Would you like
to suck my cock, little slut?’

“Yes.”

He raised his
eyebrows.

“Please may I
suck your cock, sir?” she asked, then looked at him coyly and
raised the timbre of her voice. “Please, sir. Please may I suck
your cock, sir?”

He grinned
lazily and pulled himself out of his swim trunks.

“Again, slut.
Let me hear you beg to suck my cock.”

She rolled her
eyes at his silliness, but drew in a deep breath and pretended to
beg.

“Please may I
suck your cock, sir? Please! I love to suck cocks, sir! I’d give
anything to suck your beautiful cock!”

He stood up,
grinning, and Samantha felt a giddy sense of dark excitement as he
moved closer. He straddled the chair a bit, spreading his legs and
leaning in. She was still bound and helpless, her head unable to
move back as he pushed the head of his cock into her mouth.

He combed her
fingers back, pumping slowly as she sucked and licked.

“That’s it,
Sam. Suck my cock, you slut,” he said, his voice teasing, taunting.
“Suck cock, you little slut. You nasty little cock sucker.”

His words were
so dirty! And so insulting! But they were doing strange thing sin
her mind, twisting and churning her emotions onto dark paths while
she moaned around his thick shaft.

He pushed
deeper, and she gagged as he went too deep, her eyes going wide
with alarm. He didn’t push deeper, though, but eased back a little,
sliding slowly in and out as she sucked and licked. She rolled her
eyes up towards him and he grinned down.

“Suck that
cock, slut,” he taunted. “Suck cock!”

Dirty
words!

He pushed in and out and she gagged as he went too deep, but he
pulled back quickly. Again and again he pushed in and out, gagging
her repeatedly, until she got used to it.

Then he pulled
back, dropped to his knees, and pulled the dildo out of her pussy.
His cock thrust into her hard and deep and she began to moan and
twist as he pumped in and out. He fucked her hard and deep, and
long, taking his time, shifting directions, pausing to stroke her
clit and suck on her nipples, riding her through another orgasm,
then another, then still another before pounding violently and
spewing inside her.
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Of course they
kept their relationship secret. Samantha didn’t even know how to
explain to people that she was sleeping with a man twenty years her
senior, let alone that he was someone who was considerably lower on
the totem pole of stature and importance than she was.

She felt
bemused and shocked with herself at home later, a little ashamed,
her mind cringing a little at some of the things they’d done and
that he’d made her say. But a part of her was giddily proud of
herself, too. It had been an incredible evening! And one she was
eager to repeat, though anxious.

David acted,
for the most part, the same at work. But there were exceptions. He
leaned over her cubicle the next morning and she grinned at him,
her eyes rolling to either side. She knew her boss, on one side,
was away, but he glanced at the cubicle on her other side, and
winked.

“Tell me
something, Samantha,” she said.

“Yes,
David?”

He leaned over
top of the cubicle wall. “Do you like sucking cock?”

She froze at the daring, the audacity, the danger, her eyes going
wide as she jerked her head to one side.

“She’s not
there,” he said.

“You still
shouldn’t – .”

“Answer the
question,” he said, leaning in.

She licked her
lips nervously and half rose to glance up and down the aisle before
sitting back.

“Yes,” she
said.

“Say it.”

Sam felt her
chest tighten with excitement and tension. “I like to suck cock,”
she said in a whisper.

“Louder,
slut.”

Again she
started at the words, said so baldly, so openly, here of all
places.

“Yes, I like to
suck cock,” she said.

He glanced up
and down the aisle himself, then eased around the cubicle and
inside. She turned her head up, heart pounding, and gasped as he
reached in and casually groped her breast.

“Are you my
slut?”

“David!”

“Answer
me.”

“Yes,” she
gulped.

“Say it.”

“I’m your slut,
sir.”

He backed off
and leaned on the top of the cubicle again, and a few moments later
another employee walked by.

* * * * *

That evening he
tied her spread-eagled to his bed.

“Don’t! Oh! Oh!
Ahh! David!” she gasped as he tilted the candle and let the hot wax
drop slowly across her breasts.

He let the wax
patter down across her aching nipples and Sam twisted and writhed
and arched at the sharp little stinging burns. Then he laughed and
broke the hardened wax off and did it again.

“Oww! Ohh!
Please!” she gasped.

“Say please
sir,” he taunted.

“Please, sir!”
she gasped. “Please, sir!”

He stopped,
grinning, and blew the candle out. Sam gasped weakly in relief. But
then he produced another instrument of torture; an ice cube.

“Ahhggg!” she
squealed as he ran the cube slowly along her ribs. “Don’t!
Don’t!”

“Please sir,”
he chided.

“Please,
sir!”

He ran the cube
up across her breast, circling the nipple, then pressing it against
her swollen pink button. Sam hissed and gasped and her back arched
again and again.

“Please, sir!”
she moaned.

He shifted the
cube to her other nipple, and watched the small droplets of icy
cold water trickling slowly down her breast and onto her chest.

“I’ll stop when
you suck my cock,” he said.

“I’ll suck your
cock!” she groaned. “Please, sir, may I suck your cock?”

“I don’t hear enough passion in that voice, slut,” he said, getting
a second ice cube, sliding them over and around her breasts, up and
down her ribs, then downwards towards her pussy.

“Please may I
suck your cock, sir!” she cried. “Please! I love your cock, sir! I
beg you to let me suck your cock!”

The words were
wicked, ridiculously slutty, and were exciting some dark part of
her mind.

“And you’ll
drink my come?” he asked tauntingly.

“Yesss,” she
moaned, writhing and twisting as the ice cubes tormented her.

“Do you really
want my come?”

“Yesss!” she
cried.

“Then beg for
it,” he ordered.

“Oh, fuck!” she
wailed. “Please may I drink your come, sir! I want to suck your
cock and drink your come! Please, sir!”

Again, saying
the nasty, degrading words was stroking some dark, nasty side of
her mind, and Samantha’s pussy spasmed around the dildo he had
shoved inside her.

He continued to
taunt her with the ice cubes, letting her beg. Then he paused, his
warm mouth feeling incredible on her frozen nipples as he sucked
and licked. Then he was between her legs, freezing her clit,
pushing the cubes into her, making her beg again before his tongue
lapped and sucked and drove her half insane.

Finally, he
straddled her upper chest, his hands in her hair pulling her head
up and forward, and thrust into her mouth. She sucked and gurgled
and gagged as he pushed it in and out, repeatedly threatening to
stuff it down her throat as she sucked frantically.

“Don’t worry,
Sam, I’m not gonna shove it down your throat,” he said, grinning
down at her. “Not yet. But you’ll be learning how to deep throat me
before long, you nasty little slut.”

He made her beg
for him to lick her, beg for him to fuck her, and then he
introduced her to a powerful vibrator. Her voice rose several
octaves as he got her begging for more, her voice breaking with
desperation, then he pushed her over the edge, orgasm after orgasm
blossoming within her body as she twisted and writhed and arched
and pulled against the ropes.

“You’re pulling
too hard, my sweet,” he said afterwards, kissing her bruised wrist
as she sat across his lap.

“I know. I
can’t help it. It’s just so – incredible. I’ve never felt that kind
of intensity before,” she said.

“I’ll have to
get something to make sure that you’re delicate skin doesn’t get
bruised, at least, not where someone might make anything of it.

“I’ll wear long
sleeves at work,” she said.

It was also on
the tip of her tongue to suggest he simply stop tying her up, but
curiously, she didn’t want him to stop. She’d had such incredible,
intense, erotic sessions with him while tied up she was uneasy
about whether she would feel as hot, as aroused, as passionate if
she were free.

She still felt
vaguely silly being tied up, but it was also undeniably a turn-on
for her now too. And he obviously really liked it, so why would she
want to tell him no?

It was Friday.
She slept at his place, and the next morning he produced a studded
leather collar, which made her feel sillier – and hotter and more
excited. He produced matching wrist and ankle restraints which
buckled around her, softly padded on the inside so as to preclude
further bruising when she thrashed about.

He brought a
heavy steel patio chair into the house, then, and bent her across
the back, her bottom in the air. Sam nervously looked on as he
slipped the thin bondage rope through the rings of her ankle
restraints, binding her legs to the back legs of the chair. He
stretched her arms forward and down, and she grunted as the top of
the chair jammed into her abdomen, then he bound her wrist to the
front legs.

He moved behind
her, and she moaned as he slowly worked a big vibrator into her
pussy, then blushed as he pushed a butt-plug into her bottom. Not
finished, he grinned at her and showed her a pair of small clips,
then reached beneath where her chest hung low and clipped them to
her swollen nipples.

“Ouch! Oh!
Owww! David! Take them off! Take them off!” she cried, twisting and
jerking in pain.

Instead, he fed
the small chains attached to the clips down through the openings
between the slats of the chair seat, and then pulled, stretching
her nipples so that she gasped in pain again.

He grinned and
combed his fingers through her hair.

“My nipples
hurt!” she whined.

“Think of how
good they’ll feel when I start sucking and licking at them.

He combed her
hair back and twisted into a loose braid of a pony tail, then tied
cord around it and pulled it back, forcing her head up.

“Wh-what are
you doing?” she moaned helplessly.

“You’ll find
out.

He reached
behind her and she gasped as she felt his fingers on the butt-plug.
He pulled it out a little, then wrapped the cord around the narrow
bottom part, and pushed it back inside her.

“David!” she
moaned.

She was bent
over the back of the chair now, arms extended down towards the
front legs, nipples straining down, almost to the seat, her head up
and back as she looked straight ahead. David pressed his thumb and
forefingers into her jaw and then pushed something into her mouth.
She gurgled weakly, gasping and moaning as he forced her jaw wider
and wider.

Then, abruptly,
she felt something inside holding her mouth open, something forcing
her jaws apart and preventing them from closing.

“Now, my slut,
we’re going to teach you how to deep throat,” he said.

Her eyes
widened and she moaned a protest.

“Now since you
haven’t eaten yet this morning,” he said with a grin. “Your stomach
will be empty. “It’s the perfect time to get your throat used to
swallowing my cock. You’ve said you want to learn. I know you can.
It’s mostly mental control anyway, it’s psychological. You swallow
stuff all the time without the slightest discomfort. So the feel of
something like a cock, or a finger, in your throat, should not be
causing you to gag. It does because your mind thinks it should.

He crouched
near her and his fingers stroked her tongue as she stared at him
helplessly. She was just starting to come to terms with the depths
of her helplessness, helpless even to close her mouth as his
fingers caressed her tongue and pushed deeper.

“You could
swallow something as thick as my finger easily,” he said. “But your
mind knows it’s not food or liquid and so it’s causing your gag
reflex to work.”

He pulled his
tongue out and showed her a small, thin dildo. He then slid it
through the opening of whatever he had holding her mouth open, and
pushed it deep into her mouth. She promptly gagged and he eased
back.

“Don’t worry,
little slut. I know you’ll master deep throating,” he said. “You
have a strong mind.”

He moved behind
her and she felt the dildo pumping, then felt the vibrator against
her clit. She moaned and trembled as the sexual heat rose within
her. He seemed able to play her body like a master musician with a
fine violin, and she could not resist the trembling heat that
pulsed inside her.

He was in front
of her, then, and he pushed the dildo deeper. “Swallow it, slut.
Swallow that cock,” he ordered.

The latex cock
went into her throat and Sam gagged and choked, eyes widening to
feel it pushing so deep. But she could neither close her mouth nor
pull her head away, and she gurgled weakly as the cock slid deeper,
then pulled back, a gush of saliva pouring over her mouth onto the
bowl David had set before her.

He urged her on
as he moved the dildo in and out, as he pulled it free to let her
gain control of herself, then pushed it slowly down her throat once
again. He wiped her face and blew her nose and stroked her breasts
and fingered her clit as she regained her breath, then started anew
every time.

She started to
get used to the feel of something moving in her throat, and the
sexual heat he kept rousing within her helped adjust her attitude
and control her reactions.

It was
unpleasant and difficult, at first, but soon he was able to work
his way up to a large, double-headed dildo, which he pumped easily
in her throat.

Then he pulled
it free, patting her sweating brow.

“I think you
want cock,” he said with a grin. “Not latex.”

He unzipped,
and she moaned dazedly, her head pounding. The repeated losses of
oxygen, the way she’d been forced to hold her breath again and
again, her chest aching, her skull throbbing, had made her dazed
and exhausted her, but as his cock slid through her mouth and down
her throat she felt a dark sense of pride and accomplishment.

Then he was
buried inside her throat, her nose jammed against his pubic bone
and he was groaning in pleasure.

“Ahh! Fuck!
That’s it, my slut! You hot little deep throat queen! Swallow my
cock, slut! Swallow every fucking inch!” he groaned.

She had little
choice, and when he felt himself about to come he pulled back,
pumped his cock, and sprayed his semen over her gaping face. She
certainly couldn’t do anything to avoid it, and felt a deep sense
of degradation as he grinned and wiped his cock across her come
spattered face.

She felt
herself becoming angry now, but he moved behind her, swapped the
dildo for a vibrator with a clit tickler, and used it to fuck her
as he pulled back harder on her hair. The vibrator grinding against
her clit was too much, and she came explosively again and
again.

She was still
annoyed, afterwards, despite his apologies, despite his efforts at
making her laugh with his silly teasing, despite the unceasingly
flattery. But she forgave him. And the next time she deep-throated
him she was gratified, feeling a sense of conquest, of victory, at
how easy it was, feeling a swelling sense of pride in her newfound
sensuality at how she was able to slide her lips all the way down
his shaft and hardly gag at all.

He had left her
hands free, as if it were a challenge to her, and without forcing
her at all, but she had managed it with admirable skill.

The next time,
however, he had her do it with her wrist restraints clipped
together behind her back. Her wrists were raised up and held
positioned just below her shoulder blades by a chain clipped to the
ring in the back of her collar. She was kneeling before him, legs
apart, hovering over a pair of dildos he had affixed to a small
frame he’d set on the floor.

Both of them
were well-lubricated, as was Samantha. He pulled the butt-plug out
of her rear, and then pushed her slowly down.

“David,” she
moaned anxiously.

It wasn’t the
one destined for her pussy which concerned her of course.

“You have a
gorgeous ass, and I really want to fuck you there,” he said. “I’m
getting you used to it, and getting your mind off that strange
aversion you have.

“I-it’s dirty,”
she whined.

“Soon you won’t
think so.”

She moaned as
he squatted beside her and guided her pussy down against the front
dildo. When an inch or so was inside her she felt the second one
pressing against her anal opening, and shuddered as he pulled her
down. The first couple of inches went in absurdly easily, due to
the butt-plug, but then she felt herself tightening up as she sank
lower.

It was all so
dirty – and nasty – and exciting!

Sam groaned as the thick dildo slid up through her taut pussy lips,
and gasped as she felt the other dildo pushing up into her bottom.
At the same time he stood before her, legs straight and spread,
fingers in her hair, pulling her mouth onto his cock.

“Suck my cock,
slut,” he barked at her.

Sam shuddered
at the words, so degrading, so exciting, so nasty, so wild and
thrilling. She wrapped her lips around his cock, her eyes rolling
up at him meekly as he pushed deeper. She shuddered and began to
suck, bobbing her lips on his cock as he tugged and pulled at her
hair. Her body sank lower, rose, sank lower, rose again, and sank
once more.

He pushed his
cock deeper and she gagged only a little before it slid into her
throat. Then she was focusing all her attention on the wild,
exquisite sensation of his slick cock sliding down into her
throat.

“Spread your
knees wider, slut,” he ordered.

She moaned and
rolled her eyes up at him.

“Obey your
master, slut,” he said with a lewd grin. “Spread em!”

She shifted her
knees further apart, and gasped as he pulled her hair, tilting her
head further back. His cock moved slowly in her throat, and she
groaned as she felt the heads of the dildos jamming up inside
her.

She felt a new
squirming sense of dark excitement as she belatedly realized how
deep the dildo in her ass had gone. It was way up inside her now,
and she ached from it. But it didn’t hurt, which surprised her, and
combined with the one in her pussy, she felt utterly full and
bloated down there even as David pushed his cock down her throat
and forced her even further down.

Sam felt a
strange sense of vertigo. How on earth had she come to this, tied
up, sitting on two fat dildos while a man old enough to be her
father shoved his cock down her throat?!

“Suck cock,
whore,” he growled.

Sam’s mind
shuddered, and she sucked. She found herself riding the dildos
almost unconsciously, her knees spread wide, her hips grinding,
rolling, rising and falling as he fucked her mouth and throat. She
sank deep, groaning around his cock. They ached deep inside her,
but the ache was a strange, dark, delicious beast she struggled to
hold ever more closely.

She rode
tremblingly up and down the dildos, almost fully impaled now,
light-headed from lack of air as David drove his cock deep. He
grasped her hair on both sides of her head, like pig-tails, and
held her head still, tilted back, as he leaned into her and fucked
harder and faster, his balls swinging now, slapping against her
chin as he used her throat.

He pulled out
and sprayed his load over her face, and the shockwave pushed Sam
over the edge. She came violently, thrusting herself down painfully
on the twin dildos, not caring if they were too long, if they were
too hard, if there was room for them. She sat fully, crying out
again and again as the orgasm overwhelmed her mind and flayed her
body with pleasure.
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“I bought you
something,” he said, his grin teasing.

He brought out
a box, and opened it.

“You have got
to be kidding,” she said, appalled but fascinated.

“They’ll fit. I
brought your favorite pair in to make sure they were the same
size.”

“I’m not
wearing those!”

“Of course you
are. Come on, I’ll help you put them on.”

The boots were thigh high, glistening leather, and had six inch
heels. He helped pull them on and buckle them on, then Sam,
giggling a bit, walked awkwardly around the room in them.

Next came a
pair of kid gloves which covered her almost to the shoulders. Sam
felt a sense of heat sweeping through her as she examined herself
in the mirror.

A bustier
followed, or more like a corset. It was so tight she had to breath
in shallow breaths. David helped tighten it around her middle. It
pressed up against her breasts from underneath, lifting them up and
displaying them as if on a shelf. But it had straps which curled up
around the outside of her breasts, then curved in to criss-cross
her chest before going behind her neck and buckling in place.

He pulled her
arms together behind her back, pressing her palms together. A strap
went firmly around her wrists, then a second went around her
forearms just below her elbows. A third went around her arms just
above the elbows as she moaned in pain and complained about her
shoulders.

“You’ll get
used to it, slut,” he said.

She frowned at
him.

A leather belt
went around her waist. Two chains dangled from it, front and back.
David bent her over and fed the first dildo into her pussy, then
lubed the other and slowly worked it into her bottom as she winced
and bit her tongue. When they were both deep he clipped the chains
to their bases to hold them in place, an inch of both sticking out
of her.

He grinned, but
he was still not finished. He pushed a ring gag into her mouth,
then filled it with a thick dildo that almost choked her. A pair of
weighted balls were clipped to her swollen nipples, causing her to
dance briefly from foot to foot, moaning at the pain, before she
realized that movement made them swing more and pull at her nipples
more painfully. Finally, he clipped a thin leather line to her
ankles. It was long enough for her to walk, but only using short
steps.

He led her to
the mirror and she stared at herself with something approaching
disbelief. She looked ridiculously erotic like that, so helpless,
so hot, her breasts so perfectly presented.

Now she watched
him, oddly, getting dressed, putting his shoes on, grinning at her
as he pulled out one more item.

It looked like
a black bed sheet, but a very thick one. He dropped it over her
head and it fell around her all the way to the ground. She was
dumbfounded, at first, then he put pulled the hood up over her head
and down over her face. It was one of those Muslim things, and as
he adjusted the front, there was nothing to be seen of her but her
eyes peering out through a narrow slit.

Sam was still
completely at a loss as to his intentions, until he gripped her arm
and led her to the door.

He couldn’t
mean… No, surely not! He didn’t intend for her to go outside!

But he did, and
she tried to pull back, but to no avail. She could not get her legs
far enough apart to brace herself against his pull, and her muffled
protests were ignored. Before she could even think of how to really
resist they were outside and he was locking the door. Her eyes were
wide as she looked around, then down at herself. She was completely
covered, of course, and there was no sign that underneath the
burqua was a woman in bondage.

He led her up
the walk to the street.

“I thought we’d
go for a little walk,” he said.

And it was
either follow, or be left alone – like this – outside.

Sam followed,
wide-eyed, wild-eyed, head swiveling from side to side in fear that
she would be discovered, that people would point and shout. But of
course, no such thing happened. No one really looked at her. In
fact, people ignored her, their eyes sliding off her as if she
didn’t exist, the same way, she belatedly realized, her eyes had
slid away from the depersonalized bodies of Muslim women who chose
to wear this thing.

David led them
off the quiet street, then up onto a much more busy road. Cars
whizzed past on the sidewalk as she walked after him in short,
hurried steps. She was gripped with tension and alarm, waiting
discovery. She was sweating under the heavy burqua, despite being
otherwise nude, and constantly looking down and around to see if
anything could be noticed or anyone was noticing.

As her anxiety
lessened, she began to feel the wonder of being out here like this,
and the sensations from her lower belly, stuffed with dildos, and
her nipples, stinging and aching as the weights shook. She moaned
around the gag in her mouth as David led them to the end of the
street, then crossed it and walked towards the parking lot of a
super store ahead.

He wouldn’t! He
couldn’t! Surely he couldn’t!

He led her
across the parking lot and inside the store. It was a combination
hardware and home store, and the lights were bright as he led her
up the crowded aisles in her six inch stilettos. He paused now and
then to pick something off a shelf as if considering it, and grin
at her, asking her a question he knew she could not answer.

What am I doing
here, she thought dazedly. This is not something the prim, prudish,
careful Samantha ought to have gotten involved in!

He led her
through the store, then outside. She though they were done, but no,
they were in the store’s large garden center, fully enclosed by a
tall fence. It was darker here, and much less crowded, given the
time of year. They were outside, but shelves had been set up ten
fee thigh, filled with fertilizer, grass seed, insecticides, garden
equipment, fountains and paving stones and every conceivable size
of planter.

He took her to
the end of an aisle and around behind it, then out into an open
area where twenty pound sacks of grass seed were piled. Grinning,
he led her in amongst them, then to her shock, reached down and
lifted up her burqua. She squealed into the gag but could do
nothing as he lifted it up over her shoulders and pulled it
off.

She stared at
him in disbelief, naked. The parking lot was to her left, the store
to her right. She could see people walking up and down the aisle
ahead of her.

“You’re going
to suck my cock,” he told her, pushing down on her shoulders.

He had no
difficult getting her to kneel, for kneeling she was hidden by the
grass seed. Yet if anyone came around the corner, if anyone
approached – .

He pulled the
dildo out of her ring gag and unzipped.

“The sooner you
make me come, the faster I’ll put your burqua back on,” he
said.

She moaned as
he guided her mouth to his cock and she sucked and licked
frantically, feeling the chilly wind blowing against her bare skin
as he gripped her hair and began to pump in and out.

“That’s it,
slut. Suck that cock,” he growled.

She gurgled and
gagged weakly, but fought to take his cock deep, fought to suck as
best she could, working her tongue along the underside. She was
terrified someone would come by and see her like this, imagined the
store calling the police, the cops snickering, leering, everyone
staring. She would have almost liked to bite his damned dick off!
But there was literally nothing for her to do but obey.

Fortunately, he
didn’t actually insist on coming. He let her suck on him, and
pumped into her for less than a minute, then pulled out and did up
his zipper. He pushed the dildo back into her mouth and dropped the
burqua back over her shoulders, pulling it down around her.

Sam felt a
tremendous wave of relief as she was covered again. He lifted her
to her feet and they walked on as another couple came around the
corner from where they’d been examining seed.

He led her
through the store. Sam was too anxious to be aroused by her public
nudity, if that was what it was, too anxious and afraid of
discovery to enjoy the thrill of her lewd behaviour. Then again,
Sam had never been one to enjoy danger or take chances.

He led her back
out of the store, and she felt a tremendous relief as they moved
through the parking lot, headed back for his place. But then they
turned and headed into a park, and she felt her anxiety rise once
more. As with the store, he led her into a secluded area, in
amongst some bushes, then pulled off the burqua, made her kneel,
and had her suck his cock.

She was still
anxious and wary, but not as fearful this time. The park was
deserted, and there was no one in sight. She began to feel a little
tingling between her legs as she felt the pressure of the dildo
against her sex lips, began to feel a hot thrumming excitement in
her belly at being naked out of doors like this, practically in
public.

She was still
resolved to kick his ass when they got back inside and she was
untied, though. She was just not the type for these kinds of silly,
dangerous games!

* * * * *

As the day sand
weeks passed their relationship evolved. It was not all about sex,
and she was quite comfortable snuggled up against him on the couch
watching television or talking about their days at work, feeding
each other popcorn and occasionally hugging and kissing. She had
never really had that kind of closeness and exulted in it, feeling
like a schoolgirl with a crush around him, and missing him when
they weren’t together.

She mocked him
and his “tie-up games” now and then, but he drove her so crazy with
passion during sex that she forgave him everything and allowed him
a free hand. She was almost bubbly with excitement at how much
sheer pleasure sex brought to her, and a little embarrassed about
her own increasing sex drive. At first she had mostly given in to
him, letting him have sex, satisfying him. Now she wanted sex more
than he did! And she often dressed and acted provocatively around
him to get it.

In the privacy
of his or her home, that was. At work she still dressed very
professionally, and tried to act that way. That was impossible
around Dave, of course, for he took any number of opportunities to
get her to say and do wicked and quite forbidden things at work.
Fortunately, he was careful about when and where he his little game
playing took place.

She should have
refused, of course. But she found it increasingly difficult to do
that as time passed. It wasn’t that she didn’t have a mind of her
own, even within their relationship. She had as much say as he did
in things like what movies to see or where to go or what to eat.
They argued about politics constantly, and he never lorded it over
her.

When it came to
sex, though, her will-power collapsed. He made her feel so
incredibly hot, made her feel so confident in her sexuality, in her
attractiveness, and gave her so much sheer pleasure she found it
hard to deny him anything. Her made her breathing go ragged, her
chest go tight, and her legs go rubbery.

So it was
probably a good thing that her wrists were chained up and apart
when he first introduced her to the flog.

It was another
of his “silly tie up games”, and she was standing, wearing the
stiletto’s, legs apart, arms and legs chained in place, feeling a
bit silly but with butterflies spiraling around inside her lower
belly. He had gagged her, and it felt very odd to have her jaw
forced apart, her teeth spread around the thick latex ball.

And, as always,
it felt strange and darkly exciting to be unable to close her legs
as he worked the dildo up into her pussy and licked lightly on her
clit. Her breathing was becoming ragged, and she was moaning and
grinding her hips against him as he pushed the fat dildo deeper.
Her clit was on fire as his tongue lapped expertly at it, and she
longed to reach down, grab his head, and jam his face hard against
her.

He pulled back,
moving behind her, and she moaned and cursed into the ball, wanting
him back, nearing her come.

Instead she
felt his fingers at her anus. She shuddered and felt that strange
mixture of self-disgust and dark excitement as he began to work a
dildo up into her “there”. It was a small one, but it was still
uncomfortable and nasty.

When he
returned to licking her clit, of course, she forgot all about
it.

He stood up,
and she moaned a plea for him to continue. He grinned and stroked
her face, then produced a pair of nipple clips. She yelped in pain
as he snapped them closed around her straining pink buttons, and
danced and writhed from foot to foot, her head rolling from side to
side.

He chuckled,
and dropped low, licking at her clit, his fingers kneading her
buttocks, and she felt her hips push forward eagerly, the hot pain
in her nipples almost forgotten. His tongue felt exquisite against
her as he shoved up against the base of the dildo and made the nose
jam even deeper against the end of her pussy.

He straightened
and stood up again. She moaned and practically let herself hang
from the wrists, her head dropping low.

He produced a
pair of metal balls with little hooks on them, and then to her
surprise, hung them from the clips attached to her nipples. She
winced at the added weight, as they pulled against her nipples, and
swung when she moved.

Then he stepped
back behind her. He lifted up a small table. It was a table meant
for a telephone; no more than a foot square. He positioned it
between her spread legs, and she saw he had made a small stand to
hold a vibrator in place. He positioned it carefully, so the
vibrator lay lightly against the top of her sex, and turned it
on.

Sam shuddered,
grinding her pussy forward, wishing the thing would push harder
against her. It was maddening! The buzzing made her pussy throb and
pulse and made her clitoris crackle with pleasure. But it was such
a light pressure! And she could not get more. The thing rolled back
when she rolled her hips forward!

And then he
showed her the flog. She stared at it stupidly, not understanding.
It was black; the handle a foot or so long. There was no question
what it was, of course. She might never have seen an actual whip
but the long, thin black laces dangling from the handle couldn’t
really be for anything else.

“Now it’s time
for you to be whipped,” he said. “Slave girls get whipped from time
to time, and I think you’ve been a particularly naughty girl this
week.”

She didn’t
believe he would use the thing. Oh he had already spanked her
playfully a few times, making her beg for mercy, but that was
different.

“I bet you’ve
never been whipped, Samantha Peters,” he said with a grin. “But
don’t worry, you’ll survive.”

She turned her
head rapidly, trying to follow his movements, and pulled her wrists
and ankles against the restraints as her anxiety mounted. Would he
really hit her with that thing? Would it hurt terribly?! She found
her pulse racing as she saw him draw his arm back, his eyes intent
on her back.

His arm swung
forward and she braced herself, yelping into the gag in
anticipation of the pain to follow.

But the thin
flogs struck her back lightly, not even lightly enough, really, to
sting. She felt herself relax in relief.

“Nasty slut,”
he purred, whipping her again.

She moaned,
feeling a spiraling excitement now, her body stretched out,
helpless, her bare back vulnerable. He whipped her again, and she
flinched a bit, for the laces struck a little harder.

“I should keep
you chained up as my sex slave,” he purred, striking her again.

Sam moaned, and
then gasped as he reached for the base of the dildo protruding from
her anus and thrust it deep. She squealed and her bottom rolled as
she arched her back.

“I should make
you into a sex slave,” he growled in the mock dangerous voice he
often used during their games. “And invite men to come in five and
six at a time to be serviced. Would you like that, Sam? Would you
like to be gang banged every evening by eager men?”

Of course she wouldn’t, but the idea was deliciously exciting, the
fantasy he was creating taking hold of her mind. She moaned as she
ground herself against the vibrator, and gasped as the flog cut
across her back again, this time with enough force to sting. She
arched her back with a shuddering cry, her pussy throbbing and
pulsing in sympathy.

“A whipped sex
slave,” he growled. “I’ll train you like a dog to obey my every
command.”

Crack! The flog
cut across her back again, and again she jerked in pain. It hurt!
But not that much, not even as much as a sharp spank to the bare
bottom. And she was fully drawn into the fantasy now, imagining
herself chained up, surrounded by eager men thrusting their hard
cocks at her, forced to service them….

Crack! She
shuddered and arched her back, feeling the stinging in her nipples
as the weighted balls swung and bounced.

Crack! Crack!
Crack! Crack!

Her back became
hot, her flesh sore and tender, but again, it wasn’t even as bad as
the spankings, and the pain only added depth to the dark fantasy
world he was creating.

“I’ll keep you
collared, chained and naked, have you sleep in a cage and be my sex
slave,” he growled, bringing the flog down across her bare
shoulders, across the center of her back.

She was
twisting and jerking to the blows, gasping and writhing, her hair
tossing and swirling, her back arching and arms straining.

And then he
stopped and moved before her. He gripped the nipple clips and
tauntingly pulled on them, making her yelp and moan in pain as her
nipples stretched out further and further. She arched forward,
gasping, moaning…. And then he unclipped them. His hands came up
beneath her breasts and kneaded them strongly, then one dropped
down to the vibrator and pushed it heavily against her sex.

Samantha
couldn’t stop herself from grinding her hips forward with a
shuddering moan of pleasure even as her nipples burned with renewed
circulation. He gripped her hair roughly and jerked her head back,
then crushed her lips with his own, his tongue swirling and
twirling within her mouth as she gurgled and moaned and her hips
bucked against the vibrator.

The fierce ache
in her nipples was fading into a kind of pins and needles tingling,
and he bent, now, taking her breasts into his hands again,
squeezing them as he brought his mouth down to her left nipple. His
mouth enveloped the center of her breast and his tongue stroked
soothingly, deliciously across the hot, aching button as he began
to suck rhythmically. The sensation was – indescribable. And
Samantha let out a gurgling moan of dazed pleasure as she rolled
her hips and writhed in her bonds.

He sucked and
licked at her other nipple, his fingers kneading her soft,
throbbing breasts. She had never felt such powerful sensations in
her nipples, and when he reached a hand down to the vibrator again
and ground it heavily against her pussy the orgasm exploded within
her – an all encompassing blast wave of pleasure that tore through
her chest and groin like few she’d ever felt.

It rocked on
her feet, throwing her back against the hold of the restraints,
forced her head back violently, her back arching as she thrashed
and shook to the explosive energy of the powerful climax.

He rode her
through it, then eased off, chuckling, watching as she went limp,
practically hanging from her wrists.

Her wrists were
attached to a wide bar overhead, which was itself held aloft by a
chain through a ring in the ceiling which ran down to a pulley in
the wall. He went to it now and turned the crank, watching as her
arms were raised higher. At first she hardly noticed, then her head
came up and she moaned dazedly as she was forced onto her toes then
– off them.

“D-David!?” she
gasped as she hung there by the wrists.

He walked up
behind her, his hands stroking up and down the length of her
smooth, pale back, then sliding around to cup and knead her breasts
as he bit lightly on the nape of her neck.

“We’re just
getting started, my pretty little slut,” he whispered.
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It was
inevitable that he would escalate their dangerous games at work.
Sam tried to resist, but she felt lost and out of control around
him, especially whenever anything connected to sex came up.

Which was why,
ignoring what she knew to be the sensible, sane response to his
idiotic ideas, she found herself in a meeting room he had booked
secretly, stripping down to a merry widows outfit of white lace
stockings, garter belt, G-string, heels and bustier, swinging her
hips to the music coming off a small radio he had brought into the
room with him.

It was the
fanciest board room, and the largest, the walls lined with oak and
pictures, the table long, wide and gleaming in the carefully
arranged lights from above. He sat at the end of the table,
slouched, rather, smirking, as Samantha danced and stripped down.
Then she crawled across the floor, cat-like, knelt between his
legs, and unzipped him.

Over the next
several minutes, as people passed to and fro in the hall right
outside the two doors, she bobbed up and down on his thick cock.
Then she stood up, straddling him and the chair, and sank down onto
it, riding up and down breathlessly as he sucked on her nipples and
kneaded her buttocks.

A few days
later he persuaded her to follow him into her boss’s office while
he was at a meeting, locked the door, and then bent her over the
desk, taking her from behind.

Then it was the
bathroom, the large, handicapped bathroom located in the main hall
by the elevators. He had her strip completely, then took her bent
over the sink, right next to the door, while they listened to the
conversations of a pair of managers gathered by the elevators. He
had her kneel and blow him, then had her ride him as he sat on the
toilet before taking her on all fours.

In a stairwell,
a supply room, and the underground garage, he took her hard and
fast, leaving her gasping breathlessly.

Then came the
worst silly game of all. During afternoon break he got her alone in
the handicapped bathroom, inserted a thick butt-plug into her anus,
and a big vibrator into her pussy. This vibrator was a bit
different than the usual. It had a small round piece attached which
curved up across her clitoris, and the entire thing was radio
controlled.

There was a
meeting right after, a large meeting with two dozen attendees,
including both of them. She sat at one end, near her boss, while he
was well down the table. She was, of course, frightfully anxious,
though he had already proven no one would be able to hear the
vibrations.

When he turned
it on, though, she almost jumped out of her skin. Her eyes flitted
back and forth around her, but no one was paying any attention.
Reassured, she tried to ignore the buzzing vibrations.

And failed.

Oh, once she
would have been able to. But her mind, when it came to sex, was no
longer her own. It was easy prey for anything he did to her, and
this was nothing different. The excitement and wickedness of having
a vibrator inside her buzzing away during a business meeting caught
something in her mind and she found herself squirming in her
seat.

Fire ran up
through her belly and along her spine. Her nipples became two rock
hard pebbles which began to fairly glow with the intensity of the
heat and tingling excitement within. Her pussy became sopping wet
around the buzzing sex toy, and her entire body began to pulse with
hunger and passion.

It was sheer
hell trying to not react, to show nothing while he grinned at her
from up the table. All around her were the bland faces of their
colleagues, completely oblivious to what was happening while they
discussed internal communications procedures.

The pleasure
continued to grow, to the point felt a sudden prickling sensation
of alarm, realizing that it might drive her into actual orgasm –
right here – in front of everyone. That was sufficiently
frightening it helped push back the swirling sexual heat and hunger
for a time, but only for a time.

When it seemed
that she was going to lose it, fighting to control her breathing,
her forehead moist with perspiration, he turned it off.

She felt a wave
of relief, but it was premature. The meeting went on for two hours.
He kept turning it on again. Each time he did he brought her closer
and closer to the edge, and each time he turned it off it took
longer for her body’s hunger to ease.

“Are you all
right, Sam?” her boss asked, frowning at her in concern.

She stared at
him, then shook herself visibly. “Oh! Oh yes, I uhm, I’m fine,
Ralph,” she gulped.

“You don’t look
well.”

“I-I’m fine,”
she said breathlessly.

She ground her
bottom into the chair and the tip of the vibrator ground against
the back wall of her pussy.

The meeting
seemed to go on forever. She was sweating heavily by the time it
ended, and almost desperate for relief. Most everyone else packed
up and got ready to go home, but with a smirk, David ordered her to
stay later. Part of her felt like hitting him, but another part of
her knew that meant he would take her here – at work, and so she
wouldn’t have to wait for the drive home.

The vibrator
clicked on again, from time to time, while she made a pretense of
working at her desk. Most everyone was gone within minutes but a
few, including her boss, stayed on for almost half an hour before
departing.

Still he kept
her at her desk “working” but accomplishing little or nothing.

It was summer
and a sunny Friday. As with most other government offices it had
been half empty most of the afternoon. What was left cleared out
rapidly. David did a walkabout to make sure there was no one still
around on their floor. That did not, of course, remove the danger.
Someone could come back, having forgotten something. Or someone
from another floor could come down for some reason. Unlikely but
possible.

“Strip. Naked,”
he said, leaning over her cubicle.

“David!” she
moaned anxiously, staring at him beseechingly.

“Naked.
Now.”

Her breathing
quickening, pulse racing, Sam obeyed, fighting herself even as she
did. Her nipples were so hard and sensitive they hard they hurt.
Removing her blazer, her shirt, and her bra made them throb even
more excitedly.

He put a collar
on her, then attached a leash.

“Come,” he
ordered, tugging on it. “Come, slut.”

He chuckled.
Come slut.”

“David!” she
gasped.

He had her on
all fours, and clipped the weights to her nipples again, then
another one to her clit itself. She squirmed and writhed and
moaned, and he had to actually hold her wrists to keep her from
snatching it off at first. In a hot, stifling sexual haze, she
crawled down the hall at the end of the leash, gasping as the
weighted balls swung and tugged at her aching nipples and clit, the
vibrator purring against her, the butt-plug filling her to
overflowing.

He had her
crawl up and down the familiar corridors among the cubicles she
worked all day, then gagged her because, he said, when she came he
didn’t want her bringing up the security guards from
downstairs.

Sweating and
physically trembling, he led her out into the main hall, off the
carpeting and onto the hard tiles in front of the elevators.

“Stop,” he
ordered.

He reached down
and unclipped the weights from her nipples, then her clit. She
gasped and winced at the sudden hot pain, clenching her teeth
against the ball gag filling her mouth.

“Here’s what
you’re going to do. You’re going to lay your chest down on the
floor and spread your arms out to either side. Keep your bottom
raised high and shift your knees apart. I’m going to fuck you, my
little slut, and make you come like the whore you are.”

Sam obeyed,
gasping weakly, wincing a little as her swollen breasts pressed
against the cold tiles. She could feel the grit of the floor
against her breasts, against her exquisitely sensitive nipples as
her breasts pillowed out. She grunted as she tilted her head back,
her chin against the floor, and spread her arms out.

She felt him
behind her, felt his hands on her buttocks, on her thighs,
spreading her wider. His fingers slid down and ground the vibrator
into her and she groaned helplessly.

“Fuck me! Fuck
me!” she moaned into the gag, her words muffled and
unintelligible.

She felt his
hands on the butt-plug, felt it drawn out. She shuddered in
pleasure as her sphincter widened around the fat nose of the thing,
and it pulled free.

And then
something else pushed into her, something long, hard, and warm. He
had been quite patient with her about it, and had seemingly
contented himself with pushing various toys into her bottom. But he
had never hidden the fact he intended to one day sodomised her.

And now, her
dazed mind realized, he was doing just that.

She was too
aroused, too hot, too frazzled to feel any kind of shame or
disgust. She felt a low sense of anxiety that it would hurt, but it
didn’t really. He slid into her easily, then drew back and pushed
in deeper. It ached a little bit, but her muscles were spasming,
and when he seized her hips and began to thrust all she could do
was gurgle in rising pleasure.

It just seemed
so – right, to feel his hips smacking against her upraised
buttocks, to feel his big cock pushing into her body, pushing in
deeper and deeper, plunging in and pulling back again and again and
again as she moaned and gurgled and lurched to the impact of his
hips against her buttocks.

The orgasm rode
over her mind and body like a wildfire, and she writhed and jerked
and bucked to the hot, steaming strength of its sensual storm as he
pounded his cock into her harder and harder. He was right to gag
her, she realized, for she would have screamed – and could scream.
And then she did, feeling the strange sense of freedom the gag
brought, not having to hide her reaction, her responses at all.

She screamed as
the orgasm screamed within her. Her nervous system overloaded, the
strength and intensity of the orgasm clawing at her mind. It rolled
her mind over and over, then left her, gasping, dazed,
shell-shocked, limp, drooling around the gag, eyes slitted.

His fingers
held her hips strongly, keeping her bottom aloft as he continued to
thrust into her, and she grunted weakly to every deep stroke. But
unlike other orgasms her body was not entirely sated, and in an
amazingly short time she was gasping and whimpering and moaning to
the swirling hunger and passion again. Another orgasm rolled
through her less than a minute after the first, then another and
another after that, each of them draining her of energy and sapping
her mind of anything approaching higher thought.

In the end she
was little more than a grunting, gurgling sexual animal as his hips
continued to pound against her and his cock reamed out her anus.
She ground her breasts and in particular her nipples against the
floor, and her pussy squeezed and sucked on the purring vibrator
until the final orgasm robbed her of consciousness itself and left
her limp on the floor.

He wakened her,
of course, and helped her dress, then took her home. And if she
stumbled a little, anyone watching would have simply though thought
her tired.

She did not,
however, go home to rest. An hour later she was in his basement
hanging by her wrists, gagged again, moaning weakly. She had two
big dildos stuffed into her pussy and anus, both protruding a full
two inches. There was no chance they would fall out, however. Not
only was she very tight around them but her ankles and thighs were
strapped together below her just as her wrists were above her.

He had gotten
creative, and doused the lights. Instead, eight or nine candles on
waist high holders circled her as she hung there, throwing shadows
on the dark stone walls.

Her arms and
shoulders ached, and her wrists hurt somewhat, but excitement made
it easily bearable. He left her alone to hang there, and she let
herself be immersed in the fantasy of it as she stared down the
length of her body at the floor below, as she felt the pressure of
the straps around her wrists, of the dildo squeezed between her
buttocks, and the other against her sex lips.

She let her
head come up and back slowly, groaning into the gag. This was all
so sick and twisted and kinky and nasty and – and darkly exciting.
How had she, sensible Sam, ever come to let herself be involved in
such absurdly kinky games? What would the people at work think if
they had the slightest idea of the kinds of things she let herself
get up to on her off hours? She had worked so hard to portray
herself as a level-headed, assertive and independent woman.

And here she
was hanging naked with dildos stuffed up inside her.

It was almost a
relief when he finally came down again. Her breathing had quickened
and grown ragged over time, and a sheen of perspiration covered her
body. It was quite – difficult – to hang by your wrists for any
length of time, she had discovered.

But the sexual
hunger had never left her, and so long had she hung there it had
now seeped into her very bones. She moaned as he produced the flog
and called her his whore. He unstrapped her ankles, then her
thighs.

“I want to see
you kick,” he said teasingly.

And then he
brought the flog down across her back.

It hurt, but
not very much, just enough to get a reaction from her. She twisted
and writhed and moaned, her mind flaming at the wickedness of it as
he brought the flog in again, and again, and again.

“Spread your
legs apart, slut,” he ordered.

That was
difficult to do, but the breathless blonde complied, opening her
legs in mid-air. He swung the flog from in close, and the thin
leather laces slid across her hip and then down along her lower
abdomen to slash at her sex.

She squealed
into the gag, body thrashing and kicking as he laughed at her. Then
he moved around in front and lashed her breasts. Her eyes widened
in shock, and she tried to yell a plea into the gag – to no avail,
of course. He began to flog her breasts. And as before, the laces
were light and not terribly painful. But her skin was exceedingly
tender, and soon began to warm and sting.

“Spread your
legs, slut,” he ordered.

She moaned and
wouldn’t, and he flogged her breasts – harder, so they stung. She
yelped and opened her legs and he flogged her there, but not so
hard, not so stingingly.

He moved around
her, flogging her back and buttocks, her breasts and groin, making
them all feel hot and raw and tingling and sore as she became more
and more exhausted and her wrists started to become numb.

Then he
attached chains to her ankles restraints and pulled them up and out
to either side. He spread her wide there, in mid-air, and at first
that made her feel much more comfortable. It took a lot of weight
off her wrists and arms and shoulders. And by working the muscles
in her lower legs a little she could take off even more weight.

At first.

But as he left
here there – after first running a vibrator back and forth across
her clit and drawing her to the brink of orgasm – her legs were
already spread to the limit. As time ticked away she found the
muscles in her legs which was holding her up against the pull on
her wrists began to fail. Her legs, after all, were spread quite
wide, and she had no proper leverage.

As her muscles
failed her legs simply hung there, spread wide, ankle restraints
hooked up and out to either side. It was an obscene and now
uncomfortable pose, for relaxing her muscles had spread her legs
even wider, stretching and straining the tendons in her thighs.

After a time he
returned, and knelt before her to lick her to a tremendous orgasm.
That orgasm had her writhing and twisting and jerking in
uncontrollable paroxysms of pleasure. And her legs spread even
further apart. He lifted the chains on them a little more, and left
her once again.

Twice more he
returned to check on her, licking her to orgasms, then lifting the
chains an inch or two, and leaving her again.

She was soaked
in perspiration by the time he returned, and drooling around the
ball gag, down onto her chest. Her eyes were glazed, and she was
exhausted. He flogged her back and breasts, then flogged her
between the legs. Then he pulled the dildo out of her bottom,
gripped her thighs, now almost spread straight out to either sides,
pulled her lower body back towards him, and then thrust his cock up
into her anus.

He sodomised
her hard and fast like that, driving her to another orgasm before
spilling himself inside her.

She was hardly
able to walk the rest of that weekend, but he had her crawling most
of the time anyway. Leashed, collared, posing herself obscenely for
pictures, masturbating for videos, and saying the most disgusting
and outrageous things as he taped her stripping, masturbating and
sucking his cock.

He pulled her
over his lap several times to spank her and finger her to orgasms,
and she spent the entire weekend naked, with restraints around her
wrist and ankles and a collar around her throat. She even slept
beside him with her wrists locked together behind her and her
collar chained to the bedpost.

She felt as
though she were living a wild erotic dream, and while some of it
was kinkier and darker than she would have ever considered doing
before, she was more than willing to go along with Dave and his own
dark fantasies. She had no shame in front of him, after all. Not
any more.

It felt quite
odd, however, to be chatting with her mother on the phone while
wearing a collar, wrist and ankle restraints, and nothing else. He
insisted she stay naked, with a butt-plug up her backside so he
could sodomised her at will. And she had complied. He had even
attached clips to her nipples which reached, by thin chains, to the
ring in the center of her collar. That meant that as she moved, as
her breasts moved, her nipples pulled against the clips with sharp
little tugs and pulls.

It all kept her
in a low boil the entire weekend, and ready to be churned into
orgasm with very little effort on his part.

That was how he
pierced her nipples. She was standing, arms and legs locked apart,
gagged, moaning, stuffed with dildos as he licked her and taunted
her with a vibrator, going out of her mind with sexual heat and
hunger.

And then,
abruptly, he was rubbing her aching nipples with a cool liquid
which smelled of alcohol, and putting on plastic gloves.

“Time to
torture you again, my slut,” he said.

She moaned into
the gag, staring, then gasping as she saw him rip open the package
with the needle in it. Surely he wasn’t going to – surely he was
just pretending – surely he wouldn’t – .

Her nipples
already had clips on them. He gripped one and pulled, stretching
her nipple out, then plunged the needle into it. There was a sharp
pain and she yelped and tried to twist back, but couldn’t. She was
in shock. He had really done it! She stared, dumbfounded, as he
placed a ring into her nipple. Then he gripped the other nipple and
now she started to try to protest, but he was so quick that the
needle was again plunging through her nipple before she could make
her wishes known.
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The next day,
in the light of day and sanity, Sam felt a squirmy little sense of
excitement as she stared at those rings in the mirror. He had used
stainless steel rings, and two perfect round, unbroken circles hung
from her swollen pink nipples. Her nipples ached, but not as much
as she would have suspected, and she looked so – scrumptiously
nasty with them in!

“All those men
who look at you at work would be so hot if they knew what you liked
to do in your private life,” he said, nuzzling her throat as he
kneaded her breasts. “If they had any idea you had your nipples
pierced they’d be so hot they’d have to pull their dicks out and
masturbate right at their desks.”

He ran his hand
down to her pussy, fingering her clit.

“But they’ll
never know. You’ll be the very businesslike, very anal, very
prudish Samantha Peters at work, and my secret little hot, chained
fuck toy.

The next day at
work she felt a glow of heat at his words, at the stolid, steady,
businesslike image she presented to her colleagues. She wore a
tweed jacket and skirt over a black blouse and pumps. But she wore
no panties. Instead, David had shown her a T-shaped leather belt.
The belt had two dildos attached to the inside, and he had pushed
them up into her pussy and anus. Then he had belted the thing at
her waist, pulling the lower part of the leather up painfully tight
against her soft pussy flesh before locking it in place.

If only those
people around her had a clue! But they didn’t, of course, and she
felt a smug sense of sexual heat and excitement that they could not
possibly know how hot and sexy and slutty she was.

She ached for
hours, but was so hot that the aching only seemed to rouse her to
greater heights of wicked excitement. He had her leave early. He
had something special planned for her, he said. Sam told her boss
she had an appointment, and he drove her home, then stripped her
and made her put on the stiletto heals before placing her in the
basement again, arms shackled above her head. He spread her legs
and shackled her ankles in place, then blindfolded her.

“Now, my little
slut, it’s time for you to get fucked in that tight little ass of
yours,” he said. “But not by me. Instead, my friend Joe here is
going to sodomised you. I know you’ve been looking forward to it. I
know you’ve been dreaming about Joe’s cock, about taking it deep
into your tight little ass.”

She felt his
hands stroking her nipples. “Beg Joe to fuck you up the ass, slut,”
he ordered.

Sam moaned
heatedly. He had been telling her for days now that he was going to
have another guy fuck her, that he was going to have her
gang-banged. He had been telling her how hot she’d look with two,
three, five, ten guys fucking her at once, making her beg for it.
It was all just part of the game, though. While her mind flitted
with the fantasy, a hot, wicked, exciting fantasy, of her doing
more than once guy at once, she knew he was just making it up, just
creating a hot, nasty fantasy for them.

“Please fuck me
in the ass!” she moaned as his fingers plucked at the nipple
rings.

“Beg Joe to
fuck your ass,” he taunted.

“Please fuck my
ass, Joe!” she groaned.

“Actually, you
can call Joe – master Joseph,” he said. “Beg him to fuck your ass,
slut. Go ahead.”

“Please fuck my
ass, master Joseph!” she groaned, her hips rolling and bucking as
she felt him undoing the belt at last.

Hands moved up
and down her back, his hands of course. And then the belt, with its
two dildos, was eased away from her body. She felt so open back
there!

She groaned as
another dildo was fed up into her pussy, then hands gripped her
hips, pulling her bottom back as she felt Dave’s big cock sliding
along her buttocks, then pressing against her anal opening. She
shuddered as he entered her, penetrating her with the fat, mushroom
head.

“Beg, slut,” he
ordered.

“Please fuck my
ass, Master Joseph! Please fuck my ass, Master Joseph!” she
groaned.

She was bathed
in the dark fantasy that it was a stranger behind her, shoving his
cock up her ass, gasping and moaning in heated passion as the cock
drove deeper, and the hard male fingers digging into her hips
pulled her bottom out and back to meet its thrust.

“Oh God!” she
gasped, approaching orgasm.

“Nasty little
come slut,” he purred. “Take that cock. Take all of it up your ass
before you come.”

She moaned,
pushing her bottom back, feeling the ache deep inside as his
cockhead pushed high into her belly.

Then she felt
Dave’s tongue against her clit, and shuddered at the soft, slick,
sensual feel. Her hips bucked helplessly, but the hands on her hips
gripped her firmly as the cock began to move in and out of her back
passage.

And now a
shockwave rolled over her, for despite how wildly aroused she was
she had just realized that Dave, as talented as he was in bed,
could not be fucking her ass and licking her pussy at the same
time.

A sense of
horrible embarrassment washed over her, and she was so shocked she
was silent save for the gasps as that cock thrust up into her again
and again.

There was
someone else there! A stranger was fucking her, fucking her in the
ass! Oh my god! She gaped sightlessly in disbelief even as hands
slid up her body and cupped and massaged her breasts. The other
pair of hands was still on her hips, jerking her hips back to meet
the thrusts into her bottom.

She was dazed
by the shock of it, gasping, moaning as someone licked her pussy
and someone fucked her ass. She wavered between horror and heat,
but Dave had prepared her mind well. She had been coming and coming
and coming to such fantasies for days now as Dave told her how hot
and slutty she would be with two, three, ten men using her, fucking
her, pouring their cream over her body and into her face and
hair.

And then the
passion swept her mind away from the fear, concern, shame, shock
and everything else, and she began to spiral up to a massive orgasm
as the cock pumping into her backside churned harder, faster,
making her gasp and moan helplessly as it tore up and down inside
her.

“Come for us,
slut. Come for us, come-slut,” Dave growled from in front of
her.

And then she
did, gurgling and gasping and shuddering as the orgasm spilled into
her nervous system and convulsions wracked her body.

“Rape that ass,
Joe! Rape the whore’s ass!” Dave growled.

The orgasm tore
her mind apart, and she twisted and writhed and thrashed as her
muscles convulsed, as she stood there, legs well apart, and was
pounded violently, reamed out by the big cock shoved up her ass –
by a man she didn’t even know.

She was left
limp, hanging from her wrists, moaning weakly. The cock, soft now,
slipped out of her ass, and then strong arms grabbed her wrists,
removing the chains from the restraints. She staggered a little as
they drew her arms together behind her back and locked the
restraints together, then lowered her to her knees.

She felt hands
in her hair, gasping as her hair was jerked up to raise her on her
knees. A cock pushed into her open mouth, and she moaned around it.
It, at least, must be Dave, for it didn’t taste like a cock which
had been up her ass.

“Suck cock,
whore,” he growled.

She moaned and
gagged as he pushed it deep. But the fact that she knew another
person was watching made the act of sucking him both horribly
embarrassing, and wildly, thrillingly exiting. She wanted to punch
him, to rage at him, but she was still so incredibly hot, so
aroused, that she couldn’t’ bring herself to. Besides, she had
simply gotten used to submitting to his will when it came to sex,
and that will had never failed to get her wildly aroused.

So she knelt
before him sucking his cock, naked, arms chained behind her back,
knowing a strange man was looking on, and the heat between her legs
blossomed rapidly, along with a dazed sense of hideous
embarrassment and discomfort.

Abruptly, he
pulled his cock back, and she gasped as someone lifted her arms
behind her, forcing her onto her feet. Her wrists were raised up
higher, and then higher still, forcing her to bend at the waist.
Then her wrists were fastened in place, almost directly above her,
arms going straight up, body bent at an awkward angle. She felt her
ankles forced apart and chained down, and then gasped as hands
gripped her hair and forced her head up.

“Suck cock, sex
slave,” Dave growled.

She gagged as
he forced her mouth down deep on his cock. Then she felt fingers at
her anus, pulling the butt-plug out. She moaned around his thick
shaft as another cock pushed into her rear, driving deep. And then
she was servicing two men at once, gurgling and gagging around
Dave’s cock as he forced it into her throat while the other man,
she presumed the other man, sodomised her.

It was insane!
It was perverted! It was nasty and kinky and – wildly, darkly
thrilling. It was also horribly embarrassing, but that didn’t
really measure up compared to the intensity of the passion and
hunger within her.

Her nipples
were pinched and twisted, and someone was rubbing her clit as the
dildo was thrust up and down inside her. She gagged and gasped and
sucked at the cock pumping in and out of her mouth as that cock
thrust up into her rear, his hips slapping against her soft round
buttocks, setting her body shaking and jerking.

She came,
screaming, mind tossed and turned like a cork on a storm-tossed
sea.

* * * * *

“So as you can
see, the new procedures for contracting goods and services move the
authority to the branch level and takes it away from individual
managers,” Sam said as she stood next to the white screen and the
power point presentation showed the new regulations to the
assembled managers.

She was a
little – distracted. She didn’t have any vibrators inside her,
thank God, but Dave had chosen to show her a video that morning,
the video of what he and “Joe” had done to her the other night.
Watching herself had been a shock. She had never seen “Joe”, for
the man was gone before Dave removed her blindfold. Even the video
didn’t show him.

But the sight
of herself in those boots, bent over, arms forced up high behind
her back, had made her squirm with excitement.

For the video
had also shown the two men who had been using her from the waist
down. It had shown Dave’s cock thrusting in and out of her mouth,
and her sucking at it, and it had shown the other man’s hips as his
cock thrust into her ass from behind.

It was the
wildest, most shocking, most horrible, most exciting, most
embarrassing, most wicked and incredibly hot video she’d seen of
herself yet.

She looked like
such a – such a helpless sex slave! Her breasts were hanging down,
the nipples swollen, rings dangling, her mouth forced wide, her
arms locked tight, and with two men using her at the same time! It
was incredible! It was such a rush she could hardly think straight
for hours afterwards.

Of course she
had yelled at Dave for bringing another man into their sex play
without consulting her, for humiliating her by letting a stranger
see her like that, naked, begging for sex, helpless, but while she
was genuinely angry at him she could not hide the incredible
intensity of the heat and excitement she’d felt when being done by
two men like that.

The bastard,
she thought ruefully. The bastard was turning her into a fucking
whore. Then again, it was a lot better than sitting around reading
books.

He wouldn’t
tell her who the man was, except it was not someone from work,
which meant it was not someone who knew her. That was a relief, and
oddly, the fact she had never seen him spared her much of the
humiliation she would have otherwise felt. She wasn’t sure why. It
was almost as though she had been masked when it had happened, her
identity hidden.

“The purpose of
this centralization is to ensure procedures are dealt with, and
contracts properly established by knowledgeable people before the
department is committed to the spending of any money. The
exceptions are purchases under five thousand dollars which can be
paid for on departmental credit cards. However, there are a number
of goods and services which cannot be put on credit cards in order
for their purchase to be monitored. Please see the attached list on
your agenda, item thirty nine B.”

Her ass still
hurt a little - inside. That guy had really reamed her out. And her
wrists were bruised from the way she’d pulled and hung in the
restraints, forcing her to wear bracelets and long sleeves. She
gave her head a mental shake, and tried to focus on her job, on
instructing the managers in new rules. It was very odd, though,
relieving that intense sexuality while in such a sterile
environment.

She wore her
gray suit as though it were armor, to shield her sexuality and heat
from the eyes of these men and women who were her work colleagues.
Had any of them even suspected the kinds of things she had gotten
up to, well, she was quite certain that not only would she lose
their respect, but they’d gape at her like an alien in their midst.
In a few short weeks she’d gone from a virtual virgin to someone
who had done things most of the other women in this room would only
ever fantasize about – if they dared even that.

That made her
feel a little cocky. They all thought she was so straight-laced!
Ha! If only they knew!

She glowered at
Dave, and snapped at him much of the day. But he seemed
imperturbable, and simply grinned and smiled cheekily. She couldn’t
stay mad at him, though, he was simply too silly, and too light
hearted. And what was it he had told her – at the very least going
out with him was the thrill ride she’d not previously had in her
life. She’d thought it arrogance at the time, but now she realized
he was quite right.

Thrilling? How
could she find it thrilling to have some strange man sodomize her!?
How far she had fallen in her attitudes towards sex in just a few
short weeks! More importantly, how much farther was there to fall?
Would it be ten men next time, like he promised? Would she wind up
being gang-banged, surrounded by naked men pawing and groping at
her and trying to – .

As much as the
thought made her belly churn with dark excitement, it also
terrified her, and she knew she was going to have to set some
ground rules with Dave about who she did and didn’t sleep with when
she was tied up and helpless!

She tried, on
the ride home, but he simply smiled and shook his head.

“Do you trust
me?”

“What? What do
you mean do I trust you?”

“Do you trust
me not to harm you?”

“Of course but
that isn’t – .”

“Do you trust me not to involve anyone who might harm your
reputation?”

“That’s not the point either!”

“Do you want to
know everything that’s going to happen ahead of time?”

“Yes!”

“Why?”

She stared at
him stupidly.

“Being in
control of everything all the time was what you had before you and
I started playing our little games,” he said. “And the absence of
control is one of the exciting things about it. You told me so
yourself.”

“Well yes, but
I still don’t want – .”

“What? To be
embarrassed? Wouldn’t you trade a little temporary embarrassment
for the passion and pleasure you had the other day?”

“Again, that’s not the point,” she said earnestly.

“Are you afraid
I’m going to rent you out as a prostitute? Sell you as a sex
slave?”

“Don’t be
ridiculous.”

“Why not? I bet
I could get a good price selling a lovely little blonde slut like
you to some Arab sheik.”

“Don’t call me
that,” she said, scowling.

“Blonde
morsel?”

“You know what!”

“Slut?” he said with a grin. “But you said you were a slut. You
said you were my slut. Remember?”

“You made me
say those things!”

“How?”

“By – by – you
know how!”

“By not letting
you come?” he asked, grinning.

“Shut up!”

He laughed, and
Sam folded her arms across her chest and scowled out the
window.

“Don’t worry.
There’ll be no one but us tonight. I’ve bought you a new present,
and I have a few new tricks to teach you.”

She stared at
him suspiciously. “What kind of present? What kind of tricks?”

He grinned
mischievously. “Nasty tricks.”

“Naturally,”
she said, rolling her eyes.
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They went to
her place first, where she changed, and got some things for the
next day, including another outfit. Then he drove her back to his
place. There she discovered the “present” was a new set of
restraints, thick, shining, stainless steel restraints.

She eyed them
doubtfully. The restraints to go around her wrists and ankles were
as wide as her hand, with large rings set into the sides, and small
key locks.

“These will
leave bruises,” she said.

“No, they’re
too wide. But I don’t intend to use them to string you up or
anything. They’re for effect.”

“What
effect?”

“Emotional
effect. Now get naked, my lovely little slut, and let’s see what
you look like in these.”

She bit her
lower lip uncertainly, but then decided to go ahead. In short order
she was naked again, wearing the shackles on wrists and ankles, and
a metal collar with a ring the size of a silver dollar at her
throat. Dave produced a chain belt, bent her over, and then showed
her a pair of metal dildos which he lubed and pushed up her pussy
and ass. The base of each dildo had a ring which he hooked to the
chain belt with narrow steel chains. Then he attached another pair
of narrow stainless steel chains to her nipple rings, running them
up to the ring at the center of her collar.

Finally, he
locked her wrist restraints to the front of the belt, and then
stepped back to admire her.

“Now you look
like a gorgeous little sex slave,” he said.

“Please,” she
said, blushing.

He led her to a
full length mirror and let her look at herself, standing behind her
and kneading her breasts.

“Hot, sexy
slut,” he whispered into her ear. “Imagine going to a meeting and
giving a presentation dressed like this.”

“You mean
undressed like this,” she said, her breathing quickening.

His hand slid
down between her legs and his finger rubbed at her clit as he
kissed and nibbled at the nape of her neck.

“Now,” he said.
“I want you – .” He slapped her bottom sharply and drew back. “ –
to make me dinner. Get to it, slut.”

She turned her
head and stared at him in disbelief, but he only grinned and
pointed at the kitchen. “Come on, get a move on. You’re my sex
slave, that means you obey your master.”

“Master,” she
snorted.

“Do you want a
spanking, slave?”

“No – master,”
she said with a wry look.

It was very –
odd – to be making dinner naked, and shackled. She could only move
her hands a little ways from her belly, so he had to get her down
anything from the higher cupboards. Her nipples were constantly
tugging at the rings, for as she moved around her breasts moved
too, and the chains to the rings were perfectly taut. The feel of
the last two inches of the metal dildos protruding from between her
buttocks and the lips of her sex were a constants, as well, as was
the low to medium grade sexual heat bubbling away inside her.

She thought
that this was silly, really, but it was also strangely arousing.
She made their dinner while she was naked and in shackles. When she
was done, she slid the plates onto the table, and called him to
dinner before going back for the condiments. She returned as he sat
down, and he grabbed her, undid the restraints – which were locked
together before her, and then turned her and pulled her arms
together behind her back.

“Dave!” she
protested as he locked the shackles together.

“On your knees,
slut.”

“But dinner –
.”

“On your knees,
slave girl, sex slave.”

She let him
push her down onto her knees next to the chair.

“Now sit back
on your heels like a good little sex slave. Spread your legs wider,
slut. I want to see the goodies.”

She blushed a
little, and glared at him a little, but did as he ordered.

“You will eat
when I say you can,” he said arrogantly.

She glowered at
him. She had made a couple of steaks, and he cut a piece and put it
into his mouth, savouring the taste. “Very good,” he said.

She
scowled.

“Would you like
something to eat, slave?”

“Of course I
would!”

“Then beg.”

She sighed and
rolled her eyes. “Please may I have something to eat, sir,” she
said.

He pretended to
consider it, then nodded. “Yes, you may, slave.”

She thought he would undo her restraints, but instead he cut a
piece off his steak and held it out to her on the end of the fork.
Sam felt a little ripple of dark heat in her loins as she opened
her mouth and took it off the fork.

He cut himself
another piece, then cut her a piece, and again, let her take it
nimbly off the fork with her teeth and tongue.

The next piece
he let her have, however, he picked up with his fingers and held it
out to her. She opened her mouth to protest, but felt another hot
bubble of heat and took it from his fingers with her mouth. The
next piece, he had her lick out of the palm of his hand, then
petted her like she was a dog, saying “Good little slut.”

If she thought
he was serious with this nonsense she’d have hit him, but it was
clearly a joke, a game, and it was a dark, nasty, squirmingly
exciting one.

He fed her from
his fingers for the rest of the meal, then got some milk for her –
in a bowl, which he set on the floor.

Sam felt both
outrage and heat, and leaned forward, gasping with effort, forced
to bend over so she could get her mouth into the bowl. While she
was doing that Dave ran his hands over her buttocks, and toyed with
the base of the dildos protruding from her pussy and ass. And she
felt that squirming heat growing more and more powerful. Her
nipples were rock hard, and tingling with energy and
excitement.

After dinner he
locked her hands in front of her to the belt and had her do the
dishes and clean up the kitchen, kneading and squeezing and
stroking her from time to time to make her squirm.

“I can’t clean
properly with my hands chained together!” she complained.

“If you don’t
do a good job, you’ll get a strapping on that pretty ass,” he said
with a raised eyebrow and a quirked up mouth. “However, I’ll do
this much for you.”

He unclipped
the restraints from her belt, but then clipped them together. That
let her extend her arms, but with her wrists essentially locked
together.

He had her wash
the dishes by hand, because he said it would be a waste of energy
to use the dishwasher when he had a sex slave. Washing them took
longer than it should have, for he would come up behind her,
kneading her breasts and rubbing her clit, or occasionally gripping
the base of one or the other of the dildos and twisting and pushing
it.

He had her wash
the floors by hand, as well, with nothing but a bucket and sponge.
A part of her was outraged, but it was also the most arousing,
exciting, and sexy floor washing she’d ever done! She crawled along
the floor, scrubbing, panting, her wrists shackled together.
Sometimes he watched, sipping on a beer, sometimes he sat in the
living room watching TV, and sometimes he raised his foot and put
it on the base of the dildo protruding from her anus, giving it
sharp, aching little pushes.

When she was
done he ordered her to sit on her heels and spread her legs while
he inspected it, then patted her head and called her a good slut
before attaching a leash to her collar and leading her, crawling,
back up the hall to the front room. There he produced a new type of
gag.

It looked like
a wide, flat belt, except that there was a round hole in the
center. The hole had a plastic lip on the inside, which fit between
her teeth after she opened her mouth wide, and prevented her from
closing her mouth. He locked the gag behind her head, and then slid
a fat dildo shaped like a cockhead through the hole. It just barely
fit, sliding over her tongue and pressing it down against the
bottom of her mouth before snapping in place.

“Now you can’t
even talk,” he said. “That makes you the perfect woman!”

She gave him a
baleful look and he chuckled and ran his fingers through her hair.
“There’s also a further level of helplessness in being gagged,” he
said, “Not in your not being able to scream and yell, but simply
being unable to communicate.”

He stepped
back, and unlocked her wrist restraints. They remained locked to
her wrists, but she could spread her arms apart now.

“Now let’s
teach you a few tricks,” he said cheerfully.

She swallowed
as she saw him produce the thin quirt. “This is to help you learn
quickly, my tasty little slut.”

He raised his
voice and gave her a silly, menacing glower, then hardened his
voice “Now let me see you on all fours, and keep that tail up,
slut!”

She was already
more or less in position, but Sam felt her pussy spasm around the
dildo as she raised her bottom.

“Spread those
legs apart, slut!” he barked, swinging the quirt down to snap it
across her bottom.

She yelped into
the gag as her bottom stung, but shifted immediately, raising her
bottom a little and shifting her knees apart.

“Head back,
slut!” he ordered, snapping the quirt across her bottom again.

She wanted to
curse at him, but instead raised her head, feeling her breathing
and pulse quicken.

“Now crawl to
the wall and back,” he growled. “Keep your head and ass up and
those legs apart.”

Feeling stupid,
and degraded, but growing overheated despite that, she crawled
across the room while he looked on, then crawled back.

“Now sit on
your heels. Now, slut!’ he barked, slapping the quirt against the
coffee table.

Sam sat back on
her heels, flushing at his tone, remembering to spread her knees
wide and raise her head.

“Keep that back
straight, you nasty little slut!” he barked, circling her. “Eyes
straight ahead!”

He moved to
stand beside her. “Now, you will put your hands on the floor in
front of you, and slide forward until your chest is on the floor
and your rump raised high. Then you will smoothly spread your arms
apart and out to either side along the floor. Now, slut!”

Frowning, Sam
obeyed, sliding her hands forward along the soft rug, then as her
breasts began to pillow out beneath her, spread her arms out to the
sides. She squirmed as he ran the edge of the quirt back and forth
over her clit.

“That’s my good
little slut,” he purred.

Fuck you, she
thought indignantly, but her pussy burned anyway.

“All right now.
You will smoothly move your arms out in front of you again, then
lower your hips until you are laying flat on the floor on your
belly. You will then roll onto your back, raise your knees, and
spread your legs wide apart. Now, slut!” he barked, slashing the
quirt down on her bottom.

She yelped, but
did as he ordered, panting, rolling, drawing her legs back so her
feet were flat on the rug, and spreading them well apart.

“Good, slut!
Now, bring your hands in beneath your hips and raise your ass up
off the floor. Keep your legs wide open. Show me your assets,
slut.”

Blushing a
little more, she did it, raising her hips into the air, bracing
them on her hands as her elbows dug into the rug.

There was a
tiny leather flap on the tip of the quirt, and he rubbed it against
her clit, then slapped her there with short, light, quick movements
that made her legs spasm in their instinctive effort to close.

“What a lovely
picture of a lovely little sex slave,” he said. “In fact… hold that
position.”

He put down the
quirt and moved across the room, returning with his camera. Sam
blushed even more as he began to snap pictures of her like that,
then as he ordered her to crawl again, then put her breasts down
and bottom up for more pictures.

He had her lay
back once again, and this time draw her knees back to her chest,
holding them there with her arms as he snapped pictures. Then he
had her straighten out her legs and grip her ankles, pushing down
on them from above, trying to force them back as far as they would
go. While she held her ankles in place he snapped more
pictures.

Again and again
he had her shift positions, snapping the quirt across her bottom,
or once, across her breast – though not hard – to speed her
movements. She was soon perspiring, for it was quite a workout. She
was actually becoming a bit distracted from the sex by the
energetic way she through herself from one position to another.
Finally, he had her sit on her heels again, and put her hands flat
on her thighs.

He pulled the
fat little gag plug out of the hole and she gurgled as it came
free, gasping for breath, breathing in deeply through the hole as
he stood over her.

“Don’t move,
slut.”

He unzipped and
she was not surprised to find him hard. He thrust his cock through
the hole and she licked at it as it slid across her tongue. He
began to fuck in and out of her mouth through the hole, and there
was little she could do but suck a little and lick at it as he
pushed in.

“I’m going to
go down your throat now, sex slave. Don’t move. Swallow it.”

She moaned as
he pushed forward, his cock now slick and wet. She gurgled a little
and almost gagged as it pushed into her throat, but then swallowed
it and cocked her head back as he slid deeper and deeper, finally
jamming it into her to the root, his balls pressed against her
chin.

“That’s my hot
little sex slave,” he purred, his hands coming through her hair and
stroking her head.

He pulled back
slowly, then thrust deep again, forcing her head back. He pulled
back, and thrust forward, grinding himself into her face. Then he
pulled back and pulled his cock free, letting a deluge of saliva
pour over her lower lip as she coughed and gasped for breath.

He knelt
abruptly beside her, his hand griping her hair and yanking her down
across his thighs. Then he slapped her bottom sharply and began to
finger her clit.

“Hot little
come-slut,” he growled, slapping her bottom again.

His fingers
stroked nimbly across her swollen, buzzing clit, while his other
hand kept a firm, tight hold on her hair. Sam moaned and gasped and
felt her hips bucking up against his fingers as they stroked
roughly across her clit. The orgasm exploded within her, and she
cried out again and again as the sensory storm flooded through her
again and again, her mind battered by the strength and intensity of
the pleasure that rolled over it.

Then he
released her hair and stood up, pulling her hair firmly, forcing
her upright again on her knees. “Now let’s see some more sucking,”
he said, pushing his cock back through the open hole and into her
mouth.

Sam gurgled, a
little bewildered by the rapid changes in what he was doing, and
doing to her. He fucked her mouth and throat, then pulled out again
and put her through her “tricks” once more. Then he fucked her
mouth again, then fingered her to another come.

She stayed
naked and chained all evening. At one point he used her as a foot
stool. And then, came perhaps the ultimate rite of submission. She
was set to crawling, as before, but then he shackled her wrists
together behind her back and ordered her to crawl on her belly
across the floor to him. He had taken the gag off, by then, because
it was hurting her jaws to be kept wide for so long, and she was
gasping and panting as she wriggled and writhed across the floor to
his feet.

Then he held
his foot out to her face where she lay on her belly.

“I think my
shoe could use some cleaning, slave. Lick it clean.”

She gaped at it
for a long moment, a strange, powerful sense of crackling sexual
electricity suddenly swelling within her, a combination of outraged
excitement and submissive heat. She hesitantly raised her head and
shoulders off the floor, and then licked at his shoe. She shuddered
at the feel of the leather on her tongue, her pussy spasming around
the dildo, her breasts throbbing, her mind blown by what she was
doing.

She licked
harder, letting her tongue push out and taking long licks along the
surface of his shoe. She had never felt so incredibly kinky and
slutty and erotic as laying there on her belly and licking at his
shoe. The intensity of the sexual pressure and excitement within
her made her entire body tremble. And if that wasn’t filthy,
degrading and demeaning enough to blow her mind, he raised his shoe
and showed her the bottom, and she leaned in and breathlessly
licked it.

The second time
she licked it she exploded into orgasm, and her body trembled and
shook as she squeezed and ground her thighs together around the
dildos.

He gripped her
hair roughly, put her on her knees with her face against the floor,
spread her legs, pulled the dildo out of her pussy, and mounted
her, gripping her hair and yanking it back hard as he rammed his
cock into her, rutting wildly, like an animal, his hips pounding
against her upraised bottom as his cock skewered her with savage
passion and hunger.

Another orgasm
spilled through her mind and body, and then another, as she shook
and shuddered to the rough, hard rutting, her eyes rolling back in
her head as she gurgled and gasped and cried out again and again at
the avalanche of sensations pouring through her.
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She got out of
the habit of wearing clothing outside of work. Once she got to
Dave’s place she stripped and donned the collar and shackles, then
became his slave girl for the evening, cleaning the house, giving
him tongue baths, making his meals and snacks, fetching him drinks,
and of course, servicing his cock whenever he wanted her to – which
was often.

It wasn’t a
compulsion. It wasn’t a mental disorder. It was just a hot, nasty,
kinky, sexually charged game which was a lot more exciting than
anything else she could imagine doing.

She felt very
coy at work about it, about her nasty, kinky secret. And the
business outfits she wore felt more like a costume, hiding the
sinful, wicked girl she really was from her colleagues.

Who could
imagine the unsmiling, straight-backed, formally dressed woman
talking about policy priorities in front of a management group
going home and then giving a lewd strip and lap dance to someone
while clad in collar and shackles, then taking his cock down her
throat, and riding him for all she was worth.

When she wasn’t
cleaning, servicing him, or doing some other chore, he often tied
her up or shackled her somewhere. He often hung her from her
wrists, too, which was exhausting after a time, but, with two fat
dildos jammed up into her pussy and anus, never failed to charge
her with a hot, shimmering lust that made her explode into orgasm
with little effort on his part.

She crawled for
him, licked his feet, and ate out of his hand, or off the floor,
like a dog, like a pet, like a bitch in heat, dildos sticking out
of her pussy and ass. And then, the next morning, she would be at
work in her sensible pumps and tweed skirt and jacket examining
budget figures, heavy rimmed glasses making her seem very, very
straight, and almost a throwback to the fifties.

They talked a
lot, of course, and cuddled a lot, and Dave was forever saying
outrageous things to trigger her excitement, to add to the dark
fantasy which he had drawn her into. Sometimes the things he said
were simply gross, and sometimes offensive, but sometimes they
really did give her a hot charge of animal heat, and make her
thrill to the fantasy.

A continuing
theme was having her fucked by other men, making her crawl before
other men, having her gang-banged and used by multiple men at once,
or even women. When she was hanging by her wrists, gasping,
sweating, moaning, he would stroke her clit and whisper to her
about having some Amazonian woman come in and whip her, or having a
gang of football players come in and rape her. He would draw word
pictures with his soft, hypnotic voice which created erotic scenes
in her charged mind and made her moan with heat and passion.

They went out,
one night, a rarity for them, for the game was so hot, so much fun,
that they rarely wanted to restrict their playtime and activities.
But Dave had been training her, having her go out in public with
shorter and shorter skirts and tighter and more revealing tops.
Such outfits made her mind squirm with embarrassment, even though
the sensible part of her mind told her they were far from
unusual.

But wearing
them, being looked at, was also arousing, exciting, and dancing
wildly in a crowded, darkened club wearing a short skirt and
revealing top charged her with the kind of excitement she had never
felt before while dancing.

She felt –
slatternly, slutty, in a very short, loose black dress with a
plunging, scoop neck top, and even had a few drinks as they danced
at one such club. Dave was teasing her, making her gasp and giving
her heart palpitations by squeezing her ass in public as they
danced, and sometimes tugging the short skirt up to bare her
bottoms – though only when no one was really in position to
see.

Of course he
wouldn’t let her wear any panties.

The couple they
met up with, Kevin and Kerry, a couple in their late thirties. He
was handsome, though balding, with a firm body. She was tall and
slender, with long dark hair and large, fake breasts. He was a
buyer for a multinational marketing company and she was an
insurance adjuster. They had two kids, and seemed quite normal, at
first.

At first, Sam
though the hot buzz of sexual excitement around her mind was
influencing how she saw the couple, and how she read their
behaviour, that she was just imagining how much Kevin was coming on
to her, and how flirty Kerry was with Dave. But she was startled to
see Kerry give Dave a full, open-mouthed kiss right in front of
her. And then Kevin pulled her away to dance with him, and his
hands were soon on her ass, squeezing and kneading it through the
thin skirt, and trying to coyly pull it up to slide his hands
beneath.

Before she and
Dave had started their “game” she would have been shocked and
outraged by such behaviour, but now, now she wasn’t sure how to
react. It didn’t shock her as it would have once. It embarrassed
her a little, but not as much as she would have expected. She was
confused by it. She could see that Kerry was all over Dave back at
the table, and Kevin was now trying to nibble at the nape of her
neck as they danced.

Dave gave her a
teasing, taunting look when she got back to the table. She was
feeling anxious, trying to understand what she should do. Her
reaction would once have been violent indignation and then storming
out, but now, now she didn’t know, and needed Dave to tell her. It
wasn’t so much she couldn’t make her own decisions rather than she
wasn’t sure what she should decide, or why.

Kerry was
talking about her boob job, and actually invited Dave to feel them,
which he did, giving her barely clad breasts little squeezes as he
grinned across at Sam.

“It’s
interesting. They’re not nearly as hard as I’d heard they were,” he
said.

And then to
Sam’s shock, he reached out with his other hand and openly squeezed
one of her breasts! She was so shocked, at first, she didn’t react
except to gape at him. And then by the time she thought to jerk
back and slap his and away, looking around to see if anyone had
observed, he was talking to Kevin about HER breasts!

“I have to say
that I really like Sam’s breasts,” he said. “They’re not huge, but
they’re a great shape, and very soft and sensitive. Her nipples are
especially sensitive, aren’t hey, honey?”

Sam gaped at him, her face blushing.

“I uhm, I ah…
uhm – .”

“You can tell
the difference easily enough though, Kevin. You see?” he said.

And then Kevin
was groping his wife’s other breast, and reaching over and filling
his other hand with one of Sam’s breasts! She shrank back and his
hand slid off as he grinned at her, grinned rather slyly, she
thought, face red.

“Boy, the cost
of the drinks at his place is ridiculous,” Kerry said.

“Well, we’ve
got a nicely stocked bar at my place, and I’m not far away,” Dave
said.

Again Sam felt
a sense of shock. What was Dave thinking, inviting them back to his
place… was he… did he want… was he intending – .

She didn’t
know, and couldn’t ask, because next thing she knew they were in
the car headed back to his place, and he and Kevin were talking
about football while Kerry leaned forward from behind her and told
her how much she loved her blonde hair, and how soft and silky it
looked.

“You don’t
mind, do you?” she purred, running her fingers through Sam’s
hair.

By the time
they got to Dave’s place Sam was on edge, flustered and not knowing
what to do. When they got there, though, she felt a surge of shock
and embarrassment, for right there in the middle of the living room
was a pair of leather restraints hanging from a chain in the
ceiling. Dave had forgot to take the chain down after their little
session earlier, and both of their guests noticed them at once.

“We-he-llll
look at this!” Kevin exclaimed with a broad grin, examining
them.

“HMmm, how
naughty,” Kerry said with a flirty grin at Sam.

“Forgot about
these. We were playing earlier,” Dave said.

“Really? We
like to play games,” Kerry purred.

“Ah, but these
are Sam’s toys,” Dave said, drawing her closer to him.

“I – they – I’m
not – .”

Sam was
red-faced and embarrassed, not knowing what to say, and the next
thing she knew Dave had pulled her wrists together in front of her,
raised them up high, and locked the restraints around them.

The restraints
were at the exact height needed to keep her on the balls of her
feet – normally. But since she was wearing high heels, they
basically just kept her upright, with little strain on her
wrists.

“Dave!” she
gasped.

“Let’s play a
little game, slave girl,” Dave said with a grin.

“I always
dreamed of having a sex slave,” Kevin said from behind her.

His arms came
around her and his hands firmly cupped her breasts, squeezing them
up and together.

“Oh! Don’t!”
she gasped, writhing in his grasp.

“Okay, if you
want,” he said.

“But I want to
fuck your boyfriend,” Kerry said.

She began to
dance to unseen music, and her boyfriend found the stereo and
turned it on. Dave made some drinks while Kerry danced around the
living room, stripping out of her clothes, putting on a show for
the two men, who sat on the sofa together, grinning and
watching.

When she was
nude, she twisted her stunning body around and around, then
straddled Dave and gave him a lewd lap dance, often turning to look
over her shoulder at the wide-eyed Sam, leering at her.

She slid off
Dave’s lap and knelt between his legs, unzipping him, fondling him,
drawing his cock out of his trousers, then slipping her dark red
lips over it. Her boyfriend knelt behind her, stroking and
massaging her pussy, then, as Sam looked on in a haze, he took out
his own hard cock and thrust it into her.

It was a darkly
erotic scene, and Sam felt herself assaulted by multiple emotions
while she watched. One was outright jealousy at the way Kerry was
bobbing her lips up and down on Dave’s cock. Another was jealousy
at the way she was the center of attention. The woman was so cocky
and arrogant and smug about her stupid phony boobs.

She was also
embarrassed, of course, and flustered, and somewhat anxious, but on
the whole she had no idea how to react and what to do, other than
stare.

And her
emotions got more tangled when Kerry pulled away from her
boyfriend, straddled Dave as he sat on the sofa, and sank her pussy
down onto his stiff cock, riding him up and down as her boyfriend
moved around to the rear of the sofa and she leaned in to take his
cock into her mouth.

Afterwards,
Dave went to the bathroom, and Kevin, who had been wandering around
since his girlfriend had swallowed his juice a minute earlier, came
across more of their toys, and brought a gag up to where Sam stood,
trembling.

“Looks like a
nice, fat little cockhead,” he said with a grin. “Let me see you
suck this, baby.”

Sam stared at
it in shock, and at him, and opened her mouth to refuse, but he
pushed it forward hard, and she gurgled, then gasped in pain as he
grinned, and dug his fingers into the sides of her jaw to force her
mouth wider. He pushed the fat little latex cockhead into her
mouth, then strapped it there around her head.

Naked, Kerry
rose from where she’d been laying, sated on the sofa, grinning at
Sam. She was clearly not the least bit shy about showing off her
body, nor about anything else. Kevin gave one of Sam’s breasts a
squeeze, while also squeezing one of Kerry’s, then went into the
kitchen to get something to drink.

“I bet you look
really hot naked,” Kerry purred in Sam’s ear.

She moved
behind her, tracing her finger up from Sam’s cleavage, up along the
nape of her neck, and around to the rear of her neck, where the
dress was fastened, and unclipped it. The front of the dress
collapsed, and Sam squealed in embarrassment as it fell to her
waist. Giggling, Kerry tugged it down over her hips, and it fell
around her ankles, leaving her naked.

“Much better,”
Kerry said, grinning at her as she came around in front of her,
eyeing her up and down. “Did you like watching me suck your
boyfriend’s cock? I bet I was better than you.”

Sam felt a
spike of outrage and irritation. She was now quite proud of being
able to deep throat Dave, and glowered at the woman until she was
startled by having Kerry run her hands over her breasts.

“Very nice
tits,” the woman said, plucking at Sam’s rings. “I should get my
nipples pierced too.”

“They do look
nice,” Kevin said, returning with a drink in each hand.

Sam felt a hot
flush of heat burning her face as his eyes joined his girlfriend’s
scanning up and down her body.

The two fondled
her breasts as Sam looked down helplessly, then Dave returned.

“She has a
great body, doesn’t she?” he said genially.

“Outstanding,”
Kevin said. “Very fuckable.”

Dave walked up
to her and grinned. “You hear that, Samantha. Dave says you’re very
fuckable.”

Sam felt a hand
kneading her bare bottom, then gasped as she realized it was
Kerry’s. A moment later fingers began to stroke her clit. It was
Dave, and as usual, his fingers knew just how to touch her, just
where to touch her. Charged with a sexual haze, the touch made her
lower body burn and her insides squirm. She was hideously
embarrassed in front of Kevin and Kerry, but even so, the sexual
hunger and passion was seeping through her very pores now, as Kevin
began to knead her breast.

Dave left the
room briefly, and returned with her metal collar and restraints.
She moaned as he slipped the collar around her throat while the
other two looked on, then attached the ankle restraints. A moment
later, grinning, he showed the other two the dildos. They backed
off, watching with interest, as Dave slowly worked the dildos up
into Sam’s pussy and ass.

Sam was dazed
by it all, but when Dave replaced the leather restraints with the
metal ones and began to bark out the familiar orders, in the
familiar tone of voice he’d been using since they started, she
found herself obeying.

It seemed so
natural. Her mind had been whirling with indecision and
uncertainty, not knowing what was happening, or what to do. Now she
had specific, and very familiar instructions.

She knelt,
sitting on her heels, knees wide.

She fell
forward onto her hands and knees, then slid her hands forward,
lowering her chest to the floor, raising her bottom. Still in a
daze, she positioned and repositioned her body to satisfy Dave’s
barked commands, her pussy throbbing and squirming and burning
around the dildo, her mind horribly embarrassed as she performed in
front of the strange couple.

But there was
more than embarrassment. A shocked sense of thrilling sexual hunger
and passion was swirling through her confused, dazed mind. With
every lewd position she assumed she felt another shockwave of
embarrassment, and another burst of dark heat and hunger.

Dave leashed
her, and showed Kevin and Kerry the crop he had taken to using. He
walked her around the room, smacking her bottom lightly.

Then, to her
shock, he handed the leash and crop to Kevin. Kevin used the same
tone, the same words, the same commands.

“Crawl, slut,”
he barked, pulling on the leash, getting Sam crawling.

“Stop!
Knees!”

When she
hesitated, the crop sliced down on her bottom, and she yelped and
threw herself into the position.

“On your back,
slut!”

She rolled
quickly, breathlessly, wide-eyed, raising her knees, spreading
them, exposing herself to them. Her face burned, but so did her
pussy.

“I want to fuck
your whore girlfriend, Dave,” Kevin said.

“Who wouldn’t
want to fuck this hot little slave?” Dave said.

“Fuck her,
Dave!” Kerry spat, eyes gleaming. “Fuck the little whore hard!”

“Man, she’s
really got me hard again fast,” Kevin said, rubbing his groin.

“Let me try
her!” Kerry squealed, taking the leash and crop from her
boyfriend.

Sam gasped as
Kerry yanked on the leash. “On all fours, slut!” she barked,
swinging the crop down across one of Sam’s breasts.

She spun about
and jerked up onto all fours, gasping, and then lurched into motion
as Kerry paraded her around the room, making her crawl, slashing
her bottom with the crop, laughing as she made Sam position herself
again and again.

“She’s like a
well-trained dog!” Kerry said with a laugh. “Like a well-trained
bitch!”

“She’s my
bitch,” Dave said.

“Crawl, you
slut,” Kerry growled, pulling on Sam’s leash, leading her back to
where Kevin stood.

She pulled her
up short, forced he up onto her knees and then unzipped Kevin’s
pants and drew his cock out.

“You’re going
to suck his cock, aren’t you, slut,” she purred.

In a haze, Sam
could only moan as the gag was removed and her mouth pushed forward
onto Kevin’s cock. Then she was gurgling, and lightly gagging as he
thrust his cock forward.

“Down her
throat, baby! Fuck the whore’s throat!” Kerry said excitedly.

Kevin pushed
himself down her throat, his girlfriend pushing on Sam’s head from
behind, slashing the crop down onto her bottom as she ordered her
to swallow, to suck, to lick.

Sam didn’t know
where Dave was, at first, and then saw him out of the corner of her
eye, holding his camera, video taping the whole thing.

It was too
wild, too kinky. She felt like her mind was blown. But her body was
burning up with the feverish intensity of the sexual hunger
within.

Then she was on
all fours, and Kevin was thrusting into her, grunting and cursing
as he rammed his cock into her silken pussy, and she was crying out
again and again, shocked by the shockwaves of sexual pleasure that
hammered her psyche. She came powerfully, gurgling and crying out
again and again as he pounded into her and grabbed at her hair to
yank her head back.

He rode her
wildly, savagely, skewering her as she sobbed and shuddered and
howled with animal pleasure and heat. The orgasmic storm left her
collapsed, gasping, dazed on the floor as Kevin put his cock back
into his pants and went back for his drink. That left her with just
Kerry, who glowered down at her poutily. “I didn’t say you could
fuck my boyfriend, slut!” she said.

“I didn’t say
the little slut could fuck him either,” Dave said from the side. “I
think she needs to be punished for that.”

“I think you’re
right!” Kerry declared.

They managed to
drag Sam to her feet, and chain her arms up again, this time spread
wide. Dave locked her legs down well apart, and then showed Kevin
and Kerry the variety of implements he had acquired for punishing
Sam.

“Oooo, could I
try this one!?” Kerry squealed, plucking a thin flog from the
mass.

“Sure. Go to
town.”

Dave gagged
her, and with the gag went Sam’s last opportunity to object as
Kerry circled her, cat-like, grinning cruelly as she fingered the
flog.

Sam moaned
breathlessly, embarrassed again, anxious, a little dazed. She saw
the two men take their seats, content to watch, as Kerry reached
out and fondled her breasts.

“Such nice
titties,” she said.

Then she drew
back and slashed the flog down across Sam’s breasts. The sensation
was like the claws of a cat, and she cried out, jerking back
against the shackles pinning her in place.

“Whore!” Kerry
sneered, slashing the flog down across her breasts a second time.
“Dirty little sex slave!”

She moved
behind her and brought the flog down across Sam’s back, causing her
to squeal and arch her back.

“I’ll teach you
to fuck other girls’ boyfriends,” she said, swinging the flog again
– and again – and again as she circled the helpless blonde.

The flog lashed
out across Sam’s breasts, her belly and chest, across her back and
buttocks, and then Dave instructed Kerry in how to move closer, to
stand a little behind Sam and off to one side, and swing more
softly. This didn’t cause the thin laces to spread out so much, and
in the position she stood she was able to send them slicing down
across Sam’s abdomen to smack against her pussy.

Giggling and
laughing, she swung again and again as Sam squealed and jerked and
thrashed in the bonds, her pussy burning and stinging with the
slashing blows of the thin laces. The entire surface of Sam’s body
from neck to thigh was stinging and burning before Kerry stopped
and grinned at her, gripping Sam’s hair and jerking her head up and
back.

“Nasty little
sex slave,” she purred. “I bet you got hot being whipped like
that.”

Her hand slid
down over Sam’s breasts and her fingers began to massage her clit,
rubbing it gently and smoothly back against the hardness of the
dildo stretching out the lips of her sex. “You’re so hot and sexy,”
she purred in a lower voice. “I could just eat – you – up.”

She bent and
began to suck on one of Sam’s nipples. The flog had caught it
several times and it was sore, swollen, and exquisitely sensitive.
As the woman’s mouth closed over it and began to suck, and her
tongue stroked back and forth across it, Sam shuddered and her
inner mind collapsed, surrendering any thought of resistance.

“Come for me,
slut. Come for your mistress,” Kerry purred, stroking her clit and
massaging one of her breasts.

Sam had taken a
dislike to the woman, but didn’t feel able to resist the swirling
sensations of pleasure the woman was forcing into her body. Kerry
took the gag out of her mouth, and crushed her lips with her own.
Her tongue plunged into Sam’s mouth, and Sam gurgled dazedly as she
felt the sexual heat and pressure building up within her.

Her first
orgasm came as Kerry forced her head back and fingered her clit.
There was no hiding it from any of them, and her hips bucked
frantically as her mind was flooded with sexual heat and
passion.

Kerry laughed,
and then dropped to her knees to demonstrate that, however good
Dave was at oral sex, she was much better. Sam’s second and third
orgasms came with Kevin behind her, massaging her breasts and Kerry
licking her clit. Her fourth came with Kerry still licking her
clit, and Kevin’s big cock buried in her ass and thrusting up hard
and fast into her belly.

She was hanging
limply from her wrists by then, and they took her down, locking her
wrists together behind her. She was placed belly-down across
Kerry’s lap, and the woman proceeded to finger and massage and
fondle her in between spanking her bottom.

Eventually, a
finger up Sam’s pussy turned into two, then three, then, with some
lubrication, four, and finally, she was screaming through orgasm as
Kerry fisted her, the big, hard lump of flesh twisting and churning
inside her as Kerry alternately spanked her bottom and fingered her
clit.
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Sam had thought
she’d had hot, nasty, kinky, perverted sex before. But she’d never
imagined a weekend like the one she spent with Kevin and Kerry.
Despite the incredible dark thrills which spilled over her system
as one shocking thing followed another, she often felt almost
surreal, as if she was in a dream state. She barely knew either of
them, and having sex with people she barely knew was enough of a
shock without it adding in dark, nasty bondage and punishment
games.

It had always
made her squirm to have Dave call her slut and whore, but hearing
the words from strangers was infinitely more of a shock to her
system. Especially when she was naked at the time, shackled or
bound, and entirely subservient to their will.

Performing oral
sex on Kerry was another major shock. Sam had no particular desire
for lesbian sex, and while she could not deny the pleasure of
Kerry’s oral attack on her, she did not want to reciprocate. But
she was really given little choice. With her head wedged between
the woman’s bare thighs and Kerry’s fists gripping her hair, her
face ground into the woman’s bare, moist pussy, and the crop
slashing down across her backside as Kevin looked on, she thrust
her tongue out and licked frantically, moaning and gasping and
yelping as the two worked her over.

It was almost
as though she were alone with these strangers, as well, for often
Dave simply stood back and observed, or taped what was going on.
Sam was too stupefied, too dazed by it all to even really object or
refuse her orders, or to demand she be released. The game seemed to
be speeding at breakneck speed and she was hardly able to catch her
breath as, like a roller coaster, she rolled up higher and higher,
then raced down screaming.

The only times
during the entire weekend when she did not have almost painfully
long and thick dildos jammed up into her pussy and anus were when
one of the men was fucking her – or Kerry was using a strap-on. The
couple also had a number of inventive bondage ideas so that
whenever she was not being spanked or fondled, or fucked, or
dildoed, Sam found herself bound in some uncomfortable or painful
position.

She spent hours
hog-tied, some of that time laying on her side, and more of it
hanging suspended from a rope, weights dangling from her nipples
and clit.

She was hung
upside down, arms and legs spread, while the three took turns
flogging and whipping her from neck to knee, paying particular
attention to her vulnerable pussy.

Her knees grew
sore, for she crawled everywhere that weekend. Her jaw and tongue
were sore and aching from all the tonguing and licking of Kerry’s
pussy. Her throat grew sore from all the times the men thrust their
cocks deep into it and plunged up and down, and the long, twenty
inch double-headed dildo Kerry used on her throat, plunging the
soft latex deep into her belly as she laughed down at her.

Kerry even
carefully braided her hair, so that the braid was at the top center
of her head, and then she and Kevin carefully bound it in strong
cords and rope and slowly raised her to the balls of her feet, then
her toes, and then to her astonishment, she was hanging freely by
the hair, arms bound together behind her, ankles bound together
below her, mouth filled with a fat ball gag as she trembled and
shook and fought the terror her hair would all be yanked out.

It wasn’t,
however. Her scalp ached, and it felt as though her face was being
pulled up, but she hung there more or less still, toes trembling,
gurgling weakly around the gag as the three looked on.

They let her
hang for a while, then lowered her, and Kerry and Kevin set to work
on something new. They carefully bound her breasts, this time, in
loops of soft rope, and then despite Sam’s wide eyed, mute appeals,
they slowly drew her up into the air to hang from her throbbing,
burning breasts.

Kerry then
moved forward and began to lick at her clit, and somehow, she drove
the stunned blonde woman into incredible orgasms that shook her so
violently she forgot where she was – or even who she was.

She spent the
first night, while the others slept, hanging upside down from the
ankles, a vibrator in her pussy, and a fat candle stuffed deep into
her anus – lit – and the only light in the basement where she
hung.

She spent the
second night bound tightly to a post, ropes digging into her flesh
everywhere, especially cutting up into her pussy, and under her
breasts. She had no sleep, of course.

Sunday she ate
from their fingers, and crawled from one to another licking at
their feet, at dirty shoes, and at bare feet and toes. She stripped
to music, gave them all lap dances, took cocks deep into her
throat, licked Kerry until her tongue could hardly move, and
masturbated a number of different ways while they looked on.

She was then
locked into a wooden frame, knees spread wide, impaled on a pair of
dildos as thick around as cola cans. Her arms were spread out to
either side along the top of a T-shaped wooden post behind her. A
small wooden arm pushed out lower down, with a flat block of wood
at the end which forced her chest out, her back arching. Two narrow
cords pulled her nipple rings up and out to either side, attached
to thin vertical rods on the corners of the frame.

She was left
there for some hours, dazed, in a semi-stupor. From time to time
Kevin or Kerry or Dave would come by and use a vibrator on her,
sending her body into convulsions. The men would remove her gag and
push their cocks deep into her throat, or Kerry would use the
double-headed dildo, plunging it up and down the length of her
throat and into her very stomach, it seemed.

She had a very
early evening, though. Kevin and Kerry left, and Dave had her crawl
into the tub, where he carefully soaped her up, shampooed her hair,
then rinsed her off and dried her. He cuffed her, and put her to
bed, where she almost immediately fell into an exhausted sleep, not
waking for almost twelve hours.

* * * * *

“I’m not going
to work today,” she groaned, her voice raspy.

“You’ve got a
big meeting today. Come on, out of bed. Move.”

Sam felt
bone-tired, her body aching in too many places, but she did have a
big meeting, and beside that, it seemed – wrong – somehow to
disobey Dave. She groaned weakly and sat up, aches and pains making
themselves known to her from head to ankle.

She rubbed her
eyes. Even her hands were a little sore, a little swollen, for
there had been times when they’d been tied too tightly and the
circulation cut off for too long. There were dark rings around her
breasts from the way they had been bound tightly when she’d been
hung from them, and there were thin lines across her chest and back
– not to mention between her legs - from the floggings.

All of that was
hidden, though, by the long, thin, black sweater dress Dave had her
put on. The dress was like nothing she had ever worn to work
before. It was not especially revealing, given it had a turtleneck
top, and fell to her ankles, but it was of a stretchy, form-fitting
fabric which would show her figure off like nothing she had ever
worn to work before.

She wore
nothing beneath it but a pair of round bandages over her nipples –
her aching nipples – to hide the rings – and a small, lacy French
lace bra.

It was not the
kind of outfit she would have wanted to wear to work. It made her
femininity very – noticeable. And people did notice it, did notice
her. She got looks – even stares – wherever she went. She didn’t
really understand why, at first. It wasn’t as if she were dressed
improperly, or in a revealing outfit.

“It’s because
you look incredibly hot,” Dave said as if speaking to a child. “You
look really, really sexy and yet, in an odd sort of way, also quite
businesslike. It’s a strange combination men aren’t really used
to.

Her hair was
about what could be expected given Dave had washed and dried it. It
looked like she’d just gotten out of bed, but Dave just smiled and
shook his head. “Your hair looks incredibly sensual,” he said,
“especially against that black dress.”

Men were
impossible to understand, Sam thought.

Even her boss,
Max, the little bald twerp, was giving her odd, assessing looks,
though he was careful to do or say nothing overt.

“You got a cold
or something?” he asked.

Her throat was
raspy and gravelly, and she nodded hesitantly. “Maybe a little
twenty-four hour thing,” she said.

She felt –
off-balance much of the day. What she really needed was some time
alone to get her equilibrium back, to settle the butterflies in her
stomach, and the strange fuzzy feeling in her brain. She told Dave
she wanted to go home alone that night and just relax, and he
agreed. She spent the evening watching television, though she
couldn’t really say what had been on later. Then she called in sick
and got an early sleep.

The next day
she felt much more energized, and was able to look back at things
with a clearer head. She was amazed, really, at the kinds of things
she’d done, the kinds of things she’d let them do, and the kinds of
things that – despite how they had hurt – she wanted to do
again.

When Dave
called, she had been pacing, wondering what to do, feeling
hyper.

“What are you
wearing?” he asked in a deliberately sleazy tone of voice.

“Just a cotton
nightie,” she said, not understanding at first.

“Take it off.
Put on the shackles and collar. That’s all you need to wear around
the house.”

“But – .”

The thing was,
that she suddenly wanted to be wearing the shackles and collar,
wanted to be naked, wanted that feeling of dark sensual heat again.
So she did as he asked, and immediately felt a quivering heat
between her legs, felt her nipples hardening, felt the thrumming
excitement in her belly.

Dave had her
put a butt-plug in, and a thick dildo which was just long enough
that its base would be flush with the straining lips of her sex.
She didn’t masturbate, however, despite an almost overwhelming urge
to do so. Instead she cleaned the house. It was overdue, for she’d
been spending most of her time cleaning Dave’s place. Now she moved
around the house vacuuming, washing sheets and laundry, dusting,
and then cleaning the floors – which, despite the fact she had a
mop, she did on all fours.

He had her gag
herself with the ring gag, kneel, sitting on her heels by the front
door, waiting for his return, and had her link her wrist restraints
together, then maneuver them under her slender bottom so her wrists
were locked behind her back. There, her pussy wet, her nipples
aching to be touched, she knelt, gripped by a sweltering cloud of
sexual need.

He had said he
would be there at exactly 4:05, and at exactly 4:05 she heard his
key in the lock.

The door
opened.

It was not
Dave.

A black man
stood there; tall, broad shouldered, shaven headed, grinning at her
as she looked back with wide eyes.

He was clad in
tight jeans and as he closed the door behind and walked up to her
she could see that he was already bulging.

Wordlessly, he
unzipped himself, and drew a thick hard black cock out of his
zipper.

Sam was in a
state of complete shock, staring helplessly. Even if she’d been
ungagged she wouldn’t have known what to say. She was mortified,
humiliated, but the only thing she could try to do was drop her
eyes, and even that failed for her jerked her head up by the hair
and rubbed his black cock over her face.

He pulled the
plug out of the ring and she moaned and squirmed both mentally and
physically. He just chuckled, and then his cock was sliding through
the round opening and into her mouth. She moaned, her tongue
flipping and twisting as though it were trying to get away, but
then his big hands closed on her head and he drew her forward up
along his fat shaft.

“Suck,” he
ordered. “Suck my cock, whore.”

Dazed, she
obeyed, moaning as he pumped slowly in and out, her tongue licking
at the underside as he thrust into her deep, plunging into her
throat. She gagged and choked, but he pulled her lips along his
shaft until her face was crushed against his groin, and held her
there for long seconds.

When he eased
back, pulling his cock free, she saw that a second black man stood
next to him, also grinning down at her. The shockwave redoubled as
her eyes rolled up whitely at him and he pulled his own fat black
cock out of his trousers.

“Suck my cock,
bitch,” he said with a leer, pulling her face in against him and
rubbing himself over her cheeks.

The first man
chuckled as the second one pushed himself into her mouth and down
her throat. He jerked her in and out as his hips began to work,
then let the first man take her back and thrust his cock into her
mouth in turn. Again, he pulled her face into his groin, and again,
when he eased back, there was another Black man standing there,
this time on his other side.

She pushed
himself into her mouth, then one of the others lay down, and they
maneuvered her over him, straddling his hips. They pulled the big
dildo out of her pussy and pushed her down onto his black cock.

Sam shuddered
as his fingers came up to maul her breasts, and she leaned in over
him, gasping, dazed, stunned, as the other two looked on. Then a
hand against her back pushed her forward and her breasts were flat
against his chest. She felt fingers at the butt-plug, and that was
pulled out, then another cock was pushed into her, thrusting up
into her ass in short, hard little strokes as the man beneath her
ground himself up.

Gasping,
gurgling, Sam moaned dazedly as the two men began to plunge their
cocks in and out of her belly.

The third man
knelt just off to one side of the first man’s head, and pulled her
mouth onto his cock, and he too drove his cock into her, as six
rough male hands moved constantly over her body, groping and
stroking, squeezing and fondling, pinching and tugging and
probing.

And then, out
of the corner of her eye, she caught a glimpse of Dave holding his
video camera to his face.

His presence
flooded her with reassurance, and pushed back the anxiety and fear,
letting the steaming hot passion spread out again. Knowing this was
all on tape made her even more sexually alive, filling her with a
crackling sexual electricity that set her to trembling and jerking
under the three men’s hands.

Orgasm followed
orgasm as they used her again and again, turning and twisting her
into different positions, calling her obscene names as they rammed
their cocks into her slender body, crushing her between their
powerful male frames as they sated their own lust on her.

They took her
for hours, and all the while Sam was enthralled, intoxicated by the
dark hunger and passion, by the lewd, carnal heat and shocking,
wicked things she was doing. She came again and again, sobbing and
gurgling, crying out and shuddering, losing control of mind and
body as the sex-heat ran rampant through her mind and body.

And when they
finally departed, Sam was left limp, spread-eagled on the floor,
eyes glassy, chest heaving, come spattering her face and hair and
breasts.

Dave leashed
her, had her crawl into the bathroom, and then he cleaned her,
soaped her up, washed her hair, dried it, and then fed her and put
her to bed – wrists cuffed behind her. There he gently tongued her
from head to foot, eventually working his way between her legs,
forcing them wider and wider apart, and lapping at her aching,
swollen clit until she writhed and moaned and convulsions wracked
her body once again.

* * * * *

“So did you
watch Big Brother last night?” Brenda asked eagerly. “It was so
exciting!”

“Uhm, no, I was
reading a book,” Sam said.

Brenda shook
her head. “You need to get out more, girl,” she said.

“I’m fine,” Sam
said with a little smile.

God only knew
what new depravity Dave would think up for her, but she was
certainly having those thrills he had said she needed in her youth,
and certainly not wasting her life away reading books by herself in
quiet rooms. Work was no longer her life. Now it was simply that
necessary delay between the joyous experiences she would have when
back home again – or partying – or – doing whatever else it was
that seemed to offer up some excitement.

She had never
felt more alive, never felt happier, and never felt more in touch
with the hot, seductive woman who had been lurking, repressed,
inside her for so long.

Men still
mystified her, but it no longer mattered. Dave was her guide to
that gender, and the bondage meant she never had to figure out what
to do – she only had to – obey.

And she had
always been good at following orders.
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	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



