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Chapter One







	Five-thirty.


	The radio clicked on, and the melodic sounds of Mozart began to rise in the shadowy room. The sounds slowly grew in volume until, with a groan, the white duvet shifted and pushed back. A pale, slender arm emerged, the hand reaching for the bedside table and grasping a small remote control. The mound shifted, rolled, and the arm pointed it across the bed at the other table. The music continued, but softened.


	Sierra grunted and buried her face in the down pillow. Her gleaming red hair was sprayed across it as she greedily clung to the last few minutes of rest. Then, with a sigh, she pushed the covers back and sat up, blinking. Beneath the covers she wore a tiny cropped camisole, the spaghetti straps all but baring her slender shoulders, the thin white fabric laying lightly across her breasts and baring her trim stomach and lower chest.


	She swung long legs out of bed and her bare feet touched the small green rug beside it as she stood. Aside from the cami she wore only a matching thong as she made her way across the room to the door and pulled it open. The air was still chilled and her nipples were already starting to harden as she checked the thermostat. She liked the house kept chilly at night, but warmed in the day. She adjusted the thermostat and passed on to the bathroom, where she reached down and peeled the cami up and off, dropping it on a hook, then skinned out of the thong.


	She yawned and checked her face in the mirror, satisfied at the unmarried and unblemished smoothness of her skin. She turned on the radio, then slid open the shower door and turned on the water. Then she was underneath, and the hot water poured down around her head and face, rivulets streaming down her body, over and around her firm, outthrust breasts. She washed her hair quickly, then soaped up with practiced ease, her hands moving swiftly, smoothly over her breasts, then down her body and between her legs.


	No need to shave, she thought with more than a little smug pleasure, and not for the first time by any means. The laser hair removal had been – embarrassing – at times, but it had done wonders, and there was not a trace of hair around the tight, neat slit of her sex, nor anywhere down the length of her beautifully contoured legs, nor, for that matter, under her arms. She briefly wondered how much time that would save her over the course of her life.


	Done, she braced herself, then reached out and adjusted the water. She shivered a little as it grew cool, and gave herself a minute to adjust. Then she turned it again, and the water became cold. She hugged herself, squeezing her arms against her breasts as the water poured over her, shifting from foot to foot and turning around slowly. Then she shut it off with a gasp and pulled the door open, reaching for a towel.


	She toweled off the wet mass of her hair first, then ran the towel down her body. Overhead, the fan whirred, as the radio played Brahms. She left the room, naked, padding up the hall to the kitchen. The coffee maker had already done its timely job, and she poured herself a cup, adding sugar and milk before heading back to the bathroom.


	She brushed out her hair. It was a foot and a half long, or thereabouts, hanging well past her shoulders. Cut in waves, it would curl in awkward ways if not properly tamed each morning. Fortunately, the taming was relatively easy, and as she wielded the blow dryer her hair puffed up and hung straight and sleek around her head, parted in the middle and flowing past her shoulders, with long bangs also parted in the middle covering much of her forehead.





* * * * *





	Minutes later, she sat cross-legged on her sofa in thong and cami as she ate and flicked through the news. She wasn’t a big fan of the news but little else was on at that time, even with the hundred or two channels the satellite afforded. 


	She lived alone and liked it that way. She lived her life however she felt, doing whatever she wanted, going where she would. She had her own house, a bungalow, left to her by her grandfather, fully paid, with a large back yard she was in the process of sculpting into something – special.


	But she was not, by any means, wealthy, and so, as the clock ticked over, she rinsed off her dishes, put them into the dishwasher, and headed back to her bedroom. There before the mirror she pulled on a black silk thong, then picked up the box of adhesive bandages on the dresser and pulled out two. They were round bandages, and she peeled off the backing of one, then raised her jade eyes to the mirror and looked at her nipple rings.


	She wasn’t quite sure how she’d become fascinated with the idea, perhaps pictures she’d seen. Her nipples were small and pink, with areolas no larger than a dime. But both nipples were pierced by very thin gauge stainless steel rings the size of silver dollars. Studs would have been less noticeable beneath her clothes, but she disliked studs, and she liked to know she was wearing the rings. It was her little secret at work; one of her little secrets.


	She slipped on the black bra which matched her thong, and adjusted her breasts in the lacy half cups, then reached for the dress.


	Often, she wore blazers or jackets, or heavier clothes, so they wouldn’t show. Today, she pulled on the green dress; one of her sweater dresses. It was soft and elastic, and hugged her lithe, slender frame like a second skin, pulling in tight around her narrow waist, flaring out around her hips and across her buttocks, and, of course, across her firm breasts.


	The dress fell well past her knees, almost to her ankles, restrictive, somewhat, but stretchy enough her legs could move freely underneath. She bent and stepped into the boots, long black boots with two inch heels, smart, sexy, but mostly hidden under the dress. Then, her heels clicking lightly on the floor, she turned off the light and went back to the front room.


	She paused, hesitated, licked her lips, and then went back to her bedroom. She looked at herself in the mirror, at the sweater hugging her body all the way up to its turtleneck top. The turtleneck pulled in softly beneath her jaw, hiding her throat entirely. She let out a small smile, and reached for her jewelry box. She took from it a thin chain attached to a very thin silver plaque.


	She pushed the turtleneck low and slid the plaque inside, laying it flat against her slender throat as she drew the chain behind her and clipped it behind her neck. The plaque had one word on it, in graceful script; whore.


	She let the turtleneck slide back up to hide it and smiled coyly at herself. Then she took a thicker gold chain from the box. The necklace was attached to a golden emblem of a flower and a bee. She fastened it behind her neck outside the sweater, and let the flower fall to hang against her chest just above her breasts. 


	She turned and left the room, then, with purse in hand, walked downstairs and up the hall to the garage. The flick of a finger on the key popped the locks, and she slid into the Mazda RX8. It was a sleekly beautiful and expensive car for someone her age with her salary. But with no mortgage or rent to pay she could afford it.


	She adjusted the music, then clicked the garage door opener. The door slid up, the lights on the Mazda came on, and she drove up the steep paved driveway to emerge at street level. The sun shone bright above, even through the tinted glass, and she reached for a pair of designer sun glasses, slipping them on, then pulled out onto the quiet residential street and headed for work.


	She quickly reached the parkway and her foot pushed down on the accelerator. With a low, barely heard growl, the Mazda sped up. Sierra’s brother was a city cop. That didn’t make her immune to traffic tickets by any means, but he had imparted a certain amount of knowledge to her regarding how many police where likely to be where and at what time. She rarely failed to exceed the speed limit, but had never gotten a ticket.


	Not that she hadn’t been stopped on occasion, but girls as beautiful as Sierra, as long as they had a talent for charm, rarely got ticketed.


	She slowed at Riverside, then turned onto it and accelerated rapidly. There were no cars in sight, before or behind her, and the Mazda quickly reached a hundred on the long, empty road. She couldn’t maintain that speed long, of course. She raced past the first green light, then the second, then saw traffic ahead and began to slow. She was still doing eighty as she passed a Ford Suburban and approached a red light. But the roads were wide open here and she could see for blocks in both directions. No traffic approached, and she breezed through the red light as if it weren’t there, though continuing to slow.


	Traffic picked up as she approached Smyth, and was heavy as she turned onto it. She followed the four lane road to the highway, then raced along for the three exits it took her to reach her ramp. She slid down it into the city center, and in among the mix of blocky concrete and graceful glass and steel towers. City traffic slowed her now, as Rachmonanof flowed from the car’s expensive speakers, and, bored, she raised her eyes, examining the buildings and people around.


	Her eyes lit briefly on a series of waist high posts before a post office. The posts were rounded, with shining metal balls on top.


	Flashback.


	Sierra stood in an empty room, nude, legs well apart, ankles bound in metal attached to chains. Her arms were behind her back, shackled together. A post was beneath her, a rounded metal post. Atop it sat a glistening metal ball the size of a baseball. It glistened because it was slick with lubricant. And it was pressed tightly against the smooth opening of her sex.


	She groaned into the ball gag filling her mouth as the chains clicked, pulling an inch further apart, and her pussy came down against the rounded ball even more firmly. She could feel the pressure against her opening, could feel the strain on the lips of her sex as they pulled in and back. 


	Directly before her was another post, quite narrow. A horizontal spike sat atop it, the sharp, gleaming point of it directly at the level of her clitoris, a scant half inch, if that, away from it. If she tried to shift her hips forward, it would impale her sensitive, swollen clitoris. There was no such spike behind her to prevent her from pulling back, only a narrow chain attached to the post which held the spike, the chain reaching up tautly to the silver ring which pierced her clitoral hood. The ring was identical to those piercing her nipples, and it was pulled out tautly now, preventing her from pulling her buttocks back and removing her pussy from atop the fat silver ball.


	The pressure was heavy. She ached, but dully. The ache had a tinge of sharpness to it, though, and that tinge grew as, slowly, slowly, her sex lips were stretched apart by the remorseless pressure. She groaned as the strain fed pain into her system	Slowly, the lips of her sex spread further apart than they ever had before, the ache growing, and then the silver ball pushed up through her straining entrance, and into the tight, pink, elastic sheath of her sex.


	Sierra gasped with relief now, head hanging back as she gulped in air. She realized she was sweating, and the shackles around her wrists were now slick with her perspiration.


	Her pussy was tight, but much more elastic than her opening. She could feel the fat ball nestled firmly inside her there, and then, as the chains attached to her ankles slowly pulled them apart, she sank lower, and the ball pushed higher into her pussy. She groaned as it pushed higher, and then higher still. The lips of her sex had closed behind her, and now slid slowly across the length of the stainless steel post underneath. The post was only narrow in comparison to the ball, yet still it was thicker than any cock she’d ever had within her.


	And she had had – many. More than she could count, more than she could remember.


	Her sex lips slid slowly down as her ankles were pulled farther and farther apart, and the silver ball pushed deeper into her belly. The spike which had threatened her clitoris was now pressed against the flesh of her stomach eight inches above her groin. Fortunately, the chain attached to her clitoral hood was on a ring which circled the post, and which sank down as she did.


	But she had now come to the end of her descent, for the post, though well above the floor, now had held a branch, or rather, two branches of steel on either side. The steel was a sharp, triangular wedge which protruded out four inches on either side. Sierra’s glistening pussy now slid down to press against the narrow wedge of steel, and was held firmly in check from any further downward descent.


	That was a good thing, for the silver ball – by no coincidence, had reached the very end of her vaginal tube and was now pressing demandingly against the entrance to her very womb. 


	The chains clicked, pulling her feet wider still. 


	Sierra cried out, back arching, as her pussy was jammed even more powerfully against the wedge of metal on either side of the post. 


	The chains clicked, another link pulling in, and then another, and Sierra’s ankles, already spread extraordinarily wide beneath her, were forced still further apart. Her trembling feet were lifted entirely off the floor now as the tendons in her thighs strained and ached and burned. Almost all her weight now came down on that narrow wedge of metal pressed against her pussy


	The longer she sat atop that wedge of metal the more she felt the pressure against her sensitive mons. Her tailbone, too, pressed down against it, with nothing but a slender strip of flesh between the bone and hard steel. She began to ache, the ache growing in strength, throbbing and burning.


	And then, deep inside her, the metal ball – sparked. 


	The jolt of was not severe. One might easily get the same from touching a bit of metal while wearing a sweater and getting a little snap of static electricity.


	Even so, one might gasp, or yelp, and draw ones finger back from such a shock.


	The ball was deep inside Sierra’s belly.


	And the little jolt was followed by another, and another, and another – and another, in rapid, but irregular intervals.


	Wide eyed, gasping, yelping, twisting and writhing atop the wedge of metal, her eyes darted to the figure before her, the figure who had been present the entire time, who had moved slowly around her, camera in hand, snapping pictures. There was no look of recognition in that figure’s face, no sign the figure knew or cared about Sierra’s startled reaction.


	The camera snapped, and snapped again. At several places around the room, video cameras sat silently recording. 


	Dozens and dozens of shocks rattled Sierra’s mind, and when they finally halted she was gasping, sheeted in sweat, gulping in air through her nose. Her hair was matted against her skull now, and her bright eyes were glassy and slitted.


	Sierra was alone now as the minutes passed. Her mind slowly fit itself back together again, yet the pain from her groin was relentless and growing. The longer she sat atop the narrow wedge of metal, the more bruised her soft flesh felt, and the more pain came from it. 


	After a time the figure returned and reached for the spike atop the post. She unscrewed it, slid it down lower, directly before the gasping, moaning girl’s clitoris, then pushed it slowly forward.


	Sierra gasped as she felt the pin prick of pressure against her sopping wet, swollen clitoris. Then the spike began to buzz, to vibrate. A small, almost gentle buzz of electricity slid into Sierra’s body even as the metal itself vibrated powerfully.


	Slowly, despite the pain, Sierra’s body began to tremble in time to that spike, her breaths becoming more ragged, her chest heaving as the siren call of lust and passion which rarely hovered far from her mind grew and strengthened. For long, long minutes she trembled in the throes of a near feverish sexual heat, muscles spasming and body trembling.


	Then the ball began to spark deep inside her again, and the vibrations grew even stronger. The orgasm rose like a hurricane and swept over her, and her mind descended into glorious madness as she screamed into the gag, screamed and screamed, her body thrashing and shaking and jerking spastically.


	Her hips bucked frantically, and while the rod impaling her allowed for very little movement in any direction, it allowed for some.…


	The spike pressed directly against her clitoris, and as her hips bucked and jerked, it thrust into her, stabbing directly into the soft, burning core of her being. Her screams rose in pitch as the agonizing sharp pain added its fiery sensations to the raging storm within her mind and body.


	What little there was left of Sierra’s mind was battered down. Now nothing remained but a howling animal gnashing its teeth against the latex ball in its mouth, its limbs straining and spasming, its body arching and twisting in mindless ecstasy. The orgasm went on and on, astonishingly long, and then she collapsed unconscious, her mind unable to handle the power of the sensations sweeping through it.





* * * * *





	Sierra pulled the Mazda into the inner lane, then turned down into the access ramp to the garage. It was hot outside – apparently, from the looks of those she’d passed on the way in. But it had been cool at home, and, of course, within the luxurious interior of the car, and it was cool now as she emerged, two levels down, turned on the alarm, and strode purposefully towards the elevators.


	She rode up to the lobby, and got out, heading across the polished marble floor to the bank of elevators which would take employees higher. She was aware that eyes were upon her, but eyes had always been upon her in public. The attention beauty drew was something one got used to and came to almost ignore. 


	She rode up in near silence as eyes flicked over her, appreciating her soft curves and slender feminine form. Some knew who she was, though none knew her. The elevator rode straight up forty stories, and then began to make stops. Sierra was the last to emerge, on the fiftieth floor.


	The carpeting was thick here, the walls of marble and red oak. She nodded at the receptionists without stopping, and went down the broad corridor to the end, then turned towards the corner office.


	And the office outside it, her office.


	The desk was L-shaped, wide, beautifully shaped. She opened a drawer and slid her purse into it, then turned on the computer and sorted the mail while waiting for it to warm up. She crossed to the credenza and made coffee, checking her watch as she did.


	At quarter to eight she opened one of the large double doors which led into the interior office, turned on the lights, and carried the mail to the enormous mahogany desk set before one of the windows. She turned on the computer, checked the temperature of the room, and turned on the radio, then she returned to her desk and checked for phone messages before reviewing email.


	At eight O’clock sharp Ellen Cooper walked through the outer door, and Sierra rose and took her coffee off the warmer, following her into the interior office as another day began at Bitterman-Jones.

















Chapter Two







	Sierra was an intelligent girl, had always known it, and took some pride in it. But people had described her as quirky, when polite, strange, when not. She had hated school. She was simply too hyperactive to sit still listening to boring civil servants lecture her on things she had no interest in and could foresee no use for. Why in Gods name would she care what length a river was in Argentina anyway? The ability to conjugate verbs in Spanish had a certain utility, but knowing the chemical composition of sulfur was rather pointless. As for mathematics, she’d despised it since Algebra had reared its ugly head in junior high.


	That had also been when she’d discovered her Aunt Sabrina, in an old photograph album. She’d been startled to see a picture which she first mistook for herself, then realized from the setting could not be. Sabrina had looked astonishingly like her when she was a teenager, and she’d wanted to know all about the girl.


	Her parents could tell her little – or rather, would tell her little about her aunt, her mother’s sister, other than she had been younger, highly unstable, and taken a lot of drugs before becoming estranged from the family. Sierra was curious. She had no siblings, and her father only had one brother, so she was not a girl surrounded by family. Nevertheless, she largely forgot about Aunt Sabrina over the following years.


	Her teenage years had had more than enough things to explore. She had never gotten involved in what she considered to be “hard” drugs, except for a one-off experiment with cocaine. But she’d done a lot of pills, a lot of weed, and a lot of mushrooms. And she’d gotten into raves in a big way, dancing wildly through the night and into the early morning hours, dazed by ecstasy, her body twisting and writhing to the music.


	Sex had come with that, of course. She was a beautiful girl and much lusted after by boys. There was not a heterosexual boy in any class she took who had not masturbated to pornographic fantasies of mounting her soft, slender body and riding her for all he was worth.


	For her part, Sierra had taken the sex in stride. It was – something to do, something she knew her parents would hate, something she didn’t particularly enjoy most of the time, but was quite easy and not time consuming. She had a peculiarly male attitude, as well, chalking up boys as conquests, one after another.


	And then at eighteen, she’d gone to college, and then almost accidentally rediscovered her aunt. Her parents had been required to fill out insurance forms listing all family members and addresses, and she’d picked it up out of nothing more than curiosity, discovering to her surprise that her aunt lived rather nearer the college than she herself did.


	The meeting was both exciting, and something of a disappointment. She certainly saw the strong physical resemblance between them. Her aunt had the same shape of face, the same eyes. She was taller than Sierra, but, coincidentally, had much the same hair, and in much the same style, though hers was a little longer, with fewer bangs. Now in her thirties, she was quite beautiful, but there was something – hard, about her. And she was dressed in low slung, skin tight jeans and a tight tank top that strained against her breasts, breasts which were clearly braless, and, from the way they moved, or rather, didn’t move, were fake. She fidgeted and her eyes darted about. Sierra thought she might be on welfare from the way she looked and dressed.


	Thinking she could help, she had pestered the woman to allow her to accompany her home. Her aunt had not wanted to, but had given in, and Sierra found her living in a quite expensive loft not far from the city core, with huge windows letting in streams of sunlight. 


	Her aunt was an artist, apparently well-known within certain narrow segments of the artistic community. She was, however, an emotional mess, just as her parents had said she was. She was living with another artist, a tall, broad shouldered black man with a heavy beard who sculpted.


	Her aunt took pictures.


	Sierra had been no virgin even then, but she had been shocked by the pictures. They were unquestionably beautiful, artistically lush and well-lit. The forms in the pictures were gorgeously laid out and displayed in softly lit curves and angles.


	They were also nude – and in many cases, in bondage.


	Sierra had some limited experience with bondage, that is, the casual way lovers would tie one another up playfully for brief periods of time. But she’d never experienced anything like this, and despite herself, despite the sense of uneasiness and disquiet which crept over her, she’d been fascinated.


	And then she’d come across an older picture of her aunt. It was unquestionably her, unless Sierra had a sister she wasn’t aware of. The picture had clearly been taken many years back, perhaps before she was born. Her aunt looked very much like her then, and Sierra, at first embarrassed, felt a strange sense of appreciation as she looked at the picture. Her aunt was nude, her body rather resembling Sierra’s except that her breasts were much smaller and her nipples larger. 


	The picture was taken from the side, and her aunt’s body was bent back across a wheel, the wrists tied to one spoke, her ankles to another. Her back was bowed, her breasts thrusting up and out, nipples hard. The look on her aunt’s face was hard to fathom, either arousal or pain.


	Her aunt grumblingly explained her work, which went to galleries and private collectors, sneering disdainfully at the concept of pornography and almost as much at erotica, and the difference, if any, between them. She had been animated enough as she spoke, but had ushered Sierra out soon enough, and had rebuffed further advances to the point Sierra had simply dropped in on her unannounced. 





Her aunt was in a rage, when she arrived, storming back and forth in the apartment, phone in hand, yelling at someone on the other end. Her hair was drawn back in a pony tail and she wore a pair of very short shorts and a tube top. She slammed the receiver down, and then hurled the phone across the room as Sierra stared at her, nonplussed.





	Sierra had been much taken with Asian philosophy when younger, and preferred not to show emotions, as the Asians did, believing that one should be in control of themselves at all time. She looked askance at those who behaved emotionally, especially without reason.


	“What the fuck are you doing here?” the woman snapped.


	Sierra blushed. “The door was unlocked,” Sierra said.


	“And do you walk into every house that has an unlocked door?” her aunt demanded, closing on her.


	“I – was worried about you.”


	“Why? Did you think that suddenly I couldn’t get by without your presence?”


	Sierra decided to leave, and turned to go.


	“Wait!”


	She turned back and the woman scowled at her, eyes flicking up and down.


	“My model backed out at the last second, said she’s sick, the bitch, and I haven’t been able to find a suitable substitute. That’s why I’m angry. I have a showing in Paris next month and I need to work. I can’t afford to spend days looking and calling around for another model. That’s why I’m angry.


	“I, uhm, understand,” Sierra said.


	The woman reached out and placed the palm of her hand against Sierra’s cheek.


	“You have extremely soft skin,” she said.


	“Thank you,” Sierra said politely.


	“Your complexion is marvelous, “ her aunt said, growing more animated. “Your skin is soft as butter, smooth as silk. And that hair, those red strands… oh yes, you must be very photogenic indeed.”


	Sierra looked at her in alarm.


	“Why don’t you stay a bit, and let me take a few pictures of you.”


	“Oh no!’ Sierra said anxiously. “I, uhm, have to be going anyway.”


	“You came here to see me. Suddenly you have to be somewhere else?” her aunt said challengingly. “You haven’t told me much of how you were raised. Were you raised to be ashamed of your body?” 	“Of course not,” Sierra said irritably. “But that doesn’t mean I want people to see me naked, much less have pictures of myself all over the internet.”


	“The internet?!” her aunt snorted disdainfully. “My pictures, girl, are developed by me, here, in my studio, and turned into a very select number of highly priced, high quality prints to be placed behind glass and sold in the better arts shops in New York, London, Paris and Tokyo. None of them are on the internet, nor will be. I have the negatives and I have the copyright.”


	“Still…”


	“Oh come now. How much easier do you think something could be? You simply have to hold still while I do all the work. It won’t take long.”


	“What uhm, kind of pictures?” Sierra asked hesitantly.


	“Mostly the kind that won’t even show your face. How does that suit you?”


	“Well… “


	She should have said no, but she had been looking for a way to do something, to find a topic that might bring them closer together, that might bridge the time they had lost between them, and if the pictures didn’t even show her face, well… what was the harm?


	Snap.


	The picture was taken from behind and a little to the side. Sierra was wearing a thong and loose crop top. She was bending forward as if reaching for something. The picture was in low light, yellow shifted, showing her skin as golden. Her bottom was very nicely displayed in just the thong, especially as she’d been up on the balls of her feet and pushing her hips back. It also showed the soft curve of her hips and then a clear view up beneath the short crop top, which hung low as she bent over, baring her breasts from underneath as gravity pulled them down. Her hair could be seen hanging low, and a bit of her cheek, but not her face.


	Snap.


	She lay across a mound of dirt, arms stretched out above her, head turned up and back. She was entirely nude, and the picture showed that, in black and white, and in softly lit color. Every contour of her body was well-displayed, including, embarrassingly, her small, neat, hairless slit, but as her head was drawn back, her chin and jaw blocked her face.


	Snap.


	The picture was taken from the side as she lay back across pillows on a bed, her knees bent, drawn well apart, her hands – touching herself, her back arched, and head turned away. Again, it was an embarrassing picture, but again her face was not in it. It had, nevertheless, been quite embarrassing to have taken with her aunt looking on and impatiently calling directions.


	“Go on. Don’t tell me you’ve never touched yourself like that, girl. Put your fingers on your clit, cover it up, now arch back, stick those pretty tits out.”


	Snap.


	Again taken from the side, showing her entire body in silhouette, her breasts thrusting out proudly, nipples hard. She was holding a flower in her hands, looking down at it, a curtain of red hair blocking most of her face from the camera’s eye.


	“Are we uhm, done yet?


	The picture taking had not been hard, but while comfortable and confident in her nudity, she was very unused to being watched like that, posed and positioned, even if it was art. And yet, she also felt a dark sense of exhibitionistic excitement, both at displaying herself in erotic poses before her aunt – who was practically a stranger, still, and at the thought of the pictures which would come from those poses, and the men who might see them.


	“Hardly,” her aunt said, her eyes flicking down, “What made you decide to pierce your nipples?”


	“I don’t know. I just did,” she said awkwardly.


	“Your pussy is as smooth as a little girl – or a porn star. You had the hair removed?”


	Sierra blushed a little and nodded.


	“Good, it shows your pussy better to the camera.”


	She held a length of red rope in her hand and Sierra looked at it, jaw falling.


	“Turn around and cross your wrists behind your back.”


	“Oh… oh no, I –  .”


	“Don’t be a child. It’s just for the pictures. Are you afraid of me?” she asked with a smirk.


	“I wasn’t - .”


	Her aunt had already pressed her wrists together, and Sierra held them there uneasily, embarrassed, as she carefully lay loop after loop over her wrists and cinched them in tight.


	Then she began to take pictures, mostly from behind, thankfully, and all Sierra had to do was shift the angle of her head, turn a little, and then kneel, sitting on her heels and do the same again. Her aunt moved quickly, snapped many pictures, muttering to herself as she did so. She seemed pleased, though, and excited by her work.


	She stopped and produced more red rope, then tied Sierra’s ankles together and had her curl her legs beneath her, then snapped more pictures showing them together with her wrists. But she began to move over to the side now, snapping pictures of Sierra in profile, and Sierra hoped she wasn’t getting her face in the pictures.


	“Lower your head, let your hair drape down. Beautiful. Excellent,” the woman said, snapping more pictures, moving around her.


	She had a strange light in her eyes, and came forward again. “Fall forward onto your shoulders,” she ordered, grasping Sierra’s arm to help.


	With a little gasp, she fell forward onto her shoulders, keeping her bottom raised, and her aunt circled her snapping pictures again and again from all angles, still muttering excitedly.


	What really surprised her was just how many pictures she was taking, not a few dozen, but hundreds.


	“You never know which is going to be the right shot until you examine them later,” she said.


	“But you take so many from the same angle.”


	“I change the exposure on them repeatedly, and change filters as well.”


	She got enough of that particular angle, however, and then put down the camera as she came forward and untied Sierra’s wrists.


	Sierra reached for the rope around her ankles and her aunt stopped her.


	“No, I want them to stay tied. Get down on all fours.”


	Sierra obeyed uneasily and her aunt stood straddling her, playing with the rope. She doubled it up, and then bent over to feed it beneath Sierra’s belly. Sierra felt the soft double loop pressing against the underside of her hanging breasts as her aunt pressed them carefully in place, then drew them up and around the outside of her breasts before crossing the top. 


	Sierra swallowed as she felt the rope tightening around her breasts, squeezing in on the sides at the base of her chest.


	“You have incredible tits,” her aunt said. “If my tits had been like this I wouldn’t have had to get them done. Would have saved me a pile of money.”


	She fed the loops down beneath again, then up top, crossed them in the center of her chest, then fed the two ends up over her shoulders and behind her neck.


	“Okay, up. Let me see if that’s the right pressure.”


	Sierra straightened and looked down. The rope was squeezing in around her breasts from all directions, but not terribly tight. Still, the effect was obvious in that her breasts were pushed out more, tauter, firmer, and squeezed together. Her aunt pulled on the ropes a little to squeeze them in a bit more, then tied the rope off behind her neck.





“Good. Now give me your wrists.”





	And her wrists were tied again, this time apart, loop after lop laid carefully around each wrist and tied firmly in place. Her aunt helped her stand, then reached up and pulled down a rope, one of many ropes and chains which hung from the ceiling to hooks placed against the wall. She brought it over, tied it to the rope around Sierra’s right wrist, then brought over a second and tied it to her left. She was then able to pull both ropes upwards to raise her arms high and apart.


	Sierra gasped as she was raised onto the balls of her feet. Then her aunt started moving around her, snapping pictures again and again, fiddling with her camera to change the exposure and filters, pausing to change the lighting effects in the studio as well.


	“Here,” she said. “Open your mouth.”


	Sierra shuddered a little. She had been finding these pictures awkwardly exciting in a dark, kinky way which she hadn’t previously really understood. Oh she had fantasies, of course, like any young woman, some of them dark and kinky. But she hadn’t really been aware of how – exciting – some of those fantasies were, particularly the ones which had her helpless and naked, and about to be ravished.


	Needless to say she didn’t want the woman to know that!


	Now she opened her mouth wide to accept the red ball gag, gurgling a little as her aunt pushed it in deep, then drew the straps around behind her head, pulling her hair out first so it would fall free. She fastened the strap behind her head, then brushed her hair out, and began to take more pictures.





She paused then, grinning to herself. She went to a cupboard, then returned with several bright red circles, like rings, only made of acrylic. Her own rings were barbells, which were the norms, or beads, but these were segmented rings, meaning they were perfect circles, with one end snapping into the others. 


“I don’t know why I didn’t think of these earlier,” her aunt said with a self-satisfied grin.


Sierra blushed as her aunt reached for her nipples, her fingers all over them as she carefully undid the ring in each nipple, then placed the new acrylic rings in place. The rings were a bit large, that is, thick, for her nipples, though, and her aunt had to push them in with a strength which made her nipples ache.


Then she knelt in front of the red-faced girl, and her fingers touched Sierra’s clitoris. Sierra inhaled sharply, fighting the rush of heat to her body and to her face as her aunt almost casually undid the ring through her clitoral hood as if hardly noticing that her fingers were squeezing and brushing against the teenager’s clit. She slowly pushed the acrylic ring through, her thumb, by chance, pressing directly against Sierra’s clit.





	Sierra could hardly protest during this, despite how her mind squirmed at the touch of the older woman’s fingers against her body. Not with a gag in her mouth and her hands and ankles tied. Yet at the same time she wasn’t sure she really would have protested, except for form’s sake. She’d never really had much interest in girls, though she’d done a little exploring during parties – mostly to taunt the watching boys. But now the touch of her Aunt’s fingers against her, the way she was naked and helpless and being posed by the woman made her groin thrum with heat and excitement and made her nipples ache for more touching.


	Her aunt moved around her, snapping pictures, and Sierra stood, jaw wide around the gag, eyes wide and blinking, a little hazy by the strength of the sensations and the confusion sweeping through her.





Her aunt grinned, as if she had another idea. “You certainly aren’t a virgin, not a niece of mine, now are you,” she said with a grin.


Her aunt knelt, and untied the rope around Sierra’s ankles, then tied them apart on the floor.


Sierra shook her head mutely and her aunt nodded as if she’d known as much. She went to the cupboard again, squatted down, and rooted through the things there for almost two minutes while Sierra stood, stretched out, tied up, groaning a little to herself. She heard her aunt make a satisfied sound, as if she’d found what she’d been looking for, and looked over to see her coming back from the cupboard, holding a small jar in one hand and – and a pair of red dildos in the other.


Sierra stared, shocked by the sudden sneaking suspicion of what her aunt intended, by the swirling mixture of embarrassment, anxiety, and a dark, wicked excitement as her aunt knelt in front of her, already pushing the head of one of the latex dildos into the jar, then drawing it out and pointing it at her pussy.





	Almost automatically, Sierra shook her head rapidly, stunned by the thought of what the woman was about to do, but her aunt wasn’t looking up, she was looking at her pussy, and pushing the slippery head of the dildo against her opening. Sierra felt a furious sense of embarrassment as her aunt spread the lips of her sex open with her fingers and then began to work the dildo up into her, pushing and twisting and easing back to thrust up again.


	“You’re pretty tight for a girl your age,” her aunt said, “especially from this family. I imagine you’ve had an awful lot of cock up this pretty little hole in the last few years.”


	Sierra yelped and tried to tell her to stop, but of course, with a ball gag filling her mouth she had little in the way of communications skills. And the slippery dildo was sliding in deeper and deeper into her tight, snug little pussy tunnel even as her aunt’s fingers, casually holding her sex lips open, brushed and pressed and rubbed – accidentally – against her clit.


	Sierra couldn’t help herself. She was, despite her embarrassment, getting incredibly turned on. Her pussy throbbed and her breasts ached for someone’s touch, and her breathing was becoming more ragged with every passing second.


	Then her aunt shifted around behind her and Sierra’s eyes went wide as she felt the other dildo pushing up against her wrinkled anal opening. Her aunt’s other hand pressed in, fingers apart, spreading her buttocks further apart as she jabbed the dildo against her anus and slowly worked it into her body. 


	That was even more embarrassing. She had never really done any anal sex, well, except for once or twice when she was so out of it, so stoned or drunk, that she didn’t really know what was being done to her. She was very uncomfortable with the thought of someone playing around “back there” and her mind squirmed as her aunt pushed the dildo in and out of her ass, twisting it from side to side as she worked it slowly deeper.


	And yet, it was very odd, but, she didn’t think her aunt was really doing anything she thought of as sexual. Her aunt wasn’t fucking her up the ass with a dildo, she was simply placing it in there for a photo shoot. There wasn’t any thought of sex involved. Somehow Sierra knew that, despite how bizarre that seemed, it was true. But it didn’t make it any less embarrassing.





More pictures followed, first with her legs apart, then, with her ankles tied together again. With her legs together the dildos – which protruded a full two inches or more from her body, were squeezed in between her buttocks in back, and her pussy lips and thighs in front.


Her aunt whispered to herself as she moved quickly around the bound girl, snapping picture after picture, cursing softly as she bent and twisted, rose up, and squatted low to get different shots.


That was when the phone rang.





	Cursing, she put down the camera and left her studio, which was just inside the door of the loft. Because the door was left open, and because she could see right through it to the front door, Sierra saw the man entering the loft with a shockwave of horror. 


	It was the man her aunt lived with, the tall black man. He came in casually, carrying a bag, then saw Sierra. He grinned and came into the room, as Sierra, heart stuck in her throat, wished desperately to be anywhere else in the world. Again, she was proud of her body, and she’d shown it off to plenty of young men, but certainly not like this!


	“Hi,” he said. “You must be Sabrina’s new model.”


	Then he paused and evidently recognized her. “Ahh, I remember you. You’re that girl, you’re Sabrina’s niece,” he said with a laugh. “It’s amazing how much you look like her, though your breasts are bigger.”


	His eyes slid down to her bare pussy and then back up, and Sierra’s face flamed.


	She’d showed her naked body off to a number of young men over the years, and been proud of its affect on them, but this was not a young man, and unlike all those other occasions, she was not now drunk or stoned. Sierra was almost faint, mortified, as he saw the dildos and laughed throatily.


	“What a lovely picture you present, my girl, enough to get a dead man hard,” eh said.  “So where did she go? I’m sure she didn’t leave you tied up here and take a nap.”


	Her aunt returned then, bustling into the room past the man.


	“You’re home early, Francis,” she said, taking up her camera again.


	“Yeah, I couldn’t find the stone I wanted. I’m going to have to go out and see Jacob tomorrow.”


	Sierra could hardly believe it, but neither was treating her situation as anything at all out of the ordinary. The black man, Francis, had now sat back on a low table and was kicking his feet idly as he talked, while her aunt was moving around her, snapping more pictures, and still barking orders for raising and lowering her head.


	As hideously embarrassing as his presence was, at first, though, their complete nonchalance began to calm her down, began to ease her desperate embarrassment. It wasn’t like she could do anything anyway. And she tried to tell herself, over and over again, that it was just a modeling session, and he had probably seen many such sessions.


	And then her aunt put down the camera and adjusted the light. She went over to the wall and brought over another rope.


	“Help me with her legs, Francis,” she called over her shoulder.


	The black man slipped off the table and came over to stand next to Sierra, who blushed furiously again. Then he reached down and gripped her ankles from behind, pulling them back, pulling them right out from under her, in fact. 


	Sierra gasped at the sudden pressure on her wrists, but Francis and her aunt ignored her, lifting her ankles up and out and then raising them high, as high as her shoulders, in fact, tying a rope to the ropes around them, and then lifting them up and back still further.


	When they were done she was hanging from wrists and ankles, her legs more or less straight, her body bowed down. And then after taking a number of pictures, her aunt left the room again, and Francis stayed, grinning and watching her. 


	Sierra’s mind was roiling with confusion, and with a strange mixture of hideous embarrassment and dark, kinky excitement. To be tied up naked and helpless in front of this man, this stranger, this BLACK man, struck her on so many dark, primitive levels that she could not keep her mind from churning through fantasies of sensual imprisonment and violation.


	Her aunt returned with three little red balls, holding them up triumphantly.


	“I knew I had these. They’re from the little Christmas tree, the one we put on the coffee table.”


	The little Christmas ornaments were soon hanging from Sierra’s nipple rings, and from her clit ring, as her aunt moved around her taking pictures and going “Beautiful! Beautiful!”


	She snapped pictures, then ducked under her niece’s legs and gripped the dildos, pulling them both halfway out, before taking more pictures.


	That mortified Sierra all over again, for Francis was looking on and grinning. Then her aunt thrust them both into her again – hard, and Sierra gasped and moaned into the ball gag as her aunt moved back and took more pictures.


	Done, her aunt and Francis removed the balls, and then undid her ankles and let them gently down to the floor.


	“I need some oil for her body,” her aunt said.


	Again she left, and Francis was left with her, smiling.


	“You’re a beautiful girl. How are you taking all this? I doubt you were a professional model before.”


	Sierra looked up at him, then dropped her eyes. Did he think she could answer with the gag in her mouth? Not that she could have spoken just then anyway! How do you talk to a man old enough to be your father when you’re naked, tied up, with dildos sticking out of your body!?


	He chuckled as if realizing the nature of her silence. “I guess you can’t talk with your mouth full,” he said.


	He looked down at her breasts, and Sierra gasped as he gripped one of the rings between his fingers. Without ever touching her, he lightly twisted the ring, then gripped the other.


	“These are very nice, and unusual,” he said, inspecting them, pulling both up and out, stretching her nipples a little.


	Her aunt came back into the room, saying nothing at all about her boyfriend holding her nipple rings, and had a bottle of some sort in her hand.


	“Here, Francis, you put this on her. If I do it I’ll have oil all over my hands and I’ll have to go wash them.”


	“So it’s okay if I have to wash mine,” he said, taking the bottle with a snort.


	He opened it, poured some on his open hand, and then began to spread the oil up and down along Sierra’s bare arms. Sierra was already startled and shocked by the intimacy of him holding her nipple rings. Now his rough hands were sliding smoothly across her shoulders and down her back, spreading the slick oil along the way.


	Her breathing came in shorter and more ragged gasps as she followed the progress of his hands, certain, almost certain, he would stop at her back, and then, that he would stop at her ribs, as his hands slid up and down her sides, and then he drew back and his hand slid casually down over her bottom, over her buttocks, smoothing the oil into her as she stood there, stunned.


	Her embarrassment rose again, rose like a rocket, and yet it dragged the dark heat along with it. Her aunt was fiddling with her camera, hardly paying any attention as Francis ran his slippery hands up and down her ankles and over her knees, then up her legs and inner thighs. He moved around in front of her, grinning casually, and poured more oil into his hand, then began to spread it over her upper chest.


	Sierra was almost breathless with anxiety, anticipation, embarrassment, and a twisted dark excitement as his hands moved slowly downwards and then, with hardly a pause, swept down across her breasts. His big hand enveloped her breast, and he winked as he gave it a little squeeze, then moved on to the other one, and slid his hand further down.


	Frozen in place, body straining, her mind swirling and churning with alarm, embarrassment and God only knew what else, Sierra was helpless to do a thing as his hands worked down lower. And then his fingers were rubbing along the available space of her inner thighs – not much given her ankles were still tied together, and then sliding higher, two fingers actually rubbing along her pussy lips, circling the dildo there, rubbing teasingly across her swollen clitoris before he winked again and withdrew.


	He backed off, going to find something to wash his hands as her aunt snapped picture after picture.


	“Arch your back more,” her aunt barked. “Go on, more. Stick those tits out, girl.”


	Francis came back just as she did, and she felt another wave of embarrassment mixed with what she now recognized, undeniably, as a deep, carnal sense of hunger and passionate arousal.


	“Get some thin red cord, Francis. I think there’s some in the third drawer,” her aunt said.


	He found it, and then under her aunt’s instructions, tied it to her nipple rings and then pulled them up and out firmly, tautly, just stretching her nipples a bit, and tied them to a distant hook. Then he untied her ankles, and retied them open, again, on the balls of her feet.


	Sierra blushed furiously as he knelt between her legs, tying the cord to the ring piercing her clitoral hood, then fed it down between her legs and back between her thighs, tugging on it so the thread sank between the slippery lips of her sex, then fastening it behind her, against a low hook set in the opposite wall.


	“Beautiful, beautiful,” her aunt whispered as she circled, snapping pictures from all angles.


	The pressure against Sierra’s clit hood was firm but not painful – unless she drew her hips forward. She had to keep her bottom raised up and out. Likewise, her nipples were pulled up and forward, but not hard, so long as she kept her back arched.


	The constant pressure against her most sensitive bits of flesh, however, was starting to cause her insides to shimmer and throb with need and hunger. She felt her nipples ache, and a longing to have them touched and squeezed and sucked. She was not a girl who got aroused easily, and though she’d had a lot of sexual experience, it was all very vanilla, very rushed, by fumbling boys who cared only about themselves, and she herself was normally drunk or stoned during the event.


	Now in the cool red light of the photographic lamps, and with her aunt moving around her, and Francis looking on, she felt her insides quiver and thrum with hunger and arousal, and moaned softly against the gag, trying to swallow the saliva which kept threatening to seep out around it and trickle down her chin and onto her chest.


	“Excellent. Fucking excellent!” she cried. “These are going to be incredible. You are amazingly photogenic, girl!”


	She hurried towards the door. “Untie her, Francis.”


	Francis came forward as she disappeared, and grinned at her. “So did you like your photo session?”


	She made a sound around the gag and he chuckled softly, then his finger came in and traced the line of her lips around the ball. “I’m afraid I can’t hear you,” he said in a low voice.


	His eyes dropped down to her breasts, then he moved slowly around her, and she flinched as she felt his hand on her outthrust bottom. “You know, as a sculpture, I have a very keen admiration for the nude form, especially women. You have an incredible body. It could have been carved of ivory by a better sculpture than I, one with an eye for detail.”


	He caressed her rounded bottom as he spoke, and then to her shock, his big hand slid down between her buttocks, pressing lightly against the base of the dildo, pushing slowly upwards so that Sierra gasped, eyes going wide as she felt the blunt nose jamming against her insides. She rose on her toes, gasping, as he pushed harder, moaning into the gag. Then he pulled his hand back with a laugh and moved around her.


	His hand gripped the other dildo, pumping it slowly in and out. His thumb lay along the base of the shaft so that every time he pushed it up his thumb stroked across her clitoris.


	“I think you’re taking this well,” he said in a soft, amused voice. “You feel very, very hot down here. The bondage is turning you on, isn’t it. It does for some girls.”


	His hand moved the dildo slowly, softly, and while Sierra felt a wave of indignation, anger and outrage, her knees became rubbery with the rush of crackling sexual electricity which tore through her system.





“An incredible body,” he said, nodding to himself, running a slippery hand over her oiled breasts as he pumped the dildo in slowly. 





	He was standing next to her now, on her right, and grinning as she looked up at him with wide eyes.


	“Tell me you don’t want it,” he said in a smooth, throaty whisper.


	His right hand came up beneath her slippery breast, stroking and caressing, kneading it lightly, then slid down her abdomen to rub at her clitoris in a way which forced her hips to spasm helplessly.


	She gasped in pain as she did, for the movement tugged her pussy ring against the red cord holding her bottom back.


	“You like that, don’t you,” he purred.


	Sierra shook her head frantically, but he only chuckled, and her eyes grew wider as he gripped the other dildo and pumped it slowly up and down in her ass. Slippery with the oil, it moved smoothly in and out, though her sphincter spasmed around it like a frightened butterfly.


	Sweeping rushes of sensation poured through Sierra’s mind and body. She had never come with a man before, except when he was eating her, but she knew that she was close to orgasm now, after less than a minute of this man rubbing her clit.


	He twisted the angle of the dildo in her ass, thrusting it even deeper, and Sierra shuddered, her head falling back, her hair sweeping silkily along her back and shoulders as she desperately gulped in air.


	“I think we can both satisfy our needs very easily,” he said softly.


	He moved behind her and she felt the dildo sliding back, felt it pull free of her anus. The sound of his zipper coming down was loud in the room, and then she felt the blunt rounded head of his cock against her anal opening.


	She stared at the far wall in disbelief, certain he would not dare, that he did not have the gall, that – and then she groaned as his fat cock slowly pushed up into her well-oiled anus. She had been sodomised before, but only rarely, and never when sober. Now she felt intoxicated, though, with the swirling haze of sexual heat and hunger and confusion.


	She grunted and moaned as his cock pushed into her, gasping for breath. Her head jerked around to the side, then the other, trying to see him. He felt enormous! 


	“Hugngghhh!” she gurgled into the gag. “HugghhhH!”


	He was spreading her wide, pushing up into her, deeper – deeper still. She ached back there, yet the stretching, the fullness felt so – incredible, the sensation extraordinary, the tactile feel of his slippery cock pushing up into her ass making her insides twist and tumble and churn.


	She could not move, could not do anything but stand still, legs apart, on the balls of her feet, her ass pushed back at him as he pushed himself deeper and deeper. She began to feel cramps deep within her as his big cock pushed higher into her anal tube, reaching for her bowels. She groaned and gasped and moaned, wide-eyed, as she felt herself impaled on his fat, black log of a cock.


	He drew back at last, then pushed forward, drew back, and pushed forward. His left hand came around her and up beneath her breast, squeezing it. His right slid around her hip and his fingers began to stroke urgently across her clitoris.


	As he pushed his cock in and out her body pushed forward and back, pulling her nipples against the cords in front, pulling her pussy ring against the cord in back. Sharp, repeated little stings were like sparkling fireflies in the wash of light and heat which was flooding her mind and body as Francis began to wield his big cock with more authority now. 


	She grunted and shuddered each time he drove it up into her, the head punching her deep in the gut. She was dazed by the sensory overload which was churning like a tornado within her mind. His cock felt – incredible – as it pumped in and out of her, and as his finger stroked expertly across her clit the climax tore through her with a force which elicited an undeniable scream of pleasure from around the gag. Her body bucked violently and she cried out again and again at the intensity of the pleasure that washed over her.


	She’d had many orgasms before, of course, almost all of them with her own fingers or dildo, but nothing had come close to this powerful, all over explosion which enveloped her pussy, her breasts, and even her ass with his big cock thrusting up in between her buttocks.


	“You like that, eh, baby,” he whispered.  “You like that, you hot little slut?” 	She sagged wearily, falling out of her orgasm, and he chuckled and pulled his fingers from her pussy. He seized her hips instead, holding them steady as he worked his cock in and out of her ass. His hips moved slowly but steadily, as he forced her sphincter muscle into relaxation. Then he picked up the pace, thrusting harder, faster, so that she gasped and grunted with every hard, deep thrust.


	She cried out even more as he got the last inch into her and his hips pressed firmly against her buttocks. She felt impaled on his enormous prick as he pumped it in and out. And the impact of his hips against her outthrust buttocks was jerking her forward and back harder than before, so that her nipples and clit hood burned and ached form the repeated tugging against the rings.


	Her head hung low as she gasped and moaned and took his big cock, and then something happened which had never happened to her before. Despite the powerful orgasm she’d just experienced she felt a sudden, rapid rising of heat and need within her, felt the sensitivity of her nipples and clit and pussy expanding, and to her shock, realized she was right back into the middle of a raging need.


	“Take that cock, bitch!” he growled, ramming his cock against her. “Take every inch! Yeah! Yeah!” he hissed passionately. “Ride that cock! Ungh! Ungh!”


	She cried out as he yanked back on her hair, forcing her head up and back again, pulling it back through her arms as his free hand slid between her thighs again and his fingers rubbed savagely over her clit.


	The orgasm exploded within with shocking speed and power, and she screamed again as he rammed his cock into her with enough force to set her bottom jerking in violent response. She ached back there as he reamed her out, but didn’t care, as she drowned in sensation.














Chapter Three







“So, any plans for the weekend?” 	Sierra looked up from her desk and brushed the long red bangs away from her forehead. “Not really,” she said.


“No wild parties, no exciting young men?”


Sierra smiled faintly. “I’m not much into partying.”


“Sierra, you’re only young once, you know!”


“Beer commercials, Ellen?”


Ellen Cooper chuckled throatily. She was fifty-five, and one of the senior partners at the Bitterman-Jones law offices. Sierra had come to work for her as a cross between a legal secretary and an administrative assistant last year. And, inasmuch as they could be, they had become friends.


But there were obvious limitation on such a friendship between a boss and an employee, not to mention between Sierra and a woman older than her mother, the wealthy product of Ivy League schools and generations of influence and power, and a twenty one year old community college graduate whose adopted father was a plumber.





	Despite those differences, however, Ellen Cooper had seen a bright light in the shy young girl, and had cultivated her. The other senior partners had thought she was insane to hire a girl so young and inexperienced. But Ellen was tired of the senior secretaries she’d already had. They seemed to think that because she was a woman and they were her age, or thereabouts, that they didn’t have to treat her with the deference they would a male boss.


	It wasn’t that she needed to be “yes ma’amed” on everything, but she didn’t need arguments or advise either, not, at any rate, unless she actually requested it.





And she’d been right about Sierra. The girl was fast becoming an outstanding assistant. She was gaining confidence, and knowledge with each passing month, to match the soft-spoken dignity and strength she had arrived with. She had learned not only the rules, but the unwritten rules of operating in a major law office.





	The primary rule was to protect her boss, to keep the small stuff away from her, to handle everything which needed handling without bothering Cooper with details. She was briskly efficient, diplomatic, and yet firm. She never took no for an answer, and as others had learned, saying no would lead to a smile and a nod, and then a call from their boss when she went over their head.


	There were two hundred and twenty nine lawyers at Bitterman-Jones, and the only ones more senior than Cooper were Bitterman and Jones themselves. Most of the rest weren’t even partners. And this was, of course, not a union shop, so the staff, secretaries, managers and the rest, lived on sufferance. None wanted to draw Cooper’s ire, which meant none wanted to say no to Sierra.


	Sierra thus wielded considerable power on her boss’s behalf. The trick, of course, was to not let that go to her head. There was a knack to pushing people around without acting like a bully, and Sierra seemed to have that knack.


	She also knew how to dress for the office. That too, was both written, and unwritten. There were standards of dress, of course, but then again, there were shades of gray. She was not a lawyer, and should not dress like one. Nor was she a mere secretary, or one of the hordes of legal clerks who filled out the cubicles in the center of each floor. Sierra must dress with a certain dignity, but be attractive, for how she looked reflected on her boss.


	Sierra was a lovely young woman, with soft skin, high cheekbones, and flowing red hair which hung halfway down her back. She was slender, with a flat stomach, and yet rounded hips with breasts which were quite noticeable without being overly large. However she dressed, she was going to be noticed, of course. Whatever she wore she would look attractive. 





The green sweater dress was almost perfect. It was at the same time, conservative and yet sensual. It made men straighten their backs and pull in their stomachs around her. It made women frown jealously, for the shape of the body it revealed seemed near perfect, as if carved of green jade. Yet it was understated, and covered her from throat to nearly her ankles.





	The boots were a nice, and youthful touch only someone her age could get away with, and she walked calmly, purposefully, and with fluid dignity, about her errands on Cooper’s behalf. Wherever she went she was noticed not only because anything which she saw or heard might come to Cooper’s ears, but because she was a vision of feminine beauty and grace which could not be simply ignored.


	Her soft green eyes showed no awareness of that notice, of heads turning, of work stopping as she approached and moved past, no awareness of conversations stopped, of eyes widening and tongues sliding nervously, or unconsciously across lower lips. Some few watched with a certain wariness, slightly relieved when she passed them by. Others smiled hopefully, those smiles fading as she failed to stop.


	But Sierra never stopped except on business. She did not engage in gossip or friendly banter. She was always purposeful, her voice always soft and slightly and melodic. A few overly brave young men had attempted to engage her in non-work conversations, had tried to insinuate themselves into her affections, or at least, into her notice, but without success. 


	Sierra was something of a mystery to them all. She had no friends at work because she dealt, for the most part, only with senior managers and lawyers on behalf of Cooper. She did not make request to those her own age, who tended to be low level clerks and secretaries. Her requests were on behalf of Cooper, which made them very important, too important to be dealt with by nobodies.


	And at Bitterman-Jones, everyone other than senior lawyers was, effectively, a nobody.


	Except for Sierra, and a few other senior assistants to senior partners. But none of those were as mysterious as Sierra, none were such unknown quantities, and certainly, none were as deliciously attractive, with such beautiful smiles. Messengers and clerks fought for the right to bring files to her office merely to speak briefly to her, get one of those soft eyed smiles, and let their eyes flick however briefly, across her slender body. Even senior lawyers found cause to stop by more often than they would elsewhere, to bring their messages in person, on one pretext or another. 


	None of that went unnoticed by Ellen Cooper, but she was pleased to see that flattery had no impact on her assistant, and that Sierra dealt with them all, whatever their age or status, with a calm, quiet, and polite manner which seemed unflappable. And there was a certain cachet in having an extremely attractive administrative assistant, even for a woman. She would not have thought of it in as insulting a manner, for she genuinely liked Sierra, but it was not unlike driving a beautiful foreign built sports car, a glittering diamond ring, or a beautiful antique desk. Sierra was much more an office accessory, but still, she made an impression which reflected well on Cooper.


	For that reason she had already raised her salary three times. No one else at Bitterman-Jones would have dared try to lure the girl away, but Cooper dealt with a lot of powerful clients, all of them wealthy, and all of them knowing the value of a beautiful “office accessory” who was also incredibly efficient and effective.


	“So what? Just sit around the apartment?” 	Sierra leaned back in her chair a little. The chair was no common office chair. It was high backed and thick cushioned, the kind of chair which cost more than a dining room set and might have served a senior executive.


	“Well,” she said. “I’ll do a little swimming in the pool my building has, and I want to pick up some more plants for my balcony. But for the most part I’m just going to relax, watch a little TV, munch on popcorn, and veg out.”


	“Sounds like a plan,” Ellen said with a smile.


	In truth, it was best, she thought, that her assistant was not a party animal. It would certainly not do to have rumors of a wild party life getting around the office. Too many of the men in the office were already developing unhealthy – and disgusting – fantasies about her assistant. Ellen had already had to hint pointedly to some of them that there was no reason for them to be coming to her office, even her outer office, as often as they seemed to be coming.


	Sierra seemed like a very sweet young girl, and she would crucify the young, hotshot lawyer who messed with her affections. As for any of the senior men who might use their status, wealth and position to impress her, well, Ellen had been described as a ball-buster before, and they would rue the day.


	She had no illusions that Sierra was an innocent virgin, of course, but she doubted she had any idea the kind of perverted ideas men developed in as they grew older. Young men were content to simply fling themselves on any female they could pin to the ground. But middle aged men had already had all that and were no exploring stranger and kinkier things.


	She didn’t want Sierra to be exposed to that sort of thing.





* * * * *





	Sierra had not handled her experience at her aunt’s loft well, at first.  She felt, in a sense, as though she’d been raped. In many ways she had been. Francis had certainly not asked her permission before sodomising her. And she certainly hadn’t asked him to. So yes, she had been raped. On the other hand, she hadn’t tried to stop him either.


	Not that she could have, of course. What could have done, after all, the way her wacko aunt had left her trussed up and naked with him? She could have, of course, screamed into the gag, screamed her refusal. She could have shook her head violently and rapidly, done something to signal her displeasure.


	Except – that she hadn’t felt much displeasure. Quite the contrary, in fact. She’d felt shock and embarrassment, but she’d also felt an overpowering sense of hunger and need. And that, as much as the ropes, had made her helpless to resist him when he’d started to touch her. No doubt he’d sensed her response, too, and so in a sense, it wasn’t rape, at least, not from his view, no doubt.


	And what to do afterwards? Tell her aunt? What would that do to their budding relationship? And did she want to open a can of worms like that because – well because the man had given her the most incredible sexual experience of her life?


	Not simply the most powerful, not to mention extended orgasm she’d ever felt – but the two most powerful, extended orgasms she’d ever felt. So overwhelming had they been that even days afterwards she felt the echoes in her memory, and felt a hunger, an almost physical need, like an addict, to feel those sensations again.


	It had cost her sleep for days, weeks, not knowing what to do, and fighting inner demons and inhibitions. Her aunt had called, left messages, and she hadn’t answered. 


	And she had found herself masturbating – a lot, and despite her anger at him she had not been able to stop her mind from relieving the “rape” as she masturbated, from thinking about the sensation of his big, slick cock thrusting up into her rear, his hips against her buttocks, his hands on her breasts, the sharp tug on her nipples…


	She had to go back. And a month later, she did. Her aunt had told her the pictures were done and she had chosen the best for the show – and that all had already sold. 


	“Have a look,” the woman said with a grin.


	The pictures were poster sized, and undeniably beautiful and erotic. But it seemed extraordinary to her that strangers somewhere were going to have pictures of her on their walls, naked pictures.


	Her body glistened in the first shot, from the oil, of course. And she squirmed mentally.


	“I thought my face wasn’t going to show,” she said.


	“Your face is too beautiful to hide.”


	Nothing was hidden, in fact, from her red ringed wrists, to the red rings hanging from her nipples, to the one between her legs above the dark, tight furrow of her sex. Though at least he ones with the dildos sticking out hadn’t been sold. They were too graphic for people to hang on their walls, her aunt said.


	Then there was the one of her laying back, back arched. At least her face wasn’t visible. Nor was it of the other one of her prone, her face in shadows. And then she stopped, froze, shocked, staring.


	The picture was poster sized again, in black and white, though, and her body photographed beautifully against the background. The picture was taken from the side. It showed her with her bottom thrust out, her back arched, her nipples straining up as the cords pulled on them – and Francis’s pressed tightly against her bottom.


	His left hand was around her and cupping her left breast. His right was pulling on her hair. Despite her shock she recognized it as a photograph of erotic animal passion and pleasure. And she knew she was coming when it was taken, for she had climaxed almost as soon as he pulled back on her hair.


	She turned, dazed, and stared at her aunt.


	“Isn’t it incredible? You’re a very passionate, erotic young woman, Sierra.”


	“Y-You knew!?” she gasped.


	The woman snorted. “I might be a nut job, Sierra, but I’m not crazy. You think I don’t know Francis well enough to keep my eyes on a beautiful naked girl I leave tied up around him?”


	“But – .”


	“Francis and I have had an open relationship for fifteen years. He does whoever he wants to do and so do I. We’re very uninhibited people.”


	“And what if I didn’t want him to – to …. do that to me!?” she demanded.


	Her aunt smiled. “I can recognize passion in a young woman, my dear. I’ve been there, remember, done that, still do it. I could see you were in heat well before I left. I knew what you wanted, and I watched to make sure he didn’t force you into anything.”


	“Force me!? How was I supposed to stop him!?”


	Her aunt raised her eyebrows. “By giving any sign you didn’t welcome him, of course,” she said. “You must know he was watching for it as closely as I. But you gave no such sign. In fact, you gave every sign you wanted it, and wanted it badly. And that - ,” she pointed at the picture. “Is the evidence. “It’s called dark orgasm. Do you wonder why?” 	“I can’t believe this!” Sierra said in disbelief, staring at the picture.


	“The man who bought it is an electronics millionaire who lives outside of London. He’s a jerk, really, but he pays well.”


	Sierra stared at her, open mouthed.


	“You… you can’t sell this!” she blurted.


	“Weren’t you listening? I already have sold it.”


	“But you can’t! It-it’s pornographic!”


	“No, if his cock was showing it would be pornographic. But it’s not.”


	“You – you sold a picture of  - you took pictures of me while your – your lover was sodomising me! Your own niece!”


	“Sounds vaguely incestuous the way you put it,” her aunt said with a wry grin. 


	“What kind of a person are you!?” 	“I’m a person who lives for eroticism, a person without inhibitions, and a person who has had an enormously exciting life and still leads a wild, and thoroughly kinky sex life, my dear. So perhaps I should apologize, for in a way, my judgment is probably off a little. I don’t have the same standards as your typical suburban soccer mom, after all.”


	“Oh no!? I’m shocked to hear it!”


	Her aunt shrugged.


	“I’m taking it!”


	“Why? Do you want a copy? I can give you one if you do. It is only a print, after all. I can do up as many as you like.”


	Sierra stared at her.


	“But of course, Mr. Rawlins wouldn’t like that. If anyone else had one it wouldn’t be worth the ten thousand pounds he paid.”


	“He what? How much?” 	“That’s about twenty thousand dollars.”


	“For this!?”


	Her aunt smiled in amusement.


	“Now it’s my talent which brought this passion to light, of course, but it occurs to me that you never got a modeling fee, and it only seems fair I pay you.”


	“Forget it!” she blurted.


	“Models for this kind of work get about a hundred dollars an hour.”


	Sierra paused. She was attending community college at the time, and money was scarce, despite a job she had taken as a waitress. She felt torn, confused, and didn’t know what to do. The whole thing was so fucking bizarre!


	The fact her aunt had known, had watched, felt not only like a betrayal, but humiliated her. Only now was it sinking through her skull that as she had literally screamed in pleasure while Francis rammed his cock up her ass, her aunt had been there in the doorway watching – and taking pictures!!


	“You know, I have another show in Boston coming up. I was going to hire a model from the agency but I’d much rather have you. You have that beautiful, but fresh scrubbed kind of face that translated so well into photographs, and you have a perfect body, too.”	


	Sierra stared at her helplessly.














Chapter Four







	She would never understand why she didn’t run out and never come back. But she didn’t. Instead, almost as if in a dream, she’d allowed herself to be led back into the studio, and stood almost dazedly as her aunt helped her strip naked. 


	This time the rings were green acrylic, but otherwise they were the same as before. Her aunt put a green scarf around her throat, though, and then tied her wrists together above her head with green rope. A green ball gag went into her mouth, and then, only when she was helpless, did Francis enter the room.


	She shuddered to see him, for she hadn’t known he was there, and felt humiliated at the memory of what he had done to her, what she had done, how she had responded. She dropped her eyes in shame, inspiring her aunt to start snapping pictures.


	“Get undressed, Francis,” she said.


	Sierra felt a start. What had her aunt said!? Surely she wasn’t going to – she couldn’t – no!


	Francis went into the far corner, where her aunt kept closets of clothes and props and undressed. When Sierra raised her anxious eyes she saw him oiling his nude body down so his skin gleamed. He was very muscular, and when he moved out from behind a table she saw his cock hanging from his groin, thick and heavy even while flaccid.


	He drew on a hood then, an odd, menacing looking thing of black leather and shiny studs. With that in place he pulled on a sort of leather thong, the opened another closet, and drew out a whip.


	A whip!?


	Sierra moaned into the gag. Her aunt, still circling her, snapping pictures, chuckled.


	“Don’t worry, my dear. He’s not going to really whip you. You’re not ready for that sort of thing – yet.”


	Sierra swallowed anxiously. The whip looked very real to her, and she stared at it in fear – while her aunt took pictures. 


	Francis padded over and took up his station behind her, and her aunt baked up, snapping more pictures. He raised his arm, drew it back, and swung the whip forward – very slowly, as the camera flashed repeatedly. The whip struck her back lightly, not even lightly enough to sting. Yet she squealed, her back arching, flinching away.


	“Beautiful! Excellent!” her aunt breathed, snapping pictures.


	Trembling, she righted herself as he swung the whip again. This time it was a little harder, and made her flinch once more, though to call the blow painful would be a ridiculous overstatement.


	He struck blow after blow, all of them in slow motion, the whip long and light, only occasionally stinging her. But she was startled and anxious enough to flinch a lot regardless, which her aunt evidently liked.


	And all this playacting began to wear away her embarrassment, her humiliation, to the point she was starting to feel – if not normal – at least in control of herself, her emotions somewhat in check.


	“Arch your back more, honey, when he hits you,” her aunt said.


	And so Sierra did so, arching her back as though the blow hurt..


	“Good. Excellent. Now spread your legs wide apart.” 	She flushed red, but did it, rising onto her toes as Francis swung the whip again. This time it struck her to the side, curving around and over her hip and down between her legs. Again she flinched, her legs snapping closed, but there was no pain.


	“Again,” her aunt said from behind the camera.


	Flushing, she spread her legs, and Francis whipped her again and again, curving the whip over her hip and down between her legs. There was no pain, but the mere touch of the leather against her sex told her just how aroused she was staring to become, and that set her worrying, which set her sweating anxiously. But her aunt showed no signs she recognized her distress, moving around, snapping pictures, changing the lighting and the filters on her cameras as Francis swung his arm again and again.


	“Okay, Francis, get the stool over here and let’s set up another shot.”


	Francis put down the whip and moved to the wall. There was a high backed bar stool there, and he dragged over and put it down in front of where Sierra stood. She saw him wink at her from behind the hood. Then he shoved the stool forward against her legs and thighs. She drew her legs back, pushing her bottom out, thinking that perhaps that was what he wanted.


	He nodded, and then her aunt took more pictures of her with her bottom pushed out while Francis used a cane on her. The cane was easier to control than the whip, and he simply had to hold it against her bottom, or a few inches away, as though the picture had stopped it in mid flight.


	But then he rubbed a kind of pink chalk against the cane, and lay it across her outthrust bottom. He slapped it lightly and repeatedly down across her ass, and then drew back. Sierra was able to twist her head around enough to see it had left thin red lines across the pale surface of her buttocks, as though perhaps, marks of a caning.


	“Good. Good,” her aunt said. “All right. Sit down.”


	Sierra gasped as she felt him seize her hips and draw her even further back, but then his arm slid under her belly to hold her in place, and he moved in front of her, sitting down on the stool. He seized her hips again and pulled her forward so she was straddling him, in effect, sitting down in his lap, legs on either side.


	She blushed fiercely and he winked at her.


	Sierra squirmed uneasily, even more afraid now that they could tell how aroused she was, and that they might decide they could do anything to her they wanted because of that arousal.


	And if you didn’t want that, a small voice said at the back of her mind, why didn’t you make them promise not to?


	Her bare feet were on the crossbars of the stool below her, and when Francis gripped her hips and pulled her forward she was firmly sitting astride his lap, her breasts almost pressed against his face.


	While her aunt snapped pictures and said “Beautiful. Excellent.”


	She paused, moved in, and tied Sierra’s ankles to the crossbars, then snapped more pictures before putting the camera down.


	“All right. Hold tight. I have to get something. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes.”


	She left, and Francis’ mouth lit into a white toothed grin behind the hood. All she could see of him was his mouth, his eyes, and a slit for his nose. Of course, the rest of him was all too visible.


	“And so we meet again, my little pretty,” he purred in a teasing voice. “Would you like to try again while auntie is out of the room?” 	She shook her head frantically.


	“Oh well, because I’m sure she wouldn’t mind, and it’s not like you wouldn’t have an amazing, incredible time.”


	He slipped his fingers into her nipple rings and pulled. Sierra shuddered and gasped in pain, her chest thrust forward against him.


	“Wouldn’t you?” he whispered.


	She trembled, and a part of her seemed to go limp, surrendering. As if he could sense it his teeth pulled back into another broad smile, and then he released her rings, and opened his mouth. He took the center of her breast into his mouth, his teeth closing on her soft, pale skin, his hot breath against her throbbing nipple, and he began to suck. By the time his tongue started to twist and twirl around her aching nipple Sierra was already grunting and moaning her head back, her mind swimming with hunger and passion.


	Yet she felt almost as if she were floating above her body, watching, as he removed his thong and his cock sprang up hard and black, shockingly long and thick against her belly. He lay it up against her white skin, as if to show her just how deep it had to go, and this time, she realized with a dazed shock, when her aunt returned, knew she was there snapping pictures as Francis gripped her buttocks and raised her up, as he pressed his cock against her sopping wet pussy, and as she slowly sank down.


	He was so thick he hurt. Despite how moist she was, her pussy lips strained to envelop his mighty girth, and she whimpered and moaned and squirmed in his lap as he sought to enter her. But then he was in, and her eyes were wide, and grew wider still as he pulled her slowly down atop him.


	If he’d felt big in her back passage he felt enormous in her pussy. She was utterly impaled on his monstrous black cock.


	Her aunt moved in closer, still snapping pictures. But Sierra was aware of her only through a haze of passion and shock and disbelief, of heat and hunger and wanton need as that giant cock pushed up deeper into her belly.


	She gave a sob of pain when the nose hit the back wall of her pussy, and realized, looking down, that he still had several inches to go. He dug his fingers into her buttocks, squeezing and kneading them, jerking her hips in and out, back and forth as he licked and chewed on her nipples.


	Sierra moaned dazedly, head hanging back now as he all but ate at her breasts. Then he slapped her bottom, jerking up, and she groaned aloud as she felt his cock sliding out, as she rose up. 


	“Get your feet working, ride up and down, slut,” he growled.


	Sierra moaned at the word, but obeyed, her bare feet pressing against the crosspieces which joined the legs together a foot above the floor. Pulling herself up was like trying to drag herself off a spear which had impaled her. 


	Up – up – still up – higher – and still he was inside her. She was dazed by the length of him she’d taken inside her.





And when she sank back down again she cried out in pain – and pleasure. God, he was long! She began to work herself up and down, slowly, helplessly, gasping ad moaning as he slapped at her bottom, pinched her nipples, and rubbed her clit.





	The hunger was overwhelming, despite the presence of her aunt, and while awareness of the woman moving around her snapping pictures was mortifying, it could not stop her from riding his cock with more and more frantic need.


	And as her pussy adjusted to the size of him, to his thickness, she felt herself glorying in the ride. She forced her bare feet against the crossbars, up – up – up – up, until she was trembling, the head inside her straining pussy, then – down.


	Oh god, down, and down, and down, her eyes wide, then slitted with the intensity of the heat and pleasure she sank down and down and down and kept going until she thought she had to scream. And then she finally hit bottom, and sat there, gasping for breath, so full she could hardly stand it. His fingers dug into her buttocks, and she started to rise again, only to repeat the same actions again and again.


	And she realized, belatedly, that he had shaved his cock. He hadn’t shaved the pubic hair at the base, but he had shaved that foot-long monster cock so that as it moved up and down it caressed her taut sex lips with every delicious ridge and vein in a way which was simply indescribable, and which she hoped would go on forever.





Every time the whole long length of him was in her she flashed to the sight of it laying pressed up against the outside of her belly, and thought dazedly of how high he was, how deep, and how much it ached with her buttocks pressed firmly against his thighs.





	He chuckled and mouthed her nipples as his fingers kneaded her buttocks, then he gripped her hair in his left hand, forcing her head back sharply, biting at her nipples as she gasped and moaned. He released her hair and her body swayed forward, then he thrust his hand between them, rubbing at her clitoris. The sensations were so powerful she squirmed uncontrollably in his lap, squealing and moaning and writhing, her head falling back, then forward as he chuckled and kept rubbing.


	He gripped her hair, pulling back again, and thrust up into her with a deep, painful, exquisitely pleasurable stroke that sent her over the edge. She cried out as she came, her feet jammed against the narrow leg joints awkwardly, forcing her self up, then down, riding him, almost bouncing as her head rolled back and forth with the waves of pleasure coursing through her.


	Her right foot was pressed against the joint so that it was jammed up between her bit toe and the next. It hurt, and she thrilled to the pain, the heat, the sensation. She put her other foot in the same way, and forced herself up and down, gasping and crying out as the orgasm rose and fell with her, as she felt her pussy sucking at his long cock  every time she rose, then impaled herself deeply as she relaxed her aching legs.


	The orgasm came again, or perhaps it never really ended, and was as powerful as the first, setting her mind tumbling and turning like a leaf in a high wind. But another orgasm followed, and then a another, and a another, as Francis let his hands and lips race over her, as she rode that incredible black cock, and as her aunt moved around them working the camera  as though there were nothing more interesting than a flower bed before her.


	The light flashed, and flashed again, and Sierra rode that incredible black cock as it drained the life out of her, as she became more and more exhausted, as the hair matted against her skull and she became light headed and dazed, and, like before, lost who and what she was and became nothing more than a grunting, gasping, sobbing sexual animal that writhed and twisted and rode up and down as her aunt moved dispassionately around her snapping pictures.





* * * * *





	It was worse this time, even though she was prepared. She was astonished that she could have thought herself prepared for those pictures, those poster sized pictures of her. Naked didn’t begin to describe them. 


	“Y-You can’t show that!” she blurted, horrified by the intimate picture hanging on the wall.


	The picture was from the side and front, taken as if over Francis’ right shoulder. Sierra’s eyes were slitted and glassy as she straddled him. The picture froze her with her legs bent as she rode either up or down. No, from the look on her face she was sliding down, and half his cock was visible in the picture, glistening black, the rest buried between the wide, taut lips of her sex.


	“It’s raw, intense, animal,” her aunt said enthusiastically.


	“It’s filthy! It’s pornographic!”


	“It’s graphic, not pornographic. I’m calling it Orgasm number 2.”


	Sierra could not understand how it was she wasn’t dying with shame. Her face was red, and so hot she could feel the blood throbbing as her heart beat.


	“Look at how beautiful your cunt is the way it’s squeezed down around his cock,” her aunt said, pointing. “You’re beautiful. Why would you be ashamed of that?”


	“Do you have no limits!?” Sierra gasped. “Does nothing embarrass you!?”


	“Not really, no,” she said. “Bad pictures, maybe. When you’ve been gang banged a time or two, Sierra, you’ll lose your embarrassment over sex too.”


	“You – .” Sierra opened and closed her mouth, then shook her head. “I don’t – intend to be – .”


	“Oh please,” her aunt said with a snort. “Look at this slut!” 


	She pointed at Sierra’s picture again. “This is a woman who loves cock, who loves it inside her. This is a woman shedding her inhibitions and glorying in her sexual freedom and power. I don’t know what you’ve done to date, but you’ll find, as I have, that the more cock you can get the better. You’re like me, Sierra dear. You’re a raging slut, and you won’t be happy until you’ve done it all.”


	Sierra shook her head dazedly, and her eyes tore free of the poster desperately, seeking something else. And there was another of her, back arched, the whip falling away as it struck her back. It looked for all the world like she really had been whipped. And there was the next, her bottom pushed out, red lines across it as the masked man – Francis, swung the cane down against her again. 





Yes, that had worked well, too.





	“I think you’re deeply attracted to bondage, too,” her aunt said. “Me, I could always take it or leave it. I love the look of it, though, and the sense of passion it can convey in pictures. But I think you have the makings of a real submissive.”


	“I’m not submissive!” Sierra snapped.


	Her aunt chuckled. “In terms of sex and sensuality, I think you are. I think you’re a woman who wants to be dominated in bed, wants to be roughly used by strong men with big cocks. Do you fantasize about being raped, about kneeling naked in front of men while they use you?”


	“I’m not going to talk about my sexual fantasies!” she said desperately. “They’re none of your business!”


	“Would you like to hear mine?”


	“No!”


	She hugged her long raincoat around herself as though she were naked underneath, and turned to go.


	“One more thing, Sierra dear. Your fee,” her aunt said, holding out an envelope.


	She hesitated, then snatched it from her hand.


	“I’ve increased the fee, in light of how well the pictures are turning out and how much value I think I’m going to get out of them.”


	“I have to go,” she mumbled. “I have a class.”


	“Class,” her aunt snorted. “At your age I was stripping, and pulling in a fortune from the suckers.”


	Another revelation she did not need to know about her aunt.


	Sierra left, drove to school, and tried desperately to concentrate on law while her mind filled with images of her naked and bound, gang-banged by roomfuls of black men, or stripping in bars while men flung money at her.


	Was being a slut something you could inherit, she wondered.














Chapter Five







	Sierra forced herself to stay away from Sabrina for a while. The only real contact they had in the following month was when a messenger brought her a package. Inside it was a photo album, every page a nine by twelve, many in black and white, some in a kind of orangey glow, others in living color. They were pictures from her “modeling” sessions, including the graphic pictures of she and Francis from both sessions..


	She threw it away, at first, but fetched it out of the garbage the next night, cleaned off the cover, and looked through it again. She was undeniably beautiful and erotic in the pictures, though she wouldn’t’ have wanted anyone she knew to see them, certainly not her parents. The most troubling ones, of course, were the ones with Francis, the ones where he was fucking her and sodomising her. 


	Sierra was not overly shy, but nudes were pushing the limits, nudes in bondage were – anxiety producing. Nudes in bondage with big black cocks pushing into her were way over her limits! God! How could her aunt take pictures like that, much less sell them to people!?


	And that thought gave her a little flutter in her belly, for it meant that right now, there were people out there, almost certainly men, who were looking at her, looking at these pictures, seeing her, admiring her, maybe even being aroused by her. That was really weird.


	Fortunately, it was very unlikely anyone she knew would ever catch sight of them. They were for rich and clearly decadent single men to hang in their hedonistic living rooms. She lived with her adopted parents in a barely middle class home and went to community college. She didn’t know any rich people and wasn’t likely to.


	She tried to put the bizarre experience behind her, but really couldn’t. Every time she masturbated, and she did so much more often now, her mind was filled with the heat and passion and hunger she had felt, and the remembered size of Francis’ big cock. She’d even gone out and bought a large black dildo. And hadn’t THAT been embarrassing!


	But now she used it all the time. Most often she put it on its base and rode up and down on it, again, remembering how she’d ridden Francis’ cock, and how deep it had thrust into her belly.


	She dragged home a number of young men from school and fucked their brains out in the weeks following. But it just wasn’t the same. They were boys, not men, and she didn’t dare voice a desire for bondage with them. They were too youthful and crass, and might have laughed at her. Nor did she want stories going around school about what a kinky slut she was.


	She fought herself for weeks, but every time she opened the album and saw her gorgeous she was, saw the look of heat and pleasure in her eyes, she remembered how incredible she felt, how alive, how wild and passionate when tied up and Francis was with her. And then, slowly, she convinced herself that, after all, there could never be a picture taken of her which was more graphic, which was, in other words, worse than what her aunt had already done. So why shouldn’t she go back?





* * * * *





	She was nude again, of course. This time she wore stainless steel shackles around her wrists and ankles, and a matching collar around her throat. Her aunt had provided matching rings for her nipples and clitoral hood, and a Y-shaped chain to link them together. Then she had provided something else.


	“What’s this?” Sierra asked when she took the thing.


	“It’s a butt-plug. Already lubed up. Put it in.”


	Sierra opened her mouth as her face reddened – reddened even further than it already was.


	“I – but – .”


	And then she turned away with the stainless steel butt plug. It wasn’t small, and she nervously pressed the narrow, slippery end against her wrinkled anus and pushed repeatedly, in and out, slowly widening her opening until the wide part could slip inside and her anal opening closed behind it. That left a coin sized metal base on the outside pressing firmly against her opening.


	Her aunt had been busy with her cameras, either ignoring her or at least pretending to, while she put the butt-plug in. Now she blandly handed her a large stainless steel vibrator, and smirked at her.


	“What am I supposed to do with this?” Sierra demanded.


	Her aunt laughed. “You don’t know yet?”


	Sierra scowled at her. “Sabrina!”


	“I want most of it inside you. Leave a couple of inches sticking out for the camera to see.”


	Sierra wanted to protest, but was already feeling hot, already feeling aroused, already feeling like she was approaching that place where she lost control. She wasn’t sure why unless it was the simple anticipation of what was to come. And to her shock, Francis was only part of that anticipation. 


	And then Francis was in the room, dressed almost exactly as he had been before, except his thong and hood were now silver. 


	“Go on, put it in,” her aunt said.


	“I-I can’t – ,” she stuttered, face red.


	“Francis, put it in for her,” her aunt said, turning back to her cameras.


	Francis smiled, and came towards her. Sierra backed up automatically, and he followed, taking the vibrator out of her hand. His big hand gripped her arm and turned her around.


	“Wait!”


	He chuckled and drew her wrists back behind her, and then with practiced ease, clipped the shackles together. Then his big hand was on her collar, bending her over one of the tables. She felt the vibrator rubbing against her opening, then pushing into her.


	Sierra gulped in air, heart pounding, blood racing, but she didn’t refuse. She gasped when he jerked her legs further apart, and fought to keep from moaning aloud as he worked the vibrator in and out, pushing deeper and deeper.


	She heard the whirr of her aunt’s camera and blushed even more deeply, starting to panic. This is insane, she thought frantically. I can’t do this! She’s turning me into a whore!


	Of course, you already were a whore, a voice whispered.


	“Ungh!” she gasped as he thrust it especially deep.


	“Don’t bury it, Francis. I want the base sticking out.”


	He pumped it in and out, in and out, and let his finger slide across her clitoris every time he drove it deep so that Sierra’s mind was soon swirling with hunger and passion again.


	But then he stopped, and undid her wrists. He pulled her away from the table and down to the floor.


	“On all fours, Sierra,” her aunt said.


	And then, to Sierra’s shock, Francis snapped a leash to the collar, a big chain leash.


	“Now crawl.”


	She gaped. “I’m not crawling!” she said, straightening.


	“Oh I almost forgot,” her aunt said.


	Francis pulled back her hair as her aunt moved in with some sort of gag.


	“Open your mouth, Sierra. Wider. Wider.”


	Sierra gasped, struggling weakly, uncertainly, as the thing was forced up into her mouth. It was stainless steel, too, sort of like a bracelet, and her aunt and Francis were wedging it in her mouth right at the opening so it forced her to keep her jaw wide. A silvery strap went behind her head and fastened in place, as Sierra stared at the two and made incomprehensible noises.


	Then the silver ball went into her mouth, and they pushed her back down onto all fours.


	“Crawl, Sierra,” her aunt said, snapping pictures.


	“Crawl, slut,” Francis growled.


	And in his hand was a silvery riding crop which he swung down across her bottom. It didn’t hurt a lot, but it did sting a little, and she yelped and lurched automatically into motion. She was dazed by how outrageous the thought was, of crawling around like some kind of animal on a leash while her aunt snapped pictures.


	And yet, her pussy bubbled and her breasts throbbed, and the heat within her was very persuasive in combating the pride and indignation she felt at being so degraded. And so, in a kind of haze, she crawled around the room on a leash as Francis occasionally slapped at her bottom and tugged on the leash.


	He led her over to a silver dog bowl of water her aunt had placed by the wall, and pulled the ball from her mouth. Then, with a dark thrill of outraged excitement, she bent and lapped at it like a dog while her aunt snapped pictures. That shot done, the ball went back in and she crawled again, until her aunt had enough.


	“Lower your breasts to the floor, Sierra, but keep your ass high,” her aunt ordered.


	She sank down, gasping, her breasts pressing against the floor, then pillowing out as she sank lower.


	“Lay your arms out to either side and look straight ahead.”


	That hurt her neck, but she did it, feeling a scorching heat as her aunt moved around her snapping pictures, and Francis looked down at her.


	“Spread your legs wider.”


	She did, moaning around the gag.


	“Put your foot on her neck, Francis. You’re showing how submissive she is, how much you dominate her.”


	Sierra shuddered as she felt his foot on her neck and her aunt snapped picture after picture.


	“All right. Sierra, sit up, sit back on your heels. Hands behind your back.”


	Francis tugged on the chain, on the leash, and Sierra pushed her chest off the floor and sat back on her heels, gasping. Her aunt and Francis bent over behind her, and locked her wrist shackles together, then chained them to the ones around her ankles. Her aunt snapped more pictures of her like that, with Sierra holding her pussy just high enough off the floor to keep the base of the vibrator from being jammed painfully into her.


	Then Francis bent and grasped the silver ball in her mouth, pulling it slowly out from the ring so that her mouth was open and taut. He smiled through his mask, and then undid his thong. His big cock sprang free, already erect, and hardening even as she watched. He had shaved it entirely now, not just the shaft, but his pubic hair around it.


	He pulled on the leash and slid the head of his cock through the ring as her aunt snapped pictures. The big cock barely fit, sliding slowly in across her tongue as she gurgled weakly and her wrists pulled against the shackles. His cock pushed deeper and she felt a tremor of anxiety.


	“Put a snarl on your lips, Francis. Growl at her,” Sabrina ordered.


	He did, and pushed deeper, his cock grinding through the ring, sliding heavily across her tongue, the head pushing dangerously near the entrance to her throat. Then it pushed – into – her throat, and Sierra gurgled and gagged and tried to jerk back, fighting the pull of the chain.


	“Hold her! Dominate her, Francis. You’re the master! She’s the slave! Yes! Yes! Show your domination! Excellent!!” her aunt called.


	Her voice sounded as though it were coming through a tunnel from far away. Francis had grasped her hair now, then had both hands behind her head. With his legs straight and spread, he slowly pulled her face forward, impaling her throat on his fat cock. 


	It wasn’t as though Sierra hadn’t deep throated before – occasionally - but she’d been drunk then, and the cock hadn’t been nearly as thick as this, not half as thick, in fact.. And she’d been able to control how deep it moved, her hand wrapped around it. Now she was completely helpless as Francis’ fat cock pushed way too deep into her throat for her not to be frightened of suffocating.


	But her wrists were not only shackled behind her they were shackled to her ankles, which left her very little ability to resist. Francis was a large man with big hands and powerful arms and he simply held her head steadily and pulled her forward until, with a shock, she realized that she could feel his cock actually passing through her neck and beyond, actually entering her upper chest.


	Then he pulled in hard and she slid the last inch forward, her nose jamming against his pubic bone as her lips wrapped around the base of his fat shaft.


	“Hold her there! Hold her there! Outstanding!” her aunt called as she snapped pictures. “Okay, now pull out, slowly.”


	He pulled back, inch after glistening black inch of his hairless black cock sliding out of her mouth as saliva dribbled down Sierra’s chin and her head swam from lack of oxygen. His cock came out of her throat and she gasped for breath, sagging weakly in place as he held her by the hair and held his cockhead just inside her mouth.


	She sensed movement close beside her, and then something down between her legs, touching the vibrator – snapping it on. The vibrator was not perfectly round at its base. It had a kind of lip on one side which curled up towards her clit, and now it was buzzing against her.


	But she had little time to think about that as Francis pushed forward again and she gurgled a protest – too late, as he thrust himself slowly, deliberately down into her throat.


	It was easier this time, though, perhaps because her throat had gotten over its shock at the thick girth. But she felt less panic, and more determination to cope with him without emptying her stomach. He pushed deep again, then pulled back. He stood still, legs straight and apart, back straight now, looking not down, but up the ceiling as her aunt called instructions. And his powerful arms worked, pulling her lips up and down his shaft as his hips slowly moved in and out, fucking her throat.


	“That’s it! Perfect,” her aunt growled, moving, snapping, bending, squatting, turning, adjusting the cameras. “Rape her, Francis! She’s your whore! Rape her throat! Shove it all the way down to her belly! Fuck that white girl’s face! She’s a snotty little college girl, Francis. Bury every inch of that black cock in her whore throat!”


	Sierra had stopped struggling, had given in, and she realized, submitted to what was being done to her. A part of her felt another rush of anger at that, but another part of her felt a certain sense of awe, of hot, kinky excitement as she thought of it, as she thought of herself, as submitting, as obeying, as being dominated, forcibly dominated by the big black man. She was chained, she was helpless, she was being degraded and used.


	Her aunt’s words rained down over her as Francis sneered and thrust into her throat. She gurgled and gagged and coughed weakly around his cock as he forced it deep and pulled back, forced it deep and pulled back.


	“Choker her on that black cock, Francis,” her aunt called, bending for close-ups.


	Her aunt’s words should have outraged her, and they did, but they shouldn’t have made her pussy burn and her mind soar, and yet they did as well.


	“All right, Francis. Put her on her face and take her,” she heard.


	She wasn’t sure she’d heard properly at first. But then Francis pulled his fat cock out of her mouth, and replaced the ball. He pulled her forward, bending her so her chest was flat on the floor again, and moved behind her. He knelt, his hips under hers, jerking them higher, spreading her legs achingly wide.


	She felt him touching the vibrator, then pulling it free, and an instant later she gurgled in pain and pleasure as his thick cock pushed down into her musky depths.


	“That’s it. Yes! Use her, Francis! Use her hard!” her aunt growled, darting about, snapping pictures.


	Francis thrust into her slowly, but deeply and she groaned at the pressure against the back wall of her pussy as he ground himself against her upraised bottom. 


	“I want her legs straighter,” her aunt said.


	Sierra felt a hand on one ankle, her aunt’s, and Francis’ on the other. They positioned her with her legs straight out, not quite doing the splits because she couldn’t manage that, but her legs were achingly wide, only the back of her feet touching the floor, helping support her as Francis began to pump his cock harder and worked his hips faster.


	God it felt glorious! And it wasn’t just the big cock moving inside her, either. It was that sense of being helpless, of being on an out-of-control roller coaster with on way off. It was the sense of being – dominated – of having no choice, of being partly a helpless victim, partly a wanton submissive. She grunted and gasped and moaned as Francis rode her, as his big cock pounded into her with growing savagery.


	“Grab her hair, Francis. Use that bitch! Use her! Rape her!” her aunt growled as she circled and sapped pictures“ She’s your bitch, Francis! She’s your whore! Your slave! Treat her like it!”


	Gurgling and moaning, Sierra cried out as her hair was yanked back, lifting her chin off the floor. Her eyes were slitted and glassy as the sore the power of her sexual high to greater and greater heights, glorying in the ride, wanting it to never end. Then it did, but first it screamed higher still, and she screamed with it as the orgasm poured over her like a tidal wave and swept her mind away.





* * * * *





	Sierra began spending more time at the loft, posing for more pictures. They weren’t all bondage shots, and most of them did not involve Francis and his wonderful cock. But Sierra found that she was now fascinated by bondage and submission. Her aunt had been right about that. And her fascination was deepening as she experienced more of it.


	Her aunt kept challenging her limits, taunting her, telling her she was a slut and needed to act like one. She kept trying to change how she dressed, wanting her to wear more revealing clothes, but Sierra held fast there, at least outside the loft. In her mind, it was as if the loft was a different world, where different rules of behaviour applied. She could be herself elsewhere, but in the loft, she was a submissive bondage slut.


	But how submissive she was remained to be seen. Her aunt never seemed satisfied, or at least, never seemed to stop trying new things, never seemed to stop testing her submissiveness.


	In another photo shoot with Francis she was, as always, nude, with rough hemp rope binding her arms to her sides. The rope ran below and above her breasts, a dozen loops of it which pinned her arms tightly above the elbow, but left them free below. Not that she could do anything with her upper arms pinned in place.


	Francis was dressed as a street gang member, with a kerchief over his face, sitting on a sofa as she knelt before him, sucking his cock and balls.


	That was when her aunt introduced Paul to the scene. Paul was another black man, much younger than Francis, closer to her own age. He was not as muscular but still very well built, and he walked into the room while she was bent over naked with two thirds of Francis’ cock in her mouth and throat.


	“Look at that white bitch suck cock,” he said.


	The strange voice instantly cut through the heat enveloping her mind, but when she tried to yank her head back she found Francis had her by the hair. She rolled her eyes up and back and saw the young black man walking forward, undoing his belt, then opening his jeans and pulling them down. His cock was not as big as Francis but it was still plenty large.


	“I love raping white girls,” he said as he pulled a kerchief over his face.


	“We all love raping white girls,” Francis growled.


	Sierra moaned around his cock as her aunt moved sideways, snapping pictures.


	She felt the man behind her, then yelped as he slapped her bottom hard.


	“Raise that ass, white girl,” he said. “Spread em.”


	Outraged, mortified, Sierra resisted for long seconds as he rubbed his erection against her wet pussy. Then she gave in, submitted, moaned as she slid her lips back down Francis’ cock and let the other man use her, rape her.


	She groaned in heat and pleasure as his big cock slid into her. She’d had two guys at once before once, but they hadn’t been this big, and she’d been in control. The lack of control made it all different, as the two men ran their hands over her helpless body and ran their cocks in and out of her with deep, hard thrusts.


	The new guy, Paul, was rougher than Francis had ever been, slapping her bottom stingingly, and squeezing her breasts roughly. That only added to Sierra’s excitement, though, as she shuddered to the impact of his hard hips against her buttocks and gloried in the deep, penetrating thrusts.


	And then the third black guy came in; Jerome. Again she felt a rippling shock, thunderstruck by yet another stranger witnessing her naked and having sex. But as if in a dream, she gave way once more, sobbing with pleasure as she mounted Francis, who lay on his back on the sofa, gasping and squealing as Paul forced his cock up her ass, and gurgling weakly as Jerome yanked her hair forward and to the side, and drove every inch of his black cock down her throat.


	The feel of two cocks inside her was something Sierra had never experienced before. Even when she’d done two guys at once she’d taken the second orally. Now she had a big cock up her ass and another in her pussy, and she felt as though her insides were being churned into mush as her slender white body was squeezed between the powerfully muscled black men.


	It was incredible, amazing, and the dark hunger and passion raced out of control through her mind and blood. Orgasm after orgasm paraded across her mind, trampling her inhibitions underneath, crushing any resistance to the sexual use they put her to. It felt, in a way, as though she were stoned, or drunk. She did everything and anything they ordered her to, like an obedient dog, as the three men mauled her and groped her and squeezed, slapped and caressed her, and as they came inside her, and over her, again and again, until she all-but collapsed in a come filled mass of exhausted flesh.


	But of course, they didn’t stop there. That sort of dazed look was exactly what her aunt was looking for in her face, and she moved in closer to snap more pictures, then directed them to untie her and tie her upright once again. 


	This time with her wrists crossed above her head and bound to a hook above, she had two of the black men draw her legs backwards, then up and out wide apart, so she was almost doing the splits. The third, Francis, of course, gripped her hips, and rammed into her for all he was worth, his steely cock like a black spike as he thrust it forward into her gaping pussy again and again, her entire body shuddering violently and non-stop with the harsh rutting.














Chapter Six







	It was the first time she’d had sex with three men at once, but her aunt saw to it it wasn’t the last. In fact, barely a week passed, and she was being gang banged by five men. A month later it was ten. The shock about the latter event was that it wasn’t even for a photo shoot. Her aunt simply handcuffed her, while nude, and led her into the bedroom, pushed her on the bed, grinned, said “have fun,” and then left. 


	Then the men had filed in, licking their lips hungrily as she stared up with wide eyes and red face.  They swarmed over her, laughing and jostling one another, yanking her legs this way and her torso that, plunging their cocks into her as their hands fought for possession of various portions of her anatomy. The gang bang had lasted hours, and left her battered, bruised, and exhausted. Occasionally Francis or her aunt looked in on her, but for the most part she was alone with the ten men, all of them strangers.


	Her aunt seemed almost proud afterwards, leaving Sierra shaking her weary head at what kind of a madwoman would arrange a gang-bang for her niece without even asking her, much less telling her, then handcuff her and leave her alone.


	And what kind of a aunt would take pictures of it to show her afterwards?


	The same kind of aunt, perhaps, who would spent long minutes intricately hog-tying her naked niece into a tight, straining, bowed position, gagged and helpless, and then after taking pictures, forget about her and leave her like that for hours while she ran an errand.


	When she realized what she had done, rather than be sorry, her eyes popped in realization that Sierra now looked deliciously erotic, dazed, and like the perfect “victim” and who, instead of untying her, rushed for her camera and began to snap more pictures.


	“Nothing beats reality,” her aunt would say, was why she liked to snap pictures of Sierra during orgasm. And why Francis and the other “models” gradually began to work pain into their little bondage sections, and increase the pain as the days and weeks went along.


	At first it was just a spanking, then a strapping, a light strapping on the bottom. The strapping grew heavier, though, and became a paddling, which left her bottom on fire. The light flogs on the back became heavier over time, as well, as did the whips.


	The first time her aunt took a hand, Sierra was hanging upside down, legs spread wide. Francis was using the long whip, slicing it in sideways to wrap around her body. 


	Her aunt was moving around her, taking pictures, talking. “Whip that bitch, Francis! Whip the nasty little slut. That’s right. That’s it. You’re teaching her a lesson!”


	Her aunt stepped back, then and picked up a short, heavy flog.. While holding the camera in one hand, she brought the flog down directly across Sierra’s pussy again and again in quick, sharp, painful blows that her squealing into the gag, and her face in the kind of “realistic” anguish which her camera loved.


	“Does it hurt, Sierra?” her aunt asked. “I bet it hurts. You’re having your pussy whipped, Sierra. Does that pussy smart? Does it ache?” she asked, sweeping her arm down again and again.


	She stepped back, snapping more pictures, then had Francis penetrate her with a pair of large, black dildos. He resumed whipping her, intermittently using the dildos, pumping them enthusiastically in and out of her aching, burning holes. And between the two, she climaxed again, a strange, rippling, burning climax that sent her mind spinning into that dark, nasty, kinky place where she reveled in her own victim hood and submissiveness.


	And then, dazed and bleary eyed, she was lowered to the floor, hardly noticing what they were doing as she was untied and then retied. Pain began to impact her weary languorous exhaustion as her arms were forced further and further back behind her, bound tightly from ankle to elbow, her shoulders aching as they were forced painfully far back.


	Her legs were spread wide and her straight arms forced up behind her, bending her at the waist. Cords were tied to her nipple rings, went down through a ring in the floor below her, and up to her clit ring. Then her aunt began to snap pictures. Her aunt moved in once more, this time braiding her hair, pulling it up and back, binding it in cord, and tying the cord do a butt-plug she then pushed into Sierra’s ass.


	More pictures, now as she stood there, gasping, bent over, arms high, bottom pushed out. But not many. Her aunt didn’t like the pose enough. They untied her and her aunt had her don a pair of thigh high stiletto heeled boots, then a pair of shoulder length leather gloves. A black leather corset which squeezed her belly in tightly was laced around her waist, and then they put her back in the exact same position.


	This time her hair was drawn back in a straight pony tail, and there was a big dildo up her ass, the cord tied to her hair wrapped around it. In addition, her face was made up heavily, her lips bright red, her cheeks rouged, her eyes dark. Francis pressed his hips against her for more pictures, then moved before her and took his cock out. That was pushed into her open mouth for more shots.


	As he stood there, however, he began to move, slowly at first, pumping his cock in and out of her mouth, and then pushing it down deep into her throat.


	Francis was dressed, as usual, in black hood and black thong. Her aunt had added heavy black boots, though, and menacing looking black gloves.


	Her aunt, meanwhile, was dressed in leather boots with high heels, leather pants, and a tight leather vest which showed plenty of cleavage. Sierra didn’t even notice what she was doing, really, as she set the camera up on a tripod, and then donned the strap-on dildo and hood. Then she moved into place behind her niece, and slowly worked the dildo into her hot pink pussy.


	The camera snapped on its timer as her aunt began to pump in and out of her.


	Sierra realized what was happening, after a few moments, and felt a little shockwave roll through her. But again, oddly, she didn’t think of it as sex. Her aunt was clearly just doing it for the pictures, and she conceded to herself that they would almost certainly look very hot.


	That didn’t change the fact that her nipples and clit were being pulled and tugged at or that she was bent over, her breasts hanging low, being kneaded and squeezed by a handsome black man, or that his cock was moving easily in and out of her mouth. Now with her aunt doing her, basically fucking her with the dildo, Sierra’s insides swelled with sexual pressure and she climaxed powerfully.


	Then her aunt and Francis changed places, and Sierra gurgled weakly as her aunt forced the big dildo down her throat and Sierra tasted her own pussy cream on its surface.





* * * * *





	As with the gangbang her aunt arranged, though, the sex, or the punishment, was now not always related to her aunt’s photography. Sierra spent a lot of time there, and even began to sleep over. And it became almost understood, simply for happening over and over, and perhaps because Sierra didn’t protest, that her body was available to anyone around the loft who wanted it, for any reason.


	Once she was in the kitchen making a snack and a man she barely knew came in, hugged her from behind, his lips nuzzling the nape of her neck, his hands on her breasts, squeezing and kneading them through the top she was wearing. Then he bent her over, lifted her skirt up, tore off her thong, and entered her right there, firmly holding her wrists pinned behind her neck with one hand while he plunged into her again and again and again.


	Another time she was having a shower, and the door slid open, a stranger came in, and immediately crushed her lips with his as her breasts pillowed out against his hairy chest. Then he was doing her up against the wall, coming inside her, and forcing her down to her knees to suck him erect again.


	Then there was the time she was watching television, simply sitting on the sofa, legs curled up, wearing pajama bottoms and a chemise top. Two men who had been visiting Francis came into the room. One came behind the sofa, gripped her hair in a large hand, and slowly pulled her head up and back over the top of the sofa, pulling her harder so that she gasped in pain and her shoulders raised up across the top of the sofa as the other moved in and tore her pajama bottoms off.


	Then while one stood behind the sofa thrusting into her throat, the other spread her legs, lifted her ankles up and back, and rammed into her from atop her.


	And then there was her aunt Sabrina.


	Her aunt treated her, most of the time, like a photographic subject, and nothing more. She was ruthless in how she exploited her in that way, but aside from when she was taking pictures, she was usually quite friendly. But her aunt took it blithely for granted that Sierra was a submissive slut who needed to be dominated, told her so, and seemed intent on proving it to Sierra.


	Slave training was one of the ways she decided to teach her.


	Sierra was naked, except for metal shackles and collar for this training. Her aunt, meanwhile, was made up in leather from top to bottom, including the stiletto heeled boots, and leather gloves. She had a camera in one hand, and a riding crop in the other as she guided her niece through the various positions she wanted to take pictures of.


	Her voice was cool and brisk, snapping out at her niece as she ordered her into this position, then that one, and she was quick to snap out with the crop, too, bringing it slicing down across Sierra’s bottom or thighs, or even her belly or breasts, when the girl didn’t move swiftly enough into the pose she had ordered.


	The blows stung! And Sierra felt a sense of anxiety in her belly about the crop, and about her aunt, struggling to move faster, throwing herself into the poses quickly so as to avoid the stinging snap of the crop on her aching body. She did not once protest, did not really even think to protest. Instead she simply moved faster, trying her very hardest to assume the pose her aunt ordered as quickly as possible.


	Standing and kneeling, laying down and rolling over, on her knees, on all fours, back arched, back bent forward, bottom raised, bottom flat on the floor. Her aunt shouted instructions and Sierra threw herself into them, gasping and panting for breath at the energy all that hurried movement cost.


	She continued the session with the shackles and collar gone, her arms bound straight back behind her all the way to the elbows with heavy hemp rope, her legs bound tightly together at ankle, thigh and knee. Another rope was around her waist, pulled down sharply by the loops her aunt had run down between her buttocks, and up across her pussy – loops which had pulled up tightly and painfully into her slit by the pressure. 


	“Crawl, you whore!” her aunt demanded, snapping the crop across her bottom. “Crawl across the floor like the slave you are! Wriggle and crawl, slut!”


	She put the crop down hurriedly, snapping pictures as the gasping girl crawled and wriggled on her belly across the floor.


	“More energy! You’re a sex slave! You have to please your master. Crawl on your belly to him!” her aunt demanded.


	Gasping, panting, Sierra crawled as her aunt moved around her and took pictures. Then the woman halted directly in front of her.


	“Show how submissive you are, slut, “her aunt barked, holding the camera to her face as she snapped pictures down at her niece.


	 She paused and took off her boots, then stood them up in place and lay on her own belly, camera to her face.


	“Lick those boots, whore! Sex slave! Run your tongue over the heel! Lick the toes!”


	Moaning, gasping, Sierra did. It didn’t seem to be all that terrible a thing to do. But then her aunt put the boots on again, and ordered her to continue. Sierra did, but now, with her aunt wearing the boots, she felt a new sense of submissive helplessness, a new sense of embarrassment and dark heat and hunger.


	Her tongue licked long slow laps across the top of her aunt’s boot, then along the heel and sides. Her aunt pushed the long, pointy toe into Sierra’s mouth, and she sucked on it as though it were a wide cock. Then her aunt pressed her sharp, stiletto heeled boot down against the back of Sierra’s neck, forcing her cheek against he floor.


	“Lick the floor, slut!’ she barked, the camera snapping as Sierra obeyed.


	She gasped and flinched as her aunt brought a riding crop down on her bottom.


	“Raise that bottom. Keep it high,” she called, slashing the crop down again with stinging force.


	She squatted down, putting the camera on the floor as she removed the chains from Sierra’s ankle shackles.


	“Spread your legs, little whore. Spread them for your master to mount you!” she called, grabbing the camera and drawing back.


	She snapped more pictures, standing and moving behind her, then put her boot on Sierra’s bottom, letting the stiletto heel slowly drive down into her anal opening as she snapped pictures.


	“That’s it, slave girl. Keep that ass high. Keep those legs wide. You’ll do anything you’re told, won’t you, slave. You’re a submissive little sex toy.”


	She donned a strap-on, and then knelt behind where the panting girl was kneeling, fit the round nose to her dripping pussy, and thrust forward. 


	Sierra groaned, then gasped as her aunt grasped her hair and yanked her head back. Her hips worked in and out hard and fast, punching the big dildo into Sierra’s belly with aching force.


	Her aunt had used a strap-on before, briefly, for the sake of pictures she’d taken. But the camera sat on the floor now, and this was not for effect. Sierra slowly grasped that, and slowly sensed a change, something different in what was being done to her. The hard, steady thrusting into her pussy, though, did not allow her dazed mind to really come to terms with it as her orgasm neared.


	Then her aunt pulled out, still clutching Sierra’s hair. She yanked the girl up to her knees and pulled her around to face her. Then the slick dildo was pushed into her open, gasping mouth, and Sierra moaned weakly, eyes rolling up at the woman as the dildo slid deeper into her mouth, then plunged further down into her throat. 


	She gasped and choked weakly as her aunt gripped her hair tightly and pulled her lips up the length of the shaft, pulled her forward until her nose was grinding against her leather covered pubic bone, until her entire face was jammed against her aunt’s abdomen.


	“Slave,” her aunt growled excitedly, “Nasty, slutty little fuck toy. Swallow my cock, sex slave. Swallow every inch!”


	Her aunt, Sierra dimly realized, was aroused. She didn’t think she’d ever seen her aunt aroused, for all her talk of a wild sex life. Then her aunt pulled the dildo out of her throat and mouth, abruptly releasing her hair and flinging the girl backwards to lay gasping on the floor.


	Before she understood what was happening her aunt was squatting over her, and she no longer wore the leather trousers. Her pussy was as clean of pussy hair as Sierra’s own, and she pressed it firmly against her niece’s mouth as she grasped her hair once more and pulled her face in hard.


	“Lick,” she growled.


	In all the pictures her aunt had taken, all the kinky sexual games she had laid on for Sierra, she had never brought in another woman. Sierra had thus never actually performed oral sex on a woman before. Now she licked helplessly as her aunt ground her pussy down against her mouth, reaching back to slap her bare breasts whenever dissatisfied. 


	She rode Sierra’s face to an orgasm, then stood, all-but dragging the girl to her knees before her, and began a tutorial in how to lick pussy, punctuated by slaps to the head and stinging pulls on her hair as she guided Sierra’s tongue up and down and into her pussy.


	Sierra licked and sucked until her jaw muscles were so weak she could lick no more. Her aunt then used a small pincer to tug her tongue forward, and pierced it with a sharp needle.


	Sierra spent most of that night sitting awkwardly on her heels, her knees spread wide and bound in place, impaled on a pair of fat dildos. Her arms were bound tightly back behind her to the elbows, and her head was tilted up and back, her tongue ring now pulled up and forward by a chain.


	She was not entirely happy about this turn of events, but it occurred to her that, first, she had never said no, never indicated she did not want to have sex with a woman, much less with her aunt, and second, that her aunt had simply assumed she would do whatever she was told – and she had.


	Nor did she feel any great desire to put a stop to it. When it came to sex, she realized, she really was something of a submissive, drifting on the winds of whatever anyone desired, accepting whatever they wanted to do to their body, no matter who they were.


	The next day, her aunt made her crawl again, made her twist and pose and kneel and grovel and degrade herself. Sierra licked her boots, then licked and sucked on her toes, then she was bound tightly and given further instruction in how to please a woman sexually, her aching tongue thrusting up deep into her Aunt’s pussy, and swirling back and forth across her engorged clitoris.


	She got an hour to rest, in a cage, then two hard-faced women came for her. They were in their thirties, somewhat muscular, though pretty, with shaved skulls. Sierra looked up from the cage at them with something like fright in her eyes – dully recorded by her aunt, snapping pictures.


	The two women sneered down at her.


	“Look at this nasty little het slut,” one said.


	“I think she needs to be punished,” said the other.


	They dragged her out, making her crawl like a dog up the hall to her aunt’s studio. Then she had to lick their feet and ankles before the women split up, one sitting down and pulling Sierra’s face into her groin, the other donning a strap-on, and mounting Sierra from behind.


	Sierra wasn’t at all sure she liked this, and yet, it did not really occur to her to say no. It did not really occur to her to even question whether she ought to say no. She simply did as she was told, gasping and moaning as her breasts were slapped and groped, her nipples pinched, her hair pulled, and the big strap-on rammed into her aching pussy.


	The two lesbians spent three hours with her, riding her face, grinding their pussies against her own, using various strap-ons and vibrators on her, and punishing her with various whips and flogs as her aunt snapped pictures.


	Despite a lack of much sexual interest in women Sierra found herself becoming deeply aroused, her pussy bubbling with lust and excitement as the woman used and abused her. And she realized that it wasn’t merely that she accepted being dominated and abused and degraded, it was that she got off on being dominated, abused and degraded, something she had always sort of known but spent little time thinking about.


	But with her face jammed into one of the lesbian women’s pussies, and the other slowly working her fist in and out of Sierra’s aching pussy, pumping her towards the massive orgasm which soon exploded within her, Sierra could no longer hide even from herself, just how much of a submissive bondage slut she had become.


	And then came the piece de resistance. The two lesbians helped her stand, and put a noose around her throat. They adjusted the rope so it was tight around her throat, as Sierra stood on the balls of her feet, her ankles trembling.


	Her aunt took picture after picture as one of the lesbians took a small vibrator shaped like a half egg, and spread aside the rope digging into Sierra’s pussy, wedging it in at the top of her clit. The batteries were wedged into the loop around her back, and the wire hidden under the ropes. When she turned it on, Sierra shuddered at the powerful vibrator as it thrummed away against her aching clitoris.


	“Come for me, slut,” her aunt said, snapping pictures. “Come for your lesbian mistress! Nasty little whore, filthy little sex slave. Come for me, Sierra. Come for your mistress!”


	And, helplessly aroused, her body trembling and shaking, Sierra did.


	Her aunt pressed a button, and the rope attached to her noose pulled slowly up, lifting her right off her toes to dangle there in mid-air.


	The rope, needless to say, crushed in tight around her throat, and her eyes bulged helplessly as her breathing was all-but cut off. Yet at the same time, the orgasm was storming through her mind and body, and would not be denied. Sierra gurgled and twisted and writhed, dancing in mid-air, wave after wave of pleasure burning through her body and mind.


	The rope around her throat redoubled that orgasm. The power and intensity of it was even more powerful, so powerful she thought she was going to die – and didn’t care. She danced and trembled and shook and spasmed there on the end of the rope, hanging above the floor, incredible sensations of intense orgiastic pleasure washing over her in waves with every frantic beat of her heart.


	Her head was pounding, her chest burning for lack of air as she swung helplessly on the end of the noose, her entire body trembling and shaking as the massive orgasm continued to tear through her nervous system. The world swirled around her and black dots danced before her eyes. And still she didn’t care, enveloped in the crackling sexual firestorm of orgasm.


	And then, slowly, it receded, and left her dazed and gurgling weakly, eyes glassy as she went still, her feet twitching as she hung just above the floor.


	Her aunt continued to dart from place to place, hurriedly snapping pictures of her, then finally ran to the wall and lowered her to her feet – then her knees. Gasping, Sierra fell forward onto her belly, then rolled onto her back, chest heaving as she gulped in desperate breaths of sweet air.


	“Beautiful! Incredible,” her aunt said, gleefully.














Chapter Seven







	All of this could not help but have an effect on her psyche, on her personality, on her behaviour. Yet she did not outwardly change her habits or even her style of dress outside of the loft. When she went to work for Bitterman-Jones they found her dignified, her clothing stylish and attractive, and her behaviour restrained, tactful and yet confident.


	Graduating from college, even community college, brought her the house her grandfather had left in his will.  Now she had a house, had a nice car, was making decent money, and had a nice, and growing wardrobe. As for her sex life, it remained frenetic and confused. Nothing in it was in the least romantic, but on the other hand she couldn’t honestly call it casual sex either. It was too wickedly, wildly exciting for that.


	If the people at Bitterman-Jones had had a clue about the tenth part of her sex life they’d have been shocked, appalled, and no doubt she would be looking for another job. So she made sure not to confide in any of them with regard to her sex life or lack thereof. A few of the younger women talked to her, occasionally, about their sex lives, and Sierra was amazed at her drab and dull they made it sound. She rather doubted any of them had ever been dangled upside down by the ankles while being whipped, or gang-banged by a dozen men, or made to masturbate with dildos while a crowd looked on.


	Her lifestyle was wildly different than any “normal” girls, and yet she had come to think of it almost as normal. At least, emotionally. Intellectually she knew just how different, how kinky and nasty it was, and had a pretty good idea what people would think about it, and her, if they found out.


	Her aunt had, from time to time, tried to persuade her to attend gallery showings which included her pictures, but she had always adamantly declined. She had no intention of standing around near those pictures while people walked around looking at them – and at her – and at them – and at her.


	It was strange to think she still had any pride left to her about her body, but while she had had sex with a lot of people, those people themselves were – involved, and that greatly reduced the embarrassment she would have otherwise felt. To have “normal people” fully clothed, standing around in a gallery of some sort, looking at her, naked, in the midst of sex and orgasm, well, that was something she didn’t really think she wanted to expose herself to.


	Of course, submissives don’t get a lot of choice in things. And the more sexually submissive she became, the less her aunt, or anyone else, sought her opinion, much less her permission, before doing things to her body.


	Her aunt would tell her how to pose, and she would pose that way. Men, and now women, would take her sexually, and she would accept their use of her body without even thinking about it. And that became almost second nature to her as the months, and then years went by.


	And then, her aunt brought her to the house of a rich man. She had told her only that she wanted to do a photo shoot. Sierra was dressed in a long, silk dress, with no underwear beneath.


	The house was enormous, and fascinated Sierra. She cocked her head back, looking up at the huge chandelier in the entrance hall even as her aunt shackled her wrists together behind her back.


	And then she met a man. He was of middle years, with dark hair and beard, and he smiled greasily at Sierra in a way which made her heart start to thump as she dropped her eyes. Her wrists pulled instinctively against the shackles, but of course, could not pull free.


	“I am so pleased to meet you at last, Sierra,” he said. “I’ve seen many of your pictures.”


	“And purchased several,” her aunt said, pulling back on Sierra’s hair, forcing her head up and back.


	“Yes, and wanted to take pictures of myself for some time. I have a few treasured fantasies I would like to capture on film.”


	“I volunteered to do it for him,” her aunt said with a smile. “He has a very dark imagination, and I think they’ll make excellent pictures.


	She undid the catch behind Sierra’s neck, and the silk dress slipped down past her shoulders to her chest, then fell to her waist, exposing her bare breasts and ringed nipples. She blushed a little as the man, still unnamed, reached out and grasped her breasts in his hands, cupping and squeezing them as he stared into her eyes.


	Her aunt tugged the fabric of her dress loose and it fell to her ankles, and then she was collared and led forward by a leash held by the bearded man, led down a dark corridor, and then down a narrow flight of stairs, nude, shackled, heart pounding, and her pussy already starting to pulse with eager anticipation.





* * * * *





The room was round, the walls of unpainted stone blocks. The only light came from the flickering flames of candle sconces placed all along the walls six feet off the floor. The floor was of polished marble, which reflected the light of the flames circling her. Sierra stood in the exact center of the room, her bare feet flat against the cool marble. Her lithe young body stretched up above her, her arms high and straight, her wrists pressed together by six loops of black rope encircling them, and three more which pulled up tight between them.


Her body seemed to glow as the flames danced around her, her skin a dark gold and orange. The shadows and light picked out the contours of her body, its rounded curves and soft angles. Her full breasts were somewhat flattened by her stretched stance, but sat exquisitely firm and high atop her slender chest. Her belly, normally flat, and now almost concave as the soft flesh over her ribs was pulled taut.


Her dark red hair glistened in the light, strands of red shining amid the darker chestnut as it fell down alongside her head, squeezed in by her arms in back, and slid across her angled shoulders and down her back. Her eyes blinked softly. Nothing could be seen of her mouth and little of her jaw.


A black strap three inches wide circled her head, covering her mouth, her upper lip, and much of her jaw. Yet her one could discern that her chin was low, as if her mouth, behind the strap, was opened fairly wide. As indeed it was. The strap was attached to a dildo gag, a large one, which at the moment filled her mouth, pressing her tongue down flat, squeezing against the roof of her mouth, its rounded head perched precariously at the entrance to her throat, causing her to swallow repeatedly, and cough from time to time.


Excitement – and some anxiety -  helped speed her breathing, and her chest fluttered a little, rising and falling, her breasts quivering very lightly as she stood there so still, so straight, so naked, in the center of the room. 


She moved her head a little, first to one side, then the other. She pulled her head back with a grunt, having to pull against the arms rising up behind it, looking upwards towards her bound wrists. Her head lowered then, noting how stiff and hard her nipples were, sitting at the center of the puffy pink circles of her swollen areolas. Neat gold rings pierced both nipples, perfect circles the size of silver dollars, resting against the center of each breast.





	Her nipples ached, but in a deliciously hot, throbbing way. They were excited, thrusting up and out, tasting the slightest breeze which drifted past them, hard little pink eraserheads which longed to be touched, to be stroked and caressed.


	Her clitoris was also erect and throbbing. The hood had drawn back, and her clit was easily visible at the top of her swollen sex lips. The pale skin surrounding her pussy smooth, taut, the lips stretched out tautly to the sides around the base of a foot long dildo which had been driven deep into her belly.


	The bottom inch of that dildo could be seen still protruding from her body, squeezed between her thighs held so tightly together by the six loops of black rope circling her thighs just above and below her knees. Lower down, six more loops circled her ankles, redundant, but effective nonetheless.


	Her wrists were bound to a hook which was attached to a chain overhead. The chain disappeared into a hole in the roof, and now there was a soft, distant rumble of sound, as of a motor being worked, and the chain pulled slowly up.


	Sierra gasped with excitement and anxiety as her wrists were pulled up higher, another inch, two, three, and then stopped. She was forced onto the balls of her small, pale feet now, her body still taut and stretched out. From behind, her bottom was now raised and elevated, taut, firm and round, lifted invitingly. Her anus was now visible, had someone been there to see, though in fact, her anus, like her pussy, was stretched out around a large and thick dildo which had been driven deep into her bowels. 


	Her buttocks were squeezed tightly against the base of that dildo, locking it securely in place as she stood there. She could feel the pressure of the hard round dildo between her buttocks, just as she could feel the other one being squeezed hard between her thighs. Her eyes blinked again, repeatedly, and her breathing began to quicken.


	Sierra’s ankles were trembling as she stood in place. She was starting to sweat now, for the air was close in the round stone room and the candles, dozens of them, were heating the room. She was also exerting considerable effort keeping herself on the balls of her feet, and her breathing was coming more rapidly.


	The door opened, and a bearded man entered. Sierra blinked from under the long bangs spilling down across her forehead, anxiously awaiting whatever he intended to do.


	The photo session had taken several hours, and the bearded man had sometimes directed, sometimes touched her body, but for the most part, had simply watched as her aunt posed her in ways she supposed he had requested.


	And then her aunt had left, gone home, and left her there, with him, the bearded man, a man whose name she still didn’t know, a complete stranger. She had left her alone, naked and bound, with a little knowing smirk as she exited.


	The whip was a long one. The wooden body of it was perhaps two feet in length. The long, supple leather of the whip itself extended six feet or more beyond. Sierra swallowed repeatedly as the bearded man moved slowly around her, circling her on soft soled shoes, looking at her from under heavy lidded eyes. His shadow slid across her body again and again as it passed between her and the candles on the wall.


	He came around in front of her, stopped, and even though he was very close she could only make out a shadowy face, backlit by the candles. One of his hands reached out, pressed flat against her belly, then slid slowly but firmly up across her breast. He caressed the rounded form of her breast for a few seconds, then hooked a finger through the ring and pulled.


	Sierra made a pain sound as the ring pulled her nipple outward, stretching it tautly, and she arched her back, gulping in air, rising onto her toes, gurgling around the thick penis gag filling her mouth.


	The man released the ring and the silver fell back against her skin as Sierra gratefully sank back onto the balls of her feet.


	The man moved around her again, and she stiffened as she felt his hand on her bottom, again, firmly stroking and caressing her soft skin, enjoying the tactile pleasure of touching her downy flesh. His fingers kneaded her bottom briefly, then pushed in beneath and between her buttocks, pushing up against the base of the dildo protruding from her anal opening. 


	Sierra gasped at the additional pressure, but the dildo could go no further, and cramps pierced her belly.


	The man stepped back, and then let the long whip unfurl. He swung it back and forth rapidly, and the whip hissed menacingly as it cut through the air. He drew his arm back, and then swung quickly. The whip hissed anew, and then cut across Sierra’s slender back with a shockwave of aching heat. More; it circled her chest just below her breasts, then circled it again, so that a long, round burning sting cut into her body and caused her to gasp into the gag.


	With the flick of his wrist, the man pulled back sharply. The whip, wrapped twice around Sierra’s chest, yanked her like a top, spinning her around twice so that she almost lost her balance. She stumbled to a stop, her back still to the bearded man, and the whip hissed again, slicing across her back once more, lower now, snapping into the softness of her waist and belly. And again he yanked back, and Sierra spun about, gasping.


	He swung again, and this time the whip circled her high, across her shoulders, laying a red line of fire across her taut breasts as it circled her and pulled in tight. Another yank, and she twisted again, gasping, moaning, trying to hold her position.


	Again and again the whip sliced into her, circling her with thin red lines, and setting her spinning and twisting. The pain rose now, for her skin was becoming more sensitive with repeated blows. She was sweating, her skin starting to glisten. She became more and more disoriented as she spun and spun again, gasping, moaning, light-headed.


	Dozens of thin red lines circled her from breasts to bottom now, and her eyes were starting to shine with unshed tears. The whip curled across her upper body again and again, slicing into the tender, sensitive flesh of her breasts, and the throbbing, swollen buttons of her nipples.


	And then she felt his fist in her thick hair, which was now tangled. She cried out as he yanked back cruelly, forcing her head back through her arms, back sharply so that her breasts thrust out more tautly. His other hand plunged down between her legs, three fingers jamming against the base of the dildo there and thrusting up, his thumb, gnarled and old, rubbing savagely across her swollen clitoris.


	Sierra’s eyes widened, then her hips began to buck helplessly, spastically, a roaring, surging flood tide of sensations exploding up from her groin, sweeping through her belly and chest, overwhelming her mind. Convulsions wracked her taut, glistening frame as the orgasm surged through her nervous system, and she gurgled in animal pleasure, eyes narrowed to slits now as the orgasm roared within her.


	There was no room within her for another inch of hard, thick latex cock, but somehow, he found the room, and forced the dildo that extra inch upwards into the depths of her belly so that its base was now flush with her opening. He continued to grind his thumb against her clitoris as her hips bucked and jerked frenetically, and only when her movements began to soften, and then her body went limp, did he pull his hand away, release her hair, and leave the room.


	There was a distant sound, and the rope pulled upwards. Sierra moaned weakly, head hanging back suspended entirely by her wrists now, her toes quivering an inch above the floor.


	He smiled, and then left the room, leaving her there, hanging, moaning softly, her body aching, her skin aflame. Seconds became minutes, and the minutes dragged on to hours. Sierra became so exhausted she could hardly think, could hardly breath, for hanging suspended by the wrists required her to work the muscles of her arms, just a little, in order to raise herself up, just a little. And she was fast approaching the point at which she could no longer do that.


	Covered in sweat, her hair damp, tangled and matted against her skull, she hung dazedly, eyes slitted and glassy. She hardly noticed the door opening, the bearded man entering, the whip in his hand.





* * * * *





	“Good morning, Sierra. How many I help you?” 	Lloyd Grayson was a tyrant who ruled over the scores of law clerks assigned to him with a ruthless and unforgiving hand. But he smiled welcomingly as Sierra stepped into his office. He admired Sierra Brian. He admired her efficiency, admired her grace, and admired her beauty. But more importantly, he feared her, or rather, feared her boss. Whatever Sierra wanted, Sierra got, if it was within his ability to provide it.


	“Ms. Cooper would like a leather special presentation binder to be given to the partners at the next meeting,” she said. “Janice tells me that she can’t order such binders without your permission.”


	She raised an eyebrow slightly, and Grayson gave a quick smile. “We do try and keep a standard supply of stock, including binders, but of course,  if Ms. Cooper wants a special binder then we’ll order it at once. I’ll tell Janice.”


	“Thank you, Mr. Grayson,” she said, turning and walking smoothly out of the office.


	It never really caused her to wonder how she could be so assertive here at work, yet a complete submissive in her sex life. Sierra was an assertive and confident person – except when it came to sex. She was proud, but not overly proud, confident of her abilities, and took some measure of pleasure in how well-respected she was and how much trust her boss put in her.


	Even in sex, she had come to realize, it wasn’t really that she wasn’t assertive or confident. She simply enjoyed being dominated, being degraded, being used ruthlessly. And so it wasn’t so much that she submitted to the will of others as that she wanted to submit to the will of others. The difference was quite sharp, and it explained how she could let her aunt give her to Donovan James, the bearded man who had whipped and bound her for an entire weekend, without protest, and yet be firm and confident when dealing with people like Grayson.


	And somehow, that all worked – as long as she kept her work completely separate from her home life. And she fully intended to do that. 


	Her aunt, however, had different ideas.


	It wasn’t that she wanted to ruin Sierra’s career. It was more that she took little notice of it, and certainly didn’t care about it. Working as a “secretary” for a lawyer was not a career, as far as she was concerned anyway. She despised lawyers, despised anyone who wore a suit.


	Her aunt had been toying with the idea of a web site.


	Donovan James was not the only one of her wealthy clients who wanted to see more of Sierra. And was willing to pay for it. Her niece’s beautiful, doe-eyed face and lithe young body had inspired an awful lot of interest among those for whom money was so plentiful it could almost be thrown away without counting.


	A very – elite – web site, her aunt thought, which charged quite a bit for membership. There were many who were scandalized by her pictures, but despite that, deeply interested in them. They would never dare hang such pictures on the walls of their homes and offices, but in the privacy of their den or office, would be more than interested in pulling up pictures – and why not – videos – of Sierra on their computers.


	And so she had begun experimenting with camcorders, with video, exploring how to use video in an erotic and artistic way to expose the lush delights of her submissive niece.


	There was considerably more danger such things would get out onto the broader internet, of course, than there had been with her prints. But if she charged enough for the site, it would discourage those most likely to repost things in public areas. And if she didn’t bother to advertise, then most of her customers would be the more upscale and discriminating elites who perused her pictures at galleries.


	There would also be quite a bit of money in it, she mused. Hundreds of people went to her gallery shows, but only a few would be willing to hang such pictures where others could see. Many more would want to see them, though, and see videos.


	Her aunt didn’t bother to tell Sierra about her decision, nor even that she was taking videos. Sierra took little notice of the cameras during their photo sessions. She would be most unlikely to realize the cameras were taking videos.


	And so, one day, she got a visit from Kyle Ferguson, one of the very junior partners. He was only a partner because his uncle was George Bitterman, and was not noted for any particular expertise aside from sucking up to the senior partners. He had made some effort at seducing Sierra when he’d first started work at the firm, much to the amusement of those who heard of it. Sierra had little time for the thin, callow youth, as she thought of him. In fact, he was three years older than she, but quite immature in his attitude and behaviour.


	Ellen was away sick that day, and Sierra simply raised an eyebrow when Ferguson walked – one might say, slithered – into the outer office and closed the door behind him.


	“Yes, Mr. Ferguson,” she said blandly.


	“Hi there, Sierra,” he said, all oily charm. “I understand Ellen is away today, and I was hoping you would review something for me. It will only take a minute.”


	“Of course,” she said, wondering what he was after.


	He thrust a small portable drive at her and she took it, pushing it into her computer’s usb port. The only file on it was not a document, however, and she looked up at him suspiciously.


	“Go ahead. I’m quite sure you’ll want to see it,” he said.


	She clicked on it, and brought up a scene she well-remembered.


	Sierra was nude in the video which filled the screen, the quality of the image quite clear and crisp and bright. Her wrists were shackled together above her head and held there by a thick chain. She was straddling a gray stone block which had been placed in the middle of a room. The walls were shrouded by black curtains.


	A stone dildo was sitting in the center of that stone block, sculpted by Francis, and cemented in place.


	It was quite large, quite thick, and half buried in her naked pussy.


	Her aunt had brought her to the brink of orgasm repeatedly, with her tongue, fingers, and a vibrator then denied it to her, with ice and pain. Sierra was frazzled, gasping, her skin flushed, a sheen of sweat covering her. Her ankles were chained to the sides of the stone block as she slowly sank down onto the big dildo, groaning in pleasure as it pushed deeper into her pussy.


	She sank down almost all the way, gasping now in pain, for it was so deep, so achingly deep inside her. Then she gave a little cry of pain, eyes going wide, as she took the last inch inside her. She arched back, moaned, groaned, eyes fluttering in heat and pain. Then she slowly pushed herself up – up – up, the stone dildo a darker color now as it was covered in her moisture.


	Her movements became quicker, and the video slowed down, artistically, to watch in slow motion as she rode up and down the dildo. 


	Sierra’s face coloured as she watched the video, and her eyes were transfixed as her mind swirled with confusion and shock. She hadn’t even known her aunt had taken videos, hadn’t known videos of her even existed. Watching herself like this would have been a shock regardless of circumstances, but watching it at work, while a smirking Kyle Ferguson looked down at her, was far worse.


	The video image of her cried out again and again as the orgasm long denied her finally burst forth, and Sierra’s hand darted out, snapping off the video.


	“Oh but that was the best part,” Kyle said, “The climax of the video, so to speak.”


	“Where did you get this?” she asked quietly, cheeks red.


	“A web site I joined, a web site with a whole gallery of pictures and videos of you, Sierra,” he said with a leering smirk. “I knew you were hot, but I had no idea how hot. What gorgeous tits you have, and those rings, well, how do you hide them at work?” 	“Get out,” she said.


	“Or what? Or you’ll tell Ellen? Oh I don’t think you want to do that,” he said with a leer. “But there’s no real need for Ellen to see this, or any of the even more interesting videos and pictures I have.”


	He bent over, and his fingers slid through the bangs across her forehead. 


	She brushed his fingers away angrily.


	“I had no idea how much a girl could come while being fucked in the ass,” he said.


	“What do you want?”


	“Can’t you guess?”


	She glared at him. “You want to fuck me.”


	He grinned. “Don’t worry. I’ll pay for it.”


	“I’m not a prostitute.”


	“Of course you are. The web site offers private “sessions” with you for ten thousand dollars an evening. You might be an expensive whore, but you’re still a whore, Sierra.”


	She stared at him in confusion.


	“Of course, I don’t want you for a whole evening, just for a half hour or so,” he said, “So my fee will be a good deal lower.”


	He gripped her hair suddenly and pulled her to her feet. Still confused about how to react, what to do, Sierra didn’t fight him as he led her into the inner office and closed the door behind him, then caught her from behind, his hands coming up under her breasts, squeezing tightly.


	“Strip,” he growled. “Let’s see those beautiful tits of yours, Sierra.”


	He moved back with a smirk, and Sierra shrugged off her jacket. Until she decided what to do, she would simply have to go along with him. What was this web site? How many videos and pictures? What kind? And how could she keep him silent about it?


	“Not like that. Strip, dance,” he ordered, turning on the radio and finding an appropriate station. “Strip!”


	Blushing, Sierra obeyed, doing a strip tease, removing her clothing a piece at a time as she danced seductively – like her aunt had taught her, she realized. She felt a wave of embarrassment as she bared her breasts to him, then her bottom and pussy. 


	He made her crawl to him on all fours, then suck his cock while on her knees.


	“That’s it, bitch,” he gasped, standing above her, gripping her hair. “Blow me. Fucking stuck-up whore! Not so snotty now, are you? Fucking slut. Swallow my cock, bitch. You know how. I’ve seen it!”


	He plunged into her throat, pulling her in hard and tight against him, then pulled back, gasping, and shot his semen into her face. He laughed in delight, then tied her wrists together behind her back and had her suck and lick him erect again.


	With a gasp, she rose to her feet as he pulled on her hair, and then she was belly down across Ellen’s desk as he took his belt out and began to slash it down across her bottom with hard, excited blows that had her gritting her teeth and gasping in pain.


	Then he entered her, thrusting deep, rutting wildly as his hands raced over her body. His hips pounded against her upturned buttocks as he rammed his cock into her again and again, and it didn’t take long before he came a second time and emptied himself into her belly.


	“You’re gonna be my bitch now, Sierra,” he said, doing up his pants. “You’re going to suck and fuck me and whoever I want from now on, or else I’m going to show these videos to everyone you know.”


	Her aunt had the grace to look embarrassed when Sierra confronted her, but then she spoiled it by rolling her eyes.


	“Just quit that shitty job,” she said. “You’re not making much money anyway compared to what – .” Her voice trailed off.


	Sierra glared at her. “Compared to what you’re charging men to fuck me?” 	“I saved that money for you!” her aunt said quickly. “It’s in a special account!”


	“You turned me into a prostitute!”


	“Oh fuck, Sierra, you like fucking, why would you argue when the guy fucking you gives you money afterwards? Don’t you see!? The fact you didn’t even know you were being paid for it means you’re not a prostitute at all!”


	“You were charging me to fuck me! How can that be anything other than prostitution?!”


	“Since you didn’t know, it wasn’t prostitution. If the police came, the fact you didn’t know would be a perfect defense. So you see, it wasn’t prostitution, at least, not for you.”


	“And if I take the money you saved for me? What then?” 	Her aunt rolled her eyes again. “It’s like being paid to breathe. You have to breathe anyway. Why would you object to someone giving you money to breathe?!”


	She went to a cupboard and opened a drawer, then took out a bank card and handed it to Sierra. “There’s eighty thousand dollars in that account,” she said. “From eight sessions with er, my uhm, clients.”


	Sierra was impressed by the money, but it did little to ease her anger.


	“How many people have seen these videos? Where are they? I want to see them myself!”


	“Well, the web site has two hundred members, give or take,” her aunt said. “They pay a hundred dollars a month for membership. We keep it much higher than other places to discourage the common riff-raff.”


	Sierra blinked at her. “You’re getting twenty thousand dollars a month for this thing!?” 	Her aunt grinned. “Yeah! Amazing, isn’t it?” 	“And I am getting how much of this exactly?” Sierra snapped.


	Her aunt made a wry face. “Well, I mean, I am the artist. You just pose. You do get your modeling fees, after all.”


	“How long has this web site been operating?”


	“Uhm, about, well, seven months now.”


	“A hundred and forty thousand dollars?”


	“I suppose it would only be proper to give you a share,” her aunt said reluctantly.


	Sierra’s eyes narrowed and she leaned forward. “All of it,” she snapped.


	“What!? No way. You’re just a model!”


	“Really? Try continuing your web site without me! And you can stop taking pictures of me, too!” she snapped, turning away.


	“Wait! Wait! Okay, let’s not be hasty,” her aunt said, grabbing her arm.


	Sierra shrugged her arm away and folded both across her chest, glowering at the woman.


	Her aunt sighed. “Tell you what, I’ll cut you in for half. I do a lot of work, too, you know.”


	“Oh really? Like to change places?”


	Her aunt snorted. “People don’t want to see me – .” 	“Why not? You’re a beautiful woman still. I bet your fans would love to see you again. In fact, I insist on it.”


	Her aunt stared at her, mouth open.


	“I want all of it so far, and fifty percent from now on. And I want you to star in a video that will be posted on the web site. We can call it, the Sierra’s Revenge.”


	Her aunt made a face, but Sierra could see that she was interested. “What kind of video?” 	














Chapter Eight







Sierra was really not a very good actress. Her videos were wildly exciting to those who saw them because she wasn’t acting at all. And that was clear and obvious.





	But Kyle was not the most discerning or perceptive of people. And her aunt was considerably better and more persuasive as she invited him over to her loft to discuss “issues of concern”


	Only his sheer arrogance persuaded him to come, along with the thought of more sex, of course. Sierra had bet that he knew what her aunt looked like, perhaps having attended one of the gallery openings where her aunt was always dressed in slinky, revealing outfits.


	Her aunt met him in tight, low riding white trousers and a tight, cropped white top. Not coincidentally, Sierra was wearing tight, low riding black trousers and a cropped black top. Their hair was brushed in an identical fashion so their resemblance to each other was even more clear.


	Sierra was betting on Kyle’s perversion to get him to ignore any danger or thought of danger at having sex in the loft of a bondage photographer.


	She had to admire her aunt’s acting abilities, though. The woman did her best to seduce Kyle, batting her eyelashes, flirting outrageously as she all but begged him not to “expose” her dear niece to the people at work, and tried to persuade him to not do anything else at work which would endanger her, or cause others to suspect something was going on between them.


	“I don’t know,” he said with an arrogant smirk,” I think it would make me look pretty good at work to be the man who finally conquered the ice queen here. “ 	“But it wouldn’t make Ellen happy,” Sierra said, trying for the same wheedling tone her aunt was using.


	“That’s true,” he said. “Of course, if I could be assured I could get to sample the merchandise outside of work, that might be persuasive.” 	“Oh but Mr. Ferguson,” her aunt protested in a delicate, feminine whine. “She’s just a young girl. Surely you wouldn’t want to take advantage of the poor child.” 	“Poor child,” he snorted. “I’ve seen her videos, remember. She’s a little nympho. In fact, I understand you used to model yourself.”


	“Oh, when I was young,” her aunt said, demurely dropping her eyes. “But I’m too old for that sort of thing now, sir.”


	“Oh I don’t know. I think you’re pretty fucking hot,” Kyle said, eyes flicking down onto the tight front of her straining tank top.


	“Do you really think so?” her aunt asked, giggling a little, and blushing.


	“Yeah. Well, I mean, I’m sure you’d be just as hot as Sierra. Of course, I’d have to see the two of you together to be sure.”


	His eyes narrowed and a feral leer appeared on his face.


	Soon her aunt, and then Sierra  as well, were naked and at his feet, their wrists bound together behind their backs as they sucked his cock and balls. Then he pulled them off him and made them kiss each other, and then suck on each others’ breasts. He put them into a sixty nine, then, and had them lick each other’s pussy while he sat back, squeezing his cock and staring with rapt attention. Slowly, his hand began to pump up and down, and he exploded as the two women moaned softly and licked each other’s hot, wet slits.


	He strapped Sierra’s bottom, then, and then, with her aunt cooing and massaging him and making suggestions, they got the naked man pressed against the desk, got shackles around his wrists, and got him leaning forward across it. Sierra lay back on the desk as he licked her pussy, and then her aunt, who had hurriedly donned the costume of a nun, spanked his bottom with a ruler.


	Sierra rolled off the desk for a few precious seconds, then crawled underneath, reached up, and began to pump her hand on his throbbing cock as her aunt slapped his bottom and made him say he was a bad boy.


	Her aunt put a blindfold over his eyes, and then Francis came in and replaced her, swinging the ruler against his bottom and leering. Francis was all-but naked, his leather thong bulging suggestively. 


	Francis, it turned out, was bisexual. And if the video of Kyle masturbating and coming on his own hands wasn’t good enough, nor the one of him being spanked by a nun, then what followed certainly was.


	Sierra had no need of pleasing him at the office any longer, nor did she have to worry about him letting the videos in his possession out. But with the money now in her account, and the money which was now rolling in, it seemed almost pointless to continue working at the law firm.


	Ellen was sorry to see her go, but pleased that she was now going to an ivy league university. And taking law.


	And so Sierra went back to school. She was only twenty two, after all, and an ivy league university was a lot different than a junior college. She continued to pose in videos and for pictures for her aunt, and her submissive nature continued whenever she was at her aunt’s loft. Indeed, her aunt took numerous opportunities to punish her for the blackmail her niece had worked on her, caning, paddling, flogging and whipping her relentlessly over the following weeks – and getting it all on video, of course.


	Yet she followed through with her side of the bargain. The video of them together, sucking Kyle’s cock, suitably edited, appeared on their web site. Some of the members were a little put off by incestuous sex, but others were wildly thrilled, and there were so many calls for more that the two appeared in a number of pictures and videos together.


	The most popular of them, oddly, had Sierra dominating her aunt, rather than the other way around. And so, for the first time, Sierra got to experience that end of the bdsm relationship, got to tie her aunt up, to whip her, and then to use the strap-on to ride her gasping, moaning, whip-marked aunt into orgasm.


	She still led a double life. Now, though, she portrayed the studious law student. She even dated, though she continued to find most ordinary men, and most ordinary sex, to be rather dull and boring. In her second year in law school, however, she met a particularly perverted professor twelve years her senior who was to finally tame her and introduce the concept of romantic slavery into her life.


	But that, of course, is another story.









THE END
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