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God, this job is boring, Kaley thought
wearily as she stamped another form and dropped it into her
out-basket.

It was like a factory processing the same
widget again and again and again. Oh, there were minor differences
in the forms she looked at. And sometimes information was missing
which she either had to look up on the computer or reject the
form.

But overall, for a girl of nineteen, with a
reasonably good brain and boundless energy, it was just fucking
boring.

Everyone told her how lucky she was to have
it; how lucky she was to get hired by the government. It was like
winning the lottery, they said. Job security along with infinite
possibilities. The more you learned, the more you could apply for
other jobs within the public service, and the more money you’d
get.

The public service did so many different
types of work it was almost impossible to even imagine them all –
at least for Kaley. But being a clerk processing applications for
foreign students to come and study in the US was not among the
exciting ones, that was for sure. Still, you had to start
somewhere. And with only high school behind her there weren’t many
jobs which paid as well and gave benefits; including sick pay and
insurance.

She worked in a small, square cubicle alone
with herself much of the day. She had put posters of lakes and
streams and ponds on the interior walls, for she loved swimming.
And the best place in the world when she had been growing up was
her family’s cottage at the lake. It was paradise on Earth to her
then. And still sort of was now.

She had an interior corner cubicle, and the
only thing she could see out through the doorway was the little
aisle between her and the girl on the exterior corner – Meghan.
Meghan was a platinum blonde with a coarse laugh and a brittle
temper who had worked her way up to being the administrative
assistant to a director – the man in the corner office.

Meghan could be nice but mostly chose not to
be. She became especially harsh whenever she was told she couldn’t
have something the director asked for or she thought he’d like. It
was as if she were lacking confidence and desperate to make sure
the director didn’t find out she wasn’t really very good at her
job.

Kaley mostly ignored her, even though she was
sometimes caught by the clothes the woman wore. Just as she lacked
confidence in her work she seemed to lack confidence in her looks.
She dressed in outfits which fit her slender form all too tightly
and showed off her assets as much as she dared. That included
low-riding pants which, when she bent forward in her chair, often
revealed the top of her thong beneath.

Meghan was a decade older than her, and the
next youngest person on a floor mostly occupied by senior staff in
their fifties or sixties. She had not been happy to have Kaley show
up, despite her making no effort to attract the eyes or interest of
anyone at work. Kaley tended to wear comfortable slacks and
sweaters.

The air in the old building was routinely too
cold in summer due to the air conditioning, and too cold in winter
due to poor heating. She had no idea why Meghan was wearing a thin,
tight top at this time of the year, but Kaley was more familiar
with the sight of the woman’s nipples poking out against the fabric
than she would have liked.

There were rumors that she was willing to ‘go
that extra mile’ for her boss or anyone else who might positively
impact her career. Kaley had silently dismissed those as jealousy,
at first, but after six months here she wouldn’t have doubted they
were true. Meghan was an awful (and obvious) flirt with any man
with power.

Kaley had watched her gushing over both men
and women who came to see her boss and wondered just how far the
woman would go to get ahead.

Because Kaley herself had already gotten
hints from men who had talked to her in the staff kitchen or the
cubicle aisles that such an option still existed today for young,
attractive women. She had no interest, of course. The idea repulsed
her. At nineteen she had all the time in the world to get promoted
into better jobs and was already making pretty good money.

She made no effort to dress in a sexy way for
work. She’d rarely done that in her private life either. Oh sure,
if she was going clubbing or something. But it wasn’t in her to
dress up and put on makeup to go shopping or visit friends. Why
should she dress up to be all sexy? All that would do was ensure
she was hit on more than she already was.

And she was hit on quite enough, thank you
very much. Being hit on by strangers always irritated her. Why on
Earth did they imagine she was going to give them her phone number
just because they saw her in a supermarket and thought she looked
cute? They could be serial killers or something!

She already knew quite a few guys who liked
her looks. She didn’t need to court strangers on the streets or in
shopping malls. She’d been taught by her mother that it was
pathetic to try and impress people with your looks or try to get
their approval by wearing revealing outfits. And she accepted that
completely.

Or… almost completely.

She saw the attention it brought women like
Meghan, after all, saw the praise and admiration she and others
she’d known had gotten over the years. She’d always hung back,
disapproving, perhaps wearing her brown corduroy slacks and beige
sweater, her brown hair hanging back from her head in a loose
ponytail with no makeup on.

Most of the girls she knew had started
wearing makeup as soon as they could. When they certainly didn’t
need it. She supposed it was part of wanting to grow up faster.
Kaley herself had never had much interest in growing up. It had
always seemed to her that kids had a lot more fun and a lot less
work and responsibilities than adults. So why be an adult?

She had always felt a kind of prudish,
judgmental sense of superiority over those girls and their constant
need to be admired for their looks. Girls like Meghan. She must be
desperate, she thought cynically.

She was fairly confident she had a better
body than Meghan. And she was certainly prettier. She wondered how
the woman would react if she started showing up in short skirts and
tight tops and doing her hair and makeup. Jealous, probably. No,
she was already jealous. She’d be pissed, very highly pissed. She
was used to being the hottest woman on the floor and now she really
wasn’t.

She frowned at herself, wondering if it was
wrong to take a measure of arrogant pride in being hotter than
someone else. Her mother would certainly disapprove. You should be
judged on how you acted, not what you looked like. Of course,
Meghan kind of acted like a slut, so there was that.

She eyed the clock carefully. She was still
new so it wouldn’t do to be seen leaving work early. But she had no
intention of staying one extra minute she wasn’t paid for. When the
clock ticked to Four she locked her computer, put on her jacket,
grabbed her bag, and headed for the door.

She had no need to say goodbye to anyone for
her co-workers, all being older and more secure, had already left.
And the men among them had already stopped on their way out to say
goodbye to her.

The attention Kaley got, despite making no
effort to attract it, often seemed to irk Meghan when she noticed,
and it irked Kaley a little, too. The men were just being friendly,
but she noticed they were all a lot friendlier with her than they
were with the older women. She wasn’t keen on men two and three
times her age trying to undress her with their eyes.

She was used to that, though. It was just
something she had come to take for granted. She rarely did anything
to make it easier for them the way Meghan did but it didn’t seem to
matter to them. It was probably instinctive or something. Some sort
of male need to compete for the attention of young, attractive
females.

She ignored that attention in the halls and
aisle, as she did in the elevator and when she crossed the lobby
and went out onto the street. She inhaled deeply, glad to be
outside at last. It was chilly out and she zipped her jacket as she
headed for the car.

There was parking underground in her building
but it was way too expensive. She parked her eleven-year-old Mazda
3 at an outdoor lot a few blocks up the road. She walked briskly
along the pavement, not wanting to waste any of her own time she
didn’t have to, listening to her iPod and largely ignoring the
world around her.

She reached it within five minutes, unlocked
it, tossed her bag in, and slipped in behind the wheel. The car
started (for which she said a prayer of thanks to the car gods) and
she pulled out onto the street, headed for the pool.

Particularly in cool or cold weather, she
loved swimming in indoor pools. It was like a different world,
leaving the cold, bleak outside and entering the hot, humid pool
areas with water splashing around.

She had a great deal of difficult keeping
close enough to the speed limit as she drove, and fought her
impatience for slow drivers. She always wanted to go faster, but
couldn’t afford the hit her insurance would take if she got
speeding tickets. Nothing got her blood boiling so much as some old
geezer puttering along at the speed limit in the passing lane.

Fortunately, the public pool wasn’t far away,
and she was able to find a parking space in the lot. She left most
of her things in the car, grabbing her pool bag from the trunk,
then marching across the lot to the door.

The one part of the pool she did not like and
had never liked and doubtless never would like was the changing
room. It wasn’t that she was shy – exactly. It was a dozen years of
her mother sniffing derisively at girls and women who took too much
pride in their bodies and showed them off.

It wasn’t that her mother thought such women
were immoral or anything. It was that she disapproved of it as a
strong feminist. She never called them sluts. She called them sad,
pathetic, and desperate, and said they were looking for
attention.

Meghan had thus grown into a young woman who
avoided anyone thinking such things of her.

But in a changing room, there really wasn’t
much to hide, often nothing. She couldn’t hide her lithe, athletic
young body. And she knew, as much as she tried not to notice, that
the other women noticed her. That notice came in various
flavors, from jealous, to admiring, to assessing (by lesbians).

Kaley knew how good her body was, especially
compared to older women. In fact, even compared to girls her own
age it was taut, fit, and firm. Her stomach, in the right light,
displayed the muscles beneath the pale skin, and the only fat on
her was on her chest.

Women like Meghan liked to wear push-up bras
and other outfits to make their busts look more impressive. Kaley
did the opposite. Showing off your breasts was the most desperate
of desperate moves, as far as her mother was concerned. And so she
tended, when she went to work, to wear outfits which were less
likely to draw eyes to that part of her anatomy.

A part of her thought it was okay in here
since this was only women. There wasn’t the same need to cover up.
The woman didn’t look at her the way men did (except the lesbians).
But they still noticed her body and they still noticed her
breasts.

And despite herself, she was proud of her
body. She couldn’t help it. She knew very well she had a body which
would outdo most of the porn chicks she came across on the
internet. Oh, she didn’t have massive breasts, that was true. But
the muscles in her belly and abdomen were equaled by those holding
her full breasts firmly in place, the nipples jutting perkily
upward.

For much of her life, they just got in the
way of things like playing baseball and hockey. But at certain
times, like when she was actually interested in a guy, or in
attracting a guy’s interest, they were her secret weapon. Most
people who knew her didn’t seem to be aware of just how full they
were, so it was hard to fight the ego gratification when she
unveiled them and eyes widened.

She stripped completely and put her things
into the locker, then stepped into her one-piece black bathing
suit. She had no intention of wearing a bikini around here. It
wasn’t the place for them. Nor was the swimsuit particularly high
cut at the bottom or low cut at the top. It was a largely
utilitarian swimsuit, saved from being ‘too old for her’ by the way
it cut upward across her hips on the sides.

She didn’t want people thinking she was some
kind of prude either, after all.

She locked the locker, hung the key from her
neck, and went out into the pool area. On a weekday, at this time,
there weren’t a lot of people there. And they tended to be older
and male. She ignored them as much as she could. She had long
learned that no matter how old a guy was he never quite lost his
hopes and dreams about some young thing finding them irresistible,
and she definitely didn’t need to encourage any of their
attention.

It was pretty rare she saw a male body around
here worth a second glance. And even when she did they were far too
old to draw much in the way of interest from her.

She walked to the side of the big pool,
dropped her towel, and dove in. She swam strongly underwater, her
hair streaming out behind her as she angled up toward the surface,
then started swimming. She started with the breaststroke to warm
up, crossed the pool, did a turn, kicked off against the wall, and
did the backstroke to reach the other end.

From there she started freestyling, letting
all her frustration at being cooped up in a chair all day lead her
to a furious stroke that took her from end to end and then back
again. She stopped with her heart pounding, standing in place,
gulping in air, looking down over the pool to make sure she still
had a free lane.

After catching her breath she slid forward
and did the backstroke again during a nice, lazy crossing to the
other side and then back. It was an Olympic-style pool so had a
good, long length to it. And after she had done a couple of lengths
she checked to make sure this side of the pool was largely empty,
then switched to the backstroke.

She kept swimming as long as possible,
putting off what was generally the least favorite part of her
routine. That would be the shower afterward. She’d much prefer
getting dressed and going home and showering there but she was
meeting her sister for dinner and didn’t want to smell of chlorine
the whole time. Hannah would definitely notice and comment on
it.

She had dragged out her swim time for another
reason. There was no point in going early and playing with her
phone, after all. And since Hannah got off at five-thirty she had
time to kill.

She toweled off enough not to be dripping wet
as she made her way to the women’s locker room, then over to her
locker. A quick scan along the opposite wall showed most of the
shower stalls were free. The room was practically empty, with one
middle-aged woman just finishing putting on her clothes and almost
ready to leave, and one person in a shower.

She delayed peeling off her swimsuit until
the woman left, then slid it off her body. With the luxury of not
worrying about who might be looking (or worry about being thought
of as showing off) she twisted the suit in her hand to wring out
the water. She hesitated, but again, no one was there, so she
walked over to a sink and turned it on, wetting down the suit with
clean water and then twisting it semi-dry again as she padded back
to her locker.

And then, as luck would have it, the shower
in the single stall turned off. She gave a kind of mental shrug,
walking a bit faster, feeling the same little weird emotional
surges she always did when naked in any sort of public or
semi-public setting.

The orange curtain was yanked aside and a
tall, slender woman came out. She hadn’t needed much time wringing
her blonde hair out since it was quite short. And she eyed Kaley
with interest as the younger woman passed her by.

Lesbo, Kaley thought to herself. Which gave
her more of those confusing emotional surges. The woman wasn’t a
guy, after all, but if she was gay then that look had meant
something. Certainly, she’d have had no doubt whatever what it
meant if a guy looked at her like that.

Worse, she was naked when she wasn’t supposed
to be. The rules were universally known. You undressed and put on a
towel to go anywhere and do anything, even to the shower. And yet
she’d been prancing around naked. That made her feel
self-conscious, as if the woman might think she was showing off or
something.

And the woman, towel properly wrapped around
her torso, was coming right after her. In fact, when Kaley stopped
at her locker the woman stopped right beside her. She braced
herself to get hit on when the woman’s voice drew her head
around.

“Excuse me,” she said with a pleasant
smile.

“Yes?” Kaley asked uncertainly.

“This is my locker.”

“Oh! Sorry,” she said, shifting to the
side.

Just her luck the woman’s locker was right
next to hers! But that had to be a coincidence. The woman couldn’t
have arranged anything. She’d come back here first, after all.
Kaley shifted again to give her more room as the woman unlocked her
locker and then finished toweling off.

“You have some kind of body,” the woman said
in an admiring voice. “That must take a lot of work.”

Kaley felt a helpless measure of pride, but
the woman’s words smacked too much of Kaley ‘trying’ and she
certainly didn’t want to be seen as trying!

“Oh no. I just play sports a lot,” she said,
even more self-consciously.

She was standing only a couple of feet away
from the woman, after all, both of them naked and the woman
obviously gay! She had nothing against gays or lesbians but wasn’t
used to having discussions with them while naked.

Then she had another jolt of awareness.
Saying she played sports a lot might make the woman think she was
gay, too! Not only that but she had a fairly low voice for a girl,
which some people had suggested (incorrectly) sounded like she was
a lesbian.

All of which made her even more
self-conscious. The woman wasn’t staring but was making little
effort to pretend she wasn’t noticing her.

“I envy you that stomach,” the woman said.
“I’ve been doing sit-ups and crunches for ages and haven’t gotten
that perfect outline.”

“Uh, outline?” Kaley asked, face a little
red.

“A girl with washboard abs would look
unfeminine. But that nice little oval showing your abdominals is
perfect.”

Kaley kind of knew what the woman meant.
Girls had complimented her on her stomach before, mostly
jealously.

The woman ran her fingers down along her own
belly.

“I can feel the muscles, just a little,” she
said.

And then, startling Kaley, because of how
casual and friendly the woman was, she reached across and slid her
fingers lightly along Kaley’s belly, and then down along her
abdomen.

“Much firmer on you,” she said approvingly,
drawing her hand back before Kaley could even react.

“I guess it’s just DNA,” Kaley gulped, not
wanting any compliments which sounded like she’d tried to make her
body look more attractive and still trying to cope with the wild
surge of emotions which had swept through her at the woman’s
touch.

“Have you ever been painted?”

The question startled her just as Kaley was
grabbing her towel to turn away and head for the shower. It forced
her to turn and look up at the woman again. Kaley was tall for a
girl, but the woman was taller still. She still had the same
casual, friendly look on her face, nothing at all like some
lust-crazed man – or woman.

“Uh, painted?”

“By an artist?”

Kaley blushed. “Oh, no,” she said with a
self-effacing laugh.

“You’d make a great model. You have a nearly
perfect body for art.”

Despite the tone of voice and casualness,
Kaley sensed there was more laying beneath the surface. The woman
was interested in her, all right. She was perhaps a dozen years
older and gave off an oddly masculine vibe – though a restrained
one.

“Lots of girls have better bodies,” Kaley
said uncomfortably, grabbing her second towel and wrapping it
around herself as she felt heat coming to her face.

“No. Some girls have more voluptuous bodies.
But you’ve got everything in exactly the right dimensions. Besides,
they’re soft and jiggly. Your body is firm and tight and fit. And
you have a lovely face, as well. You should consider becoming an
artist's model. It pays well.”

“That’s okay. I have a job,” she said,
feeling awkward.

“I’m Nik.”

The woman held her hand out and Kaley
reluctantly took it, not wanting to seem hostile.

“Uhm, Nik?”

“Nikola.”

“Oh, right. Uhm, Kaley.”

“I’ve seen you in here before,” the woman
said.

Kaley felt the woman’s eyes boring into her.
There was something dark and hungry in those eyes. And she felt an
odd little quiver of something caught between anxiety and lust in
her lower belly. She couldn’t help wondering what sex with someone
like this would be like. It wasn’t like she hadn’t been curious
about women before, after all. She’d just never tried because
hadn’t wanted a reputation at her school.

But she wasn’t in school anymore, now was
she? And there was something sensuous about this woman so utterly
unconcerned about her own nudity, so confident and casual.

“Yeah, uh, I stop by some days, especially
when I’m meeting someone for dinner.”

“Well, I won’t keep you then,” she said,
smiling and turning back to her locker, pulling out a thong, and
stepping into it.

Swallowing, Kaley crossed to the closest
shower still, went in, and then tugged the curtain closed. She
pulled off her towel and hung it on the hook, then stepped under
the line of the shower and turned it on. She let the cold water
spray past her as she adjusted the temperature, then stepped
underneath it and turned to face it.

She couldn’t keep her mind off the woman,
though. Lurid images sprang to mind, mostly variations of things
she’d seen on the internet, women’s bodies sliding together as they
kissed and caressed each other.

She ran her hands up and down her body, then
up over her face and through her hair. Her mind continued to bubble
away with the intriguing idea of what sex with a woman – not a
girl, a woman – would be like. Especially this very masculine sort
of woman. Did she have all kinds of… toys, Kaley wondered, feeling
a hot little thrum down low.

She backed up a bit and then realized she’d
been so distracted by the woman she’d left her bottle of body wash
behind. She cursed mentally. If the room was empty she could just
dart over to her locker and get it. But Nik was probably still
there.

She imagined the woman offering to soap her
body up for her. Yikes.

Then she was startled, even shocked, by a
quick rap on the wood next to the curtain. She spun around as the
curtain was pulled open and Nik stood there. Her heart suddenly
stopped!

But the woman was still casual and
friendly.

“You left this on the bench, honey,” she
said, tossing the plastic bottle of body wash.

Kaley caught it, only fumbling a little.

“Uhm, thanks,” she gulped as the woman winked
and pulled the curtain closed again.

Yikes, she thought.

She felt her mind invaded by more fantasies,
of the woman coming into the shower with her naked (though she’d
already been mostly dressed), or the two of them having dinner and
then making out. What would that be like? She’d kissed girls
before, of course, lots of times. She and a couple of her
girlfriends had practiced kissing when younger, and she’d kissed
girls teasingly (in front of guys) in bars and at parties a number
of times.

She hadn’t really felt anything like lust
while doing it, though. But then she hadn’t been thinking about
sex. She’d never really thought hard about sex with a girl, not
like she had about Nik. And it wasn’t like girls hadn’t hit on her
or suggested they mess around before, either.

But those had been girls. And she hadn’t been
interested in the confused fumbling around she imagined that would
involve.

She doubted sex with Nik would be very
confused. That woman knew what she wanted and how to get it! She
could probably teach Kaley a lot.
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“Hey,” she said by way of greeting, as she
slipped into the chair across from Hannah.

“Hey, you’re late.”

“Only a couple of minutes.”

Hannah was a punctuality freak. And a
neatness freak. And several other kinds of freak. Her makeup was in
perfect order, as was her shoulder-length brown hair. She was
wearing a blue skirt and grey blouse and looking very businesslike.
She was only a receptionist, but at a law firm, where they all
dressed up a lot more.

Kaley knew it irked her that Kaley was making
more than she was. Hannah was the older sister, after all, and very
competitive. The only place Kaley was competitive was in
sports.

“Honestly, Kaley, you should dress up better.
You’re working in an office now.”

This was an old argument they’d been having
since she’d been hired and Kaley waved it away as she picked up the
menu.

“You don’t get promoted there based on your
clothes. You have to apply for a competitive position somewhere,
and if they like your resume and application and screen you in then
you get invited to come and do a test. And if you do well with that
you can do an interview. I’ll dress up for the interview.

“Anyway, you should see how most of the
people at work dress.”

“Not the managers, I bet.”

Kaley shrugged. The managers and directors
wore business outfits, of course.

“No, but you have senior program officers
making $90,000 or so just dressed in casual outfits like me.”

“Probably because they’re near retirement,
don’t have any interest in promotion, and know management will
ignore it.”

“Maybe,” Kaley said.

The waitress came over, very perky as she
asked them if they were ready to order. They did, and the girl
disappeared. Kaley watched her go, thinking how lucky she was not
to be waiting on tables.

“So? How’s work?”

“Boring,” Kaley said.

“It’s not supposed to be exciting. It’s work.
If it was fun we’d have to pay them.”

Kaley felt a smile curve her lips up on one
side.

“Rowan is still enjoying her job,” she said
teasingly.

Her sister snorted in disdain.

“Her stage name is Dakota.”

“Not Bambi or Barbie or whatever?”

“She says she’s really raking in the
cash.”

“Please, can we not talk about that pathetic
girl?”

“She’s making more money than the two of us
put together.”

“And all at the cost of her dignity and
pride.”

“Actually, I think she’s pretty proud of
herself.”

“Well, she never did have any sense.”

“She says if you get the dollars you don’t
need the sense. And she gets twenty dollars a song.”

“And how long will that last? Once she gets
older they’ll throw her out on the stripper trash heap and bring in
some other young, stupid girl.”

“I don’t think she’s planning on it being a
lifelong career. She thinks she’ll have enough money for college by
next year. She’s making like ten grand a month.”

Hannah shook her head unhappily. “What a
world.”

“Supply and demand, I guess. There’s lots of
clerks and receptionists and not enough strippers.”

“I don’t know how any woman, even a brainless
idiot like Rowan can degrade herself like that.”

“She says it’s the guys who are pathetic
since they’re willing to pay girls just to look at their
bodies.”

“Both sides in that exchange are
pathetic.”

Kaley pretty much agreed but didn’t mind
teasing her sister, who was generally more uptight than her.

“I wouldn’t mind making ten grand a month. I
could get like a really nice car.”

“You’d scream and run off the stage if people
were there and looking at you naked.”

“I would not! It’s not like I’m embarrassed
about my body.”

“You shouldn’t be. Just… about showing it
off.”

Hannah certainly knew what her body looked
like as they’d shared a room growing up.

“I don’t even like being naked in the change
room at the pool,” Kaley conceded. “There was this woman there this
afternoon. I’m sure she was gay and she was like telling me how
great my body was and that I should be a model, like for painters.
You know, a nude model? That’s sort of like stripping, though
without the lap dances.”

“It’s more respectable,” Hannah said. “I
mean, the point isn’t to turn people on but to produce art.”

“Don’t people get turned on by art?”

“Not in the same way,” she sniffed.

“Anyway, I think she was imagining herself as
the painter.”

“Ha. Go for it. Maybe you’ll be her
muse.”

“Yeah, I can just imagine being naked and
alone with that woman in her place. I’m sure me being her muse is
the last of her thoughts.”

“Well, she can’t be worse than your last
boyfriend.”

“Oh, God, don’t remind me.”

Devon had turned out to be as full of himself
as a handsome, ex-football star could be. And his only need of
Kaley had been to hang on his arms as a trophy and to have sex
with. Aside from that, he seemed to prefer to spend as little time
with her as possible.

“Well, stop going for big, dumb jocks with
pickup trucks.”

“He wasn’t dumb… exactly.”

“He was a male version of Rowan.”

“He loved taking his shirt off in public,”
Kaley said with a smile. “He knew how good he looked and liked
people noticing.”

The waitress brought their food and they set
to eating. As usual, Hannah disapproved of her ordering a steak and
fries. She herself had a salad. Kaley didn’t argue, just shrugged
and kept eating. She got more exercise than Hannah and could get
away with it. She wasn’t interested in the same discussion they’d
had before.

“Seen mom lately?”

That distracted her and changed the
topic.

“On Tuesday. You need to see her soon. She’s
heading south for the winter next weekend.”

“Must be nice,” Kaley sighed.

Her mother and her second husband had
invested in a time-share on a bungalow in Florida. Their father had
died years ago.

“I’ll stop in and see her Friday.”

“No dates? You need to get out there and meet
some guys.”

“I have no trouble meeting guys. I just don’t
feel like playing those games right now.”

“Well then, maybe you can start dating
girls,” Hannah teased.

Kaley sniffed disdainfully.

*

Her apartment was small but cozy. Her
sixth-floor windows had great views – although mostly of other
buildings, taller buildings. But at least it got a lot of light.
She spent the evening sprawled out on her small sectional in
sweats, laptop before her, TV on in the background.

Later in the evening, she glanced through
some of her pictures of Devon. He’d been very proud of his body and
sent her a lot. Though one of their longstanding disagreements was
her refusal to send him back the same in turn.

She might have been hot for his muscular body
but wasn’t dumb enough to give him nudes. She knew perfectly well
what jock culture was like and was dead certain he’d have shared
them with his buddies. Of course, that made her think of that
woman, Nikola. She imagined herself naked in some kind of artist’s
studio, maybe with her hands in her hair, looking sexy as Nikola
stood behind an easel painting her.

And what else might the woman do, she
wondered, half amused.

She flipped over to one of the porn sites she
occasionally visited and typed in ‘lesbians’. That pulled up pages
and pages of videos. She found one with a girl with long brown hair
like hers and a slim body and fast-forwarded through it. Boring.
She tried another, then another before finding one that looked like
it was kind of sensual and sexy, then watched that, imagining it
was her and Nikola.

The only thing was that the two girls were
treating each other more… equally than she imagined sex with Nikola
would be. The woman would obviously have way more experience than
Kaley and would definitely be taking the lead in any such
coupling.

She slid her fingers down under the loose
drawstring of her sweats, then into her thong, her fingers finding
her soft little button and stroking gently as she watched the
video. She didn’t miss Devon for he wasn’t around enough, but she
did miss his big cock. That had felt so good going into her.

She switched to another video, one with a
muscular young man pounding a young brunette from behind. That had
been Devon’s favorite position. It wasn’t very romantic, was kind
of impersonal, in fact, but for some reason it had really turned
her on, too. Especially when he went into overdrive and just
pounded her.

He rarely lasted long enough to make her come
but the passion and heat he roused were still awfully exciting.

She grunted softly, rolling onto her stomach
not he sofa, then drawing her knees in, raising her bottom as her
fingers stroked faster. She let her breasts mash down into the
sofa, her breathing growing more ragged.

Naked. She wanted to be naked.

She shoved her sweatpants over her hips, then
down her thighs, tugging and working her legs to pull them off
completely, then pulled her sweatshirt up over her breasts so they
could press firmly into the much rougher material of the sofa.

She rubbed them back and forth, her nipples
burning as she forced her hand down beneath her, her fingers
sliding up her abdomen to find her sex. She rubbed herself again,
feeling the heat rousing inside her, her pussy starting to burn and
moisten.

Two fingers pushed into her and she groaned,
her shoulder and arm working awkwardly. The pleasure grew as she
stared at the video and pumped her fingers in and out. She pushed
her other arm beneath her, her fingers reaching up and finding her
clitoris to stroke it as she pumped the fingers of her other hand
in the mouth of her sex.

Then in her mind's eye, the guy thrusting
into the brunette on the screen became Nikola, wearing a big,
strap-on dildo. How would that feel?! That would be so hot! She bet
the woman knew how to use it better than Devon had his real
one.

She shoved her face into one of the sofa
pillows as the orgasm hit, crying out, again and again, giving free
voice to her pleasure as she let the pillow muffle the sound.

That had always been kind of embarrassing
with guys. She made way too much noise when she came. Fortunately,
she didn’t come very often with them, except when they performed
oral sex on her. And they were usually not that good at it
anyway.

She rolled onto her side as the orgasm faded,
panting for breath. After a minute she sat up, then peeled the
sweatshirt up over her head and off. She padded naked to her little
bathroom and posed for herself in the mirror.

Her hands slid through her hair, then down
over her breasts, cupping and squeezing them up and together. Her
nipples were small and pink and very hard, sticking straight out
like hard little pencil erasers. She rolled them between her thumbs
and forefingers, then let her hands slide down over her belly and
abdomen.

She was a very sexy-looking girl, and let
herself grudgingly accept it and even take a little pride in it.
She knew it wasn’t right, but it wasn’t like she had nothing to do
with it. She did get a lot of exercise, even if it was mostly just
in sports she liked to play.

She hesitated, then licked her lips and
squatted down low, opening the cupboard under the sink, pushing
cleaning fluids and toilet tissue aside, then grabbing the box in
back. She pulled it forward and stood up with it in her hands, set
it on the counter, and opened it.

It held her dildo, the one with the suction
cup attached to the base. She rarely bothered since she was able to
bring herself off perfectly well without it. But right then and
there she just felt like… like having something big inside her!

Her little bathroom didn’t have a tub, just a
shower. Which was easy enough for her just then. She slapped the
suction cup against one of the tiles on the wall, then dropped to
her knees, turned around, and pressed herself back against it.

She spread her knees wide apart, bending over
to support herself on her elbows, rubbing her sex against the head
of the cock as her chest tightened and her body began to warm once
more. A part of her felt uncomfortable doing something so grubby
and undignified but her mind brushed aside such thoughts as it
began to heat. She forced the mouth of her sex back against the
helmet head and felt a shudder pass through her as the phony
phallus slowly spread her wider and wider.

It was a thick dildo, because something in
her subconscious called for that, something excited about being so
stretched. And she felt herself being gripped now by a growing
sexual pressure as she was able to push back and the cock-like
thing pushed into her body.

She always loved the feel of a big cock
pushing into her! If only that happened more often!

She wriggled herself back further, her
breathing quickening as her chest tightened further. She shifted
her feet wider and lowered her chest so much that her soft breasts
pushed down hard against the floor beneath her. They ached and
throbbed, but as she moved they ached in a hot, delicious way that
excited something deep inside her.

She wriggled her body, pushing herself back
further, feeling the dildo slide deeper and deeper inside her. The
deeper it pushed the more excited she felt. Her body ached as she
forced her tummy in as close to her thighs as she could, keeping
them straight though spread wide apart. Her breasts felt hot and
swollen against the plastic floor as she forced herself farther
back.

She played the video again in her mind, only
it was her there, and the person fucking her alternated between
Devon and Nikola. Then she began to roll her hips in and back, in
and back, gasping for breathe as a bubbling heat spread through her
body.

Her movements ground her chest down against
her breasts, making her nipples tingle. She felt the dildo pushing
in and then out, again and again as she rolled her taut buttocks
back against the wall.

This is so, so, sooo undignified, she
thought.

How mortified she would be if anyone saw her
like this! Or if they even knew she did such things! They’d think
she was some kind of sex-crazed slut!

But she loved the feel of her tight sleeve
sliding up and down over the thick dildo, loved the feel as it
pushed so deep inside her. Sure it ached a little every time it
felt as though it were hitting the back wall of her sex. But it was
sliding nicely, despite her tightness, riding a layer of slickness
that came entirely from her.

And then it slid just a little deeper and she
let out a helpless little cry of pleasure as her buttocks pressed
against the wall itself. She ground her hips helplessly against it,
the sexual pressure growing more intense as she gulped in air.

She once again let her mind fill with images
of her being taken like this, taken in such a lewd and degrading
position, as if she were some sort of animal! Her breathing became
more ragged and she forced a hand beneath her and let her trembling
fingers slide up along her abdomen until she found that now hot,
swollen little button.

“Ohh!” she groaned as she stroked it.

She brought her other arm around before her,
pulling the crook of her arm up against her mouth as she started to
work herself back and forth on the big dildo, grinding her hips,
rolling them around even as she rolled them in and out. She forced
herself back against the wall repeatedly, loving the feeling of the
deep, aching penetration.

Her hips worked more energetically, in and
out, back and forth, up and down, changing the angles as she
impaled herself on the big cock again and again and her fingers
stroked furiously on her clitoris. A dark miasma of pleasure and
passion began to spread through her mind, an intoxicating sense of
wanton excitement filling her.

Nothing mattered but he pleasure, and she
slapped her buttocks back against the wall again and again as she
gave herself to a second orgasm. This one was much more intense,
and she cried out again and again into the crook of her elbow, half
sobbing as her fingers rubbed furiously at her clitoris.

She slowly eased off, groaning, her pussy
aching as she slid it back off the dildo.

That was a good one, she thought
contentedly, filled with the soft, comfortable afterglow.

She let her hand drop away, gasping for
breath, her eyes closing momentarily.

She wondered what Nikola would think if she
knew she had orgasmed while masturbating and thinking about her.
Would she be outraged or flattered? Probably the latter.

Certainly, Devon would have been!

She pushed herself up onto all fours, then
groaned and pulled herself forward, and stood up. She felt
satisfied, pleased at how strong the orgasm was, and yet a little
ashamed of reducing herself to such a… an animal state. It was
wildly undignified, after all. And yet at the same time, she was
aware of how… how what she’d been doing would have affected any
guy, any male who saw her.

They’d have gotten instantly hard. Rock hard.
She might have thought it sordid and nasty but she knew any guy who
could have watched would have lost their mind at the sight of her
doing it. It was one thing to watch such things all the time on
video (which they all did) but seeing it in person with someone who
(and she tried not to be egotistical) looked like her would be a
jaw-dropping moment for them.

So they never would. No way she’d ever put on
a show like that for a guy, not even a guy she was dating and
sleeping with! Her pride and sense of self-esteem were too
important for that. How would they ever respect her as an equal
again if she reduced herself to the state of some kind of
lust-crazed slut riding a dildo?!

That was the weird and schizophrenic world of
being a girl today. Somehow or other she could feel both proud and
ashamed of how she’d look doing the same exact thing. Proud because
she knew how beautiful she looked and how sexy they would think it,
and ashamed because… because girls weren’t supposed to act like
that. Unless they were strippers or porn stars or… sluts.

She sighed and put the dildo away, cleaned
herself up, and then checked the time. It was a little early to go
to bed so she’d check what was playing on Netflix.
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Kayla wore black jeans to work the next day,
along with black athletic shoes. If no one looked too close they
wouldn’t even be able to tell they weren’t dress shoes and slacks.
And they were comfortable. The jeans were a little tight against
her butt and would have drawn stares, she was sure, but her beige
turtleneck hung down far enough to cover much of her bottom.

As usual, then, she would be unremarkable, or
so she hoped. She made a face at her hair. It was getting on time
to cut it. She hated going for haircuts. She had to continually
fight off suggestions from the girl cutting it for all the things
they thought she ought to do with her hair. She was perfectly
content to just have it hang there.

She didn’t need more attention from men. She
got enough as it was, though she was far from sure why that was.
Granted, even in the turtleneck, her figure was reasonably obvious.
And a bit more obvious than she liked up front. The alternative was
to wear one of those breast-flattening types of bras but she’d be
damned if she’s spend all day with her breasts squeezed down. That
got uncomfortable after a few hours.

She made it to her cubicle without notice,
took off her jacket, turned on the computer, and sat down to start
working. Then she reached for her in-basket, got the first
application, and began to tap away at the keyboard.

“Morning, Kayla.”

She turned her head and looked up as her
manager, Barry paused in the doorway.

“Morning,” she replied.

“Going to be a team meeting at ten in the
boardroom here.”

She made a face and nodded. Team meetings
were pretty boring. And they usually started with him regaling them
all with his latest golf scores.

He winked at her then pointed his finger at
her and brought his thumb down like he was shooting a gun before
moving on. She understood that was supposed to be a friendly
gesture. She just didn’t understand why. But then old people did a
lot of stuff she didn’t understand. The best thing to do was just
smile and nod.

She returned to processing files as he turned
to say hello to Meghan, which he always did every time he went
past. She wasn’t in his group but he always found some reason to
turn and talk to her. And since he was a manger she was always
smiley and friendly and flirty. Just not as much as she was with
directors.

Sad, Kaley thought, putting them both out of
her mind.

At ten she wandered up the aisle and into the
boardroom they almost always used. It had no windows and nothing to
see. The chairs were plush and comfortable. Crystal was using hers
as a kind of rocking chair as she sat with arms folded, looking
around bored. Tony was playing with his pencil. Angela and Samantha
were having a discussion about some kind of diet.

Brandon, David, and Mark were talking about a
basketball game while their eyes roamed the room. Those eyes passed
back and forth across her with practiced routine; often enough to
take note of her but not enough to draw notice. Finally, Tonya,
Blake, and Michael came in and took their seats, and Barry followed
them in.

Kayla had brought a pad, as they all had. But
her eyes were mostly on her cell phone, not really having anything
else to do. She wasn’t the only one letting her phone entertain
her. It wasn’t like there was anything else to do until the meeting
started. Then when Barry started to speak they all politely put
their phones away.

Nothing Barry was saying was particularly
interesting. Nor was he an interesting person to look at. So people
looked at him, then down at their pads, then around the room or up
at the roof as he spoke. The men in the right positions to do so
spent a good deal of time letting their eyes skim across Kayla. As
Tonya had once explained to her, there was rarely anything else to
look at or entertain them in these meetings. And like little boys,
they needed constant input.

And an attractive girl, no matter what she
wore, was better than looking at anyone else, or the blank walls or
the poster telling them how proud they ought to be working for the
passport office. She’d been self-conscious about it, at first, not
really having noticed until Tonya mentioned it in passing.

“It’s amusing watching the men try to look at
you without being seen as looking at you,” she’d said.

She was a cynic, and over fifty. And shaped
like a potato. The men weren’t going to be looking at her for
entertainment. Kayley had never been quite sure if she’d mentioned
it to get back at the men for that, or out of jealousy of Kayley. A
lot of older women were jealous of her, not just Meghan. Younger
ones too, for that matter.

She thought it was all a pain in the ass.

Barry droned on about his golf game. Kayla
was tired. And bored. She had a playful thought to yawn in an
exaggerated fashion, like putting her hands back and arching her
back. She wondered how much attention that would get from the men.
The thought gave her a little ego bump but also made her a bit more
self-conscious.

After the extra boring meeting, she went back
to her office and processed more applications, telling herself she
would make it up to herself by going swimming after work. That made
her think of that woman again, Nikola. What would she do if the
woman was there again and maybe… wanted to chat?

She shrugged. She’d dealt with lots of guys –
and some girls – who’d wanted to get to know her better over the
years. She could handle her easily enough.

Though she continued to find the idea at
least… intriguing. Whatever the woman was like she doubted very
strongly it would be boring.

*

By the end of the day, she was going out of
her mind and had resolved to start looking for other places to
work. Even if she had to leave the government. This was just too
mind-numbingly boring. And she hated being stuck in a cubicle all
day.

She strode briskly up the street to her car,
got in, and headed for the pool, determined to work off her boredom
and energy there. Maybe she’d do some diving too. The parking lot
was mostly empty when she got there, which was strange. She parked
and got her bag then headed for the door.

There were half a dozen people there standing
around, including a couple reading a sign on the door. She felt her
spirits sinking as she approached because no one was entering or
leaving. And then one of the men there moved aside and headed back
to the cars and she saw Nikola standing there, bag over her
shoulder, working her phone.

Kayley’s pulse rate suddenly shut up as the
woman raised her head and saw her, then nodded to her. “They had a
problem with their chlorine machine. Somehow it added too much, so
they have to drain the pool and then fill it up again. They’re
closed until tomorrow.”

“Oh, shit,” Kayley said unhappily.

“A girlfriend dropped me off and now I can’t
reach her. She never answers her phone when she’s driving,” she
sighed.

“She doesn’t have Bluetooth?”

“She does but never bothered to set it
up.”

That seemed odd to Kayley but then, who knew
what old people might do.

“I don’t suppose you’re driving in a
southerly direction,” the woman asked.

Kayley hesitated, the question, to her, laden
with all sorts of issues and possibilities. She was heading south,
but would being in the car with Nikola let the woman hit on her?
Probably, if she wanted to. And now, with her prospect of swimming
gone Kayley wasn’t sure she would mind.

She had too much repressed energy.

“Sure.”

They walked back to her car and Kayley popped
the trunk and threw her bag in, then closed it again.

“You can put yours in the back seat,” she
said.

“Thanks. You’re a lifesaver.”

“Maybe I should apply for a job at the pool,”
Kayley said.

It was a weak joke but the woman laughed as
she got in the other side.

“I’m sure they’d hire you. They’d get more
business.”

Was that a compliment, a mention of her
looks? Probably. Kayley just smiled demurely and started the
car.

“So where do you work?” Nikola asked.

“I work for the government, The State
Department. Though officially it’s the Department of State. They
insist we call it t hat.”

“That sounds interesting.”

“It’s not. I work for consular affairs
processing requests by foreign students for visas.”

“Oh, then I take back what I said. That
sounds dreary.”

Kayley snorted. “Where are you going?”

“I have an apartment in a building just off
the river. If you can get me to the shopping center on Main there’s
a cab stand there.”

“That’s not far off where I’m headed. The
river, I mean. I have to go across the bridge. I can just drop you
at your place.”

“Oh, cool. I appreciate it.”

“I’m surprised those fancy condos by the
river don’t have pools.”

“They do. Or at least, mine does. But guess
what?”

“Broken?”

“Got it in one. And it’s one of the reasons I
bought the place too. That and the view.”

“Lucky you.”

“I think so. The balcony isn’t large but it’s
quite private and I’ve set it up so it’s a cozy place to sit back
and read a book or skim the news on my tablet and have some
wine.”

“No roommates?”

“No. I haven’t found one yet who’ll do all
the housekeeping, cooking, and laundry and then leave me
alone.”

“That sounds like you want a servant.”

“Yes. I’m told I have delusions of grandeur
or something. I’m afraid I’m not a very compromising person, and
being in almost any kind of relationship, including roommates,
requires compromise. I don’t do compromise very well.”

“How do you keep a job?”

I’m self-employed. I’m an artist.”

“Oh right. I had… I mean, you mentioned
painting but not that you uh, painted.”

“Not that I’d like to paint you in the nude?”
Nikola asked with a grin.

“Uhm, no.”

“I sculpt too. How’d you like to be a
statue?”

“Seriously?”

“Well, I’d have to make you seem like a Roman
goddess, but that shouldn’t require much effort.”

Kayley felt her face flush a little.

“I was going to drop by my favorite
restaurant after the pool but it’s still kind of early for dinner.
I’ll order something delivered. What about you?”

“Uhm, I’ll probably just throw a TV dinner in
the microwave.”

That sounds not only boring but not very
nutritious.”

“Well, I’m not a very exciting person, I’m
afraid.”

“That’s all right. I can be exciting enough
for two. Why not have dinner at my place? You’ll love the
view.”

Kayley had half been expecting some kind of
proposal, but now that it came found her fears and anxieties
fighting off her curiosity and boredom. Almost.

“Uhm… I don’t know.”

“I order from the best, honey. Much better
than TV dinners. DelVecchio’s Steakhouse.”

“I shouldn’t eat a lot without any exercise,”
Kayley said.

“My condo has a gym. I’m sure we can find a
way for you to work off your meal,” she said with a smile.

Kayley wondered what she meant by that. And
it bumped up the intrigue part of the proposal.

“Okay.”

She felt awkward saying it, not at all sure
what she was letting herself in for.

Nikola guided her into a visitor’s parking
spot, then led her inside. There was both a maitre’d and some kind
of uniformed person behind a counter. They both smiled and nodded
at the woman as they came in, and Kayley felt self-conscious again.
They must know she was gay. Did that mean they’d assume Kayley was?
Would they think she was going up there to do… something?

“Nice place,” she said, noting the polished
floor and stylish paneled walls.

“Lots of marble everywhere, though I find
rugs cozier feeling.”

Nikola unlocked her apartment and ushered her
in with a smile, and Kayley felt her chest tightening with
anticipation and anxiety. The apartment was the biggest Kayley had
ever seen. It had huge glass walls overlooking the river and the
buildings on the opposite bank, high ceilings, and tons of light
coming in.

“It’s like being outside,” she said
admiringly.

There were two white sofas sitting across
from each other with a table between them. They were leather but
there were stylish white throw blankets across the backs which
looked fluffy and soft. The kitchen glittered, large and bright,
and clean.

“It’s a gourmet kitchen but I rarely use it,”
Nikola said with a shrug. “Can I get you a drink?”

“I don’t really drink,” Kayley said
uncertainly.

She did, sometimes, even though she wasn’t,
technically speaking, legally allowed to.

Which was stupid, she thought. She could have
joined the army last year and killed people, but was too young to
drink?

Not too young to do other things, though, she
thought, her chest tightening again.

Nikola pressed a button on one of the metal
dividers between the big window walls and a section slid open to
let in the cool outside air. She walked out onto the balcony and
Kayley followed. Unlike every other balcony she’d seen the concrete
floor was covered in some kind of teak wood. There were shelves of
a similar wood on both sides, overflowing with greenery. A love
seat, one of the padded outdoor ones occupied a big part of the
space between, with a small table next to it.

The railing of tempered glass panels with a
black aluminum frame. She leaned on the rounded top rail and looked
out at the water and buildings.

“What a view,” she said, looking around. “And
this balcony is very cozy looking.

“I don’t even get bugs at night because of
the breeze off the water,” Nikola said, leaning forward next to
her. “Even with the lights on.”

She pointed at the led light strings she had
running along overhead.

“Wish I had a place like this,” Kayley
sighed.

“Maybe one day.”

The woman was awfully close to her. Kayley
turned and found their faces inches apart. Then Nikola leaned in
and kissed her gently on the lips.

Kayley froze briefly. She’d been expecting
something since she’d agreed to drive the woman home, after all, so
it didn’t exactly come as a surprise. But it was still a kind of
moment of truth moment and she was still uncertain.

The woman let her kiss deepen when Kayley
didn’t draw back, and after another moment she responded, kissing
her back. The kiss deepened as Nikola brought her hand onto
Kayley’s shoulder, then slid her fingers through her long, brown
hair. Both of them turned further toward each other and
straightened, and Kayley felt her heart beating faster and
faster.

Nikola slid her other arm around, her hand
caressing Kayley’s back, then sliding slowly down onto her bottom
to squeeze gently. Then that hand slid back up again and both hands
gripped Kayley’s head loosely as the kiss continued.

Kayley felt a startling awareness of how good
the woman was at kissing. Then again, she reminded herself, she’d
never kissed a man a dozen years older than her. Kissing was likely
something you got better at with more experience. She certainly
had!

Now she felt like an amateur, hurrying to
absorb and reflect on what the blonde woman was doing in case she
thought of her as being some sort of hapless virgin who didn’t even
know how to kiss properly. There was certainly no doubt she was
better at it than Kayley! And she was probably better at a lot of
other things too!

Kayley felt her anxiety rising as she fought
to show her own expertise, but she had a sinking feeling it wasn’t
going to impress this woman. She also struggled to seem as casual
as Nikola was. She doubted the blonde’s heart was pounding like a
drum like her own was!

Her own hands slid up and down on Nikola’s
shoulders for want of anywhere else she dared put them. It was
where they’d have been with a guy, after all.

Gripping her head firmly as she continued to
kiss her, the woman deftly turned her so her back was to the rail,
then finally pulled her lips free of Kayley’s, but only to slide
them in along her left cheek, nibbling on her earlobe, kissing and
chewing lightly on the nape of her neck.

“It’s a little early to eat yet,” Nikola said
in a whisper. “Unless I decide to eat something else entirely.”

She grinned at the younger woman, then
brought her lips in against Kayley’s mouth once more, her tongue
dipping and caressing as she sucked lightly on her lower lip, then
crushed her lips with her own.

Kayley felt the blonde’s hands dropping low
along her shoulders, then down her back to squeeze her buttocks. A
moment later they skimmed upwards, taking her sweater with them,
peeling it upward, above her jeans, then up higher still. Before
she could even decide whether to object or delay she was tugging
her turtleneck up over her arms and then head, to toss on the love
seat behind her.

Kayley’s mind was swimming in excitement,
anxiety, and a dark rush of heat as the woman didn’t hesitate,
reaching behind her to undo her bra, then peeling it up and
off.

Now Kayley blushed hotly as the woman tossed
it onto the chair, her head momentarily jerking aside to dart
around her and make sure no one was in a position to see.

“You have gorgeous breasts!” Nikola said
admiringly.

Her hands cupped Kayley’s breasts firmly but
gently, lifting them up a bit as if weighing them, squeezing a
little more, then more still, lifting them up and pressing them
against each other before loosening her grip. Her thumbs and
forefingers settled around her nipples, plucking them lightly, then
rolling and caressing them.

“Lovely!” she said, bending over.

Kayley was becoming overwhelmed by how fast
things were going, her heart pounding and pulse racing as she saw
and felt the woman’s mouth enclose the center of her breast. Her
tongue swirled and circled, then stroked back and forth as she
sucked rhythmically. Her breast throbbed powerfully, her nipples
tingling and sparkling with pleasure.

Nikola didn’t rush past this point, like so
many guys had. She was far more patient and much calmer than any
guy Kayley had ever made out with. She brought her lips slowly up,
dropping kisses on her chest, then neck, then up along the side of
her throat and along her earlobe.

She gripped Kayley’s hair again, kissing her
more insistently, more passionately, and a wave of some kind of
dark delight swept through her.

The woman’s hands slid around her, caressing
her bare back, then pushing down onto her buttocks, squeezing
firmly before circling back around to the front. Kayley felt her
fingers at the waistband of her jeans, undoing the belt. That sent
Kayley’s pulse racing even faster as they deftly popped the metal
clasp and eased the zipper down.

Then the woman’s hands rose again, sliding
through Kayley’s hair as her body moved forward to press her back
against the rail. A moment later they slid down her to squeeze her
bottom, rose, then pushed down once more, only this time they went
in through the loosened waistband.

Another jolt of emotion and heat hit her as
she felt the woman’s soft hands slide down onto her buttocks, bare
save for a thong. As they pushed down they widened the waistband of
her jeans, the zipper easing lower and lower.

The hands slid up again, and Nikola chewed
lightly on the nape of her neck, then her earlobe as she tugged the
leather belt out of the loops of her jeans. That confused Kayley a
little since she certainly didn’t have to remove the belt to push
the jeans the rest of the way down.

She did, though, and the jeans dropped below
her thong as Nikola pushed them lower still, then stepped back.
There was hunger and a kind of hot, predatory look in her eyes as
she looked Kayley up and down.

“Take them off,” she said in a husky
voice.

Kayley did, pushing her jeans down and
stepping out of them. Her hands moved to the waistband of her thong
but Nikola gripped her arm and turned her firmly around to look
over the rail. A moment later she slid the belt under her right arm
and along her back before pulling her left arm back behind her.

Kayley felt a long instant of confusion about
what the woman was doing as the felt her belt wrapped around her
arms and then pulled tighter and tighter. She gasped, eyes widening
as her arms were forced back sharply, her shoulders aching.

“What!? Nikola!” she exclaimed in confused
alarm.

“Don’t be afraid, pigeon. Never be afraid I
will do anything to harm you,” the woman said soothingly.

She turned Kayley back to face her then
kissed her deeply as the confused girl tried to tug her arms out
from behind her. The belt bound her arms back halfway between her
elbows and shoulders, and try as she could it wouldn’t fall off.
That left her hands free – technically. She could bend her arms at
the elbows and push her hands forward, but not very far.

Then the blonde abruptly pulled back,
dropping onto her knees. She licked a long, firm lick up the center
of Kayley’s thong, her eyes catching Kayley’s with a feral,
predatory look. She licked again and again, her hands pushing the
girl’s legs wider. She opened her mouth and caught the center of
her sex between her lips, sucking and massaging her through the
crotch of her thong.

Kayley continued to be confused, uncertain,
and anxious. What was the blonde playing at!? But as Nikola stayed
on her knees, licking at her rapidly moistening thong, Kayley began
to understand she was playing some dark sexual game with her.

And then the woman’s finger gripped the
crotch of her thong and tugged it aside. Her tongue now swept in
across her bare skin, and the contrast between what she’d been
feeling through the fabric was so intense it left her momentarily
speechless, breathless, and very nearly mindless at the explosive
rush of sensation!

Her tongue was an energetic snake, slithering
wetly back and forth against her, pushing up inside her, then up
across her clitoris as it pulsed with energy. Kayley could hardly
focus her mind on anything with that delicious rush of sensation
and pleasure, and could only gasp and moan as Nikola tugged her
thong down her legs and then pulled it off.

Her hands pushed against her inner thighs,
wanting her legs spread wider, and Kayley obeyed the wordless
demand. Her face felt hot, her nipples burning, her breasts
throbbing as she looked past the woman at the apartment behind,
then around her at the blank walls to either side. Then finally,
down at the top of the woman’s head.

Her tongue swept up across her clitoris now
with long, slow, firm strokes that made Kayley’s hips roll up in
tandem. Her breathing was becoming rougher and more ragged as her
chest tightened further. The sexual pressure was building up
rapidly inside her so that it felt as if her entire body was
trembling!

Now Nikola’s tongue swept around and across
her clit in circles, then from side to side. A moment later a
finger pushed up inside her, then a second, and as Nikola licked
faster across her clitoris Kayley felt herself losing control. She
knew a momentary panic. She was outside! If she made loud noises
everyone would hear!

She resisted, and did her best to ignore the
flood of bubbling, frothing liquid heat pouring up through her body
and flooding her mind. But as it continued she felt her resistance
melting, felt her cares and concerns fading, drowning under the
pressure and heat threatening to overwhelm her.

Her hips began to grind slowly forward
against the woman’s licking tongue and fingers. She felt the latter
pushing up but then pressing in firmly along the front wall of her
snug tunnel, rubbing and applying pressure in behind where her
tongue was lapping firmly at her clitoris.

A steamy, overheated sense of passion gripped
Kayley, her eyes becoming glazed as her mind turned inward. Her
buttocks ground against the tempered glass and her back arched as
rippling waves of pleasure rolled up her body. She was panting for
breath, moaning low in her throat as the passion and pleasure took
control of her.

And then the orgasm simply exploded. She
cried out, her head flung back, her back arching back across the
top of the rail. She felt Nikola’s fingers moving faster, harder,
and her tongue licking furiously. Her hips bucked and jerked as her
muscles spasmed and she whimpered and gurgled and moaned as a part
of her tried to keep as silent as possible.

She let out another cry, another, a half sob
as her head rolled back, but managed to suppress the all-out scream
she felt like she ought to be issuing. Between her legs was a
volcano, pouring its overheated cauldron of steaming pleasure up
into her body.

Her mind could hardly focus on anything else
as the orgasm ran rampant through her nervous system and her body
spasmed and trembled and bucked in dazed pleasure.
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Nikola kissed her slowly and deeply, then
drew back with a grin on her face.

“Very responsive creature, aren’t you.”

It wasn’t a question, really, and Kayley was
busy trying to fit her mind back together as the woman gripped her
shoulders and turned her back to face the rail. Then she drew back
a bit, her foot going in between Kayley’s ankles and pulling them
wider.

She went to the side of the balcony and
pulled out a rope of some kind tied there, then wrapped it around
the girl’s right ankle. A moment later she pulled a similar rope
from the other side.

“N-Nikola?” Kayley asked uncertainly.

“I like to play little games, pigeon,” the
woman said as she wrapped the rope around her left ankle. “Wicked
games, exciting games.”

She kissed her on the shoulder, then
stretched her arms upward. Kayley cocked her head back and saw
there were hooks along the underside of the balcony above. One of
the strings of LED lights ran through them. But now the blonde was
fastening a loose, rough cord or rope to one. A moment later she
combed her fingers through Kayley’s long hair, then gathered it up
at the top of her head and wrapped the rope around it.

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

“Doing wicked, exciting things,” the woman
whispered.

She eased back.

“I’ll be back in a few moments.”

She went back inside, leaving Kayley where
she was standing. She was thoroughly confused, even bewildered. The
woman had been incredible at oral sex, way better than any guy who
had ever tried (most of them half-heartedly) to bring her off.
Kayley had had a powerful orgasm even before the woman removed one
piece of her own clothes!

But what in the hell was all this then!? She
pulled experimentally against the ropes around her ankles but could
not pull free. And any movement of her head made her wince as the
rope bound to her hair tugged harder at loose strands.

A game, she’d said. What kind of a game!?

A wicked game, she’d said.

It didn’t take a lot of brain power to figure
out that someone who tied her up was into wicked games. She’d never
really gone that way before but it wasn’t like she didn’t know
about such things. She understood some people did this to add some
kinky thrills to their lovemaking.

Apparently, Nikola was such a person.

Her heart began to beat faster and she felt
anxiety growing as she wondered what the woman would do. She barely
knew her, after all. How stupid was it to let herself be tied up
like this by someone she’d just met!? Then again, if the woman
planned something awful she surely wouldn’t do it outside where
Kayley’s screams could be heard.

God! Imagine if she came and couldn’t
suppress her cries of passion! How many people would hear it!? Her
eyes rolled around at the nearby buildings, then flicked from side
to side, though she could see nothing of the other balconies on
this building. But there could be someone sitting or standing on
the balcony below or above for all she knew.

Then the woman was back, but Kaley couldn’t
see her. A moment later she was standing directly behind her, and
brought something around in front of her face, then pulled it back
across her eyes.

“Nikola!?” Kayley gasped as the blindfold was
fastened behind her head.

“Shh, pigeon,” the woman whispered into her
ear. “I want you to have the most glorious orgasm ever!”

A moment later Kayley felt something against
her mouth.

“Open your mouth wide so the neighbors don’t
hear you if you get loud.”

That made sense to Kayley even if she had no
clue what that meant. She felt something pressing against her
already parted lips, ushing forward. It felt as though it was made
of some kind of soft, shiny plastic and was quite round and thick
as it slid through her lips and across her tongue. It pushed
startlingly deep into her mouth so that it rested just shy of the
entrance to her throat before it stopped.

Some kind of soft pad, made of leather
perhaps, was pressed firmly across her mouth, then drawn across her
cheeks to fasten behind her head.

“Don’t worry, pigeon. It’s only a nice, big
penis gag.”

A penis gag!? What in the hell is
that? Kayley wondered in astonishment.

Yet the answer came readily to her mind given
what was in her mouth. The thing pushed into her mouth was shaped
to look like a penis – albeit not a very long one. Yes, she
recognized the feel of the helmet head now, though she could barely
do anything with her tongue. That head was resting uncomfortably
far back in her mouth.

A moment later some kind of belt was slipped
around her neck and drawn tight, though not tight enough to
interfere with her breathing. What was the woman doing!?

“This is a nice black leather collar, by the
way. In case you were wondering.”

A collar!?

Kayley suddenly felt a hot pulse of energy as
she remembered a few pictures on the internet of women in collars
with ball gags in their mouths. Was this like that!?

She felt similar straps or belts slip around
each of her wrists, then and buckled tightly. Then Nikola gripped
her right wrist and ever so carefully bent it up and back at the
elbow, drawing her hand up towards her shoulder blades. She felt it
being attached somehow, perhaps by some kind of strap, to the back
of the collar.

She was in a state of stunned amazement,
unable to speak or see what was going on, nor able to move. All she
could do was follow what the blonde was doing by feeling. And now
she felt her other arm bent slowly and carefully upward, the hand
raised up towards her shoulder blade before it too was locked to
the back of her collar by some sort of strap.

The belt around her arms was then released,
but Nikola then adjusted her arms, lifting them higher still,
pushing and tugging until Kayley’s moans of complaint became a
sharp yelp. Only then did she ease back. But shortly after that
Kayley felt another strap or belt sliding around her arms, drawing
them tightly back together just as before.

“Marvelous!” she heard Nikola whisper.

Her hair was undone and came falling around
her head and shoulders. Kayley moved her head around gratefully but
soon realized that the collar was in some way bound to the same
hook overhead. Perhaps by another strap! What was this woman
doing!?

She felt something hard and slick probing
against her back opening, then, and her eyes widened behind the
blindfold. She tried to protest, but the sound she could make
around the penis-gag was wholly unintelligible. Anal sex was not
something she liked! It was messy and degrading!

Yet whatever it was pushed forward, turning
and twisting. It felt very smooth and got wider as it pushed
deeper. It pushed up, then eased back repeatedly, and was clearly
lubricated by something. She moaned and gasped as it stretched her
sphincter wider and wider. And then suddenly it simply slid into
her all the way, disappearing into her body.

Or so it seemed for a moment. She quickly
realized that was not the case. Some slender part of it remained at
the wrinkled little rosebud opening, and a flat, round base
remained on the outside. No doubt to keep the thing from
disappearing entirely. It was a butt-plug, she realized. It
couldn’t be anything else. She’d never seen one in person but that
was what it had to be.

And then came fingers at her sex, and
pressure there. She was already quite heavily self-lubricated
there, but whatever was pushing into her was also lubricated and
slippery. It turned and twisted, pumping slowly in and out as it
slowly pushed deeper and deeper into her abdomen.

Her body was quivering with both anxiety and
a dark, wicked sense of sexual excitement and anticipation now. Her
breathing was rough and ragged and her pulse was racing as she felt
the thick instrument – no doubt some sort of dildo – sliding
uncomfortably deep.

She moaned as it tried to force itself deeper
still, pumping slowly in and out. Then she felt a slick finger
against her clitoris, rubbing skillfully, rousing more and more
sensation there to flood up into her body. The dildo pushed deeper
still, and then she felt some sort of base pressing against the
outside of her body.

Nikola’s fingers did something there, made
some sort of adjustment, then the thing started to vibrate.

Kayley’s body jerked, her hips bucking
sharply as she pulled against the ropes holding her ankles in
place. She tried to twist her entire body around and away but was
firmly restrained even as the woman’s fingers moved away.

“Nasty girl,” she heard Nikola whisper in her
ear. “Have you never dreamed about being a sex slave?”

A sex slave!? What an absurd idea! Yet it was
also deliciously wicked and edgy, and Kayley felt her chest
tightening further as the woman’s hands cupped her breasts and
began to gently but firmly kneed them both. She felt her soft lips
along the nape of her neck, and then against her earlobe as she
nibbled gently.

“I shall train you as my obedient little
slave girl,” her voice whispered. “And perhaps loan your body to my
friends.”

Another jolt of anxiety and dark heat rushed
through Kayley, causing her hips to spasm. Yet she was fairly sure
the woman didn’t mean it. This was all some sort of edgy game to
her. And Kayley could feel her nerve endings crackling like life
electrical wires as the vibrator purred away both inside and
against her.

She kept trying to jerk her legs together, to
pull away from the vibrator, but it was quite obviously locked
against her in some way. After some seconds she could feel a
certain pressure against the butt-plug, though, and realized the
two were fixed together, just as she could tell her wrists were
attached to the collar and the collar to something above her.

Nikola’s fingers stroked, caressed, and
massaged her breasts. The pads of her fingers lighting often
against her nipples to pluck, caress, lightly twist, and tease
them.

“Such darling little nipples,” she whispered
as her lips moved along the nape of Kayley’s neck.

Kayley’s breasts began to throb and pulse
with heat and energy, her nipples tingling as the woman’s fingers
continued their work. She thought of how Devon loved roughly
squeezing her breasts as though they were squeeze toys, which, she
supposed, they were to him. That had hurt more often than felt
sexy.

The vibrator, meanwhile was making her squirm
helplessly. She’d never used one before but this one was having a
definite impact! As was the wild, wicked excitement of being so
oddly tied up like this. Her body was absolutely filled with sexual
pressure, so that she trembled and quivered continuously, her hips
grinding helplessly against the vibrator – or trying to. Of course,
the vibrator moved as she did.

She began to feel a sense of frustration. The
passion was intense, and she wanted, needed something she didn’t
even, at first, recognize. Then she did. She needed movement. She
needed the vibrator or vibrating dildo or whatever it was to plunge
in and out. She needed something rubbing against her clitoris, not
just pressing against it and vibrating.

And then suddenly Nikola abandoned her
breasts, for seconds anyway. A moment later she felt both of them
suddenly pinched sharply, painfully. She cried out in startled
pain, jerking her head from side to side, instinctively trying to
pull away from where she was held.

“Now, now, just a couple of little nipple
clips,” Nikola said in amusement.

Kayley felt a slight pressure pulling up and
then the woman’s fingers against the side of her mouth. A moment
later it became apparent that the nipple clips had been attached
somehow to the penis-gag so that as she moved her head it tugged
sharply on them.

That kept her head still, of course!

“Naughty little slave girl,” Nikola whispered
into her ear.

And then she was silent, and Kayley had no
idea where she was. Or even if she was still on the balcony. She
was alone in her mind, trapped with the wild turmoil gripping her
body and panting for breathe around the penis gag filling her
mouth.

She moaned again and again, gasping and
wincing every time she instinctively tried to turn her head, or
draw it back as that tugged at the nipple clips gripping her little
pink buds so tightly and cruelly.

She tried to keep her head still, but almost
any movement tugged against the clips, and her body was still
trembling and jerking as her nervous system was overloaded with
sensations. She felt as if she were nearing an orgasm, yet it
remained just outside her grasp.

Her frustration grew as the heat burned away
at her mind, melting her pride and inhibitions. She even found
herself tugging the clips instinctively against her nipples, the
sharp little jolts of sensation adding to the whirling tornado of
heat enveloping her body.

After a few minutes, she heard a sound that
told her Nikola was near again and then felt the ropes around her
ankles being undone. Soon after the strap holding her collar to the
ceiling was gone. Then soft hands turned her around and she felt
the nipple rings no longer tugging on the gag.

Instead, they were pulling her forward!

She gasped and yelped, forced to stagger in
that direction.

“Don’t worry, pigeon. It’s only a nipple
leash.”

Kayley had never heard of such a thing but
something continued to pull equally at both nipples, forcing her to
shuffle, then stumble forward, moaning in complaint, heat suffusing
her mind as she was drawn back into the apartment.

“Come along, slave girl,” she heard the woman
say in an amused voice.

It wasn’t as though she had a choice, Kayley
thought dazedly.

Where were they even going!? What was the
woman going to do to her!?

She kept walking, not knowing what was before
her, pulled along remorselessly by the sharp tugging against the
nipple clips. Her nipples were soon burning as she turned, then
turned again, and continued walking. Surely the woman wasn’t taking
her outside like this!?

She had to turn again and then as she
shuffled forward she felt something against her lower legs and
halted. It was some sort of padded furniture. She gasped as the
clips were removed from her nipples. Then a push on her back sent
her sprawling forward onto – a bed.

“Get on your knees, slave girl,” Nikola’s
voice ordered.

Crack!

She yelped at a sharp slap to her bottom.

“Raise that lovely ass of yours high in the
air and spread your legs.”

Crack!

Kayley yelped again at a stinging slap and
hurriedly raised her hips high.

Crack!

“Higher, slave girl.”

She cried out again, not sure what the woman
wanted as she forced her upper legs straight and drew her belly in
against them.

Crack!

“Spread your legs. You know what you want.
You want a nice big cock inside you.”

Crack!

Kayley yelped again, jerking her knees
apart.

“Much better.”

Kayley could suddenly see again as the
blindfold was pulled up over her head. She stared around wildly,
her hair tumbling across her face, and saw she was in a large
bedroom, kneeling on the edge of a canopy bed.

Nikola’s fingers undid the strap holding the
penis gag in place and drew the wider base away from her mouth, the
‘penis’ part sliding out of her mouth. Now that she could see it
Kayley realized it was more of a ‘penis head’ gag, for that was all
it had been, a huge, thick cockhead.

The blonde moved across to the other side of
the bed, and Kayley saw with some surprise she was still fully
dressed. Oddly, that made her feel even more… naked.

Nikola opened a drawer on the night table on
that side and took something out of it, then held it out for Kayley
to see.

It was a cock.

She could call it a dildo, but that really
didn’t do it justice.

It was shockingly real looking, long, thick,
reddish with hunger, and veins carved along the shaft.

Now as the woman brought the thing down
against her groin Kayley realized that she was wearing some sort of
leather belt around her waist, that held up some kind of fixture
over her groin. With some brief fumbling, Nikola managed to fix the
big cock in place there thrusting out from her groin.

“Would you like to get fucked, little slave
girl?” she asked softly, her voice a purr.

She moved around the bed to stand behind her,
and a moment later her fingers were at the vibrator, turning it
off.

“Would you like me to stick this big cock
deep into your hot little pussy?”

Kayley moaned helplessly. She wanted it,
wanted it badly! But she didn’t want to say yes! That would be…
degrading! It would show… weakness and… and sluttiness and…

Crack!

“Ahh! Don’t!” she cried.

Crack!

“Don’t give me orders, slave girl!”

“Ow!”

“Tell me you want my cock inside you.”

Kayley moaned as she felt the vibrator being
drawn slowly back down the length of her pussy. It pulled free and
she heard a soft chuckle behind her.

“You’re literally dripping wet, little slave
girl,” the woman teased.

Kayley felt her fingers dipping into the
mouth of her sex, then gasped as the cock rubbed slowly back and
forth against her.

“Say it, slave girl. Tell me you want my cock
inside you,” she said in a soft, teasing voice.

“I-I… I do!” Kayley blurted out.

Crack!

“Then say it.”

“I… want it inside me!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Ask nicely. Say please fuck me with your
lovely cock.”

Kayley cringed at the thought, yet the words
also sent a surge of heat and excitement through her.

Crack!

“Or I could just have you get dressed and go
home…”

“Please… Please fuck me with… your love
cock!” Kayley moaned.

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!’

Crack!

“Slave girls don’t give orders. Now ask me
again to fuck you but call me… Mistress.”

This is so sick! This is so nasty! Kayley’s
mind both squirmed and burned at the thought.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say it, sex slave!”

“Please… please fuck me, Mistress!” she
gasped.

What a humiliating thing to say, she
thought.

Then she felt the head of the cock rubbing
more firmly up and down along the line of her sex. It pushed
forward slowly, spreading her wider and wider until she ached. It
penetrated her, then, sliding deeper and deeper as she shuddered
with dark energy.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you hard!”

Crack!

“Ah! Don’t! Please fuck me hard, Mistress!”
she gasped.

“Slutty little straight girl,” Nikola purred.
“Always wanting big nasty cocks inside you.”

The big cock sank deeper and deeper, and then
Nikola gripped her hips and started to pump in and out. She started
slow but rapidly built up speed as her hips slapped powerfully
against Kayley’s upraised buttocks.

The surge of sensations quickly swept through
her and drowned her mind in dark passion and pleasure. She cried
out at every stroke, gasping and moaning as the woman picked up
speed, pounding the big cock inside her.

And Kayley’s mind simply melted!

The orgasm came within seconds, and she cried
out again and again as Nikola rammed the big cock into the depths
of her tight tunnel again and again. She cried out in pain in the
midst of the orgasm as she felt her hair yanked up and back, but
hardly cared. She was being consumed by the intensity of the
pleasure tearing through her body.

She cried all the breathe out of her,
remained breathless as long as she could, then sucked it in
frantically and cried it out again, her eyes wild, her nervous
system overloaded and the big cock pounding into her almost
violently.

The orgasm went on and on as her body
threatened to shake itself apart. And Kayley trembled and shook,
wave after wave of ecstasy sweeping through her and filling her
mind with a wild carnal joy.
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Kayley was almost giddy as she went home. The
experience with Nikola had been like nothing she’d ever had in her
life. The passion had been so scalding! The pleasure had been
astonishing! Whatever misgivings she had about having a lesbian
experience they were completely overwhelmed by the sheer excitement
of the event.

It had, after all, been the wildest, most
thrilling sexual experience of her life. Which left her wondering
what more she would experience. What more deliciously nasty, carnal
things could she explore, either with Nikola or someone else? Sex
with Evan had been boring compared to this!

True, Nikola was awfully bossy, but that was
just part of her edgy game of bondage, so Kayley didn’t mind it at
all. Besides, the woman was way more experienced than her. And the
benefits of letting her take the lead had been obvious.

She was a little sore in places, like her
nipples, which still kind of stung, and her pussy, where she’d
really been pounded by that dildo. She shook her head a little,
thinking of the dildo. It was the most beautiful cock she’d ever
seen. It was way more realistic looking than any other she’d ever
seen in her life – not that she’d seen many in person.

She’d considered buying one, though, and
looked at a couple of online sites. Nothing they had resembled the
big, beautiful-looking cock Nikola had used. She should have asked
her where she bought it, she thought.

But everything had been too wild to think
about the future. Especially afterward when Nikola had shown her
just how good she was at oral sex. She’d driven Kayley wild with
her tongue and lips. Not to mention her fingers thrusting hard and
fast into her pussy at the same time.

Remembering that made her feel even more
irritated at the guys she’d dated. None had been remotely as good.
And it wasn’t like Nikola had a different tongue than they did.
They could have gotten good if they’d put enough work into it.
She’d certainly put enough effort into learning how to perform oral
sex on guys.

None of which had helped her when it was her
turn to do it to Nikola, of course. She still felt awkward about
that, knowing how bad she’d been. The woman hadn’t seemed the least
surprised or bothered by it and had told her she needed to be
trained better.

Which was fine with Kayley. She was more than
willing to learn if Nikola was willing to demonstrate on her body
again!

She felt a bit of worry about whether this
now made her a lesbian, but she dismissed it quickly enough. Nikola
was an okay-looking woman, naked or not, but her body did nothing
for Kayley. Not like looking at Evan naked, for example.

No, it had been the woman’s skill in bed, not
to mention the way she’d played that kinky bondage-type game with
her. That’s what had really excited her. Although she was willing
to admit the feel of Nikola’s soft, warm skin against her own had
been sensual and pleasant.

Well, whatever the woman wanted to do again
Kayley was willing to try. It was certainly a lot more exciting
than her boring job.

*

The next morning she showed up for work as
usual. This time she wore a longish green plaid shirt over black
trousers. The trousers were a bit tight, but the shirt was long
enough to mostly cover her butt so that didn’t really matter.

She’d only been working an hour, though, when
she got a text from a strange number. She opened it and it was
clearly Nikola since she said she hoped Kayley had a pleasant time
the previous evening. Pleasant? Kayley sniffed in amusement.

There was a link in the text and she pressed
it, then gasped as she saw a video opening up that was absolutely
her own naked body from behind! For a moment she felt panic, but as
the video moved slowly up and then to the side she saw that her
face was nearly completely hidden by her own hair, the blindfold,
and the gag.

No one would recognize her from this. Even
so, watching her bottom kind of shake and grind back at the
vibrator buzzing way in her pussy made her mind squirm too. She
hadn’t known Nikola had taken any videos or pictures! The woman
should have asked her!

Which she said in her reply.

“Don’t worry, slave girl,” Nikola replied.
“Haven’t got your face in any, and it’s not like I’m going to be
sharing it around to your friends anyway – whoever they are.”

Which was a relief, of course, but Kayley was
still definitely going to talk to her about taking pictures and
videos!

She got a phone call from Barry then, asking
her to come to his office, so put her phone away and got up, then
wandered up the narrow aisle between high-walled cubicles, turned
onto another, then turned again to get to the main aisle.

There were actual offices on this aisle, at
least on the inside, and Barry’s was the first one.

“Hey, kid,” he said. “How’d you like to do
Tammy’s job from now on?”

Tammy, she knew, did verification checks on
the applicants.

“Uh, as well as what I’m doing now?”

“No. Tammy is leaving. So we need someone to
replace her. You’re already familiar with the software. She can
train you in the rest and then you can train your replacement.”

His using the word ‘train’ sent her mind
fluttering a bit given how Nikola had used the same word, though
for other things.

“Yeah, okay,” she said.

“It should be less boring than what you’re
doing since there’s more variety and more human contact.”

Kayley shrugged and nodded. It couldn’t be as
boring as what she’d been doing, after all.

She spent much of the rest of that day
sitting next to Tammy, a fifty-year-old woman with short, permed
hair, who showed her what she’d need to do and how to do it. It
involved checking the applicants against various lists, including
terrorist watch lists, no-fly lists, and lists of previous
applicants. As well as those who had overstayed their visas before
or committed crimes in the United States.

It was certainly more interesting than what
she’d been doing, and the ability to look up so much information
about a person was kind of an eye-opener.

“Just don’t use it to look up yourself, your
relatives, or your friends,” Tammy warned. “Security does spot
checks of the people we search for and if they ask you why you
better be able to explain yourself.”

The next day she started training the new
girl, Zoe. She was almost as young as Kayley, but barely five feet
tall. She was cute, had shoulder-length brown hair she kept in a
pony tail, and rectangular glasses with black plastic frames. She
also had a very slender body except for the notable exception of
her chest.

Meghan’s not going to like her, Kayley
thought in amusement.

Zoe was cuter and younger than the blonde,
had bigger boobs, and, at least on her first day, wore form-fitting
clothes. She was an outgoing girl and she and Kayley hit it off
quickly as the day went on. Kayley showed her around and introduced
her to people as well as taking her downstairs to the cafeteria and
upstairs to the lunch room and advised her on what was good and
what to avoid.

Zoe was living with a guy and planned to get
married, though she was only twenty-one. But from her description
of her boyfriend, Adam Kayley wondered why. Apparently, he spent a
lot of time playing video games. She liked video games too, but if
she was living with someone she’d be paying a lot more attention to
that person and not her computer.

The guy was constantly texting her too, to
find out what she was doing and who she was with. Kayley hoped he
was at least really hot looking, and hot in bed! She didn’t think
she’d put up with a guy checking up on her all the time.

Zoe was far from shy, either. On her second
day, she confessed that her boyfriend was pestering her to have a
threesome.

“All guys seem to want that,” Kayley
sighed.

Evan certainly had.

“Yeah, but with another guy.”

“Really? Usually, it’s a girl.”

“Yeah, no. He wants me to do him and his
friend Craig at the same time.”

“Uh, how do you feel about that?”

Zoe shrugged.

“That doesn’t look like you’re super excited
at the idea.”

“He’ll probably get jealous if I seem to be
enjoying it with Craig. And if I don’t he’ll tell me I’m a
prude.”

“Maybe if Craig turns you on it’ll inspire
him to do better.”

“Ha. Not likely. He’s pretty… predictable in
bed. Anyway, it shouldn’t take long.”

Kayley wasn’t about to touch that. But later
on while on their coffee break they were joking about how much the
salt and pepper shakers in the cafeteria looked like dildos. Kayley
almost told her about the really lifelike one she’d seen but
didn’t.

“I don’t think I’d like to try and get that
down my throat,” she said.

Which was a bit of bragging, granted. Not
every girl could deep throat. Most couldn’t, in fact.

“I’ve had bigger ones,” the girl said.

“The boyfriend?”

Zoe grinned and shook her head. “He’s
okay.”

“The thing is, I learned how to perform oral
sex to please my partner. I got really good at it,” Kayley said.
“But how many guys are good at oral sex? Most of them barely do
much more than enough to say they had. I mean, it’s like they’re
always rushing through to get to the good stuff!”

“Adam doesn’t.”

“He doesn’t rush through it?”

“He doesn’t do it. He says it’s dirty.”

“Seriously?”

Zoe shrugged and made a face.

“You should tell him he doesn’t get any
unless he starts giving some.”

“He’d just sulk. It’s easier to just make him
happy. It doesn’t take long anyway.”

Kayley bit her tongue about that. She hadn’t
known the girl long enough to be telling her she needed to dump her
useless, asshole of a boyfriend.

Especially when she herself didn’t have one.
Hannah was bugging her to date more but all Kayley really had on
her mind for dates was how to get together with Nikola again. She
wanted to see what other kinky things the blonde would do to
her.

Nikola had sent her a picture of herself
taken the other night. It was basically the same as the video she’d
sent only it was taken out to the side. But again, it didn’t show
her face. She was still wearing the blindfold and gag, and her hair
spilled over what remained. Besides, the picture was taken from
behind but out to the side.

It was a good picture, an erotic picture, she
decided, pleased. She liked thinking of herself as hot and sexy. At
least, so long as she didn’t have to do anything obvious to look
that way. But every guy she’d ever known had been obsessed with the
pictures of girls on the internet. Which meant that she was
competing with that ‘look’. Or at least that every girl she knew
was trying to look that way, so she was competing with them.

She went swimming that night after work. It
was a warm but rainy day and there were fewer people in the pool,
so she raced steadily up and down, doing multiple laps before she
tired and climbed out of the pool. There was, disappointingly, no
sign of Nikola that evening. She wondered if she’d disappointed the
woman, for she hadn’t asked to see her again.

But she had sent her that short vid, and the
picture. That seemed to suggest she still thought Kayley was hot
and sexy, still desirable. So what was she waiting for? Kayley
wondered if she should call, but felt weird about the idea. She’d
be basically calling a woman and telling her she wanted more of
those kinky tie-up games.

She really wasn’t comfortable admitting that
to anyone. Not even herself.

When she got home there were several Amazon
boxes waiting for her. She picked them up, frowning, checking the
name. She ordered things regularly but couldn’t remember anything
being due. They all had her name on them, though so she shrugged
and carried them upstairs with her.

She opened the first box on the kitchen
counter and stared at the black studded collar inside. She felt her
chest tightening quite suddenly and her nipples starting to prickle
within the cups of her bra. It was a bondage collar, like but not
the same as the one she’d worn at Nikola’s apartment.

She stared at it for long seconds, then
opened the second box. It had four of those wrist bands, studded,
with rings on opposite sides. Then she opened the third box. It was
bigger and heavier, and she stared in confusion at the mass of
black leather straps inside before pulling them up and out.

The tag said ‘body harness’ and a picture had
been drawn of a female figure wearing it. She felt her nipples
tingling now. These could only have come from Nikola, after all.
The woman had a lot of money so had apparently just ordered them on
the internet.

She had to try them on! She carried them into
the bedroom and stripped naked, then puzzled at the harness before
stepping into it and pulling the loose mass of straps up her torso.
There were other straps still loose across the chest. One of them
was in place, pressing up against the underside of her breasts. Two
straps hung down, one on either side, and she looked at the picture
then drew them both up along the outside of her breasts, then
across her chest, crisscrossing at the center, before pulling them
up over her shoulders to fasten behind her neck.

She inhaled sharply, though, because on doing
that the harness tightened up considerably down below. Looking
down, she knew what she would see. The inch-wide black strap had
been pulled right up in between the lips of her sex.

There was one final strap hanging loose. It
went across the top of her breasts. She pulled that across and
buckled it in place, then stared breathlessly at herself in the
mirror. Her breasts had never looked so full and firm! They were
lifted up by the lower strap, then squeezed together by the two
straps curling up along the outside and across her chest. Then
pressed down by the last strap.

She stared at the lower strap disappearing
between the lips of her sex, which closed behind it, then turned
her back to the mirror to see the strap there pulling up between
her buttocks. She hurriedly donned the collar, then the leather
restraints, and stared at herself again in the mirror.

She looked hot! She looked hot and sexy and
kinky and wild!

She plucked her hard nipples as she stared at
herself, and then thought of Nikola. She got her phone, hesitated,
then texted her.

“Did you send some stuff to me from
Amazon?”

After a few minutes, the blonde replied.

“I thought we might have dinner tonight.”

That sent Kayley’s pulse racing as her mind
spun over what to reply.

“I’ll pick you up in five minutes,” the woman
then sent.

Five minutes!?

“Wear the harness, and nothing else.”

“No way!” she texted. “Are you crazy! I’d get
arrested!”

“Do you have a raincoat or poncho?”

She hesitated again. “Yes.”

“Then put it on over the harness. Four
minutes, sex slave.”

Kayley’s mind was spinning. She couldn’t do
that! Well, if she was just going to Nikola’s she supposed she
could. The raincoat would cover her pretty well. But it was still
horribly slutty to go out without anything underneath but… but
this!

“Two minutes. If you’re not there when I
arrive you’ll get a spank for every ten seconds I have to
wait.”

A spank! Kayley remembered those sharp slaps
on the bottom from the other night. They had stung! She didn’t want
a whole bunch more! Finally, she threw on her raincoat, clipping it
up to the neck, ran into her room to make sure nothing was showing,
shoved a pair of pants and a blouse into her bag, then hurried back
out the door.

When the elevator finally came and deposited
her in the lobby she hurried out the front door and stared around
her for whatever car Nikola might be driving. She was startled to
see a limousine in her parking lot. This was definitely not the
neighborhood for such vehicles.

But the driver got out and opened the side
door and she hurried over, peered in, and, seeing Nikola, climbed
inside. The door was closed behind her and the driver got into the
front.

“You’re quite wet,” Nikola said wryly.

The back of the limousine was wider than any
car Kayley had ever been in. But as she moved to the big seat
Nikola held her hand out to block her.

“Take off the raincoat first. W don’t want to
get water on the leather.”

That puzzled Kayley for a moment. Did the
woman forget she had nothing underneath? Not to mention – she
turned her head to look forward. There was a dark black pane of
glass between them and the front and she could only see a very
faint outline of the back of the driver’s head.

“He can’t see you in here.”

“But – but – he might – !”

“No, he won’t. Take it off and leave it on
the floor.”

Nikola glowered at her and Kayley faltered.
She stared out the back of the limousine, then across the window
there. They were all quite heavily tinted. Her mind still squirmed
at the thought of getting essentially naked there!

Nikola leaned forward and unsnapped the top
button of her raincoat. Kayley gasped, feeling a sense of panic,
and tried to grip the front of the raincoat, but not before Nikola
had undone two more.

“Don’t be a child, Kayley,” Nikola said
impatiently.

Kayley’s resistance faltered. She didn’t want
to seem like some shy, innocent little girl to this sophisticated
woman!

Nikola unclipped the front of the raincoat,
then tugged it open, and out of Kayley’s hands before pushing it
back over her shoulder.

“That looks lovely,” she said with
approval.

She ran a hand up across Kayley’s firm, taut
breast and gave it a squeeze, then let her fingers roll her nipple
between them.

“Hands behind your neck,” she ordered,
barking the order out.

Kayley hesitated again, then, blushing,
brought her hands up behind her neck.

“Lean forward.”

That one confused her but she did it, and
Nikola leaned forward, as well, gripping her hands and pulling them
further in behind her neck. By the time Kayley realized she was
locking the wrist bands to the back of the collar it was too late
to do anything about it, even if she could decide on what.

Nikola pulled her forward and had her sit on
the seat facing forward. Kayley flinched as she stared at the black
glass. Then she got distracted as Nikola leaned over her to mouth
her right nipple and the center of her breast.

“Y-You’re sure he can’t see anything!?” she
gulped.

“Are you shy, little slave girl? You have a
gorgeous body. What’s to be shy about?”

“It’s not you naked!”

“Such impudence. If you really fear having
people look at your lovely naked body I have a way to shield you
from such embarrassment.”

She reached into her bag and drew out what
Kayley at first thought was a ski mask. Although this ski mask
wasn’t made of some kind of smooth, shiny fabric like microfiber
and had no holes for the eyes. It was stretchy, though, and before
she could object Nikola pulled it over her head and down over her
face.

“What is this!?” she gulped.

“Something to hide your embarrassment away,
slave girl,” Nikola purred.

The fabric was at least partially
see-through. At least over the eyes. She could see through it, at
any rate, though the world appeared much darker than it had.

“Oh, and we’ll need to protect you drawing
attention to your cries of pleasure. You are kind of a screamer,
after all. Well, this will take care of it.”

It was the penis gag! Now she got a better
look at it she felt her chest fluttering. It was basically a big,
thick penis head stuck to the back of a soft leather pad. She fed
the penis through her open lips before she could think about
whether to agree, then pressed the pad down and drew the strap
behind her neck.

Nikola then bent over and continued to feast
on her breasts as the car drove, sucking and chewing, licking and
massaging her burning hot nipples as her hands moved slowly up and
down her body. The woman unclipped the lower strap, the one digging
into her soft pink flesh, and peeled it out as she slipped down on
the wide floor before her.

“Slump down, you sexy little slut,” she
said.

She gripped Kayley’s legs and jerked them
down, then up and apart before leaning in and starting to lick at
her already hot, hungry pussy.
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Kayley squeaked around the gag as she stared
down at the woman, then out the window next to her, then at the
glass in front of her, then to her right. She shuddered and moaned
as Nikola spread her legs way apart. The right one was forced back
along the seat while her right was up and over to the side so her
foot got lodged in behind where the seat belt was fastened.

Her tongue was wild and furious from the
start. And despite her anxiety, Kayley felt her insides starting to
thrum with energy as the sexual pressure grew more and more
intense. She felt a sense of unreality and disbelief as she stared
at the woman’s intense face. She had slumped down too far to even
see out the windows now. But she could still see the faint outline
of the driver’s head through the dark glass there!

Nikola raised her face and looked up at
her.

“Ah, I know what you’re missing,” she
said.

She reached under the seat and pulled out
what looked like a thick black cock, a black latex cock the same
color as the straps, then pushed it against her glistening
opening.

Kayley gasped and moaned, her legs jerking
feebly as the dildo slowly forced her wider and wider, then slipped
inside. The blonde pushed it deeper and deeper as her excitement
mounted. She loved feeling the stretched out, loved staring down at
the big cock as more and more of it disappeared into her body!

As she had the other day, Nikola twisted and
turned it, pumping it in and out, forcing it deeper and deeper
until Kayley’s moans turned to yelps of pain. She pumped it in and
out, then, using almost the full, long length of it as her tongue
whipped across Kayley’s clitoris.

Her mind began to fog up as the passion and
heat grew rapidly, and Kayley felt her muscles relaxing, going limp
as almost all her focus turned to her pussy and the delicious
feeling of fullness combined with the way Nikola’s skillful tongue
and lips were working on her clitoris.

The intoxicating rush of heat and wonder was
suffocating, drowning her mind of everything but the dark hunger
and excitement of what was happening. Her hips began to grind
helplessly up against the woman’s face as she rolled her head and
arched her back, gasping and panting and whimpering as the sexual
pressure rose.

Nikola pumped the dildo in and out so that
the head was constantly jabbing against what surely felt like the
back wall of her tight little sex. Then, suddenly, she drew the
strap down and across the base of the dildo, pulling it up across
her abdomen to buckle to the rest of the harness.

After a sharp tug which made her cry out loud
with the unexpected pain!

The limousine stopped even as she saw Nikola
fasten the two little clips across her nipples and let them snap
closed. She squealed in pain even as the door opened behind
him.

“Time to go inside, slave girl,” the woman
said, climbing out of the limousine.

Kayley was gibbering inside, but the pull of
the two thin straps attached to the nipple clips made her cry out
in sharp, stinging pain and sent her body lurching forward until
she was on her feet outside the car.

And under the eyes of the dour-faced,
middle-aged chauffeur, who looked at her with an appreciative
smirk.

Kayley looked around in a panic and
discovered she was in an underground garage. Nikola set off across
the floor to a door and Kayley, yelping in pain, at first, scurried
to follow as the leash tugged firmly on her burning nipples.

She couldn’t resist, couldn’t protest,
couldn’t say a thing!

Surely they weren’t going up in an elevator
like this! What if someone else got on and saw her!?

Since Nikola had shoved her sneakers off when
her feet were off the floor of the limousine her bare feet padded
along the smooth concrete floor.

Nikola opened a door and to Kayley’s
surprise, it was not to an elevator lobby but a hallway where she
could hear the sounds of people up ahead. She felt another jolt of
anxiety and tried to pull back, but the continuous pull on her
nipples made quick work of that. She squealed and lurched forward
again.

They came to a small podium, behind which was
a very short-haired woman.

“Your room is ready, Ms. Forsyth,” the woman
said.

She led them further up the hall and into a
small room, then left. The room was large enough for a small table
with two chairs, and nothing else. It had a chandelier overhead,
and yet the walls looked like rough stone – old stone.

It felt like it to when Nikola pressed her
back against one and she felt the rough stone against her back and
buttocks. She was utterly confused about what was going on as
Nikola removed the clips from her nipples, then reached up behind
her neck and clipped something to the rings in her wrist bands.

“There. That should keep you,” the blonde
said as she sat down.

Aside from the table and chairs the room had
a mirrored wall on the other side of where she stood. Kayley stared
at herself in considerable astonishment and no small sense of
relief. Her head was completely covered by the black fabric. There
were two small depressions over her eyes, but her eyes were
invisible. There were two small holes below her nose, and that was
it.

Her identity, at least, was completely
hidden. She was anonymous to anyone who saw her. That was a great
comfort when the door opened and another woman came in. Still, she
flinched badly, instinctively wanting to turn away to hide her
body. She didn’t, partly because it was too late, partly because of
the hood, and partly because she didn’t want to be seen by the
stranger as some silly, shy virgin type.

The woman had a folder she gave to
Nikola.

“Can I get you a drink, Madam?”

“A Perrier, and, let me see, something red.
Hmm. A glass of Cabernet Sauvineau.”

“Right away, Madam.”

The girl turned and left, closing the door
behind her. And for the first time, Kayley noticed the door was
made of what looked like very old, thick wood, with a small window
in it that had bars. The room was made to look like some sort of
prison cell, she realized. Or perhaps something from a dungeon!

But it had been comforting, despite how her
mind had squirmed, when the woman had looked at her and Kayley had
known her face was completely hidden.

“Elbows back, slave girl, and chest out,”
Nikola said.

Kayley glowered at her and did nothing.

The woman smiled and got to her feet, then
took what looked like a black pencil from her bag and laid it along
her left breast. The black pencil had a soft leather pad on its tip
about the size of a large stamp.

“Chest out,” the blonde woman said in
amusement.

Although she was already feeling a bubbling
little rise in heat Kayley ignored her until Nikola began to slap
the little leather pad against her nipple with rapid little
movements of her wrist.

She yelped and twisted to no avail against
her restraints even as Nikola shifted her aim to her other
nipple.


Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

“I can do this all day,” Nikal said, taunting
her.

Her nipples stung and began to get hotter and
sorer and Kayley finally moaned and gave in, arching her back.

“Much better, little slave girl,” Nikola
said.

The blonde sat down again, smirking at
her.

Kayley glared back, but she couldn’t keep her
eyes from flicking up to the mirror to look at herself. God, she
looked… wildly kinky and wickedly sexual! This was insane! What
kind of place was this… this dungeon!?

“I suspect you’ll have quite an exciting
evening,” she said.

Kayley glowered at her again, though the
woman could not, of course, see her expression.

Then the thing inside her, the black dildo,
began to vibrate. She squealed and squirmed, clamping her thighs
together and trying to rub them against the overpowering and wildly
uncomfortable stimulation to her very sensitive nerve endings.

Nikola smiled as she watched, her phone out
on the table, her finger occasionally doing something to the phone
which shifted the power and pulsing of the vibrations.

There wasn’t really anything she could do
about it but try to cope. And as her body got used to the
sensations she became more able to do just that.

She let her eyes flick out against the stone
walls and the door again then looked down at the thing sticking out
of her sex. Its vibrations were definitely having an effect. And it
was pressed quite firmly indeed against her delicate flesh.

She gasped as she noticed Nikola pull her
phone out and take her picture. She instinctively ducked her head
but the woman only laughed.

“Do you think someone is going to recognize
you, sweetling?”

Of course, no one would, not in this outfit.
But even so, it made her mind squirm even more as the woman took
another picture.

“Shoulders back, chest out.”

Kayley glowered obstinately and the woman
picked up the little quirt and rose.

Kayley quickly jerked her elbows back and
pushed her chest out. Even so, the woman stepped over to her and
rubbed the soft leather pad across her left nipple.

“Learn to obey more promptly, little slave
girl,” the woman said.

Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!

Kayley winced and squirmed, the center of her
breasts getting hotter and aching more and more as the woman
delivered more rapid-fire little slaps to the center of each
breast, then went back and sat down again.

This was so kinky and sick!

But despite herself, Kayley could feel a
rising sense of sexual electricity. Her buttocks were pressed
firmly against rough, uneven stone, and she realized she was gently
grinding herself back against them due to the effect of the
vibrator.

“Spread your legs wider.”

Kayley ignored her and Nikola’s hand moved to
grasp the quirt. Kayley gasped and jerked her feet apart on the
floor.

“Elbows back more, slave.”

Kayley obeyed, her heart beating faster as
her pulse rate picked up. She glanced at the ‘dungeon’ door, then
over at the mirror showing her body. Every time she looked it
reassured her both about how hot she looked and how anonymous she
was behind the hood.

The thrumming sense of sexual electricity
grew more intense, then was broken as the door opened again. She
jerked her legs closed as the door opened, and also eased herself
back against the wall so she wasn’t pushing her chest out so
much.

The girl came in, carrying a tray. She set a
glass with ice down on the table, then a bottle of Perrier, and
then a glass of red wine.

When she had left Nikola glowered across at
her.

“Did I give you permission to move out of
position, slut?” she demanded.

Kayley repositioned herself but the blonde
was already on her feet.

“You really must learn to obey, slave girl,”
she said. “When placed in a position you stay in that position
until directed otherwise.

She gripped Kayley’s arm and turned her to
face the wall, then slapped her bottom.

“Push your round little bottom out towards
me, slave. More. More.”

She gripped her hips and forced Kayley’s
bottom out until the helpless girl was standing on the balls of her
feet.

“Yes, just like this. Do not move.”

She turned the quirt thing and pulled and
suddenly it extended to twice its former length.

Swish-crack!

 The thing cut
through the air with a thin, piercing sound to strike a light,
almost delicate blow across Kayley’s round buttocks. But an instant
later she felt a sharp, stinging jolt of pain that made her
gasp.

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Kayley moaned and her bottom squirmed as the
thing stung her repeatedly, jerking her hips in.

“Push yourself back into the position I
ordered!” Nikola growled.

Panting and moaning, Kayley obeyed.

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

She moaned as the skin over her buttocks
burned hotter and brighter with each blow. But then Nikola’s left
arm snaked in across her hip, her hand slipping down to ease in
beneath the little strap that held the vibrator in place. The strap
was pulled a full inch and a half out from her body because that
was how much the vibrator protruded from her.

Her fingers found her hot, moist, swollen
clitoris, and began to rub skillfully. Kayley felt the sudden rush
of pleasure flooding through her lower belly.

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Swish-crack!

Her bottom began to really burn, and Kayley
moaned and gasped and trembled but held her position as Nikola
brought the thing quirt cutting across her taut, smooth flesh again
and again as she continued to rub her clitoris and the vibrator
continued to buzz powerfully.

Nikola turned her around again and let the
soft pad of the thing rub against her sore nipples.

“Chest out, elbows back,” she barked.

Panting, moaning, Kayley obeyed and the woman
let her fingers stroke across her nipples instead of the leather
pad.

“Learn to submit to your mistress,
slave.”

This is so fucking kinky and weird! Kayley
thought dazedly.

But hot. Darkly thrilling and hot!

The girl returned with another tray, this one
with food on it. The food smelled… wonderful. But clearly, it was
only for Nikola, as she began to eat while Kayley was forced to
stand in place and watch.

“Don’t worry, slave girl. I ordered something
for you too,” she said. “Just… not something to eat. Or rather, not
for you to eat.”

She smirked and cut another piece of meat,
then popped it into her mouth.

The door opened again, and she froze,
moaning, panting around the gag. A… woman came in. At least, she
thought it was a woman. She was wearing a black PVC catsuit, and a
hood much like her own. The woman’s hood, though, was made of shiny
PVC and had both eye holes and an opening over the mouth.

The woman bowed towards Nikola, then turned
towards Kayley, looked at her, then knelt before her. Kayley stared
down in astonishment as the woman’s PVC-clad hands gripped her
thighs and spread them wider. Then she undid the strap just above
her sex, let it fall away, leaned in, and began to tongue her
clitoris!

Kayley gasped, staring down at the gleaming
black head, then across at Nikola, who was just shoving a fork full
of mashed potatoes into her mouth as she watched with interest.

The woman’s tongue swept up and down across
Kayley’s clitoris, then circled it and swept from side to side. She
caught the quivering little button between her lips and sucked
softly and rhythmically, then started licking hard and fast.

Kayley’s mind swept wildly through a sense of
outrate, embarrassment, and uncertainty, and then on into a
quivering dark heat, hunger, and excitement. The sensations
sweeping up through her body were powerful and she had little
strength to resist.

It just felt too good! And everything was
just too wild and edgy and thrilling! The hood covering her face
gave her a strange sense of invisibility. Which was silly because
she was basically naked! Yet without her face showing the woman
couldn’t see her, wouldn’t ever know who she was or recognize
her!

The woman reached up and gripped the
vibrator, pumping it slowly in and out now as she licked and sucked
on Kayley’s clitoris. Kayley groaned and gasped as the thing pumped
in and out, in and out, the vibrations buzzing through the thin
wall of her sex to her clitoris as the woman’s tongue licked
expertly.

The orgasm arrived suddenly, explosively.
Kayley’s head jerked back and she cried out in a soft, guttural
voice that grew in intensity as the orgasm did. Her hips bucked
frenziedly against the girl’s tongue as she thrust the dildo in
harder and harder, the tip pounding against the back wall of her
sex.

Kayley felt as if the whole world was
twisting and turning around her, disappearing in a dark blur as all
of her concentration focused inward on the delicious howl of
pleasure tearing through her body. She twisted and thrashed in
place as the woman licked furiously against her, one of her hands
shooting up to roughly grope her taut, throbbing breast.

Behind her, Nikola sipped on her wine and
then cut another piece of meat to pop into her mouth.

The orgasm seemed to go on and on, draining
the life and energy out of Kayley, the sheer power of it howling
through her mind until she could hardly think or see or care about
anything beyond the immediate passion and pleasure pouring through
her.

The orgasm went on and on until she thought
she’d lose her mind. And when it slowly faded away it left her
stunned, shell-shocked, moaning dazedly as the girl continued to
lick at her pussy. Then she drew her head back, gripped the dazed
girl’s legs, and turned her to face the wall.

Kayley moaned, gasping for breath, her eyes
glazed behind the gauzy fabric covering them. Her head rolled
forward bonelessly until meeting the stone wall as the girl pulled
her hips out and spread her legs. Suddenly her eyes widened as she
felt the tongue again. Only now it was circling her wrinkled little
back opening!

She gasped, staring at the rock wall before
her as the warm, slick, slippery little tongue circled around and
across her back opening, then dipped lightly in and out. It felt…
astonishing. She’d never felt such sensations before! Especially
from back there!

A moment later she felt one of the girl’s
hands gripping the vibrator again, pumping it in and out. Another
began to rub fingers against her clitoris.

Kayley gasped, her hips jerking convulsively
as the sensations grew and rolled over her in waves. Her hips
ground helplessly against the pumping dildo and rubbing fingers as
that tongue slithered and circled and caressed her in the most
intimate way imaginable.

She heard strange sounds, and belatedly
realized they were coming from her as she gurgled and gasped and
moaned and cried out around the gag filling her mouth. Fire burned
hotter within her and her head jerked back again and again as
convulsions wracked her body.

The orgasm shattered what remained of her
mind and she screamed in a low, undulating wail of animal pleasure,
losing all sense of self as she threw herself into the churning
floodwaters of liquid heat. Only the restraints kept her up as she
shook and bucked, her muscles spasming again and again.

Fingers pushed into her bottom, then, slick
and soft, easily pushing past her spasming sphincter muscle,
caressing her inside and out as she gurgled and moaned and gasped
in helpless heat.

She all-but collapsed against the wall, and
suddenly the woman was on her feet behind her, jerking her hips
back. Now she felt something hard and thick pushing against her
back opening and slowly forcing it wide.

It pushed up inside her and she trembled and
moaned. She already felt stuffed full from the big vibrator. She
felt what could only be another dildo or vibrator working its way
deeper into her belly as the woman adjusted herself behind her. One
of her hands kneaded Kayley’s taut breasts while the other curved
in across her hip to caress her clitoris, fingers still pressing
against the base of the vibrator to hold it in place and try to jam
it deeper.

Meanwhile, her hips were grinding in and out,
for she’d apparently snapped on the dildo she was using and was
pumping it deeper and deeper into Kayley’s belly.

Kayley had never been one for anal sex. But
now, the feel of the thing pumping inside her, especially combined
with the thick, buzzing vibrator stuffed up in her overheated pussy
filled her with a sense of awed sexual excitement. She could feel
just how thick it was, and how deep it was pushing!

Her aching nipples were grinding against the
rough stone wall before her as the churning waves of sensation
crashed over her. And then still another orgasm tore through her,
reducing her to a state of carnal wonder as the dildo thrust deeper
and deeper with every stroke!

She was impaled on the thing, cramps rippling
through her belly even as the woman somehow forced the vibrator
even deeper into her pussy! Kayley thought she was losing her mind
but didn’t care. She thrashed and twisted and cried out as the
woman in PVC now pounded her hips against her buttocks with every
stroke.
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Kayley was mentally exhausted, her body
aching in so many places from the wild, even violent muscle spasms
which had repeatedly torn through her. The woman in PVC who had
driven her to such heights of pleasure had gone but had left the
dildo behind, all-but buried in her ass. She had fastened the
straps together once more so that they pressed up against the base
of the vibrator and dildo, both still protruding almost an inch
from her body.

She felt achingly, deliciously full.

She had her back to the wall again, and her
back was arched, her elbows back as tremors occasionally rippled
across her body.

The door opened once more, and she flinched,
but held herself in position. Another woman entered, this one
apparently not an employee from the way she greeted Nikola. She
gazed at Kayley, her eyes sliding up and down her body.

“And who’s your new pet?” she asked.

“Just someone I ran into at the gym,” Nikola
said.

“Ran into how many times?” the woman asked in
amusement.

She ran a casual hand over Kayley’s breasts
and fingered her stiff, throbbing nipples.

“Nice body on the creature. You certainly
have good taste.”

“And she’s pretty too,” Nikola said with a
smile.

Kayley had flinched once again as the woman
so carelessly fondled her breast. She ought to feel a sense of
outrage, she thought, but really didn’t.

The woman dropped her hand and sat down
across from Nikola and they exchanged gossip about people they knew
the way people did when meeting after some time. It seemed so
normal, so… weirdly normal to Kayley given she was standing in
place naked and strapped to the wall. How could these women treat
this as anything remotely like normal!?

The woman got up again after a few minutes
and headed for the door.

“Do let us know when you’re free,” she said,
turning her head to examine Kayley again.

“Though I suppose I’ll understand if you’re a
little busy these days,” she said in amusement.

She slid a hand over Kayley’s breast, then
dropped it down to where the strap was pressing up against the base
of the two sex toys, and let her finger brush lightly across her
clitoris before pushing open the door and leaving.

“Perhaps we’ll go home now and see if you’ve
learned anything about how to please a woman,” Nikola said.

She stood up and then picked up the leash
she’d used earlier. She pressed the two alligator clips to either
side of Kayley’s nipples, then let them close.

The sharp pain made Kayley squeal and moan
but there was little else she could do as Nikola unfastened her
from the wall and pulled her out of the room. They passed a couple
being led up the hall by the woman at the door and Kayley’s eyes
widened. One of them was a man!

They both stared at Kayley as she walked by,
her mind and body frozen as their eyes raced over her body until
they were out of her sight.

They went to the door where the hapless girl
was stunned again to find another couple there waiting by the door.
Again, one was a man, but this time he was mostly naked, being led
by a leash attached to some kind of ring cinched in against his
body just behind his testicles. His arms were strapped together
behind him and like Kayley, he wore a hood over his face and
head.

They’re all crazy! she thought
wildly.

And yet, the memories of those incredible
orgasms made her wonder if she wasn’t crazy too!

Nikola led her outside into the garage where
the limousine waited, door open, chauffeur standing beside it. She
blushed hotly again, though by then she was starting to get used to
strangers seeing her naked body.

Nikola climbed in, pulling on the leash so
that Kayley yelped and scrambled after her. The chauffeur closed
the door, then went around to the front and climbed in. She still
couldn’t see him, though as Nikola put her on her knees on the
floor, then reached behind her neck and undid the strap of the
gag.

She pulled the penis gag out of her mouth and
Kayley worked her stiff jaw as the woman fondled her breasts.

“I trust you’ve learned a little more about
how to use your mouth to good effects, slave girl,” she purred.

She slumped down on the seat and spread her
legs, then pulled her skirt up to bare her sex. Kayley gasped as
the woman pulled her forward by the nipples, then bent and began to
lick.

*

“You have to input code 11 in this box,”
Kayley said, pointing at the screen. “Then down here select the
reason for canceling from the drop-down box.”

“Oh, right,” Zoe said. “I forgot that.
There’s so many boxes!”

“All for different things, which is why you
need to know this screen so well.”

She clicked on the enter box and then wrote
the number it gave her on the paper application.

“Friday, at last,” she said.

“Doing anything this weekend?” Kayley
asked.

“Uhm, probably not much. Except that thing
Adam wants me to do with his friend.”

She rolled her eyes.

“What? You mean the threesome?” Kayley asked,
dropping her voice. “You’re really going to?!”

Zoe shrugged. “It’s just sex. And it probably
won’t take long.”

Kayley shrugged helplessly and the girl
looked at her.

“Do you think it’s too kinky?”

“Who am I to say what’s kinky?” she said.

Zoe raised an eyebrow and smirked. “Oh? Tell
me all.”

“Nope.”

“Ha!”

Meghan turned her head and scowled at
them.

“What’s her problem,” Zoe asked in a
whisper.

“You’re too pretty. She liked being the
prettiest girl on the floor.”

“You’re prettier than her.”

“I’ve only been here a few months. And she’s
not happy with me either.”

“Fuck her.”

“Oh? I’m sure Adam would want in on that,”
Kayley said teasingly.

“He’d call her a MILF.”

“She’s not a mother. So that would just be
ILF.”

“He’s ILF about almost all girls unless
they’re old, fat and ugly. And I’m not even sure about them.”

“Typical guy,” Kayley said.

“So what are you doing this weekend?”

Kayley hesitated. Nikola had suggested she
have a sleepover tonight. She had tentatively agreed but still was
feeling uncertain. The wild time she’d had last night had been a
shocker. She hadn’t expected to be exposed like that to other
people, to strangers! Of course, with the mask on she might as well
have been invisible in a way. She could pass one here in the aisles
and they wouldn’t recognize her.

And the incredible level of sheer, wanton
excitement that had possessed her still left her a little
tight-chested when she remembered the kinkier stuff. So who knew
what kind of dark, wild shit Nikola could get up to over an entire
weekend!?

Still, it was either that or… what? Do a
little shopping Saturday, watch Netflix that night? Maybe meet a
girlfriend for a movie Sunday? And here was Zoe about to do a
threesome! Now that would be wild! Two guys at once! She wasn’t
sure she could do that.

Then she suddenly recalled the hood covering
her face the other day. She could do it wearing that, she thought a
little breathlessly. Not that she knew two guys she could bring
herself to do it with. But she bet Nikola did!

Not that she could possibly ask! That would
be insanely slutty!

“I might have a sleepover.”

“Oh, do tell? What’s his name?”

She snorted. “It’s just a girlfriend.”

“Gonna do crazy lesbian stuff?” Zoe
teased.

Kayley had to reign in her impulse to make a
very insistent denial. The girl was just teasing but if she went
crazy she’d probably wonder just what kind of sleepover it was.

“Maybe if we feel like it,” she said
breezily.

“What do girls even do together really?”

Kayley shrugged. “I’m not an expert but the
same as guys do, well, with more oral than usual. And unlike my
last boyfriend and your present one they’d not only want to but
know how.”

“And fuck you with a big, plastic dick!” Zoe
sniggered.

“At least it wouldn’t get soft at the wrong
moment.”

“Maybe Craig will last longer than a
cigarette,” Zoe said cynically.

“Don’t forget to take souvenir pictures.”

“Ha! Believe me, Adam will take lots, and
video.”

Kayley looked at her in surprise. “You let
him? I’d never let a guy do that. I could never be sure they
wouldn’t show it to their friends or post it on the internet if we
broke up.”

“He took a bunch without me really knowing.
And after that, it didn’t seem to be worth having a fight over when
he wanted to take more. Some of them are kind of sexy.”

Kayley bit her tongue on telling the girl she
should start to push back against her sulky boyfriend. Or even push
him out the door.

“Better hope he doesn’t put them on the
internet if you break up.”

“Oh, well, there’s so many sex videos on the
internet it’d have to be really bad luck for anyone I know to see
it anyway.”

Kayley was quite certain she wouldn’t be
nearly so blasé about that. But the thought Zoe had actual sex
videos and didn’t seem to care made her feel oddly… interested. She
knew if she could she’d like to see those videos. Not that she was
attracted to Zoe. Not really. But she couldn’t help her mind
engaging in a little dark fantasy about her tying Zoe up and
showing her what oral sex was like. Maybe while she was wearing
that hood so Zoe wouldn’t know who it was!

Of course, she wasn’t nearly as good as
Nikola was, not yet, but she was quite sure she’d open Zoe’s eyes
compared to her stupid, thoughtless boyfriend.

And how wide were her own eyes likely to be
if she went to Nikola’s for the weekend!? That thought made her
pulse race. Yes, she was going to try it! She was going to go for
it! What did she have to lose but her boredom!?

*

“Take your clothes off, slave girl. I bought
you a present,” Nikola said just after closing the door behind
her.

That immediately sent a rush of adrenaline
through Kayley, along with more than a little anxiety.

“I thought we were having dinner,” she
said.

“We are. Never fear, little girl. You’ll be
fed.”

She was holding Kayley’s hand as she led her
up the hall, then turned into a bedroom and led her to the bed. It
wasn’t her bed. At least the room looked unoccupied, and probably
not big enough to be the master bedroom in this grand
apartment.

She undressed a little nervously under
Nikola’s haughty gaze, feeling a rising sense of excitement as she
did.

“Aren’t you going to get undressed?” she
asked lightly.

“Eventually. Don’t worry about me, slave
girl. Worry about obeying your mistress.”

Kayley sniffed as if dismissively, tossing
her jeans onto the bed and then undoing her blouse and peeling it
off.

Nikola opened a long, narrow box on the
bedside table and Kayley let out a short laugh.

“Seriously!?”

There were a pair of boots in the box. They
were very long black PVC which tied up the inside with laces. They
also had what looked like five or six-inch stiletto heels. The
thought of wearing them caused another uptick in the dark
excitement within her.

She sat down and pulled the first one on.

“God, it goes high!”

It went almost up to her crotch, stopping
perhaps an inch or two below. She tightened the laces which ran up
the inside, then tied them off before pulling the other one on.
When they were both done she tried awkwardly to stand, and Nikola
gripped her wrists and helped her up.

“Wow, I’m so tall now!” she said in
amusement.

“Let’s not forget the rest of your outfit,”
Nikola said.

She slipped the collar around Kayley’s throat
and did it up in the back. That made her heart beat a little
faster, too. So did her putting the leather restraints around her
wrists and locking them together behind her back.

“I have something else new for you, little
slave.”

She took what looked like a sort of leather
bag out from under the bed and moved behind her.

“Wh-what is that!?”

“It’s an arm sleeve.”

Kayley felt her pulling the leather bag up
over her hands and wrists. She was mystified by what the woman
intended as she felt the PVC or leather climbing past her elbows.
Then almost all the way up to her shoulders. It began tightening,
though, as the woman pulled in the laces and moved higher and
higher.

Kayley grunted, then gasped as her arms were
pulled closer and closer together, making her shoulders ache.

“Oh! Unhgh! Th-That’s too far!” she
gasped.

She could feel the tight leather forcing her
arms together, almost so far back her elbows touched!

“Bend over, slut.”

She felt her arms pulled back and up and let
out a squeak as that forced her to bend over the dresser. Her soft,
warm, full breasts, already throbbing, pressed down firmly against
the cool wood as she fought to control her breathing.

“Spread your legs, you filthy little animal,”
Nikola’s voice purred.

Kayley moaned and obeyed, then gasped as she
felt fingers at her sex, slick fingers. They dipped into her, then
slid higher, pumping in and out before withdrawing. Seconds later
something a good deal thicker pushed into her, something slick and
hard. It didn’t feel like the vibrator from the other day so must
be something new.

Nikola worked it deep into her pussy, then
her fingers prodded at her back passage, and something was pushed
into her there, too. Kayley thought it would be another butt-plug
but it was pushing deeper and deeper into her gut as she panted and
moaned helplessly, her face already getting flushed from the rising
heat her body was giving off.

“Ah! Oh!” she squeaked as the thing went deep
enough to give her cramps.

Crack!

Nikola slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Quit complaining, you nasty little girl. You
know you love big cocks inside you.”

She gripped Kayley’s hair and pulled and
Kayley squealed again as her scalp stung before she could jerk
upright.

“Stand straight, slave.”

The sleeve thing had a strap which went down
between her thighs and up across her pussy, pressing against the
base of the two sex toys inside her. Like the halter thing the
other day, though, it couldn’t push them all the way inside her.
Both protruded a good inch or two from her body from the feel of
it.

The one in her pussy looked like it was made
of stainless steel, and the thickness of it excited some deep,
primal part of her brain.

The strap split in two and went up across her
hips to join together behind her back. Then another strap went from
the top of the arm sleeve thing to the back of her collar. Two more
went around her, one pressing in against the underside of her
breasts, the other against the top.

Nikola gave her a soft kiss on the lips, then
pulled the hood down over her head once more, pushing her hair up
underneath before fastening it under her jaw. The gag followed and
she gripped Kayley’s arm to lead her over before a mirror.

God! I can hardly believe that’s me!
Kayley thought with a sense of awe and excitement.

She turned to the right, then the left,
amazed at the image in the mirror. Nikola then clipped a leash to
the collar and tugged her across the room. Moaning, her body
already overheating, Kayley walked after her, hesitant in the tall,
high-heels, stumbling a little as they reached the hall and went
down it to the kitchen.

“Here. Let’s put this on,” Nikola said.

She had a kind of black tray and pushed it up
against Kayley’s lower belly. It had a strap which went around her
body and pulled the tray in tight and firm against her, then a pair
of chains went up to her collar.

“Remember that if you spill anything you’ll
get a strapping on your lovely round little bottom,” Nikola
said.

She placed several glasses on the tray, then
poured red wine into them.

“Try walking.”

Heart pounding, Kayley walked carefully up
the hall, then back, wondering as she did why there were three
glasses. Who else was going to come over tonight!?

There was a call for her on the building
intercom, and all Kayley say was “Send them up.”

Them! More than one person was coming up!
Who! They were going to see her like this!? She felt a moment of
panic, but the hood kept her from trying to run from the room. No
one would be able to see her, not really! All they’d see was a
body!

With dildos sticking out of her! OMG, she
thought wildly.

“Follow me, slave.”

Kayley had little choice as Nikola pulled on
the leash. She moaned, her eyes wild behind the thin filmy fabric
as there was a knock at the door and Nikola opened it.

A couple was there. A man and woman! Kayley
felt her heart pounding again, heat sweeping through her face at
being seen like this. She watched them embrace Nikola and then come
in, eyeing Kayley with interest.

“My new serving girl,” Nikola said with a
smile.

“I like the uniform,” the man said.

He and the woman were both in their late
twenties, around the same as Nikola, she thought. The woman was a
redhead wearing a green peasant dress and leather boots. The man
had short blonde hair and wore a blue silk shirt and black dress
slacks. He was examining Kayley with considerable interest as she
stood there frozen in place.

“And what’s her name?” he asked.

“Slave,” Nikola said in amusement.

“That’s a description. Or perhaps a
title.”

“One does not name things, Brody,” Nikola
said airily. “Do you name your washing machine or television? This
is merely a slave. It requires no name. It’s not a person, after
all.”

This is so fucking insane! Kayley
thought, her heart racing.

“Yes, it’s a thing, dear,” the woman
said.

She reached in and let her fingers touch the
soft, straining opening of her sex where it clutched tightly around
the stainless-steel toy, and Kayley flinched and moaned. The finger
pushed up along the front of the toy and found her clitoris,
rubbing gently against her as Kayley tried desperately to remain
unmoving.

The man took one of the glasses off her tray
and sipped from it as he reached in and squeezed one of Kayley’s
breasts.

I’m losing my mind! Kayley thought
dazedly.
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No sooner had her heart started to ease
around the strange couple when another arrived. And then two more!
She was required to move slowly through them as they took drinks or
snacks from the tray she carried. The whole time her heart and
pulse were racing as anxiety, embarrassment, and a wild, edgy
sexual heat swept through and around her.

And after about ten minutes of that, the
metal thing in her pussy began to vibrate. She jerked sharply
enough that she almost spilled one of the glasses of wine on her
tray. No one else heard the sound over the music coming from the
stereo, but a few, those nearest Nikola, noticed her startled
flinch, and smiled, apparently knowing perfectly well what had
happened.

There were eight complete strangers in the
room, including four men! And Kayley was completely naked! Nor, as
she moved slowly among them, did anyone hesitate to reach out to
roll or tweak or tug or pinch a nipple, squeeze a soft buttock, or
push a finger in beneath the strap and rub at her pussy.

They all sat down, while Kayley was ordered
to stand in place next to the big coffee table, legs apart. She
tried frantically to remain as still as possible. But that got
harder as the vibrator buzzed in a series of intricate patterns and
pulsations.

Then one of the women cocked her head to one
side, and leaned in, smirking.

“I think your little slave is literally
dripping wet, my dear,” she said.

Now everyone turned to look at her, or more
specifically, to look between her legs. The protruding dildos
forced the strap down so that it wasn’t flat against her body, so
everyone could see the base of the two toys.

Kayley couldn’t. Not with the tray still
strapped to her body. She certainly felt sopping wet, though! And
her face burned even more as they all laughed and giggled and joked
about slutty little slave girls. She had never been so darkly
aroused and embarrassed at the same time!

One of the men snapped his fingers at her and
Kayley hesitated so that he had to snap a second time. She moved
over before him and he looked at her pussy up close.

“Kneel, slave. I would like another drink,”
he said.

He could have reached up for it but
apparently chose not to. Kayley knelt awkwardly. It wasn’t easy in
the high boots, and some of the wine splashed over the rim of the
tray.

“Clumsy slut,” he said, taking the glass.

“She should certainly be punished for that,”
one of the women said.

“I agree,” Nikola said.

She stood up and then removed the tray,
setting it on the coffee table. Kayley felt the straps going over
her hips loosening, then coming off as Nikola pulled her wrists out
and up to force her to bend over.

She moaned around the big penis-gag in her
mouth as her arms were lifted high. Then they were fastened in
place somehow as she felt fingers caressing her sopping wet
pussy.

“This really is a very wet pussy,” she said.
“What a horny little slut you are, slave.”

Crack!

She slapped her bottom and Kayley moaned
helplessly.

She reached for the strap of the gag, undoing
it and tugging the penis gag out of her mouth. Kayley felt a jolt
of fear, thinking she’d be asked to talk.

“Joshua? Would you like to use this slave’s
lovely mouth?”

Kayley felt another wild jolt as the man
stepped eagerly in front of her and unzipped his zipper. She gasped
and shuddered as fingers rubbed against her clitoris. Then the man
pushed his cock into her open mouth and she began to suck almost
automatically.

“Don’t be gentle on her,” Nikola said. “A
slut like this should be used roughly.”

Kayley moaned as she sucked and licked on the
cock in her mouth. It was the first time she’d had any sort of sex
with a guy since she’d dumped Declan!

Crack!

She squealed around the cock as a strap or
belt of some kind cut across her bottom.

“Nasty little slave girl,” she heard Nikola
say.

Crack!

She gasped and whined at the next blow and
the next. Then the man before her pushed his cock deeper into her
mouth, into her throat, in fact, holding her head in place as his
cock slid down her gullet.

Crack!

“I love how lovely her breasts are. Look how
they hang,” one of the women said.

Crack!

The cock pushed all the way down her throat,
and her lips were pressed against the fabric of the man’s trousers
as he laughed softly and ground himself against her.

Crack!

I’m going to lose my mind! she thought
wildly.

Fingers pushed in between her thighs again,
rubbing her clitoris and pushing the base of the dildo and vibrator
to force the sex toys deeper. Then the fingers drew back and the
strap cut across her buttocks again. And again. And again!

The man before her pulled his cock completely
out of her mouth, then pushed it forward again as Kaley gulped in
air.

Someone moved up alongside of her and she
felt her breasts cupped and squeezed.

Crack!

The man before her pushed his cock down her
throat once more and she gurgled dazedly. Then she squealed as
someone placed clips on her rigid nipples, clips attached to some
kind of small weights hanging down below them. That stung fiercely
and added to the torrent of sensations racing through her
overloaded nervous system.

Crack!

“Why don’t you take her ass, Joshua?” she
heard Nikola ask.

“I don’t mind if I do,” the man said, pulling
his cock from her throat.

He moved around behind her and the man Nikola
had called Brody stepped in front of her and undid his own
trousers. Another cock pushed into her mouth and down her throat as
she felt the dildo in her ass pulled slowly out. Then something
warmer pushed in and began to thrust hard and fast.

All this time the wild, dark excitement
within her was ratcheting up higher and higher accompanied by a
sense of disbelief that this was actually happening. To her! She
felt a sense of shock and a frantic relief that she wore the hood
to cover her face. She was invisible. A non-person. Just a
body.

Of course, that was, in a way, how Nikola had
referred to her when saying she was a slave. An ‘it’ and not a
‘her’. An it! A thing! That was beyond edgy! Now, feeling the man’s
hands on her hips, feeling his cock pushing into her ass, even as
she sucked on the other man she felt a sense of surrendering to
something.

This was the sort of thing people whispered
about and fantasized about, but never did. Particularly in front of
witnesses!

She shuddered as Brody pushed his cock deep
into her throat, holding her head up as the man behind her roughly
squeezed her right breast and drove his cock in and out of her ass.
The wildfire heat roaring within her was almost out of control. And
then Nikola knelt beside her, rubbing her fingers against her
clitoris.

Kayley screamed as the sudden torrent of
sensation drove her over the edge. The orgasm was a howling storm
that overwhelmed her mind. She could feel the cock sliding in and
out of her throat, but didn’t care. Her body trembled and shook,
held in place by the man behind her jerking back on her hips and
the man before her clutching her head so cruelly tight.

Her eyes glazed over as the orgasm went on.
She began to feel a sensual rush of delight at the tactile
sensation of the cock caressing the inside of her throat as it
moved in and out. She belatedly realized that he hadn’t pulled it
out in some time and she was becoming light-headed. Yet she was
breathing, after a fashion. Her throat had relaxed somewhat and she
was drawing air in, if not quite enough.

The man behind had succeeded in burying his
cock in her ass. His hips now began to slap against her buttocks
with some strength, each blow resonating through her lower belly.
That merely added to the dark, wicked heat beating away at her mind
as she gurgled and gasped and moaned in dazed wonder, caught
between the two and helpless before the storm of emotion and
sensation.

They were talking all around her, though not
to her. They talked to each other about her, laughing, and making
suggestions. She could hear it but wasn’t listening. Her mind had
half shut down. All it was processing was the crackling of energy
coming from overstimulated nerve endings and the rapture of
pleasure drowning her mind.

She was only somewhat aware of it when the
cock slid out of her throat and she coughed and moaned, staggered
by it all. The man sat down, then pulled forward on her collar,
dragging her forward to straddle him. The man behind helped,
gripping her thighs and pulling them up and then apart before
setting them down with her straddling the man now under her.

The vibrator slid out of her and her hips
were maneuvered down as Brody’s cock pressed against her, then slid
up into her sopping wet pussy. The orgasm was fading so she was
becoming more aware again, or at least, caring more about what she
was aware of. She moaned as she felt the cock taking the place of
the vibrator, so warm and soft against her flesh.

But not still. The man thrust up into her as
the one behind resumed thrusting into her bottom. Brody filled his
hands with her breasts as another man whose name she didn’t know
gripped her head. There seemed to be some kind of strap atop the
hood and he guided her head to the side a little, then pushed his
cock into her open mouth.

She saw one of the women holding up a cell
phone and again felt a sense of gratitude she was wearing the hood.
The man knelt, then, making it easier to push his cock into her
throat.

Kayley again felt that sense of disbelief, of
unreality that she was doing this, that she was involved in
something so kinky and perverted! Sensations were pouring into her
mind once again as fingers squeezed, kneaded, and otherwise fondled
her breasts, the weights still tugging stingingly on her nipples,
the three men fighting over who got what.

The clips were pulled away and her nipples
were pinched and pulled, twisted and rolled. Fingers – that would
be Nikola again – rubbed at her clitoris as two big cocks thrust up
and down in her quivering belly. Meanwhile, she tried to breathe
around the cock in her mouth as the three men grunted and laughed
and commented on her body to each other.

“She has a nice, tight cunt.”

“You should feel how tight her ass is.”

“I love having her throat wrapped around my
prick.”

“Nice tits on this slut.”

“Look at that whore. She loves it,” one of
the women sneered.

“She’s probably blonde. Is she a blonde? She
certainly loves cock.”

Another orgasm swept over her mind and she
cried out around the cock plunging up and down in her throat, her
eyes losing focus as her body began to tremble and shake once
again. The second orgasm lashed her senses and drowned her mind in
wonder and bliss as she gave herself to it, her mind relaxing and
embracing the sensations flooding into it.

One of the men finished. She didn’t know who
and didn’t care enough to ponder the question. She was lifted up
and dropped onto her back on the big coffee table, her head hanging
over the edge. A cock pushed into her mouth and slid straight down
her throat as hands gripped her legs and thighs, spreading them
wide. A cock pushed into her pussy and began to hammer her there as
hands fondled her breasts.

Someone began to lick her clitoris and she
quivered and jerked, the muscles in her lower belly spasming. Less
than a minute later another orgasm swept through her. Then another.
Then suddenly she was on her knees in front of one of the sofas,
her head pulled between pale thighs as she stared through the thin
fabric at a pussy.

She had no idea whose it was nor cared as
someone slapped her bottom and ordered her to get to work. She
moaned and began licking, gulping in air as she did. Hands fondled
her breasts and a man fucked her.

*

Kayley wasn’t sure how many orgasms she’d
had, but she was both sore and physically exhausted. Still, a
bubbling heat filled her lower body as Nikola opened the food which
had been delivered, and set it up in the dining room with the help
of one of the women.

Then it was dinner, with everyone but her
taking their place at the table. Nikola had her kneel next to where
she sat and be silent.

For the first part of the meal she simply
knelt there, sitting on her heels, regaining both her breath and
focus. This was the craziest thing she’d ever been involved with,
and it took some effort to absorb it. All four men had fucked her,
she thought. And that was more guys than she’d fucked in the last
two years! Of course, she’d been seeing Declan for one of those
years, but still.

Suddenly Nikola’s hand was held out in front
of her mouth, a piece of some kind of meat on it. Kayley stared at
it, then flicked her eyes up to the woman’s face, then back down to
it before licking it out of her hand. It was tasty, and she found
she was hungry, despite or perhaps because of what she’d just gone
through.

The vibrator was stuffed up inside her again,
as was the dildo in her butt. The strap at the end of the arm
sleeve held them in place, still sticking out of her an inch or so.
She obviously couldn’t sit in a chair like this, but it felt
distinctly sexual and perverted to be kneeling naked as she
was.

She licked another piece out of Nikola’s
hand, noting several others watching her do it.

“Here, slut,” one of the other women said in
amusement, holding her hand out.

Kayley looked uncertainly at her, then up at
Nikola, who nodded imperiously. She would rather not but didn’t
want anyone angry at her, so she rose up off her heels, shifting to
the side, and licked the meat out of the woman’s hand.

Of course, that started a thing, and she
found herself having to move from place to place on her knees,
accepting pieces of food from people’s hands. One of the women
tossed a piece of meat at her and it bounced off her cheek and onto
the floor.

“Well, lick it up, slave,” Nikola said.

Kayley shifted over to it, spread her knees
wide for balance, and lowered her mouth to the floor, then licked
the piece of meat off it and chewed.

After that, others tossed food at her,
obviously not aiming well, for they bounced off her breasts or
chest. But each time they did she had to shift over near it on her
knees, then bend over and lick it off the floor.

It was degrading, but that only increased the
dark thrill of what she was doing. Kayley found herself wrapped in
a hazy shade of a kind of masochistic sense of victimhood. The more
outrageous she was treated, the more aroused she became. Some part
of her was exulting in it, wallowing in it. She was still
self-conscious, though, her mind confused by the contrary emotions
and thoughts. She ought to be reacting with anger to being so
degraded and insulted. But she wasn’t, not in this kind of
thing.

Instead, it just turned her on!

Which left her bewildered, but too enthralled
with what was happening to really care.

They all started throwing food at her now,
which left her scrambling around on the floor to lick the pieces of
food up. Someone got a foot on her raised bottom and shoved hard
enough to knock her over – to much laughter. Then she simply
squirmed across the floor to lick the pieces up.

The rest of the evening was more wild, kinky
sex, breathless heat, bubbling, blazing excitement, and more
intense orgasms as she was taunted, teased, spanked, fingered, and
fucked by one person after another, or sometimes several
together.

When everyone had left Nikola removed the arm
sleeve at last. Her shoulders ached fiercely, at first, though the
woman massaged them, then removed the collar, hood, and restraints.
Kayley had a shower, dried her hair, and then found Nikola
again.

This is the kinkiest, wildest, most perverted
experience of my life,” she said.

“Well, I should hope so. Still, it’s the way
a slave girl ought to be treated, so we’ll have to see if we can
continue your education,” she said with a smile.

Then her face changed and her voice hardened.
“ Get down on your hands and knees, slut.”

Kayley felt a jolt of twin emotions:
indignation and excitement. Though since she knew Nikola was just
play-acting it was mostly the latter.

“You will crawl like the nasty little animal
you are,” she said in a haughty voice.

Kayley obeyed, crawling along beside her as
the woman led her up the hall and into a guest bedroom.

“Stand up, slut.”

Kayley felt that same twin jolt as she got to
her feet, then saw what sat on a large piece of red velvet on the
dresser. It was a collar and restraint set. But these were made of
gleaming stainless steel. She watched as Nikola picked up the
collar, then opened the back and fit it around her neck, drawing it
in tightly before locking it in place.

She placed the stainless steel shackles
around her wrists, then her ankles.

“Get into bed, slut.”

Nikola drew the covers back and Kayley got
into the bed and lay on her back.

“Hands above your head.”

Nikola leaned over her, a thick chain her
hand, and fastened it to the wrist shackles, then to the
headboard.

She drew the covers over her and smirked.

“Sleep well, little slave girl. Tomorrow will
be an interesting day.”

She went to the door, snapped off the light,
and closed the door behind her.

Kayley lay on her back staring out the large
window at the city beyond, thinking of how deliciously wild and
edgy, and exciting this sexy game was. It was like nothing she’d
ever done before. And hardly like anything she’d even imagined.

She’d had sex with four guys that day! And
many of them at the same time! She could only shake her head in
wondering amazement. It had felt so incredible having two cocks
pumping away inside her at the same time! Real ones! With strong
male hands moving roughly over her body!

Despite all the incredible sexual passion and
pleasure she’d felt that day she still felt a thrumming sense of
sexual heat as her mind played back some of the memories. Her hands
kept jerking instinctively against the chain as she thought of
caressing herself.

But of course, she couldn’t touch herself at
all. And no one else was there to touch her either.

That would doubtless change tomorrow!




Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


She woke to a hand pulling back the covers.
Her eyes fluttered and she felt a momentary confusion, wondering
where she was and why she couldn’t move her hands. Then it all came
back to her as she saw Nikola sitting on the edge of her bed, her
hand caressing Kayley’s bare breast.

“Did you sleep well, little slave girl?” the
woman asked.

“Y-Yes,” she gulped.

Nikola raised an eyebrow, then the fingers
rolling Kayley’s nipple pinched it sharply.

“Mistress, slave girl. Call me mistress,” she
said sternly.

“Ow! Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Much better.”

The fingers returned to caressing her nipple,
then slid down her body to find her clitoris, rubbing lightly
against it.

“Are you ready to obey your mistress, slave
girl?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” Kayley gulped.

“Roll over on your belly.”

Kayley did as she was ordered as the woman
stood up looking down at her.

“Raise your hips high. No, higher. Draw your
belly in close and tighter to your legs. Now spread your knees
apart. There you go. Now you look like a cock-hungry little slut
eager for her first cock of the day.”

She caressed Kayley’s bottom, then turned
away. She returned with a long butt-plug and a vibrator, both
glistening as if lubricated. She slowly worked them into the
younger girl’s pussy and ass until both were deep inside her. The
butt-plug was held in place by the flanged bottom inside her
sphincter. The vibrator, in turn, was somehow clipped to the base
of the plug which rested against the outside of her little wrinkled
opening.

“Knees together.”

Again she obeyed, then gasped as the vibrator
started to buzz.

“Do not move, slut.”

She left the room, and Kayley looked at the
open doorway, then moaned softly. What a way to wake up! The
vibrator made her squirm uncomfortably, and the long butt-plug – or
dildo plug or whatever it was caused – was buried deep in her
belly.

She lay there for some minutes, her breasts
throbbing as they were mashed into the mattress below her chest.
She stared down the length of her arms at the metal bracelets
around her wrists with a sense of fascination. She was chained to
the bed and all ready for… for what!? A good fucking, no doubt!

And the vibrator in her pussy was certainly
preparing her for one. She could feel her nerve endings sputtering
and crackling around it as her pussy began to steam and moisten.
She moaned and rolled her hips as the heat grew more intense,
wanting someone to come and fuck her.

When returned, though, she wasn’t wearing any
sort of strap-on dildo. She was, however, holding a strap in her
hand. It was a doubled-up strap made of some kind of dull leather.
It didn’t even have a buckle so perhaps it was actually made to
strap girls with, she thought as she rolled her eyes anxiously.

Nikola moved around to the side of the bed
and then without preamble drew her hand up and swung the strap
down.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Do you know why I am punishing you, slave
girl?”

“N-No, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Because you acted like a filthy slut the
other day.”

Crack!

“Ahhh!”

The strap sent a stinging jolt of pain
through Kayley’s soft bottom.

“Do you deny it? Do you deny you acted like a
filthy slut?”

“N-No, Mistress!” she moaned.

But wasn’t’ she supposed to!?

Crack!

“Ahhh! That stings!” she whined.

“Of course, it stings! You’re being punished
for acting like a complete whore.”

Crack!

“Do you deny you acted like a complete
whore?”

“But… I thought you wanted me to!” she
whined.

Crack!

“Did I tell you to act like a complete
whore?”

Crack!

“Ahhh!”

“Answer me, slut!”

“N-No, Mistress!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Aghhh!”

“You screamed like an animal when you
came!”

Crack!

“An animal! A bitch in heat!”

Crack!

“Ahhh! Please!”

Crack!

“Please mistress! Say it, slut!”

“Please, Mistress!” Kayley cried.

“Apologize!”

“I’m sorry!” Kayley exclaimed.

Crack!

“Did you forget my name, slut? Mistress! Try
again!”

“I’m sorry, Mistress!”

“What are you sorry for?”

Crack!

“Ahhh!”

“Are you sorry for being a cock-loving
slut?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it!”

“I’m sorry for being a cock-hungry slut,
Mistress!” Kayley cried.

Crack!

Ahhh!

“Now apologize for being a filthy whore.”

“I’m sorry for being a filthy whore,
Mistress!”

Kayley’s bottom was hot and throbbing by then
and the pain and anxiety were growing, overshadowing the dark heat
she’d been feeling before.

“And yet you still want a big cock inside
you! Don’t you, slut!?”

Kayley’s mind quivered with uncertainty about
what she should say.

Crack!

“Answer me, whore!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Of course you do! And do you know why?”

“No, Mistress!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Because you’re a slut and a whore! Isn’t
that right!?”

“Ahhh! Yes, Mistress! I’m sorry,
Mistress!”

“You’re little more than an animal! A bitch
in heat craving cock! Aren’t you, slut!?”

Crack!

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Panting, moaning, gasping for breath, Kayley
shifted her knees to the sides. She saw Nikola attach chains to her
ankle restraints, then feed them down over opposite sides of the
bed and lock them in place somehow.

A moment later she pushed a ball into her
mouth, drawing the cord back around behind her head. Then a
blindfold went over her eyes.

“I have seventy-three men lined up to come
and use your whore body, girl. It wasn’t difficult once I showed
them pictures of what you look like naked. I’ve given each of them
five minutes with you. They should be done with you in about six
hours.”

Kayley felt her mind go blank momentarily,
then a wild explosion of denial, fear, anxiety, and astonishment.
She jerked her hands and legs against the metal shackles and heard
the chains rattle against the wood.

“I’ll give the vibrator a few more minutes to
prepare you. Then the first of them will be sent in.”

Kayley tried to protest around the ball-gag
but nothing she said was understandable. Seventy-three men! That
was impossible! Ridiculous! Surely she was just making that up!
There was no way Kayley would agree to have sex with so many
men!

Seventy-three!?

And then she began to slowly calm down. Why
on Earth would Nikola do that? Perhaps she might like the sight of
Kayley’s young, beautiful body being ravaged by some big, nasty
man. But not seventy-three times! And who knew that many men that
they could round them up to gang-bang a girl on short notice? Or
any notice!

There was no way Nikola had that many men
ready to gang-bang her. It was a ridiculous number!

Yet she still pulled uneasily against the
chains, feeling the hard, cool metal strong against her soft skin.
There were places where that sort of thing might happen. But those
were in horrible countries where there were no laws.

But if she did it there was nothing Kayley
could do about it! She couldn’t even object! Not to Nikola and not
to the men! And, she realized with a strange sense of anguish,
there was no way she would tell anyone! That included police! She’d
never report the woman! It would be too humiliating!

So she could do it to Kayley if she
wanted to!

But Kayley didn’t think she had or would. She
was almost sure the woman had said that just to shock her. Of
course, that didn’t mean there weren’t any men waiting to use her,
to ravage her helpless body!

Or that Nikola wasn’t going to use the
strap-on she had the other day.

Her pussy throbbed around the vibrator and
her lips quivered around the ball-gag. Her breasts were still
squeezed down beneath her chest as her pulse raced. Waiting.
Waiting.

She heard the door open and then
footsteps.

“Right in here. She’s all set up. I just have
to lube her up a bit more,” Nikola said.

Kayley felt her weight on the bed behind her,
then fingers – slick fingers rubbing against her clitoris. She felt
the vibrator withdrawn. The muscles in her legs and arms pulled
instinctively against the chains as whoever held it ran it slowly
back and forth directly over her clitoris.

Then fingers pushed into her. They didn’t
feel very big, she thought anxiously. Or maybe it was just one
guy’s finger?! But no, they had a distinctly female sense to them
as a third pushed in and stretched open the mouth of her sex.

The vibrator was still rubbing back and forth
against her as the fingers dipped in and out of her body. She felt
her pulse rising as they pushed deeper, and the pressure against
her grew. She moaned as she was stretched wider, and then still
wider. The aching was almost at the level of real pain as whoever
it was tried to force their fingers – if that was what it was –
deeper and deeper!

Yes, it was fingers! She could feel them
moving around a few inches inside her. She cried out as she was
stretched still wider, and then something pushed slowly forward,
the fingers caressing the walls of her sex as they plunged
deeper.

It was only then that she realized with a
shocking jolt of awareness that someone had pushed their entire
hand into her body! She trembled and moaned as the fingers twisted
and turned, rubbing against her inside as they moved forward. She
felt the thickness of the hand narrow and realized with another
start that it was all inside her now, with her pussy closed down
around the wrist.

It had to be a woman! It had to be
Nikola!

Kayley shuddered and moaned at how utterly
full she felt. All her senses were turned inward as she felt the
fingers drawing up and back, folding against the palm of the hand.
Which then pushed forward even more.

The hand… the fist… turned and twisted and
pushed deeper, pulling back, only to push deeper still, her insides
coated with a slick lubricant as it pushed and pulled. Her body was
so tight around it that drawing it back pulled her hips with it,
and pushing forward made them roll forward.

The vibrator continued to rub against her
clitoris, occasionally drawing back to be replaced by fingers. As
her muscles weakened, loosening a little, the fist began to move in
and out with more speed. She gasped and moaned as the vibrator came
off her. A moment later something seized a thick mass of her
tangled hair and yanked it back sharply.

She cried out in pain, trembling as her head
was pulled back while the fist pumped steadily in and out, up and
down.

Her hair was released, and then the blindfold
was pulled free. She blinked her eyes rapidly, then stared ahead of
her at her chained wrists. Sitting propped against the headboard
was a tablet, and it was turned on, showing a video which was
clearly being taken right then and now. The camera was sitting to
her right on the dresser.

She stared at herself, stared at the woman
wearing a hood who knelt beside her, stared at the side of her arm,
her forearm disappearing into her own body! She stared in wide-eyed
wonder as the forearm and wrist pulled back, then pushed forward,
pulled back, then pushed forward.

She was watching a live pornographic movie of
herself! And while her face was not entirely visible it wasn’t
completely hidden anymore either. Still, she stared at the table,
eyes fixated on the obscene site of herself as the first moved in
and out, in and out.

She saw her hair gripped and yanked back once
more, crying out in dazed wonder and pain, the heat spiraling up
inside her as she stared at the crystal-clear image with a sense of
disbelief and wonder.

Her hair was released, and the vibrator was
pushed against her clitoris again. She cried out, then cried out
again, still staring at herself even as the faceless woman slipped
one of her feet forward and brought it down against her head,
crushing her chin against the mattress as she continued to stare,
mesmerized, at her own image.

The orgasm tore through her with an explosive
release of energy and pleasure that had her screaming into the gag
as her body jerked and shuddered and bucked back against the fist
plunging up and down inside her pussy. It seemed to go on and on
without end as convulsions wracked her body, and then her eyes
rolled back in her head and she faded into a state of nearly
unconscious euphoria.

Her blackout didn’t last long. She was soon
awake, if dazed, and cried out again and again as that fist plunged
up and down inside her. Then Nikola walked her down to the kitchen
– with Kayley crawling on a leash next to her.

Once there she knelt on the floor and ate
whatever the woman tossed to her. Then came the hood and more
visitors, more shocking, wicked sex, more orgasms, more rapturous
orgasms, her body shaking until her internal muscles ached.
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She rarely wore dresses to work, or even
skirts. But Nikola had insisted. At least the dress she wore was
simple and loose. It was black, the hem well above her knees but
not in dangerous or eyebrow-raising territory. It buttoned down the
front and looked dressy enough for work, but also fairly
informal.

Underneath she wore what could best be
described as a modified chastity belt. One she had no means of
removing herself. It had a metal screen in front with a nine-inch
metal vibrator attached to the inside that was driven deep into her
belly. It also had a fat, metal butt-plug in back, both of them
locked in place until Nikola decided to unlock the thing.

From time to time the vibrator was turned on,
either on some kind of timer or at a message or signal it was
receiving from somewhere. She had no control over that either.

Her weekend had been insane, and Nikola had
kept her bound the entire time, and usually in a state of sexual
heat tormented by vibrators, dildos, fingers, tongues or just
staring at the obscene videos of herself the woman had been
recording since the beginning.

And now she was back at work again but Nikola
wanted her body to continue to be a bubbling, simmering stew of
hunger and need. And Zoe needed further training, which put the
girl shoulder to shoulder with her as she sat before the
computer.

“How was your weekend?” she asked.

Zoe shrugged. “Okay.”

“Your boyfriend get his play-date?”

Zoe let out a bark of laughter. “His friend
wasn’t available. He got arrested for drunk driving.”

“Oh, how sad.”

“I’m sure he’ll find another time. What about
you? Did you have orgies all weekend?”

Kayley hesitated, then decided to play up to
her.

“How did you guess? I can’t even remember how
many men I had sex with.”

“Slut,” Zoe said with a teasing smirk.

“Or how many women, of course,” she said
airily. “Orgies are like that, you know.”

“No, I don’t know. Never been to one.”

“How sad for you! I’ve been to hundreds!”

“Sure you have,” Zoe said in amusement.

“I know you want to be in an orgy, Zoe,” she
said.

“Not especially.”

“Prude,” Kayley said, sticking her tongue
out. “Maybe you’d at least find someone who knew how to perform
oral sex.”

“On me, you mean. I know how to perform oral
sex.”

“Not on yourself, though.”

“Yes, too bad I can’t stretch that much.”

“I know a girl called Nikola who would be
happy to teach you.”

“Uhm, no thanks,” Zoe said.

“Not so fast. She also has a guy she keeps on
a leash. He has an excellent tongue.”

“Seriously?! That’s freaking sick! And
anyway, how would you know about his tongue!?”

Kayley rolled her head away, a smug look on
her face, then examined her fingernails.

“Oh right. You think I believe you?”

“Would I make things up?”

“Yes!”

“Well, yes, I would. But there really is a
Nikola. She really is a lesbian. And she really does have a thing
for bondage and people on leashes.”

“Really?! That’s weird! Maybe she’ll teach
you how good a tongue feels. Want me to call her?”

“No! Anyway, I don’t believe you!”

“Suit yourself. I guess you’ll just have to
get married, never knowing what it feels like.”

Zoe glowered at her.

*

It took a couple of weeks of teasing at work,
of joking around about sexual things, of slapping Zoe’s bottom now
and then when they were alone, and one long teasing kiss which
stopped the girl’s laughter and giggles and turned her face much
more sober and startled.

Then, on a day her boyfriend was going to be
out late with his friends they went to Kayley’s apartment and amid
initial giggles and laughter Kayley taught her just how good her
kisses had become, and then gradually got her clothes off and
applied her tongue to the girl’s clitoris.

Almost from the first touch, Zoe was
completely transfixed. At first, Kayley thought she might be
pretending, but the flushed face and chest gave visible proof to
her cries of helpless pleasure.

That gave Kayley the excuse to gag her. And
shortly after she had her tied spreadeagle on the bed as her
tongue, lips, and teeth bit, nibbled, sucked, licked, and massaged
various parts of her naked body.

She made her come half a dozen times with
just her mouth, then stuffed a vibrator into her sopping pussy and
straddled her face, sinking her own pussy down over the girl’s
dazed face. She gripped her hair to control her head and then
ground her pussy against her face until she finally started to
lick.

She lost track of how many orgasms Zoe had
even before she donned the strap-on and began to fuck her brains
out. What was left of them, anyway. A month later she introduced
her to Nikola, who had borrowed a guy just like Kayley had
described.

Between them, they reduced the girl to
breathless, screaming hysterics as she came again and again.

It wasn’t to be Zoe’s last visit to Nikola,
or to Kayley’s apartment. In fact, after a few months, she dumped
her boyfriend and moved in with Kayley. Neither of them was really
gay, but sex with each other was a lot more exciting and
pleasurable than with the guys either knew.

They resolved to change that. Eventually. But
for now, there was no hurry. They both had a lot of kinky sex to
explore, and a lot more orgasms to experience.
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when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work,
helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling
agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but
finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and
is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige
gets a job as a
receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a
strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and
slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she
gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica
isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness
instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients!
Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination,
with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from
the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but
the scalding heat the women give her is too much to
resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is
a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and
servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black
chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets
yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in
submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is
a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts
student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get
talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not
realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As
Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself
helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a
foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking
lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway
car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs
to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to
the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled
lust and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's
difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to
have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and
told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I
just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems to do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by
Mister Trask

When
Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she
thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's
son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his
looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away
both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and
taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney
is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous
penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not
her date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to
getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission
and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!
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