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Chapter One 
The last thing Gwendolyn Fraser wanted to see on a Monday 
morning was "error reading disk" flickering on her computer screen. 
She'd spent half the weekend working on the Stone project and all of 
it was on the little diskette which her miserable excuse for a computer 
was obstinately refusing to read. 
She ordered it to try again and got the same result. Furiously, she 
banged her fingers down on the enter key and ordered it to read the 
thing again and again, getting angrier with each successive failure. 
“Damn you!” she snapped, slapping the keyboard. 
She had a toy panda just above the monitor. It smiled in delight and 
held a sign which said “Cheer up!”. 
She stuck her tongue out at it, then yanked the disk out and left her 
cubicle, walking down to see Hugh Phillips. 
“Hugh? Would you try this in your machine, please?” she asked, 
leaning into his messy little walled-off cubicle
He looked up from his keyboard and grinned, then took the disk and 
slipped it into his slot. 
“Hello, there.” 
They both turned as Allen Jennings, the computer engineering 
supervisor, appeared at the entrance to Phillips' cubicle along with an 
attractive blonde neither knew. 
She was quite tall, with wide shoulders but a flawless figure. She wore 
a tight, black business suit with a very short skirt, and Gwen caught 
Hugh discretely eyeing her long legs as the woman looked over his 
messy cubicle. 
“Gwendolyn Fraser and Hugh Phillips, this is Morgan Steele, my 
replacement and your new supreme ruler and general all around 
deity.” 
“How do you do?” Morgan said, her voice deep, her pronunciation 
flawlessly upper class. 
“Gwen and Hugh work on the Stone project,” Michael said. 
“I shall look forward to meeting with both of you personally,” Morgan 
said, her eyes piercing, moving from one to the other then back again. 
Gwen felt them lock onto her, and felt a strange sense of helplessness, 
as though Morgan were examining her very soul. She felt an 
instinctive urge to back away, for the woman exuded power and 
strength. Somehow she knew the woman was not going to be like the 
gentle, good-natured Rose, that she would not be someone to cross or 
argue with. 
Jennings led her on and Hugh shook his head. “Whoah, what a 
looker. What legs!” 
“I don't think you better let her hear you talking about her like that, 
Hugh,” Gwen said thoughtfully. 
“You got that right, love. That's one cold fish there. You hear her? 
Right out of bloody Oxford is my guess.” 
“Too old.” 
“She's not that old. Maybe mid thirties or so. Not a lot older. Anyway, 
I didn't mean she just bloody graduated I mean...” 
“I know.” 
“And what's with the hair?” He turned and grinned at her slyly. “You 
know, you just don't often see grown women with hair that short. Not 
in this business.” 
“Maybe she finds it easier to wash,” Gwen said, not sure why she was 
trying to defend the woman. 
“More likely she's a bloody dyke.” 
“That's not the kind of word you need to be caught using either,” 
Gwen said dryly. 
“So turn me in to the PC thought police. But were I you I'd not be 
bending over near her, my girl.” 
“Hugh!” 
He grinned and turned back to his computer, hitting a few keys. 
“Just because she's gay - that is, if she is gay, is no reason for you to 
think she's some kind of, well, some kind of sexual predator or 
something.” 
“Just joking, love. Here.” He handed her another CD with her 
program on it. 
“Oh, you could read it? Lovely. I wonder why mine wouldn't.” 
“Happens sometimes,” he said with a shrug. “Nobody seems to know 
why. Just be glad everything's not wrecked.” 
“I am. Thanks much.” 
She pecked him on the top of his head and went back to her cubicle 
to call up the program. 
She kept thinking about Morgan Steele, though. There was 
something decidedly odd about the woman. It wasn't her sexual 
orientation either. Gwen agreed with Hugh that there was a good 
chance the woman was a lesbian, but that didn't bother her. No. It 
was something else again. 
Hugh had described her as cold. But that wasn't quite it. Gwen could 
easily believe the woman was a strict disciplinarian. The way those 
eyes had pierced her, had pinned her down like a bird examining a 
worm had been startling. She'd never felt so insignificant, like a serf 
before a queen. 
What, she wondered, would such a woman be like in bed? 
Gwen had never slept with a woman, nor ever really considered it 
except in flights of extreme fancy. Lesbians were sort of a mod thing 
these days, making all the fashionable media. But she herself was 
married, and happily so, to a wonderful man, and considered herself 
utterly common and ordinary. 
But that grated on her a bit. She was getting on, after all. At twenty-
seven she was now past the point of being in her early twenties and 
consigned to the approach to thirty. Thirty! To be thirty years old 
seemed quite an amazing, and not at all to be appreciated event. It 
marked the end of wild and wicked youth and the entryway to 
respectable maturity. And what wild and wicked things had she done 
in her youth? 
She'd lost her virginity in the back of a Ford sedan at nineteen to a 
college boyfriend. She had had rather boring and uninspiring sex with 
him for a year until dumping him. She had another boyfriend in her 
last year of college who had been only slightly more exciting in bed 
for a few months. Then she'd met Sean, who, while sweet, was hardly 
a part of anyone's wicked past. 
No. There were no wild antics in her youth. She hadn't been arrested, 
hadn't gone to any demos, hadn't engaged in lewd sexual escapades, 
hadn't partied all night and come home socked to the gills, hadn't 
done drugs, hadn't really done much of anything. 
Maybe engaging in a little sexual interlude with a woman would be - 
interesting. But with Morgan? She shivered at the very thought, again 
wondering what Morgan would be like. 
Not that her husband Sean wasn't wonderful, gentle, loving and kind. 
For that matter he'd given her her very first orgasm. Sometimes she 
joked to her girlfriend Karen that she'd married him principally for 
that reason. 
In truth, sex wasn't something that she normally cared a great deal for. 
It was, as far as she could tell, vastly exaggerated in its effects. She had 
certainly never experienced the wild thrills and shocking bliss that the 
media portrayed. 
Then again she'd always been somewhat hesitant in bed herself. She 
always held her dignity very close, and was uneasy about doing some 
of the things which Sean, for one, considered normal. She had 
learned, after a fashion, how to perform oral sex, but didn't like it. She 
never had sex in ways she considered demeaning, such as from 
behind. And she liked, if possible, to have the lights out when it was 
being done. 
It wasn't that she was ashamed of her body. Not precisely. But she had 
developed early, and had quickly come to be embarrassed at the 
comments and jokes and attention others made about her breasts. 
They were not so big, really, only thirty-eight D-cups, but she was then 
as she was now a short, slender woman, and so they were rather 
noticeable. 
She tended to wear blazers because of that, or loose sweaters. Her 
chestnut brown hair was thick and straight, a lustrous, gleaming shade 
she was quite proud of. She parted it in the centre, leaving it to sweep 
down around her forehead, framing her narrow, elfin face in quite a 
lovely manner and spilling over her shoulders. 
Occasionally she looked at herself naked and was proud, but in 
public, among others, she just wished people would ignore her chest. 
It didn't help that every man who'd had her had groped at them 
mercilessly, like eager children with new toys. Only Sean had 
restrained himself, and only then after her complaints. 
Morgan Steele looked, from what she'd seen, to be busty as well, but 
she had the height and chest and shoulders so that they didn't stand 
out. Gwen had often wished she were a tall, strong woman, but that 
was simply not to be. Oh, she exercised quite rigorously. And as a 
result her breasts remained quite firm for their size. But how long 
would that last, she thought unhappily, when she passed that magical 
thirty year line. 
She tried to continue work on the project and forget about Morgan 
Steele, and eventually succeeded. She had lunch with Susan Reilly 
and Lauren Sims, though, and they were both eager to know what she 
thought of her. 
And no sooner had she returned than she got a phone call from the 
woman herself, asking her - though the tone left little doubt that 
asking was a polite fiction - to come to her office and see her. 
She felt a little nervous as she rose and ran her hands down her skirt. 
She looked at herself in her small mirror, swallowed, and then walked 
down the aisle between the cubicles to Morgan's glass-windowed 
office. 
She saw that the shades were all closed. Michael had always kept the 
windows clear. 
She knocked on the door and Morgan's imperious voice called out for 
her to enter. 
The office had undergone a drastic change since the morning. No 
longer was it filled with soft, old fashioned wooden furniture. Now 
everything was gleaming chrome, leather and glass. Morgan sat 
behind a large glass and steel desk, talking on the phone as she typed 
at her computer terminal. She pointed at one of the small leather and 
steel chairs before her desk without pausing, and Gwen sat carefully, 
crossing her legs. 
“I don't care what he wants,” Morgan said firmly. She paused for a 
moment. “No. I said no! Did you not hear me? I do not care what he 
wants. You'll do it this way now. If you aren't capable of it we'll find 
another supplier.” 
She hung up and turned to Gwen, lips pursed as she examined her. 
Then she pulled over a folder and opened it. “Gwendolyn Fraser,” she 
said. 
“Yes,” Gwen said, barely restraining herself from saying “ma'am”. 
“You've been with us four years. Got a number of good reports.” 
Gwen nodded and tried to smile. Morgan's cool eyes froze the 
attempt. 
“Married. No children. Good. You won't be out partying all the time 
and no brats to stay home and care for.” 
She stood up and began to pace. 
“As you are no doubt aware, computer engineering is by far the largest 
and most important part of this company. The other sections are just 
there to provide for us, to market our products, take care of 
bookkeeping, perform clerical products and so on.” 
She looked at Gwen, who nodded. 
“We only have one hundred and forty employees, so having another 
level of management above the supervisor of computer engineering is 
superfluous. The owners have agreed then that in addition to being 
head of computer engineering I'm also to be the titular president of 
the company, responsible only to the board of Micom Incorporated, 
which owns most of our stock.” 
Gwen nodded again, uncertain as to why she was being treated to this 
little lecture. 
“I aim to change the perception of this company. It's going to be one 
of youth and vitality, of sexual excitement and glitter, futuristic and on 
the cutting edge. I want people to speak of us with awe. I want people 
lining up to come and work for us, the youngest people, the brightest 
and most brilliant and most daring.” 
She whirled suddenly and bent, causing Gwen to pull her head back 
in alarm. 
“Do you think you fit in with that image?” 
“Well I...” 
“Because not everyone will. I've already let go a number of people.” 
“Y-You have?” 
“Perception is everything in this business. And ours is in for a drastic 
change. You can be part of that or not.” 
She and Sean had just moved into a new home in South Lambeth, 
one whose payments they could just barely afford on both their 
salaries. She felt a knot of tension grip her as she nodded hesitantly. 
Morgan straightened and looked at her doubtfully. “Untie your hair.” 
“Excuse me?” Gwen stared at her in confusion. 
“Untie your hair. You look like a bloody schoolmarm.” 
“Well I - that is, it gets in my way when I...” 
Morgan's hands slipped behind her and deftly undid her hair. Gwen's 
jaw dropped but she didn't dare complain as her hair tumbled down 
around her shoulders. 
Morgan stood back a step and examined her, then combed her fingers 
through her hair quickly. 
“Much better. But those clothes - “
She shook her head and made a face. 
“I do hope you've got something more hip, something more modern 
and sexy. Short skirts?” 
“I - well - I mean. I've always dressed in a businesslike fashion...” 
“Our business is selling our software. Since our products aren't much 
different from everyone else's software we need to sell ourselves, sell 
the company. You think this is the most comfortable outfit I could 
have chosen to wear to work today?” she demanded, indicating her 
own tight, short skirt and blouse. 
“From now on you will dress like this; short skirts, minis, and tight 
tops. You've got big breasts. Don't emphasise them. I don't want them 
bouncing around, but a nice tight top, maybe midriff bearing would 
be nice. And leave your hair hanging down.” 
“Just a minute!” Gwen protested, getting to her feet. 
“All the women who work here will be dressing in the same manner,” 
Morgan said cooly. 
“That's sexist!” 
“All the men too. Not in minis, of course, but in nice snappy trousers 
and shirts, silks and colours. I'm not having any scruffy jeans and 
beards either. Anyone who doesn't want to shape up can ship 
themselves off.” 
“You honestly expect men like Hugh Phillips to make like some 
flashy...” 
“Phillips is gone.” 
Gwen stared at her in shock. 
“Gave him his walking papers during lunch.” 
“But - but...” 
“I can hand you the same if you want.” 
Gwen bit her lip. 
“So. I can count on you?” 
Gwen nodded helplessly. 
“Good. Don't let me see you in here in some old schoolteacher's outfit 
tomorrow else I'll put your across my lap and spank that saucy bottom 
of yours.” 
She cocked her head slightly to one side and let her lips curl upwards, 
and Gwen felt her face flush as butterflies joined the knot in her 
stomach. 
“Look, Gwennie,” she said, sliding her arm over Gwen's shoulder. 
“I'm not trying to be a brute. Honestly. But this company is bleeding 
money and someone's got to take drastic action.” 
Gwen was uncomfortably aware of Morgan's heavy breast pushing 
against her shoulder as the blonde walked her to the door. 
“I'm strict and demanding but I am fair. If I must discipline you,” she 
said, turning and then cocking her finger under Gwen's chin to pull 
her face up, “You'll know why and get a chance to say your piece.” 
She smiled, then eased her fingers back, sliding them ever so lightly 
along Gwen's cheek, through her hair, then back as she opened the 
door. 
“Come and see me any time,” she said in parting. 
Gwen walked back to her cubicle in a daze, barely noting the empty 
one where Hugh had worked. 
Everything the woman said made sense. The company was in trouble, 
with no name to speak of and nothing much to differentiate it from its 
more famous competitors. Young, sleek, and sexy might well change 
that. 
And she'd even been sort of, well, nice there at the end. Sort of. Gwen 
wondered if she were really a lesbian, and considered that business 
where she'd touched her chin and hair. Did Morgan fancy her?! 
She felt a wave of shock at the thought, yet, oddly, not the alarm she 
would have expected. In fact, she felt a strange little squirming at the 
back of her mind. And she allowed herself to imagine what it would 
be like, not with a woman, but with Morgan Steele. 
She was so impressive! So smart and beautiful and strong! There was 
something quite masculine about her, though Gwen berated herself 
for thinking it. Women could be strong, too, after all. 
What would Morgan do to her in bed? What did lesbians do anyway, 
beyond the obvious? 
Yet the idea was absurd, and she pushed it far from her mind as she 
turned to the computer and got back to work. 
It kept intruding, though. Odd flashes and images of women 
embracing, lips touching, naked, kept appearing out of nowhere, 
disturbing and worrying her. She was not and never had been 
attracted to women, and she was not attracted to Morgan Steele. 
Or so she told herself. 


Chapter Two
The next two weeks were frantic at work, with a large turnover of 
employees, new projects instituted and old ones dumped. Much of it 
was exasperating to Gwen, yet she found herself watching Morgan, 
felt her admiration for the woman growing by the day. 
Morgan Steele was incredibly energetic, filled with ideas, and a strict 
enough taskmistress to see them carried out. She changed everything 
from the sign out front of the building to the colour of the diskettes 
they shipped their software on. She also came up with a number of 
brilliant innovations that had the staff shaking their heads. 
She came out among the staff much more often than Jennings had. 
When her heavy, padded leather door wasn't closed she was often out 
peering over the shoulders of this or that employee, whispering 
encouraging words into their ears. 
So Gwen told herself there was nothing special about the tall blonde 
coming into her cubicle, slipping a hand over her shoulder, and 
looking at her screen as she talked to her in a low, throaty voice. 
But she was exquisitely aware of how close she was each time, of her 
perfume in her nose and her soft voice next to her ear. And the 
strange visions she kept getting became lewd, erotic fantasies which 
disturbed and aroused her. 
The idea of anything between them was preposterous! Not only was 
she not a lesbian but frankly she wasn't in Morgan's class. It would be 
like a mouse having a relationship with a cat. 
And surely nothing should really be made of the quick pecks on the 
cheek Morgan sometimes gave her before she left, especially when she 
was happy with something Gwen had done. 
Gwen squirmed nonetheless, becoming flustered and tongue tied 
around her boss to the point she could only sit silently and try not to 
say anything stupid whenever the woman came into her little cubicle. 
When she was called into the office on Friday she was filled with 
anxiety, not of what Morgan would do, but of what she herself might 
say that might be stupid and give away the bizarre fascination she was 
feeling towards her boss. 
“Close the door,” Morgan ordered. 
Gwen obeyed, then stood before her desk feeling like a guilty 
schoolgirl. 
She was even dressed like one, sort of, with a short green dress that 
cinched tight at the waist and had a short pleated skirt. 
“Your delivery on the McMann project was to be made this 
morning.” 
“I know,” Gwen said apologetically. “I had problem...” 
Morgan held up her hand. 
“I read your email. I don't accept the reasons. This is not a complex 
task and you've done it before. You gave me a time and date it would 
be ready. Both were reasonable. Both were achievable. You didn't keep 
your promise.” 
Gwen bit her lip worriedly. Morgan was right, of course. Her excuses 
were just that. She simply hadn't been her old self these past two 
weeks, and hadn't been working like her old self. She was distracted 
and slow and she now cursed herself for even attempting to put a 
series of half-baked excuses over on Morgan. 
“I'm sorry,” she said, feeling both embarrassed and miserable for 
letting Morgan down. 
“That doesn't cut it. I needed that program so I could do the interface 
in time to present it Monday. Now I don't have it. How are you going 
to make that up to me?” 
Gwen shrugged helplessly, face red. 
“No idea?” 
“I...” 
“Could work all weekend.” 
Gwen opened her mouth, then closed it abruptly. 
“Could stay here this evening late, come in tomorrow early and stay 
all day and well into the evening.” 
Gwen nodded helplessly. 
“And what guarantee do I have you'll keep your project dates even 
then?” 
“I will! I promise! There really isn't much left to do.” 
“You'll have the program written before you go home Saturday and 
debugged by Sunday noon .” 
Gwen nodded her head quickly. 
“That will mean I shall have to come in Sunday to work on the 
interface.” 
“I'm sorry,” Gwen said miserably. 
“Apologies don't do a thing for me, dear.” 
Morgan rose and came around the desk. She reached out and took 
Gwen's chin, raising it high and looking down into her eyes. 
Gwen trembled slightly, not meeting her eyes. 
“Look at me,” Morgan demanded. 
Gwen obeyed, and Morgan studied her intently. 
“What's been in your mind these past weeks, hmm? What's got you so 
befuddled?” 
“N-nothing,” Gwen breathed. 
“Problem with hubby?” 
Gwen numbly shook her head. 
Morgan's hand slid up her cheek, then combed slowly through her 
hair. 
“You sure?” 
Gwen nodded breathlessly, feeling her heart pounding. 
“All right. Go back to your desk then, love. I suppose missing the 
weekend will be enough punishment.” 
She bent to peck her on the cheek and Gwen jerked her head back 
suddenly. Their lips met for a moment before Morgan pulled back, 
eyes widening slightly, then narrowing. Gwen's face warmed and she 
looked away desperately. 
“Go on then,” Morgan said, after looking at her a long moment. 
She eased back, then gave Gwen a sharp slap on the behind as she 
started for the door. Gwen gasped and jerked forward a step or two, 
but didn't look back as she fled the office. 
She went back to work, but if anything she was more distracted. By 
the time everyone started leaving she had accomplished virtually 
nothing. By seven she was the only one left in her section, though the 
light was still on in Morgan's office. 
She looked up at the little stuffed panda which beamed down from 
atop her monitor and sighed forlornly. 
She prayed Morgan wouldn't stop by before leaving, stop by and see 
how little she had done. She was already dreadfully unhappy and 
embarrassed about her poor performance and didn't want to do 
anything else to lower Morgan's opinion of her. 
But, of course, Morgan did come out of her office and did wander 
down the aisle to Gwen's cubicle. Gwen was rigid with tension as the 
woman walked in and bent over behind her. 
“Well?” 
“I-it's coming along,” she gulped. 
“What line number?” 
Gwen didn't answer and Morgan reached over and typed in a query, 
then made an angry sound. 
“This is all you've done?!” 
“I-I'm sorry,” Gwen said in a small voice. 
“You certainly are!” She stood up, glaring. “Come to my office.” 
Gwen followed her back to her office, expecting to be fired but more 
upset that she'd made Morgan think she was such a lazy incompetent 
fool. 
Gwen shoved her into the room and closed the door behind her, then 
pulled her over to the sofa and sat down with her, their bare legs 
almost touching. 
“Must you always turn your head away?” Morgan demanded in 
exasperation. 
As she'd done before she slipped her fingers beneath Gwen's chin and 
turned her around to face her. Gwen's eyes fluttered like small birds as 
Morgan stared down at her. Her chest felt so tight she could hardly 
breath, and butterflies fluttered around her stomach in a very 
unpleasant manner. 
“Confession is good for the soul.” 
“I - don't know what...” 
“What's in your pretty little head, hmm? Is it me?” 
“You? No!” 
“No? Not even a little? Nothing I've done?” 
Gwen shook her head. 
“You're not uneasy working for a lesbian?” 
Gwen's heart skipped a beat at the open admission and her breathing 
became more ragged. 
“Well?” 
“No,” Gwen gulped. 
“Sure?” 
Gwen tried to nod her head but Morgan's fingers kept her chin up. 
“Have you ever considered having sex with a woman?” 
Gwen stiffened. 
“I realize you're married and straight, but you're acting awfully odd 
around me. And if you've no problem with my sexuality and no 
problem at home well...” 
“I - don't know what you mean,” Gwen breathed. 
“No?” 
Morgan turned her head slightly, then her hand slipped from her 
chin, sliding along the side of her cheek, stroking it delicately as she 
leaned in. Gwen looked away, her heart threatening to burst as she felt 
Morgan's lips gently brush the nape of her neck. 
“No?” Morgan whispered. 
Her lips traced a hot trail upwards along her neck, then over her 
cheek. Then she kissed her softly on the lips. She eased back a 
moment, smiled, then kissed her again, her arms sliding around her as 
she let her weight bear her back against the back of the sofa. 
Her hand slipped lightly through Gwen's long hair, stroking it slowly 
as she kissed her softly, her lips pressing in, then back, sliding along 
Gwen's, then trailing along the nape of her neck. 
Gwen did nothing but gulp in air, her body overheating, sweat oozing 
from every pore as she felt her body tremble with excitement. She felt 
an aching heaviness in her lower belly, and felt her nipples harden 
within her bra. 
Morgan's lips found hers again, and this time she hesitantly kissed 
back, a thrilled sexual heat rolling up and down her body, making her 
insides burn. 
She shuddered as Morgan's hand stroked her breast through her top, 
then felt her breasts swell with warmth and pleasure as the woman's 
hand eased beneath her top and undid the catch between her bra 
cups. Morgan pushed her head back harder, her lips pushing in firmly 
now and her tongue dipping into Gwen's mouth. Her hand stroked 
the underside of Gwen's breast, then slipped up to finger her 
engorged nipple. 
Gwen felt almost dazed with shock and excitement. It seemed 
impossible that this was happening, that she, boring, mousy 
Gwendolyn Fraser was engaging in anything so wicked and wanton as 
a sexual interlude with a woman. 
She felt her top lifted up and raised her arms, face flushed, hair 
matting against her forehead. Morgan chewed her way down her 
throat and pushed her bra back over her shoulders, then pushed her 
down and back onto the sofa as she let her lips slide up the sensitive 
hills of her breasts. 
Her tongue lapped gently, circling and circling her nipple without ever 
touching it. She mouthed her breast meat again and again, her soft 
lips spread out to suckle, then slipping back. 
Her tongue flicked across the tip of one nipple once, twice, three 
times. Then her lips closed over it, sliding outwards to engulf her 
areola and the centre of her breast. Her tongue licked softly and she 
sucked with a slow, careful rhythm. 
Gwen groaned helplessly, more aroused than she had ever been in her 
life, her mind swirling with confusion and embarrassment even as the 
pleasure coursed through her veins. 
Morgan's hands expertly kneaded and stroked her breasts as her 
tongue and lips moved from one to the other. Never had anyone paid 
such attention to her there and Gwen was amazed at the way both 
breasts began to throb and pulse with hot, burning excitement, the 
way the flick of her tongue or fingers could make her nipples snap 
and crackle with need and pleasure. 
Morgan's hand slid down her soft belly and over her hip, then down 
her leg and back up the insides, pushing her skirt up until her fingers 
caressed her inner thigh at the edge of her panties. Her finger gently 
wiggled into the leg hole and rubbed lightly over her mons, and to her 
embarrassment Gwen's pelvis instinctively thrust up against it. 
Morgan slipped her hand over her groin, rubbing her through the 
panties, then eased her fingers down through the elastic waistband, 
down through the narrow thatch of pubic hair to her hot, moist pussy. 
“You're so wet,” Morgan whispered, her finger easing between her 
pussy lips and sliding along her slit. 
“Nasty little girl,” she whispered, stroking lightly against her clitoris. 
Gwen let out a strangled cry as a blastwave of sexual heat roared 
through her mind. She panted for breath, her head rolling from side 
to side as Morgan bit down on her nipple and sucked fiercely. At the 
same time the woman rubbed hard at her sensitive little clit and the 
orgasm flared and swallowed her mind as her body shuddered and 
jerked. 
She grunted helplessly, like an animal, her lower body humping up as 
her back arched in shameless, wanton delight. The climax seemed to 
slice through to the very soul of her being as it set her muscles 
spasming and her mind soaring. 
She felt light-headed, and wondered vaguely and dreamily if she 
would pass out from the long, sustained ecstasy that made her belly 
twist and her chest lock. Then, finally, the orgasm eased, and she fell 
out of it, going limp there on the sofa, gasping, drained. 
Morgan smiled and kissed her lightly, then eased up to a sitting 
position. Gwen groaned wearily, ignoring the woman momentarily, 
even when she realized her fingers were undoing her skirt, then 
tugging at it. 
She helped lift her behind as Morgan tugged the skirt and panties 
down and off. The blonde had a smug and satisfied smile on her face 
as she looked down at her, eyes roaming over her body. 
“Quite a looker,” she whispered, lifting one of her feet and 
unfastening her shoe. She removed it and the other, then leaned over 
Gwen again
Her hand slipped up to palm her sex, squeezing softly and 
rhythmically as she kissed the side of Gwen's throat. 
“But I don't want you to think that failure at work is going to be 
rewarded by pleasure,” she whispered. “That's simply not a part of 
my philosophy.” 
She sat up, then got to her feet. Gwen looked up helplessly, starting to 
blush again, her shattered mind fitting itself together and realizing she 
was utterly nude laying across the sofa there in the office, and still 
trying to cope with what had happened. 
Morgan paced across the room, then sat down in one of the hard-
backed chairs. 
“Come here, Gwennie,” she ordered, pointing a long finger at the 
floor before her. 
Gwen sat up with a groan, then looked down at the floor and reached 
down for her skirt. 
“No! Come here at once!” 
Gwen bit her lip, then stood up, blushing, and shuffled forward to 
where the woman sat. 
“Now you obviously need discipline. And since you're behaving like a 
flighty, sex starved young girl, I feel there's only one proper way to give 
it to you.” 
She arched an eyebrow, then patted her lap. Gwen blinked in surprise 
and confusion, then dropped her jaw as she realized her intent. She 
stared at Morgan, amazed she would tell a joke at a time like that. But 
Morgan's face seemed perfectly serious, the frown still intact. 
Gwen tried to laugh at the poor joke even as her stomach twisted and 
churned. 
“I'm not joking. Do it now. I told you I'd spank your bare bottom if 
you needed it. It appears you do.” 
“B-but I - you...” 
“I'm waiting.” Morgan folded her arms across her chest, glaring at her 
sternly. 
“You can't be serious!” Gwen whispered. 
“But I am. You're behaving like a flighty little girl, and I'll treat you as 
such. Now move.” 
Gwen looked around helplessly, feeling her mind again filling with a 
hot, steaming haze. This was absurd! Was she to let Morgan actually - 
actually spank her?! 
“Now, Gwendolyn!” Morgan ordered. 
Yet through the outrage and defiance she felt, past the embarrassment 
and humiliation, was a core of white-hot excitement, and it was 
growing by the second. She looked at Morgan sitting there proudly, 
dignified, strong, beautiful and brilliant, and felt a hopeless wave of 
inferiority mixed with admiration. 
She shuffled forward a few steps, her insides flooding with heat to the 
point where she felt faint. 
She bent over slowly. Morgan did nothing to help her. She draped 
herself belly down across the woman's lap, cringing mentally even as 
her mind filled with blistering heat. 
She let out a soft cry when she felt the woman's hand on her behind 
and trembled as it moved slowly, gliding over the soft skin, following 
the rounded curves of her buttocks. 
“Do you think you deserve a spanking, Gwennie?” 
“Y-yes,” Gwen whispered. 
“I didn't hear you.” 
“Y-yes,” Gwen said, her voice choking. 
“Yes, miss.” 
“Y-yes, Miss,” Gwen gasped, feeling another gush of liquid heat. 
She shuddered as Morgan's fingers stroked slowly back and forth 
along her cleft, then slipped down between her buttocks, following the 
contours of her sweating body and palming her overheated sex. 
“We can't allow some randy schoolgirl in heat to set back the new 
image of the company, now can we?” 
“N-no,” she whispered. 
Morgan's hand smacked down hard and Gwen yelped. 
“No, miss,” she said sternly. 
“N-No, miss,” Gwen gasped. 
“So you think I should spank you?” 
“I-I..yes, miss,” she gasped. 
“Ask for it then.” 
Gwen was gasping for breath, her entire body quickly becoming a hot, 
throbbing need. She felt humiliated, yet was gripped by an intense 
physical sex-heat, one even worse than earlier. 
Morgan's hand was sliding slowly back and forth across her mons, and 
it was all Gwen could do to keep herself from pushing back against it. 
“Ask.” 
“I-I need to be spanked.” 
“That's not asking. That's a statement.” 
“P-please s-spank me,” Gwen whispered. 
“What was that, dear? I didn't quite hear you.” 
“Please s-spank me, miss,” Gwen said, trembling with excitement at 
the very words. 
Then the hand drew back and a moment later slapped down against 
her bare behind. She let out a sharp cry of startled pain, gasping as 
the sharp sting burned into her. 
“You're a very bad girl, Gwennie,” Morgan said sternly. 
Again her hand slapped down, and again the crack of noise was 
followed almost at once by Gwen's sudden yelp of pain. She felt heat 
bloom there even as her face burned. Another slap met her buttocks, 
and another, and another, sharper one. 
She jerked in reaction, her mind spinning in dazed confusion between 
humiliation, outrage and shocked excitement. Morgan was spanking 
her steadily now, her hand slapping down in a slow, even rhythm that 
was making her cheeks burn on both ends. 
She squirmed helplessly and Morgan gripped her hip, steadying her 
in place as she continued spanking. Her hand came down faster and 
harder, and Gwen felt tears fill her eyes as the stinging became worse. 
Her breasts felt heavy and swollen, and crushed against the side of the 
chair below her as she jerked in response to each slap. 
“Is this what you need, Gwennie? Hmm? Do you need to be spanked 
like a silly little schoolgirl? Do I need to get a cane and take that to 
your backside?” 
Gwen couldn't talk, couldn't think, couldn't breath. She was gulping in 
air desperately, half sobbing now as Morgan's hand cracked down on 
her hot, burning behind. 
“Naughty little schoolgirl.” Morgan sniffed. 
She halted her spanking and again her hand slipped between Gwen's 
legs. It slid back and forth over her inner thighs, stroking the smooth 
flesh, then twisted. Gwen shuddered as she felt the tips of her fingers 
against her throbbing sex, felt them sliding along her moist labia, 
which felt tight and puffed out. 
Then they pushed forward, penetrating her and wriggling up inside 
her. First one, then two long, narrow fingers thrust through the soft, 
moist folds of her pussy, twisting from side to side until her knuckles 
were grinding against her mound. Gwen squirmed helplessly and 
bucked back, legs spreading and bare feet bouncing on the carpet. 
“Hot for it, aren't we?” Morgan purred. “No wonder you couldn't 
concentrate.” 
Her fingers began to twist around inside Gwen's lower belly, pressing 
in this direction, then that. Then they began to pump slowly in and 
out. At the same time she brought her other hand slapping down 
against Gwen's sore behind with a loud crack of noise, and Gwen 
yelped and sobbed, her mind too battered and flustered to cope with 
the different sensations. 
Morgan continued to spank her with one hand as her other squirmed 
around in her pussy. Two fingers pumped faster inside her as she 
pressed her thumb up against the whimpering girl's clitoris and began 
to stroke it back and forth. 
Gwen felt an explosion of heat and crackling sexual joy ripple through 
her body. Her arms and legs jerked and spasmed and her head 
thrashed, her hair tangling around her face and nearly blinding her. 
She panted and groaned as Morgan's fingers pumped in harder and 
faster, a third finger joining the two inside her as the thumb rode 
expertly across her clit. Her body flared with sizzling energy and her 
hips ground and thrust back frantically. 
Gwen's mind seemed to disintegrate, her thinking processes falling 
apart as she gave herself fully to the storm wave of orgasmic pleasure 
that poured through her. She shuddered and jerked as her muscles 
spasmed and her insides twisted and spun. 
The orgasm was even more powerful than the first, building and 
building and building until she thought she must scream with the 
pressure of it, with the sheer all-encompassing ecstasy that bathed her 
mind and body in liquid fire. Every spank sent a sharp little blast of 
stinging pain into her overloaded nervous system. But rather than 
hinder her orgasm it seemed to only add fire to it. 
Her legs were splayed now, one falling across Morgan's knee, her sex 
open and vulnerable as Morgan's fingers continued to jam into her. 
Gwen's behind jerked up again and again, as though seeking the heat 
and pain from the spanking, and her arms shook wildly as they hung 
over the opposite end of the chair. 
Morgan gave her bottom a final hard slap then rolled her over her 
knees, letting her tumble bonelessly to the floor at her feet. 
Gwen lay there gasping, legs and arms sprawled, chest heaving as she 
tried to catch her breath and recover. Slowly she opened her eyes to 
see Morgan looking down at her, a smirk on her face. She felt a wave 
of humiliation and almost awe. 
It seemed like a dream that she was laying nude on Morgan's floor, 
bottom sore and hot after having just been soundly spanked, pussy 
warm and moist after being fingered. Her mind could hardly come to 
grip with it, with what was happening to her and what she had done. 
Morgan stood slowly and towered above her. Gwen groaned with the 
effort as she sat up, then started to climb to her feet. Morgan's hand 
on her head pushed her back down, and she found herself on her 
knees, sitting back on her heels, looking up at the powerful blonde. 
“Did you enjoy yourself, Gwennie?” she purred. 
Gwen flushed, her head lowering. 
“I asked you a question.” 
“Yes,” Gwen whispered in embarrassment. 
“Louder.” 
Gwen hesitated, then took a deep, shuddering breath. “Yes, miss.” 
“You had a nice orgasm, didn't you?” 
Gwen squirmed helplessly, skin afire. 
“Don't you think you owe me a little something then?” 
She spread her legs slightly, then raised her long right leg and let her 
foot drop onto the edge of her desk. She was practically standing over 
Gwen, who could instantly see not only that the woman wore nothing 
beneath her skirt, but that her pubic mound was bare of hair, soft, 
smooth and white. 
A shock ran through her as Morgan eased her tight skirt yet higher 
and she realized what was expected of her. Anxiety filled her, and she 
tried to remember what she'd seen on those porno films Sean had 
brought home. 
The truth was cunnilingus was not something Sean knew much about 
or enjoyed, nor did she ever ask it of him. The thought of a man 
looking at her down there, looking so closely, touching her with his 
mouth, well, it had always been rather disgusting. 
And yet for some reason she felt no disgust now. Perhaps it was 
because Morgan was so clean-shaven, her mons so neat and soft and 
exposed. 
She licked her lips worriedly, and Morgan slipped her fingers through 
her thick hair, then tugged imperiously. She rose from her heels, 
kneeling before the woman, feeling a hot flush of excitement at so 
subservient and demeaning a position. 
She pushed her face closer and closer to Morgan's pussy, then 
hesitantly let her tongue slide upwards along the neat, tight slit. 
Morgan pulled on her head and she felt her face driven in hard 
against her pussy, felt the moisture rubbing over her skin as Morgan 
ground her hips forward. 
She eased up and Gwen gasped, breathing again, then raised her 
hands, gripping Morgan's thighs as she began to lick once more. 
“Hands down,” Morgan ordered. 
Gwen obeyed at once, not even needing to think about it. She didn't 
know why but never in her life had she been more willing to be led. 
She licked harder, sliding her tongue between Morgan's soft, moist 
pussy lips, lapping upwards towards her clitoris and pushing her lips in 
to try and suckle. 
“Nasty little girl,” Morgan whispered. 
She began to roll her hips slowly, grinding her sex into Gwen's face as 
her tongue worked eagerly. 
Morgan reached down, spreading her lips, exposing her pussy hole. 
“In there,” she whispered. “Push your tongue in there, little slut.” 
Gwen groaned at the word, and obeyed, her mind filled with sex-heat 
yet again, and marvelling at how continuous her arousal was with this 
woman, at the pleasure and excitement she had never felt before. 
Morgan's hand gripped her hair and tugged it lightly but painfully as 
she growled down at her. 
“Lick! Lick,” she ordered insistently. “Nasty little trollop! Lick your 
mistress or I shall spank your bare bottom again!” 
Gwen licked harder, her tongue squirming up into the blonde 
woman's pussy hole, lapping at her juices, then rising higher to stroke 
her clitoris. 
She wasn't sure if she was doing it right, at first, yet it hardly mattered. 
She was shaking with excitement at what she was doing, at the 
wickedness and lewdness and daring. Her insides were afire with lust 
and she thought, dazedly, that there was almost nothing she wouldn't 
do at that moment. 
Morgan began grinding harder and faster, her voice becoming 
harsher. Soft groans escaped her. Gwen felt a wave of delight that she 
was producing such pleasure, that she was making the powerful, 
beautiful woman hot and excited. She licked harder, her small pink 
tongue lapping energetically across Morgan's clitoris as the woman 
tugged on her hair and groaned in heat. 
Then she arched her back with a cry that was half pleasure, half 
conquest, jamming Gwen's face into her once again and rubbing 
furiously against her. 
She held herself still for long moments, catching her breath, then 
slowly brought her head forward and down. She looked at Gwen 
kneeling there and gripped her hair once more, pulling her upwards 
to her feet. 
She kept pulling, however, and Gwen winced and moaned as she rose 
to her toes, reaching up to grip Morgan's arm. 
“Put your hands down!” Morgan snapped. 
Gwen obeyed, still gasping in pain. 
Morgan held her like that for long moments, then eased her fist down 
and back. The pressure remained steady on her hair but she could 
drop back on her heels, and ease the pressure by arching her back and 
pulling her head back. 
She felt Morgan's other hand slide gently up and down her chest 
between her breasts, then ease to the side to stroke and squeeze one 
breast and pinch the nipple. She stared up at the ceiling, body 
quivering as she felt the hand sliding down her body across her taut 
belly, then down to squeeze her between the legs. Two fingers pressed 
in against her clit and began to rub. 
She whimpered and then cried out as the sexual pressure roared 
upwards. She began to drive herself against the fingers in helpless 
abandon, gasping and moaning, her legs wide, body shaking. 
The climax arrived in mere seconds, and the world faded around her 
as a maelstrom of pleasure poured through her mind. 
Morgan held her against her as she recovered, arms around her, 
hands stroking her head as Gwen pressed her face against the 
beautiful woman's shoulder. 
“Now maybe you can have another go at those programs, hmmm?” 
Morgan whispered. “If you don't manage to get them down by 
tomorrow I'll do more than spank that little bottom of yours.” 
She eased her head back and kissed her gently on the lips. “Go on,” 
she said. 
Gwen stepped back, panting heavily, mind still stunned by what had 
happened, what she had allowed to happen. She turned towards her 
clothes but Morgan halted her. 
“You don't need those. There's no one else here. Go to your desk as 
you are.” 
Another thrill went up Gwen's spine, but she obeyed, slowly opening 
the door and peering anxiously out. She turned to look appealingly at 
Morgan but she only pointed to the door. 
Gwen walked down the hall to her cubicle, feeling incredibly bizarre 
to be naked. Her bare feet padded on the rough carpet, and the air 
conditioning tickled her nipples as her breasts jiggled lightly with her 
movement. 
She sat down at her chair, sat wrapped in a haze for long, long 
minutes. Half an hour passed without her even looking at her 
computer. Instead her mind went over and over and over again 
everything that had happened in Morgan's office. 
And she squirmed, both physically and mentally. 
She thought about Sean, wondering if what she'd done qualified as 
having cheated on him. Technically, she supposed it was true, yet it 
didn't feel like it. If Morgan had been a man there would be no doubt 
but as it was -
Technically, she was an adulterous, she supposed, but only technically. 
More amazing to her was the liberty she had permitted Morgan to 
take with her body, the degrading actions she had performed. 
And yet her mind was filled with a strange, smug pleasure. She felt 
seductive and hot and even sophisticated for having had a fling with a 
woman. 
For the first time in her life her image of herself as a dull, boring, 
mousy person was wavering. The things she had done were, to her 
mind, the kind of things only hot, sleek women like, well, like Morgan 
did. 
And yet, she had done them! She, Gwendolyn Fraser! 
Morgan came out of her office and wandered down the aisle, and 
Gwen leaned forward abruptly and called up her program, suddenly 
worried about another punishment. 
“Well, how are you doing, love?” 
Gwen looked down, blushing. “Not very well.” 
“Still distracted?” 
Gwen looked up, frowning. “Well for heaven's sakes! Of course I'm 
distracted! I'm sitting here naked, Morgan! Naked! how am I not to be 
distracted?” 
“I often walk around the house nude,” Morgan said, propping herself 
on a low cabinet. “I work at my computer from home naked as well.” 
“Well I'm not as - used to such things,” Gwen said. 
“Perhaps you're simply not as comfortable with your body as I am. 
You've a lovely shape, and your breasts are quite nicely round and 
large. As for your bottom,” she said with a smile. “It's amongst the 
finest I've spanked in ages.” 
Gwen flushed and Morgan laughed. 
“Oh don't blush,” she said. 
“I must be going mad,” Gwen said, folding her arms over her chest. “I 
can't think why I allowed you to - to spank me.” 
“Because you loved it.” 
“But I...” 
“You are a hot little slut who isn't getting what she wants and needs. I 
gave you that and you nearly exploded. Stop being the shy girl and let 
yourself free.” 
“I'm naked. How much freer can I be?” Gwen grumbled. 
Morgan smiled, then stood up. 
“Get up,” she ordered. 
Gwen stood uneasily and Morgan took her arms, pushing her back 
against the desk, until the wood pushed into her thighs just below her 
buttocks. 
“Sit on your desk,” she said. 
Gwen eased back onto the desk as Morgan sat in her chair and pulled 
it in. 
“Sit back.” 
“What are you going to do?” she asked nervously. 
“I'm going to eat you up, of course,” Morgan said with a grin. 
Gwen's eyes widened and she felt a tingle of heat between her thighs. 
Morgan gripped her legs, lifting and spreading them, and Gwen felt a 
hard tightness in her chest as she lay back on her elbows, blushing as 
Morgan slowly kissed her way up her inner thigh. 
She held her breath, looking down, wide-eyed, at the woman's 
beautiful face sliding along her thighs, rubbing her soft cheeks on her 
skin, then easing her tongue up against her puss. 
She let out a soft gasp as Morgan's tongue slid lightly up and down, 
then trembled as the woman's thumbs gently pushed into the sides of 
her pubic lips and pulled them open. 
She blushed fiercely as the woman gazed at her lewdly exposed sex, 
then watched as Morgan kissed her just above her small hole. 
Morgan's tongue darted out and traced up and down her pink 
opening, then pushed into the hole, driving surprisingly deep and 
fluttering around inside. 
She let her head slowly fall back as the heat rose around her like a 
shimmering curtain, gazed up at the roof in amazement that she was 
laying back on her desk naked, that Morgan was licking her between 
the legs. 
“Oh!” she cried, shuddering anew as she felt Morgan's tongue sweep 
across her clitoris. 
Her breathing became harsher and faster as Morgan's tongue lapped 
expertly at her clitoris, then her moist lips moved around it and sucked 
gently, rhythmically. 
She laid her head back further, hitting the wall of her cubicle, 
groaning low in her throat as Morgan pursed her lips and blew a 
stream of air across her glistening, burning clit. Then it was her 
tongue again, lapping faster and harder as Gwen's hips ground up 
against her, as she bucked instinctively up. 
“Yes,” she whispered. “Oh yes! Oh! Oh God!” 
Morgan drew back, but Gwen continued to roll her hips lewdly, 
gasping softly in the thrall of the sexual fever gripping her. 
She opened her eyes blearily and found Morgan grinning at her. 
“Spread your legs wider, dirty girl,” Morgan whispered. 
Gwen groaned and shifted her legs further apart
“Raise your knees. Put your little feet on the edge of the desk. That's 
my girl. Now shift them apart.” 
Gwen pulled her legs further and further apart, until the tendons in 
her thighs ached with the strain. 
“Do you want me to continue?" Morgan asked coyly. 
“Y-Yes!” 
“Say it then.” 
“P-please lick me again.” 
“Say it louder. Don't be shy.” 
Gwen stared at her uncertainly. 
“Please lick me.” 
“Lick me miss,” Morgan growled. 
“Please lick me, miss,” Gwen moaned. 
“Where? Here?” She licked at her ankle. “Here?” Her tongue slid 
along her thigh. “Where?” 
“M-my pussy. Lick my pussy,” she gasped. 
“Say please.” 
Gwen took a deep breath and shuddered, her face turning scarlet now 
as the heat fought with sudden embarrassment. 
“Please lick my pussy, miss,” she said. 
“Louder.” 
“Please lick my pussy, miss!” she cried. 
“I want to hear you scream it!” 
Gwen stared at her helplessly, then Morgan raised her hand, her 
fingers stroking lightly across her clitoris. She groaned, her hips 
grinding. 
Morgan pulled back. 
“Please lick my pussy, miss!” she cried. 
“Louder!” 
The room echoed to the sound and Morgan cringed at the words. 
“Please lick my pussy, miss!” she screamed. 
Morgan smiled, then bent forward, her tongue slithering up and down 
her sex, then rolling over her clitty. 
Gwen moaned and began to roll her hips once more, grinding herself 
up against Morgan's face as the woman's tongue whipped her 
throbbing pussy into a burning mass of fiery sexual bliss. She felt the 
fire spreading through her nerves and veins, felt the explosion 
imminent as the pressure rose. 
She gasped helplessly, head falling back, rolling from side to side 
against the back of the cubicle. Then she arched her back sharply, 
crying out softly, grunting as she bucked up into Morgan's mouth, the 
sexual firestorm rolling over her and shattering her into a million 
pieces. 
Morgan kept licking until her movements eased off, then drew back to 
smirk at her. She ran her hands up and down her thighs, holding her 
legs wide. 
“I should tie you up like this and leave you for everyone to find in the 
morning,” she taunted. 
She stood up and bent between Gwen's raised knees, kissing her 
gently on the nipple, then on the forehead, then on the lips. 
“How do you feel?” 
“God. I feel like an absolute slut.” 
“Good. I'm a slut and I love it.” 
She eased back, pulling Gwen with her, sitting her on the edge of the 
desk, then helping her off. Gwen swayed wearily but Morgan's arms 
slid around her and hugged her gently as she stroked her back and 
rubbed her cheek against the side of her head. 
“Here,” Morgan said, standing back. “I've brought your clothes. Get 
dressed and I'll see you out of here. You can come in early tomorrow 
morning.” 
Wordlessly Gwen obeyed, feeling like a wicked schoolgirl as she 
dressed before Morgan's eyes. Morgan then took her hand and led her 
back down the aisle and out into the hall that led from her section. 
Holding hands they walked to the stairs, then down them and to the 
front door. 
Morgan set the alarm, then the two went out into the parking lot, 
where the blonde kissed her on the lips, got into her car, and drove off. 
Gwen did the same, still flustered, confused, still feeling both guilty 
and excited. 


Chapter Three
Sean was both sympathetic and angry at her being forced to do 
overtime, calling Morgan all manner of names. He seemed surprised 
at how calmly Gwen was taking it. 
For her part Gwen felt a strange sense of superiority, of smugness at 
having done something so wildly erotic and exotic without Sean 
having a clue about it. 
She left her hair loose, instead of tying it back, and sat heavily in a 
chair in the living room eating pizza, legs apart, as she slumped back. 
It was very unladylike, but she felt too cocky to care. 
“If they're going to be such dictators maybe you ought to look 
elsewhere,” he said. “It's not like there aren't plenty of software 
companies in the London area.” 
“There's no guarantee any would be different. They tend to work you 
fairly hard, you know.” 
“Try working as a junior solicitor some time.” He snorted. 
She nodded sympathetically. He was treated like a serf at work, and 
many nights didn't get home until almost ten. That was the way of it 
when you wanted to impress the partners, though, and they both 
accepted it. But so far the work at Starfire had been fairly predictable, 
without the high pressure many other high tech companies put on 
their employees. 
She reached out and took his hand, squeezing it. 
“Well, a weekend without you is no bloody point,” he said. “I might as 
well go in to work and get a start on next week's work. Maybe then I 
can get home in time for us to spend a little time together.” 
“I'm sure I won't be working overtime often,” she said. “And it really is 
my fault.” 
“Well don't screw up again,” he said. “Else I'll put you across my 
knee.” 
Oh if only you knew, she thought in amusement. She imagined his 
eyes bulging out and tongue hanging down if he knew how she had 
been cruelly spanked on her bare bottom by a big, nasty, lesbian. 
Sean was sweet, and she did love him, but he was just as common and 
boring as she was, or at least, as she had been until now. Now she felt 
strangely exotic, almost like an entirely different person. 
After a quick bite to eat she took a shower. She stood behind the 
closed door gazing at herself in the mirror for the longest time, 
turning from side to side, posing for herself, imagining how Morgan 
had seen her. 
She arched her back to thrust her breasts out, then turned and bent 
over, reaching back to slap her behind lightly. She stepped into the 
shower then, letting the water pour over her body. She soaped up, 
feeling intensely sexual, and in minutes she was masturbating, driving 
her fingers hard along her furry opening, rubbing hard at her clitoris. 
She halted, gasping, a shocking idea making her mind burn with 
excitement. She turned the water away and brought down her shaving 
cream, then sprayed it over her legs, going higher and higher until her 
crotch was entirely covered. 
She then began to shave, starting at her ankles, but working higher 
and higher, feeling the tension mount, wondering if she dared. She 
started at the top of her groin, shaving away bit by bit at the top then 
sides of her little growth of pubic hair. 
Soon there was nothing but a very narrow line of hair following her 
pussy slit. She slipped two fingers inside and tugged on her lip as she 
ran the shaver ever closer. 
In minutes she was as bare there as Morgan was, and marvelled at 
how sensitive she felt, at how utterly bare she felt. She had to jump out 
of the tub and stare at herself in the mirror, then had to masturbate 
desperately, grinding her buttocks into the wall opposite the mirror as 
she moaned and grunted in pleasure. 
She went to bed immediately after, but didn't fall asleep. When Sean 
came to bed later she slipped her arms around him. 
She was naked, though she never slept naked, and he kissed her in 
eager delight at this unwonted show of excitement. Her hand 
wrapped tightly around his cock and pumped it up and down as they 
kissed, then she slipped her lips off him and pushed back the covers to 
kiss his erection. 
Her lips slipped around it and she took the head, then the shaft up 
into her mouth, sucking lightly as she bobbed up and down. She took 
more and more of it into her mouth as he groaned and gripped her 
head, and ignored his warning that he was about to come, for the first 
time in her life unhesitatingly swallowing his semen as he pumped it 
into her mouth. 
He was apologetic, but she only hugged him, pressed her face against 
his chest and lay there as he fell asleep. 
She remained awake far longer, trying to puzzle out where her feelings 
lay, what she felt for Morgan and why. 
She was out of bed at five thirty the next morning. And after a quick 
shower she drove hurriedly, pausing only to pick up some food at a fast 
food outlet. 
By seven she was at her desk, determined to complete the project 
Morgan had given her. Her mind seemed more focused than it had 
been for some time, and she made quick work of the remainder of the 
project. 
Morgan showed up at noon to check on her, and Gwen felt both 
bashful and proud as the blonde examined her work. 
“How long to debug it?” 
“I'm sure I can have it done today,” Gwen said proudly. 
“A little fingering does wonders for you, doesn't it? Maybe I should try 
it on all my employees.” 
Gwen blushed at the casual comment. 
Morgan laughed and kissed her on the side of the cheek. 
“Yesterday was - nice,” Gwen said hesitantly, face still red. 
“First time, right?” 
Gwen nodded. “I feel so strange,” she said, running a hand through 
her hair. “Like a wanton woman or something.” 
“Goodness. Well, you did do something nasty with an evil old 
lesbian.” 
“You're neither evil nor old,” she said, reaching out and taking 
Morgan's hand. impulsively lifting it to her lips and kissing the back of 
her knuckles. 
Morgan smiled at her, turning the hand around, sliding it up along 
Gwen's cheek. “You're very sweet,” she said. 
Gwen's eyes dropped, then rose again, and she licked her lips shyly. 
“Kiss me?” she whispered. 
Morgan leaned forward, and their lips met softly, their tongues 
moving out slowly, caressing each other as their arms slipped around 
each other's body. 
Morgan eased back and smiled. 
“The reason I'm here is to go to the gym. I work out every day.” 
Morgan slapped her stomach. “To keep from getting flabby from 
office work. And from what I've seen you could use a little more 
exercise too.” 
“What?” 
“Not that you're overweight, of course.” She smiled. “You’re even 
reasonably fit. But there's hardness in your body.” 
“I work out,” Gwen said defensively. “And I don’t particularly want to 
be uhm hard.” 
“You have big breasts. Without considerably more exercise they’ll start 
sagging soon.” 
Gwen blushed and Morgan grinned. 
“Come with me to the gym. You could use a break. In fact, I'm 
thinking of ordering all employees to become involved in a regular 
fitness program.” 
“Oh but I...” 
“No excuses. Come.” 
“But I can't - exercise in this!” Gwen protested, indicating her tight, 
short skirt and top. 
“I brought you something,” Morgan said with a smug grin. 
Biting her lip, Gwen followed her down the hall then up the stairs and 
across the building to where the new gym had been placed. It was 
about thirty metres long and half that wide, with floor to ceiling 
windows on one side and mirrors on the other. 
A variety of exercise equipment was placed in rows along both walls, 
but Morgan led her past that to a door marked Ladies Locker Room. 
Inside to the left was a wide, brown tiled area with shower-heads 
sprouting from one wall. To the right was a bathroom, and between 
them, a changing room lined with lockers. 
Stairs led up from the changing room to a whirlpool bath that was 
about five meters wide. A small wooden shelf went around it, and 
more stairs led down the far side into the shower room. 
“Strip,” Morgan ordered. 
Gwen looked at her, but Morgan seemed in no hurry to get undressed 
herself. Blushing, and feeling a quick rise of heat, Gwen disrobed, 
baring her breasts, then, blushing even more, her newly bared mons. 
Morgan made no comment at first, but combed her fingers slowly 
through Gwen's long hair. She pushed her back against the wall and 
looked her up and down as Gwen's heart pounded. 
“Arch your back. Pull your head back.” 
Gwen obeyed, feeling her stomach flutter and twist. 
Morgan slid a hand over her breasts, very lightly following the 
contours of her body, sliding over one, then under the other, then 
down her smooth, flat stomach and between her legs. 
Gwen sighed in pleasure at the pressure against her mound, feeling 
Morgan's middle fingers begin to stroke up and down her pussy. She 
felt her insides beginning to throb, felt her already swollen breasts 
tingle with excitement. 
“Feels nice now, doesn't it? So smooth. Soft.” 
Gwen's eyes closed and she moaned ever so slightly, shifting her feet 
apart on the tiles as Morgan's fingers gently stroked up and down. 
Then Morgan drew back. She opened a small bag and drew out a 
black lycra bodysuit. 
“Put this on.” 
Already panting for breath, and now confused and disappointed, 
Gwen lowered her head and took it from her. It seemed far too small, 
but she stepped into it, pulling it up her trim legs. She realized the 
thing had a thong back and felt sluttish and excited as she pulled the 
strip up between her buttocks. 
The thing was very, very tight, the back almost bare, the front not 
much better. It was very high cut at the thighs, the narrow strip of 
material which covered her pussy dividing in two to stretch up and 
over her breasts, not quite covering them, then joined together again 
behind her neck. 
“Go outside and warm up. I'll join you in a minute.” 
Gwen looked at her in confusion, then obeyed, getting another little 
thrill out of being in the gym, a public area, after all, dressed in so 
little. She examined her bare behind in the mirrored walls, rolling her 
hips a little smugly. 
She wondered why Morgan hadn't let her see her body, wondered if 
she were scarred somehow. 
Then Morgan emerged, her exercise suit more conservative than 
Gwen's, though not by much. She too wore a thong bottom, but the 
front covered more of her breasts. 
For the next hour, much to Gwen's surprise and disappointment, they 
exercised. Morgan took her from one piece of equipment to the next, 
explaining its function and how to work it, and watching as she 
exercised. Gwen was becoming increasingly tired and sore, but refused 
to admit it to Morgan, who, she realized with some surprise, she was 
falling rapidly in love with. 
The notion was absurd, and shocked her, but there it was. 
They had little in common other than their profession. Morgan was 
ultra hip, liking futuristic furniture and hot, sexy clothes. Gwen was a 
plain old housewife and working woman who preferred her skirts long 
and loose, and liked antiques and homy, comfortable furniture. 
Morgan was brusque, determined, even arrogantly confident, while 
Gwen was soft-spoken, tolerant and good natured. 
Gwen stayed home, cooked, cleaned, watched TV, while Morgan, she 
was sure, spent every evening at discotheques, probably very exclusive 
ones where people like Gwen were sniffed at in disdain. 
When Gwen could finally take no more and begged exhaustion 
Morgan let her watch as she herself briskly ran through exercises that 
Gwen was sure would have killed her. The muscles on Morgan's bare 
arms were shocking as they bunched up, and Gwen felt a hot little 
flutter in her stomach as she watched them forcing the bar up again 
and again. 
Finally she seemed to finish and led Gwen back to the locker room. 
Whatever wonder Gwen had about Morgan's body disappeared as the 
woman calmly stripped off her exercise suit. 
She was awed by the muscles beneath the flawless skin, the high, 
incredibly firm breasts, the perfectly sculpted long legs and washboard 
stomach. 
“Come on you. Stop staring,” Morgan said brusquely, whirling Gwen 
around, undoing the clip behind her neck, then yanking the suit 
down and off. She took Gwen by the arm and led her, both of them 
naked, out of the locker room and around the corner into the shower. 
Morgan reached for the levers and water poured down from one of 
the shower-heads. She adjusted the temperature, then drew Gwen in 
with her, pulling her in against her own body, flesh to flesh. 
Gwen felt the breath leave her, then felt a wave of lust and delicious 
excitement as Morgan pushed her own breasts in against hers. She'd 
never in her life felt a woman's breasts against her own, and the 
sensation was exquisite as their breasts flattened together. 
She turned her head back, letting the water pour down on her, heart 
pounding with excitement. This was so wild, she thought, so insane! 
Her entire body was crackling with energy, her flesh raw and sensitive 
and tingling, her pores radiating lust and need. 
Morgan's hands eased down her back and her fingers dug into her 
buttocks, squeezing, pulling her body in tighter against her own. 
Gwen looked up at her and saw fire in her eyes, then groaned as 
Morgan's lips crushed hers. 
She hesitantly slipped her hands up over Morgan's shoulders, rising on 
the balls of her feet as their bodies rubbed softly together. The feeling 
was sheer bliss, the softness and slickness of Morgan's flesh against 
hers was indescribably erotic. 
Morgan's fingers slipped through her long wet hair then tugged it 
back slowly, forcing Gwen's head back farther and farther, to the point 
where she was gasping, hardly able to maintain her balance. Yet she 
made no effort to resist, gave no thought to resisting. She groaned low 
in her throat, exhilarated at Morgan's forceful use, at giving herself to 
this strong, beautiful woman. 
“Naughty little girl,” Morgan said in a throaty purr. 
Her hand moved over Gwen's breasts, then down her taut belly and in 
between her legs. Two fingers pushed up inside her, then she bent and 
opened her mouth wide, closing it against Gwen's exposed throat and 
chewing lightly as a third finger joined them. 
Gwen swooned, moaning helplessly, euphoric with pleasure, and a 
glorious sense of being possessed and controlled. 
Morgan pulled back, her long fingers still deep inside Gwen's hot, 
throbbing pussy. 
“Up. Up,” she whispered. “Up.” 
Gwen moaned and obeyed, pushing herself up onto her toes, 
trembling, panting for breath as the heat and sexual desire burned 
through her. 
“Down.” 
She eased down onto Morgan's fingers again. Then, without 
prompting, rose on her toes once more, then eased down. She heard 
Morgan's chuckle and felt a wave of embarrassment and humiliation 
which, for some reason, made her even more excited. 
“Stop.” 
She hesitated, then eased down onto Morgan's fingers and halted, 
trembling. 
“How do you feel?” 
“God!” 
“How do you feel, Gwennie?” 
“Hot. I'm so hot!” 
“Do you like riding my fingers.” 
Gwen's insides squirmed at the words. 
“Do you?” 
“Y-Yes.” 
“Say it.” 
“I-I can't.” 
“Say it or I'll take them away,” Morgan taunted. 
“I-I like riding your fingers,” Gwen gasped. 
“You may resume doing so then.” 
Gwen stared at her, then began to slide her hot, burning sex up and 
down on her fingers, gasping and moaning as she moved faster and 
faster. 
She cried out as Morgan jerked her around and pushed her back 
against the wall. Again her lips crushed Gwen's, and now her fingers 
were thrusting up hard and fast, almost hurting her with the force of 
the penetration. 
Gwen whimpered and moaned, overwhelmed and dazed, shaking 
with sex heat. 
Morgan pulled back, then eased her fingers out of Gwen's pussy and 
pressed them against her lips. She pushed her fingers into Gwen's 
open mouth, slid them over her tongue. 
“Lick,” she whispered. 
And Gwen licked, licked at her fingers in a terribly submissive way she 
wouldn't have even considered with a man. She closed her lips as 
Morgan pumped her fingers slowly in and out of her mouth, and 
sucked as though they were a cock. 
It was the most degrading thing, yet she wallowed in it, exulting in the 
freedom she felt from laying her body at Morgan's feet, from giving 
over all control and yielding all decisions. Her lips slipped up and 
down Morgan's fingers as she eyed her over them, her eyes filled with 
lust and heat and near adoration. 
Morgan pushed her body against hers, gripping the shower levers on 
either side, staring into her eyes as she rubbed her slick, wet body up 
and down, slowly, repeatedly, her mouth darting forward to kiss and 
suckle at Gwen's mouth, throat, shoulders and ears. 
Her hands slid down around her again and onto her behind, then she 
pulled her away from the wall, turning her around, almost lifting her 
off her feet as she chewed on her throat and earlobe. 
Then suddenly she was licking at the right side of her throat even as 
she was chewing at the left, and her hands slipped along Gwen's ribs 
and in front to cup her breasts even as they clutched her buttocks. 
And they weren't alone. 
She was tall, like Morgan, her face haughty, aristocratic, her body 
powerful looking, sleek, the skin gleaming, her breasts full and nipples 
hard. And her eyes, deadly, cold, fixed on Gwen's own wide, shocked 
blue eyes. 
Morgan leaned across her and she and the black woman exchanged a 
deep, passionate kiss as Gwen watched. Then they both turned to her. 
She stared, open mouthed, gulping in air. They stared back. 
“This is Yvette,” Morgan said. “My lover. We share everything.” 
Morgan pulled Gwen's head towards her and pressed her lips against 
Gwen's, then pulled back. A moment later the black woman's hand 
slid through her hair behind her head, and pulled her around to face 
her. Her lips slipped down onto Gwen's, her tongue pushing into her 
mouth. 
She eased back, her hand coming free. Her eyes roamed Gwen's 
overheated body appraisingly. “I want you,” she said. 
Gwen stared at the two, realizing the import of the decision she had 
to make, her mind almost overwhelmed with the shock of it. She froze 
for long seconds, then leaned forward, trembling visibly, face scarlet. 
She hesitated, her lips inches away, then pressed them against the 
black woman's, her tongue easing tentatively forward as Morgan 
slipped her arm around her. 
Their breasts pushed into her from both sides, their hands sliding over 
her body. Their lips took turns on hers, their tongues moving inside 
her mouth. Her mind reeled and her body swayed between them. She 
was mortified at being seen - and touched by a stranger, yet the 
eroticism of the moment was inflaming her mind and body beyond 
bearing. 
This was so hot! This was so exciting! Nothing was like it! Everything 
else she'd ever done was boring and drab in comparison to the white-
hot sexual games Morgan was introducing her to. 
She felt frightened, embarrassed and anxious, but nothing would 
move her to leave as the black woman pushed her head back and bit 
into her throat. 
She was Morgan's to do with as the woman wanted, and no harm 
could come to her nor guilt befall her as long as she was merely 
submitting to the other woman's wishes and desires. 
Morgan's finger prodded at her rectum, then squirmed up inside as 
the black woman pushed two fingers into her quim and drove them 
deep. 
Gwen had a moment to feel shock and embarrassment, then came 
with a cry of mindless, wondrous pleasure, trembling helplessly, her 
mind thrown into another dimension, into another reality, where 
nothing existed but sensory delights once beyond her imagination. 
They held her and stroked her as she shook, then the black woman 
pulled her in against her body, pulled her face in against her large, soft 
breasts. Gwen groaned as her face was buried in the black breast 
meat, as the woman crushed her breasts around her. 
“Suck,” the woman whispered. 
She licked out hesitantly, then closed her lips on the woman's large 
brown nipple and sucked dizzily. 
Morgan moved behind her, dropping to her knees. She shifted Gwen's 
legs apart and drove her fingers into her sex, then peeled her lips apart 
and licked at the soft pink interior. 
Gwen moaned in bliss, chewing on the wet flesh now as she ground 
herself back into Morgan's face. She was bent over to suckle on the 
black woman, her round buttocks thrusting out, her sex raised and 
vulnerable with her legs apart. She whimpered as the sexual pleasure 
swamped her, her entire body shaking again. 
Then she was being lowered to the wet, hard tiles, rolled onto her 
back. She stared up at the black woman as she came down atop her, 
kneeling, straddling her face. The black woman's white teeth gleamed 
as she pinned Gwen's arms with her knees and slid lower, pressing her 
moist sex into her face. 
Like Morgan's and her own it was shaved, and Gwen' licked up 
eagerly. She felt her own legs spread, her knees bent back, then felt 
Morgan's soft pussy pressing against her own, felt the moist, puffy 
flesh rubbing down firmly, grinding and grinding as the black 
woman's pussy filled her mouth. 
The tiles were hard beneath her back, which kept rubbing from side 
to side as Morgan's motions grew more feverish. Morgan was kneeling 
with her leg through Gwen's, gripping one leg as she ground herself in 
harder and faster. Gwen could hear her gasps of pleasure even as she 
licked frantically at the pink pussy above her, pushing her tongue into 
the small hole and slurping wetly on the musky moisture there. 
She was being used, utterly, by these powerful women, and gloried in 
it, her body burning, her mind aching with the pressure and 
excitement. She felt Morgan's hand gripping one of her breasts and 
squeezing it tightly, twisting it painfully. 
She came, sobbing and crying out, her body jerking and heaving and 
writhing beneath the two women, her free leg bouncing on the floor. 
Her eyes rolled back as the climax rolled over and through her, then 
left her behind in its wake. 
Morgan left her and stood under the stream of water. The black 
woman continued to grind her soft pussy over her face until she 
shuddered, threw her head back and came herself. 
Then she too stepped away from her and turned on another shower. 
Gwen was left on the floor, gulping in air and feeling like a rag 
someone had squeezed too often. 
It was a minute before she could sit up. Then she sat hugging her 
knees and looking up at the two women as they soaped and showered. 
She picked herself up then and started towards a third shower but 
Morgan grabbed her arm and yanked her in against her. 
“Here,” she said, pushing a bar of soap into her hands. 
Gwen started to soap up her chest and Morgan laughed and pulled 
her wrist away. “Not you. Me!” 
“Oh,” Gwen whispered. 
She began soaping up Morgan as the woman stood there unmoving, 
smiling down at her. She soaped up her breasts slowly, massaging 
them. 
“Don't grope me, girl. Just clean me.” 
Blushing, she moved on, soaping up Morgan's arms and shoulders, 
then her chest and, hesitantly, between her legs. 
She had to drop to her knees to soap up Morgan's legs, and then 
Morgan raised one foot, putting it in her lap as she soaped that up. 
Meanwhile the black woman let the water fall around her and 
watched. 
“That's enough. Do Yvette.” 
She turned away and the black woman motioned her over. 
Gwen took a deep breath, then stood up and went over beside her
“Hello,” she said hesitantly, shyly. 
“Don't talk. Wash.” 
She slapped a bar of soap into Gwen's hand, then pulled her head 
back in a very arrogant way. Gwen felt a wave of indignation, yet also 
a strange sense of comfort. She'd been told what to do, after all. And 
it was certainly not an unpleasant task. 
She started on Yvette's chest above her breasts, did her shoulders, 
then, taking a deep breath, began to run her hands and the soap over 
the woman's breasts. It felt bizarre to be stroking a completely strange 
woman's breasts while the woman looked down at her, but it was 
tautly exciting, as well. 
Morgan went by them, giving her a smack on the bottom that made 
her yelp and jump, then going around the corner into the locker 
room. Now she was alone with Yvette, and felt even stranger. 
She finished quickly, or tried to. As she was on her knees, sitting on 
her heels, she began to soap Yvette's feet. The woman insisted on a 
good job, a very good job, and kept pushing her foot back into her lap 
every time Gwen thought she was done. 
“It still needs more cleaning,” she said, pushing her foot in yet again, 
putting more weight behind it this time, forcing it between Gwen's 
thighs, then bringing her toe up against her pussy and pushing it 
inside. 
“You look good there,” she said, a little sneer on her face. “On your 
knees, before your betters.” 
Her voice had just the slightest of accents, but Gwen couldn't place 
the origin. 
“Take my ankle. Take it in both hands.” 
Gwen did as she was told, indignation warring with excitement and 
embarrassment. 
“Arch your back. Let your head fall back, little slut.” 
She shuddered but obeyed. 
“Now - move your hips, grind them, move yourself against my toes.” 
A shocked thrill ran through her body, but again Gwen obeyed, 
grinding herself against the woman's foot, against the toe wedged 
between her pussy lips. 
There was a deep comfort in obeying, in simply doing as she was told. 
Her job was one of being given clear directions on what to 
accomplish, then trying to figure out how to do that. But these 
instructions were so simple. No thought was involved. No mental 
effort. She simply placed herself in someone else's hands and let her 
mind free. 
And without her mind filling with guilt and confusion and worry her 
body was in glory. 
She was on the edge of climax within a minute, gasping in pleasure as 
she ground herself against the woman's foot. She felt Yvette's dark 
eyes on her and felt shamed, but the climax came anyway, and after 
only a moment's thought of trying to restrain herself she gave up and 
cried out in ecstasy, cried out again and again as Yvette looked down 
at her and smirked. 
Then she fell forward, her chest against Yvette's leg, her arms 
wrapped around it to keep from falling. 
“Did you like that, little slut?” Yvette asked, petting her like she was a 
dog. “Go and clean yourself now.” 
She turned to let the water rinse her off while Gwen moved to the 
next faucet and stood under it. By the time she began soaping herself 
up Yvette was walking around the corner into the locker room. 
She soaped up quickly, feeling anxious there alone and wondering 
what the other two women were saying about her. Her behaviour had 
been as far from that of an equal as anything she had ever done in her 
life. In fact, a part of her was ashamed to face either of them again. 
But another side of her, a side that was electric with excitement and 
freshness, with this sudden sharpness and erotic upheaval in her drab 
life embraced her inferior status, delighting in being free to simply 
experience what was happening. She had always worried in sex about 
what she was doing, whether she was doing it right, what her partner 
expected of her, and how she compared to other women he had slept 
with. She knew she wasn't very good and feared doing something 
wrong, something to make them think worse of her. 
But she knew there were no expectations of her here. Morgan knew 
she had no experience whatever in this kind of thing, and seemed to 
accept her as an inferior but interesting toy to play with. That was 
degrading, of course, but then again it wasn't up to the toy to do 
anything but what the player wanted. 
By the time she turned off the shower and squeezed most of the water 
out of her hair, then padded around the corner to the changing room 
Morgan and Yvette were already getting dressed. Yvette wore a stylish 
leather mini along with a matching bra and jacket. She looked terribly 
intimidating. 
Gwen towelled herself off, wrapped the towel around her middle, 
then picked up a brush and hair dryer to brush out her hair. 
Morgan soon appeared behind her in the mirror, running a hand 
down her back, then up beneath the towel to cup her mound and 
squeeze. A moment later she pulled the towel away. 
“You don't need to do that,” she said. “I'll do it for you.” 
Yvette was there as well then, and the two took the hair dryer and 
brush from her hands and put them on the counter. A moment later 
they gently gripped her arms and pulled them firmly behind her back. 
“What are...” 
“Shhh,” said Morgan. 
Gwen felt her wrists crossed, then something tied around one and 
wrapped around the other. She could only stare at herself in the 
mirror as the two women laid loops of some kind of cord around her 
wrists, one loop side by side with the next. 
When they stepped back her hands were securely bound behind her. 
Morgan turned her around so her back was to the mirror and Gwen 
gasped at the sight of her wrists tightly bound in soft rope, her mind 
spinning with the sudden upsurge of heat. 
“Why did you...” 
Yvette put two fingers against her lips. 
“You look better like this,” Morgan said, picking up the brush. 
They then brushed and dried her hair as she was, brushing for long 
minutes so her hair shone, making it loose and fluffy so it hung down 
around her face, nearly hiding her from the sides. 
All the while Gwen pulled weakly at the rope, the excitement growing 
inside her as she realized they were really tied, that she literally could 
not escape them. She had never been tied up before, though she had 
heard of it, vaguely, as a form of sexual play. 
It made her even more helpless, and her loins ached with the 
throbbing need which hit her as she turned and saw her image in 
profile in the mirror. Her face looked golden, the hair tumbling down 
around it, her firm breasts were swollen, her nipples rigid. 
Morgan finished and kissed her on the forehead, then they put 
everything away and opened the door into the main part of the gym. 
Gwen followed, heart pounding. Both women were fully clothed, yet 
she followed behind like a pet, naked, hands bound, breasts jiggling 
slightly as Morgan and Yvette talked idly. 
They crossed the floor, went downstairs, and back into her section of 
the building. 
Gwen was half dazed as she followed along, her head turning from 
side to side, fearful of someone seeing. It was bizarre beyond her 
imagination, yet thrilling beyond conception. She could simply not 
believe what she was doing, or how electrifying it was. 
Her bare feet padded along on the carpeting, past the copiers and 
receptionist desks, past the cabinets and empty doorways, her wrists 
constantly tugging at the rope to remind herself how tightly bound 
she was. 
They reached Morgan's office. Yvette sat at the sofa while Morgan 
made tea, and Gwen was ordered to kneel on the floor. 
She sank to her knees obediently, still wrapped in a sexual fog, face 
flushed, heart still pounding. 
'Not like that,” Morgan said sternly. 
“She'll need much training,” Yvette observed. 
“Yes. A deal of it,” Morgan responded. 
She reached down and gripped Gwen's hair behind her head, tugging 
up until she straightened. 
“Keep your back straight. Now shift your knees further apart. Wider. 
Wider still,” she ordered. “Let us see your pretty little pussy.” 
Sitting on her heels, the excitement burning in her belly, Gwen spread 
her knees wide as Yvette looked on, then maintained the positioned as 
Morgan sat next to her and the two sipped their tea. 
“What do you intend to do with her?” Yvette asked. 
“I'm not quite certain,” Morgan said casually. 
“Give her to me,” the black woman purred. 
“I'm not quite that selfless. I may loan her from time to time. Besides, 
she has a husband.” 
“A cock girl.” Yvette smirked. 
“Are you a cock girl, Gwennie?” Morgan asked with a wry smile. 
“I-I don't know what that means,” Gwen whispered. 
“Miss. No - Call me - mistress.” 
“I d-don't know what that means, M-M-Mistress,” Gwen stuttered, 
her stomach churning at the word. 
“You like to have big nasty man cocks inside you, don't you, little 
slut?” Yvette said. 
Did she? She had experienced more excitement, passion and pleasure 
with Morgan than she ever had with a man. And the sudden thought 
of making love with Sean did not fill her with excitement. 
“I don't know - Excuse me, do I call you mistress as well?” 
“Stupid cow,” Yvette sneered. 
“I am your Mistress, Gwennie,” Morgan said sternly. “But the term is 
used for any woman who is your superior.” 
“Which includes any woman,” Yvette said in contempt. 
“Yes, M-Mistress. I'm sorry, mistress.” 
“So are you a cock girl?” 
“I-I thought I was.” 
“Not so sure, hmm? A little experience with my fingers and Yvette's 
toes going to make you forget getting a good rodding from hubby? Or 
perhaps hubby just doesn't treat you like you need to be treated.” 
“Like a silly, sluttish little tramp,” Yvette said. 
Gwen shuddered, desperately wishing she could close her legs, 
knowing she would climax violently if she could only rub her thighs 
together for a moment. Their words made fire dance in her soul. 
“Perhaps we'll bring hubby in and show him his pretty wife as she is 
now.” 
“But he'll want to stick his nasty cock into her,” Yvette protested. 
“Yes, so he will.” 
Gwen shuddered, her mind filled with images. She tried to ease her 
legs together, instinctively wanting to rub her thighs together, but a 
barked command from Morgan had them spread again. 
“She's got some way to go first, I think,” Morgan said. “I found her 
only two weeks ago dressed in a long, schoolteacher skirt with her hair 
tied back. Now look at her. A sexual toy for the use of whomever 
wants her.” 
“Obviously a natural submissive,” Yvette observed. 
“But still with much more to learn about her place in life.” 
“Much more,” Yvette said with a smile. 
“And we shall teach her.” 
“Yes. We shall train you, little slut. Would you like that?” 
“Oh yes,” Gwen breathed “Yes, mistress!” 
“Lay back, slut,” Gwen ordered. “Lay on your back.” 
Gwen grunted as she rolled back onto her back on the rug, her soft 
skin against the rough carpet. 
“Move closer to us, little slut.” 
Panting for breath she rolled from side to side, easing closer to where 
the two women sat. 
“Now draw your knees back and spread them wide apart. Show us 
your nasty little pussy, slutty girl.” 
Gwen obeyed, burning, fires raging within her. She was on the verge 
of ecstasy, on the edge of climaxing without even a touch to her body! 
Never had she felt so inflamed, so filled with need. Never had she felt 
so sinful and wicked and depraved. 
They looked down at her, and she trembled, breathing loud and 
ragged now. 
Morgan smiled, then extended her foot, letting the bottom of her shoe 
push against Gwen's exposed sex. 
Gwen jerked violently, crying out softly. 
“Goodness,” Morgan said.” Hot as they come.” 
Her shoe rubbed softly up and down and Gwen whimpered at the 
rushing tidal wave of sexual bliss, helplessly bucking up against it. 
Morgan eased her shoe higher, then pressed the heel down, wiggling it 
from side to side, then sinking it into her soft little hole to the hilt. She 
began to pump it up and down, and Gwen arched her back, head 
jerking spastically as the sex-heat poured through her. 
She arched back hard with a soundless, breathless cry of release, then 
began humping frantically against Morgan's shoe, submerging herself 
joyfully in the wall of liquid fire that poured down around her body 
and mind. 


Chapter Four
Gwen just didn't feel like herself, didn't feel like the same person at all. 
As she walked along the street, hands deep in the pockets of her 
anorak, she felt a new swing to her hips, and a kind of knowing smirk 
in her thoughts. 
She gazed into the windows of shops she passed, pausing now and 
then, feeling a new confidence as she examined the dresses and skirts 
and considered how they'd look on her. 
Every time her mind flashed back (as it did continually) to her tryst 
with Morgan and Yvette she felt her cheeks flush and her heart beat 
just a bit faster. 
The feel of the ropes around her wrists had done amazing things to 
her mind. The sense of helplessness, of complete and utter 
defencelessness was frightening, in a way. But more important was the 
understanding down deep within her that she need do nothing but 
experience whatever Morgan wanted her to. 
She had little shame before them, or at least, not much that did other 
than arouse her, and no fear of doing the wrong thing, of being 
amateurish or inept. She was Morgan's servant, she supposed, her 
willing sexual toy. 
The things she had done! 
But then, it wasn't her fault. They hadn't been her idea, after all. And 
Morgan had "ordered" her to do them. What choice did she have, 
after all? No. Whatever guilt there was for her shameless, wanton 
behaviour lay on Morgan's shoulders. 
And yet she longed to be bound again, to be on her knees before 
Morgan once more, naked, helpless, body heated, skin tingling with 
little pin pricks of excitement. 
She toyed with the idea of asking Sean to bind her, thought excitedly 
about what it would be like to be at his feet, kneeling, hands bound 
behind her. It would be so subservient, yet so exciting! 
But what would Sean think of her? Would he think she was sick? 
Would he be disgusted at the idea? 
And what of her sexual affairs - and here again she felt a wave of 
excitement at merely thinking the word - with Morgan and Yvette? 
She, Gwendolyn Frasier, was having an adulterous affair with another 
woman! No. Two! Nobody who knew her would believe such a thing 
possible! Not in a million, million years. 
She wondered how long she could keep it all from Sean. She did love 
him, after all, and didn't want their relationship damaged. Wasn't she 
betraying him, even though it was a woman? As fond as she was 
becoming of Morgan she didn't want their comfortable relationship to 
be damaged. 
She wasn't sure what she felt for Morgan. Lust, of course, lust so deep 
it made her quiver and shake when in her presence. And admiration, 
bordering on
awe , on hero worship. Excitement, and gratitude for pulling her into 
this strange, thrilling world she lived. She wasn't sure what else, 
though. 
She simply didn't know what to think. She felt proud and vain for 
having stepped aside from her boring life, almost aching to tell 
someone just to bask in their shock. 
Monday came with few answers, and she arrived for work at the usual 
time. She watched Morgan carefully every time the woman came 
near, but the tall blonde gave not the slightest hint of what had passed 
between them on the weekend. 
Biting her lip, Gwen found an excuse to knock on her door late in the 
morning, then entered and closed it behind her, clutching a 
meaningless piece of paper in her hands for those who might be 
watching. 
Morgan sat at her desk, signing documents. She looked up briefly, 
then back down again. 
“Yes, Gwennie?” 
“I uhm, wondered how things had gone this morning,” Gwen said, 
crossing the floor to stand beside her chair. 
“Fine. I think they'll accept.” 
“Oh, well - good then,” Gwen said, feeling disappointment as the 
woman continued to look down at her desk. 
She hesitated, trying to think of something bright and witty to say. 
“Is that all?” 
“Well I uhm, just thought I'd say hi, I suppose.” 
“Hi. Now get back to work.” 
Embarrassed and hurt Gwen began to back away. 
“Just a moment,” Morgan said. 
“W-What?” 
“Are you wearing anything under that skirt?” 
It was quite a short skirt, tight and black. 
“Of course,” she said in surprise
“Take them off.” 
“Pardon?” 
“Take them off and leave them on the desk.” 
Morgan was still reading through the papers, initialling paragraphs. 
She did not look up as Gwen stared at her. 
Gwen looked towards the door, which was unlocked, then back at 
Morgan. She looked down at her short skirt, heart beating faster, then 
hesitantly reached down to it, easing up the hem. She licked her lips, 
then gripped her lacy pink panties and eased them quickly down her 
legs, stepping out of them and placing them on Morgan's desk. 
“Thank you,” Morgan said blandly. “You may go now.” 
“But I...” 
“You may go now,” Morgan said firmly. 
Gwen stumbled back a pace, then slowly turned and walked to the 
door. She turned there but Morgan still wasn't looking up. 
Feeling the coolness of the air on her naked mons she opened the 
door and stepped back out into the hall, closing the door behind her. 
She took a deep breath and walked back towards her cubicle, aware 
with every step of how short her skirt was and that she wore not a 
stitch beneath it. She knew intellectually that it covered everything it 
needed to, but emotionally she still felt like any sudden movement 
would have her bare to the entire office. 
It was hard to concentrate for a while. Every time she moved, every 
time her thighs rubbed together, every time someone walked by or 
leaned in to speak she was intensely aware of her pantyless state. 
She worked into her lunch hour, turning down offers from a few of 
the other girls to come and eat with them, watching Morgan's door in 
hopes the woman would call her in. It was almost at the end of the 
lunch hour, however, with her stomach grumbling, that her phone 
warbled and Morgan told her to come inside. She also ordered her to 
bring in her coat. 
Confused, Gwen gripped her yellow anorak and walked past the other 
empty cubicles to Morgan's office. She knocked, then entered and 
closed the door behind her. 
“You wanted me?” she asked, her body suddenly warm. 
Morgan sat back in her chair and looked her up and down, then let a 
slow smile curl her lip. 
“Perhaps. Occasionally. Come here.” 
Morgan walked over, standing beside her chair, and her chest began 
to tighten as Morgan looked up at her, then reached for her, hand 
sliding under her skirt and gently caressing her inner thigh. 
“Feeling good today, Gwennie?” she asked. 
“Yes, mistress,” Gwen breathed. 
Morgan's smile deepened. 
“Sit down, Gwennie.” Morgan arched her eyebrows and patted her 
lap, and Gwen hesitantly sat across her lap, looking uneasily at the 
door as Morgan stroked her hair and cheek. 
“You're a very pretty girl. But I suppose you know that.” 
“Not as pretty as you are,” Gwen said awkwardly. 
Morgan smiled and kissed her on the lips, softly, but letting her lips 
linger. At the same time her hand slipped up Gwen's thigh and her 
finger gently rubbed at the top of her pussy. 
“I don't know why I like you but I do,” she said.”You're very sweet 
and naive about some things. But I like how you become aroused 
when shocked. I like arousing women.” 
She smiled and kissed her on the nape of her neck. 
“I-I've never acted like this before,” Gwen whispered. 
“I know. That's what I find so interesting. You've never done anything 
much before, have you? Not even with hubby.” 
Gwen shook her head, then groaned as Morgan wormed a finger up 
inside her. 
“I know a man who would love to have you bent naked before him,” 
she whispered, nibbling on Gwen's ear. “He's an enormously endowed 
man who would ride you like an animal. Would you like that?” 
“Oh I-I couldn't,” Gwen gasped. 
“Because of hubby? Don't you think you've already cheated on him 
with Yvette and I?” 
“I-It just doesn't really seem like it,” Gwen whispered. 
“Perhaps I'll get a big strap-on dildo then and ride you on all fours like 
a bitch in heat. Would you like that, little slut?” 
She tightened her fingers around Gwen's hair and forced her head 
back as the brunette squirmed with excitement. 
“Would you like me to ride you like a naked little bitch? With your ass 
sticking out and your legs spread? Would you like that, Gwennie?” 
“I-I-I - yes!” Gwen gasped. 
Morgan chuckled, then eased her grip and pulled her hand away from 
Gwen's groin, then pushed her forward so she stood up. 
“I want you to do me a favour, Gwennie. Will you do that?” 
“O-Of course,” Gwen said, panting for breath as Morgan's slipped 
her hand up her leg, under her skirt, and thumbed her hot, quivering 
clitty. 
“I want you to go to a store and pick some things up for me. Can you 
do that?” 
Gwen's mouth opened in surprise, but she nodded wordlessly, feeling a 
sudden wave of disappointment hit her even as Morgan's thumb 
pushed gently up against her puss and sank inside. 
Then the blonde pulled her hand back and picked up a piece of note 
paper from her desk, handing it to Gwen. “Just ask for Alan and give 
him my name.” 
“I - yes, of course,” Gwen said. 
She waited for more but Morgan turned back to her desk. Confused, 
and again feeling a little hurt and disappointed, she turned and started 
for the door. 
“Gwennie.” 
“Yes!?” she gasped, turning suddenly. 
“Take off your dress, that's a dear.” 
Gwen felt her pulse race. She dropped the anorak then unbuttoned 
her dress behind her neck, slowly peeling it forward over her 
shoulders, then pushing it down her body and legs. She stepped out of 
it slowly, aware with every pounding beat of her heart that the door 
was unlocked, that anyone could open it and look in. 
“And the bra, dear.” 
She slipped off her bra, then stood there uncertainly. 
“On the desk, dear. Then you can go.” 
As if in a dream she moved to the desk and laid her dress and bra on 
it, then stared at Morgan in confusion. 
“Put on the anorak, silly goose,” Morgan said, raising her head and 
smiling. 
Gwen obeyed, still uncertain. 
Morgan stood up, kissed her lightly on the forehead, then opened the 
top drawer of her desk and drew something out. 
It was long and thick and round and pink, shaped rather obviously 
like a man's penis, a very large one. 
“I'm sure you're familiar with this, little cock girl,” Morgan whispered, 
grinning. 
She gripped Gwen's arm and pushed her against the desk, then her 
hand slid up behind her neck and pushed further, gently. 
Gwen moaned as she bent over further and further. Morgan kept 
pushing until her head and upper torso were flat on the surface of her 
desk. She slipped her knee between her legs then, easing them further 
apart. 
Then she slipped the anorak up a bit, baring her behind and sex. 
Gwen felt her fingers touch her there, caressing her pussy, then felt 
one push inside. She was moist and hot, and the finger wriggled 
around freely, as did a second, and then a third. 
They were withdrawn, and a moment later she felt something 
different, something hard and thick. She felt it slide up and down her 
tight opening, then slowly push inwards, forcing her pussy lips in and 
back as it entered her. 
She gasped at the thickness of it, her fingernails digging into the 
palms of her hands. Sean was not small, but this was thicker than he, 
thicker than any she had ever taken. She felt a wave of 
embarrassment mixed with excitement, though, and gasped as the 
thick intruder pushed deeper. 
“Tight little slut,” Morgan said. 
She slapped her behind and Gwen yelped and shuddered. 
She felt the dildo twisted from one side to the other, then up and 
down. Morgan eased it back, then pushed it slowly forward, gradually 
working it deeper and deeper inside her pussy, until Gwen felt utterly 
impaled on the thing. 
“Oh!” she gasped, feeling the head of it jam high in her stomach. 
“Oh! It's too - too big!” 
“A slut like you can easily take it,” Morgan taunted. 
Another slap cracked against her bottom, and as her body reacted the 
dildo thrust another inch inside. Gwen groaned, knowing she had 
never felt one so deep within her. 
Then she felt Morgan's hand on the back of her collar yanking her 
upright. Morgan smirked at her, lifting the front of her coat to show 
the base of the dildo protruding two full inches out of her sex. 
“Now doesn't that look sweet?” she purred. 
Her hand slipped onto Gwen's belly and gently caressed her 
abdomen. 
“This is twelve inches long, you know. You've got ten inches inside 
your tummy.” 
She stroked higher, about where, Gwen thought, in fascination, the 
head of the dildo might be. 
“I'm sure you can get the full foot inside, though. I want you to do that 
before you come back.” 
She gripped the base with her fingers, pushing it from side to side as 
her thumb stroked up against Gwen's clitoris. Gwen hissed, her 
breasts swollen and hot, her mind flooded with sexual heat and 
pressure. 
“Can you do that for me, little slut? Can you take a full foot of plastic 
cock up inside your tummy?” 
“I-I-I...” 
Gwen bucked helplessly against Morgan's fingers, moaning against 
the waves of pleasure and crackling sexual electricity rolling over her 
body and mind. 
Then Morgan drew her hand back and let her jacket down. It was 
short, barely lower than her crotch, but covered her. 
If she bent over, though, there would be little protection. 
Morgan handed her the note again, then saw her to the door. 
“Have fun,” she whispered. 
It was hard walking. Every motion made her thighs press against her 
straining labia, which were pushed out around the hard pink dildo. 
They were straining around it, the flesh pulled out tautly, making it 
more sensitive to the touch. 
And there was the dildo itself. As she walked among other employees 
Gwen had the terrifying vision of the thing suddenly sliding free and 
dropping to the floor at her feet. 
She walked slowly and carefully, dreadfully aware of how high the 
anorak was, and feeling a paranoia, particularly about the base of the 
dildo. Was it possible someone could see it!? Surely not! 
A light drizzle was falling as she stepped outside. She pulled up her 
hood and looked at the address again. It would be a long walk. Either 
that or she'd have to take a bus or cab. She'd left her car at home, 
taking the tube instead. 
She walked down the street slowly, excitement and anxiety swirling 
within her. Was the dildo slipping free? She didn't think so but again 
her mind was filled with the image of it dropping to the ground. 
There was a crowded shop ahead. She stepped inside, then paused by 
the newsstand as if to examine the magazines and papers. Trembling 
slightly, she looked around her, then slowly eased downwards, bending 
at the knees. Her jacket rode further up her thighs but fortunately, 
only the magazines and papers lay before her. 
She picked up a magazine, exquisitely aware of the pressure of the 
dildo inside her, how it had moved to one side as she had bent her 
upper body forward. She put the magazine back, letting her right 
hand drop to her lap. Then, her fingers curled beneath the bottom of 
her anorak and touched the base of the dildo. 
A shock rippled through her, and she clamped her mouth shut as she 
pressed upwards against the base, felt it slide slightly deeper. 
She spread her knees wider, squatting there, her behind on her heels, 
filled with a terrible sexual desire even as she feared exposure, feared 
someone seeing. 
She pushed again, then again at the base of the dildo, gasping as it 
inched higher, closing her eyes and shuddering as she felt a cramp in 
her belly, felt a dull ache from the pressure of the dildo. 
It was deeper now, a spare inch perhaps protruding. She could feel the 
slickness of her taut pussy lips around it, could feel her fingers moisten 
as she tapped at the base. Her fingers pushed rhythmically, producing 
the hard little jabs way up inside her as the head of the dildo pushed 
against something up within her. 
A man approached and she eased her fingers out, shifting her knees 
closer together. She felt a wall of heat and pain as the edges of her 
heels pushed against the side of the dildo, then began to roll her pelvis 
slightly, grinding the thing down towards her heels, trying to get them 
to force it deeper. 
Still, an inch remained, and she trembled, clutching her chest, her 
breasts throbbing as she closed her eyes. She fought to keep from 
making a sound at the ache within her, the wonderful, terrible, 
incredible feel of impalement that was making her mind swoon. She 
came then. It was only a minor climax, but it was still all she could do 
to keep from moving too violently, from crying out her pleasure. 
She got up, stumbling briefly and almost falling, then, dazed, left the 
shop and waited in the rain, hood back, eyes closed, chest heaving. 
Her nipples ached against the inside of her jacket, and she folded her 
arms over her chest, squeezing them subtly. 
The bus came, and with it a sudden new problem. She stood back to 
the end of the queue, but a smiling man ushered her up before him 
anyway. There seemed no way to dissuade him, so she quickly hopped 
on, face hot as she feared what he could see behind her. 
Certainly the edge of her cheeks, she thought, but she prayed nothing 
more. 
She dared not sit, and fortunately the lower section was crowded 
enough she could stand. She gripped one of the bars as the bus 
lurched along, and after a few minutes, felt the pressure of the bar 
against the inch of dildo protruding from her sex. The touch made 
her tremble, and she pushed again, looking away, trying to be casual. 
It took only minor pressure against the thing to lever the part 
inside her forward, to put added pressure against the side of her pussy. 
She clutched the bar desperately against a weakness in her legs, and 
rhythmic pushed her hips forward, grinding the thing against the pole. 
The bus began to clear out then, and despite the burning within her 
she had to halt. There were empty seats now, and she felt more and 
more conspicuous. She moved down the aisle to one and slipped into 
it, sitting down oh so slowly, taking her weight on one hip, then 
slumping down low before straightening, bringing a knee up and back 
as she used to when she was a teenager. 
There was still pressure against the dildo, however, exquisite, awful, 
cramping pressure. 
She reached down beneath her jacket and gripped the base, pushing it 
down then up, gasping as her excitement rose higher and higher. 
She felt shockingly aroused, her very skin afire with lust as she twisted 
the dildo from side to side. 
As the seats emptied around her she felt more daring. She casually 
checked behind her, around her. There was a man sitting in the seat 
ahead of her, but none closer, none behind. Fingers trembling, she 
unzipped her anorak, letting it fall aside. Naked to anyone who 
walked by now she raised both knees, propping them against the back 
of the seat in front of her, and began to squeeze her breasts as she 
frantically stroked her clitty. 
Her thumb was on her clit as her other fingers pushed repeatedly 
against the
base of the dildo. And then something seemed to give inside her, the 
dildo shifting ever so slightly to one side, and she let out a strangled 
sob as it slipped into her to the hilt, the base flush with her taut pussy 
lips, then sinking inside so they closed - almost. 
She shook violently as the orgasm rolled through her, desperately 
clamping her jaws shut against the groans and gasps and whimpers 
that sought to escape. 
She brought her knees slowly down, sitting up on the seat, letting her 
pussy come down flat. Her stomach ached, the cramps making her 
gasp and grit her teeth, but she sat up anyway, closing her jacket, 
letting her legs spread wide as she ground her pussy into the seat 
below. 
Another orgasm approached, and she knew somehow she would 
never be able to conceal it. She yanked the cord and leapt to her feet, 
almost falling, zipping the anorak all the way closed as she hurried to 
the door and jumped off. 


Chapter Five
She was still several blocks from her destination. She walked them as 
if in a dream, twitching and trembling, cursing Morgan under her 
breath as she fought off the ache within her belly and the throbbing 
need in her mind and body. 
The shop was that of a custom leather maker. She stepped inside and 
went down a long aisle of expensive handbags and luggage to the 
counter at the end. A man stood there, rough looking, square faced 
and headed, with very short hair. 
“Yeahr?” 
She managed to blurt out Morgan's name and the man nodded 
casually, looking her up and down, then called behind him. Another 
man came up front and the first man cocked his head, motioning for 
Gwen to follow him. He led her through a low doorway and into a 
small, dank room. 
“Wait here,” he ordered. 
A minute later he returned, carrying several boxes. He set them down 
on a table and turned to her. 
“Take off the jacket then,” he said. 
She felt a wave of alarm and clutched her jacket. 
“Why?” 
“To make sure they fit, of course. Anyway, Ms. Steele said you were to 
wear them back.” 
“Wear them? Wear what?” 
He opened a box and drew out a glistening leather - thing. Gwen 
couldn't identify just what it was. Nor could she figure out what the 
next object was. 
“Come on then.” 
“B-But I can't!” she blurted. 
“Why not?” 
“I-I-I'm not wearing anything beneath,” she whispered, face flaming. 
He snorted in amusement. “Figures. Old Steele's idea, wasn't it? Well, 
take it off anyway. I won't bite.” 
Gwen clutched her jacket tighter. 
“Look, love. I've seen it all before. We do a brisk trade in leathers we 
don't put out in the front of the shop, if you take my meaning, and 
you're not the first naked sub I've fitted.” 
Gwen had no idea what he was talking about. 
“Besides which, if it makes you feel any better, I'm not at all into 
women, if you take my drift.” 
Gwen did, but wasn't sure how much reassurance that was. 
“So you've got a choice. You either take off that jacket and let me put 
these on you as Steele wanted, or you go out without them and see 
what she thinks of your disobedience.” 
Morgan obviously intended this to happen, she thought, and had sent 
her here specifically for this, had robbed her of her dress and 
underthings so she would be completely exposed to this man. This 
was another of her games, and she would be disappointed and angry 
if Gwen refused to go along. 
The anger she could take, even if it meant another spanking, but she 
did not want to disappoint Morgan, who probably spent every holiday 
naked on the Riviera beaches. 
Reluctantly she eased her arms back, then, fingers shaking, she 
unzipped her jacket and let it open. 
Her face was afire and she felt mortified as the man looked down at 
her body, then pushed the jacket over her shoulders and removed it. 
“First we have a pair of boots,” he said, turning and opening the 
largest box. 
Boots they were, and very long leather boots at that. The heels on 
them looked six inches long as the man dropped them on the table. 
He had her lift her leg, then slipped a boot over her foot. 
All she could think about was the dildo and her shaved pussy. Never 
had she felt so mortified! 
She pushed her foot down into it, feeling the pressure along her leg as 
it slipped higher and higher. It was almost up to her groin before he 
zipped it closed. 
She lowered her foot, amazed at how high the heel was, then placed it 
on the floor and lifted the other, gripping the wall for support as that 
too was slipped up her leg. 
With both feet on the floor she swayed alarmingly, and the man 
stepped back. 
“Walk a little in them. Get a feel for them,” he said. 
That, of course, was easier said than done. Entirely nude and with a 
large dildo lodged achingly high within her pussy she hesitantly 
obeyed, walking slowly back and forth in the tall boots. She was 
deeply embarrassed as she walked, however, knowing full well how her 
behind was thrusting out saucily. 
He caught at her arm to halt her, holding a T-shaped leather belt in 
his hand. He slipped the studded leather around her waist. It snapped 
together in front and she was surprised to see, instead of a buckle, a 
small keyhole where the belt clipped together. 
The vertical part of the belt hung down behind her. It was thinner 
than the part around her waist, no more than an inch and a half to 
two inches wide. He pulled it in between her thighs, then up front, 
and she cried out as he pulled it up tight against her sex and snapped 
the end into the bottom of the square metal lock in front. 
“I-It's tight!” she gasped. 
“Supposed to be,” he said with a shrug. 
He ran his fingers over it, testing, and nodded. 
“Perfect.” 
Her fingers fluttered over it. 
“How do I take it off ?” 
“You can't. It's locked. You need the key.” 
“Well where...” 
“Miss Steele instructed me to send it to her by courier as soon as you 
leave.” 
Gwen stared at him in shock. 
He turned and pulled another strange looking leather object from a 
box. This one was thicker, perhaps eight inches, with two inch wide 
straps attached to either end. He placed it beneath her breasts, then 
buckled the lower straps behind her back. He jerked it up then, 
forcing her breasts upwards, then led the upper straps up the sides of 
her breasts and over the tops, curving in at the tops to meet at the 
centre of her chest, then cross there and go up over her shoulders, 
there to buckle together at the back of her neck. Another strap 
crossed directly over her chest at the top of her breasts - not above, 
but at the top, pressing them down slightly. 
The effect of the halter was to push her soft, round breasts upwards, 
then together from the sides, then down from the top as the leather 
straps met above her soft orbs. It did not, of course, cover a single 
inch of her proud breasts, squeezing them out in an amazingly 
enticing way. 
“Lovely,” he said. 
Gloves which extended almost to her shoulders came next. Then the 
man opened a very small box and took from it a foot long silver chain. 
“We deal mainly with leather, but also some small bits of jewellery,” 
he said with a grin. 
The chain had a small loop at either end, and she gasped as he 
reached out and took her breast, squeezing it out. She was too 
stunned to react as he carefully fitted the loop around her throbbing, 
erect nipple, then twisted a small screw. 
“Ow!” she gasped as the loop tightened. “That hurts!” 
“Just a little stinging. Don't you worry. It'll be worth it.” 
He led the other end of the chain to her other breast, again squeezing 
her soft flesh to make the nipple stand out even more. Again he 
slipped the loop around her nipple and twisted it tight. 
He stepped back and Gwen looked down in shock at the chain 
hanging from her nipples. Both her nipples burned and stung, and 
every movement made the chain swing and tug at them further. 
“The rest you can carry home,” he said, putting a number of leather 
objects into a bag. “Put your jacket on again.” 
She stared at him, then hurriedly obeyed, zipping it shut as he handed 
her the bag. 
“All right. Scoot,” he said, ushering her out of the back room. 
Mind awhirl, she found herself back on the street clutching a bag in 
one gloved hand. 
The jacket covered her from thigh up, of course, but it could not hide 
the long stiletto heeled boots which were bound to raise eyebrows, nor 
the glistening leather gloves encasing her hands. 
She walked slowly and unsteadily down the street, head in a muddle 
over what was happening, her breasts thrusting out hard against the 
anorak now because of the way they were being squeezed from all 
directions. 
They felt intensely sensitive, the touch against the fabric of the jacket 
making her skin tingle. Her nipples burned and pulsed as the chain 
shook at her movements, tugging softly with every step. Inside her, the 
dildo ground against her cervix, pushed up hard and immovably tight 
by the leather locked to her loins. She could not possibly take a bus in 
this! 
She flagged down a cab, and got in slowly, face flushed from his raised 
eyebrows, then sat down carefully, wincing as she put pressure on her 
groin. 
She hesitated at the entrance of her building, then, tugging weakly at 
the jacket, she pushed through the doors and made her way up the 
wide staircase and down the hall to Morgan's office. She didn't knock 
before entering, and groaned with relief when she was able to close 
the door behind her and lock it. 
Morgan looked up at her with a frown, then dropped her pen and 
pushed her chair back from the desk. “Well, well. The prodigal has 
returned. Let's get a look at you, then.” 
Blushing, Gwen unzipped the anorak and shrugged it off, then stood 
upright, back straight, proud and hot as Morgan looked her over. 
“Quite nice,” she said. “Though it's incomplete. I assume there's 
more.” 
“There was, well, this bag but I don't know...” 
Morgan crossed to her and took the bag, then plucked a studded 
leather collar from it and slipped it around Gwen's neck. It was quite 
wide, nearly covering her throat and pressing up against the underside 
of her jaw when she tried to lower her head. 
Morgan let her fingers comb gently through her hair, then turned her 
with the tip of her finger and ran a hand down her spine. 
She pulled a pair of thick leather restraints from the bag and buckled 
them around Gwen's wrists, then pulled them together behind her 
and locked them there. Gwen felt a rush of shimmering sexual heat at 
the total helplessness. 
Morgan led her to her closet and opened the door. The inside was a 
mirror from top to bottom, and Gwen gasped at the sight of herself, at 
how deliciously erotic she looked. 
“What do you think?” Morgan whispered. 
“I-I look - hot.” 
Morgan giggled. “Darling you look scalding. Any man who saw you 
would have his cock poking against his shorts in seconds.” 
She slid a hand down her belly and between her legs. 
“Maybe we should call hubby in and let him see you like this. What 
do you think?” 
Gwen moaned in excitement. 
She watched as Morgan brought a hand up beneath her breasts, 
stroking them gently, then hooked her finger beneath the chain and 
slowly lifted it up. 
“Oh!” she gasped, arching her back as the chain tugged up on her 
nipples. 
Morgan smiled and let it go, then quickly produced another set of 
restraints and placed them around her ankles, linking them together 
so she couldn't walk. She stepped immediately in front of her, sliding 
her fingers through Gwen's soft hair, kissing her softly and gently on 
the forehead and cheeks and shoulders and neck. 
She stepped back then, closing her hands against her head, pulling 
her head down and her upper torso with it, easing her down until she 
was bent fully at the waist. Then she eased her own skirt up and 
spread her legs. 
“Do me, Gwennie sweet' she ordered, her voice husky and excited. 
Head back, Gwen licked excitedly at Morgan's pussy cleft, her tongue 
slipping in and out of her tight slit as Morgan massaged her head and 
neck and stroked her hair. 
The chain hung straight down below her nipples now, and Morgan 
tugged at it repeatedly as she ground her sex into the helpless 
brunette's face. 
She flung her own head back, breathing raggedly as she let her 
excitement rise to its peak, then she let out a shuddering groan as she 
jammed her groin into Gwen's face and came. 
There was a knock at the door and she slowed her motions, then 
halted, panting for breath. 
She lifted Gwen upright and pushed her into the closet, closing the 
door just as her office door opened and a man came in. 
Gwen heard only muffled words, then the door opened again and 
Morgan grinned at her. 
“That was the delivery man with the keys. Aren't you happy.” 
She half dragged her out of the closet, then across the room, bending 
her over the desk. She unclipped her ankle restraints, spreading them 
wide, then unlocked the belt which covered her groin. Gwen groaned 
as she felt Morgan's fingers prodding the base of the dildo, then slowly 
easing it back down her pussy tunnel and out. 
She had only instants to feel its absence, however, as it slipped right 
back in, or at least, she thought so at first, until it started buzzing. 
“You'll like the vibrator better, I expect,” Morgan said. “Have you 
ever felt a vibrator inside your puss?” 
“N-No, miss,” Gwen gasped. 
“Well, you're about to find out what you've been missing, my dear. 
Prepare yourself.” 
She drew the belt back up between her legs and cinched it shut, then 
locked it back into place before pulling her upright. She kissed her on 
the forehead, then on the lips, then produced a strap with a round 
leather ball attached to one side. 
“Open wide now,” she said, pressing the ball against her mouth. 
Gwen obeyed, shuddering with excitement as the soft rubber pushed 
in deeper and forced her jaws wider, filling her mouth. 
Morgan slipped the strap around her head and buckled it tightly 
behind her, then pulled her back towards the closet. 
“I've got a wee bit of work to get through this afternoon,” she said. 
“And I'm sure you won't mind waiting for me.” 
There were several hooks on the side walls of the closet, and she 
pushed Gwen against one of the walls, then lifted the chain up, 
forcing her to arch her back and rise on her toes. She slipped the 
chain over one of the hooks, then patted her behind before kneeling. 
In short order her ankles were locked together once more
“Enjoy,” she said, kissing her lightly on the shoulder. 
She closed the closet door then, leaving Gwen there in helpless 
discomfort, the vibrator purring within her sheath, her nipples 
throbbing and aching and her body helplessly bound in sexual 
servitude. 
Yet there was a light on in the closet, a small one, and she could see 
her reflection in profile from the mirror on the back of the door. It 
made her shudder excitedly, for Morgan was right, she did look sexy, 
did look hot and erotic and sinfully wicked. 
Sean would be astounded, to say nothing of her friends. 
It was simply mad! This was all mad! 
Yet the burning in her loins, the burning which she'd felt since the 
shop, was making her mind swelter, her body with it. She was 
sweating, her skin raw and tender, her insides twisting and churning. 
The vibrator was hard inside her, and her pubic muscles bore down 
against it repeatedly as it buzzed and throbbed within her. 
She heard voices from the other side of the thin door, and both her 
excitement and fear rose. She felt sweat trickling down her forehead, 
and moaned softly as she squirmed uncomfortably. It was hot in the 
closet and she was even hotter, and the vibrator was doing amazing 
things to her already burning pussy. 
She felt her body resonate to the vibrations coming from the small sex 
toy, could feel her sex buzz in tune, quivering and trembling as she 
squeezed down again and again. 
The climax sent her mind spinning, and her body trembled violently, 
jerking helplessly against the chain as the sexual fever swept over her 
and her body went mad. 
Her knees shook, the chain tugging painfully on her nipples as she 
jerked and grunted there against the wall. The orgasm drained her, 
but she had to remain standing, gasping for breath as the number of 
voices increased outside the door. 
After her mind cleared she realized Morgan was holding a meeting of 
department heads in her office. She moaned weakly, amazed, anxious 
and fearful. She knew there was no lock on the closet door, and didn't 
even want to think about someone opening the door and having them 
all see her like this. 
She could recognize several of the voices, and listened as they 
discussed budgets and marketing strategies. All the while the vibrator 
buzzed insistently inside her. Despite her efforts to restrain herself the 
situation was simply too arousing. 
She climaxed again, chewing feverishly on the ball in her mouth as 
her nipples strained and jerked against the loops biting into them. She 
tried desperately to remain quiet, but the orgasms were powerful 
enough to briefly shatter her awareness and cares. 
Another orgasm rippled through her sweating, burning body, sweat 
dripping down her forehead, breasts and flanks by now, her legs 
cramped and stomach aching. Another orgasm hit, and she shook 
helplessly as the ecstasy burned through her mind and body, then 
sagged in exhaustion, moaning into the gag. 
The door opened, and her heart almost failed even as her body 
welcomed the cool air wafting in around her. 
“Enjoying yourself ?” Morgan asked with an arched eyebrow. 
She undid the restraints holding her ankles together, then lifted the 
chain up over the hook and pulled the exhausted younger woman out 
of the closet. 
“Hot in there, I see,” she observed. “We shall have to cool you off.” 
She smiled and unlocked the belt from around Gwen's waist, then 
pulled it off and rubbed at her aching sex. Her fingers dipped inside 
and caught the end of the vibrator, then slid it down her pussy hole 
and out, turning it off and setting the glistening wet metal tube on the 
desk. She unzipped the boots, then pushed her back onto her desk as 
she pulled them off one by one. She removed the collar, kissing her on 
the nape of the neck. Finally she untied the halter and removed it, 
leaving her naked but for the gloves on her arms and the chain on her 
nipples. 
Morgan pulled her to her feet and turned her around, then unbuckled 
the restraints on her wrists. She gently eased her arms apart, 
massaging the shoulders with deft, nimble fingers until Gwen groaned 
in relief. 
She peeled off the gloves then picked up the restraints and locked her 
wrists back together behind her back - without removing the ball gag. 
“Let's go wash up,” she whispered, cocking a finger under the chain 
and walking to the door. 
Gwen moaned through the gag, but Morgan only patted her head. 
Morgan opened the door and, tugging on the chain, led her out of the 
office. 
Gwen looked around wildly, but had to trot along behind the other 
woman, wincing and gasping at the sting in her nipples. 
At first she was horrified, certain she would be seen. They passed a 
clock then, and she realized she'd spent the entire afternoon in the 
closet. It was after quitting time. 
Still, it was not as late as it had been the other night, and she could 
hear occasional voices in open doorways. Her mind clamoured in 
terror as Morgan relentlessly led her through the hall. They passed an 
open door where a cleaner was vacuuming, his back to them, and she 
moaned anxiously. 
They trotted up the back steps this time, then emerged in the closed 
gym. 
Morgan led her through it and into the shower room, then turned on 
the water and stood her under it as she herself stepped back. 
Gwen just stood there, basking in relief that no one had seen their 
jaunt through the hall. Morgan rolled up her sleeves, then picked up a 
bar of soap and motioned her forward. 
She meekly stepped forward out of the water, and stood wearily in 
place as Morgan scrubbed her up, starting at her face, and working 
her way down to her feet. She then poured shampoo on her head and 
hummed musically as she scrubbed her hair. 
“Okay, back under,” she ordered, slapping her behind. 
Gwen stepped back under the water and let it pour down over her 
head and body rinsing away the soap. Morgan took her arm and 
pulled her back, then ran her hand over her slick body as the water 
pattered down around her feet. 
She kissed her gently, then reached behind her head and undid the 
strap, easing the ball gag from between her jaws. Gwen breathed 
deeply as Morgan smiled, then moaned as the blonde eased forward, 
her tongue pushing into her mouth insistently. She pulled her blouse 
open and her warm skin pressed against Gwen's own wet flesh, her 
breasts soft but firm as her hands moved up and down her back. 
After being pinched all afternoon by the chain her nipples were 
swollen and hot, and every touch made them throb deliciously. She 
groaned aloud as Morgan's breasts stroked and rubbed against them, 
rolling her head back as her body hummed with excitement. 
Morgan fumbled at her skirt and it fell to the floor. She kicked it back 
and spread her legs, pushing Gwen down onto her knees. 
Morgan stood over her, legs straight, spread wide, hands on Gwen's 
head as she directed the younger woman in between them. 
Gwen licked at the bare pussy hungrily, eager to make Morgan feel 
the excitement and heat she herself had been exposed to seemingly all 
day. Her tongue pushed in and out, then swirled up over her clitoris, 
lapping inexpertly but with passion and enthusiasm. 
“Lick me! Lick me,” Morgan groaned. “Filthy little slut! Filthy little 
cock lover! Lick me!” 
Gwen pushed her mouth in hard against Morgan's sex, feeling the 
woman's inner moisture coating her lips and chin as she licked 
desperately. 
Morgan began thrusting her pelvis forward, jamming her sex against 
Gwen's mouth, her fingers tightening in her hair as she gasped and 
moaned in pleasure and heat. 
She groaned long and low, her head back, muscles tensing, then 
sagged, going still. She took in several deep breaths, then drew her 
legs in together and pulled Gwen back to her feet. 
“Getting better, cock girl,” she said with a grin. 
Gwen smiled weakly. 
Their lips met again and Morgan slipped her hand down between 
Gwen's legs, palming and rubbing at her bare sex, then sliding two 
fingers up inside her and stroking her thumb across her clitty. 
She pushed her back against the wall, then eased her upper body 
back, looking down at her breasts. She cupped one, then unscrewed 
the little screw at one end of the chain until the loop widened then fell 
off. 
For a moment she felt nothing, then Gwen hissed and moaned, 
wanting to jump up and down as her nipple exploded in pain. 
Morgan smiled, then bent and took the throbbing, burning little 
button into her mouth and began to massage it with her tongue and 
lips. It still ached, but the new feeling was indescribable, and her 
breast jumped like an electrical bolt had hit it. 
The pleasure tore though her without notice, somehow focused, not 
on her burning sex, but on her aching nipple as Morgan suckled 
hungrily. 
Morgan continued to pump her fingers inside her, and soon shifted to 
her other nipple. The chain fell to the floor and then another raging 
storm was on her as Morgan's lips sucked and massaged her once 
more, both breasts tingling and boiling with pleasure and pain now as 
Morgan's fingers and lips and tongue made her pant and groan and 
slap her behind against the wall. 
She trembled and shook, her wet flesh slipping out of Morgan's grip 
as she slid to her behind on the floor. Morgan squatted before her, 
smiling and rolling her aching nipples between her thumbs and 
forefingers. 
“Feels good when they come off, doesn't it?” she said. 
“Oh my God yes,” Gwen groaned. 
“Naughty little slut.” 
Gwen opened her eyes slowly. “Ugly old dyke,” she said. 
Morgan's eyes widened in astonishment, and Gwen grinned 
impudently. “Fat, hideous, ugly old crone of a dyke.” 
“Why you miserable little brat!” Morgan cried in delight. 
“Blubbery old, fat arsed hag of a queer.” 
Morgan growled and grabbed her, yanking her forward as she herself 
fell back onto her heels. 
“Fat old cow!” Gwen cried. 
Morgan pulled her up across her legs as she sat back on her heels, 
then slapped her hand down on Gwen's still very wet behind. The 
sound echoed around the room as it hit, and Gwen yelped in pain. 
“Saggy titted old sow!” she cried. 
She laughed then yelped as Morgan's hand cracked down against her 
behind again. She spread her legs, laughing then yelping as Morgan 
administered a sound spanking, her behind getting redder and hotter 
by the minute, her legs jerking and flailing on the wet floor. 
Morgan's open hand slapped down against her wet pussy and she 
gargled in dazed pleasure, bucking back, pushing herself back at the 
spanking hand. Another slap hit her pussy, then another, then she 
cried out, the sound a high, desperate warbling moan of pleasure as 
the climax burst over her. 


Chapter Six
The next night she had Morgan over for dinner. It wasn't her own 
idea, of course, and she would have avoided it if Morgan hadn't 
insisted. 
Morgan wanted to meet Sean, but Gwen was terrified she would let 
something slip, give Sean suspicions about the two of them. Morgan 
was hardly a discrete person, after all, and certainly not under Gwen's 
control. 
She had promised to behave, but Gwen had no idea how the woman 
would interpret that promise. No doubt she'd resist pulling Gwen 
across her lap and spanking her but she was anxious about what else 
she might do. 
Gwen was on edge much of the day. Though that was partly because 
Morgan would have nothing sexual to do with her, merely smiling and 
patting her head whenever she came into her office. 
She dressed in a light, green flower print dress with a loose skirt. It was 
quite short and sweet and cinched in the middle with a white belt. 
She was afraid she would be in for a long night, and as soon as she 
opened the door she knew it. 
Morgan was dressed modestly enough in loose blue trousers, a white 
blouse with puffed sleeves, and a blue vest, but she'd brought Yvette 
with her. Yvette was in the tightest, shortest little knit dress the law 
would probably allow without a charge, her breasts straining the 
fabric, her lips bright red and her hair in dreadlocks. 
“Hello, Gwen,” Morgan said with a smirk. “I hope you don't mind I 
brought a date.” 
Gwen stared at the two anxiously as Sean came up behind her. 
“Hello,” he said cheerily. 
“Introduce us, Gwen dear,” Morgan purred. 
“Ah, er, Morgan this is Sean, my husband. Sean this is - Morgan and - 
and Yvette..” 
“My lover,” Morgan said, shaking Sean's hand. 
Gwen saw Sean's eyes widen, but he quickly covered his surprise and 
invited them in. 
They sat in the living room, and Gwen scurried to get wine, trying to 
give Morgan a warning look. 
“Actually Morgan is the dyke in the family,” Yvette said. “I'm bisexual 
myself.” 
She rolled her tongue across her lower lip and gave him a flirty look, 
and Sean blinked and opened his mouth. 
“Yes. The little slut is always coming on to men,” Morgan said 
affectionately. “Now and then I have to turn her across my knees and 
strap her backside for her.” 
“Uhm, er, really?” Sean gulped. 
Yvette turned and gave Morgan a superior look. “Many is the time I 
had that white backside of yours glowing red too, Morgan, you nasty 
girl.” 
“Spanking works off a lot of sexual tension,” Morgan said. “Have you 
two tried it?” 
“Er, no,” Sean said, blushing. “I er, don't think Gwen would 
appreciate it.” 
“You might be surprised,” Morgan said with a smirk. 
“Wine?!” Gwen cried, thrusting the glasses into their hands. 
“Thank you, dear,” Morgan said, sipping from it. 
“She's a very bright girl, your wife,” she said to Sean. “Though she 
lacks discipline sometimes. Perhaps I should put her across my knee 
sometime.” 
She and Yvette laughed, and after a moment Sean, then an anxious 
Gwen joined them. But Gwen saw there was a strange look on Sean's 
face, one of breathless interest. 
“So how long have you two been together?” Yvette asked. 
“Four years,” Sean replied. 
“Morgan and I only for a few months,” Yvette said with a sensual 
smile at Morgan. “So we're still discovering things about each other's 
like and dislikes.” 
“Especially in bed,” Morgan said, both of them giggling. 
Gwen quickly brought up all the changes at work, and for a while they 
discussed them, but Morgan soon brought the topic back onto 
dangerous grounds. 
“You're not offended by Yvette and I, are you, Sean?” she asked, her 
voice a throaty purr. 
“Oh, certainly not,” Sean said. 
“That's good. Some people dislike homosexuality, you know.” 
“They tend to be more approving of lesbianism,” Yvette said. 
“Straight men are fascinated by lesbians.” 
“We're merely fascinated by women,” Sean said with a smile. 
“You don't find the thought of Morgan and I in bed - naked - 
interesting?” 
“Ah, er, interesting?” 
“Would anyone like more wine?” Gwen asked. 
“Oh I love this song!” Morgan exclaimed, jumping up and turning 
the stereo up. 
She swayed seductively to it for a few seconds, then motioned to 
Yvette, who quickly joined her. Gwen and Sean watched as the two 
danced, giving each other lewd looks and grinding their hips together. 
They broke apart, laughing, then Yvette grabbed at Sean's hands, 
drawing him to his feet and dancing with him. 
He seemed embarrassed and uncertain at first, but soon began 
dancing with her. The next thing she knew Morgan had grabbed her 
wrist and Gwen found herself yanked to her feet and in her arms as 
the two of them danced
“What are you doing?” she hissed. 
“Having fun,” Morgan answered with a cheeky grin. 
Yvette ran her hand down Sean's back and onto his backside, 
squeezing him firmly. He yelped in surprise, then danced aside as she 
laughed. 
“Now, now,” he said with a hesitant smile. 
Morgan swung Gwen into Yvette's arms then took Sean by the hand, 
whirling him around. 
Yvette flicked her tongue out like a snake, leering at her as she led her 
across the floor. 
“I have to check on the food!” Gwen cried, pulling herself away and 
hurrying into the kitchen. 
“I'll help,” Morgan said, following her slowly. 
“Are you crazy?” Gwen cried once they were in the kitchen. 
“I don't think so,” Morgan said. 
“He'll suspect!” 
“Perhaps, but I don't think he'll mind.” 
“What?” 
Morgan slipped her arms around her and kissed her deeply, her hands 
sliding down onto her behind, then lifting her skirt. 
“Morgan!” she gasped, trying to pull away, watching the door 
anxiously. 
“What's this?” 
Morgan frowned and drew back. “Why are you wearing panties? 
Didn't I instruct you to not wear them any more?” 
“Well, yes but at work not at home.” 
“I said nothing of the sort. I said stop wearing them,” Morgan said, 
glaring coldly. 
“But-but I...” 
“Remove them at once!” 
“But I can't...” 
“Now!” 
Gwen quickly slipped her panties down then stood straight again. 
Morgan took the panties from her, then lifted the front of her skirt, 
ignoring Gwen's protests, and pushed the panties in against her pussy. 
Her thumb pushed the material into her pussy hole, and she jammed 
in more and more, pushing the material further into the tight little 
sheath until every last bit of it had disappeared inside. 
She turned her around then and gave her round backside a sharp 
smack before letting her skirt fall. 
“Behave yourself now,” she said primly. 
Gwen gazed at her in outrage, but Morgan ignored it. 
“I think that husband of yours fancies Yvette.” 
“He does not!” 
“Don't be silly. He's male. He'd love to sink his big dirty cock into her 
hot little pink pussy.” 
“No he wouldn't!” she exclaimed
Morgan patted her on the head “You're so naive. I bet the idea of you 
and us doing it will give him a great big, nasty old erection.” 
“You can't tell him!” 
“Perish the thought,” she said, smiling. “But I bet it would.” 
The two of them brought the food back out. Gwen noticed Sean's 
face was flushed, but he didn't say anything. Yvette got to her feet, and 
as Gwen placed the food she and Morgan gave each other a long, 
lingering wet kiss that had Sean's eyes wide. 
She took the bowl from Morgan's hands and helped her set down the 
food she'd brought in, then took her own place. 
“I was just telling Sean about our little sexual games,” she said. 
Gwen paled. 
“Oh yes, they can be so precious,” Morgan said. 
“There are two sides to bondage and domination, of course,” Morgan 
said, as though lecturing them in a theatre. “First is the top, otherwise 
known as the master, or mistress as the case may be. Then there's the 
bottom, or the sub.” 
“Or the slave,” Yvette purred. 
“Yes. The sub gets off on the idea of helplessness, which in their 
minds gives them total freedom. They can experience without fears, 
without worrying about what they're supposed to be doing or whether 
their behaviour is proper. They also get off on a lifetime's worth of 
fantasies of being helpless and bound and abused. You know, the old 
sweet, helpless maiden routine.” 
“Which brings pain into it,” Yvette said. 
“Yes, pain, sweet pain,” Morgan purred. “Stinging, aching pain that 
sets the mind free, makes it fly.” 
“I-I don't understand,” Sean said, frowning. “How can one feel 
pleasure from pain?” 
Both women laughed in amusement. 
“It's the fair maiden,” Yvette said. 
“Yes, the fair maiden bound and tormented by some evil-doer,” 
Morgan agreed. “It's the mind that feels the pleasure, you see, the 
mind that swells and soars with heat at the thought of being bound 
and - tortured.” 
“Ridiculous,” Gwen muttered into her soup. 
“Come, Gwen, dear,” Yvette said. “Imagine yourself nude, hanging 
by the wrists, some handsome - man behind you with his whip 
cracking across your beautiful back. Would that not arouse you?” 
“No!” she said, glaring. 
Yvette smiled. 
“Then there's the top,” Yvette said, spearing some meat. “The top 
likes to dominate, to control, to own. There's nothing like the thrill of 
having a beautiful, naked woman on her knees before you, helpless, 
hot, ready to do your every bidding, no matter how degrading or 
demeaning.” 
“I had this lover once,” Morgan said. “A lovely woman really, 
intelligent, well-educated, well-mannered, and there she was laying at 
my feet naked, hands tied behind her back, legs spread wide while I 
pumped the heel of my shoe into her.” 
Sean gulped, wide eyed, fork held inches from his open mouth. 
“And she was coming like mad,” Yvette whispered loudly. “She was 
shaking and moaning and rutting like a bitch in high heat.” 
Morgan nodded. “Oh yes. Were she inclined towards males I could 
have run a platoon between her thighs, a company, an entire army, 
and she wouldn't have said no. She was so hot her mind was frying.” 
Gwen looked down and ate her food, though it tasted like cardboard. 
She knew intellectually that Sean would never associate her with such 
a story but her heart was in her throat nonetheless. 
“R-Rather amazing,” Sean said with a gulp. 
“You two really ought to try it some time,” Yvette said with a smile. 
Gwen stared at her in shock and fear, then tried her best to cover her 
reaction as Sean chuckled awkwardly. “I can't say the thought of 
being tied up does much for me,” he said. “And I doubt me Gwen 
would put up with it.” 
“You wish,” Gwen said softly, pushing more meat into her mouth. 
She almost choked on the food when she felt Morgan's bare foot slide 
up her leg and over her knee. She turned and looked at the woman, 
but Morgan only smiled. 
“So uhm, S-Sean was talking about the new software piracy laws the 
other day...” 
She felt Yvette's bare foot on her other leg and faltered, but Sean 
launched into an enthusiastic recapping of the new law and how it 
would affect the high technology industry. 
Both feet were sliding along her thighs now, pushing her short skirt up. 
She yanked it down worriedly, trying to push them away without 
drawing attention to herself. 
She stood up, smiling. “Y-You'll excuse me for a minute,” she said, 
hurrying upstairs. She turned on the water in the bathroom and 
splashed some against her face. 
“Feeling hot?” 
She gasped and whirled around to see Yvette standing there grinning. 
“Yvette! You and Morgan need to stop...” 
“Don't be silly,” she said.”He doesn't suspect a thing. He'd never 
suspect it of you.” 
She pushed her back into the room and closed the door behind her, 
her eyes moving up and down. 
“Take off that dress.” 
“Yvette! Sean is...” 
“Occupied with Morgan. Don't worry. He won't suspect.” 
Gwen felt a shivery kind of heat, a sudden combination of danger 
and excitement making her loins throb. She knew Yvette was right, yet 
Sean was just downstairs, and what if he came up? 
“Slip it off,” Yvette ordered. 
She reached down to the hem of her own dress and peeled it up and 
off. Just like that she was nude, and Gwen let a moan of anxious heat 
escape her. 
Yvette smiled at her, then reached out with one of her long arms, her 
hand gripping the belt around Gwen's waist. Gwen gasped in surprise 
as she jerked her forward roughly, until her body was almost pressed 
against the taller woman. 
Yvette waggled her tongue, then licked out hard and fast, letting it 
slide up the side of her cheek. 
She pushed her back slightly and undid her belt, then did as she'd 
done to her own dress, peeling it up and over Gwen's head. She 
snorted at Gwen's bra, then turned her and unclipped it, pushing it 
over her shoulders. 
“W-we don't have t-time,” Gwen gasped, legs feeling rubbery. 
“We have enough.” 
She opened her large handbag and pulled out something long and 
black and leatherish. It looked like one of Morgan's big dildos, except 
it was black, and attached to a kind of harness. As she stared in 
wonder Yvette stepped into the thing and pulled it up her long legs 
until the cock thrust out from between her thighs. 
“Oh my God!” Gwen gasped, staring at it in wonder, awe and 
excitement. 
“Bend over.” 
Gwen stared at her, literally trembling with excitement and anxiety, 
heat and fear, pleasure and hesitation. 
“Do you want this big black cock inside you, slut? Do you? I know you 
do.” 
Gwen shuddered as Yvette took her hand and brought it to the 
phoney cock, wrapping her fingers around it. 
“Feel how long and thick it is. Not like a real one. This one will stay 
hard forever. You want it, don't you, girl? You want it inside you.” 
“Yes,” Gwen whispered. “Oh God!” 
Yvette smirked and gripped her shoulder, pushing her down onto her 
knees. Gwen stared at the cock as Yvette gripped it and began to rub 
it over her face. 
"Suck on it, baby girl. Suck my cock for me." 
She pressed it against Gwen's mouth and she obeyed, letting her 
mouth take it inside, then closing her lips around it as she awkwardly 
licked and sucked on the rubber penis. 
Yvette slid her fingers through her hair, eyes glinting with excitement 
as she pumped slowly, sliding the thick rubber cock back and forth 
over her tight lips. 
“Enough, little girl,” she said, pulling back, then lifting her to her feet. 
She turned her and pushed her to the counter, then laid her hand 
between her shoulder blades and pushed forward, bending her over 
hard. 
“W-wait. My-my panties...” 
“You're not wearing any.” 
“I-Inside me,” she whispered. 
Yvette's fingers probed at her sex, and she moaned at the realization 
of how moist she was. She felt herself pierced, felt a long finger slip up 
inside her, then hook on the panties and tug them back out. 
“Naughty little slut,” Yvette said. 
She gripped her long hair, pulling her head back, then pushed the 
damp panties into her open mouth. Gwen tasted her own juices and 
moaned helplessly. 
Yvette bent her forward again, shifting her legs aside, and Gwen 
whimpered as she bent over, clutching the far end of the counter, legs 
trembling as she waited. 
The rounded knob of the black cock pushed against her sex, driving 
its way in, forcing her labia in and back, spreading her wide so they 
strained tautly. Then the thing drove further up into her, higher and 
higher in one smooth stroke through the soft, velvety, elastic walls of 
her sheath. 
“Oh my God!” she moaned, the words muffled by her panties. 
Inch after inch slid remorselessly through her taut pussy entrance as 
all her attention focused between her legs. It moved slowly but 
forcefully into her body, as if it had no end, as if it would continue to 
slide in forever. 
It went high, painfully high, as Yvette's hands moved up and down her 
back, then her sides, then slipped beneath to cup her swollen breasts 
and crush them together. 
She felt cramps inside her and moaned, the sound again muffled by 
her panties. She chewed wetly on them, laying her head down on her 
forearms as she rose to her toes. The dildo continued in, though, until 
Yvette was flush with her backside, her warm flesh pressed firmly into 
Gwen from behind. 
The black dildo slipped backwards then forwards, out then in, slowly 
at first, but building up speed rapidly. 
This is not happening, Gwen thought in dazed heat. This simply 
cannot be happening! She could still hear Sean's voice, just barely, 
laughing with Morgan about something. 
Yvette bent over her, pressing her soft breasts into her back, rubbing 
them against her shoulders as she licked and suckled at the nape of 
her neck. Her arms slipped around her middle and yanked tight, 
making Gwen gasp. 
“Nasty little tramp,” Yvette whispered. 
She moved her hips from side to side, then up and down, then began 
to roll them in a slow, sinuous dance. 
Gwen was pinned to her by the rigid plastic cock, pinned like a 
butterfly, her hips rolling with Yvette's movements, her thighs grinding 
against the edge of the counter. 
Yvette eased up and back, standing straight behind her, hands on 
Gwen's hips as she began to pump her hips straight and true. 
The dildo moved faster and she shuddered, pushing back to meet it, 
grunting as Yvette's hips struck her buttocks with a soft slap that set 
them jiggling. 
She felt her insides ache at the pummelling they were getting. Yet 
Yvette picked up the pace, rodding her hard, the shaft of the sex toy 
sawing back and forth between her pubic lips. 
She could faintly hear Yvette gasping and grunting, though she had 
no idea then why, about what kind of pleasure the woman was getting 
beyond the psychological. 
Nor did she care. Less than a minute into it she was on the edge of the 
abyss, eyes glazed, backside reddened as her behind drove back to 
meet the hard thrusts, her breasts throbbing and body burning up. 
Then one of Yvette's long fingers slipped down between her legs and 
Gwen went over the edge as they stroked her clitoris. 
Her eyes closed and she groaned in sensory bliss as her body 
shuddered helplessly. Every muscle in her body seemed to spasm and 
jerk as her insides were pounded by Yvette's pistoning plastic sex toy. 
She could feel her pussy muscles squeezing down around it, could feel 
them spasming in tune with the orgasm rippling through her. 
She collapsed across the counter, drained and aching. 
Yvette continued to thrust into her for long seconds before she too 
groaned and gasped and, apparently, came. 
It was only as she lay bent across the counter a minute later that she 
saw the harness pulled off, and saw the small round pad at the base of 
the dildo. She realized quickly that the pad must be pressed against or 
near the woman's clitoris. 
Then the thing disappeared into her handbag. Yvette quickly pulled 
on her dress, smoothed it down, then opened the door. 
Gwen groaned and stood up, prying the soaking panties from her 
mouth as Yvette went back downstairs. She pulled on her own dress, 
then dropped her bra and panties into the hamper and went back 
downstairs. 
Sean didn't appear to notice a thing. All his attention was fixed on 
Morgan, who was talking about a court case involving someone who 
had stolen some kind of software. Gwen didn't listen. She sat down 
again, amazed that only a few minutes had passed. 
After dinner they all retreated to the living room, where she again 
served wine. 
There were more worrying moments during the evening, such as 
when Morgan talked about the threesome she and Yvette had had in a 
gym shower room one day. But for the most part the rest of the 
evening was peaceful. Morgan did little other than slip her fingers up 
under Gwen's skirt when they were both in the kitchen and finger her 
for a minute. 
Her knowledge of Gwen's body seemed to have grown exponentially. 
In well under a minute Gwen was gasping and moaning, clutching the 
woman's wrist desperately as she ground herself on her fingers. 
Then, of course, Morgan pulled her hand back with a grin and led 
her back into the living area. 
It was at the doorway where the two played out the last of their 
games. They said good night, then Yvette stepped up to Sean, slipped 
her arms over his shoulder, and kissed him full on the mouth, her 
tongue plunging deep as she ground her breasts into his chest. Gwen 
watched for a good five seconds before Yvette stepped back with a 
languorous smirk. 
Then as Sean stood there gasping Morgan brushed the hair off 
Gwen's shoulder, then kissed her on the lips, softy, gently, but a full kiss 
which had Sean gasping anew. 
Then the two were gone, leaving Gwen turning worriedly to face 
Sean. 


Chapter Seven
“Jesus Christ! Did you see those two?” he exclaimed, shaking his head 
in wonder. 
“They're certainly an uhm, unusual pair.” 
“Unusual!?” He turned and stared at her, mouth wide. 
“Well, odd,” she gulped. 
He licked his lips and shook his head again. “I thought people like 
that were just in movies.” 
“Oh no, they exist. God knows there are enough clubs in town that 
cater to them.” 
“Yes, I suppose you're right.” 
He turned to her and looked her up and down. 
“You weren't embarrassed?” 
“Well, a little.” 
“Been a while since a woman kissed you on the lips, I wager,” he said 
with a forced laugh. 
She laughed as well, shrugging helplessly. 
“You know, I think she's attracted to you.” 
“Oh don't be silly,” she said, turning and heading back into the 
kitchen. 
He followed behind. “I'm telling you, she took a fancy to you.” 
“You mean like Yvette took a fancy to you?” she retorted. 
“Well ah, well yes in a way.” 
She turned on the water and began to rinse off some of the plates 
before putting them in the dishwasher. 
“Do you know what she was telling me earlier?” 
“I couldn't imagine.” 
“She said that she likes to - well, to sleep with ordinary women. I 
mean, I mean straight women in front of their boyfriends and 
husbands.” 
“Sick,” Gwen mumbled. 
“Certainly an amazing thing,” he said. 
She turned and eyed him warily. “Has the thought got you turned on, 
then?” 
“What me? Of course not! Well, well maybe just a little. She is a 
beautiful woman after all.” 
“You want to watch her sleep with me?” 
“I didn't say that! Don't get angry, for heavens sakes.” 
“I'm not getting angry,” she said quietly. 
“Just a, ah, you know, a fantasy. I mean, I'd never ask you to do 
anything you didn't want.” 
“I would never do anything I didn't want,” she said firmly. 
“No, of course not!” 
“You want to sleep with Morgan, don't you?” 
“I want to sleep with you,” he said firmly, sliding his arm around her, 
then easing his hand down onto her behind and squeezing it through 
her thin skirt. 
“You wouldn't mind sleeping with Morgan too, though.” 
“I'm married to a beautiful, sexy woman. I don't need another.” 
She snorted and rolled her eyes. 
“Well I am human, pet!” 
“Maybe you'd like to watch her tie me up too,” she said quietly. 
“Now you're upset,” he sighed. 
“No, I'm not upset.” 
She closed the dishwasher and turned it on. 
“Do you want to tie me up then?” 
He stared at her in shock and she gave him a hesitant smile. 
“No. I mean, I wouldn't want you...” 
“I think I'd like to try it if you would.” 
He swallowed repeatedly, his head turning first one way then the 
other. 
“Let's go upstairs then,” she said. 
“But I uh...” 
She walked past him and then trotted upstairs before he could follow 
closely at her heel. She didn't want him to know she was nude 
beneath the dress, and peeled it off as she entered their bedroom, 
tossing it on the floor. She pulled on a short robe and hurried into the 
bathroom, closing the door behind. 
“God, what am I doing?” she whispered, looking at herself in the 
mirror. 
She turned on the water and scrubbed her face, then brushed her 
teeth, thinking about what Sean would do, wondering how he would 
tie her. She could feel a hot little thrumming between her legs at the 
thought, but it was almost overwhelmed by the fear of how Sean 
would react, of whether he would judge her poorly, think her a slut, or 
a pervert. 
Was he just willing to do it because she asked him? Surely he had 
seemed aroused, as well. Still, one never knew with men. You could 
spend hours doing everything under the sun and making them happy 
and the next day they'd be cheerfully calling you a slut to their friends. 
Yet didn't she want to be a slut, or at least, a hot, seductive, sensual 
woman? 
She opened her robe and slipped her fingers through her hair, then 
rolled her hips slowly and seductively, sliding her tongue along her 
lower lip. Hot and sexy, she thought. You're a hot and sexy girl. 
She opened the door and came out to find Sean wearing just his 
shorts, sorting hurriedly through a variety of scarves. He held one up 
excitedly as she came over beside him. 
“Silk scarves,” he said.”I've heard you use silk scarves.” 
She nodded, eyeing him curiously. He seemed far more excited about 
this than she had ever imagined. 
“How do you want me to...” 
“I well - on the uh, the bed, I suppose,” he said. 
She turned and opened her robe, then slipped it off and climbed into 
the bed. She rolled onto her back and raised her arms above her 
head, feeling her heart start to beat faster and her pulse quicken. 
Sean stared at her, and she flushed slowly. 
“What - when did you - when did you...” 
He stood at the edge of the bed staring down at her groin, and she 
gave him a hesitant smile. “Do you like it? I thought you might think 
me sexier with it. I'd heard some women talking at work you see 
and...” 
“Good God,” he said, staring in disbelief. 
He sat on the edge of the bed and reached out slowly, then ran his 
hand gently across her pussy, stroking it in amazement. 
Gwen spread her legs, then gripped the headboard above her. 
“Sean? Tie me up,” she breathed. 
He stared at her, mouth wide, then shook his head and turned to 
kneel beside her. She pushed her hands up and held them together, 
and he wrapped the scarf around them and tied it tight, then pushed 
her hands back and tied the scarf to the headboard. 
She pulled at it experimentally, feeling her insides burning hotter as 
she failed to pull free. 
“Now you can do anything you want to me,” she whispered. 
He was already hard. She could see his erection pushing against his 
shorts. But she saw it give a little lurch at her words. He stared at her 
groin a moment, then yanked his pants off and dove atop her. 
His mouth was voracious as he licked and kissed and sucked madly 
over her lips and face and throat, his hands groping at her breasts as 
his cock rubbed between their bellies. 
After the initial fury, though, he eased back on his heels. 
Gwen spread her legs and he stared at her shaved pussy again, then 
bent forward. 
She stared down at him, head resting on her arms as he inspected her 
there, his fingers sliding over and around her soft little cleft. He 
pressed his lips against her and kissed, then began to lick, and she 
moaned and closed her eyes, staring up at the ceiling as he began to 
lap inexpertly at her sex. 
But there was none of the hesitation he normally displayed on the 
rare instances he licked her. Instead his tongue whipped up and down 
along her pussy, and his fingers spread her labia so he could lick inside 
and rub his tongue across her clitty. 
She panted softly, feeling the sex heat rise, feeling her clitty buzz and 
burn as his tongue and lips moved over it. In four years of marriage 
she had had only three orgasms in bed with him, but it looked like she 
was about to have the fourth now. 
She pulled hard against the silk scarves, spreading her legs wide and 
driving herself up against his mouth. His fingers slipped into her and 
began to pump rapidly in and out as she felt the onset of her climax. 
Then her pussy squeezed down around them, her body arching and 
straining as she cried out in pleasure. 
She slumped back in release, chest heaving as she sought to catch her 
breath, and Sean rose and placed his hardness against her bare cleft. 
He was breathing harder than she was, his hands shaking slightly as 
he eased into her. 
Then he dropped atop her, his behind staying high at first, before 
dropping rapidly as he thrust into her. 
She groaned in pleasure, feeling him plunge deep. He wasn't nearly as 
large or thick as the dildos Morgan and Yvette had used on her, but 
the sensation of real flesh against her, of throbbing, pulsing meat 
inside her was like none other, and she wrapped her legs around him 
as his tongue drove hungrily into her mouth. 
“Oh!” she gasped. 
“Jesus!” He panted. 
He thrust into her again and again, grinding his pelvis into her as his 
tongue lapped at her throat. 
He bent and squeezed one of her breasts, then eased back to lick at 
the nipple. 
He reached back for her legs then, lifting them, pulling them up and 
back. 
Gwen trembled as she let him push her legs back to either side of her 
body. It was one of those positions she used to consider degrading, 
and never allowed herself to be placed in. 
She had no objections now, however as he gripped her legs behind the 
knees and pushed them back beneath his straight arms. 
He began to thrust down into her faster and faster, far faster than he 
ever had before. Their sex had always, mostly at her demand, been 
slow and more gentle, almost always in the missionary position. 
Not now. Now her legs slipped up over his shoulders, her feet straight 
in the air as his chest bent them back, and his hips were slamming 
harder and harder into her backside as his tool pumped furiously in 
her hot, moist sex. 
Their lips met again, their tongues duelling, then he pulled back, 
increasing his pace once again. His hands slid up her legs to her ankles 
and he pushed them back still further, her back aching slightly as her 
ankles came back over her shoulders. She felt her feet pressing against 
the sides of her head, the strain on her back painful, but shockingly 
exciting. 
Her body was enveloped in a steamy haze of passion and lust as his 
hips pounded down against her buttocks and his cock speared her 
repeatedly. Even Yvette had not used her so, had not rode her with 
such force. Yet she exulted in it, gasping and groaning as her mind 
was floating free on a flood of sensory delight. 
She came again, shaking and moaning, her mind flung free and 
drifting as her body continued to be pounded by his desperate rutting. 
She was aware of him above her, of the jarring blows of his hips and 
the piercing thrust of his lance, of his tight grip on her ankles and his 
hot breath on her face. 
But none of that mattered. All of it was through a curtain of sparkling 
sexual delight that gripped her body and made her insides squirm and 
dance. On and on it sparkled, the world fading behind it as she felt 
herself grow faint. 
Then it released its hold and she realized she hadn't been breathing. 
She took a deep breath and the world came crashing back down 
around her, the haze leaving her ears and eyes and everything 
snapping back into sharp focus. 
Sean was still thrusting at her, but as she opened her bleary eyes she 
saw the tendons stand out on his neck as he drew his head back. Then 
he thrust ever so slightly harder for long seconds as he came inside 
her. 


Chapter Eight
There was an argument in Morgan's office the next day. Gwen could 
hear the yelling even through the padded door. Mr. Gardner was on 
the company's board of directors, and a very important man. That he 
and Morgan were yelling at each other did not bode well for Morgan's 
survival at the company. 
But after he stormed out, face red and glaring, Morgan showed little 
concern. 
“Oh he's a potty old man,” she said dismissively. “He expects quick 
results when he ought to know that it takes months for a change of 
image to percolate down through people's heads. We're still thought of 
in most quarters as the same stodgy old firm he would like us to still 
be.” 
“You couldn't, well, advertise or something?" Gwen said doubtfully. 
Morgan gave her a withering look. “How do you advertise sex without 
getting gauche? It has to go through word of mouth, darling. 
Otherwise it looks like we're trying, and that's the last thing we want to 
make obvious. Anyway, our buyers are corporate, industrial and 
government. They don't read newspaper adverts.” 
“He won't fire you, will he?” 
“He wishes,” she said with a smirk. “But I've got a two year 
guaranteed contract plus a hefty severance package. If he lets me go 
now it'll cost the company quite a deal of money.” 
“I can't imagine how he came to hire you in the first place,” she said. 
“No offence.” 
Morgan laughed. “None taken, dear. He didn't hire me. He was dead 
against me. But enough of the board were desperate enough to bring 
me in in spite of what they thought about me and my ideas.” 
She looked Gwen up and down. 
“I think you'll need to be working late again tonight, love,” she said 
with a sly grin. “Teasing you yesterday night has given me a lot of 
ideas about you.” 
Gwen's face warmed. “You gave Sean a lot of ideas too.” 
“Did we?” She grinned in delight. “Did randy old Sean feed you his 
nasty cock last night?” 
“Did he ever,” she groaned. “I'm still sore.” 
Morgan laughed. “I'll kiss it and make it all better,” she said with a 
smirk. 
Gwen hesitated. “I-I think Sean might be, that is he uhm, might like 
to see you and I together.” 
“I'm not surprised.” 
“I am. I thought the idea of me with someone else would infuriate 
him.” 
“Maybe you and another man, but not you and me.” 
“He wants to do you.” 
“Forget it. He can do Yvette if he wants, not me.” 
“Yvette really is bisexual? I thought you two were just saying that to 
tease him.” 
“She's almost as hot a little slut as you are.” 
Gwen sniffed disdainfully. “And you're a big, fat old ugly dyke with 
hideous hair,” she said. 
Morgan stared at her, then scowled. 
Gwen turned and stuck her tongue out, then smirked and sauntered 
away. 
Sean had the car again, so that presented no difficulty. She stayed at 
her desk, finding it progressively more difficult to concentrate as the 
day wound down. She kept urging people to leave, and cursing those 
who continued to work. When no one was in sight she got up and shut 
off her computer, then hurried to Morgan's office. 
Morgan looked up and frowned. “You are really going to have to 
learn to knock,” she said. 
“Stuff your knocking. It's late. Let's go.” 
“In a hurry for some reason?” She arched an eyebrow. 
“Sean is working late but not that late. I want to be home when he 
gets back.” 
“So he can give you another long ride?” she sniffed. 
“If he's in the mood,” Gwen said defiantly. 
“You really are looking for trouble talking to me like that, little girl.” 
Gwen smirked. “I know. Glad you finally noticed.” 
Morgan glowered. “Take your clothes off,” she ordered. 
Gwen stripped quickly, setting everything in a neat pile on a table. 
“Shoes and socks as well.” 
“Oh all right. God, you old people are snarky.” 
Gwen did as she was told, then waited with a grin on her face, 
stomach fluttering. 
Morgan leaned over and opened her lower desk drawer, reached in, 
and fetched something out, then tossed it to her. 
It was a thick, studded leather collar, the one she'd worn the other day. 
“Put that on and lock it.” 
Gwen shrugged her hair out of the way, then slipped the collar 
around her neck and brought the ends together. They locked with a 
loud click. 
“Now these.” 
Two more smaller versions of the collar were tossed to her. 
“Around your wrists.” 
She fitted the two leather wrist bands around her wrists and locked 
them. Each was made of sturdy leather, with a small metal ring set in 
one side and a clip in the other. 
“Now put your hands behind your back and lock the restraints in 
place.” 
Gwen brought her wrists together behind her, fingers wriggling as she 
tried to bring the clip of one against the ring of the other. It wasn't 
easy, but finally she heard a click and tried to pull her wrists away to 
no avail. 
“Locked?” 
“Yes.” 
“Yes, mistress,” Morgan corrected. 
“Yes, mistress,” Gwen said submissively. 
“Very good. All right. Go out and wait by my car. I'll be along 
shortly.” 
Gwen stared at her, the shock running through her. 
“Well?” 
“But - there are still people in the building,” she said. 
“Oh not many. And most of them take the tube anyway. They'll be 
going out the south door.” 
“B-But what if someone sees me?” 
“Well, if it's a woman she'll probably have you arrested. If it's a man I 
imagine he'll get a whopping great erection. You can decide what to 
do with him at that point.” 
“But...” 
“Go!” 
Morgan got up, smiling thinly, opened the door, then took her by the 
arm. “Maybe you'll think twice about calling me naughty names next 
time,” she whispered, her lips brushing her ear. 
Then she smacked her on the behind and pushed her out the door, 
closing it behind her. 
Gwen's heart pounded as she stared around her wildly. She could hear 
Paul Miller still talking on the phone in his cubicle a dozen feet away. 
She pulled at the wrist bands, but knew they'd not come off nearly as 
easily as they went on. 
Breasts jiggling, she hurried to the hall door, then halted and peeked 
around it. She saw no one, and edged out into the hall, then hurried 
down it to the stairs. She was halfway down the stairs when two men 
came out of another office two floors below and stopped to talk in the 
lobby. 
Both had an excellent sight of her, but neither was looking in her 
direction. She rushed down the hall and off to one side, away from 
the rail. Then the elevator opened to one side and she ran down the 
hall and into the nearest open doorway. 
The office was empty, but the lights were on, making her feel 
desperately visible. She hid behind the door as a janitor passed by 
trailing a vacuum cleaner. Then she stepped out into the hall again 
and trotted to the stairs. 
The coast seemed clear, and she sprinted down the stairs to the lobby, 
then headed down the north hall to the parking lot door. She turned 
and let her backside press the crash bar so the door opened, then 
peeked out into the nearly empty lot. 
She stepped out onto the cold concrete then, blinking in the sunlight. 
She felt grit and small stones below her bare feet as she looked 
around, chest heaving. There were several low buildings around them, 
but none particularly near. There were, however, many windows on 
her own building which looked out onto the lot. 
The door closed behind her and she gasped at the sound, blood 
racing and heart pounding as she stood there against the wall, naked 
to the world. She looked up over her shoulder at the windows, then at 
the few cars still occupying the lot. 
What seemed like acres of empty concrete lay ahead of her, where 
she would be completely exposed to anyone looking out the window. 
Yet she could hardly remain where she was right next to the door. No 
one coming out could possibly miss seeing her! 
She heard voices and moaned, her heart leaping, then pushed away 
from the wall, sprinting across the parking lot, breasts bouncing 
painfully now as she hurried to Morgan's car. She didn't dare look up 
or back, for if anyone was watching, well, there was nothing she could 
do. 
She made it to the car and crouched behind it just as the door opened 
and two men she didn't know came out. They ignored her and walked 
towards a blue Ford in the other direction, got in, and drove off. 
Panting for breath, she rose and turned, trying to open the doors of 
Morgan's car with her bound hands. They were locked, of course. 
She crouched down next to it again, all too aware of the many 
windows looking out on the lot, scanning them fearfully for crowds of 
pointing people. 
It was six years later, or seemed so, when Morgan finally opened the 
door and walked unhurriedly across the lot to her car. She smiled at 
the sight of Gwen crouched beside it. 
“Now wouldn't it be a grand joke if I was to simply drive off and 
leave you here?” she asked with a grin. 
“Don't you dare!” 
“I'm not sure I appreciate your attitude, young lady.” 
“I'm sorry. I'm a miserable little slut and you're a wonderful, beautiful, 
adorable mistress!” 
“Much better,” she said smugly. “Perhaps I'll give you a ride as far as 
Piccadilly then drop you off there.” 
She went around to the passenger side and unlocked the door, then 
stepped back as Gwen dove inside. She laughed, then did up her seat 
belt, giving her breast a squeeze, before closing the door. 
The windows were tinted, for which Gwen was supremely grateful. 
Just as Morgan moved around to the other door another car drove 
right up beside them and a man got out. 
Gwen gaped at Reginald Graham, the chairman of the board of 
directors. 
Morgan came around to see him, and the two stood not three feet 
from where Gwen sat, talking. 
Gwen stayed very still, like a mouse hoping a hawk wouldn't notice it. 
The two talked for several minutes, then Graham went into the 
building as Morgan came back to the driver's door and got in. 
“Oh my God! I almost had a heart attack!” Gwen moaned. 
“There, there,” Morgan said, patting her thigh. 
“Thank God for these windows!” 
“I agree.” 
She reached down beside her and touched a button and Gwen's 
window hissed down. 
“Morgan!” 
“Yes, dear?” 
“Someone will see!” 
“So? You're surely not embarrassed about your body are you? You 
have a lovely body.” 
“Close the window!” 
“I don't think I like that tone of voice, Gwen dear.” 
“Please close the window, mistress!” Gwen cried. 
The window hissed up and Morgan smirked at her. “We really are 
going to have to get you out of this silly embarrassment you feel about 
showing off your pretty breasts and such. Maybe Yvette and I could 
take you to France on our next vacation. A few weeks naked at the 
beach ought to do wonders for you.” 
“I could never do that,” Gwen exclaimed. 
“Everyone else is naked. I'm sure you'd get used to it.” 
“I'm not going anywhere near France ,” she vowed. 
“There's nothing wrong with France , dear. Well, except the French. 
But they can be dealt with. Much like the Scots. They even speak 
better English.” 
“Don't say that to Megan Mackenzie.” 
“Megan? Ah yes, you know I've had my eye on her.” 
“I'm not surprised.” 
“Yes, she is rather cute isn't she? Small boobs, but quite firm looking. I 
think she and you would make a nice matching set.” 
“What makes you think she's uhm...” 
“Bisexual? Like you?” 
Gwen blinked rapidly, mind slowly shifting gears. 
“I'm not sure. I'd like to find out. Maybe I'll have you seduce her and 
see.” 
“Me? Me seduce someone? Seduce a woman!?” 
She almost laughed out loud. 
“Why not? You're beautiful, have a lovely face, hair, body. You're sweet 
and everyone likes you. Why are you blushing?” 
“I'm not,” Gwen lied. 
“I'm sure if she's at all interested you can get sweet little Megan out of 
her panties.” 
“Forget it.” 
“And who do you think you're talking to?” 
“Forget it, oh wonderful mistress, oh mistress of the huge fat behind 
and enormous dirty feet.” 
“Oh you are really looking for it,” Morgan growled. 
Gwen grinned insolently and Morgan turned down the window 
again. 
“Morgan!” 
“Yes, dear?” 
“I'm sorry! I'm sorry, oh wonderful mistress! Oh great and beautiful 
and perfect mistress!” 
“And my behind?” 
“Is as tiny and hard as an apple. It's beautiful! And your feet are the 
smallest and most adorable - oh look out!” 
They paused at a light next to another car, and the man turned and 
idly looked across at them before turning away. His head suddenly 
snapped back and his jaw dropped like a rock as he saw Gwen sitting 
in the window bare breasted. 
She cringed and tried to duck down, but the seat belt held her in place 
until the window came back up. 
“He saw me!” 
“So he did. Do you suppose he has an erection?” 
“Morgan!” 
“Oh don't worry. What is he going to do, tell hubby?” 
“What if he calls the police!?” 
“Then we'll have every panda in the city descending on us to see the 
pretty girl showing off her boobs.” 
“Morgan!” 
“What's the problem? You have lovely breasts.” 
“God!" 
“Going to mind your attitude now?” 
“Yes, mistress,” she moaned. 
“Good girl, dear.” Morgan patted her thigh, then reached in and gave 
her pussy a squeeze. 
“But where...” 
“And by the way,” she said, her face and voice becoming stern, “I 
think it's about time for an attitude adjustment, young lady! You're to 
be considerably more respectful to your mistress. Clear?” 
“Yes, mistress,” Gwen said in a meek voice. 
“And don't think I've forgotten those snotty things you said to me 
earlier. Your rear end is going to be on fire before you go home to 
hubby's hungry penis.” 
“Don't leave any marks,” Gwen said worriedly. 
Morgan glared at her. 
“I mean, please don't leave any marks, mistress Morgan.” 
“Why? From what you said hubby's penis would probably explode if 
he realized I'd tanned your bare bottom.” 
Gwen didn't have a suitable answer to that. She feared Morgan was 
absolutely right. 
She had still been weary when they'd gotten there, ready to drop into 
bed without even undressing. Of course Sean was home and feeling 
randy, ready to take up where he'd left off the previous night. 
He'd tied her spreadeagled, in much the same way Morgan had and 
then gone at her. He hadn't had Morgan's time, patience or expertise, 
but he'd certainly been eager enough, keeping them both up well past 
their normal bed times. 
Now her muscles were sore everywhere. Since she hadn't actually 
done much she decided it must have been all the pulling and straining 
against the bonds which had caused the latter. 
The image of her kneeling on the floor, head down, Morgan's foot on 
the back of her neck suddenly flashed into her mind out of nowhere, 
and she felt a sudden surge of excitement and lewd delight. 
It was amazing, shocking, that she had done something like that, or 
permitted it to be done, which was much the same. 
She felt so hedonistic, so sly and sensual and knowing. 
Where was the mousy little girl who balked at doing anything "dirty"? 
Who went to work, came home, made dinner, watched TV, went to 
bed, then repeated the whole thing again? 
The tendons in her thighs ached and she winced as she sat up and 
brought her legs together. Her breasts felt unnaturally sensitive, 
particularly her nipples, and another little wave of excitement passed 
over her as she reached up and gently cupped her breasts. 
She ran a hand down her soft belly and cupped her sex just as gently, 
remembering how first Morgan, then Sean had rode her so wildly, 
thrusting into her with their hard cocks, Morgan's fake, Sean's oh so 
real. 
She pulled on a football jersey, the green one she often used for a 
nightshirt, then shuffled down the hall and downstairs to the kitchen. 
She made some coffee, then went into the little den and turned on the 
computer. 
She logged on at work, retrieving several emails, including one from 
Morgan. I enjoyed last night. I know you did as well. We really must 
do it again soon. Your screams are the sweetest music I have ever 
heard. 
“God,” she whispered. 
The woman was a sex maniac! 
As she herself was fast becoming. 
She worked for a few hours, then took a long, hot bath, and ate lunch. 
Afterwards she logged on again and worked for an hour before a 
message beeped. 
It was not an email this time but an on screen inquiry - from Morgan. 
“Hello, precious. How are you feeling? 
“Tired,” she replied. “And sore.” 
“But a good sore,” 
“Well, yes,” she typed. 
“I shall have to get a video camera for our next time. You really must 
see yourself when writhing in pleasure. You look exquisite.” 
She blushed at the thought. 
“What are you wearing now?” 
She inhaled sharply, her chest tightening. “Just a football jersey,” she 
typed. 
“Take it off, love.” 
She stared at the screen a moment. Morgan would never know if she 
simply said she had. But no. Of course she would. Of course. 
She licked her lips then reached down and caught the hem of her 
jersey, peeling it up and off over her head. 
“Are you naked?” 
“Yes,” she typed. 
“Sit back, raise your knees and spread them apart.” 
Gwen exhaled slowly, breathing becoming heavier as she stared at the 
words on the screen. Her mind was awash in sudden need, her 
weariness warring with the heat growing in her belly. 
She slumped low, drawing her knees up and back lewdly. Even though 
she was alone she blushed. 
“Now I want you to finger yourself, Finger yourself until you come for 
me. Go on. Rub yourself, lovely girl. Rub yourself and come for me.” 
Her trembling fingers eased down between her pouty lips and began 
to rub, slowly and steadily. She moaned, her head rolling back as the 
pleasure swept up and around her, catching her tight in seconds. Her 
soft breasts pushed into her thighs as she drew her legs back harder, 
then she cried out softly as she came. 
It was a small come compared to the ones Morgan had brought her to 
the other night, but draining anyway. 
“Tell me when you've come.” 
“I have.” 
“Have you?” 
“Yes.” 
“Say it then.” 
“I came,” she typed, her fingers shaking. 
“Good. Back to work then. I'll see you tonight. Kisses.” 
She sat there for a long minute, then slowly sat up, breathing heavily. 
She began to pace back and forth, still naked, mind consumed with 
confusion and uncertainty. 
What was in her future, beyond this hot little sexual interlude with 
Morgan and Yvette? How much further did she want to plunge into 
bondage? It was apparent that Sean, for one, was getting off on it 
almost as much as she was herself. She couldn't remember the last 
time he had seemed so aroused. 
God, and he certainly had given her a hard rodding! What she 
wouldn't give to get that every blessed day! 
She looked at her bare wrists and imagined them with leather 
restraints on them, paused before the mirror and put them behind her 
back, standing straighter. 
“Slut,” she whispered. “Wanton whore.” 
She let a pouty look form on her face, and eased her tongue along her 
lower lip. What kind of a woman am I, she wondered? Do I want to 
be boring or do I want to be a plaything? 
She rolled her hips slowly, then stepped aside and turned the music on 
the stereo up louder. She stepped back in front of the mirror, grinding 
her hips as she looked seductively at herself. She ran her hands up and 
down her body, squeezing her breasts, then sliding her fingers through 
her hair. 
She imagined herself as a stripper at a club, the stage surrounded by 
horny men clamouring for her, whistling and calling out obscenities as 
she danced. 
How a woman like that must saunter, she thought excitedly, a woman 
so sexually alive, a woman lusted after, desired by hundreds of men 
every day. 
No boring life for her, no life of telly watching and dull computer 
work. Hot parties, lewd dancing, frenzied copulations at wild, drunken 
orgies. That was the life of a woman like that! 
A life she could only imagine, standing in her comfortably furnished 
living room dancing before her mirror. 


Chapter Nine
“Hello, darling!” Morgan said with a smile, hugging her and kissing 
her first on the cheek, then on the lips. “Tired?” 
“A little sore,” Gwen said, closing the door behind her. 
“What? From me? I didn't do much more than switch your little 
behind.” 
“No, it isn't that. I-I guess it was all that pulling at the straps and all.” 
“Ahh, of course. You'll have to try and be less enthusiastic in future.” 
“Can I get you something?” 
“Yes. White wine, please, but first, take off your clothes.” 
Gwen hesitated, then unbuttoned her blouse and slipped her trousers 
down and off. 
“Good, dear, now fetch my wine.” 
Nude, she padded out of the room and into the kitchen. There she 
pulled the bottle from the fridge and poured a glass, taking it back to 
Morgan. 
“Stop,” Morgan said, holding up her hand. 
Gwen halted in place. 
“Ask leave to approach,” she said airily. 
Gwen took a deep breath and swallowed her excitement. “May I 
approach, mistress?” 
“Come.” Morgan waved her hand negligently. 
Gwen walked forward and halted. 
“On your knees, slave.” 
Gwen knelt and looked up at her. 
“Now raise the glass and present it to me.” 
“Wine, mistress,” Gwen said, bowing low and raising the glass high in 
both hands. 
Morgan looked at her suspiciously. “If I think you're making fun of 
me, little slave, I shall tan more than your behind.” 
“No, mistress,” Gwen said with a straight face. 
Morgan took the wine and sipped from the glass, observing the nude 
brunette kneeling before her. 
“Turn around and get down on all fours.” 
Gwen obeyed, flushing. 
“Spread your legs further apart and raise your bottom. That's it. How 
do you feel?” 
“I-I feel - embarrassed.” 
“Why?” 
“Well because. I mean, the way I'm kneeling like...” 
“A bitch in heat? With your hot little puffy sex pushing out at me?” 
“Yes,” Gwen whispered. 
“Hubby sees you like this all the time, doesn't he?” 
“No!” 
“No? He never takes you from behind?” 
“I-I've never let him.” 
“Oh ho! Well, you'll get it from behind tonight. I'll make sure of that.” 
Gwen flushed darker. 
“I'll have Yvette stick her big plastic peter up you from behind.” 
“She already did.” 
“Yes, so I heard. But not on all fours. I'll have her do you on all fours, I 
think, have her give you a proper rodding. You'd like that, wouldn't 
you, slutty girl?” 
“Yes,” Gwen gulped. 
Morgan leaned forward and slapped her behind hard. 
Gwen cried out in pain. 
“Yes mistress,” Morgan said. 
“I - yes, mistress,” Gwen gasped. 
Morgan put the collar around her neck again, then produced several 
wide leather straps. 
“Pull your hands together behind you. No, don't cross them.” 
Gwen complied, feeling herself rousing quickly as the strap slipped 
around her wrists and was buckled tightly in place. 
Morgan slipped the second strap around her arms just below her 
elbows and drew it slowly closed. 
“Ow!” she gasped, as her arms were forced back. 
“Now, now. You'll look delicious like this.” 
“But it h-hurts,” Gwen gasped. 
“Just a little. It will be worth it, though.” 
She made no move to close the strap tighter, however, waiting instead, 
one of her hands massaging Gwen's shoulders. 
Gwen took several deep breaths, feeling her shoulders loosening 
slightly. 
“Slowly,” she gulped. 
Morgan kissed the back of her head, and the straps began to ease 
back again, pulling her arms further and further back until with a 
shock she felt her elbows pressing firmly together behind her. The 
strap was buckled in place then and Morgan led her to the mirror and 
showed her what she looked like. 
Her shoulders were pulled back cruelly, or so it looked, with her 
breasts thrusting out hard and swollen, the nipples puffed up and 
pink. 
She trembled lightly at the sight of herself, then groaned as Morgan's 
hands came around to gently stroke the undersides of both breasts. 
Abruptly the woman pulled back, turning her in profile, then turning 
her further, so she might see her arms so tightly bound. Gwen was 
surprised they only ached a little, for the sight of them was far worse 
than she would have imagined. 
“What do you think?” Morgan purred. “Are you a sexy little slut?” 
“Oh yes!” Gwen gasped. 
“A sexy little slave girl?” 
Gwen moaned and pushed her behind out and up, and Morgan's 
hand slipped down between her buttocks, stroking up and down 
gently. 
“On your knees, slave.” 
Gwen dropped to her knees with a gasp just as the door rang. 
She started to rise but Morgan's hand pushed her back as she went to 
answer it. She returned with Yvette, who smiled and made a throaty 
little growl at the sight of Gwen. 
“Well, little slut,” she said. “Are you eager to feel my big cock inside 
you again?” 
“Y-yes, M-mistress,” Gwen gasped, eyes shining, chest tight and 
breathing ragged. 
Yvette gripped her ear and eased her to her feet, then cupped her 
breasts, leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. Their tongues 
dipped out, sliding together as their kiss became deeper and more 
passionate. 
Then the bell rang again, and again Gwen gasped and started to twist 
away. Yvette smiled and gripped her hair, turning her to face the door. 
“Do not be afraid, little slut,” Yvette said, stroking her face. “It is only 
a dear friend of mine.” 
“What? But I-I...” 
“She has heard much about you and longs to meet you,” Yvette said, 
as Morgan walked to the door. 
Gwen's heart leapt into her throat and she squirmed mentally, yet she 
made no effort to pull free of the woman, who looked down at her 
with an inquisitive eye. 
“Are you ready to be used by the three of us, slave?” she asked. 
Gwen felt a surge of heat and excitement that took her breath away 
momentarily. “Y-yes, M-mistress,” she whispered. 
Morgan forced her head up and back painfully. 
“Louder, slave girl.” 
“Yes, mistress!” she said. 
Morgan returned with not one, but two strange women. One was a 
tall, slender redhead, her hair short. She looked to be slightly older 
than Morgan, with an athletic body beneath a long blue dress. Next to 
her was a shorter brunette with a round face, bright brown eyes and a 
petite body. She was younger than Gwen, barely out of her teens, if 
that, and smiled sweetly at her. 
Gwen burned with humiliation, bowing her head. Yet beneath it was 
a foaming, churning stew of sexual excitement and heat. 
The three gathered before the naked woman, and Yvette forced her 
head up once more, forced her to look into their superior eyes, their 
smirks and arrogant faces. 
“This is my little sex slave, Gwennie,” Morgan said. 
Gwen felt her heart pulse so hard at the word she wondered she didn't 
faint. A sex slave! 
“Nice boobs on her,” said the brunette, reaching up to squeeze one of 
Gwen's breasts. 
“Jealous, Holly?” The redhead smiled. 
“Oh maybe a little,” she replied impishly. 
“Let me have her,” the redhead demanded. 
She stepped forward and gripped Gwen by the hair as Yvette eased 
aside. She tugged up sharply, forcing Gwen to her toes, then forcing 
her head back. Her taut breasts, already straining due to her arms 
being pinned back, thrust out even more firmly as she trembled and 
panted softly. 
The woman looked down at her, and Gwen's eyes fluttered helplessly 
as she tried to look away. 
“Look at me,” the woman hissed. 
Gwen tried, but squirmed mentally, her eyes continually darting away. 
The woman ran a hand down along her breast, stroking gently against 
the underside. Then she slipped thumb and forefinger together 
against one of Gwen's nipples and pinched hard. 
“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Gwen gasped, shaking helplessly. 
“Do as you are told,” the woman said softly, tugging at the burning 
little nipple, pulling it out from her throbbing breast. 
She released it and gripped Gwen's head between two large, powerful 
hands, her eyes boring into Gwen's own fluttering green eyes. Then 
she eased in and crushed her lips down hard, her tongue thrusting 
into Gwen's mouth and plunging almost into her throat before she 
pulled back. 
Gwen staggered briefly, then stood there surrounded by them, pulsing 
with excitement and lust and humiliation. 
“Well, Brenda?” 
“We'll see,” the redhead replied, stepping back. 
She turned and sat on the sofa. A moment later Holly, after winking at 
Gwen, joined her. 
“Something to drink, ladies?” Morgan asked? 
“A nice dry martini would be nice,” Brenda said. 
“White wine, please,” Holly said, curling her legs up beneath her. 
“Yvette. Be a dear,” Morgan said, sitting down across from the other 
two. 
She looked up at Gwen and slapped her lap. 
“Come here, Gwennie,” she ordered. 
Gwen took a deep breath, then padded over to her, sitting back as 
Morgan pulled her up onto her lap. The other two women watched 
her as Morgan ran her hand slowly up and down her body, cupping 
and squeezing one of her breasts, then turned as Yvette returned from 
the kitchen. 
“So where did you meet this creature?” Brenda asked. 
“She works for me. When I can get her to work.” 
“I'm sure you're quite a hard taskmistress,” Holly said with a cheeky 
grin. 
“I certainly am and you'd best watch your lip, young lady,” Morgan 
warned. 
Holly grinned then reached up and accepted a glass of wine from 
Yvette. 
“You should really take her to the club,” she said, sitting down with 
her own glass. 
“Yes, I should, shouldn't I?” 
She slipped her fingers through Gwen's hair, brushing it back. 
“What do you think, love? Should I take you to the club?” 
“I-I don't know what that is,” Gwen said shyly. 
“It's a club full of nasty old lesbians, of course,” Holly said. “What'd 
you think?” 
“Impudently put,” Brenda said, “But essentially correct.” 
“I don't think of myself as nasty,” Morgan said. 
She turned her head to Gwen. “Do you think I'm nasty, little one?” 
“Of course not, mistress,” Gwen said. 
Morgan gave her a quick hug and looked down her nose at Holly. 
“Well I certainly think you're nasty at times,” Holly said. 
“Nobody asked you anyway,” Brenda said sharply. “Shut up or you'll 
wind up like that one over there.” 
“I'm so sorry, mistress,” Holly said with fear in her voice. “If I said 
anything to insult or upset you I do so terribly apologise!” 
She turned her face to Gwen. “You know what this little gathering 
needs? I nice big cock? You know, some big, muscular man with a 
long...” 
Brenda yanked her over her lap and started to slap her behind as 
Holly squealed and kicked her legs. “Miserable little brat!” Brenda 
shouted, her hand whacking down against the squirming girl's round 
behind. 
“You're just upset you don't have a big cock to use on me!” she cried 
as Brenda continued to spank her through her trousers. 
Gwen giggled as Brenda spanked even harder, gave a final flurry of 
hard blows that had Holly yelling, then flung her back upright to sit 
heavily on the sofa next to her. 
Holly's face was flushed and her hair mussed as she grinned cheekily 
over at Brenda. “Penis envy. That's what it is.” 
Brenda reached for her again but Holly jumped off the sofa with a 
laugh. 
“Let me do something with her,” Yvette said. “As it happens I brought 
a few things in case we might want to make use of them.” 
“By all means,” Brenda said, waving her hand impatiently. 
Holly raised her eyebrows as Yvette stood up. 
“So what did you have in mind then, you big darky?” she asked. 
Yvette sniffed and grabbed her arm, then led her unresisting to the 
entry hall where she'd left a large bag. She picked it up and led the girl 
upstairs as Brenda turned her eyes back on Gwen. 
“She's bratty, but I like her anyway,” she said. 
“They're always bratty,” Morgan said, sliding her hand up and down 
Gwen's body. 
“Spread your legs wider, slut,” she ordered, easing her hand between 
her thighs then and slipping two fingers inside her. 
“Yvette was right, though. This one would be quite a popular 
attraction at the club.” 
“She's not ready for that, yet' Morgan said. “I might bring her by after 
she's had a little more - experience." 
Her fingers pumped slowly and steadily into Gwen as she lay back in 
her arms. Gwen looked down at her glistening fingers, then across at 
Brenda, face flushed with heat as the woman's eyes drank her in. 
“And are you a bad girl, Gwen?” she asked. 
“Sometimes,” Gwen said breathlessly. 
“Sometimes she needs to be spanked on her bare bottom, doesn't 
she?” Morgan said. 
“Yes, mistress,” Gwen groaned, spreading her legs wider. 
“She's a cock girl, all right,” Brenda said. “She just loves to have 
things stuffed up inside her.” 
“That's all right,” Morgan said mildly. “So far I've found very little 
that doesn't turn her on. Not surprising she likes fingers and cocks.” 
She pulled her fingers free and brought them up to Gwen's lips. Gwen 
opened her mouth, swallowing excitedly as she slipped them inside. 
She pursed her lips and started to lick and suck at her fingers as 
Morgan pumped them in and out. 
Then they were drawn back and Morgan leaned forward, pushing her 
upright. 
“Get up and go sit with Brenda,” she ordered. 
Gwen felt a little dagger of anxiety and embarrassment, but stood 
obediently, rounding the coffee table and putting a knee on the edge 
of the sofa next to Brenda. 
The woman reached up for her and took her into her arms, helping 
her sit back across her lap. She slipped a hand into her hair and 
leaned forward, kissing her. 
Gwen kissed back automatically, her tongue dipping out 
experimentally as Brenda cupped one of her breasts. 
She leaned back then, undoing the buttons down the front of her 
dress, opening it and pulling it down past her shoulders to bare her 
breasts. She guided Gwen's face forward and down, and Gwen slipped 
her lips around one long, thin nipple, sucking and licking at it as 
Brenda stroked her hair. 
She pushed her back after several seconds, then stood up, undoing the 
rest of her dress and letting it slide down to her ankles. 
“On your knees, girl,” she ordered, pushing down her panties. 
Gwen obeyed, needing no order to know what was expected of her. 
She pushed her mouth in against the woman's sex as Morgan 
watched, then began to slide her tongue up and down her pussy. 
Morgan got up and moved away, and for a moment Gwen thought 
she was alone with Brenda. Then a light hit her as her tongue was 
stroking back and forth over Brenda's clitty, and she realized Morgan 
had a video camera working. 
She felt only a brief fear, and it was washed away by the seductive 
thought of how erotic she must look, and her pleasure and 
anticipation at the thought of watching herself later. 
Her tongue slid up and down Brenda's slit, her lips moving in to suck 
softly on her soft flesh. Brenda began to grind her hips, sighing and 
running her fingers through Gwen's hair. She bunched the thick mass 
of brown silken tresses up at either side of her head, wrapping it 
around her fist, then began to grind into her, jerking Gwen's face in 
against her groin faster and faster as she moaned and whined in 
heated pleasure. 
She came with a wild curse of elation, jamming Gwen's face in hard 
against her and bucking desperately. Then she slowed her movements, 
gasping, and eased her hold on the Gwen's hair. 
Gwen sat back on her heels, breathing heavily as she looked up at 
Brenda, then at Morgan holding the camera. Feet on the stairs 
brought her head around and she watched Yvette leading Holly down 
them, then out into the living room. 
Or at least she assumed it was Holly. 
She was wearing a full leather hood over her face. There were no eye 
holes, just two small slits for her nose. Straps wound around beneath 
her nose, over her mouth, holding what looked to be a large ball-gag 
inside. Gwen couldn't see any opening for a mouth but assumed there 
was one beneath the wide strap. 
Holly wore a long thick leather sheath of sorts over her arms, pinning 
them back together behind her in much the same way Gwen thought 
her own were. The sheath narrowed at its bottom, becoming a thin 
strap which came down between her small buttocks and then up 
against her pussy in front. There it divided in two to rise to her hips 
and join in back again to the sheath behind. 
Two large golden rings dangled from the girl's tiny pink nipples, and 
another from her belly button. Aside from them and the sheath - and 
the hood, of course - she was nude. 
“Well that's one way to shut the brat up anyway,” Brenda said. 
“I gave her the cock she was looking for,” Yvette said dryly. 
“In her snug little pussy?” Brenda asked with a smile. 
“Yes, and in her tight little bum as well.” 
Gwen started at the words, then blushed a little. 
“And of course a penis gag in her big mouth,” Yvette finished. 
The hood was tight around the girl's head and across her face. Not a 
sound emerged as Yvette led her in amongst them then let go of her. 
She stood still, head back, turning slowly. 
“While this is well and good, keeping her quiet, it doesn't really do 
much to punish her,” Brenda said. 
“I thought I'd leave that to you. She is your creature, after all.” 
Brenda reached out and slipped a finger into one of Holly's nipple 
rings, then tugged on it, lifting her to her toes. 
“Perhaps you'd like to give her a little spanking, Morgan?” she said. 
“I don't think a spanking will cut it,” Morgan said. 
Brenda smiled. “No. Of course not. Yvette?” 
Yvette dropped her bag on the table and reached inside, then drew 
out a long thin length of leather with a handle at one end and a 
strange little flaring piece of leather at the other. 
She bent it in her hands, then handed it over to Morgan, who rose 
and took it. 
She walked over to where Gwen knelt, then, holding the thing by the 
handle, slipped the edge under her jaw, pushing up so that Gwen 
stood. 
“This is a riding crop, girl,” she said. “I expect you'll feel it on your 
own bottom before too very long.” 
Gwen stared at it anxiously, both fearful and excited at the idea. 
Morgan nodded to Yvette, who pushed Holly forward, then bent her 
over a nearby table. 
Gwen looked admiringly at Holly's perfect round buttocks, neatly 
divided by the single thin strip of black pulled in hard and tight 
between them. 
Brenda sat down again, pulling Gwen up to sit across her lap, 
spreading her legs apart and fingering her clitty as the two watched 
Morgan run her hands over Holly's backside. 
Gwen watched, entranced, as Morgan moved behind and to one side, 
lifting the hand holding the crop. She whipped it down suddenly and 
she heard it slice through the air. Then it struck directly across Holly's 
small behind, a sharp crack of noise rending the air as the girl's body 
jerked sharply. 
A red line formed across Holly's round white rear, growing brighter by 
the second. 
The girl groaned softly through the gag, then jerked again as the crop 
lashed down a second time, then a third. 
Gwen winced and bit her lip as she watched the crop swinging down 
again, wondering how much it hurt even as she imagined herself in 
the same position. 
Holly's behind jumped with each blow, jerking and twisting from side 
to side. Yet Yvette kept a hand on her head, pinning her upper body 
to the table as the crop continued to descend. 
A dozen red lines soon criss-crossed her buttocks, then a dozen more, 
each delivered in a slow, measured fashion. 
“She's coming now,” Brenda said. “You can see it by the way she's 
pushing her little behind back so fast.” 
And Holly was thrusting herself back to meet the crop. In fact, it was 
as if the crop were a penis to her, and she was matching her rhythm to 
its strokes. Her black head rolled from side to side as she lifted herself 
up on her toes to jam herself back against the crop. 
Gwen was wriggling against Brenda's fingers even as she watched, 
breathing heavily, legs well apart as Brenda's fingers wriggled deep 
inside her. 
Yvette rose then, and began to strip. Gwen turned her head to watch 
as the woman donned her big strap-on dildo. 
Morgan stopped her whipping and undid the strap between Holly's 
thighs. She gave the girl's bottom a smack, and a few seconds later her 
pussy seemed to swell outward, the lips parting as a the round base of 
a dildo pushed out. 
Morgan gripped it, and Gwen gasped excitedly at how long and thick 
it was, amazed the slim young woman had been able to get so much 
of it into her body. It recalled the twelve inch dildo she'd managed to 
get her pussy to swallow the other day, and she licked her lips 
enviously as Morgan drew it out all the way, then pushed it in once 
again and began to pump it rapidly. 
Yvette walked over to block her view, the thick plastic cock pointing at 
her face. Gwen blinked ins surprise, but angled her head around and 
opened her mouth obediently as Yvette leaned forward. 
She took the dildo into her mouth, sucking as Brenda stroked her 
head and hair and cupped her breasts. Then Yvette pulled it back and 
Brenda tapped Gwen's thighs, turning her now so her head was 
pressed back against Brenda's chest, her knees drawn up and apart. 
She was looking right over Gwen's shoulder as Yvette leaned into her, 
fitting the round nose of the dildo against her pussy, then letting her 
weight drive it forward. 
Gwen shuddered, groaning long and low as the dildo slid into her 
body. She felt her insides spreading apart under the hard, remorseless 
thrust, felt the hardness filling her pussy inch by inch by inch until it 
felt like it was trying to drive straight through into her stomach. 
Just when she thought she couldn't take any more, and was looking 
with fear at a good two inches still protruding from between her taut 
pussy lips, Yvette halted. She rolled her hips, twisting the dildo around 
in her pussy. 
“She can take more than that, Yvette,” Brenda said. 
“Patience, patience,” Yvette muttered. 
She thrust in sharply, sliding her hands up and down Gwen's legs, 
then down to her ankles. She lifted her ankles up and high, pressing 
them back against Brenda's shoulders as she began to pump. 
There was little she could do, sandwiched between Brenda and Yvette, 
but lay there and moan as the dildo pumped harder and faster inside 
her. And when Brenda reached around and began to finger her clitty 
she thought she would go insane. 
Her head jerked to one side, and she saw Morgan standing over Holly, 
who was kneeling and licking excitedly at her pussy. 
Then she closed her eyes and started to grunt with the force of the 
thrusts Yvette was delivering. All her focus, all her world centred on 
the hard plastic cock sliding back and forth inside her, and the 
pleasure poured through her in a long, unending wave. 


Chapter Ten
Nothing happened with Sean that night. He came home late and 
tired, and after a quick peck on the cheek, rolled onto his side of the 
bed and fell asleep. 
Gwen was relieved. She was feeling guilty. First she'd slept with 
Morgan, then Yvette, and now Brenda. How many people would she 
cavort with before Sean discovered her adulterous activities? 
What was more Yvette had told her she would bring her boyfriend the 
next time around, and that his organ was as large as the plastic 
monster she had used on her. 
Gwen had said no, of course, yet her refusal was not nearly as certain 
as it had been the first time she had mentioned him. Nor was she 
nearly as certain herself that she wanted to remain entirely faithful to 
Sean. 
It wasn't that she didn't love him, but the sexual fire inside her had 
been lit and she didn't think there was any going back. She wanted, 
perhaps now even needed the hot, fiery, wicked kind of sex Morgan 
was giving to her, wanted daring, dangerous, lewd sexual games in her 
life. 
Life was for fun, was it not? What was the point to it all but 
enjoyment? And never had she enjoyed herself so thoroughly, so 
absolutely, as with Morgan and her friends. 
The thought of a male version of Yvette, a tall, powerfully built black 
man, riding her roughly and deeply inflamed her every time it popped 
into her mind, her imagination running amok with lewd fantasies. 
In fact, her fantasies made it quite difficult to sleep. For despite her 
exhaustion she kept thinking about what was to happen the next day, 
or really, the next evening. For though she had been out of it, so to 
speak, at the time, she well recalled the invitation Morgan had issued 
to Sean, and his acceptance of it. They would be going to her place 
for dinner. 
And what Morgan would do during that dinner she could only 
imagine. How long would Sean remain guileless? Especially after that 
kiss Morgan had given her the other evening right in front of him? 
And how would he react? The thought of having sex with the both of 
them at the same time made her lower belly warm and heavy. 
She was nervous, yet excited. Morgan was so outrageous! She envied 
her so, and admired her as well. She knew she would never have quite 
that much confidence in herself, nor be quite so wicked and erotic a 
person. 
She was going to do her best, though. 
She dressed for work in a revealing blouse beneath a business-like 
jacket and a very short matching skirt. She wore no panties, of course, 
which always made her both nervous and excited. 
She stopped at Morgan's office on her way to her desk, as she often 
did, and exchanged hellos. Somehow, despite their exciting sexual 
games she and Morgan managed to work together in an almost 
ordinary fashion - at least most of the time. 
They talked about an upcoming project, and a meeting with a very 
important new client which would take place early next week, then of 
their little get together that evening. 
“Come for six,” Morgan said. “I like to eat early.” 
Gwen nodded. 
“Wear something innocent,” Morgan said, eyeing her mini, then 
sliding a hand up her bare thigh and beneath. 
“W-What?” Gwen asked, nervously eyeing the open door as she felt 
Morgan's fingers gently stroke along her cleft. 
“Hmm, perhaps I should dress you every day? She let a finger squirm 
up into her and brought her thumb down against her clitoris, rubbing 
softly. “Wear a nice pair of pants, white say, and a white blouse, one 
with ruffles, an old one. Don't wear anything you wouldn't want me to 
spill something on.” 
Gwen was breathing heavily and grinding her hips slowly. She looked 
down at her in confusion but nodded weakly. 
Morgan pulled her hand away and picked up a pen. “All right then' 
she said. “Off to work.” 
“Oh, you filthy beast,” Gwen whispered. 
Morgan smiled cooly. 
Pouting a little, Gwen turned and walked out of the office, trying to 
pretend an indifference she didn't feel. She went to her desk and sat 
down, turning on the computer, then spread her legs wide, easing a 
hand down between them and stroking at her bare little sex. She 
reached up and cupped her breast through her top, moaning softly as 
she kneaded it through the thin, almost see-through material. 
In under a minute a small climax made her shudder and rock in 
place. She eased back then, taking a few moments to catch her breath 
before starting work. 
She was more than a little suspicious that Sean made no complaint 
that evening. He worked quite hard, after all, and the last thing he 
should have wanted to do when the week was over was go to a dinner 
with her boss. 
Of course he'd seen her boss, and had quite obviously become 
aroused by her and Yvette. No doubt he was looking forward to more 
titillation that evening. 
And no doubt, she thought nervously, he would get it. 
It hadn't occurred to her at the time to question why Morgan wanted 
her dressed as she had directed. It was possible, of course, that she 
wanted to keep things on a purely friendly basis, but Gwen didn't 
think that likely. 
In fact, she considered it more than possible Morgan would make her 
intentions and wishes known right in front of Sean in the hopes he'd 
be so aroused he'd offer up no objection. What was more she had her 
suspicions Sean would not only not be jealous but would, as Morgan 
had put it the other day, become so aroused his penis would explode. 
How she herself would react was another thing. It was frightening, in 
a way, for this would take her game playing to more than simple sex 
play. Involving Sean would bring entirely new sensations and feelings, 
and as much as the thought of a threesome aroused her she wasn't 
sure she was quite ready. 
Then she thought of how Sean rodded her so powerfully the other 
day as she was bound, and her loins ached to feel his wonderful cock 
in her again, and to have him make love to her as Morgan watched. 
She would show Morgan what sex was really like between a man and 
a woman! 
She dressed, as Morgan had directed, in a pair of loose, but 
expensively cut white pants, and a high collared, ruffled white blouse 
with puffy sleeves. 
She brushed her hair out so it shone, spilling across her forehead and 
down over her shoulders then tried to control her pounding heart as 
she and Sean drove over there. 
When they arrived she was surprised - and suspicious - to find 
Morgan dressed in a sleeveless, body hugging, black leather dress that 
covered her from neck to ankle. There was a heart shaped cutout 
above her breasts which bared a sizable amount of cleavage, and the 
dress was slit up the side to the top of her hip. She wore a pair of 
elbow length gloves which, like the dress, glistened wetly. 
“I had thought this informal,” Sean said worriedly. 
“Oh it is, darling,” Morgan said. “This is just something I threw on. 
Do come in.” 
“Oh er, well, of course,” he said, awkwardly trying to keep his eyes 
from her cleavage. 
“You just threw that on?” Gwen said sceptically. 
“Of course.” Morgan smiled smugly. 
Yvette was in the other room, dressed in an identical dress, except that 
hers was white. 
“Darlings!” she said with a white toothed smile. “So glad you could 
come.” 
“We're glad too,” Sean said, eyes widening as Yvette came up to them 
and kissed him passionately. 
He stumbled back a pace, licking his lips and turning to eye Gwen 
nervously. 
“Don't mind her, she's always so friendly,” Morgan said. “I really 
should be jealous, though.” 
“Oh ah, no reason to be I'm sure,” Sean said. 
“A kiss is just a kiss, after all,” Yvette said, nodding. 
Morgan slid her gloved fingers through Gwen's hair, then puckered 
her lips and blew her a kiss. 
She halted as if surprised then gazed down at Gwen's behind. “Oh I 
say, Gwennie,” she said, “You really should wear pants more often. 
You have a lovely bottom.” 
Gwen blushed as Sean stared. Then Yvette moved behind her and 
stared at her. “Yes, she does, doesn't she? It's oh so lovely and round.” 
She leaned in against Sean and whispered loudly in his ear. “Ever so 
spankable, don't you think?” 
“Perhaps I ought to spank her when she misbehaves at work,” 
Morgan said with a smirk. 
“But that would be more reward than punishment,” Yvette replied. 
Morgan laughed lightly, then gave Gwen's behind a short smack 
before moving on. She turned to eye Sean and saw his eyes and 
mouth were both quite wide as he stared after the other woman. 
“Come dears,” Yvette purred, ushering them into the sitting room. 
She smiled at Sean, then took Gwen lightly by the arm, kissed her on 
the cheek and eased her down onto an antique chair. 
“You sit here, dear,” she told Sean, easing him into another chair 
across from Gwen's. 
The way the room was set up, Yvette sat next to Sean, and after 
passing out wine in crystal goblets Morgan took her place to his other 
side, leaving Gwen across from all of them and wondering what 
Morgan had planned. Gazing at the woman earned her nothing but a 
small, smug smile which told her little. Except, of course, that Morgan 
was planning something to amuse herself. 
“Gwen, dear,” Yvette said. “However did you trap this fine physical 
specimen here. He's obviously far too good for you.” 
Sean blushed and smiled and Gwen shrugged and grinned. “Just 
lucky, I guess,” she said. 
“And large breasts, of course,” Morgan sniffed. 
Gwen blushed, Sean gaped and Yvette tittered in amusement. 
“No offence, of course, my dear, sweet child,” Morgan said. “I've 
been around you long enough to see you have many, er, talents and 
skills.” 
“You're just jealous,” Yvette said. 
“Am not.” 
“Besides, your breasts are nearly as large as hers. So are mine, for that 
matter.” 
“Don't be absurd,” Morgan said, frowning. “Her breasts are simply 
enormous!” She turned to Gwen and smiled gracefully. “What size 
are your breasts, dear?” she asked sweetly. 
Blushing, Gwen looked at Sean, who seemed half torn between being 
offended and being aroused. “Uhm, thirty eight,” she said. 
“D cup of course?” 
“Uhm, well, yes,” she said. 
“You see, I'm only a thirty six D.” 
“Yours look smaller because you're so tall,” Yvette said. 
“Yes, I suppose you're right. Still, I rather like them.” 
She turned to Sean and beamed. “What about you, Sean, dear? Do 
you think I have nice breasts?” 
“Well ah, I daren't comment actually,” Sean said with a nervous 
glance towards Gwen. 
“Oh she won't mind,” Morgan assured him. “Besides, she knows she 
has lovely breasts. Don't you think she has lovely breasts?” 
“Well, ah, of course,” he said uncertainly. 
“Do you have large nipples or small, Gwen, dear?” 
Again Gwen blushed, but her insides were fluttering wildly and her 
lower belly was starting to flood with heat. 
“I suppose it depends on whether she's aroused,” Yvette said. “I mean, 
they'd grow larger with a little pinching and licking.” 
“Yes, I imagine so,” Morgan said, turning to Sean. “Do they?” 
“I'm not sure that's any of your business, actually,” Sean said, gazing 
at his blushing wife. “And I'm not sure I like the direction of this 
conversation at all.” 
“Isn't he sweet,” Morgan said with a smile. “He thinks we're picking 
on poor, helpless Gwen.” 
“Perish the thought,” Yvette said. 
“You see, Sean, we aren't picking on her. We really are just teasing her 
a little. And I assure you she doesn't mind. In fact, unless I'm quite 
mistaken I believe I see those nipples we were discussing poking out 
against her blouse. Do you see them, Yvette?” 
“Why yes, dear I do. Do you see them, Sean dear?” Yvette asked. 
Sean gaped at them, then at Gwen, and in fact the thick swellings of 
her nipples were difficult to miss as they thrust out against the thin 
blouse straining against her breasts. 
Yvette and Morgan smiled smugly, and Yvette put her hand on his 
arm. “We're all friends here, Sean, dear,” she said, leaning in and 
kissing him softly. 
He drew back after a moment's hesitation, again looking nervously at 
his wife. 
“You see, Sean,” Morgan said, leaning forward and putting her hand 
on his other arm. “We think Gwen would enjoy a bit of sport with us, 
and possibly, you would as well.” 
“S-sport?” he gulped. 
“Yes, dear, sport. Fun. Games. You know?” 
“W-What kind of sport?” 
“Well, the kind you had with her the other night - when you bound 
her wrists together and gave her such a good, hard roddding with 
your big penis. She told us about that, you see.” 
“And didn't she enjoy it,” Yvette said with a wicked grin. 
Sean stared at her and Gwen turned red, looking down at her lap. He 
gasped as Yvette put her hand on his thigh and stroked it lightly. “Life 
is short, Sean,” she said. “Care to have a little enjoyment?” 
“I uh - I-I wouldn't do anything unless...” 
“Unless Gwen consented. Of course, dear,” Morgan sniffed. “Gwen 
darling?” 
Gwen looked down at her feet, face burning. 
“Gwen,” she snapped. 
Gwen looked up, eyes wide. 
“You'd like to have a little sport with us, wouldn't you, dear? With us 
and your sweet, handsome husband?” 
Gwen sat frozen, unable to look at Sean, unable to talk, her heart 
pounding in her chest and the blood racing through her system. 
“Answer at once, Gwen,” Morgan ordered. 
“I-I - yes,” she whispered. 
“Stand up, dear,” Yvette ordered. 
Gwen slowly rose to her feet and found her legs shook. She gripped 
the side of the chair, fighting to control her breathing. 
“Push that chair out of the way,” Morgan ordered. 
Slightly confused, Gwen looked at the chair she had been sitting in, 
then bent and pushed it to one side. 
A moment later Morgan rose and came around the low table to stand 
next to her. She turned to look at Sean, who was staring in dazed 
disbelief, then slipped her hands through Gwen's hair, and up 
alongside her head, tilting her head back. She smiled at Sean, then 
bent and kissed her softly on the lips, her tongue pushing obviously 
into her mouth. 
She held the kiss for long, long seconds as the other two watched, then 
eased back slowly and pulled her hands back. She reached up to one 
of the hanging plants behind where the chair had been and slipped it 
down, then did the same to the second plant a couple of feet to the 
side. That left two large hooks dangling above her head. 
She went to a nearby chest and opened a drawer, withdrawing a pair 
of chains attached to shackles and coming back to stand behind 
Gwen. 
“Raise your arms up high and wide,” she ordered. 
Gwen's arms rose slowly up from either side until they were up above 
her, arms straight but separated. The tall blonde slipped a thick metal 
shackle around one bare wrist, snapping it tight, then did the same to 
the second. Gwen finally looked at Sean and saw him gaping, 
spellbound. 
She felt the shackle on her right wrist pulling up hard and turned to 
look up and back, watching as Morgan slipped a ring at the end of the 
chain around the hook dangling from the chain above. 
She lifted her other arm up and spread it further, gripping the chain 
and forcing Gwen up onto her toes as she slipped the second ring over 
the second hook. 
She stepped back then, and moved around in front of her, watching 
just as the other two were. 
Gwen stood helpless and straight, arms up and apart, chained to the 
hooks dangling from the ceiling. Her insides were spinning and roiling 
with sexual tension and excitement as she shifted her gaze between 
Morgan and Sean, then back again. 
“Doesn't she look lovely?” Morgan said. 
“Quite lovely,” Yvette agreed. “What about you, Sean? Do you think 
she looks lovely like that?” 
“She always looks lovely,” he breathed. 
“Ooh, a romantic,” Morgan said with a smile. 
“But how do you think she looks chained like that, Sean?” Yvette 
asked. “Do you think she looks - erotic?” 
“Yes,” he whispered, eyes wide. “Very much so.” 
Morgan moved beside her so as not to block Sean's view, then placed 
her hand on her stomach. As Sean watched, she slid it slowly up, 
lightly following the line of her chest, running it over her breasts 
before squeezing one lightly. Sean gaped as he watched her hand ease 
down again, sliding gently and slowly down off her breast and over 
her belly, then down her abdomen and between her legs. 
She squeezed sharply and Gwen gasped, legs jerking feebly. 
“Naughty little girl,” Morgan purred. 
She moved around behind her then and her fingers eased aside 
Gwen's hair as she leaned in. Eyeing Sean, she gently kissed the nape 
of her neck, then opened her mouth wider, chewing delicately. Her 
long arms slid around Gwen's body, her hands settling on her 
stomach, then rising slowly up to cover her breasts and squeeze. 
Her hands pulled back and she slapped Gwen's behind hard enough 
to make her yelp, then gripped the back of her shirt and tore it open. 
Her hands slipped inside, easing along Gwen's soft skin, sliding 
around in front to push up and cup her breasts once more. 
Sean stared at the hands moving below his wife's blouse, mouth wide, 
sweat beaded on his forehead as the sexual pressure grew unbearable 
within him. He couldn't take his eyes off the image before him, and 
could hardly breath as he watched. 
Gwen's hands pushed out against the front of the blouse then and 
suddenly a button popped out. Her fingers appeared and she tore the 
front of the blouse open to expose Gwen's breasts, lightly clad in a 
small french lace bra. 
She smirked at Sean, then pulled her hands out and stepped over to a 
table, picking up a pair of sheers. She returned, kissing Gwen on the 
side of the throat then cutting away the remains of her shirt. A 
moment later the bra tumbled down, the straps cut, and Gwen's firm, 
high breasts thrust out hot and swollen, nipples rigid with excitement. 
Morgan's gloved hands rose to cup them again as she bent more 
aggressively, chewing and growling as Gwen groaned. Her fingers 
kneaded her breasts, lifting them and crushing them together, then 
apart, fingers sinking into the soft, malleable flesh, pinching the hard 
little nipples. 
One hand slid down Gwen's trembling body and over her pants, again 
cupping her sex through them and squeezing, pulling her back against 
her own body. She raised her eyes to Sean, smirking. “Sean, dear, do 
you mind terribly if I masturbate your wife?” 
Sean stared, too overcome by excitement an shock to answer. 
“I don't think he minds,” she whispered to Gwen. 
Her hands undid Gwen's belt, undid the catch, then unzipped her 
pants. One hand slid down inside, pushing into her panties as well, 
sliding along the soft, warm flesh of her abdomen until she could 
palm her moist sex. 
“She's very hot,” Morgan said. “And very wet. The little slut is so hot I 
bet I can make her come in her pants.” 
Her gloved fingers began to stroke Gwen's clitoris and Gwen gasped 
and moaned helplessly, staring at Sean who stared back. The 
sensations grew and multiplied, until she was trembling and sweating, 
gasping for breath as her chest tightened and her muscles began to 
twitch and jerk. 
Morgan pulled her hand free and stepped away from her, circling 
around in front as Yvette stood, taking Sean by the arm and leading 
him over to stand directly in front of his chained wife. 
Morgan showed her glistening fingers to him, smiling at the obvious 
sign of his wife's arousal, then slid her left hand through Gwen's hair 
as she pressed her fingers against her lips. 
Gwen moaned as she took the leather covered fingers into her mouth 
and licked at them, the sexuality and eroticism engulfing her fully - as 
they had the other day with those other women. Nothing mattered 
but the pleasure and heat, and she gloried in her own degradation as 
she sucked lovingly on Morgan's fingers. 
Morgan pulled them away, plunging her finger back into her pants, 
fingering her clitoris with an expert touch. She, Yvette and an 
entranced Sean watched her head fall back, watched her eyes close as 
she shuddered. Her back arched slowly as her head began to jerk back 
again and again. 
She began to pant and groan, her pelvis grinding against Morgan's 
fingers, her entire body flushed with heat and arousal. Yvette reached 
out a casual hand, cupping one firm, heavy breast and squeezing 
tightly. 
She came with a cry, head thrown back violently, legs apart, grunting 
and sobbing as the ecstasy roared and swamped her nervous system. 
She was bathed in its fiery joy, racked by convulsions as the orgasm 
sent her mind soaring on and on, higher and higher, the light blinding 
as the pleasure became all. 
She collapsed weakly, falling but held by the chains, gasping 
exhaustedly, hardly aware of the others around her at first. 
When she opened her dazed eyes it was too see Yvette on her knees, 
Sean's thick red cock sliding in and out of her puffy lips as he stared at 
Gwen. 
Given the level of his excitement it didn't take long, and he came with 
a shudder as Yvette slid her lips all the way up his cock to the base, 
taking him down her throat. 
The sight moved Gwen, made her jealous in a way, but also pleased. 
She was happy that Sean was feeling pleasure, that he had joined their 
little group, but nervous as well. The sight of Yvette deep-throating 
him so casually made her aware of her own inadequacies and she 
vowed dazedly that she would become the hottest, most seductive 
woman he had ever known. 
Morgan yanked her pants down to her ankles, then jerked them off, 
briefly pulling Gwen's feet completely out from under her. She gasped 
in pain as the metal shackles bit into her wrists, but quickly found her 
footing again. Morgan then lifted each foot long enough to pull off 
Gwen's shoes. 
“I hate girls who wear panties,” Morgan said with a glower. “Even 
thong panties.” 
She gripped Gwen's panties and her muscles bulged as she tore them 
right off, leaving her completely nude 
“So what do you think of this little slut wife of yours, Sean?” Morgan 
purred, cupping one of Gwen's breasts. 
“S-she's beautiful!” he blurted. 
“Certainly she is. She has an excellent body, fine muscle tone, though 
that could be better, good complexion, pretty face, delicious hair.” 
She moved around behind her and slapped her bare behind, making 
Gwen yelp. 
“But she's still not very well trained. You see, a girl like this is a natural 
sex toy. She needs to be controlled, told what to do and how to serve 
her betters.” 
“But I..” 
“Shh,” Morgan said, placing her finger against his lips. “Let us show 
you how to pleasure a girl like Gwennie, and how to teach her 
obedience and service.” 
She motioned to Yvette, who reached up behind her neck and undid 
her dress, then peeled it down slowly, baring her body inch by inch 
until she stood naked, clad only in a pair of high, stiletto heeled boots 
and the long white gloves. 
She moved forward until she stood directly in front of Gwen, then 
placed her hands on her abdomen. She slid them up Gwen's body to 
cup her breasts tightly, pushing them up and together, then bent, 
chewing and suckling at each nipple in turn as Sean and Morgan 
watched. 
She pulled her lips away, and her hands rose, sliding up over her neck 
and through her hair. Abruptly, she jerked Gwen's head back, chewing 
on her exposed throat, then crushed her lips down on Gwen's as she 
pressed her dark black flesh in tightly against Gwen's pale skin. 
She slid down onto her knees then, hands trailing down Gwen's 
trembling body. She gripped her thighs, pulling them apart, then 
plunged her face in against Gwen's bare sex, licking and sucking as 
Gwen moaned and whimpered in pleasure and rising heat. 
Sean was already hard again, and stared in guilty delight at the sight 
of his naked wife being eaten by the beautiful black woman. 
Morgan eyed him in amusement, then moved away, going to the 
cupboard and pulling out a long, thin, flexible switch. She returned, 
moving behind Gwen, watching her body arch and roll in tune to 
Yvette's tongue, watched the girl's shapely round buttocks tense and 
loosen again and again. 
She raised the switch and sent it in a sideways arc to impact across 
those twin cheeks, making Gwen cry out from the stinging pain and 
jerk forward into Yvette's willing mouth. 
Sean stared at her in astonishment, then at his wife, at her arched 
back and outthrust breasts, at the intensity of the pleasure on her face 
as Morgan slowly drew the switch back and let fly once again. 
He moved around to stand beside her, staring as a third blow cracked 
down across his wife's buttocks, staring at the thin red line of pain 
which appeared there. 
“Such a lovely round behind,” Morgan said, swinging the switch 
down again. 
Gwen came again, her head jerking wildly, her body shaking and 
grinding against Yvette's whipping tongue. 
Yvette kept licking as Gwen's chin fell to her chest. Morgan moved to 
the cupboard again, pulling out a small bottle of jelly. She opened it 
and returned, glanced at Sean, then slipped her gloved fingers into it 
and drew out a thick glob of greenish jelly, smearing it around her 
fingers. 
She moved behind Gwen, and spread her buttocks slightly, then 
pushed her finger up against her rectum. She heard Sean gasp in 
shock as her finger pushed inside, rising up to the knuckle before 
pausing and wriggling around. She eased it back and inserted a 
second, pumping them steadily as Gwen moaned weakly. 
“I'm willing to bet from what young Gwen has told me, that this silly 
little girl has never been sodomised,” Morgan said. “I think it's high 
time she was. Don't you?” 
She turned and eyed his rigid cock, then smiled, gripping Gwen's hair 
and yanking her head back painfully. She kissed her on the cheek as 
her fingers continued to pump into her rectum. 
“Gwennie, darling. Sean here would like to stick his enormous purple 
penis up into your backside. You'd like that wouldn't you?” 
Gwen only moaned in response, and Morgan gestured Yvette to pull 
back. 
“Oh! Oh!” Gwen gasped. 
“You want him to sodomise you, don't you, dear?” 
Sodomise? It was another of those words. It was like masturbate - a 
word one never spoke of, never admitted to, a dirty word, a shocking 
word to be heard in company. Sodomise her? She had never even let 
Seany do her on all fours and yet she was to let herself be sodomised 
by him - here - in front of these other women! 
The idea appalled and shocked her, filled her with wicked pleasure 
and excitement. It was forbidden. It was dirty. It was nasty and only a 
slut would allow it! 
“Y-Y-Yes,” she whispered. 
“Louder, dear.” 
“Yes,” she whimpered. 
“Beg for it - slut.” 
Gwen trembled and shook, pushing her sex forward in hopes of 
reaching Yvette's face, but Yvette only stroked her gloved fingers along 
the edges of her cleft. 
“P-Please,” she gasped. 
“Please what, you little slag?” 
“P-Please! Yes! Yes!” 
“Beg, dog.” 
“P-please s-so-sodomise me,” she gasped, her mind flooding with 
shock at her own words. 
“Call him by name.” 
She whimpered and gulped in air, feeling faint with the heat and 
shock filling her. “Please s-sodomise me, S-Sean,” she said in a choked 
voice. 
“No, no. That's not the way to address him. Call him - Master.” 
Gwen let out a choked sob and moaned, bucking against Yvette's 
fingers when they rode along the lower part of her cleft. 
“Please, master!” she gasped. “Please s-sodomise me, master!” 
Morgan turned to a stunned Sean, grinning. She pulled her fingers 
out of Gwen's behind and gestured him forward. “Do her,” she 
whispered. “Show her how you love that hot little arse of hers! Shove 
your big nasty cock right up into her anus!” 
Sean moved forward, shaking, staring at Gwen's back, then her 
buttocks. Morgan pushed him harder, reaching down and gripping his 
cock in her gloved hand, pressing it against Gwen's back hole. 
“Do her!” she growled. “Show her what a miserable little trollop she is 
and what she's good for!” 
He lunged forward and Gwen cried out, pleasure and pain tearing 
through her body. Yvette chewed and licked at her pussy as Sean's big 
cock was forced up into her rectum. Tears of pain filled eyes blinded 
by waves of pleasure, a full sensation making her lower belly and 
abdomen flutter and cramp. 
He pushed it high, sliding it through her softly clutching sphincter, 
burying his manhood in her belly as his pelvis pushed in hard against 
her buttocks. The both groaned, his hands coming around her and 
squeezing her breasts just as Morgan had, his hips grinding slowly 
against her rear, his cock twisting around inside her. 
He eased back, then thrust up again, making her gasp, forcing her to 
her toes. Again he eased back, only to thrust up once more, and Gwen 
reeled in shocked heat and pleasure at the feel of his cock beginning 
to stroke up and down inside her, at the experience of her first ever 
sodomy. 
The mere word made her mind pulse with excitement. Sodomy. She 
was being sodomised! Sean was sodomising her! It was simply too 
wicked, too wanton! She could feel his cock moving up and down 
inside her. It was a unique sensation back there, but after the initial 
penetration not painful at all. 
She groaned each time he filled her, though, groaned and rose to her 
toes as his hips ground into her buttocks and the head of his cock 
pushed against something deep in her belly. She let her head fall back 
onto his shoulder, rolling bonelessly as the pleasure made her mind 
swirl again, made her feel faint. 
Another orgasm hit her, massive - powerful, flooding her nervous 
system and overloading it. Her mind spun away and she cried out in 
animalistic pleasure, half blinded by her own flying hair as her insides 
roiled and sexual electricity rippled back and forth inside her like sheet 
lighting. 
She was dimly aware of Yvette's tongue lapping at her sex, and Sean's 
cock pumping furiously in her rectum, his hands groping and mashing 
her breasts and his teeth on her neck, but it was all shrouded behind a 
curtain-wall of soundless, soul-searing pleasure. 


Chapter Eleven
Gwen had no strength left in her, and they had to release her from the 
shackles and lower her to her knees. Sean was standing back, face 
flushed, yet she couldn't remember him finishing. 
“You fainted,” Morgan said in delight. 
“Did not,” Gwen groaned. 
“I say, are you all right?” Sean asked anxiously. 
“Maybe you should have sodomised her earlier,” Morgan said smugly. 
“She appears the type of women who really enjoys a good rodding 
back there.” 
Yvette knelt beside her and pressed a cup of water against her lips and 
Gwen drank greedily, some of it spilling down her chest, trickling 
down between and around her breasts. 
They lifted her onto the sofa and had her lay down -nude - of course, 
while Yvette got more drinks. Sean disappeared and Morgan sat next 
to her head, combing her hair with her fingers. 
“Well that went awfully well. Don't you think?” 
“I know why you say I'm an amateur at eating pussy now,” Gwen 
groaned. “I thought Yvette was going to devour me.” 
“She does have a big mouth at times,” Morgan said with a smirk. 
Gwen pulled her head back, looking up at her “How come you don't 
eat my pussy more?” 
“Me?” Morgan pressed her hand against her chest as if in surprise, 
raising her eyebrows. “My dear girl. It's not my concern to give you 
pleasure. It's yours to give it to me.” 
“That's not fair!” 
“No? And how many orgasms have I given you in the past week, 
hmmm? Quite a few more than the reverse I think.” 
“Well - yes but - that's just because I'm so, uhm...” 
“Easily pleased?” 
“Well, sort of.” 
“Wine, ladies?” Yvette said, standing nude before them. 
Gwen sat up and took her glass as Morgan reached for her own. 
“Gwennie is quite upset at the poor job you did licking her pussy, 
Yvette,” Morgan said. 
“I am not!” Gwen cried. 
“Yes, I'm being untruthful,” Morgan said. “Actually, she's annoyed we 
haven't been spending the last week licking her little pussy for her.” 
Yvette sniffed and sat down. “Hardly any need. After all, she got off 
on my big toe the first time we met.” 
Morgan laughed in delight while Gwen bit her lip and blushed. Sean 
came down the stairs then, fully dressed. He looked at the three and 
his face flushed nervously as he came forward into the room. 
“Ah, the master is back,” Morgan said. “All ready to watch us torture 
your sluttish wife?” 
“Ah, er - so long as Gwen wants it of course,” Sean said nervously. 
“Really, dear,” Morgan sighed. “That's really not the kind of attitude 
one takes with the likes of Gwen.” 
She turned and looked down her nose at the naked brunette. 
“Get down on your knees, Gwennie,” she said curtly. 
Gwen drew in a deep breath, then slipped forward off the couch and 
knelt on the floor in front of Sean. 
Morgan knelt behind her then, pulling her arms back. Yvette reached 
forward to steady her as Morgan wrapped the leather straps around 
her wrists, then her upper arms, forcing her elbows back together. 
Morgan produced two more thick straps, and Yvette helped hold 
Gwen steady as she strapped each of Gwen's legs as she sat on her 
heels, sliding around her upper thigh and lower calf, strapping them 
together so she could not straighten her legs, could not rise. 
“Sit straight,” Morgan ordered, getting to her feet and tugging up and 
back on Gwen's hair. 
She forced Gwen to sit up straighter, her buttocks on her heels, kicked 
her knees apart so they were spread wide, then led the other two back 
to their sofa chair, the three sitting and drinking wine as they eyed the 
helpless, naked woman kneeling before them. 
“What do you think of the way your wife looks now?” Morgan asked. 
“Absolutely breathtaking,” Sean said. 
Yvette nodded. “She's helpless, and at your complete mercy. You can 
do anything you want with her.” 
“Well uh, as long as she wants to, of course.” 
“Sean dear,” she whispered in his ear. “Don't talk like that. You'll spoil 
the illusion for her.” 
“I don't understand.” 
“She wants to be a helpless sex slave. That's the fire burning her little 
mind. She knows that ultimately she's safe, that none of us will 
actually do her any harm, and that if indeed she demanded to be 
freed she'd get it, but she doesn't want it brought up.” 
“Yes, call her names,” Yvette whispered. “Growl at her, snarl at her, 
treat her cruelly. That's what she wants.” 
She put down her glass and stood up, walking over to stand in from of 
Gwen. 
“Straighten up, you slut!” she snapped. 
Gwen grunted with effort as she straightened her back, feeling 
another small ripple of excitement as she looked up at the beautiful 
blonde. 
Morgan walked in slow circles around her, then paused abruptly while 
standing behind her, gripping her hair and forcing her head up and 
back. Gwen gasped in pain, back arching sharply. She looked up into 
Morgan's face as the blonde bent over her. 
“Did you like being sodomized, you dirty little trollop?” 
“I-I - yes,” she gasped. 
Yvette was still nude. She moved slightly apart from Sean and raised 
her legs, putting her feet on the edge of the sofa. 
“Come here, Gwennie,” she ordered. 
Morgan let go of her hair and Gwen rocked forward, trying to move. 
She lost her balance when she forgot her legs were strapped up and 
fell forward with a grunt. 
“Stupid cow,” Morgan said. 
“Crawl to me, darling,” Yvette ordered. “Crawl on your belly.” 
Gwen grunted with effort, throwing her weight from side to side, 
gasping in pain as her soft breasts rolled and ground across the rug 
below her. It was only a few feet to the sofa but it seemed to take 
forever to make it there. Then Yvette and Morgan helped her to her 
knees and Yvette ran her fingers through her hair. 
“Pretty little girl,” she purred. 
Sean looked down at her, excited and fascinated. She glowed with 
pride even as she shrank from embarrassment. 
“Eat me, little slut,” Yvette ordered. 
“Y-Yes, mistress,” she whispered. 
Sean inhaled sharply at the words, eyes widening as he watched his 
wife bend over, watched her pert lips press in against the black 
woman's sex, saw her small, pink tongue push out and lap up along 
her slit. 
Morgan moved behind her and cupped her sex, then pumped two 
gloved fingers inside her. She moved back to the cupboard, then, but 
none of the others paid attention. 
Gwen felt giddy as she licked up and down Yvette's sex. Sean's eyes 
bored into her, and she knew their relationship would never be the 
same, that their dull, boring, occasional sex life was gone forever. 
Yvette bunched her hair up around her head, twisting it lightly from 
side to side. She ran a gloved hand down along her ribs and cupped 
one of her round breasts, squeezing it as her husband watched. 
Yvette slumped down, spreading her legs wider, sighing in pleasure as 
Gwen's tongue lapped at her pussy. She turned and gave Sean a smug 
smile and he frowned, feeling waves of jealousy mix in with his 
excitement. He glared a little at Gwen, feeling the instinct just then to 
punish her somehow. 
Then he saw Morgan return. He bit his lip in delight as he looked her 
up and down. She had removed her dress and was now clad in the 
same fashion as Yvette, with long boots and gloves. 
But one thing was different. She was, as he watched, fitting a large, 
strap-on dildo around herself. 
He felt his cock stirring yet again as he watched her kneel behind his 
prone wife, watched her gloved hands slide over Gwen's backside, 
then in between her legs. He saw Gwen's reaction, saw the pleasure on 
her face. 
Then Morgan seized the thick cock and pressed it against Gwen's sex, 
thrusting it in hard and deep, making her grunt in pain even as Sean 
felt his hips pushing slightly forward as if in sympathy, urging the 
blonde woman on. 
He reached down, cupping one of Gwen's breasts, squeezing it slowly, 
then deeply, harder than he had ever dared in their gentle lovemaking, 
hard enough to make her wince and send a thrill of pleasure up his 
spine. He eased his hand back in confusion, wondering why, even as 
he loved her, he felt the desire to cause her pain. 
Morgan's hips rocked back and forth as she used the dildo on the 
kneeling girl, her bare flesh slapping against Gwen's buttocks as she 
sent the thick, plastic tool pumping forward again and again. 
Sean rose, moving to the side, watching the thing eagerly, watching 
the glistening pink tube as it disappeared, then reappeared then 
disappeared again, feasting his eyes on the straining pubic lips 
wrapped around it and his wife's smoothly rounded buttocks as they 
began to push back against the woman behind her. 
Again he felt that mixture of delight and anger, jealousy making him 
want to smack the shapely rear, to punish his wife for so enjoying sex 
with another. Then he felt another thrill of pride in her, in her beauty 
and seductiveness, and happiness in her obvious pleasure. 
Morgan raised her hand then, slapping it down hard on Gwen's 
behind as she cursed her. Sean felt both sinful delight and anger. How 
dare she strike his wife? How dare she use her so? 
Again the hand came down, and he wished it were his own as Gwen's 
behind darkened under the force of the blow. 
Morgan turned her head and looked up at him, smiling smugly. He 
felt as though he were challenged, as though she were throwing it in 
his face. She was kneeling there behind his wife thrusting into her 
hard and fast, right in front of him, as though daring him to interfere, 
to stop her from making lewd use of his wife's body. 
She raised her hand and slapped it down again, hard, then ran her 
hand up along Gwen's ribs and squeezed one of her breasts, her eyes 
still fixed on Sean's. She turned her head then, focusing on Gwen as 
she pumped harder, gasping as she felt her own pleasure take hold of 
her. 
Sean had no idea what caused the pleasure, but felt that resentment 
again, both towards Morgan for having the gall to ride his wife like a 
common slut, and towards Gwen for not only allowing it but 
obviously enjoying it. 
But all of that was mere background to the heat and pleasure he felt 
at viewing the wicked scene before him. His manhood was hungry 
again, and he was considering the possibility of kneeling down behind 
Morgan and sheathing it in her own backside. 
Somehow he knew, though, that the woman would not tolerate that, 
so he merely watched, watched as a woman he hardly knew made 
lewd and rough use of his wife's tender body right before his eyes. 
Morgan slowed, groaning in pleasure, she gave several long, deep, 
hard thrusts, grinding her hips into Gwen's backside, then half 
collapsed over her, panting tiredly. 
She eased back then, pulling the glistening wet dildo from Gwen's 
sheath, then rose gracefully, moving to the switch and picking it up. 
She ran it between her fingers, bending it from side to side as she 
smiled at Sean, then stood to one side of Gwen and swung it down. 
Gwen yelped in pain, but didn't halt her licking. Again the switch 
came down, and again, each time causing the soft, rounded little 
behind to jerk sharply forward. 
“Such a naughty little girl,” Morgan said. 
She turned and eyed Sean, then held out the switch. He stared at it in 
shock, then reached out as if in a daze, taking it in his hand and 
letting her move him in behind Gwen. 
“Switch her good, darling,” Morgan whispered. “You know she's a 
bad girl. Punish her.” 
He shuddered, then swung the switch down. Again Gwen yelped and 
her behind jerked forward. He felt a wave of heat and excitement at 
the touch, at the impact, and swung again, harder. 
The sight of Gwen's behind jerking forward, the sight of the red line 
across her perfect rear, and the sound of her squeal all made his cock 
twitch and pulse. He swung again, and again, the switch hissing 
through the air now as it cut down against Gwen's behind. 
She was yelping continuously now, her behind jerking and shaking 
from side to side and up and down. Yvette had hold of her by the hair 
and was holding her face in against her sex, but Gwen was making no 
effort to twist away, her insides burning even more than her rear as 
each blow sent a sharp little blast of heat and pleasure into her mons. 
“Tell her what a slut she is,” Morgan whispered into his ear. 
He felt a surge of shocked pleasure at the notion. 
“Filthy little tramp!” he exclaimed, cracking the switch down again. 
“Slut!” 
Gwen cried out as another orgasm washed over her, realizing it was 
Sean switching her, feeling a tremendous wall of sensory bliss fall 
around her as she heard his words. Again and again she cried out, 
eyes rolling back in her head as the switch burned her buttocks, 
snapping and biting again and again. 
Then Morgan was undoing the straps holding her ankles up against 
her thighs. Her feet dropped to the floor, easing the pain on her knees, 
and she immediately spread her legs wider. 
Yvette came then, grunting and moaning as her thighs crushed 
together around Gwen's head, hands tugging on her hair as her head 
rolled back against the back of the sofa. 
She eased her legs apart slowly and let go of her hair. Then Morgan 
dragged a straight-backed chair over beside her, bending and taking 
her hair, wrapping it around her fist and dragging her almost bodily to 
her feet. 
Morgan sat in the chair and manoeuvred Gwen over her so she 
straddled the chair facing her. Gwen eased down as Morgan held the 
nose of the dildo up towards her sex, and she let out a shudder and a 
groan as she sank onto it. 
“Now do her from behind again,” Morgan ordered, squeezing her 
breasts as Gwen swayed weakly. 
Sean needed no further urging, and hurried forward, undoing his 
pants once more. He yanked out his erection and pressed his stiff 
prong against his wife's anus just above where the thick dildo 
protruded from between the slick, pink lips of her sex. He pushed in 
slowly, his hands going around her and cupping her breasts, then he 
and Morgan bit into the nape of her neck on opposite sides. 
As he worked himself deeper he thought he could actually feel the 
stiff hardness of the dildo inside his wife’s belly, and his mind was 
twisting and roiling as he thrust in to the last inch. Never had he felt so 
aroused, so excited, so crazed by lust. 
He ground himself into Gwen's shapely rear, then began to pump 
even as Morgan gripped her buttocks and began to raise her up and 
down on her plastic cock. 
Gwen herself could do little, her arms still bound and her body weak 
and frazzled. Yet the pleasure rose uncontrollably and another orgasm 
slashed across her consciousness. It set her shuddering and groaning, 
fell away, then rose again seconds later. 
Another, then another, then another hit her, multiple orgasms 
parading across her nervous system as her mind reeled and her body 
was racked by convulsions. It was too much. It was too glorious. And 
she knew that nothing in life could be so grand and so wonderful. 


Chapter Twelve
“Are you wearing any panties?” 
The soft words startled her and Gwen whirled around to see the 
young brunette from her first evening with Morgan looking up at her 
with a cocky grin. 
“Oh,” she said, looking around before focusing on the girl again. 
“Hello. Holly, I think.” 
“Yes. Surprising you remembered given your state of mind last week.” 
Gwen blushed a little and nodded. She was in the grocers, behind a 
cart full of groceries, acting, as she thought, "normal", and hadn't 
anticipated someone from her "secret" life intruding. 
For that was how she thought of her strange and exotic activities with 
Morgan. She was a perfectly ordinary young working professional 
woman - who just happened to have a secret lewd life of uninhibited 
sexual adventures. 
That made her feel like she was always carrying around a secret. Even 
as she shopped in a respectable fashion, wearing a quite respectable 
loose print dress which hung almost to her ankles odd bits of erotic 
memories kept flashing through her mind, making her feel secretly 
smug that none around her would know or even guess what kind of a 
woman she really was. 
“You shop here?” she asked. 
“Oh, well, when I shop. I eat out a lot,” Holly said. “Can't stand my 
own cooking.” 
Gwen nodded absently, and pushed the cart forward. 
“So how long have you and Morgan been an item?” Holly asked. 
“Well, we aren't exactly,” Gwen said, keeping her voice low. “I mean, 
we met a few weeks ago, but we're not, well, you know, not like she 
and Yvette.” 
“You're married then?” 
“Yes.” 
“And has Yvette gotten her nasty claws into him yet?” 
“Uhm, well, we did sort of - get together the other night in fact.” 
“Ahh, with Morgan there too, I'm sure,” the girl nodded. 
She looked even younger today than she had before, with her short 
brown hair spilling bangs across her forehead, wearing a faded blue 
jean jacket and denim pants. 
“Yes,” Gwen said. 
“Should've invited me,” the girl said with a grin. “But then again I 
was working last night.” 
“Oh? What do you do?” 
She halted the cart and reached up from orange juice. 
“Well, I'm a stripper.” 
Gwen placed the juice in the cart, staring at the girl in surprise. 
“I mean, only part time, of course,” Holly said. “Mostly I go to the 
LSE. I just strip on Friday nights, and sometimes Saturday. It pays all 
my bills nicely so I won't leave school with a whopping great bill to the 
government.” 
“But that - well, I mean, aren't you - “
“Embarrassed?” Holly giggled. “God no. It's kind of a kick, really, to 
have all those men panting and whistling after me, all of them 
wanting to get me, you know? But they can't have me.” She waggled 
her eyebrows in amusement. 
“But, well, you're going to be an economist I take it, since you're at the 
LSE. Won't your er, future career prospects suffer if they find out...” 
“I'm sure, but it's not something I plan to claim on my resume, you 
know. And few of the men look much beyond the body. I could pass 
most of them on the street next day and they'd not recognize me. The 
odds are against anyone I work for recalling how they once saw me in 
a strip club.” 
Gwen shook her head slowly. “I could never do that. I'd be far too 
embarrassed.” 
“You've only known Morgan a few weeks, you say. Give her more time 
and you'll not be embarrassed. You've already done it with the four of 
us there.” 
She picked up a bag of cookies off a shelf they passed and opened it 
as they walked. 
“Wait until she has you gang banged,” she whispered. “After a few of 
those you'll not find yourself easily embarrassed.” 
“G-gang banged?” 
“You know, just you and five or ten men, all of them growling and 
cursing and pawing at you as they fight to stuff their pricks into every 
orifice at once. It's quite an experience, believe me.” 
“That's not for me,” Gwen said, though her mind felt a surge of heat 
at the thought. 
“Well, perhaps not. I certainly enjoyed it.” 
“You were - with Morgan?” 
Holly shook her head and swallowed a mouth full of cookie. “No, 
Brenda has been my main dom. I only see Morgan occasionally.” 
“Dom?” 
“You know, sub and dom. You're a sub, a submissive, and Morgan is 
your dom - for dominant. Actually I'm both a sub and a dom. It just 
depends on my mood. I'm a dom with my roommate at college, you 
see. She's such a sweet little mouse and she adores being ordered 
about. Then with Brenda I'm a sub.” 
“I guess I'm not quite expert at the uhm, terms yet,” Gwen said with a 
shy smile. 
“You'll get used to it,” the girl said with a shrug. 
“You seem rather, well, rather young to be so - knowledgeable.” 
“I started early,” the girl said with a grin. “I had this wicked old uncle 
who used to tie me up and spank me, you see. I never knew then just 
why I enjoyed it so thoroughly. I thought I was just crazy. Now I've 
taken enough psychology to understand.” Again she shrugged. 
“Anyway, I'm only eighteen, but I've a good bit of experience, most of 
it pretty nice. So what's your husband like?” 
“He's sweet,” Gwen said uncertainly. 
“Does he know about you and Morgan?” 
“Yes. As I said, we got together last night.” 
“Oh right. So how did he take it?” 
“He enjoyed it.” 
“Not got the urge to tie you up himself now?” 
“Well, yes, actually,” she said, blushing a bit. 
“That's nice. I'd like to meet a guy who'll top me, but who won't go 
overboard, you know, and try to control my life. Brenda is good that 
way. She treats me like dirt when we get together for sex but she's 
quite nice any other times. Like in class, say.” 
“In class?” 
“She's one of my teachers.” 
Gwen nodded thoughtfully, putting some bread into the cart, then 
heading for the cashier. 
“So you didn't answer me.” 
“What?” 
“Wearing any panties?” 
Gwen frowned at the girl, who looked back with an impudent grin. 
“Yes, actually,” she said. 
“Bad girl,” Holly said. 
Gwen snorted, beginning to put things on the counter. 
She bent over to pull some cans from the cart and straightened 
rapidly, looking about her, then turning to glare at Holly, who had 
given her a quick squeeze between the legs. 
“Stop that,” she whispered. 
Holly giggled and leaned back against the cash behind her as Gwen 
finished, paid for her purchases, then took her bags. 
“How about a lift home then?” 
Gwen put her things in the boot of the car, feeling Holly's hand slip 
between her legs against as she bent over. 
“Holly,” she said warningly. 
She straightened up and looked down at the girl, who smiled, but 
didn't apologise, instead moving forward to stand inches away. She 
was shorter than Gwen, and younger, yet she exuded a raw, wild 
sexuality and a confidence that Gwen found was starting to make her 
own loins throb. 
“Why don't I bring you home and give you a good spanking?” Holly 
said, sliding her hand through Gwen's hair. 
The idea was absurd on the face of it. The girl was younger, smaller, 
barely out of high school, yet Gwen inhaled deeply, finding a 
fluttering in her chest at the thought. 
“I have things to do yet,” she said hesitantly. 
Holly's face became serious, her look intent, forceful. “Come home 
with me,” she said. 
“Holly I - “
This time her hand shot out and cupped Gwen's sex through the thin 
fabric of her dress, cupped and squeezed hard so a rush of pleasure 
and pain hit her hard. She staggered a step, gripping Holly's slim 
wrist, yet hesitated at pulling it away. 
She looked around her but no one was near, then gasped as Holly 
squeezed harder. “D-don't,” she whispered. 
“Tell me you're not a hot slut who needs to serve her mistress,” Holly 
growled, reaching up with her other hand and cupping one of Gwen's 
breasts. 
It was insane, yet Gwen felt a thrill of heat and need. She jerked her 
head once in agreement and Holly smiled, easing her hands back. 
“Drive then,” she ordered. 
They got into the car, Gwen driving, Holly slouched in the other seat 
grinning smugly and giving directions to her basement flat in the east 
end. 
Holly took her by the arm and led her down the stairs, unlocked the 
flat, then pulled her inside. It was dimly lit, with concrete walls and 
bare pipes overhead. But it was richly, comfortably furnished, with 
wildly colourful rugs scattered across the floor and tapestries on the 
walls. 
Another young girl was there, laying across a bed reading a magazine 
as the television played in the background. She rolled over then sat up 
at the sight of Gwen, who looked back uneasily. 
“This is Gwen,” Holly said. “I found her at the grocery store and 
decided to kidnap her.” 
“Hello,” the girl said softly. 
She was tall and willowy, looking fragile and innocent, with enormous 
blue eyes and a mass of golden blonde curly hair tumbling down her 
back. 
Holly moved to stand beside her, then kissed her, causing the girl to 
blush slightly. “This is Zoe, my bitch,” she said, gripping the girl's hair 
and forcing her head back. 
She let go with a smile, noting the red faces of both women. “And 
Gwen is another hot slut. Aren't you, Gwen?” 
“I...” 
“Shut up and strip,” Holly ordered. 
Gwen opened her mouth in surprise, her mind gripped by uncertain 
emotions. In one sense she found Holly amusing, the thought of the 
cocky young girl dominating her strange and unreal. Yet in another 
she felt a wild elation and sexual heat at the thought of degrading 
herself before these two young girls. She hardly knew them, after all, 
knew the blonde girl not at all. And while she had grown used to 
demeaning herself before Morgan and Yvette - or at least in their 
presence, she was on her own here. 
She reached for her belt, blushing furiously, especially with the wide-
eyed Zoe looking on. She removed the belt, then unbuttoned her dress 
and lifted it up and over her head, dropping it on the bed. She undid 
her bra and shrugged it off, then slipped out of her panties. 
Naked but for her shoes she shuddered under their gaze, standing 
straight, arms at her sides as her fingers twitched. 
“Nice boobs on her, eh?” Holly said. 
“Yes. Quite,” the blonde girl breathed. 
Holly went to a stereo and turned it on, shifting channels, then 
snapping her fingers and rolling her hips as she found a tune she liked. 
She turned to Gwen and looked her up and down. 
“Dance,” she ordered. 
“P-Pardon?” 
“Dance. Dance for us.” 
“But I-I well, I don't know what...” 
“You know perfectly well what I mean. Dance for us.” 
Blushing furiously Gwen slowly moved her hips in time to the music. 
The two girls sat on the edge of a bed and watched. 
Feeling bizarrely uncomfortable she turned slightly so she didn't see 
them, and began to sway more, rolling her hips and twisting her 
upper torso. She recalled the little dance she sometimes did before her 
mirror and slid her hands up her body and through her hair. 
She wondered if she could arouse the two girls just by dancing, if she 
could get them hot for her. She thought of Holly at a strip club, the 
petite young girl dancing nude under the bright lights as men shouted 
and whistled, and felt her lower belly go heavy with liquid heat. 
She imagined herself on such a stage, naked under all those eyes, 
rolling her head and hips, sliding her fingers up and down her torso as 
she turned again, facing the girls. Her excitement brushed away much 
of her embarrassment now, though much still remained. 
“Squeeze your breasts more,” Holly ordered. 
She did as she told her, lifting her breasts in her hands, stroking the 
undersides and squeezing the soft meat. 
“Arch your back more, you stupid cow,” Holly snapped. 
Gwen flushed, resentment warring with wicked delight as she obeyed. 
“Enough,” Holly said. “Zoe. Stand.” 
The blonde girl rose uncertainly and Holly turned back to Gwen. 
“Take her clothes off.” 
Zoe bit her lip a little shyly and Gwen inhaled deeply, then stepped 
forward. The girl was a complete stranger, but that only made her 
actions more wicked, more wanton. She gripped her sweater and 
lifted it up and off, baring the girl's small breasts, then opened her 
pants and tugged them down. 
Zoe stepped out of them, naked, turning to look at Holly for 
directions. 
“Lay on the bed.” 
Zoe got into the bed, laying back on her back. 
“Now you get atop her,” Holly ordered. 
Gwen felt exquisitely embarrassed and nervous as she climbed slowly 
into the bed, then slid her body atop Zoe's, her elbows coming down 
to either side of the girl's chest as Holly stood up and moved to the 
side of the bed. 
“Both of you spread your legs,” she ordered. 
Both women obeyed. 
“Now do it.” 
Gwen blinked, but Zoe reached up around her, eyes wide and shy, 
then pulled her face down. They kissed softly, and Gwen felt a surge 
of heat. 
“Spread your legs more, you stupid bitches,” Holly ordered. 
Gwen shifted her legs wider, the tendons in her thighs aching now as 
she began to grind her sex instinctively against Zoe's own naked pussy. 
The feeling was delicious, and she gasped softly as she felt the girl's 
moisture echo her own. 
Their kisses became more passionate, their heat rising as their hands 
began to move over each other's bodies. She felt Zoe's hands slide 
down her back and cup her behind, squeezing, pulling her in against 
her own body. 
She felt another hand then - Holly's - and gasped as her fingers sank 
into her quim. She felt them pressing down, felt her sex grinding 
harder against Zoe's, and realized Holly had sunk her thumb into the 
blonde girl's pussy as well, and was pinching her fingers and thumb 
together as she rolled them from side to side. 
The heat and pleasure cut into her embarrassment and shattered it, 
filing her with need and desire, and she ground down harder and 
faster, moaning as her tongue and Zoe's slipped together. 
“Enough!” Holly ordered, pulling her fingers free and grabbing Gwen 
by the hair to force her up and back. 
Gwen cried out in pain, reaching for her wrist and twisting it away, 
glaring at her. Holly glared back. “Get up at once!" she snapped. 
Gwen reluctantly obeyed, and saw that Holly had hung a meter long 
bar from the ceiling for some reason. Holly pulled Zoe up by the hair 
even more roughly, but the blonde made no attempt to resist as she 
was led to the bar. 
“Get over here, slut,” Holly ordered. 
Gwen walked over and Holly pushed the two women together, their 
faces inches apart, then produced a long, soft rope and tied it around 
Zoe's wrist. She lifted her arm into the air and slipped the rope 
through a ring set on one end of the bar, then lifted Gwen's hand to it. 
Gwen and Zoe clasped hands as the rope was wound around and 
around their wrists. Holly lifted their other arms then, and similarly 
bound their wrists together at the other end of the bar. 
Zoe kissed her softly, and Gwen returned it as Holly produced a 
second bar. She knelt behind Zoe, another rope sliding around her 
ankle, going through the ring, then going around Gwen's ankle. 
When she stood up both women were standing bound, bodies pressed 
tightly together. Holly slapped Gwen on the backside a she slipped a 
hand between them. “Move yourself back,” she ordered. 
That was, of course, impossible, but with some effort Gwen managed 
to lean her chest backwards a little as Zoe did the same She looked 
down to see a pair of small gold rings in the girl's hands, and watched 
in surprise as she slipped one into the hole in Zoe's right nipple. 
She hadn't noticed that the girl's nipples were pierced before, and 
found herself excited yet further by the sight of the small gold ring 
dangling from the blonde girl's tiny pink nipple. A second gold ring 
soon hung from her other nipple, and Holly produced a small, thin 
wire. 
“You should get your nipples pierced,” she said. “But for now...” 
She squeezed Gwen's breast, then twisted one end of the small wire 
around her nipple. Gwen yelped as she forced it very tight around the 
straining pink button, but Holly only grinned. She did the same 
around her other nipple, then deftly pushed the thin little wires 
through Zoe's nipple rings and twisted them around. 
Not finished yet, she opened a drawer in the nightstand next to one of 
the beds and pulled out a simply enormous rubber dildo. Gwen 
thought it must be almost two feet long and quite, quite thick. Holly 
grinned at her, bending it this way and that. 
She returned to the two women, and moved behind Zoe. Gwen saw 
the girl's eyes close and her lips part as her body jerked, and knew 
Holly had forced the end of the thing up into her pussy. She felt Zoe 
rising onto her toes as the thing was jammed even higher, and Holly 
slapped her behind to make her ease down. 
Holly bent then and Gwen felt the opposite end of the dildo pushing 
up into her own hungry opening. She pushed it higher and higher, 
until her pussy ached and felt full and bloated. 
There was a distinct pressure inside her sex from the dildo. It had 
been sharply bent, she realized, with one end up inside Zoe, and the 
other inside her. Even as she stood there gasping and rolling her hips 
she realized Holly was pushing up the two ends to force them as 
deeply as possible into both women. 
Yet though the thing was pliable it had a natural spring in it which 
tried to straighten it out, and so was pressing back, as if to force Gwen 
to shuffle backwards. She couldn't, of course, nor could Zoe. 
Her insides began to squirm with excitement. The whole scene was 
strange and bizarre, yet she felt a delicious heat with her body pressed 
helplessly against the lovely young blonde girl. Each time she moved 
the wire around her nipples tugged at her and made them sting, and 
now she was lodged on the thick dildo that was attached to the 
blonde, Zoe's movements affecting her as well. 
“Filthy sluts,” Holly said, circling them slowly. 
Zoe licked out across Gwen's lips, and then pressed her face forward. 
Their bodies began to grind and roll together, each of them feeling 
sharp little stinging sensations amid the gush of pleasure as their 
nipples rolled and jerked against each other. 
And then Holly produced a long thin riding crop. Holly pushed it 
between their lips, forcing it sideways into Gwen's mouth, forcing her 
head back. 
“Has Morgan beaten you yet, slut?” 
“N-no,” she gasped, eyeing the thing in some fear. 
“Not even a little?” she growled. 
“O-only with a switch,” Gwen stuttered. “Only on my b-backside.” 
“Does the riding crop frighten you, slut?” 
“Yes.” 
“Yes, mistress!” 
“Yes, mistress,” she breathed. 
Holly pushed it back against Zoe's face, sliding it over her nose and 
cheeks. “It doesn't frighten you, does it, bitch?” 
“No, mistress,” Zoe moaned, turning her head to kiss the crop. 
“You both need a beating,” Holly said. “I won't hit more than you can 
tolerate, Gwennie. Tell me to stop if you can't take it. If you're too 
weak.” 
“But I...” 
“Only on the backside then,” Holly said, snorting derisively. 
She eased back and Zoe groaned, crushing her lips against Gwen's, 
her tongue plunging inside. 
Holly moved back, finally stripping off her clothes to reveal her 
perfect little body. She picked up the crop and moved behind Zoe, 
who was grinding her hips more and more passionately now, the dildo 
twisting around inside the anxious Gwen's belly as she began to return 
the passion. 
The crop hissed through the air and struck Zoe's behind hard. The 
blonde cried out, jamming herself forward against Gwen, the dildo 
bending and twisting, her nipples sliding and tugging against the wire. 
Her hips jerked forward, jamming against Gwen, the hard rubber 
dildo impaling them grinding and twisting upwards to jam the top of 
their mounds together. 
Holly circled them, then the crop cracked down across Gwen's 
buttocks, the sound softer, the blow not so harsh. Still her buttocks 
flared with pain and she cried out, the sound absorbed by Zoe's 
mouth, which covered her own in hungry, desperate want. 
“Sluts!” Holly cursed them. 
The crop slashed down on Zoe's buttocks again, then again, then 
across her back. Gwen cried out with her, their bodies jerking and 
shaking, her nipples aching as the dildo stirred up her pussy into a 
steaming froth. 
Again the crop descended, and she thought she felt the impact against 
Zoe's back through her slender body. She chewed on the side of the 
girl's throat as Zoe flung her head back, beginning to buck her lower 
torso forward with feverish need now. 
Holly moved around and the crop bit into Gwen's behind, then, 
again, then again, each blow harder than the one preceding it, her 
body shaking, vibrating with lust as a wall of heat enveloped her. Her 
wrists and ankles tugged against the ropes, her breasts grinding and 
mashing against Zoe's, her nipples sparkling little fireballs. 
The sound of the crop striking flesh filled the room, counterpoint to 
their gasps and moans and cries of pain and pleasure. It struck Zoe 
again across the back, hard, tears filling her eyes even as she bucked 
her loins against Gwen. 
The next blow struck her buttocks, the next her thighs, as Holly 
circled, moving like a predatory cat. Gwen cried out as her buttocks 
felt the bite of the crop, and she ground her breasts deliberately 
against Zoe, superheated air rushing from their mouths as the gasped 
for breath. 
Zoe cried out, the sound of the blow loud, the force of it echoing 
through her narrow chest. Gwen felt it against her, felt a stunning 
need, a desperate craving as her orgasm rose to towering levels, 
circling her and trembling like a tower about to fall. 
Holly circled again. 
“M-M-My back!” she cried, grinding desperately. 
Holly smiled, tracing the tip of the crop along her spine, then lashed 
down across her shoulders. The pain was intense and Gwen almost 
screamed, yet the pleasure outraced it to her mind, swamping her 
with its soothing relief. 
Again the crop cracked along her back, just below her shoulder 
blades, then again, across her lower back as she came, throwing back 
her head, the heat an inferno now, the ecstasy blinding. 
The two women rolled and ground their loins in maddened lust, 
intoxicated by the pleasure gripping them, the crop lashing across 
their flesh as their cries rose higher and higher. 


Chapter Thirteen
“What took you so long?” Sean asked, looking up from a football 
game. 
Gwen halted, frozen briefly. “I uhm, I was - window shopping.” 
Sean snorted and shook his head as she walked past him and put her 
bags on the kitchen counter. Her back ached only slightly, which 
surprised her. But then, Holly hadn't struck as hard as she might have, 
knowing her new to all of this. 
Still, there would be no hiding the marks on her back and buttocks, 
red lines of bruised flesh. They were quite obvious, and would be so 
for at least a day or two. Sean knew and seemed to accept her and 
Morgan, but what would he think of her and Holly. 
Or more accurately, her and Zoe, since Holly had done nothing with 
her other than bind and whip her. Afterwards, it had been Zoe who 
had been forced to grovel at Holly's feet, licking and sucking on her 
toes before raising her lips to pleasure her. 
Strange girls, she thought idly. Nice, but quite odd, the two of them. 
She looked at her wrists, still red from her tugging at the ropes, and 
licked her lips worriedly, trying to think how to explain it to Sean. 
If he stayed clear of her for a few days it wouldn't matter, and there 
was a time when she could have been reasonably certain he would. 
But Morgan had done a great deal to rouse his interest in sex. Even 
after last evening he hadn't had enough, and had made rough, 
passionate love to her on their return home, then again this morning 
on waking. 
She wondered if she could convince him the marks were from the 
switch he and Morgan had used on her. 
She gasped as he came up alongside her, his hand sliding onto her 
backside and squeezing. 
“Something wrong?” 
“I-I - no,” she gulped. 
His hand moved up her back and she winced slightly again. 
“Something is wrong.” 
“No. Nothing!” 
“Let's make love then.” 
She moaned softly, and he turned her to face him, his lips nuzzling at 
her throat. “Is that a new perfume?” he asked. 
“Yes,” she whispered. 
His hand found her breast, squeezing softly, then slipped down her 
body and between her legs, gripping the bottom of her dress and 
easing it upwards as he undid her belt. 
“S-Sean,” she moaned. 
He lifted the dress up over her head, tossing it on the table, then 
slipped his arms around her, hands moving across her back. Again she 
flinched, and he frowned, easing back, then turning her. 
“What the devil...” 
His fingers traced one red line, then another, and he jerked her 
around again to face him. “When did this happen?” he demanded. 
She looked down, embarrassed. 
“Well?” 
“Just this morning,” she whispered. 
“And who did it? Morgan? Yvette?” 
She shook her head. 
“Who then?” 
He forced her head up and she looked at him fearfully. 
“Who?” 
“H-Holly,” she said. 
“Holly? Who the devil is Holly?” 
“A girl,” she said. “A college girl.” 
“A college girl? What in the hell are you doing with a college girl?” 
“Sh-she's a friend of Morgan,” she said. 
He stepped back a pace, staring at her in confusion. “But how - I 
think you've got a good deal of explaining to do.” 
She nodded unhappily and he took her arm, leading her out into the 
living room and to the sofa. She sat down gingerly and he sat next to 
her. 
“Explain.” 
“Morgan introduced us. She - she's like Morgan in a way, except that 
sometimes, well, sometimes she likes to be tied up herself and - and 
switched, I imagine. She's just a young girl, Sean.” 
“And you were with her today.” 
“I was at the market and she showed up there and started talking. She 
asked me to drive her home and then, well, once we got there.” She 
paused helplessly. 
“So you had sex with her.” 
Gwen wasn't sure if he was angry or excited at the thought. He 
appeared to be a bit of both. 
“Well -not precisely.” 
“What do you mean not precisely?” 
“She didn't actually - that is, well, she had a roommate, a young 
blonde girl. Her name is Zoe.” She took a deep breath and plunged 
on. “She tied us together, to a bar hanging from the ceiling, tied our 
wrists together at opposite ends of the bar, I mean. Then she placed 
another bar between our ankles, tying our ankles together to opposite 
ends of the bar.” 
She reached down, feeling her still sore nipples. 
“Zoe has pierced nipples, and she placed a pair of small gold rings 
into them, then wrapped very thin wire around my nipples and 
twisted it to her rings. She pushed a large double headed dildo into 
Zoe, then bent it at the middle and shoved the other half up into me. 
Then - then she used a riding crop on Zoe. I could feel the impact 
through her body. A-A-and I - I wanted to feel it.” 
“God above,” he whispered, staring at her in amazement. 
She saw his crotch bulging and took a deep breath. 
“Every time it hit we jerked against each other, and the wire pulled at 
my nipples. The dildo was twisting around inside me, and Zoe was 
grinding her pelvis forward. The dildo forced our pussies in hard 
together, so our clitties were almost touching, and every time we 
moved I felt this terrible pleasure flooding my body.” 
He licked his lips, sliding his hand up her body and rolling her nipple 
between thumb and forefinger. 
“Zoe is such a slender girl, with small breasts, but she has masses of 
golden curls and they filled my face. Her body was trembling and 
shaking, and she was grinding her hips madly...” 
His lips covered hers, his hand thrusting in between her thighs. She 
moaned and kissed back, wrapping her arms around him as he 
pushed her back onto her back, rolling between her legs. His hands 
yanked desperately at his pants and forced them down. 
“Yes,” she groaned. “Yes. Oh yes!” 
He thrust into her, his hips working furiously as he pumped in and 
out, his mouth devouring her, his hands racing over her body. She 
groaned softly, clutching him, knees spread wide, rising and falling in 
time to his thrusts. 
He collapsed atop her with an explosive gasp of air, and she stroked 
his back, panting for breath herself. 
It hadn't been the most romantic sex they'd ever had, but at least it 
seemed he wasn't very upset about what she'd done with Zoe and 
Holly. 
He sat up with a groan, running a hand down her body, along one of 
her legs. “I wish I'd been there to see it,” he said, face flushed. 
He drew in a deep breath, then pulled his pants up and stood up, 
looking down at her consideringly. “But I don't know as I like the 
thought of you lifting your skirt with every bitch you run across. I 
think maybe you need - ah, discipline, as Morgan said. Yes, a little 
discipline would do you a fair bit of good.” 
His face took on a crafty edge and he looked around the room, then 
back at her. “Morgan gave me a few things the other night before we 
left. And I think me I'll go out and acquire a few more. But for now...” 
He disappeared upstairs, and Gwen sat up with a sigh, wondering 
what he had planned. He came back down with his tool kit and a 
brown paper bag. He looked around the room, then dragged a chair 
over beside the television and stood up on it. She watched him bolt a 
heavy round eyehole to the ceiling, then hang a chain from it before 
getting down again. 
“It's too short,” she offered. 
He glared at her, then ignored her, pulling the chair away. He brought 
the bag over to her and pulled two thickly padded leather restraints 
from it. He took her hands and locked the restraints around her wrists, 
then clipped them together before raising her to her feet. 
“It's too high,” she complained as he led her over beneath it. She 
raised her arms to show him, and indeed, her wrists fell several inches 
short of the hook hanging on the end of the chain. 
Sean gripped her forearms and lifted up suddenly, placing the clip 
between her wrist restraints across the hook. He lowered her and she 
gasped, feet twitching and jerking inches above the floor, all her 
weight on her arms and wrists as he stepped back, staring at her in 
admiration. 
Gwen looked up, then down, gasping as her body felt the strain. She 
was actually hanging by the wrists, and her mind flared with sudden 
sexual delight as she looked up towards the ceiling, then down at 
Sean. 
Her toes wriggled helplessly and she groaned with the ache in her 
arms and shoulders. Sean licked his lips at the sight of her, running a 
hand up and down her body, then left the room. 
Alone, she panted for breath, looking down her body at her toes. Her 
legs felt oddly distant, as if they were mere weights dragging down on 
her body, and her back ached slightly. 
But she felt the sexual haze surrounding her, only wishing she were 
somewhere like a darkened stone room, and not in the middle of their 
living room. 
Sean came downstairs again, carrying a video camera. He plugged it 
into the VCR then turned the television so she could watch it as he 
turned it on. 
She stared at her image in the TV as he panned the camera slowly up 
and down her body, then pulled back to show her from head to toe. 
She licked her lips excitedly, squeezing her thighs together as her 
insides squirmed with heat. 
He put down the machine and then walked over to her, sliding his 
hands up and down her body once again, stroking and caressing her 
soft skin as he drank in the sight and feel of her. 
“Now - how should I torture you,” he mused, rolling one of her 
nipples between his fingers. 
She made no answer, hardly caring, absorbed in the pleasure of her 
throbbing body and the slow, seductive sensuality of her helpless 
suspension. 
He moved around her and gave her behind a slap, then continued to 
circle. He moved behind her again, then produced a black scarf, 
sliding it over her eyes and pulling back to tie it behind her head. 
She waited nervously, waited for a touch that didn't come, cocking her 
ears to hear. She didn't know if he was behind her any more or right 
in front of her, didn't know whether to expect a quick slap or a pinch. 
Suddenly she felt his lips on one nipple, and sighed as they sucked and 
slid back and forth. Then she felt something hard and cold against her 
pussy. She gasped as she realized how cold. It was an ice cube, and her 
legs jerked feebly as it pushed in just between her pussy lips then 
began to slide up and down between them. 
“Oh!” she cried. “Don't! It's too cold!” 
He chuckled cruelly, the cube continuing its slow, steady movements 
up and down between her pussy lips as she squirmed helplessly. 
He let it reach the top of her pussy, then slide up higher, slowly 
circling her belly as small droplets of water trickled down her 
abdomen, then sliding higher still, rubbing along the underside of one 
breast, then circling it and doing the same to the other. 
His tongue followed behind, licking, his lips sucking and kissing as the 
cube moved over her nipples, freezing the already rigid little buttons 
so they stung. 
Then it slipped straight down her body to press against her sex again, 
this time sliding up inside her. His finger followed, pushing it higher 
and deeper, so she could feel its icy touch high in her abdomen. 
“Oh! No! Not up there!” 
She felt his tongue at her belly button, then his hands spreading her 
thighs as his lips pressed up against her soft opening. He licked, his 
tongue squirming up into her pussy, then he sucked rhythmically. She 
felt the ice cube twisting inside her, melting, the cold water trickling 
down to his lapping tongue. 
Her pussy ran hot and cold, muscles spasming and clenching against 
the quickly melting ice cube as his nose rubbed her clitty and his 
tongue drove up inside her. 
Suddenly his lips moved away, and in quick order she yelped as his 
hand slapped her behind sharply, then yelped again as he pinched her 
left nipple hard. 
She felt his tongue sliding along the back of her neck a moment later 
as his hands cupped and kneaded her breasts, then he was gone again, 
and she was alone, panting and moaning softly. 
She smelled something then, and a moment later yelped as something 
stung her left nipple. It continued to sting, even as she recognized the 
smell of a candle and the feel of hot wax on her skin. 
Of course, her previous experience with hot wax on the skin was 
confined to her fingers. 
She hissed and shuddered as the little wax droplets rained down on 
her nipple, coating it in a hard wax shell. Before long the wax cooled 
and the stinging ended. But by then, of course, he was moving on, the 
wax pattering down on her other nipple. 
He stopped, and she hung there listening, waiting anxiously for what 
would happen to her next, delighted by the unexpectedness of 
everything he did, by the heat of their erotic game. 
Then the lightest brush of a feather under her arm, and she arched 
her back, crying out helplessly. Morgan had used such a feather, but 
only on her nipples and clitty. Sean knew just how ticklish she could 
be, and where. 
She thrashed and shook and cursed as the feather caressed her ribs 
and armpits, then drifted down to the cleft between her buttocks 
before falling to the backs of her knees, and then to the soles of her 
feet. 
Her kicking and thrashing at least prevented that last from being 
fruitful - until he lifted her feet up and back, tying them to her legs. 
Then he had unrestricted access to them, and used it ruthlessly, setting 
her shaking and swinging and screaming as he caressed her small feet 
with his feather. 
Finally it ended, with her panting breathlessly. Moments later his lips 
were at her sex again, licking over her clitty this time, lapping 
energetically up and down as two fingers pumped inside her. 
“Make me come!” she begged. 
But he pulled back when she began to quiver and groan, and 
disappeared again. Her shoulders and arms ached badly now, and she 
felt incredibly weak. She had no idea why just hanging from the wrists 
seemed to consume so much energy but it apparently did. She felt like 
she'd run a marathon. 
She felt him behind her then, his hands untying her ankles, letting her 
legs fall. Moments later, however, he was wrapping ropes around her 
ankles and then pulling them forward. He raised her left leg high, 
pushing her foot back over her shoulder. When his hand released its 
grip she felt the rope take up the weight, apparently tied to the chain 
above her. 
Her right leg was lifted up then too, the foot pushed back over her 
shoulder and the rope tied off up there somehow. She could not see 
herself, but knew she was lewdly exposed to him, exposed also, to 
anything he cared to do to her. 
She smelled the candle again, and her eyes widened behind the 
blindfold as his fingers spread her open. 
“Oh no!” she cried. 
“Oh yes,” he whispered. 
Then the wax hit her clitty and she cried out, body jerking and 
shaking with sudden energy. The sensation was painful, and yet not. 
By now she was filled with lust and passion and heat, and the sharp 
little blasts of sensation between her legs were like sparkling little bolts 
of sexual electricity shooting up into her pussy. 
More little drops of stinging wax pattered down against her painfully 
exposed, wrinkled little anal opening, and she yelped and squirmed in 
response. 
His own excitement apparently got the best of him then, because the 
stinging stopped, and moments later she felt his erection sliding up 
and down her moist opening, felt it breaking off the bits of wax over 
her clitty. It slid into her then and she groaned at the sensation, 
revelling in the deep penetration as he filled her with his heat. 
She felt his body against her upturned buttocks, felt his tool twisting 
about inside her as he ground his hips. His hands gripped her behind 
and he began to pump, quickly and sharply, his hips slapping into her 
behind even as he swung her back and forth on the chain. 
She felt his lips on her throat, his hot breath against her ears as he 
licked and sucked. Then his lips were on hers and their tongues 
squirmed together. His hands slipped up to her hair then, his hips now 
striking her harder, sending her swinging helplessly back and forth. 
It was the strangest sex she'd ever had. The blindfold left her open 
only to her body's sensations, and the constant swinging and twisting 
left her half dazed as his big cock thrust into her again and again. 
She had a clear moment to remember their former soft, romantic, 
missionary position sex before the pleasure swamped her and she gave 
herself fully to the sensations of joy flying up and down her nervous 
system. 


Chapter Fourteen
“You know,” Morgan said, “What we need is something to give us a 
lot of publicity.” 
Gwen looked up from the weight bench where she lay, breathing 
slowly and steadily as she forced the heavy bar up and down. 
“Hire an ad firm,” she suggested with a gasp. 
“We haven't the money. We need free publicity.” 
“Who doesn't?” 
Morgan nodded, pondering the problem as she sat at the rowing 
machine and yanked the handles back. 
“Something sexy,” she said. 
“Quelle surprise,” Gwen grunted, finishing her set with the weights 
and sitting up on the bench. 
“It's the best way I know of,” Morgan said. “Got a better idea?” 
“I'm just a computer programmer. I leave the thinking to you big shot 
type people,” Gwen said. 
“How about Starfire employee involved with Prince?” she asked slyly. 
“Who isn't?” Gwen said with a shrug. 
“Hmm, yes, I suppose you have a point.” 
“Maybe having an affair with a cabinet minister?” 
“What about a story of how the head of the company is a nasty old 
lesbian who ties up helpless young programmers and spanks them on 
their bare behinds?” 
“That would do it,” Morgan said. “But I'd rather not involve myself.” 
She looked up at her consideringly. “Now you've given me an idea, 
though,” she said. 
“I don't intend to be in the papers either,” Gwen said warily. 
“I think a certain anonymity is required. Otherwise the story will focus 
on the individual rather than the company.” 
“Well - fine then.” 
“That doesn't, of course, mean you can't be in the papers,” she said 
with a smirk. 
It was fairly simple to arrange. A few well-placed phone calls to several 
of the more excitable papers about "odd" goings on at Starfire were 
followed by a few "candid" photographs taken from the windows of 
nearby buildings. 
Morgan wanted as few to know as possible, so had kept things in the 
family - so to speak. Sean had been recruited, in fact, and given the 
story, along with an offer he couldn't refuse. 
The sight of Zoe had given him an almost instant erection, and 
though both were slightly nervous about the prospect of having their 
photos taken they were soon wrapped up in each other. Zoe lay back 
across a desk in one of the rooms, her legs up over Sean's shoulders as 
he thrust into her. 
Across the parking lot was the photographer, taking pictures through 
the window. The two were carefully arranged so their faces wouldn't 
be visible, but Gwen was still a little nervous about the whole thing. 
Then came her turn, and she was well and truly hung by her wrists 
again, this time in the gymnasium right near a wide window. She wore 
a hood like Holly had as Yvette let a long whip - an actual bullwhip 
like she'd seen on pirate movies - fly against her back with no force 
whatsoever. 
The photographs wouldn't show that, of course. 
The first to turn up in the paper, slightly blurry, showed a petite 
woman with short hair straddling a man at his desk. Both were nude, 
his lips sucking at one of her small breasts. The next, taken at a 
different office, showed a blonde with long curly hair laying back on a 
desk, legs spread, as a man stood up and gave it to her with apparent 
relish. By chance a pencil box hid most of her face, while he, of 
course, had his face turned away. 
Next came the picture taken through the window of the gymnasium. 
It showed a big busted woman, head encased in a leather hood, 
hanging by her wrists as a black woman almost entirely encased in 
shining leather held a long, coiled whip, then let fly. 
With a few strategically placed "we are a family newspaper" dots they 
ran in several newspapers, accompanied by articles which portrayed 
Starfire's as a wild and wicked place filled with hedonistic young 
employees. Anonymously quoted "employees" also were quoted, 
speaking of some of the favourite sites in the building for carnal 
encounters. 
Gwen blushed when she saw the picture of herself on page two. Her 
head was completely hidden, of course, so nobody would know it was 
her. Still, there she was for anyone to see, entirely naked, breasts thrust 
up and out sharply. 
She looked so sexy! 
She felt wicked and daring to appear so, but triumphant at how well 
she looked, and how impossible it would be for anyone to know it was 
her. 
She had not had nearly as much fun as Sean, of course. He had 
gotten to have sex with both Holly and her friend Zoe while the 
camera watched. And while the scenes had been faked there was 
nothing whatever fake about his excitement and enthusiasm as he had 
driven his erection into the two college girls. 
She wasn't sure about the results of the little campaign. She did know, 
hearing from a girl in personnel, that there had been an enormous 
surge in job applications from graduating computer students. She also 
knew the board of directors were far from happy about their 
company being portrayed as a den of iniquity. They directed Morgan 
to hire security guards to control access and patrol the halls. 
Morgan seemed quite pleased, however. The stodgy reputation the 
firm had enjoyed seemed to have been almost entirely destroyed by 
the publicity, and she liked the jokes and stories she was hearing 
spread around the high tech community about Starfire. 
She publicly dismissed the goings-on as simply high spirited young 
people letting off a little steam from working such long, hard hours. 
She even used the one of Gwen for joke material, telling others that it 
was an obvious example of a department head encouraging an 
employee to work harder. 
The only drawback was that other people she knew, people who didn't 
work at Starfire, were wide-eyed and filled with questions for her. 
Even her own cousin asked her about it, showing her the very picture 
of her hanging by the wrists. 
“Oh well, these young people,” she said with a little blush, “God only 
knows what they get up to. I'm an old married woman, you know, so I 
don't really have much to do with many of them. I can promise you 
they don't walk about the halls naked and carrying whips.” 
While dismissing it all, however, she and Sean were delving deeper 
and deeper into bondage and power games. Not two days after the 
pictures had come out Yvette invited them over to her house to have 
dinner with she and her friend Tony. 
Both of them knew what would happen, of course. She was a little 
nervous about how Sean would react to having another man make 
love with her, but he seemed more excited than jealous at the thought. 
She came ready for anything, a hot, low hum of excitement making 
her pussy quiver even before they set foot inside the house. 
Tony answered the door. He was a tall, powerfully built man with a 
square jawed face and a ready smile. He shook hands with Sean, then 
invited them inside. 
The first thing that caught their eyes was Yvette, who was 
underdressed, to say the least. 
She smiled up from her knees, and Sean let out a long, slow breath as 
his eyes moved over her. 
Gwen was surprised herself. Yvette wore nothing but chains, shackles 
encircled both wrists and ankles and a high collar surrounded her 
throat. Chains linked her ankles and wrists together before her, and 
linked them together through a ring set into a metal belt around her 
hips. 
It felt odd, under the circumstances, for Tony to act and talk so 
naturally. 
“Good to meet you both. I've heard a lot about you,” he said, shaking 
hands with them both. “Would you like a drink?” 
He flicked his hands at Yvette, who rose gracefully to her feet and then 
walked to the kitchen, chains clinking musically. 
“Come and sit down,” he said, waving his hand towards the sofa. 
They sat across from him and he examined Gwen more closely. 
“So you've just started in on B&D,” he said. 
“Yes,” Sean said uncertainly. 
“Like it so far?” 
Sean turned and smiled at Gwen. “Yes. Very much.” 
“What about you, Gwen? From what Yvette says you're pretty hot for 
the submission thing.” 
She blushed a little. “I do kind of enjoy it.” 
“Yes, Yvette does too, some times. She also has an exhibitionist streak 
she plays out at the club.” 
“Morgan said something about a club,” Gwen said hesitantly. 
“Well the club is a bit advanced for you yet, I think. But you'd 
probably enjoy it with a little more experience. It really opens up your 
mind to things.” 
He looked at Sean. “She hasn't actually done anyone but women, 
right?” 
“Uhm, not so far,” he said. 
“Come here, honey,” Tony said, motioning to Gwen. 
She blinked her eyes as her insides started thrumming, then rose 
slowly and moved around the table to sit next to him. 
Without asking permission he cupped her breast, squeezing lightly. 
She was slightly startled at first, and her eyes immediately turned to 
Sean, who also seemed surprised. 
Neither said a word as Tony unbuttoned the front of her shirt and ran 
his hand inside. Gwen felt very odd, both embarrassed and aroused. 
That Sean was looking on seemed to heighten the sensations, and she 
gasped softly as Tony's fingers undid the catch between her bra cups 
and then cupped one of her soft, warm breasts. 
“Nicely firm for their size,” he said. 
Yvette returned carrying a tray of glasses, then handed them out 
before dropping to her knees again. 
“So how do you feel about the thought of another man using your 
wife, Sean?” Tony asked. 
“I'm - not entirely sure,” Sean said. 
Tony tugged the shirt out of her trousers, then pushed it back over her 
shoulders, baring her breasts to their eyes, examining them admiringly 
as he slipped her bra off as well. 
“You have a lot to be proud of. She's very beautiful and with a 
gorgeous body. I understand you've made use of a couple of Brenda's 
young friends?” 
“Well uhm, yes, for that - newspaper thing.” 
“It wasn't for the newspaper thing, Sean,” Tony said, fingering one of 
Gwen's nipples. “You could have faked it for a couple of photos, but 
you gave those girls all you had. I certainly don't blame you, of 
course.” 
He abruptly pulled Gwen forward across his lap, then ran his hand 
along her spine and down to her round buttocks, squeezing and 
stroking them. 
Gwen looked across at Sean, who was open mouthed as he watched 
Tony pawing her. Yet his pants bulged out, showing he was not 
entirely unexcited by what he was seeing. 
“I mean, those are exciting and sexual young women. What harm did 
you do in having a piece of them? They enjoyed it and you enjoyed 
it.” 
“Well, yes, of course,” Sean said. 
“It was exciting to make love to a different woman, wasn't it? I mean, 
you love Gwen, but doing it with someone different for a change was 
marvellous, wasn't it?” 
“Yes,” Sean said. 
“But it isn't like you love Gwen any different or would trade her for 
Holly or Zoe.” 
His big hand slipped down between her buttocks and was squeezing 
and kneading her soft mound through the thin crotch of the pants as 
he spoke to Sean. Suddenly his hand pulled back and then slapped 
down hard on her behind. She yelped in pain, squirming briefly. 
“By the same token I imagine Gwen would be extremely hot at the 
idea of having sex with different men. It wouldn't mean anything but 
that they were new, you know, different. Can you handle that, do you 
think?” 
Sean nodded slowly, then seemed to wince slightly as Tony's hand 
cracked down on his wife's behind again. “I - believe so,” he said. 
“So what kind of punishment have you put her through?” Tony 
asked, slapping her behind a third time, hard enough to make her 
body jerk violently and bring tears to her eyes. 
“Uhm, nothing severe,” Sean said. 
“Yvette,” Tony said. 
“Spankings, even a little spanking on her mound, and a switching on 
the backside. Some hair pulling, as well.” 
Tony slid his hand up Gwen's bare back and gripped her hair, yanking 
it back to force her head up and make her cry out again. 
“Anything more?” 
He ran his free hand along the side of her face, then pushed his 
fingers into her mouth. 
Gwen sucked instinctively as he pushed them in and out, feeling that 
sexual haze starting to form around her body again. 
“Ah, last weekend she ran into - Holly - and Zoe and she uhm, well, 
Holly used a riding crop on her behind, and on her back.” 
“Did she,” Tony said, sliding his fingers out of her mouth. 
“Holly used a crop on your behind, honey?” 
“Y-yes,” Gwen gulped. 
“You liked that, did you?” 
“Sh-she didn't hit me that hard - at least, not at first.” 
“Of course not. And your back?” 
“It - seemed so hot the way she was hitting Zoe,” she panted. “I 
wanted to feel what it was like.” 
“And you liked it?” 
She nodded helplessly. “But it wasn't very - hard,” she said anxiously. 
His hand slapped her behind and she yelped again. 
“Everyone has their own threshold of pain. Often it rises and falls 
depending on the person and on how aroused you are. That's what 
safe words are for.” 
“Wh-what's a safe word?” Sean asked. 
“A word, like Uncle, say, that the sub can use to stop things. That lets 
them scream and howl and beg you to stop, to make things more 
realistic and give them more freedom, but without you actually 
stopping.” 
He cupped and squeezed her pussy again, his hand sliding casually 
back and forth across it as he talked. 
“Yvette, get me a pair of handcuffs,” he said. 
Yvette rose and went to a low chest, opening a drawer and pulling out 
a pair of metal handcuffs. She handed them to him and he pulled 
Gwen's wrists back behind her and cuffed them in place. 
“So you haven't actually done anything to her yourself ?” he asked. 
“Spanking, though not much,” Sean said. “On the weekend I uhm, 
hung her by her wrists and played with her somewhat.” 
“What did you use?” 
“Well, a feather to tickle her, hot wax on the nipples and - on the 
clitoris.” Sean blushed a little as he talked. “A little ice and such, 
pinching and slapping.” 
“Light stuff,” Tony said. 
“It was exhausting,” Gwen groaned, rolling her behind a little to push 
her sex into his hand. 
“Hanging by the wrists is always exhausting,” Tony said. “You see, 
you can't actually breath while hanging from the wrists. It has to do 
with muscles bringing pressure against the oesophagus. At any rate, 
every time you inhale you have to lift yourself up just a tiny bit to 
relieve that pressure. It's just a tiny bit, but over time it gets exhausting, 
obviously.” 
“My arms are still sore,” Gwen groaned. 
“Nobody asked for your complaints,” he said, giving her another hard 
smack. 
He reached down to his own crotch and undid his pants, then opened 
them to draw out his semi flaccid penis. He gripped her hair then, 
guiding her mouth to his cock, and she hesitated only briefly before 
slipping her lips around it. 
She felt intensely hyper, doing this to a stranger, and doing it in front 
of Sean yet! Every inch of her body felt raw and sensitive, her nipples 
like burning little pebbles as they pressed into his thigh. 
She licked at him and felt him begin to harden and thicken. She 
started sucking, paying only half her attention to his words as he 
spoke over her head to Sean. 
“So obviously you have to watch how long you leave them hanging,” 
he said. “Fun is fun, of course, but safety always comes first.” 
His hand returned to her pussy, rubbing steadily but slowly back and 
forth across it, sliding up occasionally to stroke her behind, then easing 
back down again. He slapped her again, this time directly on her 
pussy, and she shook and moaned. 
His cock hardened further, and she began to bob her lips up and 
down on it, her body tingling with sexual need and pressure as Sean 
and Yvette looked on. 
“Sometimes verbal humiliation can be very arousing, as well,” he said. 
“Especially with middle class types. Especially in public. It depends on 
how much she gets off on humiliation, though, and whether she wants 
to keep that in the family or have complete strangers hearing it.” 
His hand came down harder on her head, pushing her face down on 
his thick cock so it pushed against the back of her mouth. She gagged 
and pulled back, sucking harder and faster as his fingers pinched and 
rubbed at her pussy. 
His hand slid down her hip and in underneath her, and she felt his 
fingers undoing her pants. Then he tugged them down, sliding them 
over her reddened buttocks and then yanking them down her legs to 
leave her bare. 
He pulled her off him then and pushed her onto the floor, making her 
kneel while he undid her handcuffs. 
“Get down on all fours,” he ordered. 
She obeyed, kneeling between he and Sean, panting for breath as she 
felt their eyes on her and looked at Yvette watching from a few feet 
away. 
“Looks awfully nice from this side,” Tony said. 
“Yes, from this side as well,” Sean said excitedly. 
“Yvette, get your strap-on,” Tony ordered. 
Yvette smiled and rose again, going to the chest and pulling out the 
long black plastic phallus and then strapping it on. She walked back 
and sank to her knees behind Gwen, who held her position, her entire 
body hot and trembling. 
“Spread your legs apart more, slut,” Tony said casually. “And raise 
your ass.” 
She obeyed, face flushed with heat as the two men watched Yvette run 
her hands over her bottom. She felt the rounded nose of the dildo 
against her sex, then felt it slide up into her body through her soft, 
moist flesh. 
Tony slid his pants down and off, then pulled his sweater off. Naked, 
he slipped to his knees in front of her, his hard cock pointing 
dangerously at her face. 
“We'll see about teaching you to deep throat now,” he said, rubbing 
his cock over her face and lips. 
Gwen's eyes widened and she felt an anxious flutter in her stomach. 
Yvette began to pump into her, rolling her hips to twist the dildo 
around and send it sliding in from different angles. 
Tony placed his cock against her lips and she reluctantly opened 
them. 
“The most important thing about deep throating is confidence,” Tony 
said. “The gag reflex is just that - a reflex. You have to consciously 
control it. You have to be convinced you aren't going to choke.” 
He pumped slowly inside her, not going too deep as he talked. 
“The easiest way is for your head to be back like it is now. That leaves 
us with a straight line through your mouth and down your throat. So 
there is no physical problem. It's just mental.” 
He slid his fingers through her hair, combing and caressing it. Behind 
her, Yvette picked up the pace, her hands sliding up and down her 
hips and sides, then going underneath to cup her heavy breasts as she 
pumped. 
“What you do is simply think of it as a large piece of meat - which it 
is, in fact.” He smiled. “And then you swallow it. Some people do it 
easily. Others have trouble. But anyone can learn it if they're 
determined.” 
Yvette squeezed her breasts together and then rolled her nipples 
between her fingers. 
“A distraction is always helpful the first time, though,” Tony said. 
Suddenly he thrust forward. At the same time Yvette pinched her 
nipples hard enough to make her cry out. His thick cockhead pushed 
into her throat without warning, and as her mind fluttered like a 
frightened bird slid down her gullet. 
She jerked instinctively, trying to pull back, but Yvette was pressed up 
snugly against her backside, her hands on her breasts. And then her 
initial instinct gave way to realization that she had actually done it, 
actually swallowed his cock. Her throat felt bloated, and 
uncomfortable, but she controlled her instincts and held still, shaking 
as she was, letting him bury the last inch inside her and flatten her 
nose against his groin. 
“Good girl,” he whispered, holding still for a moment as she trembled, 
then easing his thick meat back up her throat. 
Again Yvette pinched her nipples, twisting them to one side, and 
before she knew it his cockhead had popped out of her throat and she 
was coughing and gulping in air. 
“Now that wasn't so hard, was it?” Tony said. 
Yvette's moist fingers rubbed expertly at her clitoris as she coughed 
again, swallowing repeatedly. 
“See how easy that was? All we did was distract your mind a bit and 
your body had no trouble at all. Think you can do it again?” 
Gwen hesitated, but was gripped by a deep pride and excitement at 
being able to swallow his entire cock. “Y-yes,” she gasped, breathing 
deep. 
He pushed himself back into her mouth, letting her suck on it, then 
pushed in again. This time there was no distraction, but this time she 
knew she could do it, and that hazy sexual fever had full grip of her 
body. She groaned noiselessly as his cock filled her throat and slid 
slowly down it, rolling her behind as Yvette rubbed at her clitty. 
“Slut!” Yvette said, slapping her behind. “Swallow that cock, slut!” 
Gwen found her face pressed tightly against Tony's black skinned 
abdomen, and moaned silently as his fingers slid through her hair. He 
eased back again, then pushed forward, pumping very slowly in her 
throat even as Yvette slapped her again and pumped faster behind her. 
He pulled back out again, rubbing his spit-wet cock over her face as 
she gulped in air. 
“There. You do that like a pro,” Tony said. “You've never worked as a 
prostitute, have you?” 
Gwen was confused by the words, and looked up at him in surprise. 
"She's never worked as a prostitute, has she?” he asked Tony casually. 
“Certainly not,” he said indignantly. 
“Perhaps she's just a natural whore,” Tony said. “Some women are, 
you know. Not very smart but built for sex, built to give men 
satisfaction.” 
“Slut,” Yvette said, slapping her behind again. 
“I venture she could make a lot of money as a prostitute,” Tony said. 
“You should consider putting her out on the street. Get her in a tight, 
short skirt and a see-through top and a lot of men will pay good 
money for her body.” 
“Ahhhh, yes, of course,” Sean said. “That's quite a good idea. I can 
see she's perfectly built for such a job.” 
Gwen shuddered, raising her behind as Yvette thrust into her. Then 
Tony pushed his cock into her mouth again, and she eagerly pushed 
forward, swallowing him. 
“Much better that time,” Tony said. “Eager to get me into your throat 
are you? Thinking of how much you can charge the customers 
perhaps?” 
He pumped slowly in and out, and Gwen's eyes focused on his 
glistening black shaft, watching it sliding into her mouth, then back 
out again, moaning as her body was jarred by the fast thumping of 
Yvette's hips against her backside. 
“You can see she's perfectly suited to being a slut,” Tony said. “Why 
did you bother to marry her? You should have just built a little cage in 
the basement and put her in there when you weren't making use of 
her.” 
“I can see that was a mistake,” Sean said. “Obviously she's a slut.” 
Tony pulled his cock free and she coughed again, then gulped in air as 
he wiped it over her face. 
“Yvette, move away,” he ordered, releasing her hair and moving 
behind her. 
She raised her head, looking at Sean, locking eyes with him, then 
watching him break the lock to watch Tony. He moved his head to 
one side, and she moaned, spreading her knees as she waited Tony's 
thrust. 
She felt his big hands on her flanks, then yelped as he slapped her 
bare behind. Moments later she felt the head of his cock rubbing up 
and down her moist slit and pushed herself back against it. 
“You can see she wants it,” Tony said. “Beg for it, Gwen,” he ordered. 
“Beg for it.” 
“Please,” she panted. “Please put it in!” 
He slapped her behind again. 
“Master,” he said. 
“Please put it in, master!” she begged. 
She felt his cock sinking into her. At the same time he gripped her 
hair, forcing her head up and back, and reached forward to cup and 
squeeze one of her breasts. Gwen moaned in pleasure and pain, her 
mind soaring as his big prong drove deep into her belly. 
It had been years since she had felt any man but Sean inside her, and 
here she was doing it with another man while Sean looked on! 
Did he feel jealous, she wondered, at this big man making use of his 
wife? How did he feel at having given her to him to use as he wished? 
She groaned as Tony's long cock filled her, closing her eyes and 
shuddering as she felt his hips against her backside. 
“This is the way you use a woman like Gwen,” Tony said to Sean. 
“On all fours where she belongs. Mount her and give her what she 
needs and she'll always be happy.” 
He thrust in sharply, deeply, pumping faster and faster as his hands 
moved to her hips and began to yank her back against him. His hips 
struck her powerfully now, making her body jerk and shake, her head 
rise and fall so her hair spilled over her eyes. 
She thrust it back, jerking her head from side to side, moaning and 
gasping as his thick cock pistoned within her, glorying in the rough 
and ruthless ride he was giving her under her own husband's eyes. 
She felt degraded and low, like a wicked, wanton, carnal slut, and 
rejoiced in it, thinking of herself as the low tramp Tony had described 
her. She imagined herself as a prostitute, having cheap sex in alleys, 
skirt hiked up about her waist as panting men used her like cheap 
meat. 
“That's it, you whore,” Tony said cruelly. “Move your ass!” 
He slapped her behind again, hard, letting go of her hips and seizing 
a fistful of hair, pulling back as though it were the reins of a spirited 
horse, slapping at her behind again, then again as she bucked and 
humped back against him. 
The heat rose around her in waves, her breasts swinging below her, 
her body crackling with sexual electricity, her pussy sucking and 
squeezing around his plunging tool. Her skull ached as he twisted at 
her hair, and she moaned and grunted continuously as his body 
slammed into her soft buttocks from behind. 
And Sean looked on excitedly, watching her as she was cruelly used, 
watching her rut back onto his big black cock, watching her as she was 
slapped and ridden like a wild, carnal animal. 
The climax roared up from between her legs, spreading out over her 
body until it flared like a nova. Her eyes flashed colours and she 
gurgled in wanton, wondrous ecstasy, glorying in the pleasure flashing 
through her mind and body. 


Chapter Fifteen
Gwen walked into Morgan's office and dropped the printout on her 
desk. 
“Finished?” 
“Yes, finally,” Gwen said grumpily. “I can't believe how I missed that 
stupid bug.” 
“What bug?” 
“Oh it was nothing. I had a file access that was misspelled and had it 
feeding into a dead end loop. It only took a minute once I finally 
found it.” 
“All right. Good. Put it there with the others.” 
“So when do I get my raise. This is all hard work, you know.” 
“You get paid too much as is.” 
Gwen sniffed. 
“Anyway, if sales don't increase further you'll be lucky to hang on to 
what you've got.” 
“I thought your little stunt with people having sex in the window had 
done that.” 
“It helped. We have a far greater name recognition now, and stodgy 
old image we had is disappearing. But we're still competing with a lot 
of companies who make the same product. Maybe I should take over 
the marketing department as well, and put the whip to a few of 
them.” 
“Like you have me?” Gwen smiled. 
“Figuratively speaking, of course. Still, we have a lot of debt, so we 
need to make higher sales just to break even.” 
“We do a lot of R & D." 
“I know that and you know that but some of the old fuddies at Micom 
don't seem to realize they need to have patience. They want a quicker 
turnaround on their money.” 
“Maybe you should take a whip to some of them instead,” Gwen said. 
Morgan raised her eyebrows. “Now there's a thought,” she said. 
“Except they're probably all men, and you're a man hating old bull 
dyke.” 
Morgan's eyes narrowed as Gwen grinned cheekily. 
“You, on the other hand, seem to like what men have between their 
legs,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “Or so I've heard from 
Yvette. You liked her Tony's big cock, didn't you?” 
“I did. Yes,” she said, unashamed. “Dildos just aren't nearly as good.” 
“So you prefer men?” 
She hesitated. “I didn't say that exactly. There are things about 
women I like too.” 
“But you do like cocks. So maybe I can make use of you Perhaps I 
can give you to a few of the board members at Micom.” 
Gwen stared at her in surprise. “Forget it!” she exclaimed. 
Morgan smiled cunningly. “You know the two worst of them are 
mostly angry that the board has given the job to a filthy lesbian. 
They're so uptight and prudish, you see. Now if I could show them up 
as hypocrites, perhaps get pictures of them having nasty sex with a 
poor little employee...” 
“No.” 
“Don't tell me no, you little slut. There isn't a cock you wouldn't love 
having inside you.” 
“I'm not going to screw some old man so you can blackmail him.” 
“I didn't tell you to,” Morgan snapped. “I'm thinking of some kind of 
variation. I'm just not sure what kind.” 
“If you want to show them up that badly then you fuck them, you 
dirty old dyke. I'm sure it won't kill you to have some ancient, 
wrinkled old man humping away between your fat thighs.” 
“You're really asking for it, aren't you.” 
Gwen smiled coyly. 
“I have a job for you, little slut.” 
“And what might that be, grandma?” 
Morgan shook her head, refusing to be baited. 
“Since you've finished this, I'd like you to spend the next few days 
bringing Megan Mackenzie up to speed on the Stone project. She's 
going to be taking it over and maintaining it.” 
Gwen looked at her in surprise, then wary suspicion. 
“That's all?” 
“And, I want you to get into her panties, of course.” 
“Morgan!” 
“Find out if she's susceptible. I think she might be.” 
“How am I supposed to find that out?! I've never - approached a 
woman before!” 
“That's your problem. You're a personable enough girl. Make friends 
with her. Ask her about boyfriends. Put your hand up her skirt. I don't 
care. I want her naked and spread across my desk so I can enjoy her 
when I've the time.” 
“You're mad! You're also old, fat and horrifically unattractive!” 
“Careful, Gwennie. I can whip your backside and still have time to 
finish these reports. More importantly it's not going to distract me 
from having you seduce Mackenzie.” 
Gwen glared and folded her arms across her chest. 
“She strikes me as somewhat like Holly, spirited and sexually free. And 
I love that thick accent of hers. I want to her hear screaming in 
pleasure.” 
“Why don't you seduce her yourself ?” 
“Haven't the time.” 
She suddenly tapped on the window and Gwen turned to see Megan 
passing by. The woman halted and reversed herself, going back to the 
door and coming in. 
“You wanted something, Morgan?” she asked. 
Megan was from one of the outer islands, Gwen remembered. She 
was usually quite cheerful and easy to get along with. She was a 
couple of years older than her, married and with two children. She 
looked younger, however, with her small, narrow face, and the 
sprinkles of freckles along the bridge of her nose. 
She had long straight red hair parted in the middle. It was brushed 
out so it shone, framing her face beautifully, then falling almost down 
to her belt behind her. The first thought that occurred to Gwen was 
that, what with the way Morgan, Yvette and even Tony liked to use 
her own shoulder length hair as a kind of leash
they'd love to get their hands on Megan's long hair. 
Megan had a slender body, with, from what she could tell, not overly 
large breasts. She seemed in good shape, though, and no doubt her 
big blue eyes and red hair gave her the look of innocence which 
appealed to Morgan. 
Her accent was kind of cute, too, of course, once you understood 
what she was actually saying. Though she'd been in London for 
several years the woman still spoke with a heavy Spanish burr. 
“Yes, Meg, I'm giving you the Stone project to maintain. Gwennie will 
bring you up to speed on it. She's got the next few days free.” 
“Oh. Lovely,” the woman said brightly. 
“You're doing nothing you can't postpone a bit?” 
“No. I can start any time you're free,” she said. 
“She's free now.” 
Gwen gave her a reproving scowl when Megan's head was turned and 
Morgan smiled. 
They went to Gwen's cubicle, and Gwen sent a request to the line 
printer to do up another copy of the long Stone printout. She looked 
at Megan while they were waiting, wondering what sex with her 
would be like. It would certainly be interesting not being the novice 
for a change. 
“So, what do you think of the changes, Megan?” she asked. 
“Meg, please. Actually, I like them,” the woman said enthusiastically. 
“It kind of gives me an excuse to dress up for work. I mean, most 
places if you wear much more than jeans and a sweatshirt they think 
you're being deliberately self absorbed, you know, like you're some 
kind of silly fashion conscious air head.” 
She was wearing a short black skirt and a blue button down silk blouse 
with only the one button at breast level done up. 
“You're not exactly dressed up,” Gwen commented. 
“Well, I don't mean in a ruddy ball gown, silly,” Megan said with a 
grin. “I just mean to look nice, look sexy, you know. This is nice. It's 
comfy, and really doesn't show much, but it's teasing, you know?” 
“Why bother when you're married?” 
“Well it doesn't mean I'm dead,” Megan said. “I mean, I like looking 
sexy. I like having men panting after me. Don't you?” 
“Well, sometimes. Uhm...” She turned her head as if to see that no 
one was nearby. “What do you think of Morgan? I mean to say - ah - 
I doubt she dresses up sexy so men will pant after her.” 
Megan snorted in amusement. “Oh I wouldn't doubt she does. I think 
she's queer, myself, but she's also a whip smart businesswoman. She 
knows she's got the advantage of them if the men are so busy looking 
at her boobs and legs they can't concentrate on what they're saying.” 
“I suppose you're right. I wonder sometimes, though, if all this 
dressing sexy business isn't just so she can have more of us to look at 
when she's in the mood.” 
Megan laughed in amusement. “Well, I suppose that's one way to get 
a promotion,” she said. “Go after the boss.” 
“I think she kind of fancies you, actually,” Gwen said in a teasing way. 
“D'you think so?” Megan asked, grinning. “Seems kind of a cold fish 
to me.” 
“Oh I don't think so. In fact - you must have seen those pictures in the 
papers...” 
Megan nodded. 
“Well if that woman holding the whip hadn't been black I'd have been 
sure it was her.” 
Megan giggled in amusement, then nodded her head rapidly. “I can 
see it! I can see it!” she said. 
“So watch out she doesn't have you stripped and hanging by your 
wrists,” Gwen said, smirking. 
“I'll be careful around her.” Megan grinned. 
Gwen cursed to herself. She had been hoping the woman would be 
somewhat more revealing about what she thought of the idea. If she'd 
said "Ick! how can people do filthy things like that?" she could have 
gone to Morgan and told her it was impossible. On the other hand, 
something like "Oh I wish Morgan would do that! I've been longing to 
have wicked sex with a woman!" was probably more than she could 
have hoped for. 
She got the printout and the two began to go over the various aspects 
of the program. She didn't really have a chance to talk again until the 
two went to lunch together. 
“So tell me,” she said as they sat down, “Did you recognise anyone in 
those pictures?” 
Megan wrinkled her nose and then shook her head. “I think they were 
fake.” 
“Why?” 
“I know Jennie Sutherland in personnel. She knows everyone in this 
building. There's only two black girls here. One is really heavy, you 
know, overweight. The other is skinny and nearly flat chested. She's 
sure the woman holding the whip in the gym doesn't work here.” 
“Maybe she was a friend of someone who does work here?” 
“Maybe,” Megan said doubtfully. “You mean the one hanging by her 
wrists?” 
Gwen hoped she was keeping her face straight and casual as she 
shrugged. 
“Well, there are a few stacked women here. Starting with you,” she 
said, grinning. “In fact, her royal highness is kind of busty too.” 
“You think it could have been her?” 
“Nah. She strikes me as more the type to be holding a whip than 
getting hit by one.” 
“Point,” Gwen said. 
“Still, it wouldn't surprise me her doing things like that. She strikes me 
as the butch, leatherish type.” 
“Watch she doesn't strike you,” Gwen said, grinning. 
Megan laughed and nodded. “Paul, my husband, got awfully horny 
after seeing those pictures. Let me tell you.” 
“Especially the one in the gym, right?” 
“Right. How'd you guess?” 
“Lesbians are awfully popular these days. And men seem to go mad at 
the thought of two women doing it.” 
“True enough. Plus there's the bondage thing.” 
“My husband Sean got a little nutty about that himself,” Gwen said 
cautiously. 
Megan smirked at her. “Did he want to tie you up?” 
“Did Paul?” 
Megan giggled and nodded. 
“Did you let him?” 
“Did you?” 
Gwen nodded and then Megan did the same. 
“I rather liked it,” Gwen confessed. 
“Oh well, we'd done it before. But yes, it can be fun.” 
“I'd never done anything like it,” Gwen said. 
“Oh it's not that unusual. It's hardly even kinky these days. Well, 
unless you use the whip.” 
“Did he?” 
She shook her head with a smile. 
“Mine used ice,” she said. 
“Ice?” 
She hesitated, then told her about Sean hanging her from her wrists 
and using ice and candle wax. Megan listened, open-mouthed with 
delight. 
“That sounds so kinky!” she whispered. 
“I kind of enjoyed it,” she confessed. “I think he's got other ideas, 
though.” 
“Men always do,” Megan said. 
“I mean me and another woman.” 
She hesitated. “Oh? What are you going to do?” 
“I don't know. I'll see what he does.” 
Megan nodded, then sipped from her drink. “Paul has been hinting 
about that too,” she said. 
“Well, like I said, it's in the news so much. It's very in.” 
“And men get all excited at the very notion,” Megan said. 
Gwen nodded. 
They exchanged nervous looks and Megan dropped her eyes. 
They spent the rest of that afternoon going over the client's statements 
of requirements and needs. From time to time Morgan looked in on 
them, smiling and asking if they were getting along all right. 
At the end of the day they packed things up and Gwen helped carry 
some of the mass of documents and printouts down the hall to 
Megan's cubicle. 
“God. Raining again,” she observed, looking out the window. 
“And I forgot my umbrella at home,” Megan said with a frown. 
“Whereabouts do you live?” Gwen asked casually. “Perhaps I could 
drive you home.” 
Megan hesitated for the longest moment, fidgeting with some things 
in her desk drawer. “Oh. A ways south. Kensington. Across the 
bridge.” 
Gwen smiled hesitantly. “I live in South Lambeth,” she said. 
Megan blushed slightly and smiled back. 
They spoke very little in the car, but whenever they turned and their 
eyes met Megan seemed to flush and turn her head away. Gwen 
dropped her eyes to the redhead's top and saw stiff nipples pushing 
out against the thin fabric. 
Gwendolyn crossed the bridge, continuing south. She pulled up in 
front of their small house Megan pointed her to then the two got out 
and went inside. Megan seemed more and more nervous as she led 
her into the kitchen, hands trembling slightly as she went to the 
cupboard and pulled down glasses for sodas. 
Gwen stood close behind her as Meg took down a pair of glasses, then 
opened the freezer and took out several ice cubes. 
Meg seemed to stare at the cubes as she plunked them into the glasses, 
and then as Gwen turned, smiling, she suddenly darted her face 
forward and kissed her roughly on the lips, jerking back almost 
immediately. 
She stared anxiously, then held her hands over her mouth. “Oh God, 
I'm sorry!” she whispered at Gwen's startled expression. “I thought - 
that is I thought that was what you ...” 
Gwen licked her lips and leaned forward, kissing her softly. Megan 
eased back at first, but then held herself there as their lips slid over 
each other. Her hands went around the slender redhead and stroked 
her back, then eased down to cup her tight round behind and 
squeeze. 
Megan moaned as Gwen pressed her chest in, rubbing her big breasts 
against Megan's smaller orbs. Her eyes were filled with passion and 
excitement as her hands went over Gwen's shoulders. 
Gwen was taken aback by the intensity of the redhead's reaction, but 
delighted by it. She worked her hand up between them, squeezing 
Megan's small breast, then undoing the single button which held her 
shirt closed. Beneath it was a small black bra, and she unfastened it, 
their lips still together, then filled her hand with a small breast that was 
very, very firm. 
She pulled her lips back and looked into Megan's eyes as the girl 
panted for breath. 
“How do you feel?” she whispered. 
“I-I - all - fluttery and - hot,” she gulped. 
“And do you want to be my helpless little sex toy?” Gwen whispered 
excitedly. 
“I - yes,” Megan breathed. “Anything you want!” 
Gwen's mind raced over the things Morgan had done to her her first 
time and she looked deep into Megan's excited eyes as she drew in a 
deep breath. 
Her hand slid up behind her then and she gripped her thick, soft red 
hair. “Your hair is very soft,” she whispered, pulling back slowly. 
Megan gasped, letting her head go back, not offering any resistance as 
Gwen slipped her shirt back over her shoulders. 
It dropped down her arms, leaving her bare to the waist, and Gwen 
gazed down at her neat, cone shaped breasts, the nipples very pink, 
very small, and very long. 
She ran her hand up and down her body, fingering her small nipples, 
then leaning in to nip lightly at her throat, then each hard little nipple. 
She let her hand slide down her body then and up between her legs, 
sliding her skirt up until she could cup her mons and squeeze. 
“Have you ever made love with a woman?” she asked. 
“N-no,” Megan said in a choked voice. 
Gwen unzipped her skirt, and it fell around her ankles. Beneath, 
Megan wore a pair of thin, black, string bikini panties. Gwen rubbed 
her hand back and forth against her pussy through them, then let her 
fingers slide down beneath the waistband, through the thin bush of 
pubic hair over her mound. 
Her fingers found her small pussy slit and rubbed a finger up and 
down it, letting it sink slowly between her lips to feel the heat of her 
pink crease. 
Megan gasped in response, her legs jerking apart. 
She closed her lips and teeth against the side of Megan's throat, 
gnawing lightly as she sucked rhythmically. Her fingers curled 
upwards and slid into Megan's hot pussy tunnel, her thumb searching 
out and finding her clitoris and rubbing against it. 
“Oh!” Megan gulped. 
“You like that? You like that, nasty little girl?” Gwen whispered. 
“Y-yes!” Megan groaned. 
Gwen pulled her hand out of the woman's panties and pressed her 
fingers against her open mouth. Megan blinked in surprise, starting to 
twist her head away. Then she held still, tasting her own juices on her 
fingers, staring at Gwen as she slowly closed her lips around them. 
“Suck,” Gwen ordered. 
Megan moaned around her fingers, licking at them as Gwen slid them 
slowly in and out. 
Gwen pulled back, looking at the woman consideringly. Then she 
stepped back, inspecting her new plaything. 
“Take off your panties,” she ordered. “And your shoes, of course.” 
Megan drew in a deep breath, then bent and undid her shoes, slipping 
out of them. She looked up at Gwen, who was still fully clothed, then 
hooked her panties with her thumbs and peeled them down and off, 
stepping out of them and tossing them on the nearby counter. 
She stood up self-consciously, bare feet cold on the tiled floor, unable 
to meet Gwen's eyes as the women looked her up and down. 
Gwen tried to remember the attitude Morgan and Yvette displayed, 
and the way they appeared so arrogant and superior. She looked 
down her nose at Megan, then picked up the drinks and turned her 
back on her. 
“Come with me,” she said in a haughty voice, going into the living 
room. 
Megan came along behind, anxious and excited. 
She sat down on the sofa, putting one of the drinks on the table next 
to her and sipping from the second. 
“Don't sit down,” she said when Megan moved towards a chair. 
Megan halted, looking around nervously. 
“Turn around for me,” Gwen ordered, her finger circling in mid-air. 
Megan blushed then slowly turned around. 
“Nice ass,” Gwen said. 
Megan blushed more deeply, turning around to face her again. 
Gwendolyn crossed her legs and sipped from the drink again. 
“Put your hands up behind your head and arch your back,” she 
ordered. “Let me see how far back that pretty hair of yours can go.” 
Megan obeyed, face red, breasts stiff as she pulled her head back. 
Gwen stood up and circled her, then gripped her hands behind her 
head, crossing her wrists and holding them there as she looked her up 
and down. 
“What a lovely little sex toy you make,” she said, letting her hand lay 
flat between Meg's breasts, then stroke slowly up and down. 
“Spread your legs, slut.” 
Megan groaned and seemed to tremble as her legs shifted apart. 
“Further!” Gwen barked. 
Her hand slid down the woman's body and cupped her mons, then 
squeezed as she began to rub back and forth along it. She let her 
middle finger sink between Meg's pussy lips, sawing slowly up and 
down between them as Megan moaned and began to slowly grind her 
hips. 
“Hot little slut,” Gwen whispered. “Dirty little girl. Maybe you need a 
sound beating, hmmm? Maybe you need to be thoroughly punished!” 
She was surprised at how readily Megan obeyed, but then recalled 
that, unlike herself, Meg was not a stranger to bondage. She looked 
down at her pale, straining body, then angled a finger to slide up into 
her pussy. She rubbed her thumb along it, finding her clitty then 
pressing down harder and harder. Megan began to gasp, then moan, 
then her body shook under the pain as Gwen watched, fascinated, 
waiting for her to pull free, to demand she stop. 
Meg's eyes closed and she exhaled explosively, then drew in a deep, 
shuddering breath, groaning and half sobbing as Gwen ground her 
thumb down against her clitty. 
She eased up, letting her hand slide up Meg's body, then pressing 
against her lips. “Suck on my fingers, little girl dog. Taste your own 
juices,” she whispered excitedly. 
Megan moaned around her fingers, eyes looking up at her appealingly 
as she pumped the fingers into her unresisting mouth. 
Gwen felt a hot surge of excitement inside her, her mind spinning 
around, searching for what to do next, what to do that would arouse 
and excite her newest lover. 
“Tell me, little slut, do you have a dildo somewhere around the 
house?” 
Megan blushed even more deeply, then nodded. 
“Where is it?” 
“In my room,” she whispered. 
Still holding her wrists together up behind her head Gwen followed 
Meg up the stairs and into her bedroom, gazing around, looking for 
things she could use on the excited redhead. She let go of her wrists 
and let Megan open a dresser drawer and take out a thick pink dildo. 
“What about rope or cord?” 
“W-we used a silk scarf before...” 
“Do you have any rope or cord?” 
Megan inhaled sharply and nodded. “Downstairs I think.” 
They returned downstairs and Megan found some old rope under the 
kitchen sink. Gwen smiled thoughtfully, then ordered her to cross her 
wrists behind her back. She tied them tightly there, criss crossing the 
rope as had been done to her, then led her out into the living room. 
“This seems a good place,” she said, pulling her to a hard-backed 
chair and pushing her across it. 
Megan grunted as the chair pushed up into her belly, then raised her 
eyes in confusion as Gwen came around in front of her and pulled her 
long hair together. She quickly worked it into a loose, rough braid, 
then tied the remainder of the rope into it, led it down under the seat 
of the chair, then curled it around one leg and bound Meg's ankle to 
it. The rope then crossed to the other leg of the chair, and she bound 
Meg's other ankle there before tying it off. 
Pleased with her creativity she moved around behind the room and 
picked up the dildo again. 
“I can do anything I want to you now,” she said, sliding her hand up 
and down Megan's backside. “I can invite an army of nasty men over 
her to use you at their leisure. But I suppose you'd like that, wouldn't 
you?” 
She worked the dildo in slowly, using small pumping motions, 
watching excitedly as more and more of it slid into the red furred 
pussy opening. She could feel the resistance of Megan's sex, could feel 
how tight it was inside her and see the way her pussy lips were pushed 
inward, tightly wrapped around the dildo. 
She was able to pump it more and more freely, sliding it deeper each 
time, intent on burying it inside her. 
Gwen smacked her bottom, then started to spank her lightly as she 
pumped the dildo. “Nasty, dirty little girl,” she cooed. 
As Megan's behind started to redden she spanked harder and harder, 
her own hand stinging from the impacts as Megan gasped and yelped 
in pain. She was gripping the dildo with just three fingers now, and 
just the tips, thrusting it deep. 
Megan was jerking back against it, her breathing loud and ragged. 
Gwen shoved the dildo in almost all the way, then spanked her hand 
down on it. Megan yelped and groaned in response. She spanked her 
hand again, watching the dildo sink deeper. Then she spanked a final 
time, pushing her hand in hard until the dildo sank between Megan's 
taut pussy lips. 
She took a deep breath, then quickly stripped and then walked in 
front of her, letting Megan see her lush body, running her hands up 
and down it and cupping her breasts as Megan groaned and looked 
on. 
Gwen reached down and fingered Meg's nipples, pinching and rolling 
and tugging on them as the woman writhed and wriggled, then 
moved behind her again, prying her pussy lips open and pulling out 
the dildo so she could pump it in faster and faster. She reached in and 
fingered her clitty as Megan began to yelp and moan and grind back, 
then started to spank her again, her hand cracking down harder and 
harder as Megan's thigh muscles flexed repeatedly, her backside 
quivering with the effort to push back against her. 
Gwen let one of her fingers ride up along the shaft of the dildo, letting 
it slide forward with each thrust so it rubbed upwards over Megan's 
clitoris, pressing in hard, then rubbed back as she yanked back the 
dildo. Megan was soon quivering in the grip of a desperate orgasmic 
storm, the air gargling out of her lungs in a long, uneven
Groan as Gwen pumped slower and slower. 
She smiled down at the woman, running her hand admiringly over 
her red bottom, then bent over and untied her ankles, then her hair. 
“Nasty little tramp,” she said, pulling her upright. 
Megan staggered weakly, panting as Gwen looked down at her 
delightedly. 
“Are you ready to lick me, little slut?” she demanded. 
“Y-yes,” Megan groaned. 
Gwen turned her slightly then smacked her bottom. 
“Yes mistress,” she corrected. 
“Yes, mistress,” Megan whispered. 
Gwen pulled her body in against her, letting Megan feel her own sot 
flesh against her own, her own full breasts rubbing up and down 
against Gwen's own small, firm cones. She bent the woman over and 
Meg eagerly licked at her throbbing nipples, then began to suckle and 
chew as Gwen stroked her hair and face. 
“Yes,” she sighed. “Nasty little girl. You suck on mommy's nipples, you 
bad girl.” 
Megan moaned around her nipple, sucking and mouthing it as Gwen 
reached down to cup her own. 
Then she pulled the bound woman straight, kissed her on the lips, and 
pushed her down onto her knees before her. 
Megan stared into her shaved pussy opening, entranced, then leaned 
forward, hands pulling constantly at the rope around her wrists as she 
licked hesitantly up and down alongside Gwen's tight, narrow little 
slit. 
“Lick me, dog,” Gwen ordered. 
Megan moaned then eased in, her tongue lapping softly up and down 
her narrow opening, pushing in stronger with each passing second as 
Gwen ran her fingers through her hair and began to roll her hips. 
“Yes,” she sighed. “Nasty little slave girl. Lick your mistress.” 
She reached down and spread herself open with two fingers, gripping 
Megan by the hair, guiding her tongue up and down her pink opening 
as the sexual steam built up within her. 
She wondered if Morgan had felt like this in her position, had felt the 
sense of power and superiority, had let her mind spin with ideas of 
what to do with her bound prisoner, knowing she could do anything 
she wanted. 
A thrill of pleasure ran up her backbone as Megan's lapping tongue 
made contact with her clitoris and began to stroke excitedly across it, 
and she tugged on the woman's hair in delight, pushing herself 
forward to be pleasured. 


Chapter Sixteen
“What is this place?” Megan whispered anxiously. 
“It's a uh, club,” Gwen said, blinking her eyes in the dim light. 
In fact, it looked like nothing more than an ordinary nightclub - aside 
from the fact there seemed to be no men present. 
A very large woman stood before the inner door, blocking access until 
Gwen gave her name. Then she nodded and motioned them forward. 
“Ms Steele is at a table on the far side,” she said. 
Gwen pushed Megan forward, both of them looking around like little 
old ladies at a rock show. 
Some of the women were normally dressed. Others were clad in 
leather; leather jackets, pants, vests, bustiers and even bras. Many 
wore no bras beneath diaphanous blouses. Most had short hair. Some 
were even bald. 
They passed a booth where a woman was slumped down, her legs up 
on the table. Another woman was crouched beneath the table, her 
head under the first woman's skirt. Two women at a table were kissing 
and petting, oblivious to people walking around them. Up on a low 
stage in the centre of the club two women were naked, bodies 
glistening wetly as they slid against each other in time to slow music. 
Megan yelped and Gwen turned to see her rubbing her behind and 
looking around at the women nearby. 
“Someone pinched my bottom!” she whispered. 
“You can thank them later.” 
Gwen took her hand and pulled her through a group of women 
dancing together, then out the far side where a number of round 
tables were set. 
It was even darker here, far from the bar, but she easily recognized 
Morgan sitting at a table with Brenda, Yvette, Holly and Zoe. She led 
Megan up to them, smiling triumphantly at Morgan. 
“Hello, Megan,” Morgan said, eyes like a cat as she gazed at her 
across the table. 
“H-h-hi,” Megan squeaked nervously. 
Gwen moved around the table and Morgan pulled her up onto her 
lap. She was a trifle nervous as well, looking around them at the 
strangers at other tables. But she was thrilled and excited, as well. And 
felt quite victorious at having "seduced" Megan - even if it hadn't 
taken an awful lot of effort. 
“So you've been playing with my little pet, have you?” Morgan said, 
sliding her fingers through Gwen's hair. 
“I - well - yes, I - I suppose...” Megan gulped. 
“What lovely hair,” Yvette said, reaching up and sliding her hand 
along Megan's thigh. 
Megan gasped, looking down at her, then gasped again as Brenda slid 
a hand up under her skirt and cupped her bottom. 
“She's wearing panties,” she said. 
Morgan frowned. “Didn't Gwen tell you we don't allow that?” 
“I - well yes but I was - that is, with being out on the street I...” 
She gasped again as Brenda tugged on the panties. Yvette closed her 
hand on her left wrist and Brenda gripped the right with her free 
hand, then tore the panties off her. 
Megan's eyes widened, and her lips formed a round O as she looked 
around the table. Neither woman let go of her wrists as she began to 
breath faster and faster. 
Morgan smiled, then deliberately cupped one of Gwen's breasts. She 
reached behind her neck and unfastened the strap, then pulled it 
down to bare them. 
Gwen blushed, looking around again. She wasn't nearly as shy as she'd 
once been, yet it was still quite a shock to be bare breasted among so 
many strangers - even women. 
She remembered the woman at the booth they passed and wondered 
if Morgan would do something like that right here out in the open. 
She felt a thrill of anxious lust at the thought. It would be so wicked 
and wanton, after all. 
She watched as Megan panted for breath, watched the front of her 
skirt as it showed the movements of Brenda's hand. The redhead was 
jerking her head from side to side, her wide eyes staring around her at 
the strangers at other tables. 
Yvette undid her skirt, and Brenda pulled her hand out long enough 
for it to drop down her legs. Both of them continued to hold the 
woman's wrists tightly, though Megan was making no effort to pull 
free. Instead she continued to twist her head from side to side, shocked 
at being nude from the waist down in the middle of a public place. 
Gwen was shocked, as well. She hadn't expected that. Yet even as she 
felt gratitude it was Megan and not her she felt a strange jealousy. 
Megan was almost trembling with excitement as Brenda undid her 
shirt and Yvette pulled it off. She wore no bra beneath, and was now 
standing nude before their table, the voices of many other women 
rising from the tables nearby as others laughed and talked on the 
dance floor behind them. 
Then Yvette pulled her astride her lap, sliding her large black hand up 
and down her pale, trembling body. Megan seemed to be in a daze as 
the others at the table smiled at her. 
She started suddenly, gasping and jerking her head back. She started 
to buck her hips madly, and Gwen guessed Yvette had several fingers 
buried in her little quim. Yvette opened her mouth wide, then closed it 
on her exposed throat, holding the shaking girl tightly as Megan 
grunted and moaned and shook through what was obviously a 
powerful orgasm. 
Gwen looked around, and saw other eyes on them, women from 
nearby tables or passing them looking on casually, some with smiles on 
their faces. 
“Feeling left out, pet?” 
“No, I - .” 
Morgan gripped her hair and drew her face in against her own, her 
lips crushing Gwen’s, her hand openly fondling her breast. 
She drew back with a smile, then exchanged a glance with Erin . 
“She’s such a dirty girl, don’t you think?” 
“Definitely.” 
The two women rose, taking Gwen’s arms, one on either side, and led 
her to a nearby door, then through it and down a narrow aisle. A turn, 
and she was at what looked like a dressing room of sorts. 
“But – but I …” 
They ignored her, stripping her bare, and Erin took up a brush and 
brushed her hair out to either side in pigtails. Then Morgan held up a 
white lacy teddy with a thong bottom for her as Erin urged her into it. 
She stepped in and they pulled it up her body. It was tight, quite high 
cut at the sides, and nearly sheer. Her bare breasts protruded through 
the lace trimmed, open, under wired cups, and there were garter 
straps attached to the lower abdomen. The two blonde women eased 
white stockings up her legs and attached them to the garters, then 
Erin tied a thick bow around her neck as Morgan produced a pair of 
white stiletto heels for her to step into. 
“Wh-what is all this?” Gwen asked in surprise, feeling the odd 
tightness around her breasts where the side of the open cups pressed 
in against them. 
“We want you to look pretty,” Morgan purred. 
“Very pretty,” Erin said, standing back to look at her admiringly. 
“Why am I dressed up like this?” 
The two blondes smiled smugly, then each gripped one of her arms 
and pulled them behind her back. Gwen looked back in confusion as 
her wrists were crossed, then a soft cord was criss-crossed around 
them and tied snugly. Erin produced another ribbon and Morgan tied 
that over the rope, then they each gripped one of her arms and led 
her out of the room. 
“Did you think we were going to be all distracted by your pretty little 
friend and not pay attention to you?” Morgan said in mock surprise. 
“We’re more interested in you, young lady,” Erin said with a smirk. 
“You've gotten all those women hot and bothered. “It's your 
responsibility now to relieve the tension they've got between their 
thighs.” 
“What?” 
Gwen realized they were taking her out front virtually naked, and the 
thought - now that her mind was somewhat less frazzled - of being 
seen naked by all those women appalled her. 
Yet her sudden attempt to bolt came too late. They pulled her through 
the door and she was out in the midst of all the women, legs 
trembling now as the heat rose up around her once again. 
To one side she could see Brenda, Zoe, Yvette and Holly at their table. 
Megan was still nude, which made her feel slightly better, and was 
squirming on Brenda's lap as she suckled on one of her nipples. 
There were other nude, or half nude women around the bar, she saw, 
and felt slightly less humiliated as those nearest turned to look at her. 
Morgan led her to the nearest table, where four women looked up, 
smirks on their faces. She blushed as Erin moved up on her other side. 
“This little cock girl is here to ask if you can do anything for you,” she 
said. 
“Come here, lovey,” one of the women said. 
Gwen gulped, and looked up at Morgan, who gave her a little push 
towards the woman's chair. 
The woman was in her mid forties, with short black hair. She pushed 
her chair back and had Gwen sit across her lap as she ran her hand 
over her bare breasts. 
“Do you enjoy cocks, lovey?” she asked. 
“Y-yes,” Gwen whispered, looking down. 
“They’re not too big for your tight little pussy?” 
Gwen shook her head. 
“What about that lovely behind of yours?” 
“Sometimes,” she gulped, red faced. 
The woman rolled one of her stiff nipples between her fingers, 
pinching it lightly. She plucked at it, and the woman sitting next to her 
reached over and plucked at the other one, giggling. 
“Well, dear, I think all you need do is apologise for being such a 
frightfully cheap little tart,” the woman said with a smile. 
Gwen drew in a deep breath, then licked her lips. 
“I-I'm sorry for being such a frightfully cheap little tart,” she said. 
“Very well. I forgive you,” the woman said, to chuckles from the rest 
of the table. “You may go now.” 
She helped her stand, but as Gwen turned and started back towards 
Morgan she reached out and slapped her hard on her bare behind, 
making her yelp and jump forward. The table erupted in laughter as 
Morgan took her arm and steered her on to the next one. 
At the next table the women had her kneel and then fed her sweets, 
letting her lick them out of their hands and then clean their fingers 
with her tongue. 
At the next another woman had her sit in her lap, took off her shoe 
and held it up to her so she could lick it. The other women smiled and 
laughed as her tongue lapped up and down along the shoe. Then the 
woman pushed the heel into her mouth and let her bob her lips up 
and down on it as though it were a penis. 
The next table had large muscled butch women sitting together. All of 
them had shaved heads and tattoos. Gwen looked at them fearfully, for 
they looked like wolves presented with a fat lamb. 
One of them immediately pulled her down on her lap and began to 
lick and then suck on her nipple as her hand jammed in between her 
thighs. She squeezed her pussy hard, then easily tugged aside the 
narrow crotch and thrust two fingers up inside her. The others 
laughed, made obscene comments, and looked at her hungrily as the 
first one pawed and fondled her. 
Gwen gasped and moaned as the woman began growling and 
chewing on her nipple. She pulled her head back, teeth pinching into 
the nipple, stretching it out as she shook her head from side to side. 
She let it go, then jammed her mouth in to suck hard on it again, 
adding a third finger to the ones up in her pussy. 
“We'd like to take you somewhere where we could be alone,” she 
growled, licking up along her cheek. 
“We've got much better toys available there,” one of them said. 
The woman next to her grabbed at her hair, yanking her back farther 
so she was laying across both their laps, then twisted her half onto her 
side and pulled her face up against her own bared breast. Gwen 
sucked as the woman pushed her nipple into her mouth, groaning as 
both women squeezed and kneaded her breasts and pinched her 
nipples. 
The first woman slapped her behind hard enough to make her squeal, 
then yanked up on her hips and bent to bite her on the behind. The 
other woman laughed, a third reaching in to grab one of her breasts, 
while people from nearby tables hooted and called out in amusement. 
“This little slut is making me hot!” the woman said, bending to bite 
her on the behind again. 
“Spread her legs and I'll whip her pussy!” another of the women 
yelled. 
Gwen continued sucking and licking, the woman holding her there by 
the hair, as her legs were spread wide, then one of the women picked 
up a stick of celery and began to beat it against her bare little mound 
as everyone around laughed in delight. 
Then strong hands passed her around to the next woman, who had 
pushed her chair around and taken off her pants. Her head was 
pulled down between the woman's legs, and she began to lap at her 
pussy as fingers pushed into her own and more women laughed and 
yelled. 
Four fingers were slowly pushed up inside her, then someone's thumb 
pushed up against her clit and began to stroke furiously across it as 
hands pawed her everywhere. Another finger pushed up her rectum 
as someone began to spank her again, then an ice cube was rubbed 
back and forth against one nipple as someone's mouth sucked on the 
other. 
From there she was passed from hand to hand, sometimes spread 
across a table, sometimes across laps, sometimes down on the floor 
licking at feet or pussies. 
By the time she had made it around the room there was nothing left 
of the lace teddy, and all she had on was one torn stocking. They put 
her up on the small, low stage then, and to her surprise Megan was 
pushed up alongside her, where the women gathered around shouted 
orders to them. 
They began to kiss and caress each other then, both tired - for Megan 
had been well-used, also, and Gwen laid back, letting Megan slide 
between her legs, gripping the redhead's soft behind and pulling her 
pussy into her mouth. The two lapped at each other as the women 
watched, but both had tired jaws and sore tongues, and were too tired 
to feel very much of anything. 
Morgan pulled them both off then and she and Yvette took them 
home. 
She slept late the next morning. That wasn't something that overly 
concerned her, of course, given Morgan had been at the club and 
knew how exhausting the night had been for her. 
She woke sore and aching. Every muscle in her body felt worn and 
overused. 
She was naked and spread-eagled, but unbound. Soreness, rather 
than bonds, kept her legs and arms apart. 
Her mind trailed back over the previous night, and she shuddered in 
appalled delight. She breathed slowly and deeply, then sat up with a 
groan and swung her legs over the side of the bed. 
She stood up on shaky legs, holding the night table for support until 
she could regain her balance. 
She snagged her robe from a hook next to the door then opened the 
door and yelped in surprise, almost banging into Zoe. 
“Zoe?” 
The girl smiled. 
“Hi. How do you feel?” 
“Tired,” she confessed. 
Zoe giggled and nodded. 
“What are you still doing here? I mean, I thought you stayed with 
Holly...” 
“Well, usually. But Sean was nice last night, and we were up kind of 
late. So I decided to stay over. You don't mind, do you?” 
She shook her head. 
“He's sweet, isn't he? He's not a very good dominant, though. I mean, 
he gets off tying you up but you just can't get him to hit you very hard 
at all.” 
“You uhm, like to be hit hard?” 
“When I'm really into it, yeah. So does Holly. You don't?” 
“Well I...” 
“It's like when we were together and you didn't want Holly to hit you 
on the back, but then you changed your mind, right?” Holly grinned. 
“Some times you just feel like the more wicked you are the hotter 
you'll burn.” 
“Right now I just want sit down and drown myself in coffee,” Gwen 
groaned. 
Zoe laughed and took her arm, leading her into the kitchen. 
“Sean's gone to work, I take it?” 
“Yup. Sit. I'll make you coffee.” 
Gwen sat with a grunt and Zoe hummed to herself as she got the 
coffee down. 
“So how were the women at the club?” 
“Very…strange.” 
She reached over and squeezed her shoulder. “I wish I'd been there to 
see you. I bet you were hot!” 
Gwen shook her head. 
“So uhm, how long have you been into this?” she asked. 
“Since I my boyfriend first tied me up. That would be about sixteen - 
almost four years ago. I started out with just bondage and a bit of 
slapping, then grew into canings and then whippings. The whippings 
give me just marvellous climaxes. I sometimes think they'll go on 
forever and I'll actually die of an orgasm. Wouldn't that be amazing? 
An orgasm so powerful and so long it kills you?” 
“I'd prefer one just a tad less powerful, actually,” Gwen said. 
Zoe giggled and nodded. 
“So what did you and Sean do last night?” 
“Oh pretty straightforward stuff, really. Nothing you haven't done 
with him, I'm sure. He was awfully horny, though. Unfortunately, the 
drawback with men is they tend to go like bulls but wear themselves 
out quickly when they're like that.” 
“I feel like I've been run over by bulls.” 
“You have, in a manner of speaking. Bull dykes.” She snickered and 
Gwen smiled and rolled her eyes. 
“They really like to play with bi girls. I personally think they're jealous 
of us. Though Holly said its more like they think we're betraying them 
or something.” 
“Holly and you are both bi? And Yvette?” 
“Yeah, but not Brenda or Morgan. Yvette and Holly turn both ways 
in B&D too, like sometimes they like to be tops and sometimes 
bottoms. I just like it on the bottom.” 
“Holly does like being tied up too, doesn't she,” Gwen thought aloud. 
“Yup. She gets topped by Brenda - one of her teachers. I think you've 
met her?” 
Gwen nodded. 
“I suppose If you get off on being tormented, on being tied up and 
helpless and used, then you can get off on another girl being the same, 
and get off on doing it to them. Lots of leather girls swing both ways 
depending on how the mood takes them. Not me, though.” 
“Now that I think of it I did rather like tying up and using Megan the 
other night.” 
“See!” 
“But I didn't actually - well - hurt her. Not much anyway,” she said, 
thinking of how she had jammed the dildo up the redhead's pussy and 
heard her groans of pain as she'd forced it deeper. 
“Take a cane to her bottom and I bet you'll get off.” 
“Watch I don't take one to yours,” she retorted. 
Zoe giggled. “I have to get going. I have a class in Elizabethan 
poetry.” 
“Useful talent to have,” Gwen sniffed, feeling oddly aroused at the 
thought of taking a cane to the slender girl's backside. 
“We can't all be computer types,” Zoe said, shrugging her shoulders 
and smiling. 


Chapter Seventeen
“Tell me, dear, what do you think about David Gardner?” 
Gwen turned and shrugged. 
“I don't think about him much at all. Fortunately I don't have to deal 
with board members.” 
“Just rowdy lesbians.” 
She shrugged and smiled. 
Morgan pushed back her chair, leaning back and looking at her 
measuringly. “I would expect a woman who could take on a bar full of 
nasty old lesbians would be able to take on one little board member.” 
“You want me to have sex with Gardner ?!” Gwen demanded. 
“Oh yes.” 
“Why?” 
“Oh come. You know why. He's such a dreary prude. Most of his 
opposition to what I'm doing comes from his disapproval of my 
homosexuality and the sexy image I'm giving the firm. If I could 
crack that stuffy, uptight attitude of his I think I'd have clear sailing 
ahead.” 
“How am I supposed to do that?” she said doubtfully. 
“Well, despite his conservatism he is still a man.” 
“You think all men are pushovers for a pretty girl, Morgan,” she 
sighed. 
“Aside from the queers they are,” Morgan said with a smug smile. 
“How would you know?” 
“Don't get lippy, my girl.” 
“Well really.” 
“I've had men in my time, for your information, my dear, when I was 
younger and foolish. I know which head they think with when they're 
around someone like you.” 
“Someone like me?” 
Morgan stood up and went to the closet, turned and smiled as she 
opened the closet door. 
“”Oh my,” Gwen said. 
Megan was plastered flat against the door by what looked like a net 
pulled in hard around her. The net divided her soft, pale flesh into 
squares as it pulled in tightly against her, pinning her arms to her sides 
and her back to the door. 
Gwen stepped forward and looked at her admiringly. Her eyes were 
blindfolded and she had a ball-gag in her mouth. Two weights hung 
by clips from her nipples, and another from her clitoris. Gwen winced 
at that last once, looking at the way the metal clip squeezed in against 
the soft little button. 
Megan's ankles, knees and thighs were bound closed by soft cord. 
More cords encircled her arms, just below her shoulders, at her 
elbows and at her wrists, pinning them to her sides. The net closed in 
tightly around her anyway, making it impossible for her to do more 
than squirm. 
And she was squirming. And the reason for it, Gwen quickly realized, 
were the two narrow black wires she could see between the woman's 
tightly closed thighs. One led into her recently shaved pussy, while the 
other disappeared between her legs and - she assumed - went into her 
rectum. 
The wires were hooked to a small transformer hung on the door to 
one side. The transformers were plugged into the wall just inside the 
closet. 
“Vibrators?” she said. 
“Quite strong ones.” 
Megan writhed slowly and continuously, barely audible moans 
emerging from behind the ball gag. 
“I thought she was off today.” 
“No, she came in early.” 
“She's been there all day?” She raised her eyebrows, noting the 
paleness of Megan's skin and the sweat on her chest, thighs and 
forehead. 
“Yes. Looks sweet, doesn't she?” 
“Does her husband know how mean you're being to her?” 
“Like yours, the idea seems to turn him on quite a bit. Actually the 
two of them had already been somewhat into bondage. She's not 
nearly the prude you were.” 
“I wasn't a prude,” Gwen said in annoyance. 
“In any case, as you saw a few days back at the club, she's quite the 
natural little submissive.” 
Gwen reached up and flicked her finger against the weight hanging 
from Megan's clitoris, watching it swing from side to side. Megan 
writhed against the net and Morgan smiled. 
“How long are you going to keep her there?” 
“I intend to give her to you, my sweet.” 
“Me? When? Why?” 
“Do you think old Gardner will be annoyed if, after he's rutted into 
your for - oh, all of five minutes, Megan joins the two of you in bed?” 
“I'd assume not.” 
“And after he gets his peter hard watching you two it's going to be 
somewhat hard for him to rant on about how horrible homosexuality 
is, don't you think?” 
“Don't underestimate hypocrisy.” 
“Oh he might well rant on, but I doubt he'll have much feeling in it.” 
“How am I supposed to seduce him anyway? I've never even met the 
man.” 
“You leave that to me, dear.” Morgan smiled coyly. 
Gwen frowned uncertainly. “You promise this isn't so you can 
blackmail him or anything? I don't want anything to do with that.” 
“Extortion is illegal, dear,” Morgan said with arched eyebrows. 
“You promise?” 
Morgan rolled her eyes. “Really, Gwennie, you're becoming quite 
impertinent. “You could learn a lot from young Megan.” 
“Young Megan is older than I am. And you still haven't promised.” 
“I promise, all right?” Morgan snapped. “And I promise your bottom 
is going to be very tender the next time I get at it. I'm buying a new 
riding crop later today, a much nastier one.” 
“”I'm not worried,” Gwen said with a smug smile. “You won't want to 
stripe my bottom if I'm supposed to be putting it in front of Mr. 
Gardner any time soon.” 
Morgan glowered. “You're becoming annoying. Maybe something 
stronger than a crop is called for. She turned and looked at Megan, 
smiling. “You really need to be more like Megan.” 
Then she shrugged and closed the closet door. 
“I'll let her cook for a little while longer.” 
The scheme Morgan had come up with was not something Gwen was 
terribly enthusiastic about. She allowed Morgan to convince her, 
however, especially after Morgan promised her both a raise and a 
promotion to systems analysis. 
Gwen wanted to try something slower and less risky, but Morgan 
knew Gardner , and said a slow seduction simply wouldn't work. The 
man had to have it pushed into his face before he could think of how 
naughty he was being and try to resist. 
All it took was a little bit of computer hacking, and a lot of shameless 
behaviour. Morgan supplied the former, and Gwen and then Megan 
the latter. 
Gardner was known to visit a particular hotel in Nice, where the 
Micom Corporation owned several other companies. All Morgan had 
to do was fiddle with their computer a little. She discovered what 
room Gardner had reserved, voided the reservation, and then booked 
Gwen in his place for the same day. 
It took some care, of course. She arrived quite early, and then signed 
in. Once in the room she phoned Morgan in London , and Morgan 
told the computer the room was empty again, then booked Gardner 
in once more. 
Gwen was nervous about all this, but felt even if the hotel found her 
they would hardly hold her responsible for their computer getting 
confused. In any case, from her own experience, the French were 
seldom overly distressed about their customers receiving poor service. 
They'd be unlikely to make a fuss at two people winding up booked 
into the same room. 
Megan waited downstairs and watched for Gardner while Gwen put 
her things in the closet and undressed. When Megan called up that 
Gardner was checking in Gwen got to work. 
She tossed her dressing gown onto the bed, then picked up a small 
plastic container of strawberry flavoured oil. It was edible, and even 
tasty, and she soon had it spread over her body from shoulders to 
ankles. 
She turned on a small radio, put on a pair of dark sunglasses, then lay 
down on a towel on the balcony, spreading her legs and letting her 
arms fall back above her. She lay still, pretending sleep, body tense as 
she waited discovery. 
She heard the door open, then close, and waited, pushing her chest up 
a little. Gardner appeared at the open door and his eyes bulged as he 
saw her laying there. He stared for the longest time, gripping the door 
as his legs shook. 
Gwen felt her nipples rise and harden as the man gaped at her. He 
rubbed his hand over his face, then stumbled back. She wondered if 
he'd call room service and wreck everything, but then a moment later 
he peeked out around the door again, his eyes moving up and down 
her lewdly displayed body. 
He opened his mouth, seeming ready to speak, then cleared his throat 
instead. When she made no move he cleared his throat again, louder. 
“Ah, her, miss,” he said. “Excuse me, miss. This is my room.” 
She groaned and then jerked up as if startled. 
“What are you doing in my room?!” she cried, covering her oily 
breasts with her hands and doing her best to pretend a french accent. 
“This is my room, mademoiselle,” he said. “See? They gave me this 
key!” 
He held up his key like a talisman, waving it at her. 
“Oh bother,” she said, lowering her arms somewhat. “They must have 
made a mistake.” 
“Uhm, yes, quite. A mistake,” he said. “Ahh, you are ah, booked in 
here, as well?” 
She stood up and removed her sunglasses, smiling quite disarmingly 
as he fought to control his eyes. 
“That is, ah, I saw your ah, key sitting on the table here. I presume...” 
“Yes, they booked me in here, too,” she said in her phoney accent. 
“Stupid people. I asked for this room because it faces the sun in the 
afternoon and I enjoyed it before when I stayed here.” 
He nodded weakly, eyes racing up and down her again. 
She cocked her head to one side and smiled again. “I'm sorry,” she 
said. “Does my nudity bother you? You are English, after all, and I 
know how stuffy the English can be about the naked body.” 
“Ah, not at all,” Gardner said. “That is, ah, your ah, body doesn't 
bother me.” 
“Oh good. I would hate to offend you. You seem like a very nice 
man.” 
“Well, ah, thank you,” he said with a feeble smile. 
“Is beautiful, is it not?” she said, waving an arm at the 
Mediterranean , turning her back on him to lean over the rail. 
She knew his eyes were locked on her behind and let her legs shift 
slowly apart. 
“Quite - ah - beautiful,” he said in a strangled voice. 
She turned and smiled beatifically, then sat back on the edge of the 
rail quite casually. 
“I was supposed to come with my boyfriend,” she said in a sudden 
glum tone. “Then he called me and said he had to work. Can you 
believe that?” 
“Terrible,” he said. 
“Now I'll have to go out and find a man to keep me company. I mean, 
what can I do to have fun by myself ?” 
She pushed off the rail and went towards him, and he stumbled back 
into the room as she came inside. 
“Well, I suppose we'll have to call the front desk,” she said. 
“Ah, er yes,” he gulped. 
“I'd like to stay here, though. This room has sentimental value.” 
She turned and giggled girlishly. “I had my first multiple orgasm there 
on that bed,” she said. 
His eyebrows receded into his hairline as his jaw dropped. 
“I should put something on. Oh, I'll have to shower first. Do you 
mind?” 
“N-Not at all,” he said. 
She stepped closer to him, smiling shyly. “You just arrived from 
London , no?” 
“Yes,” he said. 
“Perhaps you would feel good to have a nice shower too?” 
She reached out and took his hand, then lifted it, stroking his palm 
with one finger as he stared, then bring his hand up against her breast. 
She shuddered as she rubbed his hand along her soft, slick breast, 
then let her head roll slowly back as she sighed in pleasure. 
She eased up onto her toes and kissed him lightly, then began to 
unbutton his shirt as he stood there in shock. She kissed his chest as it 
parted, kissing her way down to his belt as she tugged the shirt off, 
then undoing his belt and opening his pants. 
“I uh - I'm not sure...” 
She dropped his pants as she eased down onto her knees, then took his 
erection into her mouth and began to suck softly. 
Gardner moaned and his legs shook, his trembling hands coming 
down onto her head as she began to bob up and down against him. 
She pulled back abruptly, wheeled and dropped onto all fours on the 
floor, spreading her legs and lifting her behind in an obvious invitation 
Gardner could not resist. 
He let out a gasp of helpless excitement as he dropped down behind 
her. He thrust himself home and began to pump madly, making soft 
moaning sounds as his thick cock thrust furiously into her body. 
In seconds he had come inside her. He slumped forward breathlessly, 
groaning as she turned and beamed at him. 
“That was nice,” she cooed, turning and kissing him. 
“Oh my,” he gasped. 
“Did you like that?” she asked. 
“Oh - yes,” he said. 
“I shouldn't have, I know,” she said, suddenly pushing her lip out in a 
pout. “I'm a bad girl, a very bad girl.” 
She reached down and cupped his flaccid cock, pushing him so he fell 
back onto his behind, then lay back on the floor. 
He groaned as she licked up and down his thighs, then took his cock 
into her mouth and began to suck. Her lips moved expertly over it, 
her tongue stroking along the underside of the head. She sucked each 
of his testicles into her mouth in its turn, massaging them with her lips 
and sucking rhythmically. 
Then she slid up his body, sliding her soft, slippery breasts around his 
cock, squeezing them with her arms, then easing up his body. He 
groaned and reached for her as she slid them up his body, and she 
smiled, pressing them against his face and letting him suck feverishly. 
“You like, English man?” she cooed. 
He mumbled something as his fingers dug into her breasts, but his 
mouth was too full of her nipple and breast to make out what it was. 
She could feel his cock hardening against her thigh and giggled in 
delight, squirming out of his arms. 
“I shouldn't,” she said, pouting. “It's very bad to sleep with men I 
don't even know.” 
“Ah, er, but - but - “
“I'd feel so guilty,” she said sadly. 
Then she brightened and put on a crafty expression. 
She opened a drawer and took out several scarves, then jumped onto 
the bed and spreadeagled herself. 
“Of course, if I'm tied down then I can't feel guilty,” she said. 
“T - tied down?” 
She smiled and waved the scarves. He hesitated on a moment, then 
rushed forward. He quickly tied her wrists and ankles to the four 
corners of the bed, then climbed atop her. She groaned as he drove 
himself into her body and arched her back against him. 
“So nice,” she sighed, closing her eyes as he eagerly squeezed and 
kneaded her slippery breasts. 
She pulled and strained against the bonds, growing more and more 
excited now as he pumped into her. She was now only partially acting 
as she groaned in pleasure. 
And soon she wasn't acting at all. 
She felt the heat stirring between her legs, felt it rising like a cloud 
around her, her body steaming with desire as he thrust into her 
furiously. 
Gardner was almost twice her age but was no slouch as a lover. Now 
that he'd come once already he had considerably more stamina, and 
was using it, despite his obvious eagerness, to give her a good, hard, 
solid ride. 
The bed shook beneath her as he drove his hips forward, as his 
thickness slid back and forth between her soft, slick pubic lips. 
“Yes!” she hissed. “Oh yes!” 
She arched her back, moaning as her mind spiralled upwards into a 
hazy cloud of sexual bliss. Long minutes passed as his behind rose and 
fell and his tool plunged in and out of her spasming, burning pussy. 
She fell limp, though he continued to thrust into her. Then he 
groaned and sped up for several seconds before collapsing atop her, 
dropping flat on her body and laying there to recover. He rolled off 
her then, and they both lay still, gasping for breath. 
“ - was - was nice,” she whispered. 
He sat up, shaking his head, then untied her. 
“I hope you uhm, that is...” 
“It was nice,” she said, smiling and patting his cheek. 
She sat up herself, then looked down at her glistening body. 
“I need a shower, though. You?” 
They took a shower together, and Gwen let him fondle her soapy 
breasts, pleased by how happy he was to run his hands over her body. 
Afterwards they rinsed off and she led him out of the shower. She did 
her hair as he watched, blathering to him over the sound of the dryer 
about her supposed trip, and then the girl she suspected her boyfriend 
might be cheating behind her back with. 
“She is English too,” she said. “A redheaded cow named Megan. If I 
see her I will teach her a lesson, you can be sure. I will make her 
behind as red as her hair.” 
“He must be crazy to cheat on you,” he said. 
“I think so too,” she said with a little pout. 
“Well, uhm, I suppose we should see about finding another room.” 
“I don't mind if you stay here,” she said. 
“Oh. Well...” 
There was a sudden knock at the front door, and they both turned in 
surprise. 
“You order room service, maybe?” she asked. 
“No. I'd hardly gotten in when I uh, found you.” 
He put on a dressing gown and went to the door as she peered around 
the corner. He opened it and Megan stood there dressed in a bikini. 
“Hello, darling!” she squealed, hugging him. 
She pulled back in surprise. 
“You aren't Jacques,” she said. 
Megan rushed from the bathroom then and dragged Megan inside, 
cursing and wrestling with her and calling her names as Gardner 
looked on in shock. He quickly closed the door and then tried to 
separate the two even as Gwen tore off Megan's bikini top and 
wrestled her to the floor. 
He grabbed each by an arm and pulled them apart then, holding 
them at arms length as he ordered them to be quiet. 
“She is sleeping with my boyfriend!” Gwen shouted. 
“You don't own him,” Megan said in a sulky voice. 
“Slut!” 
“Well he wanted to,” Megan protested. 
“So what? You're still a slut to sleep with him!” 
“You can find another boyfriend,” Megan said. “You have a nice 
body, after all.” 
“Don't look at me like that,” Gwen said defiantly. “Are you some kind 
of queer?” 
“Oh right. First you accuse me of sleeping with your boyfriend and 
now you call me a queer.” 
“Well...” 
“I just think you have a nice body. Have you uhm, ever slept with a 
woman?” 
“Once or twice,” Gwen said slowly. 
“Well, since your boyfriend isn't here, and you seem to have worn out 
his replacement, maybe you and me...” 
She slid her hand up and cupped one of Gwen's breasts, fingering her 
nipple, then as Gwen continued to glare at her, eased her hand down 
between her legs, rubbing her pussy. Gwen followed her lead, her own 
hand sliding down into Megan's brief bikini bottom and rubbing her 
pussy as the two stood toe to toe. 
Gardner looked on, open-mouthed. 
“I don't know,” Gwen said. “You're still a bitch to sleep with my 
boyfriend.” 
“Maybe you can punish me,” Megan said with a little smirk. 
She kissed her shoulder shyly, rubbing her breast as the two of them 
slowly worked their hips back and forth against each other's hands. 
“I think you should be punished. And I think I know just how too.” 
She turned Megan around and bent her over the table, then yanked 
her bikini bottom down. 
“Wha - what are you going to do?” Gardner asked. 
“Don't you think she's been a bad girl?” 
“Well - well yes.” 
“I know just what to do with bad girls,” Gwen said, cupping Megan's 
sex and massaging it as Gardner looked on. 
She went to where his pants lay on the floor and pulled his belt from 
them, then doubled it up and returned to Megan. 
Megan looked behind her, and smiled. “Go ahead and do your best,” 
she taunted. 
Gwen drew her hand back and swung down hard. The belt snapped 
down against Megan's round behind and the redhead yelped in pain. 
“Didn't hurt at all!” she said defiantly. 
“Slut!” Gwen shouted. 
She whipped the belt down again, then again, slowly and 
methodically, watching Gardner from the corner of her eyes as he 
looked on. 
Megan moaned and lifted her behind higher, spreading her legs a little 
more, gasping and yelping and whimpering as the belt slashed down 
and stripes criss-crossed her backside. She saw the front of his robe 
begin to push out, and lashed the belt down again. 
“Harder!” Megan cried. 
Gwen turned to Gardner , pressing the belt into his hand. 
“Do it, Davie !” she gasped. “Spank her good!” 
“But I can't...” 
“Yes! Yes!” Megan moaned rolling her behind. 
Gardner looked down at the belt, then at her striped backside. He 
lifted the belt and then slashed it down hard. Gwen winced but 
Megan only cried out for more. 
Gardner whipped harder, and she undid his robe and pulled it off, 
then dropped to her knees in front of him, taking him into her mouth 
once again. 
The door burst open then and police flooded into the room, shouting 
and pointing guns around. 


Chapter Eighteen
“I don't understand why you want to come here on your day off,” 
Sean said in annoyance. “I mean, you just got back from that business 
trip and...” 
“This won't take long,” Gwen said, slamming the car door and 
storming up to Gwen's door. 
She pounded on it, then turned the knob. It was open and she stepped 
through, slamming it behind her. 
Morgan looked up from the sofa in surprise. 
“Gwen, dear. You're back,” she said sweetly. 
“You bitch!” 
“Now, now. Show some respect for your mistress, girl.” 
Gwen stalked over to the sofa and glared down at her. 
“Are you going to tell me you weren't the one who called the French 
police and told them about the drug smuggler in room Ten-
Fourteen?” 
“I never made any such call,” Morgan said placidly. 
“Then you had someone else call!” 
“Oh well, so what? It's not like you were doing anything illegal. Nor 
was our friend Gardner.” 
“That's not the point! You said you only intended him to get a little 
look-see at some kinky sex.” 
“Well, I presume he did.” 
“You never said you intended to humiliate him by having the police 
barge in! And, just oh by the way, humiliate me, as well!” 
“Didn't I say that? Silly forgetful me,” Morgan said, smiling. 
“I ought to take the same belt to your backside as I did to Megan's!” 
Gwen snapped. 
Morgan's eyebrows rose! “Oh really!?” she exclaimed. “And I think it's 
your backside that's overdue for a good stinging, my girl! You're 
getting far too big for your britches!” 
She stood up, then took Gwen's wrist and pulled her over next to a 
table set against the wall. There was, as Gwen knew full well, a snap 
ring set into the back of the table, out of sight. She watched Morgan 
take a pair of handcuffs from a drawer and then turn to her. 
Suddenly she grabbed at them, managing to snap one around 
Morgan's wrist before the startled woman could react. 
“What do you think...” 
Then she had the other snapped and slid her leg between Morgan's, 
tripping her up so she fell forward across the table. In a flash she had 
the link between the cuffs set against the snap ring and locked in 
place. 
“You miserable little brat!” Morgan cried, pulling at the handcuffs in 
shock. 
“I think you need to be taught a lesson yourself, Morgan,” Gwen 
growled. 
She went to the closet and pulled out one of Morgan's crops, then 
returned and stood behind her. 
“Don't you dare! You won't sit down for a month when I get my hands 
on you!” 
“Ha!” Gwen said. 
Morgan was wearing a snug, sleeveless mini which strapped together 
behind her neck. Gwen reached forward and unfastened it, then 
tugged it down her wriggling body, leaving her bare but for a small 
black G-string. 
She intended nothing sexual about her punishment, really. She was 
angry at having been lied to, and in her mind betrayed by Morgan, 
and intended to punish the woman for it. She swung the crop down as 
hard as she could, feeling a good deal of pleasure as it left red lines of 
pain across her employer's rump. 
Morgan cursed and kicked out at her, and Gwen had to dodge 
quickly. She fetched one of the heavy leather straps, and darted 
forward, grabbing Morgan's long legs and binding them together at 
the thigh. Then she stepped back, ignoring Morgans threats as she 
slashed the crop down once again. 
Morgan howled, body trembling and shaking, behind rolling from side 
to side as if to dodge the next blow. She yelped as it fell, then cried out 
again, cursing as Gwen carefully laid stroke after stroke across her 
rounded rump. 
Her threats grew less and less dire, however, and her cries became 
gasps and moans as the crop continued to crack down against her soft 
skin. Then she stopped talking altogether, content to bend over and 
gasp as each blow fell. 
And quite to her surprise, Gwen saw her raising her behind, saw it 
thrusting up to meet the fresh blows. She recalled what Zoe had told 
her, about many women being aroused both by dominance and 
submission, and was shocked to even consider Morgan could be 
among them. 
Morgan was so strong, so forceful and so arrogant that the idea she 
would find it arousing to have her bottom cropped momentarily 
stunned her. 
“You were a very bad girl, Morgan,” she said, tentatively. 
“Y-yes,” Morgan panted. 
“Say it,” Gwen ordered. 
“I-I was a bad - bad girl,” Morgan said, gasping for breath. 
“Do you think you merit punishment then?” 
Morgan trembled, then nodded her head. 
Gwen slipped a hand between her tight thighs, rubbing her pussy 
through the G-string. 
“Say it!” Gwen ordered. 
“I - do,” Morgan said between clenched teeth. 
Gwen slid the crop under her chin, forcing it up, then gripped her 
short hair, tugging on it painfully. 
“Say it. You know what I want to hear.” 
“I - need to be punished,” Morgan whispered. 
“Mistress.” 
Morgan moaned and shuddered again, grinding her thighs against 
the edge of the table. 
“Say it - you slut.” 
Morgan inhaled sharply, then closed her eyes. 
“I need to be punished, mistress,” she said in a meek voice. 
Gwen smiled and let go of her hair, then stood back. She reached 
between Morgan's thighs and cupped her sex through the thin G-
string she wore, then yanked back, tearing it off her and exposing her 
bare pussy. 
Her fingers drove into it and Morgan's bottom thrust up eagerly as the 
woman gasped and moaned. 
“Nasty little slut,” Gwen hissed, slapping her hand down on Morgan's 
backside. “You'll be properly punished for your wickedness.” 
“Oh! Oh no!” Morgan moaned, rolling her hips excitedly. 
“Oh yes, and then we'll put you down on all fours and have Sean take 
you like a randy bitch in heat.” 
Morgan gasped, her eyes widening, then whimpered and humped 
back against Gwen's fingers, air puffing through her open mouth. 
The door opened and Yvette came in. She stopped in surprise, staring 
at them as Gwen brought the crop down across Morgan's behind 
again. 
“Yvette,” she said, feeling proud and confident. “So nice of you to join 
us.” 
“What on Earth is going on?” 
“What does it look like?” 
“But Morgan never takes the sub position.” 
“You said you had spanked her before.” 
“When?” 
“When you were over for dinner.” 
“Oh. Well, I was just trying to turn your husband on. I've never 
spanked her. She doesn't swing both ways like that. She's always the 
dominant.” 
“Well not today,” Gwen growled. “And as for you, you slut. Get 
undressed and get over here beside her.” 
“Why?” 
“Because you lied to me, slut. So you can bend over next to her.” 
Yvette stared at her for a long moment, then her lips drew up into a 
smile and she slipped off her dress. Gwen grabbed her and bent her 
over the table next to Morgan, then went to the drawer and got 
another pair of handcuffs. She quickly handcuffed her in the same 
way Morgan was, then took turns with them, slashing Morgan's 
behind, then Yvette's, then Morgan's again. 
She hurried back to the drawer and pulled out a pair of large 
vibrators, then, holding one in each hand, pushed them into the two 
gasping, moaning women, pumping them in and out in tandem, then 
turning them on and thrusting them deep. 
Yvette and Morgan turned to each other, their tongues sliding 
together as Gwen began to whip the crop across their upturned 
behinds. 
She let the crop snap down higher, cutting it across Morgan's 
shoulders, then Yvette's, taking turns as she moved up and down their 
backs. 
“You two bitches have been very rude to me over the past few weeks, 
and I think you both are long overdue to be put in your places.” 
She halted and reached between their thighs, fingering their clitties, 
causing both women to moan and grind their hips back. She gazed 
down at their striped behinds and smirked. “And I know just the man 
who'll be delighted to help me do it.” 
She began to roughly finger the shaking, quivering blonde woman's 
clitoris while pumping the vibrator in and out with hard, powerful 
strokes. 
Morgan bucked up desperately, gulping in air, her breathing loud and 
ragged. 
Gwen sheathed the vibrator inside her then picked up the crop again, 
bringing it down against her shoulders and back as she continued to 
roughly finger her clitoris. 
Yvette leaned over, biting down on the side of Morgan's neck as the 
blonde began to shake and whine. 
She cried out in pleasure, head jerking violently, breasts grinding 
furiously down on the table, and Gwen knew she was coming, feeling 
a deep satisfaction. 
“Filthy little slut,” she sneered. 
She went to the door and waved at Sean, motioning him in. He rolled 
his eyes, then climbed out of the car as she went back in. She got one 
of Morgan's chain belts and fastened it around her waist, then undid 
her handcuffs and lifted her upright. She immediately cuffed her 
wrists together in front of her and then locked the cuffs to the ring in 
the front of the belt. 
She pulled her forward as Sean came in, grinning at him as his eyes 
widened. 
“What on the...” 
“Sean, dear,” she said. “Look at what I've found! A filthy little slut 
badly in need of that big cock of yours.” 
Sean stared at Morgan, who dropped her eyes meekly. 
“You're kidding!” he gulped. 
Gwen took his hand and lifted it up, placing it against Morgan's full 
breast, squeezing it in. 
“Morgan's always longed to be a man's playtoy,” Gwen said, smacking 
her on the reddened behind. 
Sean breathed slowly, lifting his other hand and stroking Morgan's 
breasts, then kneading them gently as he stared at them in delight. 
“She also loves to take big male organs into her mouth. Don't you, 
Morgan?” 
Morgan looked rebellious but another smack on the rear made her 
yelp and nod her head reluctantly. 
“You don't sound nearly eager enough to me, slut,” Gwen said. 
“Please let me swallow your lovely cock, master,” Morgan said with a 
pout. 
“Uncuff me! I want to see this!” Yvette called, trying to twist her head 
all the way around. 
“You shut up, slave. I'll find something for you in a minute.” 
She pushed Morgan down to her knees and the woman leaned 
forward immediately, opening her mouth to receive Sean's erection. 
He jerked his pants down quickly, lest she change her mind, and fed it 
to her an inch at a time, groaning in delight as she took it into her 
throat. 
Her sensuous lips slid down his shaft all the way to the base, and as 
Gwen looked down she saw the blonde give her a smug look that 
annoyed her. 
She went to Yvette while Morgan was working on Sean, uncuffing her 
wrists, then quickly cuffing them behind her once again. She led her 
forward to kneel behind Morgan, then got one of the strap-on dildos 
and oiled it up before going back and fitting it around her. 
She had Sean sit as Morgan worked her lips up and down his shaft, 
then pushed Yvette in behind her. 
“I seem to recall Morgan telling me that a lovely backside like mine 
really needed to be sodomised,” she said. “Don't you think Morgan 
has a lovely backside, Yvette?” 
“Yes, mistress!” she said enthusiastically. 
“Go to it then.” 
She gripped the dildo with two fingers, aiming it at Morgan's wrinkled 
little anal opening. 
Morgan grunted as it pressed in, but continued to slide up and down 
Sean's cock as Yvette slowly pushed her dildo in deeper and deeper. 
She was soon pumping excitedly, and Morgan actually spread her 
legs, raising her behind as Gwen looked down and glared. 
It was apparent to her that sterner measures would be required to put 
Morgan in her place. She pulled Yvette back and then yanked on 
Morgan's hair, lifting her lips off Sean's cock. 
“Come around this side, Seany. I think this bitch needs you in her 
pussy.” 
Sean hurried to comply
“You can use her while the slut cleans off my shoes. 
Morgan closed her eyes, clenching her teeth as he rubbed himself 
against her shaven mons. Then he thrust into her and she cried out, 
moaning as he drove himself in deep and began to use her. 
“How does that feel, little girl?” Gwen laughed. “Maybe I should take 
you out to a club - a mens club - and give you to the whole bar. I bet 
you'd like that, wouldn't you?” 
Sean dug his fingers into her hips, then slid them down her body, 
finally sinking them into the big breasts he'd longed for since he'd first 
seen them. He laughed in delight as he thrust into her, bucking faster 
and harder with each passing second. 
Gwen pushed her shoe in against Morgan's face and the blonde began 
licking, eyes hungry and excited as she grunted to the impact of 
Sean's hard hips. 
“There are going to be a few changes around here,” Gwen purred, 
lifting her shoe to let Morgan lick along the bottom. 
Gwen finished off the report and shook her head wearily, glad that 
was the last of them. She tossed it into her out box, then sat back in 
her executive chair, looking out through the glass window at the rows 
of cubicles beyond her office. 
It had been only a few months since Morgan had left the firm, her job 
done, profits and sales much higher. Now she was on the board of 
Micom, and Gwen had taken her place. Her job was much easier, of 
course, since she only had to hold steady to the course Morgan had 
set, but she still found it quite a challenge compared to her previous 
job. 
She got up and walked to the door, then opened it and walked slowly 
down the aisle, glancing into cubicles here and there with a reassuring 
word or question. She edged into Laura Foxworth's cubicle and the 
girl looked up and her eyes widened. 
“And how are you doing, pet?” Gwen asked, coming over behind her 
chair and massaging her shoulders. 
“A - all right,” the girl gulped. 
“Don't forget to ask when you have questions,” Gwen said. “You're 
only just out of school, after all. We expect you to be slightly 
confused.” 
“Yes, m - miss,” Laura said. 
“Show me what you've done so far this morning.” 
She leaned over the girl, an arm over her shoulder, and Laura 
nervously switched screens. 
“That's not very much,” Gwen said softly. “Finding the work 
difficult?” 
“N - no, miss,” the girl breathed. 
“Something - distracting you?” 
She straightened, massaging Laura's shoulders again, looking down 
the top of her low cut blouse to the round globes of her breasts. 
“I don't - that is I'm not...” 
She reached her hands down, sliding them down off Laura's 
shoulders, then into the top of her blouse, cupping her breasts firmly 
as Laura gasped. 
She massaged the soft orbs, hands pushing into her bra cups. Her 
fingers found hard, erect nipples, and she rolled them softly. 
“We expect performance from our employees, young Laura,” she said 
softly. “You can't just sit about on your pretty little backside and let 
others do the work.” 
“N - no, miss' Laura whispered. 
“You wouldn't want me to - punish you - again, would you?” 
“Oh yes miss!” Laura gasped. 
“Naughty girl,” Gwen said, pinching her nipples so the girl hissed and 
gasped and shook in pain. 
“I want another four pages before lunch. Is that clear? If you can't 
manage that I shall have to see what I can do to - inspire you.” 
“Yes, miss,” Laura said in a choked voice. 
Gwen slipped her hands up and out of the girl's blouse, kissed her on 
top of the head, then moved on. 
The End
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Chapter One

The last thing Gwendolyn Fraser wanted to see on a Monday
morning was "error reading disk" flickering on her computer screen.
She'd spent half the weekend working on the Stone project and all of
it was on the little diskette which her miserable excuse for a computer
was obstinately refusing to read.

She ordered it to try again and got the same result. Furiously, she
banged her fingers down on the enter key and ordered it to read the
thing again and again, getting angrier with each successive failure.

“Damn you!” she snapped, slapping the keyboard.

She had a toy panda just above the monitor. It smiled in delight and
held a sign which said “Cheer up!”.
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