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Chapter One

Zoe licked her lips nervously as she stood up. Her hands moved down her dress as if to smooth it against her body, but that really wasn’t necessary. The dress was a form-fitting, elasticized sweater dress. It was perfectly acceptable as a business dress, with a turtleneck top, and a hem down past her knees. But it was red and fit across her lithe young body like a second skin.

She wore high black boots with three inch heels beneath it, and her dark hair hung well past her shoulders in a gleaming silken wave of raven black. Her makeup was restrained, for she didn’t need any, but her lips were full and soft and red, and her long lashes emphasized her soft green eyes. She needed this job, needed it very badly. She had a husband who had recently become unemployed, and a two year old with health issues.

She was shown into the office, and felt her belly clench at the sudden predatory look man gave her.

Yet  she  had  to  play  up  to  that  instinct  he  was  clearly  showing,  rather  than  make  it  clear  that  she would not accept it.

He was a tall man, in his forties, with broad shoulders, a craggy face with square cut jaw, and loose brown hair. He was quite handsome, in a way, though old enough to be her father. But the look in his eyes was far too appreciative, and she felt as though he were mentally undressing her.

“Good morning, Miss Jenson,” he said. “I’m Brad Stevens.”

“Good morning, Mr. Stevens,” she said diffidently, taking his hand as he offered it.

“That’s a lovely dress,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said, very much aware he was still holding her hand, and had now let his thumb stroke the back of it.

“Let’s sit down over here,” he said, leading her by the hand towards a sofa and table in the corner.

She wanted to snatch her hand back, but didn’t dare.

He sat her down, and only then released her hand. Zoe fought to keep from rubbing it against her dress as he sat down next to her, still smiling.

“So, you’re resume says you’ve done administration work before,” he said. “But nothing in the last two years. I’m curious about that.”

“I had a baby,” she said, her stomach clenching again, “Two years ago.”

“You stayed off work two full years?”

“Well, we could afford it, and there were some small health issues with the baby, but now it’s time to get back to work.”

She smiled with what she hoped was enthusiasm. But the reason it was time to get back to work because Rob had lost his job. Not only did the money stop, but the health benefits were gone now too. She had priced out private health insurance even those few willing to insure a baby who had been in and out of the hospital a dozen times in the last year were ruinous.

This  job,  though,  would  have  full  benefits,  and  even  though  baby  James  had  a  pre-existing condition, it wouldn’t matter. The company would have to accept him.

There  were  few  such  jobs  available,  fewer  still  with  large  organizations  which  provided  full insurance,  even  to  those  with  pre-existing  conditions.  She  had  been  searching  with  growing desperation for some time now.

“And do you think you’d be able to devote your full attention to your work?” he asked sternly. “I can be a harsh taskmaster, Zoe. I need a girl Friday who is there every day of the week. A girl who will snap to it when I give an order, who will take care of all messages, coordinate all information, and smooth the flow of documents back and forth between me and my managers.

“I’m sure I’ll be up to it, Mr. Stevens,” she said.

“If you were to talk to people who work for me they’d tell you that I can have my bad moments,” he said. “I can get upset, and when I get upset, I can be – a little abrasive, shall we say. I don’t want a girl who’ll squeak like a mouse and burst into tears at a harsh word.”

“I’m pretty tough,” she said awkwardly.

“Really? You don’t look tough at all. In fact, you look pretty soft,” he said with a grin.

His eyes moving over her body in a way which made Zoe want to cross her arms across her chest.

She didn’t know what to say to his words so treated it as a joke and laughed a little.

“I want to be clear up front again, Zoe,” he said, sitting back in his chair. “In this organization, an administrative assistant reflects on her boss. Perhaps it’s superficial of us, but our image is part of our  status,  and  thus  affects  my  career.  You  will  be  a  part  of  that  image  in  that  you  will  be  the gatekeeper to my office. You will be the person everyone sees first. You’re a very beautiful young woman, and I appreciate the decorative value of having an administrative assistant who is so lovely, but you’ll be more than just decorative. You’ll be working and working hard. Do you understand?”

“Uhm, yes, sir,” she said, a bit discomforted by his words.

It wasn’t the working hard that surprised her, but his referring to her as “decorative”. She supposed, though,  that  was  pretty  much  the  same  everywhere,  it  was  just  that  very,  very  few  managers  or executives ever said it out loud. She wondered what Human Resources had to say about that sort of statement.

“You’re young, to be frank, to even be applying for a job for someone of my seniority,” he said.

“You have some good experience, but most of the other applicants have a lot more. But you have a certain something I’m sensing I like. So I’m willing to give it a try, but remember, no one has ever said I’m a really nice guy to work for. I can be a real bastard. But if you’re tough and are willing to take my discipline, we’ll get along fine. Now do you have any questions?”

“I uhm, yes, sir, thank you, sir,” she said, feeling a sudden thrill which she was desperately trying to repress. “I uhm, about benefits and salary.”

“The salary range for this position is thirty seven thousand to fifty two thousand, at the discretion of the supervisor, namely me. We’ll start you off at the low end. If you satisfy me,” he said, leaning forward and narrowing his eyes “then I can raise it.”

She swallowed. “Uhm, and insurance?”

He shrugged. “We have full coverage, of course, for you and your family.”

“I uhm, have a son and he has a condition…”

“Will that keep you off work often?” he demanded instantly.

“No!” she assured him. “I mean, my husband is home with him.”

“Okay, so?”

“Well,  some  insurance  companies  are  reluctant  to  insure  people  with  pre-existing  conditions  and …”

“They’ll insure anyone we tell them to,” he said flatly. “They give you any hassle you tell me and I’ll go down to HR and start screaming in people’s faces. Believe me, they don’t want trouble from me.”

He stood up and held his hand out. Zoe hurriedly stood up as well, taking his hand. He smiled and she felt him squeezing her hand in a way which again made her want to snatch it back.

“You go down there and fill out the forms. If anyone gives you any trouble, you call me.”

He gave her directions and his card, and Zoe, a little dazed by her surprising success, hurried to the elevator.  She  was  elated,  not  having  expected  to  get  the  job  to  begin  with. As  he  had  said,  she wasn’t senior enough, really. She knew that at least in part, she’d gotten it because of her looks, but couldn’t  feel  guilty  about  it.  The  salary  was  way  higher  than  what  she  had  last  earned,  and  the benefits would make sure Jimmy got his regular – and expensive - therapy.

She found the HR office on the third floor and went to the counter. They sent her to a desk where a middle aged woman took her information and handed out pamphlets and documents on working for the company. Then she headed home, feeling very much like skipping, even in her high heels.



     


Working for Mr. Stevens was going to be a trial, Zoe thought unhappily. He barked at people, not just her, but everyone, except when he was growling or snarling. It was hard not to think of him as a big, aggressive dog.

She had showed up early for her first day, nervous and anxious to please. He had not greeted her with a big, welcoming smile, but a frown at her outfit. She’d worn a long, loose dark colored dress, a very proper business dress.

“Lose that outfit,” he said. “Wear something pretty tomorrow. Remember what I said about you and my image. I liked what you wore to the interview. Wear things like that, proper, but sexy.”

The comment made her gape, for no boss would have dared to talk like that in her previous places of  business,  but  as  she  quickly  came  to  discover,  this  was  somewhat  different.  And  she  soon discovered why. The company, big as it was, was privately owned, and he was a nephew of the man who owned it.

“I-I’m  afraid  I  don’t  have  a  lot  of  uhm,  proper  but  sexy  outfits  that  are  right  for  work,”  she  said anxiously.

“Buy them,” he said. “Submit the bills and we’ll reimburse you.”

Her eyes widened at that and he grinned. “Remember what I said about my image. Think of them as uniforms,  and  why  shouldn’t  management  provide  the  uniforms  hmm?  Management  wants  its employees to look good, right?”

The  opportunity  to  buy  clothes,  nice  clothes,  that  were  essentially  free  to  her  made  Zoe  almost giddy. It almost compensated for his brusque, even rude manner, and the way he looked at her at times.

Granted, it was horribly sexist to let a boss tell her to dress sexy, and worse of her to go along with it.  But  they  were  free  clothes!  Zoe  had  worked  hard  at  getting  her  old  athletic  shape  back  after Jimmy  was  born,  and  succeeded.  She  liked  dressing  nice,  liked  being  seen  as  attractive,  and  yet seldom had the opportunity to dress sexy without feeling guilty about it. She was married now, after all,  and  a  mother. Worse,  Rob  was  possessive  and  jealous,  and  he  didn’t  approve  of  her  dressing sexy, of other men looking at her the way he said only he should look at her.

Of course, since he’d lost his job he wasn’t looking at her much anyway, she mused.

She worked hard at figuring out the systems at the office, and learning Mr. Stevens’ requirements. It was difficult, and given he was so temperamental, she felt herself growing anxious about making mistakes. It was inevitable she would do so, for he was hard to please. What would she do when he yelled at her the way she’d already heard him yell at others?

“Zoe! Get in here!” he called halfway through the morning.

She  stood  up  and  hurried  into  the  inner  office  to  find  him  at  his  desk,  looking  at  his  computer monitor.

“Got your notebook?”

She shook her head and he scowled.

“Never come in here without it. Get it!”

She hurried back to her desk, grabbed the notebook and then hurried back to stand in front of his desk.

“Take down these numbers,” he ordered.

She began writing the numbers down, waiting as he apparently scrolled through various things he was looking at. He called out a dozen numbers, then nodded.

“That should do for now. Those are what I like. Go and order them.”

“Uhm, from where, sir?” she asked, thinking he perhaps meant office supplies.

“It’s called Victoria’s Secrete. I’m sure you’ve heard of them.”

She blinked in surprise. “Go on the web site and order them. Here, use my company card.”

He tossed the credit card on the desk and she picked it up almost without thinking, still staring at him.

“Type in your size and order them, get them delivered as soon as possible.”

She stared at him as he picked up the phone and called one of his managers, and he glared at her and motioned her out.

Holy shit, she thought dazed.

She swallowed nervously, then sat down at her desk and called up the web site. She felt a sense of relief that none of the numbers she’d punched in were lingerie. At least he hadn’t gotten quite that far out of line. They were dresses, for the most part, dresses not that much different than the one she’d worn to the interview. In fact, he had reasonably good taste, she thought grudgingly.

A few of them made her mind squirm a bit. They weren’t indecent – exactly. It wasn’t like he had selected  little  black  leather  miniskirts  or  anything.  But  they  were  all  calculated  to  show  off  a woman’s body to best effect, and a couple of them had what she regarded as an immodest amount of cleavage for the office. It wasn’t huge cleavage, but any cleavage at an office was generally out of bounds.

She  didn’t  really  see  where  she  had  a  choice,  though.  Mr.  Stevens  was  not  a  man  who  generally welcomed  argument.  She  had  already  heard  him  say  “It’s  my  way  or  the  highway”  twice  that morning to people on the phone.

She ordered the clothes, feeling a bit dazed as she did. It was a pretty small price to pay for a job which paid so well and had such great benefits.

The next day she wore the red dress, which pleased him, but her hair didn’t. He scowled at it. “I like the hair loose,” he said.

And then he reached up and pulled free the clips she’d used to pull it back in a nice formal way for work.

“Shake your hair out,” he said.

He combed his fingers through it casually and then nodded. “Keep your hair loose. It looks nice.”

He turned away, and his hand came back and slapped her bottom as he walked away, making her yelp and jerk forward.

She  turned  and  gaped  at  his  back  as  he  disappeared  into  his  office,  then  shook  her  head  and  sat down, knowing she was going to have more trouble from him.

At the same time there was something admirable about him. He was big, tough minded, and had an overpowering personality. He was a man with utmost self-confidence, even arrogance. He was no modern  sensitive,  caring  man.  He  was  a  throwback.  He  was  a  man’s  man,  a  man  used  to  giving orders and having people jump at his word.

There was something very – attractive about that to a young woman, even a young woman twenty years his junior who was already married.

She loved Rob, but he was completely unlike Mr. Stevens. He was a caring, nurturing person quite willing to compromise on most things – other than his possessiveness, which he agreed was an issue he  needed  to  work  on.  And  of  course,  lately,  unemployed,  he  had  gotten  more  sullen  and  less affectionate. He’d been glad when she got the job, of course, but she could tell that it really bugged him that she was employed and he wasn’t.

Her dress the next day was blue. It was tight, well above the knees, and had a little cleavage she would have previously considered unacceptable at work. But Stevens looked at it, looked directly at the cleavage and nodded his approval. “Sexy, hot,” he said. “I like it.”

“Uhm, thank you, sir,” she said, blushing a bit.

An  hour  later  she  blushed  even  more.  She  was  leaning  over  the  table  at  the  side  of  the  room, gathering together different sheets for a report when he stormed up behind her and his hand cracked painfully against her backside.

She yelped and jerked upright, whirling around to face him.

“Did you call Purchasing and reschedule that meeting yet?” he demanded.

“Uhm, not yet, sir I was waiting – .”

“When I give an order you jump,” he snapped. “I just had Ted Rutherford on the phone trying to add to the agenda and he didn’t even know it was canceled!”

“I thought you wanted the – .”

“Don’t think! Do!”

He  stormed  back  out  again,  leaving  her  rubbing  her  bottom  and  glaring  after  him,  but  then  she hurried  to  the  desk  and  rescheduled  the  meeting.  It  was  funny,  but  she  didn’t  even  think  Stevens thought slapping her on the bottom was sexual. He was just a very forceful, very abrupt, very strong willed person. She was still miffed, but not as miffed as she would have been had he been closer to her age. Somehow it wasn’t all that wrong for someone as old as her father to – well – discipline her, in a way.

Still, she wasn’t six, and it was hard for her not to think of it as sexual. She was quickly forming a strange  attraction  to  Stevens.  He  was  so  very  different  than  any  man  she’d  ever  gone  out  with, worked for, or even known before. He was all man, and practically exuded a powerful masculine, macho personality.

And the way he often looked at her made her well aware he found her to be physically attractive.

She wondered if she was just frustrated. She’d always liked sex, but she sure wasn’t getting much of it from Rob these days. He did very little to make her feel like an attractive woman.

That first week, she was run ragged keeping up with him – and was slapped on the ass several more times trying. But she gradually began to get a line on how he operated and to anticipate his requests.

She also came to understand that she needed to do things immediately, and exactly as he requested.

If  it  didn’t  work,  he  didn’t  blame  her.  But  let  her  forget  something  and  she’d  experience  those glaring eyes and snarling mouth.

And more than likely, a hand across her backside.

The following week, however, their relationship took a very strong turn. He had been working all day, and much of the first week to put together a deal. It was successful, and he celebrated by going out  with  his  fellow  executives  for  a  long  lunch  at  which  a  number  of  alcoholic  beverages  were consumed. When he got back to work late in the afternoon he was – happy, and tweaked her chin as he passed.

But any thought she might have had that he would be an easily manageable drunk faded away when he ordered her to come into his office. She found him sitting back in his chair, uncharacteristically grinning.

“Come over here, Zoe, you hot little babe, and take a note,” he said cheerfully.

She blushed but came forward to the edge of the desk.

“No, no, around here,” he ordered, pointing beside him.

By that time Zoe had learned not to argue. She came around his large desk to stand beside him, pen and paper poised.

“Dear john,” he said, slurring his words.

“Dear who?”

“Dear John.”

She had to ask him to repeat his next sentence as well and several words in the next. She could tell he was starting to get surly at repeating himself – something he hated to do, and she tried hard to understand him.

“Come closer, maybe you can hear then,” he said.

And with that he reached up and yanked her forward so she stumbled and almost fell across his lap.

He grabbed her in time, but then pulled her down and had her sitting across his lap. He was a large, strong man and he shifted her easily, then held her in place with one hand as he continued to recite words from his letter.

“Mr. Stevens!” she protested, squirming and trying to pull free.

“You couldn’t hear up there. Maybe you can hear better here,” he snapped. “Now are you going to write this or do I have to find someone else who can take a fucking note?”

Zoe began writing again, her heart thumping as she sat across his lap. It didn’t help that his right hand was on her leg, and it helped even less when his hand began to caress her leg through the thin material of the skirt.

“I want to thank you for all your help in the recent negotiations,” he said, his voice still slurred but understandable – barely.

His  fingers  slid  down  along  her  skirt,  which  relieved  her,  at  first,  until  he  touched  her  flesh  just above  the  knees  and  began  to  caress  her  bare  skin.  His  hand  was  large,  strong,  warm,  and  very masculine, and Zoe felt her stomach fluttering as it slid up and down along her bare leg. When he slide it higher, pushing the hem of the skirt up she snapped her hand down.

“Mr. Stevens, please!” she exclaimed.

“A man can’t admire the soft skin of a pretty girl?” he asked rebelliously? “Isn’t that normal? Isn’t that natural?”

“I’m a married woman!” she said desperately.

“Phhht, and I’m a married man. Doesn’t mean you stop breathing.”

He leaned in and kissed her, and she gasped, trying to twist her head away. Her right hand reached up to push him back, but that was the hand she had used to block his hand and it slid up her skirt now so it was caressing her inner thigh uncomfortably high up on her leg. She tried to squirm free but he only snickered, holding her in place and trying to kiss her again.

“Mr. Stevens!.”

“You’re a hot woman. I’m a hot man. We should get together,” he said with a grin.

“I’m married!”

“We already went over that,” he said. “I think you’re hot. Do you think I’m hot?”

She tried to answer but he got his lips on hers then, his left hand coming up behind her head to hold it in position while his right arm enveloped her. It was like being in a bear hug – from a real bear, and though her legs kicked and she wriggled against him she could do little to pull free. Worse, her wriggling was, she realized, starting to have an effect, for something alarmingly large and hard was growing under her buttocks.

“P-Please let me go,” she gulped.

“Let you go? But you’re working out fine,” he said. “I don’t want to have to hire someone else.”

She stared at him, confused about whether he was threatening her job or had simply misunderstood her meaning. Then his lips were against hers again and his tongue was inside her mouth. And – he was a truly excellent kisser. Being pressed against a big, powerful body was also a new experience for her, for Rob was a slight man. She could feel the muscles in Stevens’ arms even as she tried to twist her head away from his mouth.

Then his right hand abruptly slid up her thigh all the way to her pussy, palming it through her thin lace thong. She gasped and jerked in alarm, trying to twist free, but he only laughed and kissed her again, silencing her protests. His fingers stroked her lightly, the middle finger rubbing against her clit as if he could see it.





Chapter Two

“Please! Please!” she gasped as he pulled his lips free.

“Do you know how incredibly beautiful you are, Zoe. You’re a woman who just exudes sex,” he sighed. “The first moment I saw you I know you were a wild sexual animal of a woman.”

“I-I’m not!” she gasped.

He gripped her thick hair and pulled back, forcing her back to arch, and she gasped in alarm as her hands shot up and back to grab his wrist. He chuckled, leaning in, licking and then biting lightly on the nape of her neck.

“L-Let me go!” she gasped.

“Why?”

Chuckling,  he  trapped  her  hands,  pinning  her  wrists  up  behind  her  head,  and  for  good  measure, managed to grasp a thick hank of hair against them to hold her head back. His right hand was still between her legs, the middle fingers rubbing insistently at her through her panties in a way which, to her shock, was having an effect.

He kissed his way along her throat, and then his open mouth closed on the front of her throat, closed tightly enough to make her cry out in alarm. He growled like an animal which had its prey by the throat, but then his teeth withdrew and he licked lightly up next to her ear.

“Hot, beautiful woman,” he sighed.

“M-Mr Stevens!” she gasped desperately. “You have to l-let me go!”

“I’m Brad Stevens. No one can make me do anything,” he said obdurately. “Anyway, you like it. I can tell.”

“I don’t!” she cried.

“Do you think I’m ugly?”

“N-No! But it’s – .”

“Do you think I’m an attractive man?”

“I-I do but I’m mar – .”

“Have you ever been with an older man?” he teased.

“Mr. Stevens, please, I can’t… you can’t… we’re both married and – .”

“Didn’t I hire you to be my assistant?” he demanded.

“That doesn’t mean sleeping with you!”

“But I have this little – problem I need assistance with,” he said, giggling a bit as he ground himself against her buttocks.

“I can’t! You can’t!”

“I can, and I bet you can to. But I’ll make you a deal,” he said. “I won’t do anything your body says no to.”

Zoe had no idea what that meant, at first.

“L-let me go or I’ll scream.”

“Why would you do that?” he asked. “The door is soundproof. But even if you yelled and people heard you that would just create a big scandal, and then you’d have to go. My family doesn’t like scandals, you see.”

“But –.”

“Do you like this job?” he demanded.

“I-I do but - .”

“Then shut the fuck up,” he said, before kissing her.

She moaned into his mouth, eyes wide. She tried twisting free again, but his big hand easily pinned her wrists behind her neck, and his right hand was very firmly between her legs, both holding her in place, and rubbing insistently against her pussy.

If rape is inevitable, some sexist bastard had once said, just lie back and enjoy it. Zoe had never been raped, and never expected to enjoy it if she were. But a cold, rational part of her mind said that she could not physically resist, and that she desperately needed this job, and couldn’t do anything to lose it. If letting Stevens fuck her was the price of that she would have to pay that price.

And so, in a way, a part of her did relax and give up. She slumped in his grip, not fighting, staring past him as he bit lightly along her throat, as his fingers rubbed at her pussy. She tried to put herself out of her body, to ignore what he was doing to her. It wasn’t like she was in danger, after all. He wasn’t some crazed rapist who’d dragged her into pushes. She had no fear in that sense. In other circumstances, she had even had a few flights of the imagination which saw them together.

But then his fingers slid into the side of her little thong and he tore the thing right off her.

She  gasped  in  alarm  at  her  sudden  nudity,  but  there  was  also  a  gasp  of  something  horribly  like appreciation at his strength, at his masculine power and even at his arrogant determination to take whatever he wanted – even if it was her.

“D-don’t!” she gasped as his fingers traced the line of her sex – her neatly shaven sex.

“I like a girl who shaves,” he said, nibbling at her earlobe. “It means I don’t get hair in my mouth.”

“Please!” she panted as he eased his mouth from her throat and then closed it on the center of her right breast.

He bit into her breast through her bra and dress and she gasped as his teeth tightened to the edge of pain. But he drew back, and she felt his finger penetrating her, sliding through her suddenly slick pussy  lips,  and  making  her  face  burn  with  shame  –  for  they  were  slick,  and  she  could  feel  the lubrication in her pussy.

“Hot wet slut,” he whispered, biting into her throat again.

She moaned and then flinched as this thumb began to stroke across her naked clit. Physically, the sensation was undeniably pleasurable. She fought to ignore it, fought to deny it, but her body found itself receiving something it had been craving for months now, the touch of a man’s knowledgeable hand.

And then, abruptly, he released her hands and hair, and stood up with her in his arms. He quickly swung her down and bent her over the desk, flipping her skirt up fully.

“God, what a gorgeous ass,” he said admiringly.

Zoe jerked up but felt his hand against her back and was forced back down against the desk again.

“D-Don’t! Please!” she gasped.

He dropped suddenly to his knees behind her, and she felt his hands on her thighs, spreading them wide.

She tried to stand upright once again but he jerked her legs back and apart so that she gasped and her hands jerked forward to the top of the desk as she was all-but lifted off her feet. He held her legs up and apart so she was, in effect, laying helplessly on the desk, and then his mouth covered her sex, covered it – and breathed, and then – growled.

She  shuddered,  eyes  wide,  jaw  wide,  then  shuddered  as  his  tongue  thrust  forward  and  licked  up along her naked sex.

“Don’t! Oh don’t! Oh please! M-Mr. Stevens!” she gasped.

He chuckled in that smug, arrogant masculine fashion, and his tongue licked harder. He caught her clit between his lips and began to suck, and Zoe gasped in alarm at the sensations which began to flood up through her belly and chest. Rob didn’t like to lick her there at all. In fact, the few times she’d insisted, said that he owed it to her, he’d gotten sulky.

Stevens was apparently quite the opposite. Zoe could not help her body responding to his talented tongue as it whipped across her clit and plunged deep into her pussy. He sucked lightly against her clit, then harder, then sort of made raspberries against her as though his mouth was a vibrator. She desperately  wanted  him  to  stop  and  yet  her  body  was  flaring  wildly,  the  heat  melting  away  her resolve.

“Oh God! Oh fuck!” she gasped, her fingernails digging into the palms of her hands as she tried to hold onto her sanity.

He only chuckled again, jerking her thighs even wider as his tongue thrust into her. There was no other word for it. His tongue was, like him, big, and strong, and he thrust it into her in hard little motions that made her want to grind her ass back against him.

The  sexual  heat  swept  over  her  and  she  fought  it  tooth  and  nail.  And  because  she  fought  it  so strongly  it  simply  built  and  built  and  built  rather  than  overcoming  her  and  giving  her  body  the release it was now desperately craving. She tried to twist free again but with her legs off the floor and his big hand all-but encircling them she had no leverage. She could do little else by lay draped on her belly across his desk, gasping and moaning as she tried to shield her mind from the physical sensations he was rousing in her body.

And his mouth was – devouring her. She could hardly breath as the sweltering sexual heat grew to an intensity she didn’t remember ever experiencing before. She moaned aloud without realizing it, and then, when he began to lap hard and fast across her quivering, swollen clitoris she just lost it.

Her hips bucked wildly up and down as the orgasm spilled through her nervous system and rolling her mind like a cork in a wind storm.

She  gurgled  and  gasped  and  shuddered  violently,  her  entire  body  swept  by  immensely  powerful sensations that literally took her breath away. Every beat of her heart made her want to scream, to cry out in pleasure as the orgasm shook her like a dog with a rag doll.

“Mmmm,” he grunted, sucked and licking at her spasming, flaming pussy.

“Hot little slut,” he said, standing up behind her.

He lowered her legs, but Zoe made no effort to move. She lay across the desk, gasping, panting, chest heaving, dazed by the force of the orgasm which had swept over her. She felt his fingers on the hem of her dress, felt him peeling it up her sides, up under her arms, and again, did not fight as he forced it over her shoulders and down her arms. Only as she felt the fabric sliding down her arms did she make a belated grab at it, but it was too late.

By then he was already undoing her bra, and peeling it over her shoulders as well. She crabbed at that,  too,  but  he  patiently  peeled  her  fingers  away  from  it,  then  gripped  her  legs,  lifting  them  up again  and  then  rolling  her  over  onto  her  back  on  the  desk.  He  spread  her  legs  wide  and  stepped between them, and then bent over her, his large torso coming down on hers, his hand kneading her breast as he kissed her.

Zoe was still trying to recover from the shattering orgasm, both physically and emotionally. It was hard to scream rape when you’d just had a massive orgasm, and she began to feel a sordid sense of shame even as his lips covered hers and his tongue began to slide into her mouth.

She pushed feebly against him, but he ignored her, his lips sliding over hers in a disturbingly erotic way, his tongue dipping and darting as his fingers kneaded her breast and rolled her swollen nipple.

She pushed harder, twisting her head out of the way, writhing beneath him as she felt his hardness against her.

He continued to kiss her, gripping her wrists and forcing them up together above her head, pressing them back against the desk as his lips shifted to the nape of her neck, and up under her ear.

“D-don’t!” she panted. “Please!”

He ignored her, and eased his grip on her wrists as he licked his way down onto her chest and began to tongue one hot nipple. She slipped a hand free, pushing his face away and he reared up above her, slamming her hands back down against the desk above her head with a strength and force that frightened her briefly, his eyes steely.

“You know you want it, you little slut,” he growled.

“I-I don’t!” she gasped, her voice a whisper.

He  chuckled  and  opened  one  of  his  desk  drawers,  taking  out  a  thumb  thick  black  leather  rope.

Before she understood his intention he was wrapping it around her wrists and pulling it tight. He bent over her again, grinning, his long arm extended over the top of the desk and down the other side. The desk had a marble top which was cold on her bare skin. There was a stone projection on the front and he wrapped the rope around it somehow, then let it go.

Zoe found herself tied – actually tied onto his desk, and was stunned as she pulled helplessly against the soft rope and he returned to licking and sucking on her breasts.

She had never been tied up before. She’d heard that some couples did it as a sort of sexual game, but Rob was just not into that sort of thing, and anyway, he had too much respect for women to ever take part in that sort of degrading behavior.

But she didn’t feel degraded, she just felt – helpless.

He licked his way back down her body, licking and sucking and lightly biting on her belly, then her abdomen. Then his arms forced her thighs achingly wide as he tongued her moist, swollen clit, and she cried out softly, arching her back involuntarily, pulling against the ropes as his tongue met her exquisitely sensitive clit.

“No, no, no!” she moaned helplessly.

His tongue slipped into her and his fingers parted the lips of her sex. Her face flamed as she thought of him staring into her like that, but then she gasped and flinched as his lips pressed hard against her lower lips, his tongue thrusting deep, wriggling and twisting and caressing her insides like a soft, slick snake.

Her chest fluttered as she stared up at the ceiling overhead, gasping, wincing, groaning as he began to suck on her clit again. She tried to resist again, but her resolve was much weaker, her efforts half hearted,  and  she  soon  she  was  further  humiliating  herself  by  gasping  and  grinding  her  hips  up against his expert tongue.

She felt like a horrible slut, like a cheap, whore, and guilt gnawed at her, but her body thrilled to the moist heat of his mouth and her pussy was spasming and throbbing eagerly as he stood up above her. She stared up at him, eyes and mouth wide, then flicked down to his groin as he unzipped his expensive trousers and pulled out a cock which frightened her.

She’d not had a lot of men, having given herself to Rob four years previously, but had seen a half dozen or so cocks which she had either given oral sex to or fucked. She had never seen one as long and thick as his. She whimpered in fear as he rubbed its fat helmet head along the slick furrow of her sex, then pushed forward.

She felt herself stretched open – then wider. She groaned as he pushed and pushed and her sex lips were forced inward then slowly spread apart before the thickness of him. It hurt, but not a lot, in fact, it was a strangely pleasant sort of pain as he slowly slid into her. She felt him pushing deeper, spreading her insides, stretching out the tight elastic tunnel of her sex as he ran his hands up her body.

She stared at his cock. He seemed deep, but there was so much still remaining!

He kept pushing in. Deeper – deeper – deeper.

“Please!” gasped. “Oh please! I-it’s t-too big!”

He  ignored  her  except  to  bent  over  her,  his  heavy  frame  over  hers,  his  lips  against  hers.  She suddenly tasted her own sex on his tongue and lips and recoiled. But he gripped her hair tightly, firmly, controlling her head as his mouth pressed heavily and firmly against her own. His tongue swirled and twisted and caressed her own in such an intimate way that she shuddered at the sensual sensations.

And then she cried out into his mouth as he thrust forward and the head of his cock punched into the deepest part of her sex. She writhed and twisted and cried out as he drew back, then thrust into her again, then again, then again. Each thrust made her cry out in pain, yet the pain lessened with each until it simply ached.

His hips moved languorously in and out, up and down, his cock pumping into her with a long, slow, lazy stroke as his tongue worked over her mouth. Her wrists pulled helplessly against the ropes, but stopped when she realized abruptly, that they were not trying to pull free to push him off, but to wrap around him.

Then she realized that her legs were rising up and trying to wrap around him, as well, and jerked them back down again, spreading them wide.

His fingers combed through her hair, stroked and caressed it.

“Your hair so soft, so beautiful,” he whispered, licking a trail along the nape of her neck, biting her softly.

“Your  skin  is  perfect,”  he  whispered  again,  easing  his  cock  back  as  he  mouthed  one  throbbing nipple.

Then  he  raised  himself  off  her,  standing  tall  above  her,  between  her  trembling  legs.  He  began  to thrust faster, grinning knowingly at the hapless, bound young woman, his cock pumping in and out with  greater  authority.  He  reached  a  hand  down  to  rub  at  her  clitoris  and  she  let  out  a  helpless squeak as her hips bucked up in response.

He chuckled and her face flamed again. He kneaded her breast and rubbed her clit and thrust into her hard, and with every thrust she felt a rush of heat and sensory pleasure sweeping over her, wave after wave battering against her sense of self, against any thought of resistance, washing them away until she simply lay there, slack jawed, gasping and moaning as her orgasm approached.

He  bent  over  her  again,  kissing  her  hard,  holding  his  cock  achingly  deep  inside  her  belly  as  he ground his hips against her. He reached above her and untied the rope bound to her wrists from the marble desk. Her wrists were still tied together, but not to the desk. He suddenly rose, scooping her body up in his arms and sitting back on his executive chair.

He brought Zoe down on top of him, straddling him, and she cried out as she felt his cock drive that smallest  bit  deeper  into  her  belly,  impaling  her.  Her  bound  wrists,  she  realized,  were  behind  his head, and his hands were on her back and buttocks, caressing her, preventing her from edging back.

But she didn’t want to edge back. She hurt inside, with his cock so deep, but it was a dark lush, erotic heat which called to her in a way she could not refuse. She wanted every inch of him inside her,  even  if  it  hurt.  She  shuddered  and  gasped  as  she  worked  her  hips  forward,  as  her  feet  came down on the floor on either side of his chair. Her head rolled back as she dazedly gulped in air, and he squeezed her buttocks, working her firmly against him as he bent to suck on a tingling, burning nipple.

“Fuck! Oh God! Oh God!” she whispered in a choked voice.

His hands squeezed her buttocks and then lifted her upwards. She felt the flesh around her opening straining, sucking, pulling on him as she rose up, as he slid out. And then he lowered her again and she let out a gurgling cry of pain filled pleasure as he impaled her once again.

She had never felt so stretched, so full, and it hurt, but her body reveled in the deep penetration, and without even thinking about it her leg muscles forced her upwards, and she shuddered in pleasure as that fat cock slid through her pussy lips. Then she lowered herself and whimpered in wild, dazed excitement at the sensation of his cock pushing up into her belly.

“That’s it. That’s it, slut. Work your pussy up and down on me. Do it. Do it, slut,” he gasped, his fingers tightening against her ass.

His words shamed her, but inflamed her at the same time, and she began to rise up and down, up and down, whimpering, moaning, her mind tumbling and turning as the heat churned inside her. He sucked and chewed on her breasts as she rode him, and her nipples burned with heat and pleasure as she rode faster, harder, impaling herself again and again until she cried out and shuddered violently, her head thrown back as the orgasm twisted her mind and howled through her body.

He jerked up on her buttocks, dropping her again, jerked her up and dropped her, and she rode him through the orgasm, and then collapsed across his body, chest heaving.





Chapter Three

As she rode the bus home that day, Zoe’s mind was in a haze. She felt as though she should report Stevens, as though she ought to have him arrested. But her own response shamed her and she knew she could not bear to have anyone else know what had happened between them. She was going to quit,  no  matter  what,  and  considered  how  she  could  inform  Rob  without  hinting  at  what  had happened.

She got off the bus and walked – slowly – up the sidewalk towards their apartment building. She hurt inside. It was a dull pain, an ache, but she could not walk without feeling it. Stevens’ had been so big! God! She marveled that she had taken so much of it inside herself! She hadn’t imagined she could fit such a large thing inside her body.

She put her key in the lock and opened the door, trying to rehearse what she would tell Rob, how to lie convincingly. She closed and locked the door behind her, averted her eyes from the mirror and then rounded the corner to see Rob just coming out of the kitchen. She smiled, glad he had shaved, at least, today.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi.” She made a point of hugging him, but not too closely, afraid that, somehow, he would smell the sex on her.

She couldn’t help but make the comparison of the feel of his slender body against hers, with that massive bear of a frame Stevens had crushed her against.

“How’s Jimmy?” she asked.

“He’s fine now,” Rob said

“Now?”

Rob nodded. “He had an episode. I took him down to the Carruthers Center and they looked after him right away. That place is amazing. I didn’t have to wait at all. They scooped him up and took him right in, put him on a ventilator and took tests. They have a respiratory clinic attached and they took us there. Boy, that place looks like the bridge of the Enterprise. It’s very Star Trek, you know, all high tech shit.”

He shook his head ruefully. “Remember his last episode? We had to wait in the emergency room for eight hours before they’d look at him. Man, it’s good you got that job.”

His words shamed her doubly. While she’d been acting like a whore, fucking her boss, her baby and her husband had been in the hospital! Yet it also reminded her just how important her job was.

An anguished Zoe realized that quitting was simply not an option.

“Oh, and all this shit came just a bit ago,” he said, frowning. “All sorts of clothes from Victoria’s Secret? What the fuck, Zoe! I thought we were trying to stay on a budget until we’d paid off some of those bills?”

She had already worked out how he was going to explain that thankfully.

“I know, but my work place is very modern and they have a certain image they want to maintain for clients. Because of that they have a deal with this company. They get a huge discount, and then they basically give us the clothes.”

He stared at her. “You mean your company is paying for all this?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Amazing isn’t it? Mrs. Smythe said that all the girls now get their clothes there.”

“Victoria’s Secret?” he asked dubiously.

“Well I know, they’re known for sexy lingerie, but they also have a lot of very smart dresses, and that’s what these are. They’re not slutty or revealing or anything.”

She pulled out a gray sweater dress and held it against her body so he could see it falling almost to the ankle.

“Well, so long as we don’t have to pay for it,” he said with a shrug.

Me, you mean, she thought with some resentment.

She went to see Jimmy and make sure he was all right, then returned to find Rob, as usual, laying on the sofa drinking beer and watching reality shows on TV. She shook her head, comparing him to Stevens.  She  hated  what  Stevens  had  done  to  her,  but  really,  it  was  like  they  were  a  different species.  Stevens  was  so  strong,  so  self-reliant  and  self-confident,  like  a  force  of  nature,  big, powerful and irresistible, and Rob was – well, just Rob.

Stevens had been drunk today. Tomorrow, things would be different. She’d speak to him calmly and let him know that such a thing was not to happen again – or else.

The  “or  else”  was  of  course,  nothing  but  a  bluff,  and  she  felt  a  sinking  feeling  in  her  stomach recalling him chortling about someone last week trying to bluff him during the negotiations. “I can always sense a bluff,” he’d boasted.



    *


She had looked through all the dresses, tried them all on, and then worn the one she hoped would be the least provocative today. It had a round, open collar, broad, vertical red and black stripes below it to the waist, then a black skirt. The hem was shorter than many of the others, well above the knees, in fact, but it was not immodest – just a little – short, and more importantly, it wasn’t nearly as tight, as clingy, as most of the others had turned out to be. Anyway, she’d worn a long skirt the other day and it certainly hadn’t deterred him.

She  checked  through  his  mail,  very  nervous,  wondering  what  he  would  say  when  they  saw  each other. Would he apologies and promise it wouldn’t happen again? She could still feel the ache inside her from being fucked so hard by his thick cock. It wasn’t really all that unpleasant an ache, but it was a reminder she could not ignore.

Of course, if Rob had been making love to her regularly she wouldn’t have been quite so tight, but it had been almost a month since they had last had sex.

She felt guilty again. Had she given some signal to Stevens, something unconscious in her desire for sex? God knows she’d wanted sex for weeks. She was used to it, and her vibrator just wasn’t the same  thing.  Feeling  her  body  crushed  against  the  hard  body  of  a  man  was  –  god  help  her  – something which thrilled a certain part of her which had not been thrilled in a long time.

She  was  very  nervous  as  she  worked,  waiting  for  him  to  show  up,  blushing  even  thinking  about what they had done, what he had – seen. She wasn’t sure she would even be able to face him! Yet she had no choice. She had to force herself.

He would probably be embarrassed, as well, she thought, apologetic about his behavior, promise not to let himself get drunk like that again…

She would have no choice but to accept it, and things would get back to the way they were.

She  started  across  to  the  filing  cabinet  and  the  outer  door  opened.  She  felt  her  heart  skip  a  beat, stared at him, and met his eyes as he grinned. Her face reddened instantly. She could actually feel the heat radiating from her skin as he closed the door behind him and she dropped her eyes then started to turn towards the filing cabinets again.

“Good morning, Zoe,” he said, cheerfully. “Now that’s a nice dress,” he said.

She turned, embarrassed, and saw him looking her up and down with approval.

“You have great legs,” he said. “I should have ordered more dresses with short skirts.”

He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek which she didn’t react to mainly because she was shocked by it,  then  he  passed  her  by.  But  as  he  did  he  gripped  the  back  of  her  skirt  and  lifted  it  high  for  a moment in passing. She gasped and yanked it down and he gave a brief laugh. “Nice. I like black, but you should wear thongs. They’d accent those lovely long legs of yours better.”

He  passed  into  the  office,  leaving  her  gaping  at  him,  amazed.  He  had  no  remorse  at  all  for practically  raping  her.  Hell,  he  HAD  raped  her,  except  for  the  uncomfortable  fact  that  she  had climaxed repeatedly, a fact which made her mind squirm away from assigning him all of the guilt.

“Coffee!” she yelled.

She pursed her lips and then got his coffee. He was not a polite boss, that was for sure. But he’d said  as  much  when  he  hired  her.  And  it  wasn’t  anything  personal.  The  arrogant  bastard  treated everyone alike, men and women both.

She  made  his  coffee  and  carried  it  into  his  office,  glowering  at  him.  He  was  sitting  at  his  desk already checking his mail and email, ignoring her as she set the coffee down on the desk.

She remembered how cold that marble had felt on her bare skin, on her buttocks, and blushed again.

She wanted to say something, to yell at him, but instead she turned and walked back out, feeling like a coward.

He worked in his office and she worked in hers, but she had a hard time concentrating. When he called her into his office she felt her pulse racing, but it was only to take a note. That again made her nervous but he seemed to sense it and grinned. “You don’t always get to take notes while sitting in my lap,” he said.

She flushed, and he continued dictating, then sent her out to type it up and send it.

It was almost noon, and she was at the photocopy machine when he came out again. She didn’t hear him because of the noise the machine made. Her first realization that he was there was when his arms slid around her body and his hands cupped her breasts, his lips sliding along the back of her neck.

She let out a squeal of surprise, and twisted hard, trying to pull away. He simply tightened his grip on her breasts and laughed softly.

“Feisty little thing, aren’t you,” he said.

“Let me go!” she demanded, punching at his arm and twisting around.

He  released  her  but  now  she  found  herself  facing  him  from  inches  away,  backed  against  the photocopy  machine,  looking  up.  Her  heart  pounded  and  she  pushed  against  his  chest,  but  it  was solid and he didn’t move, simply grinned at her.

“Are you afraid of me?” he asked.

Her mouth opened and closed helplessly. “Y-Yes!” she gulped.

“Why?”

“Why? You have to ask that after yesterday!?”

“I remember how you twisted and bucked when you were coming. Do you mean that?” he asked in a softer voice.

Her face burned, and when he leaned in closer she leaned back across the machine.

“I remember how your pussy squeezed down on my cock when you came. Is that what you mean?”

he asked.

“S-stop it!” she gulped as she turned her face away from his lips.

He  chuckled  and  gripped  her  hair,  then  his  lips  were  against  the  nape  of  her  neck,  and  his  arm around her. She moaned and twisted but to no avail. He was much stronger than her, and then his lips were on hers, crushing them, silencing her demands until he abruptly pulled back so suddenly she staggered and had to grab the machine to keep from falling.

“Now I’m going to lunch,” he said.

And with that he was gone, leaving her dazed.

She went out for lunch, an extra long lunch, but she couldn’t eat. The food tasted like cardboard.

She found herself wandering through the shopping district, looking at the windows. She passed a lingerie shop, and frowned. What had he meant about her underwear? She was wearing black bikini panties.  He  expected  her  to  wear  thongs?  For  him!?  He  was  crazy. As  if  she  was  going  to  wear lingerie to suit his tastes!

She was tall for a girl. Her legs were long enough. And he shouldn’t be looking at them anyway!

Bastard!

She  went  back  to  work  –  reluctantly  –  fighting  herself.  But  she  went,  knowing  she  had  to.  She would do anything for Jimmy.

He was already in his office when she got back, and she glowered across at him as she passed his door and headed for her desk.

“Zoe,” he called, his voice cross.

She hesitated, then took a deep breath and turned around, going to the door.

“Yes, Mr. Stevens?” she asked, trying to sound strong.

“Get your little butt in here.”

She bit her lip but complied.

“Do you know what time it is?”

She frowned and checked her watch.

“You get thirty minutes for lunch, not an hour. When you’re on lunch you’re on your time. After that you’re on mine. I don’t pay you to go shopping.”

“I-I’m sorry,” she said, feeling the oddity of having to apologize to him after what he’d done to her.

“I was upset!” she said indignantly.

“That’s not my problem.”

“You caused it!”

He stood up and came around the desk and she started to back away.

“Stop that!”

She stopped in confusion.

“You  don’t  back  away  from  me,  young  lady.  Unless  you’re  going  to  turn  and  run  away.  I  won’t chase you. You can be sure of that.”

He came up to her and again she found herself inches away from him. She blushed and turned her head away, but he reached down and caught her chin – not roughly – and tilted her head up towards him.

‘You are a fucking hot, gorgeous, sexy young woman with an incredible body, a beautiful face, and hair that puts silk to shame,” he said. “And you like sex. I can tell that. I like sex myself.”

His hands slid around her and moaned and tried to twist away, but then he was kissing her again, and  for  a  moment,  with  her  head  tilted  back  and  his  lips  on  hers,  his  tongue  stroking  hers,  his powerful body against her, she forgot she was supposed to fight him. She remembered, at last, and tried to twist free.

He snorted and let her, then grabbed her arm.

“Okay then, since you don’t want to play nice. Then you can get back to work, but first, you need to pay for that thirty minutes of my time you wasted.”

As he was saying it he shoved her across the backrest of an antique chair, his hand sliding up to the back of the neck to force her to bend way over.

“S-stop it! What are you doing!? Mr. Stevens!”

He chuckled throatily and yanked her skirt up, causing her to squeal and protest. He forced it up over her waist and then yanked down her black panties to expose her bottom. She was expecting him to try to use her again, but instead cried out in surprise and pain as his hand cracked against her bare bottom.

A  second  slap  followed,  then  a  third,  and  another,  and  another,  and  another  as  she  cried  out  and twisted helplessly, unable to even kick out at him because her panties were around her knees. He gave  her  ten  hard,  fast  slaps  that  made  her  bottom  sting  and  burn  and  then  let  her  up  and  turned away.

“Back to work with you, young lady, and make sure you aren’t late from your afternoon break,” he said.

She stumbled and fell as she lunged for the door, and had to yank her panties back up before she could scramble out the door.

He  closed  it  behind  her  and  she  ran  for  the  outer  door  but  stopped  when  she  realized  he  wasn’t following, that the other door was closed. She gulped in air and rubbed her still stinging bottom, then stood there, hand on the doorknob, not knowing what to do. She wanted to run, but thinking of Jimmy, she couldn’t.

The phone rang, and rang again, and the looked at the inner office door. It rang a third time, and she dashed across and picked it up.

“Mr. Stevens’ office,” she said.

She would find another job, she decided. Until then, she would have to stay. But she would look very hard for another job.

She worked on her own for an hour, then got an email from Human Resources notifying her that as she had the probationary period set by her supervisor, her salary would rise to $45,800. She stared at it, blinking in surprise, then consternation. Her stomach churned, and she got angry. Did he think he could buy her silence!? Her cooperation!?

She fumed, thinking of how she could turn it down, but then shook the idea off. She couldn’t turn it down. And why should she when she was going to look for another job anyway? She would just ignore  it.  Well,  mostly.  She  calculated  how  much  extra  she  would  get  each  pay  and  felt  a  little flutter of excitement. It was almost $9000 more a year. Even after taxes that would mean an extra two hundred and fifty dollars every paycheck.

That would pay for a lot of children’s clothes and toys.

But she shook her head. That hardly mattered as she was going to find another job!

Of course, it was going to be hard finding someone willing to pay quite that much to a twenty four year old high school graduate without a lot of experience.

She  heard  the  inner  door  open  half  an  hour  later  and  stiffened.  She  refused  to  look  over  her shoulder, however, and stayed in her seat. Maybe he would go right by and – .

He bent over her right shoulder, gripped her hair to pull her head back, and bit lightly but firmly into the nape of her neck. At the same time, his right hand dipped straight down between her legs, slid her skirt up and was cupping her pussy before she could even react.

She  squealed  and  he  pulled  a  bit  harder  on  her  hair,  chuckling  throatily  as  he  forced  her  back  to arch, her bottom raising up off the seat of the chair.

“M-Mr Stevens!”

His right hand slid up and then down into her panties, his fingers rubbing at her clit as he shifted his lips onto her mouth and kissed her passionately.

Then he let go of her hair and went to the door. “I’ve got a meeting with Ferguson. I might or might not be back before you go home.”

He was gone, just like that, leaving her gasping, hair bedraggled, and shaking her head to clear it of the shock.

She  spent  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  working,  then  left  for  home  –  exactly  on  time,  relieved  she hadn’t seen him again.

The day had certainly not gone as she’d hoped or expected, but she had gotten through it – with a raise – and only had to put up with a bit of brief groping.

And a – spanking! God!





Chapter Four

He had meetings most of the next day. All she had to put up with was a little groping in the morning again – and a slap on the nearly bare bottom after he lifted up her skirt to examine her underwear and found that she was wearing boy shorts instead of a thong.

“Wear a thong from now on,” he ordered, giving her a painfully sharp slap before moving on.

She was indignant, angry, and feeling a sense of disbelief. What cave had this man walked out of!?

Who did he think he was that he could dare to dictate to her not only what clothes she wore but what underwear she wore!? If she told Rob – . But of course, there was nothing Rob could do. He would  just  get  angry,  mostly  at  her,  she  suspected.  The  idea  that  Rob  would  physically  confront Stevens was ridiculous. Stevens was twice his size. And it wasn’t like Rob had ever been a fighter.

Well, except in video games.

She refused to wear a thong. The next morning, she wore trousers, very nice, dressy black trousers, and a black silk blouse with a high collar which buttoned down the front. She wore dressy black shoes with it, but they had no heels. She was nervous about it, but felt she had to make a point. And besides, she was looking for another job. The fact that she hadn’t found anything remotely as well-paying as this one yet was beside the point.

He arrived at exactly his usual time. In fact, she could set her watch by him. He grinned at her and closed the door behind him, then frowned.

“That’s not one of the outfits I had you buy,” he said.

“No,” she said nervously.

He came over to her desk and considered her. “Stand up.”

She wanted to refuse but stood up. “It’s close but no cigar,” he said.

He took her arm and turned her before she could shake free.

“No,  the  pants  aren’t  tight  enough.  If  they  were  tighter  I’d  accept  it,  and  if  you  undid  another button, and maybe if the top was a bit tighter…”

“I’m not here to look like some kind of sex kitten!” she exclaimed.

“No, not like a sex kitten, but you are here to look efficiently beautiful.”

“What kind of a term is that!?” she demanded.

“It’s my term. And I’m the boss.”

“But that’s not fair!”

“Fair? Who the hell ever told you life was fair? And you think I like wearing this?” he demanded, plucking at his expensive three piece suit. “You think I wouldn’t rather wear a sweatshirt and jeans?

You  think  this  is  comfortable? At  least  those  dresses  I  bought  for  you  are  comfortable.  So  wear them!”

He turned away, then turned back, grabbed her arm and turned her around again suddenly.

“Didn’t I tell you to start wearing thongs?” he demanded, noting the panty line in her trousers.

“You can’t tell me what underwear to wear!”

He snorted and jerked her towards his office.

“Wha – let me go! What are you doing!?” she demanded, stumbling after him.

He closed the inner door and pulled her over to the chair.

“Oh no! You are not going to – let me go! Don’t! Hey!”

He didn’t bend her over the chair, much to her initial relief. Instead he dragged her around the front and sat down. Then he yanked her over his lap!

She gasped and twisted violently, but he held her in place, reached down and undid the clasp at the side of her hip, then yanked down her trousers and panties.

“Stop it! Don’t you dare! Let me go!” she cried.

He laughed and bunched her trousers and panties around her knees as his hand slapped down on her bottom.

“Oww! Don’t! Owww!” she cried.

He shifted her on his lap, his left hand on the back of her head.

“You have a beautiful ass, Zoe,” he said.

He  squeezed  her  buttocks  as  she  writhed  and  bucked  and  twisted,  then  slapped  her  bottom  hard, once,  twice,  three  times,  four,  then  again,  as  Zoe  squealed  and  yelped  and  cried  out  in  helpless anger and pain.

He spanked her a dozen more times, and Zoe slowly stopped twisting, exhausting herself against the powerful  man’s  grip,  her  bottom  stinging  and  burning  hotter  and  hotter  with  every  blow  until  it brought  tears  of  frustration  and  pain  to  her  eyes.  She  sobbed  weakly  as  he  continued  to  slap  her bottom hard, and as the pain mounted her tears grew louder, the backdrop to a loud  Crack! Crack! 

Crack!  of flesh against flesh.

He stopped, his hand caressing her throbbing hot bottom, and then pulled her blouse up under her arms to bare her bra.

“Don’t,” she sniffled.

He ignored her, pulling it inside out over her head, over her shoulders, off her, and then undoing her bra and kneading her soft breast.

“I  love  your  tits.  Did  I  tell  you  that? You  have  fantastic  tits,”  he  said,  his  fingers  squeezing  and massaging her breast and pinching and rolling her nipple.

Zoe  sobbed  weakly,  helplessly.  She  pushed  her  arm  down,  trying  to  force  his  hand  away  and  he pinned her wrists together behind her back and then tied them together with something.

To her surprise, he then shifted her off his lap onto her knees on the floor. She blinked through the tears  as  he  shifted  his  grip  to  her  hair  and  then  she  stared,  gaped,  at  the  sight  of  his  hard  cock pointing at her face.

He pulled her forward and it pushed into her open mouth, then slid deeper.

“Come on, baby. Suck that one eyed monster,” he said. “Make it happy.”

Zoe  jerked  against  his  grip  but  he  had  a  firm,  thick  handful  of  her  hair,  and  with  her  wrists  tied behind her back there was little she could do. She thought about biting him, but there was just no way she was going to risk angering him like that.

“Do it, baby. Now,” he growled.

Whimpering, she started sucking. It was better, she reasoned, to make him come now then to have him rape her. She sucked and licked at the underside of his head as he sat there, and moaned as he reached down and began to knead her breasts.

“That’s it, baby. Use your tongue more. Harder. No, down lower. That’s it. You’re not very good at this, are you.”

She felt a rush of anger and indignation. Who was he to criticize her when he was forcing her to do this!?

“Now suck as you slide down the length of my shaft, baby. Then move your tongue from side to side.”

She couldn’t believe he was trying to TEACH Her how to suck his cock!

But she listened, and she obeyed. She really had no alternative.

She was dazed by it, though. She was naked, on her knees, her hands tied together behind her back, sucking her boss’s cock!!

He pulled out and held his cock up, making her lick her way up the shaft, then down to his balls. He dropped  his  pants  and  stood  up  over  her,  making  her  suck  his  balls  into  her  mouth  and  massage them with her tongue as she sucked rhythmically. Then she had to purse her lips and let him slide his fat cock slowly into her mouth again.

God it was beautiful! Looking at it up close like this excited her in a way, in a strange, dark way.

She felt so utterly helpless before him, tied up, like his – his prisoner or something.

He loomed over her, so tall, so broad of shoulder, so powerful in every way. She sucked, bobbing her lips slowly up and down his cock, moaning as she rolled her eyes up at him.

“You ever deep throat, baby?” he asked.

She shook her head anxiously.

“You need to learn how. I don’t like having half my cock out in the cold. The trick to deep throating is that it’s all in your mind. You want to gag whenever anything touches the back of your throat. It’s a reflex action,” he said, pulling on her head, pushing his cock deep into her mouth, deep enough to make her gag.

“But that’s just your mind playing tricks on your. It’s a reflex. Every time you swallow food it slides smoothly into your throat and down it and you don’t gag at all.”

He was pumping his cock slowly in and out as he spoke, and Zoe was sucking as best she could.

“There’s  no  actual  reason  why  you  should  gag  just  because  you  feel  something  touching  your throat,” he said. “Just think of it as food. Pretend it’s food and swallow like it’s food. If you can control yourself, discipline yourself, you can do it easily.”

“Don’t worry,” he said. “You’re not going to choke. There’s nothing to fear.”

God! He wasn’t! Surely he wasn’t going to – !

And then he thrust into her mouth so deep it made her gag. Her eyes bulged as his cock pushed right into her throat and halfway down it. Her lips slid several inches further on his shaft as he controlled her head with both hands. She felt like throwing up, and fought desperately not to.

“Swallow it! Swallow it, slut!” he growled.

She whimpered and tried to swallow, and it felt better somehow. Yet her mind was panicking and she couldn’t breath.

He pulled back and she coughed violently as his cock came free, gasping for breath.

“You’ll get used to it, you hot, sexy little slut.”

She  gasped  for  breath,  sweating,  her  face  hot,  and  tried  to  shake  her  head.  He  rubbed  his  saliva coated  cock  over  her  face  and  lips,  and  then  thrust  it  into  her  mouth  again.  She  had  to  open  her mouth wide as it forced its way in, and her eyes rolled up towards him in mute appeal, trying to tell him not to push too deep.

He pulled on her head and his cock pushed into her throat. She tried to swallow, to control her gag reflex, and he kept pulling, kept pushing, until to her shock, she felt her lips pressed right against his groin, wrapped around the base of his shaft, her nose jammed into his pubic hair.

“That’s it, baby. That’s it, you gorgeous little slut. Suck that cock,” he groaned.

He had both hands behind her head, and Zoe gurgled wetly, staring at his skin from an inch away, maybe less. He held her in place for long seconds as her head pounded and her chest started to burn.

Then he slowly pulled back, and again she fought to control her gag-reflex as it pulled free.

“Good girl,” he said as his cock pulled free.

He pulled on her hair, stepping aside, pulling her into the chair, then knelt in front of it and lifted her  thighs  up  and  turned  her  around  so  she  was  laying  on  the  seat,  sort  of  slumped  down,  legs spread wide.

He began to lick at her pussy, and she was too out of breath to care or protest. She lay slumped in the chair, chest heaving, sweating, mind fluttering like a small, caged bird as she tried to get a grip on herself. When her breathing was under control she stared down at him, watching him licking at her pussy, and started to become aware of the feel of his tongue against her.

She lay her head back and moaned, relieved, really, that he was doing this and not continuing to force her to swallow his cock. Yet a strange part of her also felt a bizarre sense of something not entirely different than satisfaction. She had so often heard about deep throating, and now she had done it – sort of. It wasn’t as horrible as she had thought, either. It had been scary, but it hadn’t been that bad. She was sure that eventually she could get the hang of it.

Rob would be so surprised! Well, if they ever wound up having sex again.

She focused on him again, and shuddered as his tongue whipped across her clit.

Bastard! God, he was good, but he was a bastard for doing this to her!

He spread her legs even wider, and she flushed with the embarrassment of being so spread open like she was. Any time Rob had made love to her it had been in their bedroom, and it had been, if not entirely dark, at least dimly lit. Prior to that her sexual experiences had been in the back seats of cars, or in darkened basement rec rooms. This was so – bright – so open!

She turned her head away, then gasped and jerked as his lips folded around her clit and he sucked hard.  She  felt  herself  throbbing  and  burning,  and  when  he  slid  his  finger  into  her  she  moaned involuntarily as her pussy lips squeezed down around it.

He pumped it in and out, then added a second finger, pressing them against the side of her pussy, then  curling  them  up  and  in  then  to  the  other  side,  twisting  them  around  inside  her.  His  tongue continued to lap and suck at her clit, and she felt her mind slowly sliding into oblivion as her body pulsed with heat and a crackling sense of sexual electricity.

He reared up above her then and crushed his lips against hers, and again she felt the taste of her own sex  in  her  mouth.  His  pants  were  open  and  his  cock  rubbed  against  her  down  there,  making  her shudder and twist in helpless pleasure.

His hands slid under her and he lifted her out of the chair, lifted her into his powerful arms, pressing her  against  his  powerful  chest.  He  turned  as  if  she  were  weightless,  and  then  lowered  her  to  the floor.  She  felt  the  hard  fabric  of  the  rug  under  her  buttocks  for  a  moment.  Then  he  gripped  her thighs and flipped her onto her belly.

She gasped, staring at the rug, then gasped again as he gripped her hips and jerked her bottom up into  the  air.  He  slapped  her  bottom  and  she  yelped  in  pain,  then  gasped  again  as  she  felt  him pressing against her.

“Spread those knees wider, slut,” he growled, slapping her sore bottom.

Zoe’s face flushed with guilt and shame, but another slap to her bottom made her obey. She shifted her  knees  embarrassingly  wide,  her  bottom  raised  high,  her  face  and  chest  against  the  rug  as  he rubbed his thick cock along her sopping wet pussy mouth, then slowly pushed it into her.

It was easier than it had been last time, but still ached. She was stretched and then stretched again until she groaned with the thickness of him. But when the head slid in and his shaft followed she felt an intensely sensual feeling of being wonderfully penetrated. She shuddered as his thick cock pushed slowly down the tight tunnel of her sex, his hands on her hips holding her in place.

It was such an incredibly submissive pose, she realized dazedly. She, the woman, bent over, on her knees, submitting to the powerful male, being used by him as he chose, taking his cock inside her – like it or not. It was an age old form of submission, and she felt herself relax into it, with no choice whatever. And with that acceptance her guilt seemed to slowly melt away.

She  groaned  as  he  forced  his  cock  deep  into  her  throbbing  belly,  gasped  as  he  ground  his  hips against her, and shuddered as he began to stroke, as he began to punch himself in and out along her straining  pink  tunnel.  His  hands  ran  over  her  body  as  his  cock  churned  her  insides  to  a  heaving, burning froth. She gasped and moaned and panted for breath as he rode her, mounted her, fucked her, his cock punching against the back wall of her pussy with every painful glorious thrust.

She  could  only  grunt  and  gasp  as  he  rode  her,  as  his  big  hands  moved  possessively  across  the surface  of  her  soft  body.  She  moaned  and  gasped  aloud  as  his  hands  forced  their  way  under  her chest and squeezed her breasts, then cried out loud as he pulled a hand back, gripped a thick tangle of soft hair, and pulled her head up and back. He forced her head off the floor, then lifted her torso off, as well, holding her there by the hair as he thrust harder, faster, his hips pounding against her buttocks.

Her jaw was slack, her eyes wide as she gulped in air, overpowered by the flooding sensations of sensual  pleasure  rippling  through  her  nervous  system.  Her  breasts  wobbled  below  her  as  he  rode her,  and  then  his  other  hand  came  down  to  cup  and  roughly  squeeze  one  before  releasing  it  and slapping it lightly.

“Move that ass, baby,” he growled, slapping her breast again. “Move that ass back at me.”

Gasping,  Zoe  obeyed,  thrusting  her  bottom  back  against  his  hard  spear  of  flesh,  her  gasps redoubling as his cock punched even harder into the back wall of her pussy.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh!” she cried as he rode her, as he laughed and groped her breast, as his cock skewered her.

It was so very… very far from the lovemaking she and Rob normally engaged in – when they used to engage in it. Rob was a gentle man, and his slender body felt comfortable and warm against her own. But this… this was not gentle lovemaking. This was being taken! This was being mounted and ridden hard by a powerful male!

She grunted and gasped and moaned, her mind swamped by sensory overload, her pussy aching, her mind spinning, her entire body crackling with sexual electricity as her wrists pulled feebly against the  rope  binding  them.  She  was  utterly  helpless,  and  being  utterly  used,  and  the  orgasm  crashed down upon her like a tsunami and drew a broken, shuddering cry of climax from her aching throat that was more animal than human.

And  then  Stevens’  thrust  his  right  hand  down  along  her  abdomen,  down  far  enough  that  a  long finger stretched out to find her clit and rub it hard and fast.

The  orgasm  was  a  bonfire  on  which  someone  had  just  thrown  gasoline.  She  cried  out  again  and again as every deep thrust of his prick send a frothing surge of sensations spilling through her body and mind. Her head jerked harshly against him so that her scalp stung again and again. Her insides twisted  and  churned  and  spasmed  around  his  pile-driver  of  a  cock,  and  her  hips  were  battered bruisingly  hard  by  his  powerful  hips  as  she  shook  back  and  forth  to  the  intoxicating  power  of  a massive orgasmic meltdown.

She  wound  up  laying  flat  out  on  the  floor,  half  twisted  on  her  side,  with  him  atop  her.  He  was licking and making soft nips and bites along her throat and over her lips as he recovered as well.

“Responsive little whore,” he said with a chuckle.

“N-Not a w-whore,” she gasped, chest heaving.

He laughed and bit lightly at her nipple.

“All women are whores once you get past their guilt and narcissism,” he said.



    *


“So how was your day?” Rob called over his shoulder as she closed the apartment door behind her.

“It was fine,” she said non-commitally.

He raised his head over the back of the sofa. “You coming down with something?”

She coughed a little and rubbed her throat. “Just a bit of a sore throat,” she said.

“Well keep away from me. I don’t want it.”

He dropped down below the back of the sofa and she glared at where he’d been, and the video game on the TV he was clearly playing. “It’s only sore because my boss shoved his big cock all the way down my throat,” she wanted to say. “I’m his whore. Did you know that? I’m his whore so you can play video games all day!”

She went into the baby’s room to check on Jimmy and to calm down. It wasn’t Rob’s fault he was unemployed. And it wasn’t Rob’s fault he wasn’t the kind of man Stevens was. Hell, she had always hated men like Stevens, the big, arrogant, swaggering macho jerks. She still did!

But there was no denying that being – overpowered – by Stevens, did something darkly exciting to her mind, appealed to something instinctive in her body, something which craved being mounted and rode hard by powerful males. Who knew she even had those kinds of thoughts? Certainly not her.

At the same time it was making Rob seem less of a man by comparison.

It wasn’t just his smaller size, either. Rob was strong enough to show her who was boss, who was the man, but he never tried, not even in bed, not even when he’d done anything to her in bed.

She  took  a  shower,  wanting  to  ensure  that  she  washed  any  scent  of  sex  and  Stevens  off  her.

Afterwords,  she  looked  at  herself  in  the  mirror,  imagining  how  Stevens  saw  her.  She  posed seductively,  arching  her  back,  cupping  her  breasts.  He  had  said  she  had  fantastic  tits.  He  really loved the way she looked. He played with her hair, and he did amazing things to her pussy with his tongue. Rob rarely complimented her, rarely showed whether he saw her as attractive, as sexy, or not.

There was a time he would have had her posing in her sexy dresses for him, then had them off and her in bed in no time. Now he had little interest. He watched reality TV, played video games, and complained about the economy.

She turned and rubbed her bottom, frowning. It wasn’t red or anything, but boy it had stung when he’d spanked her. God! Imagine! Her boss had spanked her bare bottom! As if she were a child! He was such a pig! That reminded her that she had to remember to wear a thong the next day. Or else she might get another spanking. And that realization made her shake her head in astonishment. Her boss would inspect her panties to make sure they were acceptable!

Oh she simply had to find another job, somehow. Any job!

Well, any job that paid the bills and would make sure Jimmy had his treatments.





Chapter Five

Zoe wore one of the sweater dresses the next day. It was a cowl neck dark vanilla colored dress with a semi pleated hem that came to about mid thigh. She wore a pair of brown buckled cowboy boots with it, and, underneath, a black lace half-bra and high cut thong, the strings angling up across her slim hips.

Her throat didn’t ache any more, but her pussy was still sore, her right breast felt a bit bruised, as did her bottom. She’d never really experienced rough sex before, and felt a strange thrill of sensual abandon at the memories. God, that had been so fucking wild! That was the kind of sex you heard about wild women having, maybe biker chicks or rock groupies or something.

And it had made her feel young and hot again, instead of like a wife and mother.

She still deeply resented Stevens for forcing himself on her, and for treating her like his slut – never mind calling her a slut! And she still felt a sense of deep guilt and shame at the way she reacted, at the way she responded to his touch, and the sluttish thoughts she had about it. Maybe she was a slut, she thought morosely. God knows Stevens had ample reason to think her one.

He arrived, and grinned at her. “Good morning, Zoe,” he said.

Her heart began to beat faster, her pulse racing as she looked at him warily.

“Good morning, Mr. Stevens,” she said.

It was odd, but she had no inclination to call him by his first name, despite what they’d done, and he had done nothing to encourage her to do so.

“Stand,” he said.

Swallowing nervously, she stood up.

He looked her up and own and then motioned her with his finger to turn.

She blushed and turned slowly around and then back.

“Excellent. I have excellent taste,” he said. “Oh… skirt.”

He pointed at it and motioned her to raise it.

Zoe blushed even more deeply, but her fingers gripped the hem and she eased it up above her hips, and when he made that finger twirl gesture she turned to show him her nearly bare bottom.

“Excellent,” he said. “Your ass is a fucking work of art,” he said. “It’s a crime to cover it up.”

Then he walked past her and into his inner office. Zoe shook her head in amazement and dropped her skirt. The man was a pig! He was a cave man! He was a fascist male sexist pig throwback to another era!

She  sat  down  again  and  began  typing,  trying  to  keep  her  breathing  under  control.  Just  that  little thirty  second  session,  where  he  hadn’t  even  come  closer  to  her  than  six  feet  had  set  her  pulse hammering in her throat.

“Coffee!” he called.

She sighed and quickly got his mug, poured from the machine, and put in the one sugar and one cream he liked, then carried it in to him.

“Which would you rather do,” he said, turning from his screen, “work late Friday night or come in and work Saturday afternoon?”

She blinked at him in surprise.

“We have a deadline coming up on the presentation for Anderson. I’ll need you to work a few hours of overtime.”

“I – I guess work late Friday,” she said hesitantly.

He nodded. “Okay. Tell the hubby.”

She  turned  away,  her  mind  considering  the  possibilities. Alone  with  him?  Well,  and  so  what?  It wasn’t like he ever restrained himself during the day. His office did not get a lot of visitors other than  by  appointment.  In  fact,  she  understood  people  went  out  of  their  way  to  avoid  coming  into contact  with  him.  He  was  a  powerful  man  who  was  also  singularly  brusque,  rude,  arrogant  and unpleasant. In any event, he didn’t have to have her work after hours to molest her. He did it during the day just fine.

As an example, she was working at her desk later that morning when he came over to her, up behind her, and simply slid his hand right down through the neck of her dress to cup her breast through her lacy bra. She gasped and grabbed at his wrist but he held it where it was, unmoving.

“Hands down,” he ordered in a no-nonsense voice.

It was so not fair she had to obey him in stuff like this!

But she lowered her hands and he resumed kneading her breast, then forced his fingers into the bra cup itself for a long squeeze before drawing his hand back.

“Get me the Ferguson file,” he said, turning and going back into his office.

Taking a deep breath, she looked at the door, then adjusted her breast in her bra again and stood up to go to the file cabinets.

Bastard!

She  snatched  the  file  and,  glowering,  walked  into  the  inner  office,  over  to  his  desk,  and  all-but slapped it on his desk. He looked up at her with a smirk.

“Your nipples are hard,” he said.

She flushed hotly, aware of it even as he said it, and turned around to walk out.

His bark of laughter followed her out the door.

He returned from a lunch meeting at two, looking irritated at something.

“Get  your  note  pad  and  come  into  my  office,”  he  growled,  practically  slamming  the  outer  door behind him.

She got up, heart doing a little pitter-patter in her chest, and hurried after him, not wanting to give him an excuse to turn his anger on her.

She started to sit in the chair across from his desk as he tossed his blazer on the coat rack, and he gestured impatiently.

“Come around here,” he growled.

Gulping, Zoe obeyed, and he looked up at her. She stood still under his scrutiny, nervous, anxious, her stomach fluttering. He didn’t seem like he was horny or anything, so then why – .

“Take off the dress,” he said.

She gasped, her eyes going wide. “But Mr. Stevens – .”

“I locked the outer door. Take off the dress,” he growled.

It was that “I will be obeyed” voice, and despite herself, Zoe put down her pad and, blushing hotly, removed the dress, and stood before him in her underwear.

“Why are you blushing?”

“Because I’m embarrassed!” she gulped.

“Why? You’ve got a fucking fantastic body. It’s hardly anything to be embarrassed about.”

“That doesn’t mean I should be standing around in my underwear at work!”

“Nobody can see but me, and I’ve already seen everything you’ve got.”

“But I – .”

“Take off the bra. I want to see those fantastic tits.”

“Please, Mr. Stevens I don’t – .”

“Now!”

She  flinched  and  undid  her  bra,  then  blushed  even  more  hotly  when  her  breasts  were  bare  to  his gaze.

“Stand up straight,” he barked.

She gulped and straightened her shoulders.

“Man,  you  really  are  hot,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head  in  open  admiration.  “You  are  a  fucking knockout.”

He sighed and pushed back his chair. “Get your notebook.”

She blinked in confusion.”

“There, on the table.”

She picked up her pen and notebook uncertainly.

“Come here.”

She shuffled closer, and he reached out, swept his arm around her waist, and drew her in against the chair. Then he swept her legs out from under her and placed her on his lap, sitting across it.

“First note is to James Ferguson at Randal-Denly Associates,” he said.

Startled,  Zoe  looked  down  at  her  notebook,  then  began  to  write  as  he  dictated  a  very  cold,  even frigidly  polite  letter  complaining  about  the  conduct  of  the  legal  associates  working  for  that company.  At  first,  he  just  talked,  but  then  his  hand  reached  up  and  he  caught  her  right  nipple between the tips of his thumb and forefinger. She gulped and blushed anew, but he kept talking and she kept writing as he lightly rubbed and rolled and pinched her nipple.

He shifted his finger to her other nipple, rolling and pinching it, as well, and both of them throbbed hot and hard. Then he shifted back to the first one, apparently idly stroking and massaging them as he spoke.

But he pinched harder and she winced and gasped, and flinched several times in her writing.

“Th-that hurts!” she finally complained.

“Get over it,” he said thoughtlessly.

Bastard!

His  hand  dropped  away,  but  it  dropped  down  against  her  pussy,  and  he  began  to  rub  his  fingers against her through the thin satin of her thong. She continued writing, and ignored it at first, but his rubbing  continued,  and  she  realized  her  body  was  already  reacting  strongly  to  being  practically naked  and  sitting  across  his  lap.  She  was  already  wet,  and  began  to  blush,  finding  it  hard  to maintain her concentration as he rubbed her.

“Next letter to Kyle Roth at Roth and Miller,” he said.

She flipped to a new page and started scribbling as he spoke.

His hand slid up a bit, then down into her panties. Zoe jerked and stopped righting as she felt his soft fingers against her sensitive flesh.

“Am I talking to hear myself speak?” he demanded.

She struggled to concentrate and continued to write as his fingers idly stroked along her pussy slit, and over her clit, but when his middle finger sank all the way to the knuckle in her hot, wet pussy she felt her hips jerking and fought to keep her breathing quiet.

“You’re very wet in here,” he said.

She blushed and looked away.

“Soaking wet. I wonder why.”

He pulled his hand out and held up his glistening fingers, held them against her mouth. She jerked her head away and he gripped her by the back of the neck, jerking her head back towards him. He held her fingers against her mouth, rubbing them against her closed lips.

“Still clinging to your guilt and shame at doing something your body craves so much, are you,” he said with a sneer.

“S-stop it!” she gasped, trying to twist away.

Instead he grabbed her by the throat with his right hand, the hair by his left, and crushed his lips against hers.

Zoe’s mouth opened involuntarily, and then his tongue was inside her, his mouth, his lips practically eating  at  her  mouth  as  he  bent  her  backwards  across  the  side  of  the  chair,  and  she  moaned  and trembled  and  felt  her  will  power  melting  away  in  the  face  of  his  raw,  violent  animal  heat  and hunger.

He tore her panties off, and she shuddered and swayed as he pulled his head back, her jaw slack, her mind  reeling.  His  fingers  returned  to  her  now  bare  pussy,  two  of  them  sliding  up  inside  her, pumping slowly in and out as his thumb stroked across her swollen clitoris.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

She moaned and shook her head.

“Spread your legs!”

She obeyed, and moaned as he pushed his fingers even deeper into her body.

“Are you a whore, Zoe?” he asked in a breathy growl. “Are you a whore?”

“Yes,” she whispered, flushed with embarrassment and shame.

“Say it.”

“I-I – .”

“Say it!” he growled.

“I’m a whore,” he whispered.

“Louder, whore!”

“I’m a whore,” she whimpered.

He pulled his fingers out of her and slid them across her lips. She stared at them dazedly, and then he slid them into her mouth and over her tongue.

“Close your lips and suck.”

Moaning, she obeyed, and stared at him as he pumped his fingers in and out of her mouth slowly, wriggling them across her tongue.

“Lick them. Suck them.”

She obeyed, and he chuckled and smiled cruelly. He pulled his fingers slowly out and then slid them down  her  body  and  back  inside  her,  pumping  them  in  and  out  as  his  thumb  stroked  against  her clitoris again. It was all Zoe could do to keep from grinding and bucking her hips against them as the sensations swept through her. She turned her head away, jammed her face against his shoulder as his fingers thrust up into her harder, making her gasp and moan helplessly.

He stopped abruptly, withdrawing his fingers and standing, lifting her. He set her down on the floor and bent her over against the desk.

“No. Stand back from the desk with your hands on the edge,” he ordered.

Breath ragged, Zoe obeyed, and he fondled her breasts as they hung below her. Then he opened a drawer and took out some of the light, thin, soft rope he had used to bind her wrists the other day.

He tied a loop in it and then slipped the loop up around her right breast, holding it against her ribs as he tightened it. Dazed, panting, she clung to the edge of the desk, bent at a forty five degree angle, staring in bewilderment as he slowly tightened the loop until her breast was squeezed in at the base, and throbbed with every beat of her heart.

“Oh!” she gasped. “What are you doing!?”

“Whatever I want. That's what being the boss means.”

He wound the rope around her left breast, tied it, and tightened it in a similar fashion, then wound another loop around both breasts. He gripped her hair and slowly forced her to stand upright, and she shuddered, her breasts squeezed out tautly.

“Hands at your sides,” he barked when she would have reached for them.

She obeyed, trembling, watching as he fed the rope down the center of her body and then tied a knot before pulling it in between her thighs and up between her buttocks.

“Ungh!” she cried as he jerked the rope tight.

It pulled up between the lips of her sex, the knot grinding against her swollen clitoris.

“Hands behind your back, wrists crossed.

This  was  beyond  bizarre,  she  thought  dazedly,  but  she  obeyed,  and  felt  him  tying  the  rope  there, binding her wrists behind her. Every time she moved them she pulled the knot against her clit, and pulled on her breasts as well.

“On your knees, slut.”

He  pushed  down  on  her  shoulders  and  she  knelt  before  him,  panting,  red-faced,  her  stomach churning, her pussy throbbing and burning.

“That’s how I like my women,” he grinned, “Young, beautiful, submissive, and obedient.”

He undid his belt and slid his trousers off, then stepped out of his shorts. His cock stuck up hard and red and pointing at her.

Submissive? Obedient? Those were not characteristics Zoe would have ever given herself, at least, not before now.

“Wh-why did you tie me up?” she asked plaintively.

“Because I like the sight of a beautiful naked woman tied up,” he replied.

He slid his fingers through her hair, then tightened his grip and pulled her forward. She opened her mouth and moaned as his cock stretched her lips and forced her to widen her jaw.

“Suck my cock,” he growled, pronouncing each word distinctly.

She moaned and rolled her eyes up at him as he pumped in and out slowly, using only the front half of his cock for now.

He let her work on it, let her suck on his balls and lick her way up and down the shaft, let her bob her lips up and down the shaft until the head pushed so deep she gagged.

Zoe did it all without being told, her heart pounding, her pulse racing. Her breasts were throbbing wildly, her nipples outrageously erect, tingling and crackling so that every time he reached down and casually massaged one of her breasts she almost cried out at the wild wave of animal heat that flushed through her.

Worse, her movements kept grinding that knot against her clitoris, and that was driving her slowly – or quickly – insane.

He pulled his cock free and rubbed it lightly over her face.

“What are you doing?” he demanded.

She blinked up at him dazedly. “What are you doing?” he demanded again, patiently.

“S-sucking your cock,” she gulped.

“That’s right. And what does that make you?”

She blinked up at him uncertainly.

“A cock sucker. Isn’t that right?’

She nodded mutely.

“Say it.”

“I’m a cock sucker,” she gulped.

“You’re a cock sucking whore.”

She flushed, swept by guilt and shame, embarrassment and a strange dark thrill.

“Say it.”

“I’m a cock sucking wh-whore,” she said, her voice breaking.

He pushed his big cock back into her mouth, pumping it slowly in and out, in and out, but when both his hands slid down behind her head she drew in a deep breath and had guessed right, for he pulled her forward as he forced his cock into her throat, then fed her inch after inch of shaft, forcing her up its length until her lips were wrapped around the base and her nose jammed into his body.

“Swallow that cock, you cock sucking whore,” he groaned. “Swallow it!”

She gagged and choked, but swallowed, and the gagging seemed to ease. She swallowed repeatedly, moaning  around  the  thick  shaft  filling  her  gullet.  Her  chest  began  to  burn  and  her  head  began  to ache as he held her against him. Long seconds passed, then he slowly withdrew, pulling free, letting her gulp in air.

“That’s it, baby, you’re getting the hang of it,” he said.

And  she  was,  and  a  part  of  her  felt  elated  at  that,  but  for  the  most  part  she  concentrated  on breathing, on retaining control of her stomach, on not coughing too violently.

He rubbed his saliva coated cock against her face as she regained her breath, then thrust the cock back into her mouth and straight down her throat. Again he held her tightly pressed against him, but for a shorter period of time. He pulled back, about halfway, then thrust deep again, held still, then pulled  back  halfway  and  thrust  deep  a  third  time.  By  then  she  was  starting  to  panic,  her  wrists pulling against the rope, but he pulled out entirely and she gasped explosively, chest heaving as she gulped in air.

He pushed himself back into her mouth, not into her throat, letting her suck and lick him, and then pulled out and fisted himself before her. Zoe had no idea what was going to happen until it did, and he was coming, spraying droplets of hot salty come all over her face.

She was startled, still gulping in air, her mouth open. Much of his come went into it and she closed her lips, swallowing reflexively.

“You[‘re  starting  to  become  much  better  at  oral  sex,”  he  said,  rubbing  his  cock  against  her  face, smearing the droplets of come into her skin.

He rubbed his cock all over the dazed woman’s face, rubbing the come into her forehead and cheeks and nose and lips, then let her lick off his cock before turning away, pulling on his shorts, and doing up his trousers.

Zoe was panting, hot, frazzled, her pussy flaming. She hated herself for feeling angry at him – not for what he’d done, but for not having fucked her. Even though she still ached she longed to feel that big cock sliding up inside her again!

He pulled her to her feet and turned her back to him, then untied her wrists. But he didn’t remove the rope. Instead he fed it up across her hips and tied it at her waist.

“Put on your dress, you hot, beautiful slut,” he said.

She swayed uncertainly, and he picked up the dress and basically helped her on with it. She stared at her bra and panties, but he shook his head.

“No, you don’t wear them today.”

“But – .”

“Oh, and one other thing.”

He chuckled and opened his drawer, taking out two objects. One was a dildo, long and thick, with dimples and veins. The other was a mushroom shaped thing, with a narrow top, widening rapidly, until it flared and then became nothing but a flat bottom.

He gripped the back of her neck and forced her to bend over the desk, then lifted her skirt up and bared her bottom. She felt his fingers at the rope between her legs. It was tight, and yet he forced it aside, making her wince, and then slowly twisted the dildo up inside her body to the hilt. He took a small jar out of the drawer and spread it over the other thing, and then Zoe’s eyes went wide as she felt it pressing against her anal opening.

“No!”

He was ready for her reaction, and his hand on the back of her neck tightened, holding her bent over as he slowly forced the thing up into her. She moaned and gasped and he slapped her bottom.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

She obeyed, and the thing forced her wider, and then still wider, but just this side of pain it seemed to be sucked into her body, and her sphincter closed – or almost closed behind it. No, there was a base which stuck out, a flat round coin like base on the outside of her opening, holding the thing from being sucked deeper.

He tugged the rope back into place, then pulled her skirt down and forced her upright.

“Now get back to work, slut,” he said with a grin.





Chapter Six

Zoe  could  not  believe  that  she  was  working,  that  she  was  typing  up  letters,  folding  papers  and sliding them into envelopes, scheduling meetings – all with that … thing stuck inside her, and her breasts throbbing, tied and taut, and aching, and that knot still grinding against her clitoris!

The dress was not tight, or hadn’t been, but now her breasts were sticking out like two hard melons.

She looked a lot bigger on top than she was, and her nipples were also fairly obvious against the light colored fabric, for they were hot and hard and stayed that way.

She was frustrated and angry at him, and at the situation which forced to her accede to his perverted and bullying demands. And she was embarrassed and ashamed at her own body's responsiveness, and  whatever  creepy  and  degrading  part  of  her  subconsciousness  was  getting  off  on  this  sort  of treatment.

And despite the inner turmoil gripping her consciousness, she could not ignore the throbbing of her breasts,  the  tingling  of  her  nipples,  or  the  way  that  damned  knot  was  rubbing  against  her  clit whenever she moved!

She tried to put her mind into her work, for she certainly had enough of it, but the bubbling heat within her did not subside. Her insides were a hot, seething mass of sensations that kept yanking her mind out of her work and back onto the heat enveloping her body.

She turned from the papers on her desk to her computer – on the right – and the movement made her gasp as her breasts throbbed. A few moments later she yawned, and her body stretched a bit, grinding the knot over her clit and making her gasp again as a hot surge of sensations flooded her groin. She was also uncomfortably aware of the thing he'd pushed into her rectum – and what he intended for that particular part of her anatomy.

God, he was suck a sicko!

Her  nipples  tingled  so  much  they  practically  itched,  and  she  reached  up  to  rub  one,  rewarded  by another sharp crackle of sensation as her fingers brushed across the hard pink button.

What would Rob think if he saw her now, she thought. He would surely be outraged that Stevens had done this to her. But he would also be furious she had allowed him to do it. Would he be turned on, perhaps a little? Or would he merely be disgusted?

There  was  a  knock  at  the  outer  door,  and  she  blushed,  her  head  turning  to  look  behind  her helplessly. There was another knock, then the door opened a bit.

“I have a letter for Mr. Stevens,” the man there said. “It has to be signed for.”

“I'll sign,” she said, blushing.

She  tried  to  arrange  her  arms  in  such  a  way  as  to  block  her  chest,  but  casually,  without  drawing attention  to  it.  Unfortunately,  as  the  man,  a  tall,  thin  black  man,  came  to  the  desk  and  put  the clipboard there, that simply became impossible. She had to sign it, and she looked down, signing quickly, not wanting to meet his eyes, as he took the clipboard back and then left.

She looked down at the front of her chest and her face grew hotter as she saw just how obvious her hard nipples were against the fabric of the dress. She cursed softly, then had an idea. She opened the drawer of her desk and took out a pair of bandaids then opened one, and slid her hand down the front of her cowl-top dress, placing the bandage carefully over her nipple. She did the same with her other breast and felt pleased that they helped to hide her hard nipples.

That down she got back to work, typing up a letter and collating a series of reports from department heads for Stevens to inspect.

“Zoe,” he called, an hour later.

She got up and walked across the room, trying to ignore the way the rope tightened between her legs, the way it pulled up between the lips of her sex and ground against her in a way which should have been painful, and was. Yet it should only have been painful. And instead it was a strange sort of  sensually  exciting  ache  which  made  her  want  to  pull  her  shoulders  back  and  tighten  it  still further.

She came to his desk, and waited while he typed at his computer. And waited, nervously, irritated, growing more impatient by the second.

Finally he turned to look up at her, but still said nothing.

'Yes?” she said finally.

“Yes, sir,” he said, frowning.

She flushed angrily. “Yes, sir,” she said, the words almost a growl.

“Bronson Associates were supposed to courier me a an important letter. Check with the mail room and find out why it hasn't been delivered yet.”

She started, but nodded and said “Yes, sir. Right away, sir.”

She turned and hurried back to her desk, snatching up the letter, thinking furiously. If she told him they'd delivered it an hour ago he'd probably decide to do something to punish her.

She  felt  a  sudden  dark  thrill  at  the  thought  he  might  spank  her  again,  and  that  was  followed  an instant  later  by  furious  self-disgust  and  anxiety.  She  did  not  want  to  be  spanked!  No  matter  how much her pussy burned, and how much she was squirming!

She waited five minutes, and then brought the letter into him.

“Sorry, Mr. Stevens. They said it got dropped behind a desk or something,” she said lamely.

“Incompetent idiots!” he snapped. “I've been waiting for this for over an hour!”

He waved her away and she went back to her desk with a sense of relief.

“Zoe!” he snapped a brief time later.

She got up nervously and went back into his office.

“Close the door,” he growled.

Her pulse rate shot up, but she obeyed, and came over to his desk, rubbing her suddenly perspiring hands against her hips.

“I called the mail room to complain,” he said.

She gulped.

“They said they delivered this over an hour ago and you signed for it.”

Zoe dropped her eyes, face flushed.

“Do you have anything to say?”

She shook her head. “I uhm, I just forgot it because... I was uhm, distracted.”

“By your hot little pussy, I'm sure.”

She raised her head, glaring at him.

“Take off that dress!”

Her stomach churned and she felt a moment of defiance.

“Now!” he snapped.

She looked down, then her fingers pulled up on the dress, peeling it up and over her head. She stood there, nude, blushing furiously as he came around the desk.

“And what the fuck are these for?” he demanded, gripping one of the bandaids and yanking it off.

She yelped, but didn't resist as he pulled the other free as well.

“I asked you a question.”

“I  was,  they  were...  showing  through  the  dress  and  I,  I  didn't  want  people  to  see  them!”  she exclaimed.

“You didn't want people to see what a hot, sex hungry slut you were?”

“I am not a slut!”

“No?”

He thrust his hand between her legs and she gasped, grasping his wrist.

“This rope feels soaking wet,” he said.

“I can't help that!”

“You can't help lying and deceiving me, either, can you!?”

“I-I didn't want you to hit me!”

“Hit you? I have never hit you, girl,” he snorted. “I've spanked your shapely little ass, but it doesn't appear to have suffered any permanent damage from the experience.”

He went back to his desk and opened the lower drawer. “But if you're so terribly concerned about my slapping your dainty bottom, then I can punish you in other ways entirely.

He came back with more rope.

“Cross your wrists in front of you,” he ordered.

Zoe did so, shuffling from foot to foot in frustration. It wasn't fair she had to submit to his dirty and disgusting sex games!”

He tied the rope around one wrist, then began carefully wrapping it back and forth, layer after lay being placed neatly and perfectly side by side until her wrists were quite tightly bound together by at least six loops of rope around each.

He led her over to the side of his desk, and reached up to grip a heavy hanging plant there. He had a very long reach, and brought it down easily, then lifted the rope up over the hook and pulled her underneath.

Miranda gasped as her wrists were forced up high above her head. She felt a wave of dark, sensual excitement  so  powerful  that  her  pussy  spasmed  and  she  thought  she  might  actually  orgasm.  She fought it frantically, pushing it back, but her heart pounded and her pulse raced.

She felt a sense of something akin to martyrdom. She was doing this for Jimmy, after all, and for Rob. And that eased the guilt and shame within her as he tied off the rope and stepped back. But he had more rope in his hands, and quickly tied a loop around her left leg, then pulled it to the side, feeding the rope to the radiator on the wall and tying it. He tied another rope to her right ankle, and pulled that foot aside, too. This forced her up onto the balls of her feet, and she watched anxiously as he tied off the rope to a narrow roman styled marble ceiling beam.

He smirked at her and went back to his desk, then came back with a dildo in his hand. It was pink and had a helmet head, and the traditional looking veins and such as though it were real. It wasn't as thick  as  his  cock  but  it  was  awfully  thick,  and  she  gulped  and  felt  her  stomach  flutter  as  he approached her. Then alarm made her gasp as he moved behind her and tugged the rope aside.

“Don't!” she gasped.

“You didn't want the solid spanking you have earned. So you'll be punished another way,” he said, pulling the .. .thing... out of her.

She moaned, her face flaming as he pulled the round, bulbous thing out of her ass. It slid out much easier than it had pushed in. And she could actually feel her opening stay – open after it was gone.

Open, that was, until he slid the other thing into her, pushing it easily through the opening and then sliding it slowly up inside her.

She  felt  herself  gulping  in  air,  her  ankles  pulling  against  the  ropes  as  he  twisted  and  turned  the thing, pushing it higher and deeper. At first it was easy, but as inch after inch went up into her body she  felt  her  sphincter  clasping  down  on  it.  He  pulled  it  back  then  thrust  it  up  again,  repeatedly, working it deeper into her body until she groaned as cramps rippled through her insides.

He pulled the rope back into place. It pressed tightly against he side of the dildo protruding from her bottom, and she became aware, once again, of the way the knot ground against her clit.

He moved around in front of her and she turned her head away, too embarrassed to meet his eyes.

He pinched one of her hard nipples, then took out a slim cord and tied a loop in it. He tightened the loops sharply and she cried out in pain, staring down at it as it pinched her nipple, gasping at the harsh, jagged sting of it as he fed the cord to her other nipple and tied a loop in that, as well.

He then tied another cord to the middle of the one between her nipples and fed it down her body to the knot over her clit. He pulled sharply, so her nipples stretched down, then tied it around that knot and released it. The cord was somewhat looser, now, not stretching her nipples down. But it was still very tight around them, and pulled down a bit.

Then he got up and returned to his desk.

He sat down and started reading the letter, then turned to his computer and began an email.

Zoe stood in place, staring at him, heart pounding, waiting for him to quickly finish and get to her.

Yet  he  didn't.  He  glanced  at  her  from  time  to  time,  but  seemed  to  have  no  intention  of  doing anything to or with her.

Her ankles were starting to ache from standing on the balls of her feet for so long. She was also horribly aware that she was standing there naked by a window, out in the open, in an office, where people could show up at any time. She wasn't even sure the door was locked!

“What if someone comes?” she exclaimed finally, embarrassed at the whinyness in her voice.

“The only one likely to come is you, slut.”

She felt another upsurge in anger and outrage that he would call her that, but at the same time she burned with embarrassment, for she felt that she deserved the insult. Her pussy was hot and wet and getting  worse.  Her  nipples  throbbed  hotly,  and  sting,  but  worse  than  that  every  time  she  inhaled, every time she expanded her chest, her nipples pulled a little more against the cord he'd tied to the knot.

That not only made them pull continuously on her nipples, but tightened the knot across her clit just a little each time she breathed. And being naked like this, being bound like this, was making her body crackle with sexual electricity all on its own!

“H-How long are you going to leave me like this?” she demanded.

“You forgot to say sir,” he said without turning his head.

“How long are you going to leave me like this, sir!?”

He glanced at his watch. “You work for me until five O'clock. Until then, your time is my time and you will do whatever I wish. At the moment, I wish you to stand there, and shut up.”

He turned and glared at her. “And if you fail to say sir or Mr. Stevens again you'll get that spanking you so richly deserve.”

She dropped her eyes.

“Do you understand me, slut?”

“I'm not a slut,” she said darkly, her voice unsteady.

“No?”

He opened his drawer and took something out, then got up and came round the desk to her. He had a black box which turned out to be a transformer he plugged into the wall. A long, thin wire led from it to a small pink device which looked like a sort of the top third of an egg. It was an inch or two wide, round, and flat on one side.

He forced a finger under the rope and she gasped as he pulled it much more sharply, digging it up into her pussy painfully. Then he slid the little thing underneath, up against the bottom of her clit before letting the rope back into place.

The little device was small, but it still made the rope that much tighter as it pulled up between her legs. She stared at it without understanding, until Stevens flipped a button on the plug and it started to buzz against her.

He  returned  to  his  desk  and  she  stared  down  at  it,  mouth  open,  shocked  as  she  felt  the  buzzing against the underside of her clit.

He had placed it in such a way that the knot was still pressed down against her clit, and still rubbed a  little  against  it  as  she  breathed.  But  the  vibrator  thing  was  pressing  right  up  hard  against  the bottom of her clit, and the vibrations began to make her insides roil and twist, began to make her clitoris throb more powerfully, and her muscle spasms to start within her pussy.

She  bit  her  tongue  until  it  hurt,  fighting  to  control  her  breathing,  which  was  becoming  more  and more  ragged.  She  whimpered  in  pain  as  her  ankles  shook  and  her  nipples  stung  and  burned  and tingled.

And  then  she  saw  him  turn  his  chair  fully  to  face  her.  He  sat  back  in  it,  unbelievably  arrogant, bringing his hands up behind his desk and watching her, smirking at her as she fought frantically not to give in to the dark siren call of the sensations assailing her.

But  it  was  a  losing  battle,  and  when  the  orgasm  came  it  was  all  the  more  powerful  for  the  long period of buildup. It was certainly far too powerful for her to even attempt to hide. Standing nude before  him,  legs  spread,  hands  raised,  her  breathing  became  so  frantic  she  became  light-headed.

Beads of sweat trickled down her forehead, her chest and hips.

And then the orgasm swept over her like a flash fire. She cried out, loudly, a raw, passionate howl of pleasure as she arched her back violently. That, of course, only jerked harder on her nipples, and ground  the  knot  even  more  strongly  against  her  clitoris.  She  cried  out  again,  the  cry  a  long, breathless,  warbling  howl  of  pleasure  as  her  hips  bucked  violently  forward  against  he  buzzing sensations setting her muscles to spasming.

Her head jerked and rolled bonelessly and her hips pumped wantonly as he looked on and smiled.

The  orgasm  screamed  through  her  nervous  system  like  an  express  train,  its  power  thundering against her body and mind as convulsions made her shake and jerk and buck for long, long seconds.

It was one of the longest orgasms of her life. Her body twisted lewd danced lewdly before him, her mind spinning and floating as the pleasure drowned out all sense of pride, dignity or guilt.

It did not drown out her mind entirely however. She was well, well aware that he sat only five or six feet  away,  watching  her  come,  smiling.  And  yet,  rather  than  shame,  the  degradation  of  her exhibitionistic movements only served to arouse her still further.

When the orgasm finally passed, she all-but hung from her wrists, slumped limply, gulping in air, chin on her chest, hair hanging down in a tangled mass.

“Slut,” he said, turning to his desk, and his work again.





Chapter Seven

Zoe slowly got her breathing back, but her face remained hot for long, long minutes. She couldn't imagine  how  she  could  be  more  humiliated,  more  deeply  ashamed,  more  degraded  than  standing there and, and jerking and spasming like an epileptic, climaxing right in front of his eyes. She stood in place, ignoring her trembling, aching ankles, staring down at the rug, wanting to fall through the floor.

She was hot, sweaty, exhausted, and more than a little traumatized. She wanted to climb into a bed in a dark room and pull the covers over herself, wanted to hide from the world.

Instead she was standing, half hanging in front of a bright window, in a downtown office, naked to the world, unable to even turn her head away.

And that thing between her legs was still buzzing.

Now  the  buzzing  felt  uncomfortable  to  the  point  of  her  clenching  her  teeth  against  the  raw sensation. But that only lasted a minute or two. Then the buzzing vibrations began to stoke that dark hunger within her and she began to feel the soft, liquid heat seeping through her pores again.

She  tried  to  ignore  it,  then  tried  to  fight  it,  but  she  was  weaker  than  she  had  been,  her  resolve already having been broken, if not shattered utterly, and she was soon doing all she could just to keep her body from spasming and bucking and jerking as the heat threatened to overwhelm her.

He got up, at last, and came around to stand in front of her.

“Please,” she moaned.

“Please what?” he demanded.

“P-Please sir!” she whimpered.

He gripped her hair and jerked her head back sharply so that she cried out in pain. Then he cupped her breast and squeezed it as he licked a trail up along her throat, nibbled and bit the nape of her neck,  then  kissed  her  passionately.  His  tongue  caressed  hes  as  she  moaned  into  his  mouth  and spasmed weakly.

Then she came again, bucking and jerking against him, gurgling breathlessly, twisting and shaking in  the  throes  of  orgasmic  bliss  as  he  kissed  her  and  kneaded  her  breast  and  gripped  the  dildo protruding from her backside, shoving it in harder.

The pain there spiked through the howling storm of sensation, but only to carry it to a still higher plateau, and she trembled and shook against him as the climax clawed at her mind.

He  chuckled  throatily  and  eased  his  pull  on  her  hair,  pulling  her  head  forward,  bending,  his  face inches from hers.

“Slut,” he said. “Say it, slut. Admit it. You're a slut. Say it. Say it!”

“I'm a-a -slut,” she panted.

“Louder, you whore!”

“I'm a slut!” she gasped.

“Again!”

“I-I'm a slut!”

“You're a fucking whore slut. Say it!”

“I'm a fucking whore slut!”

“Again!”

“I”m a f-fucking whore slut!” she cried, voice breaking.

“Again!”

He pulled on the cord and her nipples burned.

“Ahh! I'm a fucking whore slut!”

He  laughed  and  kissed  her,  his  lips  crushing  hers  with  bruising  force,  his  hands  digging  into  her buttocks, pulling her against him as his tongue drove into her. She sobbed helplessly, and then her tongue rose and twisted against his, her passion flaring white hot just that fast, just that hotly. Her nipples  burned  against  his  chest  and  she  ground  her  wet  pussy  against  him  as  their  tongues squirmed and twisted together, first inside her mouth, then his.

His hands shot up to her hair and he jerked it back sharply again.

“Ahh!”

“Say it!”

“I'-I”m a fucking whore slut!” she cried.

“Again!”

“I'm a fucking whore slut!”

“Say Ì want your cock',” he ordered.

“I want your cock,” she whimpered.

He jerked on her hair painfully.

“You forgot to say sir, slut!”

“I'm sorry, sir! I want your cock, sir!” she cried.

He  chuckled  again,  released  her  hair,  and  went  back  to  his  desk.  He  found  another  dildo  and returned, then knelt before her. She stared down at him, panting, burning up, feverishly aroused, and mortified despite it, or perhaps, because of it. She watched as he undid the rope, and the horrible knot finally pulled away from her clit, the vibrator thing falling away as well.

She groaned. Her clit was sore and aching, and he had to literally peel the rope out from between her sex lips. There, too she was sore and aching. His thumbs spread the lips of her sex and then he licked  softly,  gently  against  her  aching  pink  flesh.  His  tongue  felt  incredible  there,  soothing,  yet inflaming at the same time, and she could not stop her hips from grinding wantonly against him.

His  tongue  pushed  into  her  sex,  twisting  and  squirming,  and  her  head  pulled  back,  rolling bonelessly as she gulped in air and shuddered under the waves of sensation.

His finger pushed up inside her, and then he began to lick at her clit.

She came, bucking and twisting and crying out as his finger and tongue worked her into a twisting frenzy. Yet he was only just beginning. His steady licking roused her from the dazed stupor which followed that orgasm into the approach to another. Then he pulled the dildo up from the floor and slowly pushed it up into her pussy.

The  deep,  solid  penetration  drove  her  over  the  edge  again  and  she  cried  out  again,  her  head thrashing as her hips bucked against the delicious deep thrust of the dildo into the burning vortex of her hunger. The climax left her dazed and moaning, and he stuffed the fat dildo high and left it in place.

Then he turned it on.

The dildo was a vibrator, and it had a tongue which curled up across the top of her sex, across her clit.

He stood up and moved behind her, as Zoe whimpered at the returning heat. Moaning, mind blasted by the repeated comes, she had little energy left in her. She was entirely hanging by her wrists now, her ankles having surrendered some time earlier, and her wrists ached and burned as she hung there.

She felt the dildo pulling down out of her ass, and then thrust back inside her. But the sensation was quite  different  now,  and  the  dildo  was  thicker.  It  only  took  her  frazzled  mind  a  few  moments  to realize that it was not a sex toy, but his cock, and her eyes fluttered with wonderment.

He was sodomizing her!

She  had,  of  course,  suspected  that  he  would  when  he  first  pushed  that  thing  up  her  butt.  But  the realization was still powerful. She had never allowed that sort of thing, and now his big cock was slowly forcing its way deeper and deeper into her ass while she stood there – or hung there – legs spread, trembling with heat and confusion.

His big hands pulled her hips back, and he thrust up in sharp, powerful strokes that made her cry out again and again. The vibrator buzzed inside her, and his cock ground deeper and deeper, pushing Zoe over the edge into a sexual fever which cared about nothing but pleasure.

His cock was so thick, and so long that it utterly filled her. She ached deep inside, and yet still her mind craved more. When he started to thrust, slowly, at first, because of his size, she shuddered and whimpered and moaned with every stroke, partly in pain, but mostly in a wild, raw, dark, passionate heat.

The  first  orgasm  hit  her  before  he  had  even  succeeded  in  forcing  all  of  himself  into  her.

Encouraged, he thrust harder, faster, the pain mounting inside her even as the pleasure whipped her mind to ribbons. He jerked back on her hips and thrust his big, powerful cock up into her belly with long, deep strokes that made her cry out with every stroke.

And  orgasms  paraded  across  her  mind  like  an  endless  storm,  one  after  the  other,  hammering  her with crackling storm-bursts of sensation that had her jerking and spasming and convulsing as his big cock reamed her out, as it punched her deep in the belly with cruel, aching blows. Yet pain was immaterial to a mind lost to the passion and wildfire pleasure of sexual abandon.

She  cried  out  until  her  voice  was  a  weak  croak,  and  her  consciousness  barely  present,  and  then sagged, slack-jawed and drooling as he finally finished with her.



    *


“You sound hoarse,” Rob said as she tiredly greeted him.

“I think I've got some kind of nasty virus,” she said, deliberately wanting to keep him away from her.

“That sucks,” he said. “Jimmy is feeling better, though.”

“Could you make dinner tonight?

He made a face. “Yeah, okay. I guess.”

She felt a flare of resentment. Like what else do you do all day, she thought.

She went to their room and undressed, glancing down at her red wrists.

The ropes had left marks on them, not exactly rope burn but, not something she wanted to explain to him.  Her  nipples  were  still  hard,  too. And  still  sore  from  that  tight  cord  he'd  pinched  them  with.

There were read marks around her breasts which had begun to fade, but were also still visible. No, it definitely wouldn't do to have Rob see her naked right now.

She had a long, hot shower, wincing a bit as her hands slid over her breasts and nipples – and clit.

Afterwords, naked, she stared into the steam covered mirror, wiped it clear, and looked at herself, wondering what was happening to her.

The  memories  of  that  room  were  glowing  in  her  mind,  filled  with  embarrassment  and  shame  yet also a terrible sense of passion, heat, and excitement. She had lost track of how many orgasms she'd had. First there had been the regular kind, powerful to be sure, but then had come that – that string of  orgasms,  one  after  another,  like  firecrackers  going  off  until  she  thought  she  would  be  driven insane. She thought she'd had six or seven or eight orgasms over the course of a couple of minutes.

It had been wild and breathless and shocking and incredible!

She'd never experienced that degree of passion and pleasure before, not with Rob, not with anyone.

What  kind  of  a  woman  got  off  on  that  kind  of  thing?!  On  that  kind  of  degrading,  forceful, humiliating sex at the hands of a pig of a man she barely knew and had no love or even affection for?? Affection!? She didn't even like him! In fact, she hated him!

She wore her long, fluffy robe that evening. It covered her wrists, and everything else. The marks around her breasts had faded by morning, but the ones around her wrists were still visible, though they do were much lighter. She greeted the thought of work with anxiety and fear, but there was a creeping sort of breathless anticipation at the back of her mind, as well.

There were two surprises waiting for her when she got to work. The first was a box with her name on it. Inside was a gorgeous, gleaming pair of leather boots – stiletto heeled leather boots.

The  second  was  an  email  from  HR  telling  her  she  had  been  bumped  up  to  the  top  rung  in  her administrative  classification,  so  that  her  salary  was  now  fifty  two  thousand  dollars.  She  fumed, knowing he was trying to buy her, but the avaricious side of her couldn't help calculating how much extra she would get each pay check. Times had been very hard for she and Rob and Jimmy, and this job was making a huge difference.

She sighed and put on the boots, knowing he would want to see her in them. It was less degrading to just do it then to have him order her to do it. She stood up and resented the fact they fit so well, which she knew was stupid but couldn't help. The heel was higher than she normally wore, but they certainly looked sexy, even with her long black turtleneck sweater-dress.

She went through his mail, sorted it, and placed it on his desk, turned on the coffee machine, and then went through the rest of the email. She checked his calender, noted the meetings he had, and made sure that she had the properly prepared folders detailing the information he'd need for each meeting waiting to place on his desk.

He didn't get in until ten because he'd had a meeting across town much closer to his home and had gone straight there. When he did get in the first thing he did was to tell her to stand up and show her the boots.

She flushed but obeyed, trying to keep her face from showing any trace of resentment or anger – or anything else.

“You like them?”

“Yes... sir,” she said hesitantly. “Thank you, sir.”

He leaned back against the door smugly. “Lift the dress. Let's see what's underneath.”

She flushed again, then lifted the long, elastic skirt up her body until it bared her below the hips.

She turned and showed him her thong and then let the skirt slide down again.

“Wait. Turn around, Let me see that ass again.”

Her face flushed but she obeyed.

“Man what a great ass. And I knew it would be incredible to have my cock up inside it.”

Her face burned and her stomach churned.

“Your beautiful ass was made to be fucked hard, little girl,” he said. “Has anyone ever fucked you in the ass before?”

“No, sir,” she said in a strangled voice.

“Fuck, what a crime. You should be fucked in the ass ten times a day. That ass of yours is like a national treasure. In fact... wait there.”

He walked past her and into the inner office, leaving her red-faced and flustered. She stared at the door, wanting to drop her skirt, but afraid to lest he come back and yell at her.

He returned, having left his suit jacket and briefcase inside. But he had a camera with him and her eyes widened.

“Take the dress off completely.”

“But... Mr. Stevens...”

“Now,” he growled, his face taking on an irritated look.

She obeyed warily, and he turned on the camera.

“Turn around, put your hands against the wall, and push your ass back.”

She obeyed, face hot, and he knelt behind her and took pictures of her ass.

Zoe quickly jerked her face forward so that it would not be in the pictures.

“Now spread your legs.”

She obeyed and he snapped more pictures.

“Take off the thong, slut.”

She felt her chest tighten to the point she couldn't breath, then it eased, and she straightened and slipped her thong down and off.

She  resumed  her  position,  hands  against  the  wall,  bottom  pushed  out,  and  kept  her  face  forward.

Framed by her thick dark hair, the camera would not see it as it snapped again and again. She spread her legs apart on command, and he snapped more pictures of her.

“Excellent,” he said.

She turned shakily and reached for her dress and thong, gathering them up.

“Wait. Come into my office.”

Head down, stomach fluttering, she obeyed, and he closed and locked the door behind him.

“Take off the bra.”

Again she obeyed, tension filling her, embarrassment growing.

Yet  that  dark,  feral  heat  was  growing,  as  well,  that  lewd,  animal  sexuality  which  she  had  only recently discovered.

“Get on all fours, slut.”

Every time he used the word she felt a rush of embarrassment and resentment, but now she also felt a hot twinge of excitement even as she obeyed.

He snapped pictures of her from behind, then from the side, with her head turned away.

“Turn and look at me.”

She shuddered and took a deep breath, but turned and looked at the camera as it flashed in her face.

“Give me a hot look, slut. Give me a sexy look.”

She blinked uncomfortably, but he kept insisting and she altered her look, trying to put on what he would consider a “sexy look”. She seemed to satisfy him, and he repositioned her.

“Keep your ass high, lay your chest down with your arms out in front of you.”

She obeyed, blushing as he snapped pictures from behind, then from the sides, some with her face, some without.

“Spread your legs wider, slut. Spread them like you really want to be mounted, like you really want some big stallion to come behind and ram himself into that hot warm cunt of yours.”

She  reeled  from  his  filthy  words,  breathless  with  shocked  embarrassment,  outrage  –  and  dark hunger. And she obeyed, as he snapped more pictures of her gaping pussy.

More pictures followed, of her bent over the desk, of her laying across it on her back, legs spread, of  her  on  the  sofa,  or  bent  over  it,  or  bent  back  across  it.  He  seemed  to  be  enjoying  himself thoroughly.

She  was  extremely  uncomfortable  with  the  photographs,  and  yet  at  the  same  time  felt  a  dark, purring satisfaction at the way he was recording what he called her incredibly beautiful and sexy body.

A knock at the door made her gasp in shock. She ran for her dress and snatched it up, yanking it over her head and down her body as Stevens kicked her bra and thong under the sofa. He opened the door just as she frantically combed her fingers through her hair to pull it back into place.

“Sorry, Mr. Stevens,” the gray haired, tubby man said. “But we had a meeting at ten thirty.”

He glanced from Stevens to Zoe, and she blushed as Stevens shook his hand and welcomed him in.

Zoe was able to scurry out the door, but had to return, carrying the folder she'd prepared. She just hoped that, with the dress being black, he wouldn't notice that she was braless.

She went back to her desk as the door closed behind her, heart thumping as she wondered what the man had thought, whether he suspected anything was going on between she and Stevens.

Their meeting lasted half an hour, and she turned away as he came through her office, again hoping he wouldn't notice her braless breasts. The dress was black, but quite tight and elastic, hugging her breasts rather noticeably.





Chapter Eight

She went back into his office, bringing the folder for his next meeting. Then she looked under the sofa and reached for her bra and panties.

“Leave those there,” he said.

She turned and straightened on her knees. “But … sir, this dress if tight and elastic and anyone can see I'm not wearing a bra.”

“So? I like it like this. Come here.”

She started to rise and he ordered her back to her knees.

“No, crawl to me.”

She  stared  at  him  in  astonishment,  then  felt  dual  surges  of  embarrassment  and  dark  excitement assailing her.

“Why?” she asked helplessly.

“Because I said so, slut.”

Blushing, she crawled across the floor to his desk on her hands and knees, crawled around it and looked up at him helplessly.

He grinned down at her, then spread his legs wide as he leaned back in his chair.

“Suck my cock,” he said casually.

She  felt  the  words  like  another  blow,  and  was  momentarily  breathless  again.  She  felt  a  bit  dazed with the crudeness, the degrading nature of his casual demand, but felt herself moving even while trying to adjust her world view to herself as someone who crawled to a man and sucked his cock.

She rose on her knees and unzipped his trousers, then undid them and reached inside, not looking up at him, pulling his cock free and staring at it. She licked her lips, then licked at the head, holding him in both hands. She gripped him behind the head and stretched him out, her tongue licking up and down along the shaft as he began to harden.

She slipped her lips over his cock and sucked, sliding her lips down deep as he bent somewhat in her mouth, sucking and licking under the head as he hardened further, gripping the long, thick shaft in both hands as she began to bob up and down.

“See if you can deep throat me,” he said.

She  didn't  want  to,  but  opened  her  mouth  wide  and  sank  down,  her  eyes  closing  as  she  forced herself down deep, taking the head into her throat. She gagged and jerked back, sucking and licking.

She  tried  a  second  time,  and  again  gagged,  but  his  hand  came  down  on  her  head  and  forced  her down all the way.

She choked a little as her face was jammed in against his groin, her eyes rolling up at him as he held her there, humiliated again by his arrogant smirk as he looked back down at her.

He let her back up and she gagged a little, but not too badly. She sucked and licked at him and took him into her throat a second time, this time without him forcing her. That gave her a small sense of forlorn victory, and she bobbed up and down with a bit more enthusiasm.

As before, he came in her face, rubbing it in, smearing it over her skin so that it was not visible.

Then she went back to her desk in time for the next man to arrive for his meeting.

She  held  a  collection  of  file  folders  over  her  chest  as  she  greeted  him,  seeing  him  into  the  inner office, and handing one to Stevens. Stevens grinned at her, then stopped her.

“I'll take those too, Zoe,” he said.

Zoe flushed, with their eyes on her, but could hardly refuse. She was forced to hand them over, and other than crossing her arms over her chest, which would only draw attention to it, she could not hide her braless state. She backed and turned around, then walked out, closing the door behind her.

“Zoe,” he called.

Breathless and anxious, Zoe rose and crossed the floor, going into his office again.

“Close the door,” he said.

Her stomach clenched, and she obeyed, locking it as well.

“Dress off, slut,” he ordered.

Shuddering, she peeled her dress up and off and stood there nude but for the stiletto heeled boots.

He grinned at her and motioned her to stand next to his desk. He already had a big dildo in hand, and the butt-plug from the other day. No, it was bigger! He had a small tube of lubricant in his hand and was smearing it over the butt-plug.

“Legs apart, hands behind your head, chest out,” he ordered brusquely.

Numbly, she obeyed as he moved behind her. She felt his finger prodding at her anus, cool and slick with  some  kind  of  jell.  He  pushed  it  up  into  her,  twisting  it  from  side  to  side  as  she  stood motionless, trembling ever so slightly, legs stiff, straight and spread. He pumped his finger in and out, then slowly pushed the butt plug into her.

Zoe winced at the widest part, then sighed silently as it was sucked inside her and only the flat base remained, pressed against the outside of her wrinkled little hole.

He moved around in front of her and she stared at the dildo as he put lube on that too.

“Head back, slut,” he snapped.

She jerked her head back and felt it pushing against her pussy, twisting, turning, pushing up into the mouth of her sex, then forcing its way up inside her. She ached with the penetration, but his cock was thicker. It slid deep, and she felt him angling it forward as he pushed more, nudging the last bit into her so that the base was actually nestled just within her pussy lips.

“Straighten up.”

She  straightened,  feeling  the  odd  pressure  of  the  dildo  against  her  sex  lips  as  she  took  out  a Y-shaped length of thin leathery looking elastic. There was a small loop on the end of one of the lines and he slipped it around her erect nipple, then tugged on the thing so the loop closed. Tightly.

“Oww!” she cried, her hands jerking up instinctively.

“Hands down!” he snapped.

She put her hands at her sides, but her fingers jerked and twisted as he lifted the next length of line and slipped another round loop around her other nipple. Again he snapped it closed, and she gasped as it tightened, crushing her nipple right at the base, where it sprouted from her areola. The Y now hung  down  her  body,  the  long  body  of  it  extending  to  her  belly  button.  But  the  thing  was stretchable, and he pulled it downwards.

The bottom had, instead of a loop, an alligator clip.

He  slipped  his  fingers  down  against  her  pussy  opening,  easing  her  pussy  lips  open  and  rubbing lightly  at  her  clit.  He  pinched  her  flesh  just  above  her  clit,  folding  back  the  small  hood  which generally covered the quivering little bit of flesh, and then let the clips bite into her clit.

“Oww! Oww! Fuck!”

He  grabbed  her  wrists  when  she  would  have  snatched  the  thing  away,  pulling  them  up  and  then forcing them back behind her head. He held them there as she danced from foot to foot, gasping and clenching her teeth against the sharp, stinging pain. But it slowly began to ease, and she caught her breath and stopped pulling against his grip.

“You will do as you're told, slut,” he growled. “Or you'll be punished. Do you understand?”

She nodded her head jerkily and her shook her. “Do you understand?!”

“Yes! Yes, sir,” she exclaimed.

“What are you? What!?”

“I'm a... I'm a f-fucking whore slut,” she said, dropping her eyes.

“Put your arms at your sides and stand still.”

She obeyed and he examined the elastic, adjusting its tightness so that there was no slack whatever as it pulled her nipples down and her clit up.

“Good, slut” he said, stroking her hair.

She gave him a strange look, wondering at his sanity, but also felt a sense of indignation that he was treating her like some kind of animal, like some kind of dog...

Or bitch.

“Put your dress on and go back to work, slut.”

He handed her the dress and she pulled it on over her head and peeled it down, feeling a sense of relief as she was covered. He gave her bottom a hard squeeze, then grinned and slapped it so she stumbled forward on the high heels.

She went back to work, sitting gingerly, gasping as the dildo pushed hard against the back wall of her pussy. She had to ease up and down, twisting from side to side to ease the thing a bit deeper.

Even  then  there  was  pressure  against  the  base,  which  put  pressure  against  the  back  wall  of  her pussy.

God damn him!

She got to work, struggling as she did, to sit comfortably, but the steady pressure against the back wall of her pussy was distracting. The fact her pussy lips were forced wide open and held there as she sat down didn't help either

The elastic Y-shaped cord between her clit and her nipples had somewhat less pressure now that her body was somewhat bent, but it still pulled constantly, and squeezed tightly. And with her clit being squeezed  and  tugged  constantly  as  it  was  every  movement  caused  small  sensations  to  flutter  her belly. She couldn't see under her dress, but almost felt as though her clit was stretching, and felt a sense of longing to touch it, to stroke it.

“Zoe!”

She got up – slowly, and walked – carefully – over to the doorway.

“Go downstairs and get a file from Vice President Bowman's office.”

“I-I can send a messenger,” she said.

“I didn't ask you to send a messenger. I said to go do it yourself. Now go!”

She grabbed some file folders but he appeared behind her, opening the door for her, and snatching them out of her arm before pushing her out into the hall.

She kept telling herself the black fabric would help hide her body from casual notice, and she was undoubtedly correct. But of course, Zoe was a lovely girl, and any man who saw her walking near in those stiletto heels and tight dress was going to be paying attention.

Her breasts were firm with youth, yet still, they were too large to be perfectly still. They moved as she moved, with nothing to keep them still, and her nipples were rather obvious, and would have been even without the elastic cords around them. Walking caused her breasts to move up and down somewhat, and that pulled her nipples against the cords repeatedly.

She tried not to meet anyone's eyes or notice anyone's face as she went to the elevator. She tried to fold her arms over her chest, but her breasts were too high. All that did was to press in against the elastic bands and pull down harder against her nipples.

All these disgusting and cruel sexual games! What was with Stevens!? With all the work he had to do why did he have to keep wasting it on this sort of thing!?

One of the men who passed stared at her breasts as if in confusion. They certainly did push out hard against the fabric. She turned away, blushing.

The elevator came and she got in, turning her back on the people in it as soon as possible, a slow flush sliding down her throat as she imagined their eyes on her. God! She was standing in there with a dildo stuffed up her pussy, a butt-plug up her ass, and some kind of perverted cords tied to her nipples and clit!

She got out and walked quickly, but that only made her breasts wobble more and pulled her nipples against the cords harder.

She slowed right down, turning to the side whenever anyone approached.

She made it to the right office, however, only to be told they had sent it by messenger. Angry, she turned  and  made  her  way  back  down  the  stairs,  her  breasts  wobbling,  her  nipples  tingling  and aching, her pussy lips feeling the pressure of the base of the dildo pressing back against them.

She got back in the office, only to find him gone for lunch. She glowered at the empty office, then sat back down again, wondering if she dared unfasten the thing. But the pain of the initial clips had faded to a dull throbbing ache. If she removed them she'd have to attach them again.

She left them in place, trying to find a somewhat comfortable way to sit, but failing.

He returned after lunch, and she looked up from her desk, wanting to say something, to snarl at him, but he simply motioned her to follow him into the inner office.

She took a deep, shuddering breath and obeyed.

“Door,” he said.

She closed it sullenly.

“Dress,” he said.

She was almost glad to peel it off, hoping he would now remove the damned thing from her body.

He did so, and she hissed and gasped and grabbed first her breasts, then her groin as he tossed the thing on the desk. “Sit down there,” he ordered, pointing at the heavy wooden chair facing the desk.

It was more the kind of thing one would find in an ornate living room than an office, but it was a very luxuriously appointed office, and the men who came to see him did not expect to be sitting in plastic chairs.

She sat down gingerly on the flowery fabric, slumping a bit as the pressure pushed up against the base of the dildo.

He came around and sat on the edge of his desk.

“Sit back, slump down more.”

She did so, wary under his gaze, wondering what he was up to.

“Lift your legs up and spread them apart. Drape them over the arms of the chair.

She blushed, but obeyed, slumping in the high backed, padded chair, draping her legs over the arms to expose herself to him.

Let's see the dildo,” he said.

She reached down and rubbed at the base of it, then managed to get a finger on it as she pushed with her pubic muscles. It slid slowly out into sight, and she blushed as it glistened moistly.

But God it felt good not to have that relentless pressure against the back wall of her pussy!

“How does your clit feel now? Better?”

“Yes,” she said sulkily. “Yes, sir.”

“Touch it.”

She  did,  and  almost  hissed.  It  ached  and  yet...  it  was  more  than  just  an  ache.  In  fact,  just  as  her pussy felt a wonderful sense of relief, so too did her throbbing nipples and clit. More than that, the clip and, to a greater extent, the loops, had cut off the circulation, and so now her nipples tingled pleasantly with that returning sensation. Her clit also felt a throbbing sense of pleasure which had little or nothing to do with sexual gratification.

But of course, it quickly turned to sexual gratification.

“Rub your clit,” he said.

She rubbed a little, staring up at him warily, anxiously, fighting to show no reaction.

“Pull the dildo out a bit more.”

She  gripped  the  base  of  the  dildo  with  her  other  hand  and  eased  it  further  out,  feeling  the  latex stroking across her soft pussy lips.

“No, too much. Slide it back in,” he said.

She pushed back on the dildo, grunting as she slid it deep inside herself.

“Again,” he said. “And keep rubbing on your clit.”

She stared at him with a suddenly dawning comprehension, and her head shook slowly, dazedly.

“Do it!” he growled harshly.

Gulping, she continued. What did it matter, anyway, given what he'd already seen, already done?

Yet it did matter, some desperate part of her said. She was masturbating while he looked on! Oh it wasn't real. It was only pretend, and yet still, she was doing this lewd thing while he watched her!

And given the sensitivity of her pussy, of her nipples, of her clit, given the sexual atmosphere which had swirled around her all morning, given the physical sensations of pleasure swirling within her body, it took very little effort for her body to respond in such a way that her masturbation was no longer feigned. The heat and passion melted her resolve, and robbed her of breath.

Her legs were gaping wide, drawing back, her pussy open and naked as she rubbed with growing passion at her clit and pumped the dildo in and out of her spasming pussy. She couldn't look at him, and  her  head  rolled  back  as  she  stared  up  at  the  roof  above.  Her  eyes  fluttered  as  the  sweltering sensations  of  heat  swept  over  her  and  grew  more  and  more  powerful,  and  she  thrust  the  dildo deeper, harder, some part of her loving the harsh, deep penetration.

Her  hips  began  to  buck  and  grind,  involuntary  muscle  spasms  sending  her  groin  jerking  and humping  up  against  her  fingers  as  she  pumped  the  dildo  in  and  out.  Her  breaths  became  soft, guttural moans as the heat squeezed down around her mind, and then climax took her and she cried out, shuddering, arching her back, jamming the dildo deep as her fingers danced across her clit.

Her eyes fluttered open and she saw him standing over her with a video camera, recording her.

She tried to twist away and he grabbed her legs, then lifted them up and back. His hands slid to her ankles and he forced her ankles against the back of the chair above her head, then held them there with one hand. He gripped the dildo and rammed it down deep into her pussy, making her cry out in pain and dazed pleasure.

Then he pulled the butt-plug out of her bottom and unzipped.

“Nooo,” she whimpered softly.

He drove himself slowly down into her ass, holding her ankles with one hand, and the video camera with the other.

The worst part was that it felt so horribly, awfully good to feel his big cock sliding down deep into her ass.

He started to fuck her, his thick cock making her ache and burn, but her body inflamed by the deep penetration.  Her  eyes  were  glassy  as  he  videotaped  himself  sodomizing  her,  and  she  gasped  and moaned and jerked under the impact of his powerful body against her upraised buttocks.

The orgasm was not as powerful as her earlier one had been, or the ones she'd had the other day, but she couldn't hide it, from him or the camera, as her head jerked and bobbed and her slack jawed issued gasping, breathless moans of pleasure while his cock pounded down into her ass.





Chapter Nine

“Where do you think you're going?”

She turned her head in anxious surprise, then looked at her watch. “But it's - .”

“It's Friday and you are working late tonight, remember?”

She almost cursed aloud. How could she have forgotten!? Oh, well, perhaps something to do with the way he was fucking with her mind and body all day.

She put her purse back and sat down miserably, and he went back to work.

She  sighed  and  logged  back  onto  her  computer,  continuing  the  data  work  she'd  been  running  for another  hour.  Occasionally  she  glanced  warily  over  her  shoulder,  wondering  what  filthy  thing  he might have planned. Yet surely he'd had enough for today? God, he'd done her so hard her ass hurt!

Maybe  for  once  he  just  wanted  to  work.  Of  course,  if  he  hadn't  been  playing  stupid  sex  games during the day they wouldn't need to do overtime.

“Zoe,” he called.

She shook her head and sighed, then stood up and walked to the doorway.

“Take off the dress and close the door.”

“But we've got so much to do, Mr. Stevens,” she protested.

“Are you arguing with me?” he demanded.

“No, sir,” she sad, dropping her eyes.

She removed the dress and started forward.

“Crawl,” he ordered.

She gulped, and felt her face flush, but dropped to her knees and, wearing nothing but the almost knee-high boots, crawled across the floor and around the desk to where he sat.

“Let me see your wrists,” he ordered.

She held her hands out and he examined them.

“Glad to see the rope didn't leave any marks the other day,” he said.

She flushed at the memory.

He opened the drawer and took out more of that rope, then stood up.

“Come,” he ordered.

He  walked  slowly  back,  and  she  flushed  hotly  as  she  dropped  back  to  all  fours  and  crawled alongside him, back around the desk and to the other side, where he'd tied her with her arms above her head the other day. He pulled her hair and she gasped in pain, rising first onto her knees, then onto her feet.

“Hold your wrists out in front of you, slut.”

She obeyed, and he wrapped a half dozen layers around her right wrist, then her left, but separately.

“Raise your arms up above you and spread them apart.”

She sighed and obeyed and he slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Oww!”

“Do as I say, when I say, and don't give me attitude, slut!”

He tied her right wrist to the hook which the planter had hung from, and tied her left out towards the decorative column on that side of her. She was not surprised when he also had her spread her legs as far as she could without her heels rising, and then tied those apart, as well.

He slid a dildo up inside her pussy, and then another one, instead of a butt-plug, up her bottom. He produced a red ball-gag then, and made her open her mouth wide in order for it to squeeze through.

It pressed up against the roof of her mouth and down against her tongue, and she moaned as it filled her mouth and prevented her jaws from closing.

A padded blindfold followed, and she felt intensely helpless as she waited what he would do next.

Still, she was not altogether surprised when he did nothing, when her straining ears heard the sound of keys on the typewriter being worked, and she knew he was back at his desk.

She stood like that for almost an hour, feeling the cool air against her flesh, gripped by a sense of dark, uncomfortable sexual heat. She wanted nothing to do with him, or whatever perverted thing he had in mind. Yet, despite that, being tied like this, naked, displayed, helpless, was making her mind swirl and churn with a heady sexual excitement.

The  keying  stopped,  and  then  she  felt  his  big,  masculine  hand  on  her  breasts,  squeezing  them, kneading them, lifting them up and squeezing them together. She felt his hot breath on the back of her neck, then his lips and tongue working down along her throat.

A moment later his hands left her, and she felt his tongue against her clit. Her clit still ached from that afternoon, was still oversensitive, still swollen, and she shuddered helplessly as his talented lips and tongue worked expertly at her quivering button and roused her body to inflammable levels of dark sexual passion.

He began to pump the dildo in and out of her pussy as he licked her, and she moaned around the gag, shaking her head, arching her back as the fever took hold. She knew she was near climax, and hated herself for it, but sought it eagerly and helplessly.

She  felt  him  begin  to  pump  the  dildo  in  her  backside,  as  well,  and  shuddered  as  the  two  dildos moved  in  and  out.  His  tongue  twirled  and  lapped  at  her  clit,  and  then  suddenly,  he  lifted  the blindfold off her.

Her head rolled, her vision hazy. It took a moment for it to come into focus, to look down and see – the leather clad black woman kneeling between her legs.

“Whore,” he whispered into her ear.

He  was  standing  behind  her,  thrusting  the  dildo  up  into  her  bottom  as  the  black  girl  worked  the other one and licked at her clit.

Zoe  was  too  shocked,  too  astonished  to  know  how  to  react.  Her  mind  was  in  a  muddle  and  the sensations were still sweeping over her in powerful waves.

She shook her head violently, moaning into the gag. The black woman looked up and Zoe met her eyes for a moment before jerking her face away, mortified.

“You're so wet,” the woman said with a leer.

She was a pretty woman, in a hard sort of way. Her hair was long and thick and straight, and she had very large and fake breasts. She was probably about thirty, with a world-weary, jaded attitude, and something inside Zoe's fluttering, panicking mind said “Prostitute”.

She  was  too  dazed  to  know  what  to  do,  and  even  if  she  had,  she  could  do  nothing.  The  woman continued to lick and suck at her clit, continued to pump the dildo up into her. She reached up and kneaded one of Zoe's breasts as Stevens squeezed the other and thrust the second dildo up into her bottom.

“Whore,” he whispered. “Slut,” he sneered.

She was, she thought dazedly. She was a fucking whore slut, just like he made her say.

And  then  the  climax  tore  through  her  and  she  cried  out  again  and  again,  back  arching,  head thrashing as the two of them forced her to twist and writhe in helpless pleasure.

Stevens  drove  the  dildo  so  deep  it  almost  disappeared  inside  her,  and  she  arched  and  twisted, quivering violently as the orgasm rose to an even higher peak, then slowly deserted her, leaving her limp and exhausted.

The woman sat back on her heels.

“What do you want me to do now?” she asked Stevens.

“I want you to top her. She's into humiliation and submission. Make her come again, whether she wants to or not, and show her what a cheap little whore she is, what a fuck hungry little slut she is.

You know what I want.”

The woman nodded as if this were the sort of directions she was routinely given.

The woman stood up, and Zoe dropped her eyes in growing embarrassment. Now that the wild heat of passion had eased she felt a growing awareness of just how perverted this was, of just how naked she was, and just what she had done and let be done to her in front of this stranger, this complete stranger!

She cried out as the woman jerked her head up by the hair.

“What's her name?” she asked Stevens.

“You don't need to know her name. Call her slut.”

“All right, Slut,” the woman said, turning to her and scowling. “My name is Mistress Ann. You will call me Mistress or Mistress Ann. Is that understood?”

Oh, she has got to be kidding, Zoe thought in shock. Yet the woman's voice like her face, was hard, her eyes harder still, and Zoe gulped fearfully.

“Did you fucking understand me, you stupid white slut?” Mistress Anne snarled angrily.

Zoe blinked her eyes fearfully and jerked her head.

The woman was perhaps six or seven years older than her, wide of shoulders and hip, with a narrow waist  and  big,  high  breasts  that  hardly  moved  in  the  tight  leather  bustier  she  wore.  She  had  on  a leather skirt and leather boots, as well as a leather halter which only partially covered her breasts.

She reached down to a bag and took out a long, thin leather stick of some sort, then held it up to Zoe, gripping her hair again.

“Do you know what this is, Slut?”

Zoe jerked her head helplessly.

“It's a riding crop. It's for punishing nasty little white girls when they fail to obey their mistress.”

The stick, the crop, was about eighteen inches long, black, and flexible. It had a small flat square of leather at the tip, and Zoe looked at it with wide, appalled eyes. She didn't want to be spanked, well, no - . She didn't! Exactly... no not at all! So she certainly didn't want to be hit with this thing!

The  black  woman  rubbed  it  against  her  right  nipple,  then  began  slapping  it  in  short,  quick  little motions that made Zoe quiver and moan as it stung her nipple and set it to burning.

“Are you going to do what Mistress Anne tells you, Slut?” she demanded.

Zoe nodded her head helplessly and the woman slid the crop down between her legs, pressing it up against  her  slit,  against  the  dildo  still  protruding  from  her,  rubbing  it  against  her  wet,  swollen clitoris.

Zoe's face reddened, her heart pounding, blood racing. She pulled helplessly against the bonds, not wanting anything to do with this woman, with any woman.

“I'm going to make you scream, Slut, either with pleasure, or with pain – or maybe with both,” the woman said with a smirk.

She chuckled throatily, then sank to her knees before her and began to tongue her clitoris again. Zoe rolled her head back dazedly, still hardly believing what was happening. Her entire upper body was flushed  with  the  horrific  embarrassment  she  felt  at  the  woman  suddenly  being  a  witness  to  her nudity,  her  perverted  and  sluttish  behavior.  And  now  she  was  forced  to  undergo  more  of  the woman's lesbian attention!

Her mind squirmed and her body tried to follow suit. She would have yelled at the woman, ordered her not to touch her, but she could do nothing as the woman's hands caressed her thighs, then slid up her body to knead her breasts. The woman's mouth worked on her pussy with what, despite the way her  mind  was  swirling  and  churning,  she  recognized  as  considerably  more  talent  and  skill  than Stevens' had shown.

In  fact,  even  in  the  depths  of  her  misery,  anxiety  and  humiliation,  Zoe  could  not  ignore  the incredible deftness with which the black hooker teased and caressed her sensitive flesh. The woman eased the dildo down out of her pussy and then kissed her there, hard, opening her lips inside Zoe's lips, her tongue thrusting inside so deep she gasped in shock and squirmed in response.

The woman's mouth put everyone who had ever touched Zoe there to shame, including Stevens, and she felt her lower body beginning to throb and pulse with renewed heat as Stevens moved in behind her and combed his fingers through her hair. He reached around and cupped her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers and thumbs.

“Slut,” he whispered, kissing her throat.

He bit into the nape of her neck and sucked as his fingers dug into her breasts.

“Whore,” he whispered again, nibbling on her earlobe.

He switched to the other side of her throat and bit her there.

“Slut,” he whispered into her ear. “You want it up the ass again, don't you? Don't you, whore? You love a hard cock up your tight ass. Nasty little bitch.”

He sucked and chewed on her flesh, pulling her hair back and leaning around her to bite at the front of her throat and growl.

Zoe inhaled sharply as the black woman thrust two long fingers up inside her. It grossed her out, but at  the  same  time  the  physical  sensations  were  undeniable  –  and  incredible,  for  the  woman  really knew what she was doing!

The woman pulled her tongue out of Zoe and looked up her body.

“Yeah, Fuck her whore ass, “ she said. “Go ahead. Fuck the little bitch up her tight little ass!”

She  stood  up  in  front  of  Zoe,  who  blushed  violently  and  turned  her  head  away.  She  could  feel Stevens behind her, pulling on the dildo, pumping it, then sliding it free.

Then the black woman grabbed her head in both hands, forcing her face up and forward.

'Look into my eyes, slut,” the woman ordered. “Look into my eyes. I want to see it in your face when he rams his cock up your little whore asshole!”

A part of Zoe felt outraged, but most of her just felt mortified. She knew the woman was saying these things, acting this way, on purpose, that it was an act, that she was playing to what Stevens had told her. But that only added to her humiliation, because the woman thought she liked this sort of treatment, and what sort of woman would like to be talked to like that, treated like this!?

She  felt  Stevens  against  her  anal  opening.  Despite  the  dildo  having  been  up  inside  her  he  had  to force his way in. It didn't hurt, but instead ached, and even the ache was a dark, sensual feeling as his fat cock slowly pushed up into her back passage.

The  Black  woman  squeezed  her  breast  as  she  stared  into  her  eyes,  and  when  Stevens  lunged forward Zoe cried out, jerking in her bonds, and the woman leered at her.

“Yeah! Yeah, you got one up the ass, don't you, white bitch?” she said in a sneering voice.

Stevens drew back and lunged forward and again Zoe cried out into the gag, her body jerking under the harsh thrust.

The woman pinched both her nipples hard and Zoe cried out a third time, even as Stevens drove his cock up to the hilt in her ass.

She gasped and cried out as his hips ground against her buttocks, pushing her forward against the ropes holding her ankles.

“Oooo, and that's a big one too,” the Black woman said with a leer. “you got the whole log thing up your asshole.”

She squeezed both her breasts and then bit into the side of her shoulder.

“You love it,” she said with a sneer.

She slid down Zoe's body and began to tongue her sex again, her fingers sliding up inside her as Stevens ground his pelvis against her buttocks and twisted his cock slowly around inside her belly.

Slowly, the heat rose, the fever taking hold again. One could only be humiliated in front of another person for so long before it began to fade and then all-but disappeared. And that was the case here, as  well. And  as  the  burning  humiliation  faded  the  heat  of  her  passion  grew  hotter  and  the  dark twisted side of her began to glow with a wild, raw, animal excitement that seemed to get worse with every lick of the woman's tongue and every thrust of Stevens' hard cock up into her ass.

Oh God, Oh God, Oh God, she thought dazedly. Ohgodohgodohgodohgod!

Then the Black woman was in her face again, leering at her, and Zoe felt her face heating again.

“Look at this dirty little white whore,” the Black woman said as if amazed. “Look at how hot she's getting while some dude fucks her up the ass!”

Zoe flushed hotly.

The woman smirked and reached around behind her, undoing the strap which held the gag in place.

She  eased  it  out  and  then  to  Zoe's  shock  –  and  discomfort,  kissed  her  hard  and  passionately,  her tongue thrusting into Zoe's mouth as her hands kneaded her breasts.

Then  she  pulled  down  her  own  top  and  rubbed  her  own  breasts  against  Zoe's,  the  soft  flesh pillowing together as her tongue invaded Zoe's mouth and the woman's fingers pulled at her hair.

She pulled her mouth back, and Zoe could only gasp and grunt in time to Stevens' hard thrusts up into her bottom.

“You like, white bitch? You like it up the ass? Dirty little slut,” the Black woman said with a sneer.

She  hand  her  hand  between  Zoe's  legs  and  was  rubbing  her  clit  as  she  spoke,  and  Zoe  felt  wild rushes of wicked, nasty excitement sweeping through her.

“Fucking whore,” the woman spat.

She twisted her fingers in Zoe's hair, jerking her head back.

“Tell me you love it, slut! Tell me you love it!”

Zoe only gasped and gasped and gasped again and the woman closed her hands around her throat, squeezing. Zoe gurgled, her eyes beginning to bulge.

“Tell me you love it, white whore!”

She eased her fingers and Zoe coughed and gulped in air.

“I-I l-love it!” she croaked.

“Again, slut!”

“I-I love it!” she cried helplessly.

“Because you're a fucking slut, aren't you!?”

“Yes! Yes! I'm a fucking slut!” she croaked.

“Tell Mistress Anne you love it up the ass, slut,” the woman demanded.

“I-I love it up the ass, Mistress Ann!” she cried weakly, her body jerking in time to Stevens' thrusts.

She felt a wild, intense flare of heat as she uttered the shameful words.

“Again, whore. Tell me you love taking a big cock up your tight little asshole!”

Again she felt a flash of intense heat – combined with squirming embarrassment.

“I  l-love  tak-taking  a  big  cock  up  my...  up  my  as...  my  asshole,  Mistress!”  she  cried,  her  body shaking now as Stevens thrust harder.

“Dirty, fucking white whore,” the woman sneered, rubbing her clit hard and fast.

She jerked forward on Zoe's hair and crushed her lips against her again, grinding her breasts against Zoe's as her fingers rubbed at her clit. Two fingers thrust up into her burning pussy, pumping in and out, and then drew back as she pulled her lips free.

“Suck your own pussy cream, slut,” the woman growled, thrusting them into Zoe's open mouth.

Zoe  felt  another  flash  of  heat  so  powerful,  so  intense  she  almost  came.  She  closed  her  lips  and sucked, overwhelmed by the embarrassment, but swamped by heat and a wild rush of excitement.

The woman slid her fingers in and out of her sucking lips, then pulled them free. But a moment later they slid back into her mouth. The woman leaned in closer, leering. “Now suck my pussy cream, white girl,” she purred.

Zoe already had her tongue licking, her lips sucking. Her mind froze for a long moment, but then something seemed to break and she sucked helplessly, whimpering and moaning as Stevens impaled her again and again.

The Black woman slid down her body and began to suck on her clit, and Zoe came, crying out in helpless  pleasure,  twisting  and  bucking  and  humping  wildly  as  her  mind  was  seared  by  the blastwave of sensory overload sweeping through her.





Chapter Ten

The two of them untied her wrists and ankles, but if Zoe thought they were done she was mistaken.

They allowed the panting, gasping young woman to sink down to her knees on the floor, but that was merely because they wanted her on her knees.

She  felt  Stevens  behind  her,  but  ignored  whatever  he  was  doing  with  her  hair  and  neck  until something slid around her throat. By the time she pulled her hands up to it he was already fastening a thick leather collar behind her. It felt smooth, and hard on the outside, with a large ring dangling from the center.

Then each of the took one of her hands and lifted them up and out, and each of them fastened a leather restraint around her wrists which were also of leather, with a ring on one side and a kind of clip on the other.

Stevens stood back, however, in fact, sitting down on the sofa as Ann, if that was her name, took out what she first feared was a leather strap to beat her with, but turned out to be – a leash. She snapped it to the ring in her collar, and tugged.

“Heel,” she ordered.

Pulling  on  the  leash  jerked  Zoe  forward  and  she  threw  her  hands  out  to  stop  from  falling  on  her face.

“Down,” Ann  growled.  “Down  on  your  face,  slut.  No!  Keep  your  ass  high  and  spread  your  legs wide apart.”

She had the riding crop in hand now, and snapped it across Zoe's bottom. Zoe yelped and jerked her knees apart quickly.

“Pull your knees further forward, slut,” the Black woman ordered.

Zoe obeyed again, starting to blush anew, for laying on her chest, her knees spread and now pulled forward, her backside and pussy were obscenely displayed to both the Black woman and Stevens, sitting on the sofa.

She inhaled sharply as she felt the dildo being pushed into her anus again, twisting and thrusting.

She grunted with pain, but Stevens hard, deep sodomy had numbed her muscles, and they had not yet recovered. A moment later the other dildo was stuffed into her pussy. Neither would entirely fit, and so her anus and pussy lips remained stretched tautly around them.

She bit her lip as she felt the riding crop, the flat tip of it, rubbing against her still horribly over-sensitized clit, and forced her hips to be still despite a suddenly racing heart “Now  we  see  the  slut  in  all  her  glory,”  Mistress Ann  sneered  from  behind  her.  “Your  best  side, Slut.”

Light  flashed  against  the  wall  ahead  of  her,  and  Zoe  knew  Stevens  had  taken  a  picture  –  then another – then another.

She  flushed  with  embarrassment,  yet  the  perverted  and  kinky  sex  play  was  not  wearing  on  her.

Instead it was drawing her in deeper, rousing some masochistic, submissive sexual side of herself she had never quite known she owned. She had just come powerfully, so powerfully her stomach still  ached  from  it,  yet  this  lewd  and  humiliating  game  was  rousing  her  once  again,  her  pussy squeezing down on the dildo the prostitute had pushed into her, spasming with hunger and passion.

“All right, slut. On your hands and knees,” the woman ordered, jerking harshly on the leash.

Zoe rose to her hands and knees, trying to keep her breathing under control as her nipples tingled and her breasts throbbed.

“You will crawl at my heels like a good bitch,” the woman said. “Keep your little white ass high.”

She  started  to  walk  slowly,  holding  the  leash  tightly,  and  Zoe  had  no  alternative  but  to  crawl alongside her as Stevens watched and took pictures. No! He was taking videos!

She gasped as the crop came down across her bottom with a stinging snap.

“Pay attention, slut!”

She fought to keep her position as the woman walked her slowly around the room, but it was hard crawling with any speed, her knees quickly aching from the unaccustomed bruising.

She was led over to where Stevens sat, and halted.

“Do you love your master, slut?” the woman demanded.

Zoe hesitated, but because she knew it was required said “Yes … mistress.”

“Then demonstrate your love for him, slut.”

Zoe had no idea what she wanted, until the woman raised her foot and brought it down on the back of her neck. Since she was wearing five inch stilettos, she didn't have to push hard to force Zoe's head low, to guide it down so her face was next to Steven's foot.

“Clean your Master's shoes, slave,” the Black woman ordered with a menacing growl.

Oh fuck, Zoe thought dazedly, outraged and yet seethingly aroused by the idea. She was breathless, her  chest  tight,  as  she  looked  at  Stevens'  foot,  and  then  gasped  in  pain  as  the  crop  slashed  her upraised bottom.

“Now, slut!”

She moaned and pushed her tongue out, licking along the side of Stevens foot.

“Keep licking, whore!”

Panting for breath against a sudden wild rush of heat, Zoe's tongue licked up and down along the side  of  Stevens'  leather  shoe,  and  when  he  raised  the  top  of  his  foot,  she  did  not  hesitate  before sliding her face lower and licking at the underside, the bottom of his shoe.

“Dirty little bitch animal,” the Black woman sneered. “Keep licking, slut!”

She  handed  the  leash  to  Stevens  and  moved  away.  Zoe  ran  her  tongue  up  and  down  the  sides  of Stevens  shoe,  then  licked  at  the  other  one,  gasping  as  she  felt  the  Black  woman's  hands  on  her breasts, felt her kneeling now, behind her.

The dildo eased out of her pussy, but another one pushed in, thicker, as the woman's hands gripped her hips. Stevens raised his camera again, and Zoe moaned as the new dildo forced its way deep through the quivering flesh of her pussy

“Hunnggh!” she gasped as the dildo punched deep into her belly.

She jerked her head up and around, just long enough to see the Black woman kneeling behind her, now apparently naked, wearing a strap-on. Then her hair was jerked forward and her face pushed back down to Stevens shoe as the woman started to pump in and out.

“That's  right,  white  bitch.  “I'm  fucking  you,”  the  woman  said  with  a  sneer.  “A  Black  woman  is fucking your tight white cunt!”

Fingers gripped Zoe's hair and yanked her head up and back, forcing her up onto hands and knees again.

“Do you like it, slut!? Do you!?” the woman demanded.

“Yes! Yes, mistress!” she cried, reaching back, trying to free her hair.

Her  head  was  forced  back  down,  and  then  Stevens  grabbed  her  wrists  and  jerked  them  forward, locking the restraints together. He slid to the edge of the sofa and forced her joined wrists down, putting a foot on the link between them as he gripped her hair and yanked her face into his groin.

“Suck my cock, slut,” he growled.

His cock wasn't hard, and for a moment she recoiled, knowing where it had last been, but it smelled of scented soap, and she realized he must have taken the time to wash it in his adjoining bathroom.

She moaned and mouthed it, sucking and licking on his balls as the Black woman pumped into her.

The woman knew what she was doing there too. She changed directions, changed angles, changed speeds as she rode her, and Zoe's pussy began to burn hotly around the stroking latex of the cock.

Stevens cock hardened in her mouth, and he yanked her hair hard, forcing her lips down to the base of his prick, filling her throat with his hardness as her body jerked to the hard thrusts of the woman behind her.

But he pulled out, then, sitting back on the sofa, and dragging her up and forward by the hair. Zoe was forced to crawl up onto the sofa atop him, to straddle him. The latex cock slid out of her pussy as she settled atop Stevens, her bound hands behind his head. He positioned his cock at the entrance to her moist pussy and she sank down, gasping in pleasure as he pushed up deep inside her belly.

“What a big hard cock he has,” the Black woman purred. “I bet you love having a big, hard cock up inside your cunt. Don't you, slut? Don't you!?”

She jerked back on Zoe's hair and Zoe cried out in pain.

“Yes! Yes, mistress!” she gasped.

“Say it, slut!”

'I love having a big hard cock up inside my cunt, mistress!”

“Filthy whore!”

She released her hair and Zoe moaned and sank back onto Stevens big cock.

“Then ride that cock, slut. Ride it!”

The crop snapped across her bottom and she yelped in pain, then began to ride slowly up and down.

Stevens'  cock  was  too  thick  to  ride  faster,  yet  she  still  groaned  and  gasped  every  time  she  sank down.

“Look at that dirty little bitch ride that cock!” the Black woman said as if amazed. “What a cock loving little whore she is!”

The crop snapped across her back and Zoe cried out.

“Faster, whore!”

Stevens pulled her chest in and began to suck and chew on her nipples, and then Zoe felt the dildo pulled  free  of  her  anus.  The  Black  woman  leaned  in  and  positioned  her  strap-on,  then  forced  it slowly into Zoe's ass while she rode up and down on Stevens cock.

“Ungggh! Oh God!” Zoe cried.

The woman worked her strap on dildo all the way up Zoe's ass, grinding and thrusting as she kissed and  sucked  on  the  nape  of  her  neck  and  her  shoulder.  Stevens  sucked  and  bit  at  her  nipples  and breasts, his fingers digging into her buttocks, pulling her up and down. And then the Black woman forced a hand down between Zoe's legs and began to finger her clit.

Sexual  heat  churned  through  Zoe's  mind  like  a  maddening  fever,  and  she  rutted  and  grunted  and rode and moaned and cried out again and again as the two used her. An orgasm tore through her, then another, and still she rode, still the Black woman rammed the dildo up her ass.

The multiple orgasms she'd experienced before hammered into her, tearing through her mind and body again and again until she was drained and exhausted, laying stretched out on the sofa, chest heaving, slack-jawed and moaning.

She could not even think, then, of resisting anything they wanted. The Black woman straddled her chest, gripped her bound wrists to hold them down, and then slid her pussy down onto her mouth.

“Lick me, slut,” she growled.

Zoe had no interest in women, but she licked, and then licked harder as her nipples were pinched and twisted. The black prostitute rode up and down on her face, grinding and rubbing her fat pink pussy  lips  against  her  pale  flesh,  gasping  and  cursing  her  and  then  coming  violently,  her  juices gushing out over Zoe's face.

She licked it all off, then licked her way down Zoe's body to suck and lick at her clit before sliding back up her again. Breast to breast, she ground her pussy against Zoe's, their lips mashed together, her fingers in Zoe's hair, and forced yet another come upon the dazed, exhausted, moaning young woman.

The woman dressed, as paid, and then left. Stevens wandered over to the sofa and dropped come car keys onto her chest.

“It's time you had a company car, Zoe,” he said. “Given what a great little employee you're turning out to be.”



   


Zoe was too dazed to even bother checking the car. She went home the usual way, walking to the bus stop, waiting for the bus, and riding it across town. She hardly thought about anything much to the journey, her mind filled with rushes of memory which included wild emotions and the searing heat which had filled her as Stevens made her into his whore, his bitch, into a sexual animal for him to play with.

She was in something of a stupor, missing her stop and having to walk eight blocks back. Her lower body ached, not so much from Stevens as from the hard thrusts of the Black woman's strap-on into her pussy and then her ass.

Every other minute she decided she would not – ever – return to work, no matter what it meant. And then just as quickly reversed her decision. She told herself it was for Jimmy, that she could endure anything  for  him.  But  her  mind  shied  away  from  confronting  the  strange,  dark  fixation  she  was developing for the way Stevens was humiliating and abusing her.

Having sex with a woman was gross, revolting. That it had been a Black prostitute made it – worse and yet better. It was so outrageous that it stoked that dark, ugly, nasty side of her that seemed to be gaining  strength  in  her  mind,  growing  and  stretching  out  to  occupy  new  space.  Hiring  a  black hooker to have sex with her! She could still hardly believe Stevens had had the gall!

What a filthy bastard he was! What a vile, horrible, miserable evil son of a bitch!

And yet, the last two weeks had been the most incredible sexual thrill ride of her life. Try as she might, she could not deny it, could not ignore the wild sensual heat which had enveloped her for hours at a time. She felt so alive, so charged with energy and sexual fire because of the things he had done to her!

Rob  was  watching  Survivor  on  television  and  hardly  paid  her  much  attention.  She  immediately showered, scrubbing herself very hard, despite how tired she was.

And then, to make matter worse, that night, he wanted to have sex. She felt she couldn't turn him down, for it had been so long. Yet the comparison was stunning. He was so – mild in his actions, tender,  perhaps,  but  also  lacking  in  the  energy  and  excitement  and  fire  she  felt  with  Stevens.  He licked her pussy, but not for very long, and he wasn't nearly as good as Stevens, she knew now, to say nothing of Ann, if that was her real name. He thrust into her with his usual slow, grinding style which she once had liked, but now found to be almost boring.

She faked a mild orgasm for him so he would finish and she could get some sleep, realizing she had still made no decision on what to do about Stevens and her job.

When she was waiting at the bus stop she remembered the keys and pulled them out of her purse.

The  keys  were  attached  to  an  electronic  parking  pass  for  the  underground  garage,  something generally  reserved  for  higher  level  and  longer  term  employees.  It  was  expensive  to  park  in  the underground garage, too, but Stevens had said nothing of any charge. He'd called it a company car.

Was  this  her  bribe  for  letting  him  subject  her  to  such  humiliating  sexual  abuse?  She  scowled resentfully. God, what a pig he was!

But she took a detour when she got to work and went down into the garage. She found the right level and parking space for the pass, and stared at a brand new, shiny black Lexus LS.

“Oh my God!” she said, staring at it.

She gulped and clicked on the button on her key. The car flashed and she opened the front drivers door and hesitantly got inside.

The black leather seats were thicker, softer, and more comfortable than anything she'd ever felt in a car.  She  closed  the  door,  and  was  surrounded  by  that  new  car  smell  as  she  slid  the  key  into  the steering column. The motor started with a powerful purr, and the stereo came on.

“Oh my god!” she said again.

Zoe had never owned a new car, much less a Lexus. This one had too many features for her to even start to figure out, including a camera in the rear for backing up, and a stereo like nothing she'd ever heard in a car. She couldn't, just couldn't go upstairs without trying it out. She put the car in gear and pulled out of the parking space, sighing at how smooth and silent it was.

She drove around the block – several times, marveling at the thought the car was now hers, well, at least hers to drive. She wondered how she could possibly explain this to Rob.

Then she decided that, like everything else about her job, what Rob didn't know wouldn't hurt him.

She could get a parking space in the building without him knowing, and he had no way of knowing when she walked out the door whether she was going to wait on a bus or going to the garage to get into this beautiful car.

She got to work an hour late, but figured Stevens owed her. He might not agree of course, but at worst, he would probably use it as an excuse to spank her, and he needed no real excuse for that.

“You're late.”

She looked through the inner door as she closed the outer, then crossed to it.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Stevens,” she said in a wary voice.

“Come in here, close the door.”

She inhaled sharply, feeling her chest tighten as she obeyed.

“Have a look at what I found on the internet,” he said, his voice enough to make her even more wary.

She had to come around to the rear of his desk to view what he was looking at it. It was some kind of  pornographic  web  site  for  amateurs,  and  she  felt  the  breath  catch  in  her  throat  as  she  saw  a picture  which  she  knew  was  of  her.  It  was  her  kneeling,  her  bottom  raised.  It  was  taken  from behind, showing her in all her “glory”. There were a dozen more such pictures, showing her body, sometimes with dildos protruding, but none with her face included.

The thought that these pictures were out in public, on the internet, almost panicked her, at first.

“Don't worry,” he said lazily. “There's nothing there that has your face in it.”

She still looked at him anxiously.

He closed the web site, and instead brought up his picture viewer. Now the pictures had her face, and she blushed hotly as she saw herself. Yet, a part of her felt a glowing sense of arrogant sexual pride. She did look hot, sexy, incredibly gorgeous. The ones of her and “Mistress Ann” together on the sofa made her face flush the hottest and made her squirm the most with discomfort.

Stevens opened his trousers and brought his cock out as he flipped through the pictures, then pushed his chair back and looked at her. “Those pictures make me hot,” he said. “Do something about that, slut.”

She  dropped  to  her  knees  and  began  to  suck  him,  bobbing  her  lips  up  and  down  his  long,  thick shaft, taking him deep into her throat until he came in her face.

Then she went back to her desk and started working.





Chapter Eleven

The  only  problem  with  the  Lexus,  which  she  adored  driving,  was  that  it  got  her  to  work  forty minutes earlier than the bus – and got her home just as fast. She wasn't sure how to account for that time to Rob, so, at first, she asked Stevens if she could start a half hour earlier than usual, and leave a half hour earlier.

“You can come in as early as you like,” he said, “But I want you hear until five.”

“I'm not going to work an extra half hour a day for free,” she said.

His lip curled up in a smirk which made her want to step back a pace.

“Of course not,” he said. “No one does anything for free in this world, particularly not a whore.”

She flushed, though by now she thought she would get used to his casual use of terms like that.

“Don't worry, slut, I pay very well, remember. Now get back to work.”

She was sorry she'd asked now, but saw no easy way to go back on the request. The next morning she left home on time and got to work early, then started to work. The day was a busy one, and the only  contact  she  had  with  Stevens  through  it  was  a  little  groping  of  her  breasts  and  buttocks  in passing, and a blow job before lunch.

Towards the end of the day he brought out a box and put it on her desk.

“Lock the door and change into these,” he ordered before going back into his office.

Zoe looked at the box warily, watched him go back into his office, then got up and locked the door.

She went back to her desk and opened the desk and found inside it not the kinky leather bondage gear  she  had  suspected,  but  a  very  nice  dark  gray  blazer,  a  button-down  silk  blouse,  a  beautiful blood red silk scarf, and a skirt which matched the blazer – but was no more than fourteen inches long. There was also a lacy white bra and matching thong.

She shrugged and put the outfit on. There was a mirror on the inside of the exterior door now and she examined herself in it with some approval. The skirt was far shorter than she had ever worn in public, for she'd never worn minis before, but the outfit was very nice, and she looked very nice in it. The short skirt really highlighted her long legs, too.

She took a deep breath and went into the inner office, where Stevens waited, sitting on one of the big chairs in front of his desk, which he had turned towards the door.

He looked her up and down with approval, and Zoe felt a combination of indignation and a helpless, squirmy sense of excitement at the obvious lust in his eyes.

“Tie your hair back,” he ordered.

She blinked in surprise, for he never wanted her hair tied back. But she complied.

“Put these on.”

They were a pair of thick glasses, that is, thick rimmed glasses. The lenses themselves were plain glass.

She began to see what image he was creating, and sighed.

Then he lifted his hand, and in it was a remote control to his stereo. The stereo came on with some thumping music and he grinned at her.

“Time for a lap dance.”

She opened her eyes in surprise, then licked her lips in consternation. It was easy to just lay back and  submit,  to  let  him  fuck  her.  It  wasn't  like  she  had  a  choice  anyway.  But  doing  something, performing for him, was worse, and it made her angrier than sex which was sometimes little better than rape.

“Move your hips, slut. Don't tell me you haven't given your hubby a lap dance before.”

She had, in fact, and had done the stripper routine for him, of course, and for herself, on occasion, in front of her mirror, feeling sexy.

But dancing for Stevens was different!

“I still have Mistress Ann's riding crop if you displease me, slut,” he said, narrowing his eyes.

She bit her lower lip anxiously, then, blushing, began to roll her hips in time to the music. She took a deep breath, and began to dance, feeling – stupid – in a way – embarrassed – angry at him, and yet with a slowly rising sense of heat.

She  rolled  her  head  and  danced  before  him,  swinging  her  hips,  turning  and  grinding,  moving forward, then back. She swung her arms back and let the blazer slide over her shoulders, down and off. Then, moving, turning, she undid the scarf and tossed it off. The buttons of the blouse came undone, one by one, and then that was gone.

She was starting to feel less stupid now, and her excitement began to rise as she dropped the skirt to the floor.

“Keep the glasses on!” he ordered, when she started to remove them.

She undid her hair and shook it out, heart beating more quickly now as she turned and moved. She climbed onto his chair, onto his lap, grinding herself against him, rolling her head and arching her back. She undid the bra and let it slide off, and Stevens began to eagerly suck on her breasts, his fingers digging bruisingly into the soft flesh as she rubbed and ground herself against him.

She  could  feel  his  erection  underneath  her  as  she  ground  against  him,  and  slid  off,  pulling  her breasts away from his sucking mouth. She did another twirl, another dancing, prancing back-step, then slid her thong down and off.

Naked  now,  she  climbed  into  his  lap,  grinding  and  rubbing  herself  against  his  hard  cock  as  his hands moved over her and the music pounded in her ear.

“Ride me, bitch!” he gasped. “Ride me now!”

She unzipped him and pulled his cock out, rubbing it back and forth against her abdomen as she mashed  her  breasts  against  his  face.  She  rose  up,  centered  it  on  her  pussy,  which  was,  to  her consternation, extremely wet and ready, and slowly sank down, gasping and softly moaning all the way.

His fingers dug into her buttocks as he bit her nipple hard enough to make her cry out in pain. She rose up and sank down, harder and faster as her own heat built up. She ached deep inside, but it was a wonderful ache, and she felt dirty, but in a hot, sensuous way which charged her body with sexual electricity.

She rode him, gasping and moaning, rising and falling on his stiff cock until he reached down and rubbed his thumb furiously across her clit, bringing her off, making her cry out as she arched and twisted and rode him with frantic heat and passion.

She lay atop him, gasping, his come filling her, and felt a now-familiar flood of shame and anger.

He  sighed,  then  gripped  her  bottom  and  leaned  forward,  sliding  her  off  him  and  laying  her,  not-ungently, onto the floor.

“All right, slut. Turn around and present.”

She blinked at him uncertainly, chest still heaving, her insides still roiling with the come which had whipped through her.

He frowned and twirled his finger, and she turned her back to him, then when he shoved his foot against her back she was flung forward, bent over. She understood and raised her buttocks, pressing her face and chest against the floor.

“Spread those slut legs wider,” he said genially.

She  obeyed,  and  she  felt  his  fingers  against  her  sex,  then  felt  him  shoving  something  into  her.  It wasn't thick, and it wasn't round. She wasn't sure what it was, in fact. It felt like paper of some kind.

“Now get out.” He put his foot against her bottom and shoved hard enough to send her sprawling on her belly.

“Crawl out like the miserable slut animal you are,” he said in a sneering voice.

Flushing, she eased onto all fours and then crawled naked to the door. She had to reach up to open the door, then crawled through and closed it behind her.

She stood up, glaring at the closed door, and crossed to her desk, where her clothes were. There she squatted low and slipped her fingers into her pussy, gripping a small, folded square of thick paper and pulling it out.

She opened it up and found five one-hundred dollar bills in her hand.

She blinked at it, jaw open. She felt some anger, some resentment, but above that was greed and excitement. She'd never actually had a hundred dollar bill before, and having five in her hand was quite a feeling.

She dressed quickly, though, and then left, her mind still buzzing with confused thoughts. A part of her was filled with self-loathing. What was she, a prostitute to be paid for fucking him? And yet, the practical side of her said she'd been fucking him anyway. Was it not better to get cash for it? And was  cash  really  anything  more  than  obvious,  compared  to  the  “company  car”  and  the  raises  he'd already given her?

You've already prostituted yourself, she told herself grimly. This is just more obvious.

He was away on meetings on the west coast for a week, but there was an email from him, giving her a new assignment. She was to attend a noon-hour exercise club at a nearby women-only gym every day. He had had her signed up for it. It was a pole dancing class.

She would be permitted to extend her lunch hour, which meant, she thought with some approval, that she'd be taking the class on his time, not hers.

She shrugged. Pole dancing was one of those things she'd often considered doing, which sounded cool and sexy, but which she'd never quite had time and money for. So despite the obvious reasons behind the request, she wasn't at all unhappy. It got her out of the office for more time, and it got her away from him, even if it did mean she'd have to “perform” for him.

Again, she told herself she'd been “performing” for him for some time. But performing on a pole meant he wouldn't be touching her while she did it.

That sounded fine to Zoe.

The email had included a brochure from the gym and so she brought in an exercise outfit the next day, a leotard with tights, which was what they recommended.

The  class  was  actually  quite  a  lot  of  fun. There  was  a  lot  of  giggling  and  innuendo,  and  a  lot  of jokes  about  making  money  from  it,  and  new  careers.  It  was  also  strenuous  exercise,  and  she returned to work tired and sore in all sorts of places, especially her arms and legs.

It was a very relaxing week. Not only was he not there to make demands on her body, but without him there she had a lot less work to do.

She didn't get out of being humiliated entirely, though.

Halfway through the week there was a knock at the door, and then the Black woman who called herself Mistress Ann came in.

Zoe gulped and felt her heart start to pound as the woman came in and closed the door behind her.

She very ostentatiously locked the door, then walked over to Zoe's desk.

She didn't speak, but instead reached out and picked up her phone, then dialed a number and handed her the receiver. Then she set down a laptop and turned it on.

Zoe stared at her warily, but took the receiver.

“Zoe,” Stevens' voice said. “I didn't want you to get slack or forget what you are while I was gone.

“You're a whore. Say it out loud.”

Zoe looked up at the Black woman, who folded her arms across her chest and smirked at her.

“I'm a whore,” she said, blushing.

“Louder, slut.”

“I'm a whore.”

“You're a filthy fucking whore slut. Say it out loud.”

“I'm a filthy, fucking whore slut,” she said, her face hot as the Black woman laughed at her.

“Mistress Ann is going to put you through your paces while I watch. Maybe I'll even jerk off and save my come for you,” he said, then laughed cruelly.

The Black woman was setting up a web cam next to the laptop, and Zoe's image appeared on the screen now as it came to life.

“Excellent,” Stevens says. “Let's see her tits,” he said.

“Strip, white girl,” Mistress Ann said.

Zoe got up and peeled her dress up and off, then removed her bra.

“Squeeze your tits,” Stevens said, his voice now coming from the laptop's speaker.

She  cupped  her  breasts,  blushing  hotly,  and  squeezed  them  up  and  together  as  she  stared  at  the screen.

“All right, Mistress Ann,” do whatever you want to her,” Stevens said.

The  Black  woman  shoved  her  into  her  chair,  then  took  out  a  pair  of  handcuffs,  and  pulled  Zoe's arms  back  over  the  backrest  of  the  chair  and  fastened  them  down  below,  the  crossbar.  She  then lifted her ankles up and back high, quickly tying them across the arms of the chair.

She adjusted the camera, and then slid to her knees and began to lightly tongue Zoe's slit.

Zoe kept her lisp tightly pursed and stared across the room at the window, determine to ignore her, but it was no use. The woman's tongue and fingers were too talented, too skilled and the sensations which began to flood into her body were too intoxicating. Her breathing grew ragged and her heart pounded.  She  began  to  gasp  and  moan  as  the  woman  pushed  three  fingers  deep  into  her  oozing pussy and began to pump them in and out.

The woman halted and stood up. She peeled her dress up and off, then quickly removed her own bra and G-string. Zoe turned her face away, blushing anew and clenching her teeth as the woman pulled on her strap-on dildo. But her eyes were drawn back by the size of the dildo. It was almost as big as Stevens' cock, yet it was circled by thick ridges like a corkscrew. On the base, was a sort of thumb which curled up and out.

The woman grinned and leaned over her, gripping the top of the backrest, then aimed the head of the fat, black latex cock against her glistening pink opening and slowly sank it into her.

Zoe couldn't help gasping and moaning low in her throat as the thing pushed deep into her burning, spasming pussy. As it drove deeper she winced and moaned and gasped in pain, as well.

“You like my cock, bitch?” the woman growled.

Zoe moaned, and a large black hand snapped down against her throat, choking her.

“I asked you a question, you fucking dirty little white whore!”

Zoe gurgled helplessly.

“Do you like my Black cock, slut!?”

She eased her grip and Zoe gasped and gulped in air. “Y-yes, mistress!”

“Yes, mistress Ann!” the woman snarled.

“Yes, Mistress Ann!” she gasped.

“Say it then. Say you love my Black cock!”

“I love your black cock, Mistress Ann!” she cried weakly.

“Beg for it, slut! Beg for my nigger cock! Beg me to ram it up your dirty little whore cunt! Beg, slut!”

She closed her fingers around Zoe's throat again, squeezing, but not so tightly she couldn't speak at all. At the same time, supporting herself on one arm, she thrust her hips into her.

“P-Please  fuck  m...  ungh..  fuck  me  with  ungh...  your  ni-nigger  cock,  Mistress!”  she  gasped raggedly. “Ungh! P-Please ram... OH... please ram it Ungh... up my whore.. c-c-cunt!” she stuttered as the woman worked her hips in powerful motions.

The woman gripped the backrest with both hands and her hips began to swing up and down, in and out, ramming the big, ridged cock into Zoe's belly with hard, deep strokes that punched her deep inside. Her pussy lips were pulled in and out by the thick ridges on the dildo as it pumped hard and fast in and out of her aching hole.

She gasped and moaned and grunted and cried out as the woman's big hips thrust down again and again and again, the big dildo spiking deep into her aching groin.

The woman's big black breasts dangled below her, pressing against Zoe's face.

“Suck her tits!” she heard Stevens call.

“Suck them, white bitch!” Mistress Ann ordered.

She  pushed  her  breast  into  Zoe's  mouth  and  Zoe  sucked  helplessly,  gasping  and  moaning  as  the dildo pounded into her.

At the base of the dildo, that little curving thing jammed up against her clit with very deep thrust, scraping over it hard with a sensation which was at first horribly uncomfortable and then began to fry her mind.

Zoe began to gasp and cry out louder and louder, until Stevens' voice came over the speaker of the laptop.

“You're in the outer office. Shut that slut up.”

Mistress Ann got off her, took another dildo from her bag, and then bent over her again, thrusting as hard as ever. When Zoe began to gasp and moan and cry out again she yanked her hair back, forcing her head back so she was staring up at the ceiling, and then plunged another black dildo down into her open mouth, down into her throat.

After fucking her to a painful, yet incredible come, the woman untied Zoe, then forced her to crawl with  her  leash  and  collar  on  before  cuffing  her  hands  behind  her  back  again,  putting  her  on  her knees, and making her lick and suck her pussy to a come. Then she smiled, got dressed, packed up her things, and left.





Chapter Twelve

When Stevens got back, he had a bolt installed in the roof, and a receptacle drilled into the floor.

They were for a stripper pole which folded into something no more than seven feet tall, and which he then had placed behind the sofa. Late that afternoon, Zoe had to show him what she'd learned, doing a strip-tease and swinging herself around the pole.

Then, of course, she had to perform a lap dance for him which, as before, ended with her riding his big cock and then crawling naked out of the room with five one-hundred-dollar bills stuffed into her pussy.

It was humiliating, but no more humiliating than many of the things she was forced to do, and at least this paid well.

Her arms and legs were very sore for a week, but began to strengthen as she learned to climb and twist and spin herself around the pole. And one day Stevens brought Mistress Ann back to show her some  stripper  routines.  It  did  not  surprise  Zoe  at  all  that  “Mistress Ann”  had  been  a  stripper,  but under the woman's harsh – and sometimes very soft – tongue, she learned the routines so she could strip for Stevens.

Another  benefit  to  the  stripping  was  that  Stevens  was  more  and  more  tending  to  restrain  himself until the end of the day, contenting himself to groping her and occasionally getting a blow-job at noon. So much of her day began to take on an almost normal routine.

He had, however, liked the skirt and blazer so much, he bought more of them, and not just for her to strip out of. She was required to wear them to work now. Yes, they were dress suits, but the minis were  not  acceptable  as  business  wear  anywhere  in  America  outside  of,  perhaps,  some  very  hip companies in California

They raised a lot of eyebrows, and embarrassed her whenever anyone saw her in them. And Stevens ensured that she had a lot of “errands” to run which put her on display to a lot of people. No one dared say anything, for by now they knew she was Stevens' “administrative assistant”. If Stevens'

was  okay  with  her  dressing  like  that,  no  one  else  was  going  to  dare  his  ire  by  complaining  or questioning it publicly.

But she could guess what they were thinking.

And the worse part was that they weren't even close to suspecting how bad things were.

In order to keep Rob in the dark, she kept the minis at work, folded neatly in a drawer, and wore longer skirts to work, then changed when she got in. She had found it easy to hide the money from him, and opened another bank account to keep the cash Stevens gave her for “lap dances”.

No one knew, she reassured herself. People at the office might suspect, but they knew nothing. The only  ones  who  knew  were  Stevens,  and  a  Black  prostitute  who  had  no  contact  with  anyone  she knew.

Until, that was, other people began to find out.

The first she knew about was a man named Allan Ricket, a lawyer for a company Stevens had a lot of contact with. Ricket was about ten years older than Stevens, much shorter, much flabbier, with a big of a belly, and balding hair. He came for a meeting, as he had before, and Zoe, as she always had to do now, got up and showed him into the office, giving no sign she saw him staring at her legs.

“Can my girl get you anything, Allan?”

“Just a tea, with cream and sugar,” the man said, sitting down.

Zoe smiled and left the room, closing the door behind her. She made the tea, put in the coffee and sugar, then returned. She was starting to get used to the short skirt now, and while she still squirmed at the attention it brought, and what the men must think – it also gave her a bit of an ego buzz, too.

A part of her was finding it enjoyable to be a hot, sex-symbol of a secretary.

Ricket sipped from his coffee as she headed back for the door, and made a face.

“This has sugar in it,” he said in disapproval.

She stopped and turned back in confusion.

“I'm sorry, sir. You did ask for cream and sugar,” she said politely.

“No, I said cream, no sugar.”

Zoe looked at him, her mouth open.

“Take it back and make one with just cream, Zoe,” Stevens ordered.

Embarrassed, and indignant, Zoe took the cup back and made one with only cream. She returned and handed it to him, and Ricket sipped from it and made another face. “Way too much cream,” he said.

Zoe stared at him and shook her head.

“What is the matter with you, Zoe?” Stevens demanded angrily.

“But I didn't do anything! I put one cream just like he asked.”

“There's obviously more than one here,” Ricket said.

“There is not!”

“Are you calling me a liar?” Ricket demanded.

Zoe stared at him in consternation.

“Apologize to Mr. Ricket at once!” Stevens growled.

“But I - .”

“I do apologize, Al,” Stevens said.

“Jesus, Brad, if you have to hire a bimbo, at least hire one with more than half a brain,” Ricket said.

Zoe's jaw dropped as she stared at him in outrage, only just beginning to suspect what was going on as Stevens stood up and came out from behind his desk.

“I'll take care of this, Al, don't you worry,” he said, his hands undoing his belt and pulling it free of his belt loops.

Zoe stared at him, chest suddenly tight, adrenalin pouring into her system.

“Bend over the desk right now,” he barked.

She stared at him, aghast.

“Bend over, slut!” he snapped.

He put his hand between her shoulder blades, pushing her forward against her desk, and continued pushing  so  she  was  forced  down  across  it.  Zoe  made  no  effort  to  resist,  flummoxed  by  him demonstrating in front of someone else the behavior he had often exhibited in private.

He yanked up the short skirt she was wearing to bare her thong-covered bottom. And more. For it had  been  no  more  than  an  hour  earlier  that  he  had  inserted  two  big  dildos  in  her  pussy  and  anal opening, fat and dimpled, but just short enough for her to sit down and have them buried inside her.

Now  he  yanked  down  even  the  thong,  and  Zoe,  stunned,  felt  her  face  flaming  as  Ricket  leaned forward eagerly.

“What's that she's got sticking out of her?” he asked.

Zoe gasped as Stevens slapped her bottom, and then pried her pussy lips open. He gripped the base of the dildo there and slowly pulled it out into the light.

“Is that some kind of sex toy?! What a disgusting slut she is,” Ricket said.

“She certainly is,” Stevens said. “And it looks like she's got one up her rectum, too.”

“You certainly have hired a sick little whore, Brad.”

“Here, Al, you punish her. It was your coffee she screwed up.”

Stevens handed the belt to the other man, who stood up. Then he walked to the side of his desk, gripping Zoe's hair, yanking her along the edge of the desk so that she cried out in pain. He pulled her to the corner, still bent over the desk, but where he could twist her head to the side and thrust his cock into her mouth.

She  pushed  feebly  at  him,  still  dazed  by  the  presence  of  the  other  man,  and  he  pinned  her  wrist behind her neck, then grabbed the other and pinned it together.

Crack! 

The  belt  lashed  her  bottom  and  Zoe  cried  out  in  pain  at  the  sharp  sting  and  the  line  of  hot  pain across her round bottom.

“Filthy whore,” Ricket said.

Crack! 

The belt slashed across her buttocks a second time, and a third, and a fourth, each time producing a raw, jagged flash of pain followed by a burning sensation. At the same time, Stevens was pumping his cock up and down in her throat, pinning her wrists together behind her neck and twisting her hair around the fist of his other hand.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 

The belt cut across her bottom again and again, and Zoe cried out repeatedly, yet mostly soundless with  Stevens  cock  filling  her  throat.  Her  body  jerked  violently  to  each  blow,  her  bottom  flaming now as the belt continued to descend.

“That's it. Swallow that cock, you whore,” Stevens growled.

“I think this bitch needs more than just a belt,” Ricket said from behind her.

“Give her what she needs then, Al.”

Zoe shuddered as the man pulled the dildo out of her pussy and thrust himself balls-deep.

“Ahh, that's some nice, tight girl meat,” Ricket sighed.

His fingers unsnapped her skirt and shoved it up her body, while Stevens pulled on her shirt and peeled it inside out, up over her shoulders, taking her blazer with it. He pulled his cock free of her mouth and she coughed and gulped in air as he yanked the blouse and blazer off completely, then pulled the skirt off as well.

Naked, Zoe felt the cool marble of the desk against her breasts as he yanked her hair up and back and then slid his dripping wet cock into her mouth, across her tongue, and down her throat again.

Behind  her,  Ricket  had  grabbed  her  hips  and  was  thrusting  hard,  his  belly  slapping  against  her buttocks as he grunted with effort.

“Ahh, this cunt is milking me,” Ricket groaned.

“Give it to her, Al. The little slut is never happy unless she's got a stiff one inside her,” Stevens said.

The sharp edge of her humiliation was starting to fade now, and with that the dark, masochistic heat was beginning to swell within her. Zoe moaned dazedly as Stevens pumped his cock in her throat, her  hips  jerking  and  shaking  as  Ricket  slapped  his  body  against  them  repeatedly  and  his  cock pumped in and out of her.

Stevens came, in her throat, for a change, instead of on her face, and sighed, easing his grip on her hair and pulling his softening cock slowly out of her throat and mouth. He chuckled and did up his trousers,  then  walked  away  behind  her,  leaving  her  bent  over,  gasping  and  grunting  as  Ricket continued to rut against her.

“Ah fuck! Yeah! Ungh! Yeah!” Ricket groaned. “Fucking tight bitch.”

He ran his hands over her naked body, reveling in her soft skin, sliding his fingers under her chest to grope her breasts. Then he gasped and came inside her, jamming himself into her and grinding his hips against her upraised buttocks.

“Well that was a nice piece of ass,” he sighed, slipping free of her and stepping back.

Zoe groaned weakly, still draped across the desk.

“She's one talented little slut, Al,” Stevens said behind her.

Panting, moving jerkily, Zoe's hand slipped back to rub her throbbing red bottom as she began to slowly straighten from the desk.

She stood up and turned to see Stevens was adjusting the stripper pole, which he had taken from behind the sofa, slipping it into its notches and locking it tight.

“Sit down, Al, and my slut will treat you to a little dancing,” he said.

The older man grinned and pushed the chair well back, and Stevens turned on the stereo, putting on the same CD which Zoe always danced to.

“Let's go, bitch,” he said cheerfully.

“I - .”

“No. No talking. I don't need my sluts talking. I don't hire you to talk. I hire you to fuck me and suck my cock and strip for me. And for anyone else I tell you to. Now start dancing or you'll get worse than this belt. I've still got that riding crop around here somewhere.”

Zoe was numb, but a sharp, stinging slap on the bottom sent her stumbling forward with a yelp, and she grabbed at the stripper pole for support.

“Dance!” Stevens ordered.

Zoe – danced.

She  was  awkward  at  first,  but  the  movements  began  to  assert  themselves  out  of  habit  if  nothing more, her hips rolling to the music, her body swinging around the pole in the movements Mistress Ann had taught her.

Stevens,  to  her  shock,  left  the  room,  leaving  her  alone  with  the  other  man.  Ricket  grinned  and watched her dance, and for lack of anything better to do, Zoe continued to dance.

“Come over here, slut,” Ricket ordered.

Zoe  was  assailed  by  doubt,  but  obeyed,  and  the  man  patted  his  lap.  Zoe  looked  anxiously  at  the door, but climbed into his lap and began to give him a lap dance. She was extremely uncomfortable performing like this in front of a complete stranger, but then again, the man had already fucked her, so how much like a stranger should she treat him?

Her  mind  was  on  auto-pilot  as  she  ground  herself  against  him,  and  he  fondled  and  sucked  and groped her breasts and ran his hands over her body.

When he had her stop, and then tied her wrists together behind her back, she offered no resistance, and when he ordered her to her knees to suck his cock, she obeyed that too. She simply didn't know what else she could do here in this office. It was clear Stevens expected her to perform on the man, to  service  him  the  same  way  she  serviced  Stevens,  and  she  didn't  know  how  to  say  no,  how  to refuse.

More  to  the  point,  the  situation  was  so  outrageous  and  degrading  that  it  was  stoking  her  dark, masochistic passions. She was being used like a whore, by some man she didn't even know! She was on her knees, sucking his cock, swallowing his cock, simply because – because he ordered her to.

She moaned around his cock, rolling her eyes up at him as he pushed down on her head.

“That's it, slut. Suck me. Suck my cock,” he sighed.

He came in her mouth, as well, and sighed in pleasure as he pushed her back.

Then he gripped her hair and pulled her forward. Zoe gasped in pain as her scalp stung, and she was forced across the man's lap so her head hung over the other side. His fingers spread her pussy open, and then pumped in and out before thrusting something thick and papery inside her.

He gave her hot bottom a slap, laughed, then released her.

“Nice,” he said. “Very nice.”

He did up his zipper, got up, and left the room, leaving Zoe laying on the floor naked, panting for breath, wrists still tied behind her back.

Ten minutes later Stevens came in. By then she was kneeling, trying to work her wrists free. She stopped as he walked in. He yawned and then sat down heavily in the chair and snapped his fingers at her.

“Cock,” he said, motioning her forward and undoing his trousers.

Zoe flushed, then crawled forward on her knees and began to lick and suck at his cock and balls.

“Al said you had a great cunt,” he said conversationally, “And a great throat. He didn't get the best hole, your tight little bung-hole.”

He  laughed,  and  yanked  her  to  her  feet,  turned  her  around  and  forced  her  back  against  him.  She spread her legs as he pulled her down, easing the dildo out of her and then forcing her down on his thick staff. She groaned as she felt it against her anal opening. He pulled back on her bound wrists, patiently pulling her quivering body down onto his saliva-coated prick, slowly impaling her on it until she was gasping in pain, sitting on his lap, and had the whole long length of it up inside her.

“What a gorgeous tight ass you have,” he said.

His hands roamed her body, kneading her breasts, pinching her nipples, and rubbing her clit. Zoe took  a  minute  for  her  aching  bottom  to  adjust  to  his  size,  then  she  began  to  rise  up  and  down, moaning and wincing as she rode him, as his fingers rubbed her clit and he pinched and yanked and rubbed her nipples.

When he was finished, he bent her over the desk and his big fingers spread the lips of her sex open.

He tugged the paper out of her pussy, examined it, and snorted. “Al's more generous than he needs to be with a cheap slut like you,” he said.

He stuffed the bills back into her pussy, then untied her wrists. He yanked her hair back and she opened her mouth in pain. Then he stuffed a thin wad of bills into her mouth.

“Get out,” he said, releasing her.

He gathered up her clothes, walked to the door, opened it, and tossed them into the outer room.

“Crawl,” he growled.

Panting for breath, Zoe obeyed, crawling out of the room, teeth biting down on his bills. When she reached the door she felt his foot against her bottom shoving hard, and she was thrown forward to sprawl on her belly on the rug. She slowly pulled herself up, groaning, and pulled the slightly damp bills from between her teeth.

There  were  five  one  hundred  dollar  bills,  as  usual. When  she  eased  the  thicker  bill  out  from  her pussy she found ten more.

She stared at the door, glowering. Yet she knew that, while Stevens was a pig, he behaved this way on purpose, not because he knew no better. It either turned him on to act so utterly, utterly crudely with her, or he knew that some twisted side of her reveled in it. Or perhaps more.

God! What a whore she was! She was still stunned at what he had done to her, bringing a stranger in like that, letting the man strap her and then fuck her! And then he'd all but given her to him! He'd left and … and … she'd been the bitch of some other man, some complete stranger! She'd just been his bitch! Stevens hadn't even had to order her to do anything for the man. It had been – she wasn't sure what it had been.

She  dressed  slowly,  wincing  as  she  rubbed  her  bottom.  She  had  only  just  finished  when  her intercom buzzed. She swallowed warily and pressed the button.

“Yes... sir?” she asked.

“You have the Minot file, Zoe?”

She was silent a long moment. “Yes, sir.”

“Bring it in, would you, please?”

She blinked and shook herself. “Yes, sir.”

She  checked  herself  in  the  mirror,  combing  her  fingers  through  her  hair,  then  fetched  the  file, knocked, went through the door, and brought it to his desk.

“Thank you,” he said, nodding at her as he took the file and turned away.

Zoe turned and walked out, closing the door behind her.

He was crazy, that's all.

But she had fifteen hundred dollars in her hands.

Chapter Thirteen

The next day was not as bad. But while a client was in his office, Stevens called her in. The client was another middle aged man, sitting in the same seat.

“Zoe, suck Joe's cock for him,” he said calmly, as if asking her to get him a coffee.

Zoe jerked suddenly in surprise, and her face reddened.

The man looked up at her expectantly, grinning, and she saw he already had an erection pushing against his trousers.

“I've  been  watching  your  videos,”  he  said,  his  eyes  roaming  her  body.  “You  are  one  hot  young lady.”

“Suck, Zoe,” Stevens said, snapping his fingers.

Taking  a  deep  breath,  heat  suffusing  her,  Zoe  sank  to  her  knees,  opened  the  man's  trousers,  and began to suck.

“Oh yeah!” he sighed.

“You like that?” Stevens asked.

“Oh yeah. She's good! Unnggh. Oh yeah. Do that with your tongue again! Unnggh!” he groaned.

Zoe took him deep into her throat, and he gurgled in shocked delight, grabbed her head and coming immediately, spurting his silvery seed into the back of her throat.

She eased up as he went limp, straightening.

“That'll be all, Zoe,” Stevens said.

Half in a daze, Zoe rose and left the room, hardly able to credit what she'd just done.

She went back to her desk, and only there realized the full implications of what the man had said.

He'd  been  watching  her  videos!?  Stevens  had  never  actually  promised  her  –  but  she'd  simply assumed  he  would  not  show  them  to  anyone!  Her  face  burned  at  the  thought  of  some  of  those pictures and videos he'd taken being shown to others. What a whore they'd think she was!

Of  course,  by  almost  anyone's  definition,  she  was  a  whore.  But  that  didn't  mean  she  wanted everyone to know it!

The client left, winking at her, and Zoe blushed furiously and dropped her eyes. Then she got up and marched into Stevens' office.

“Mr. Stevens,” she said in as firm a tone as she could.

“What is it, slut?'

She hesitated at the word. “It's about those pictures and videos you took.”

“Yes, they're excellent. I have a lot of talent.”

“I... assumed that you would treat those with a certain level of confidentiality,” she said.

He looked up from his desk impatiently. “You don't see them on the internet, do you?”

“I mean, I didn't think you would be showing them to other people.”

“That was certainly true.”

She blinked uncertainly. “What?”

“You didn't think. But then, you're nothing but a slut, so what can one expect of you.”

She scowled. “Mr. Stevens, I am trying to have a real conversation!”

“You're opening your mouth and words are coming out, the kind of babbling women do when they want to whine about something. So? I'm not paying it the proper degree of respect? Tough. Sue me.

Now get back to work before I whip your ass.”

“But Mr. Stevens...”

“I don't care what you think about the pictures and videos,” he said. “I'll show them to whomever I want to show them to. If I want to put them on the internet I'll do that too. You have no control and no say about it. Now get your little whore ass out of my office.”

“But - .”

He slapped his hand on the desk and stood up angrily. “That's it! Strip! Naked! Right now!”

Trembling, angry, frustrated, but almost automatically by now, Zoe began to strip. When she was naked he grabbed her by the back of the neck and yanked her across the room to one of the large windows facing south, raising the blinds high.

“Press your body against the window,” he ordered.

Zoe shrank back. That window looked out into another tower across the street. That was why the blinds were always down.

“But someone might see!” she gasped.

“So? Any friends of yours work in that building?”

“No but - .”

He  shoved  her  against  the  window,  her  breasts  flattening  against  the  thick  glass.  Her  toes  were jammed against the wall, her torso pressed against the window all the way down to her thighs.

“Now stand there.”

He  went  back  to  his  desk  and  she  stared  out  at  the  big  office  tower  across  the  street,  her  heart pounding,  wanting  to  jump  back  away  from  the  window.  To  make  matters  worse,  the  sun  was shining in on her, giving anyone across the street a perfect view.

She tried to discretely pull her arms in front of her but Stevens' voice snapped at her from behind.

“I want those arms raised and your palms against the window. Right now, slut!”

She shuddered and obeyed, pressing her arms against the window, her breasts pillowed out against the glass as she stood in place. Because of the sun in her face she had no way of even knowing if anyone was looking, but there was a whole building across the street. Someone surely would notice – perhaps a number of someones! She just hoped no one had a camera!

She began to heat up as she stood there, not from excitement, but from the sun shining in her face and on her body through the thick glass.

After a while Stevens went to the window next to hers and examined the building across the street with a pair of binoculars. He let out a bark of laughter.

“You've got a crowd there watching,” he said. “Depends on the floor, but I can see five or six guys right across from us together, two or three above them, looks like about twenty people on the floor above that.”

Zoe moaned helplessly, trembling with the urge to pull back, no matter what he did to her next.

He  walked  well  behind  her,  out  of  the  light,  came  around  to  the  side  of  the  window,  and  then lowered the blinds to chest height.

She sighed in relief. At least her face and shoulders were hidden.

She should have known better, of course.

Stevens  moved  into  the  light  now  and  turned  with  his  hip  against  the  window,  unzipping  his trousers and drawing his cock out.

“Suck cock, slut,” he said with a leer.

She turned her face to him in disbelief.

“But... but people will ...”

“No, slut!” he barked.

God, the idea was so obscene! So shocking! So disgusting! So degrading!

Yet as if in a trance she turned, pulling her breasts away from the window at last, and sank to her knees, her right arm pressing against the glass.

He  reached  out  with  his  right,  pulling  her  head  forward,  and  she  slipped  her  lips  over  his  cock, bobbing up and down, taking it deeper and deeper, her mind whirling with the thought of a crowd of people watching her. He pulled her forward by the hair and she gagged briefly, then swallowed him, taking him deep, her lips sliding along his fat shaft until her nose was pressed against his groin.

“Keep  your  hands  at  your  sides,  slut. We  want  everyone  to  see  my  cock  sliding  into  your  pretty face, don't we?”

She slid back off his cock, gasping, gulping in air as he rubbed his big cock all over her face. Then he plunged into her open mouth and down her throat again, pulling her face in against his groin. He held her still and worked his hips in and out, fucking her throat as she gurgled wetly, his fat prick pistoning up and down across her tongue and in her throat.

He pulled out and came in her face, spraying her with white droplets and laughing. But he didn't rub it into her skin this time. He turned her to face the window and ordered her to kneel there with his come on her face so “her audience” could get a good long view.

He went back to his desk and continued his work.



   


She and Rob took Jimmy for a visit to his brother Dave's house that evening. They commiserated about Rob's being without a job, while Zoe helped

Dave's wife Andrea cook, and talked about what the renovations they were doing to their house. It was such a normal event, so mundane, that she felt a bit like a fish out of water, as if she pretending to be someone she wasn't.

What  she  was  –  was  a  whore,  a  kinky,  slutty,  bizarre  whore  who  did  the  most  disgusting  and degrading things. She did things that, if decent people found out, they wouldn't even allow her in their  house.  And  Andrea  was  as  decent  as  they  came,  a  bible-thumping  church-goer  who  never swore and always dressed very modestly.

She even suggested that it would be better if Zoe wore a skirt next time, rather than her jeans. Jeans were immodest, by nature, she said.

Zoe  wondered  what  she'd  have  thought  if  she  knew  Zoe  had  sucked  a  man's  cock  in  front  of  an audience and then knelt there with his come on her face.

They went into the living room then, and she had to put up with Rob whining again about being unemployed. As far as she could tell he did very little to try and find a job, and didn't have life so bad, sitting on his butt all day watching TV and playing video games while she prostituted herself to pay for his food.

She also resented having to take the bus here when she had a perfectly good Lexus sitting in the garage. But she couldn't possibly explain to him how she had a company car – as a secretary, and a seventy thousand dollar company car at that.

She was starting to really get unhappy with her marriage.

That  evening,  she  put  on  a  very  tight,  extremely  thin  satin  nightie  which  hugged  her  body  and barely  covered  her  bottom,  and  moved  around  him  as  he  sat  in  the  living  room,  playing  the coquette,  bending  over,  giving  him  flirty  looks.  He  glanced  at  her  now  and  then  but  didn't  say anything.

She sat down next to him, wondering how to approach the conversation she wanted.

“Robbie,” she said casually. “Have you ever uhm, like, thought about being tied up?”

“Tied up?” he said in surprise. “What are you talking about?”

“I mean, like, you know, bondage, like in sex,” she said casually.

He snorted in disdain. “Why on earth would I want to be tied up? You crazy?”

“Well, I don't know, I was talking to a girl at work and she, like, her husband ties her up a lot. Like, spreadeagled on the bed, or sometimes even standing up, you know, with her arms raised and all.”

“That's  disgusting,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head.  “What  kind  of  a  man  would  do  that?  It  shows  a complete lack of respect and a need to dominate.”

“Well, I suppose,” she said, “But like, as a fantasy, I can see why he would like to have her all tied up and at his mercy, you know.”

“The only kind of man who would need to tie women up are men who disrespect women. That kind of thing is completely degrading.”

She sighed. “But like, just in like a game, you know, like acting - .”

“Little wimpy men who can't cope with women probably like tying them up because it makes them feel like real men for once,” he said with contempt.

“Well, he isn't exactly wimpy,” she said.

“Let's not even talk about this any more. It's gross and disgusting,” he said flatly.

“Okay,” she said.

She slipped her arm in his, turning and pressing her breasts against his arm.

“Aren't you cold wearing that?” he asked in irritation.

“No,” she said.

“You should put on a dressing gown or something before you get sick.”

She sighed and got up as he switched the channel to a celebrity dance competition.

God,  her  life  was  boring,  and  the  people  she  knew  were  boring.  How  had  she  not  realized  that before?



   


The company party was a requirement. All the senior partners would be there, including her boss, and Zoe was required to attend.

Zoe  had  not  been  working  long,  but  she  knew  that  whenever  these  sorts  of  office  parties  were thrown, the general understanding was that everyone dressed pretty modestly.

By  now,  she  had  come  to  know  many  of  the  people  who  worked  on  her  floor,  that  is,  the  senior people. She didn't know them well, but enough to say hello, to nod in passing, to exchange the odd comment  about  the  weather  with,  and  the  thought  of  dressing  in  a  tiny  thong  bikini  made  her stomach ache. She knew many of the women didn't like her because of the sexy clothes she wore, and suspected she might be doing more for Stevens than opening his mail.

The house was on the top of a cliff. The pool was on a sort of wide ledge stepped back from the edge of the cliff. It was a long, rectangular roman style pool and tables with refreshments had been set up near the house. There were about fifty people there when she arrived, nervous, her stomach filled with butterflies – and several shots of vodka, for she feared what Stevens might do.

The maid showed her out to the back pool, and the butterflies flew harder as she saw all the people there.

Stevens came up behind her and put his arm around her shoulders. “Well, Zoe, glad you found the place,” he said with a big grin. “And you look lovely, as usual.

All the men were in expensive suits. All the women were in expensive dresses or power suits. Zoe was in one of her expensive suits, as well, except hers had a tight, short skirt. And her heels were considerably higher than those worn by the other women. She was also the youngest woman there.

Few of the managers had brought along their assistants or secretaries and all the wives were at least into their thirties.

He himself was wearing shorts and a Hawaiian shirt.

He put his arm around her waist and led her out amongst the rest of the office staff, insisting on her accompanying  him  as  he  made  the  rounds  of  everyone,  shaking  hands  and  greeting  the  other partners, vice presidents and their wives. Everyone who saw her looked a little uncertainly at her.

The men, most of them, seemed quite appreciative, but the women certainly did not.

She clung to his side as much as possible, but then he “suggested” she help the maid in handing out drinks  and  h'orderves,  which  made  her  walk  around  alone  among  people  carrying  trays.  It  was  – demeaning, to be asked to act like a servant, but she hadn't argued. Everyone seemed surprised, and she cringed with embarrassment at the way many of them looked at her.

After an hour or so Stevens motioned for her to accompany him inside. She was glad to get away from most of the crowd, and out of the hot sun. She'd had a few more vodkas and was afraid she might say something to someone out there she would later regret.

She followed him through the house, fascinated at the conspicuous wealth on the display, and more than a little envious. He led her into a huge, semi circular room. It was at least fifty feet across. The ceiling  was  a  good  thirty  feet  high,  and  the  curved  wall  was  covered  in  windows  with  long  lacy curtains hanging from high above. The floor was polished stone, marble she thought, and there were antique chairs and table set around the edges.

A half dozen of those chairs were filled by middle aged men in expensive suits, partners and vice presidents she knew slightly, just to nod and smile and say hello to. Her chest began to tighten as they walked over to them, something like panic swirling through her mind as she began to suspect something of his intent.

He stopped her about twenty feet back and continued on alone, then turned and smiled at her.

It was a cold smile.

“On your knees, Zoe,” he said.

Her legs suddenly felt rubbery, and her face flooded with heat.

The  men  were  sitting  back  expectantly  in  the  chairs  as  if  waiting  for  a  show.  She  felt  frozen  in sudden panic.

Stevens face took on a look of anger and she felt a twinge of fear.

“Knees, now!” he snapped.

Zoe felt herself sinking down. She thought about quitting, taking off, thought about it as her mind spun  at  breakneck  pace  –  or  at  least,  as  breakneck  as  it  could  given  she  was  halfway  to  drunk.

Leave? Quit? And do what? Sit at home with her boring husband and worry about the bills? Worry about the next time Jimmy needed to go to the hospital?

“Now I want you to come here,” he said, his hand reaching low, and snapping his fingers at her.

She knew what he wanted, knew dazedly what she had to do. She began to crawl across the floor in her expensive suit. She crawled slowly, shame hammering her as the men looked on excitedly, her knees aching as she brought them down on the hard, cold floor. She crawled across the floor until she was in front of them, facing Stevens.

He shifted to the side, to stand in front of the men.

“Present!” he ordered.

She shuddered, turned to the other side, so her bottom was to them, and then dropped her chest to the floor, raising her bottom high.

“Pull the skirt up,” he ordered.

Her face burned against the cold marble as she reached back and peeled her already high skirt up over her bottom to bare it entirely.

Stevens turned and walked twenty feet away.

“Stand,” he ordered.

She straightened to her knees and then stood up, numb to a degree, and yet feeling a horrific sense of shame and humiliation.

“Strip.”

The word hit her like a blow, even though she was half expecting it. She looked down at herself, then  shrugged  her  jacket  off.  She  unbuttoned  her  blouse  and  pulled  it  out  of  her  skirt,  then  her trembling  fingers  undid  her  skirt  and  dropped  it  to  the  floor.  She  slipped  off  the  shirt,  her  chest thundering with her pounding heart.

She let out a small moan as she undid her bra. It popped free and she slipped it off, dropping it to the  floor,  ignoring  the  men  sitting  to  her  side  watching.  She  stripped  out  of  her  thong  and  stood there nude but for her high heels.

“Hands and knees,” he ordered.

She closed her eyes, then took a deep breath and sank to her knees, falling forward onto her hands.

“Crawl to me.”

She crawled slowly across the floor naked, reaching where he stood. He turned and walked back to stand in front of the other men.

“Crawl back – on your belly.”

She couldn't do this! She couldn't!

But she did, her body hot against the cool marble as she pulled herself along on her belly, getting closer and closer to him – and the men watching.

He  put  his  foot  out  against  her  face  as  she  reached  him,  and  she  felt  another  shock-wave  of understanding.  She  began  to  lick  at  his  shoe,  gripping  his  heel  as  she  ran  her  tongue  over  the expensive leather.

He walked back from her and grinned, then took something out of a box. It was a big dildo, with a suction cup on the end. He slapped it down on the floor, the suction cup gripping firmly so the big dildo, very realistically shaped as a black cock, stuck up. He squirted some jell onto it, and stepped back.

“Get on,” he ordered.

She closed her eyes and pressed her face against the floor, then, head pounding, got back onto her knees, shuffled over until she was straddling it, and began to spread her knees wider and wider. She grunted as she felt the thing pushing against her pussy. She had to grind her hips a little before she could get it through her taut pussy lips, then she slowly sank down, gasping weakly as it strained and stretched her open.

She was facing them, not six feet away from where they all sat watching and grinning and leering.

She moaned as she took it deeper and deeper, finally sinking down onto her heels, knees wide, then sinking down further, her heels sliding along her buttocks until her pussy was almost touching the floor.

Then, of course, he slapped another one down right behind it, so she had to slide down once again, taking the second one deep into her anus. She did so, her insides twisting with humiliation.

And then came another surprise.

Chapter Fourteen

There was a large partition set out against the wall not far from where the men sat. A man walked out from behind it now. He was very, very black, his skin gleaming. And there was a lot to gleam.

All he wore was a tight leather thong, and a leather mask which covered his upper face.

He carried a tray with velvet on it, and set it down in front of her as she stared up at him, transfixed, swaying a little.

He  took  a  silver  collar  from  the  tray  and  slipped  it  around  her  throat,  then  took  matching  silver shackles  or  restraints  and  slipped  them  around  her  wrists  and  ankles.  He  attached  a  leash  to  the collar,  and  tugged  on  it,  forcing  her  to  crawl  back  and  forth  on  the  end  of  the  leash,  the  dildos protruding from her pussy and anus.

He picked up a riding crop, and slashed it across her bottom stingingly, making her cry out as he ordered her to present.

She obeyed, panting, and he made her lick his black toes as she kept her bottom elevated, pointed at the watching men. Then he moved behind her, dropped to his knees, and pulled the dildo free of her pussy. Zoe knew what was required of her, and the thought filled her swirling, churning mind with a mixture of embarrassment, and dark, masochistic heat. She knew the men watching! Yet she could do nothing to hold her position as she felt his cock rubbing up and down along her pussy.

He entered her slowly, but pushed deeply, and began to thrust hard and fast as her breasts rolled and mashed against the floor.

He gripped her hair after a minute or two, pulling her head up and back, then forcing her onto all fours, where he thrust harder.

It was all so wild, so unbelievably perverted and outrageous, that as her humiliation slowly faded, heat began to rise within her. She could not be in a more submissive position, being mounted like a bitch in heat, and by a big, muscular Black man!

His hips slapped against her buttocks, rocking her body to and fro as her breasts wobbled and shook beneath her. He yanked on her hair until she cried out, again and again, then forced her face and chest back to the floor as he thrust harder still.

Her  bottom  high,  her  legs  wide,  his  big  black  cock  drove  deep  into  her  now  aching  pussy  as  he grunted with the effort of his hard strokes, and then leaned over her, leaned into her, hammering at her buttocks with his hips as he shuddered and filled her with come.

He got to his feet and picked up her leash, then led her, crawling, over to where a second masked, muscular Black man had come out from behind the partition.

Again, she had to lick at his feet, and then the first man laid a mat on the floor, and the second man lay down on his belly.

And again, her insides churning, her mind swirling, dazed, shocked, and yet pulsing with heat and dark, masochistic excitement, she had no choice. Shuddering, she crawled forward on the end of the leash, straddled the man's legs, and began to lick and suck on his limp cock.

It didn't take long for it to harden, and then she bobbed her lips slowly up and down, gurgling as she took it into her throat, pressing her nose into the curly pubic hair at his groin. He reached down after a minute or so and gripped her hair tightly, forcing her to crawl up his muscular body, positioning her over his now saliva-coated erection.

He pushed his hips up, and she sank down onto his thick black staff, gasping as it slid deep into her pussy. She could hardly believe she was doing this – to a complete stranger – in front of some of the more senior men from work. The fact they were Black men only made it seem more wicked and shocking, for some reason.

She moaned softly as he pushed up at her thighs, and she began to slowly ride up and down on his big cock.

Then a third man walked out from behind the partition, like the others, masked and wearing nothing but a thong. He dropped the thong almost at once and then knelt at the first man's shoulder. Taking her hair in his fist, he forced her to bend over and twisted her head to the side, pushing his cock into her mouth.

She sucked weakly, still riding slowly up and down on the first man's cock, gurgling and moaning as he pushed his into the back of her mouth. She pushed against his hips for a moment but then he and  the  first  man  pulled  her  wrists  together  behind  her  back  and  clipped  the  shackles  together, restraining her.

He forced himself deep several times, holding her by the hair, her face jammed against his groin for long seconds before he eased back.

He pulled his saliva-coated cock free and stood up, moving around behind her as the first man knelt in his place and guided her lips to his limp cock. She licked and sucked on it, moaning as the man underneath squeezed her breasts in hard fingers and thrust up into her.

The  second  man  pulled  the  dildo  free  of  her  rectum  and  pressed  his  own  thick  cock  against  her wrinkled opening.

“Oh man!” one of the men said with a groan.

“Look at that slut take those big cocks,” another said in excitement.

Zoe gurgled and moaned and gasped in pain as the cock slowly pushed up into her body. The man next  to  her  kept  twisting  her  hair,  making  her  lick  more  energetically,  to  suck  on  his  balls  and massage his cock-head. He began to stiffen, and soon he was as hard as the other two, jammed into her throat as the one behind pushed her to bend her over more and forced the last inch of cock up her ass.

She was crushed between the three powerful black bodies, their hands mauling her breasts as they thrust themselves into her body again and again and again. Her pussy ached, and she had cramps deep in her belly, but the fever was upon her, and she whimpered and moaned and shuddered as the three men used her with hard, skillful thrusts.

She came, twisting and writhing, crying out in a loud, undulating animal howl as the orgasm tore through her. The three thrust harder, their hands clawing at her, until all three had spilled themselves inside her.

Dazed, she could not lay back to recover. The Black men stood, hip to hip, and she was placed on her knees, her wrists still shackled together, with the shackles around her ankles now attached to each other and her wrists as well.

She licked and sucked at each man's balls in turn, mouthing their cocks, massaging them inside her mouth, slowly getting then hard again until three stiff black cocks pointed menacingly at her.

Now she took turns swallowing them, but the men guided her, using her hair as a handle, pulling her down to the base of their hard cocks and jerking her up and down, then ceding her mouth to another.

Then, suddenly, they released her hair, letting her kneel, swaying, dazed, jaw slack, as they pumped their cocks. Each of them came in turn, spraying their seed over her face and body. When they were finished, one of them gave her a push with his foot and she fell back with a moan, laying on the marble floor, wrists and arms still shackled together.

The  men  applauded  excitedly,  but  the  three  Black  men  were  not  yet  done,  not  quite. They  stood over her, holding their now limp cocks, as if waiting.

And then, as one, long streams of urine spat from each of their cocks, spraying into her face and against her chest and belly.

She sputtered and gasped and coughed, shaking her head, trying, weakly, to turn away, but one of them stepped on her hair and they continued to empty their bladders over her body until they were done. Only then did the Black men leave, as Zoe lay there, dazed, covered in come and urine.

“Excellent show, Brad,” she heard one of the men say.

“Wow, wouldn't have believed any woman would let herself be that degraded,” another voice said.

“What a slut she is!” another said with a laugh.

“A whore will do anything for money,” Stevens boasted. “You just have to find her price.”

He walked over to her, to the edge of the urine covering the floor around her, crunched up some one dollar bills, and threw them onto her as he laughed and joined the others on their way to the door.

After they were all gone, one of the Black men came back, unclasping her shackles from each other, but leaving them on her. Then he took her leash and forced her to crawl across the floor, dripping urine, to an emergency exit. He led her outside and around the side of the building – still crawling, to where a hose lay.

“Stay,” he ordered.

He picked up the hose and sprayed her with the cold water. It was a hard spray and made her skin ache, but also woke her mind up from the shock which had come over it.

He pulled her to her feet, but still held the leash, leading her back inside, up a back stairs, and into a bathroom. He ordered her to stand in the shower and soaked her again, this time with warm water, then soaped her up, head to toe.

With her still soapy, he gave her an enema, then a douche, and had her empty herself into the toilet.

He then rinsed off the soap, brushed her teeth, made her gargle with mouthwash, and then brushed out her hair and dried it.

Then  he  led  her  into  a  bedroom  –  obviously  a  guest  room,  from  its  lack  of  knick-knacks  and personal possessions. He locked her wrist restraints together behind her back, tied the leash to the headboard, and left her there on the bed.

Five minutes later, one of them she recognized from the “performance” she'd put on, came into the room, looking a little embarrassed, but eager as he stripped and then climbed atop her.

Not  all  the  men  who  had  watched  her  performance  fucked  her  that  day,  just  three  of  them.  One sodomized her. Another spanked her hard and made her call him daddy and beg for his forgiveness for being a whore.

When they were all done Stevens came in and she had to give him a lap dance.

“I'll expect you at work promptly on time tomorrow, slut,” he said, shaking his finger warningly.

Numbly, she dressed in the clothes someone had brought up, then made her way out the door alone, the hubub of laughter and conversation coming from the rear of the house as she went to the Lexus.

She opened it and sat down, then shifted and pulled something out from underneath her. It was a stack of bills, an actual stack, with the bank paper around the middle. They were hundreds, and she held it in her hand and stared at it doubtfully, her frazzled mind trying to think, trying to understand.

There were a hundred bills, and that made it ten thousand dollars.

Most of the jobs she'd held hadn't paid that much for six months of work.

She drove slowly home, and at every red light, she picked up the bills and stared at them.

She  almost  forgot  to  change  skirts  when  she  got  home,  but  remembered  at  the  last  minute,  and walked slowly, feeling bruised inside, down the corridor from the elevator to her apartment.

Rob was on the couch with his friend Joey, and they were laughing and jeering and shouting as they played some sort of video game together. She shook her head and went to check on the baby.

She would be back at work tomorrow morning. No matter how degrading and how humiliated she was by what Stevens forced her to do, she simply could not see how she could quit.

And a dark, nasty, wicked side of her knew that money was not the only reason. She felt a flush of fear at that recognition. What was she becoming? And how bad a creature would she turn into if she stayed with Stevens?

She was simply going to have to find out.

End
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