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Kerry felt very much as though she'd led a
charmed life of late. While everyone around her was seeing their
jobs, their careers, and their financial situation, not to mention
their families, fall into the toilet, somehow or other, she always
managed to sidestep it all. If just barely.

She'd gotten into college with a partial
scholarship just before the scholarship changed its criteria. Then
she'd gotten student grants until they'd stopped. She'd qualified
for student loans while so many others were being rejected. And the
government program which helped that ended in her final year at
university, when, at twenty three, she emerged from six years of
academia with a masters degree in molecular biology.

And a sizable student loan, of course.

So many of her colleagues had then found
themselves working as waiters and waitresses, if they were lucky.
But Kerry had gotten a fantastic job as a lab assistant in a small
research arm of the university, where, not only was she making
decent money, but was actually working on research which was her
primary interest!

Then there was Colin.

Colin was everything she wasn't, except
smart. He was that. But he'd never gone to university. He hadn't
the money. On the other hand, she ruefully wondered what the point
was given his job as a carpenter for a home renovation outfit was
paying him more than she got. He was sweet, if not overly
sophisticated, handsome, with a great body.

He was, all in all, a great companion and
boyfriend, and between the two of them, though with much
trepidation on her part, they'd been able to buy a house at a
fraction of its value. Of course, it needed a lot of work, but
Colin and his friends would be able to do that, again, at a
fraction of the price anyone else would have had to pay.

There wasn't much leeway in their budget
now, of course, but it would be worth it. It would take him a year
or so to fix the place up, but once he had they could sell it again
and make good money, or simply live in it, if that was their
desire. She was hoping it would sell for a nice amount and she
could use a chunk of that to repay some of her student loan.

But in the meantime, she and Colin were a
pair of survivors, and successful, while so many around them had
nothing but sob stories about their miserable existence in their
parents basement or in low end apartments in grimy areas while
working at minimum wage jobs.

She hadn't taken it for granted, though.
Just because the hammer hadn't hit her yet didn't mean she and
Colin weren't always wary about what might happen. That was what
made buying the house such a risky affair. But what else was there
to do? Live in a cheap rental apartment, paying money to someone
else for years?

Colin was sure this would work, though, and
she had confidence in him. He'd make it into a beautiful house,
then sell it, and get a start on his dream of starting his own home
renovation firm.

As she headed into the lab that morning,
pulling on her white lab coat, she had no idea it was all about to
change.

She looked around in profound satisfaction.
The lab was everything she’d ever dreamed it would be. Doctor
McKendrick was something of a genius, and yet kind and helpful to
boot. His other research assistants, Susan, Peter, and Mark, were
all fun to be around, and going to work was something she actually
looked forward to.

“Hey, guys,” she said as she went down the
south side aisle between the long counters, headed for her
desk.

“Hey Princess,” enjoy your evening?” Peter
asked.

She snorted and shook her head. Her evenings
were filled with pounding and hammering and sawing these days. As
the guys at work well knew.

“I come here for some peace and quiet,” she
replied.

“My place is probably worse with all the
traffic, not to mention the damned overhead train,” Susan
grumbled.

Susan, with only a bachelor’s degree, was
the junior assistant, and it wasn’t nearly as high paying a job as
Kerry’s. She was a plump little blonde, and didn’t have a boyfriend
to share expenses either.

“My place is peaceful,” Mark said, a trifle
smug.

“Yeah, and you have an hour’s commute to get
to it,” Peter said. “No thanks.”

“It’s worth it,” he said.

“Better hope the price of gas doesn’t keep
going up.”

Mark made a face and gave a half nod.

“Where’s Paul? He should be in by now?”
Kerry said.

“He is. He was called to a meeting.”

Kerry wondered about that. Nothing was
scheduled, as far as she knew, and she ought to know. But she got
down to work, studying the results of the overnight runs the
computers made when the university was quieter. The others got on
with their work, too. And the next words she heard, other than some
murmured comments about a movie Peter and Mark were talking about,
were “People, I’m sorry to say I have some bad news.”

And that was when her charmed life ended. Or
so she thought.

Their funding had been cut, and unless more
could be found, and Professor McKendrick wasn’t very optimistic,
they would all be looking for work, including him. As for their
research into genetic manipulation to help cure diseases, that
would just have to be left for another time and place.

“Oh this is a fucking disaster!” Colin
exclaimed that evening.

Kerry bit her lip, not able to disagree.

“We’ve not only got the mortgage but the
bills from all the stuff I’ve bought to put into the renovation.
And we can’t hope to sell the place until I’m done!”

“He might be able to find more funding,” she
said helplessly.

“Shit!”

It was, as he said, “a fucking disaster” and
she saw no way to avert it, nothing she could do about it. The
supply of available lab jobs was slim, to say the least, and would
be even slimmer with the funding cuts. Theirs wasn’t the only place
being cut, and others would be scrambling for jobs too.

As the days went by, the likelihood of
securing more funding went down, and her anxiety level rose. She
had no idea if she’d even be able to find a job as a waitress,
never mind a lab assistant, and the monthly bills wouldn’t begin to
be covered by what Colin made!

And then Peter drew her aside one
afternoon.

“Let’s go for a walk.”

“What? Why?”

“We need to talk. It’s important.”

She shrugged and followed him out into the
corridor, then down the hall.

“About what?”

“Your life. And mine. Our jobs.”

“I don’t see what we can do about it.”

“You know I party a lot.”

She snorted.

“Yeah, yeah, I know. The thing is, I meet a
lot of people who also party a lot. They know other people. And so
on.”

“So?”

“There’s this guy who told me about this
other guy who has a lot of money. His name is Donovan. Liam
Donovan. He’s an Irish immigrant, and he sometimes donates money to
the university for research because his daughter goes here.

“So?”

“I asked Paul if he’d ever approached the
guy, and he said that the two had an argument at an alumni party
once, so it was pointless.”

“Okay, and so?”

Peter looked out the window as they
walked.

“It’s possible you could persuade him.”

“Persuade Paul to change his mind and
approach – ?”

“No. It’s possible you could persuade
Donovan to donate some funds to keep our research project
going.”

“How could I do that? I don’t even know the
man?!” she exclaimed, bewildered.

“From what I’ve been told Donovan is a very
nice guy, and he really likes pretty girls.”

Kerry stared at him in astonishment. “You’re
kidding.”

“I’m desperate.”

“You’re insane!”

“All I’m suggesting is you talk to him,
nothing more.”

“You think some rich guy is going to give us
a million bucks because I talk to him? Who do you think I am,
anyway, Miss America?!”

He rolled his eyes at her. “Kerry, you’re fucking hot, okay.”

She glowered at him indignantly, despite the
fact he was complimenting her.

“I’m also living with a guy. Remember
that?”

“I’m not saying you have to sleep with the
guy! Middle aged men have a soft spot for pretty young girls.
Partly it’s sexual, partly it’s paternalistic. Who knows? What have
you got to lose?!”

“My dignity!”

“I’m not saying you have to beg. I know
where the guy has lunch. If you sat down at his table he definitely
wouldn’t order you away.”

“Why don’t you ask him?”

“He’s not gay.”

She let out a bark of disbelieving
laughter.

“Tell him about the project. Ask him if he
would consider lending his support. As for your dignity, how much
of that are you going to have on welfare after the bank takes your
house and Colin’s truck away for non payment?”

She glared at him angrily, despite the fact
he was not far off the truth. Or maybe because of it.

“Forget it!”

“Remember, part of your job, if you ever
hope to one day be running your own project, is to secure funding.
That means sucking up to people, Kerry. You know it as well as I
do. You suck up to the rich guys in hopes of getting enough money
to do what you want do. How is this different?’

Well, of course, it wasn’t exactly, except
for his suggestion she use her attractiveness as part of the
persuasion. But even there she admitted to herself that such things
weren’t entirely unknown. And as he said, it wasn’t like she had to
sleep with the guy.

She wasn’t sleeping with Colin lately
either, for that matter. It was funny how economic stress had
quickly grown into short tempers and stress between the two of
them. Her guilt, because she felt she was letting him down, didn’t
help either. Peter was right. Fuck her dignity. She would do
anything she had to.

“Where does he eat?” she asked
resignedly.

*

Kerry didn’t really consider herself to be
‘fucking hot’, even if Colin, and now Peter assured her she was.
She tried to see herself as this incredibly sexy girl men would
give scads of money to please, and just didn’t see it.

She had wavy brown, shoulder length hair,
and an oval face with high cheekbones, a small, slim nose, and full
lips. She was pretty, she conceded, though not in what she thought
of as a sexy or seductive way. She considered an appeal to the
paternalistic side of him. She could do that. She could play the
forlorn little girl well.

In her experience, though, men tended to
respond better to the sexy types. So she put on a bit more makeup
than was the norm for her, and added a tight red sweater dress and
black high heeled boots: one of those almost unintentionally sexy
outfits Colin really loved. The dress was presentable, and hardly
the sort of thing you’d wear to vamp things up.

But it did flatter her slender body, and
make her breasts seem even bigger than they were.

She was not a shy girl, but she was not used
to sitting down at a strange man’s table, either. She decided that
diffident would just embarrass them both, so intended to brazen it
out. Act confident, and people will treat you better, she
thought.

And if that didn’t work maybe she’d try the
forlorn little girl.

The restaurant was a good one, not the kind
you just walked into and sat down at, even if you were ‘fucking
hot’. There was a maitre’d at the door, and he looked at her with a
practiced eye which she was sure discounted her forty nine dollar
sweater dress in an instant.

“May I help you?” he asked smoothly.

“Yes, I’m here for lunch with Mister
Donovan,” she said. “Liam Donovan.”

He hesitated. “He’s at his usual table, but
failed to mention he had a guest coming.”

“I wasn’t sure if I could make it,” she
said. “Is that a problem?”

“No, of course not. This way, please.”

Her heart beating faster and faster, she
followed him through the aisles to the rear, where a middle aged
man sat at a small corner table, his back to the corner. He seemed
of average height and weight, she thought as they approached. His
hair was longer than she’d expect, and he had a neatly trimmed
beard and mustache.

His eyes flicked up at them as they
approached. They passed over the maitre’d with little interest,
then focused on her with growing surprise as it became evident they
were going to his table.

“Hi, Liam,” she said. “Sorry I’m late, but I
did tell you I wasn’t at all sure I could make it.”

He stared at her in confusion even as she
beamed at him, winked, and sat down across from him.

“Have you ordered yet?” she asked.

“As a matter of fact,” he said, “I was just
about to.”

“I’ll have whatever you’re having,” she said
confidently.

He raised his eyebrow, then ordered a steak,
medium rare, with onions. He had, she thought, a nice, lilting
Irish voice. She’d always liked Irish and British accents.

He ordered more wine, and an extra glass,
and when the maitre’d left, looked at her cynically.

“Before we have lunch, maybe you should give
your sales pitch. I might save you some time.”

“What makes you think I’m trying to sell you
anything?” she asked with an innocent look.

He snorted in amusement. “Whenever a lovely
young woman half my age pretends we’re old friends I know something
is coming.”

“It could be something good,” she said
coquettishly.

“In my experience, most good things have a
price. What’s your name?”

“Kerry. Kerry Sanderson.”

“And what are you selling, Miss
Sanderson?”

“Please, call me Kerry.”

“And you can call me Mr. Donovan.”

“That’s not very friendly,” she said,
pouting a bit, or pretending to.

“I’m a friendly guy. It’s just that not many
lovely young girls want to be friendly towards me simply because of
my wit and wisdom.”

“How foolish of them. I value wit and
wisdom.”

“I’m sure you do, but you’ve never been
treated to any of mine, so something else drew you to my table, and
it wasn’t my stunning masculine beauty.”

“You’re a handsome man,” she protested.

“I’m a decent looking man in his forties.
You’re a very attractive young girl -- .”

“Woman,” she interjected.

“Girl, in her what, early twenties, late
teens?”

“I’m a laboratory researcher at the
university,” she said.

“Graduate student?”

“That was last year.”

He nodded. “So you’re looking for money
because of the funding cuts that were announced last month.”

She was surprised. “You know about
those?”

“Yes, luv, they’ve been after me for more
funding already. So you can save your time.”

“But they probably wanted a lot of money and
we only need a little bit,” she protested, holding her fingers up
to show how insignificant the sum would be.

He sniffed and took another sip of wine,
eying her over the rim.

“Only reason I’m talking to you is you’re
pretty, and have a really nice chest.”

She flushed a bit, but bit back a protest.
It almost seemed as if he were poking at her to see how she’d
react, rather than being deliberately insulting.

“Thank you, I think,” she said.

“Got a boyfriend?

She nodded.

“Pity. Otherwise you and I could negotiate
something.”

She frowned uncertainly. “What do you
mean?”

“Everything has a price, Kerry.”

She flushed, starting to get angry. “Are you
suggesting – .”

“Me, suggest that a pretty girl might be
interested in say, going out with me simply because I have a lot of
money? Perish the thought,” he said sarcastically.

She subsided a bit. Going out with him
wasn’t the same as what she’d thought, not really.

“I’m not that mercenary. Besides, I’m sure
you have no problem finding women to date.”

“You’d be surprised. It’s not like I have
time to go bar hopping. Besides, I like my women young and lithe,
not old and chubby. Have you ever modeled?”

“What? No.”

“I bet you’re very photogenic. I’m an
amateur photographer, as it happens. I’d love to take some pictures
of you.”

“Would these pictures need to be taken
somewhere warm because of the lack of clothing I’d be wearing?” she
asked cynically.

He grinned boyishly, and she was half
tempted to laugh, despite a sense of indignation.

Boys, she supposed, were boys, no matter
their age.

“Don’t men ever grow out of that urge to
screw any girl that looks attractive?” she demanded.

“Not so’s I’ve noticed,” he said. “I am a
bit more particular, though. I do want a girl with a brain as well
as beauty. So tell me about your project.”

She launched enthusiastically into a
description of what they were doing and what they hoped to get from
it. Their lunch arrived, and they ate, while she tried to
desperately think up small talk which would amuse him. So far his
only real interest had been her chest, as demonstrated by his
frequent glances at it.

He was witty, though, and obviously very
intelligent. She toyed with what it would be like to date such a
man, almost twice her age, if she wasn’t with Colin. Would they
travel in limousines? Would he live in a big mansion?

“Why don’t you come over to my place
tomorrow?” he said.

“Uhm, pardon?”

He grinned. “I’ll check into your project,
ask around. I should have an idea by tomorrow. You drop by my place
and we’ll talk, perhaps agree on something.”

“Uhm, well I…”

“I’m quite safe, I assure you. And there are
several servants about: maids, cooks and the like. I promise not to
attack you.”

“I never thought you would but… well, I
could call…”

“I don’t negotiate over the phone.”

“Negotiate what?’

“Whatever,” he said with a grin.

He handed her a card, gold embossed.

“Drop by after work. I’m not far from the
university.”

He was at least considering it. That was a
huge victory, so all she could do was accept.
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He didn’t live in a huge mansion. He lived
in a ridiculously high penthouse apartment. Even the entrance to
the building was luxurious enough to almost take her breath away.
The walnut paneling in the lobby with the doorman in his uniform,
the hushed atmosphere and restrained lighting made her feel quite
out of place.

There were a lot of buttons in the elevator.
Forty seven, to be exactly. P1 had its own button, and she pressed
it and looked at herself in the mirror on the wall. She hadn’t
dressed up for this, other than to wear her green shirt, which went
well with her hair, buttoned down the middle, and was a bit too
tight for comfort.

She felt mildly ashamed of herself for using
her body to get a man’s attention, but as Peter had said, how
dignified was welfare?

Almost as soon as she’d entered the building
she’d been feeling a sense of, not quite excitement, but certainly
considerable interest in the place. She’d never been in a building
like this, never experienced luxury up close. She was halfway
determined not to let it all impress her but it did regardless.

The door was opened by a tall, elegantly
dressed man in a three piece suit.

“How do you do, Miss Sanderson,” he said.
“Please come in.”

Swallowing nervously, she stepped through
the door and into a world like those she’d only ever seen on
television. She had to fight to keep from craning her neck around
like a gauche tourist as he led her into the apartment.

Apartment? The entry hall was bigger than
her living room and dining room combined! The living room was
bigger than her house! The kitchen was enormous! There was an
island as big as a car in the middle, a big car. It was an open
concept apartment, but she’d never seen one so enormous. The man
led her through the house and then out through huge glass walls to
something she thought was simply too large to call a deck.

Her eyes widened. There was a large swimming
pool on the deck. At one end, water tumbled into it from above. The
pool was right up against the very edge of the deck, with water
spilling over the lip. The side of the pool was glass, and they
were forty eight floors up.

“Nice view, eh?”

“Uhm.”

Donovan was laying on a chaise lounge under
a umbrella with a newspaper in hand and a drink on the table beside
him.

“I’d be afraid to go in it,’ she said,
staring.

“Afraid the glass will break?” he asked.
“It’s half plastic and six inches thick. I’m told you’d need an
anti-tank gun to break through it. And the company involved would
face one helluva bloody lawsuit if the occupants went spilling down
onto the street below along with thousands of gallons of
water.”

“I still wouldn’t trust it.”

“Neither did I. That’s what I hired a
private engineer to reassure me.”

She sat down, gingerly, eyes still on the
pool.

“You want to, don’t you,” he said with a
grin.

“I couldn’t!”

“Yes, you could. It really is quite safe.
And a lovely young girl in a bikini is just what this deck
needs.”

She snorted and turned back to him.

“Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t bring my
bikini.”

“I bet you look absolutely smashing in it,
too,” he said with a flirty grin.

“Of course,” she said.

She wore a one piece most of the time, in
truth. She wasn’t really comfortable with how her breasts drew
attention in a bikini. Still, she didn't mind having a rich,
handsome man flattering her.

“I did have some people look into your
project. You didn’t tell me it was McKendrick who was running
it.”

“Is that a uhm, issue?” she asked
anxiously.

“He’s an idiot.”

“He is not!” she said loyally.

“Let’s just say our politics don’t
mesh.”

“Well, but this has nothing to do with
politics.”

“No, it doesn’t. But I don’t see any reason
to put money into his project, as opposed to someone I like.”

“But you like me!” she said, a trifle
desperately.

“I don’t dislike you,” he said with a smile.
“But I don’t know you well enough to like you all that much. I like
how you look, certainly, and you seem like a nice enough girl.
Perhaps if we spent more time together…”

“Uhm, what do you mean?” she asked
warily.

“Have dinner with me.”

“I’m living with a guy!”

He shrugged and smiled. “Tell him you’re
working late. It’ll be the truth, after all. Fund raising is
definitely a part of the job description for the sciences these
days.”

She stared at him helplessly.

“Having dinner with me is hardly a fate
worse than death now is it, Kerry?”

“Well… I guess not.”

“Don’t be too flattering.”

“I’m sorry. I’m just… not thinking. You
surprised me is all.”

“But you’ll stay to dinner.”

“I-I… yes.”

“Excellent. In the meantime, perhaps you’d
like to take a dip in the pool.”

“I didn’t bring my suit,” she said
warily.

“I wasn’t a boy scout, but I do believe in
their motto of always being prepared. There are any number of suits
in the pool room over there. I’m sure one will fit you.”

“But… uhm, dinner…”

“Not till six.”

It was four thirty. She bit her lip and
looked at the pool. The idea of floating right up at the edge, her
arm over the six inch thick glass, looking out at the city, was
compelling. It was scary, but scary attractive. She’d never been a
huge daredevil but she did like a little excitement in her
life.

A woman came out on deck in response to some
unseen call. She was wearing a maids uniform, and Donovan told her
to inform the chef there would be a guest for dinner.

So it wasn’t like she was alone with the man
in his apartment, she thought, a bit anxiously. Of course, wearing
a bathing suit might be considered even more brazenly using her
body than even Peter had suggested, but she couldn’t very well go
into the pool in her clothes. And floating in that pool would be
something to remember forever!

Still, her mind was wrapped in stark
indecision. It was blatantly, shockingly immoral to try and
persuade him to donate money by dressing in a bikini! What kind of
a woman would do that!?

Then again, there was the thought of working
as a waitress...

“All right,” she said, though she had a
swirling, stomach fluttering collection of misgivings.

He nodded and raised his glass in a cheer.
She got up and crossed around the head of the pool, and into the
small room in the corner. There were shelves full of sealed plastic
bathing suits for men and women, all in different sizes. That
reassured her she wasn’t using someone else’s, and that he hadn’t
simply bought something for her.

Unfortunately, it was, just as in a shop,
hard to find something that fit her well. None of the womens suits
were one-piece either. And most were thongs! No way was she going
to wear a thong bikini!

She did let her mind toy with the fantasy of
coming out on deck in a tiny little thong bikini just to see him
drool over her. He was an interesting man, charismatic and
friendly, a little too honest, perhaps, for her tastes, but she
supposed when you were that rich you didn’t have to be quite so
polite about things like noticing the size of a woman’s chest.

None of the suits were particularly
conservative. She wondered what he did if he had older women here
as guests. Perhaps he never did. She did find a thirty-eight D cup
bra which fit her – more or less, but the bottom was a trifle
revealing. It wasn’t a thong, but it did have thin straps angling
up high on her hips, then down to a too-small V of covering over
her front.

The cups were only three quarter cups, too.
Still, that was better than most, which seemed to be half cups. It
wouldn’t have shocked anyone at a beach, though it certainly would
have gotten her a lot of attention. There was only Donovan here,
though, and his interest seemed almost boyishly open. He might make
a few embarrassing compliments but she could cope with those.

And she was taking too long! He was going to
wonder what the hell she was doing in here!

She looked at herself in the mirror and
cringed a bit. This was soooo inappropriate! Still, she needed him
to like her, to want to do something for her.

“Stop being so shy,” she told herself. “It’s
a perfectly okay bikini.”

But her face flushed anyway when she finally
opened the door, and she quickly slipped into the water, giving him
little time to see her. Once in the water she felt better, less
like she was flaunting herself, less guilty. Of course, she felt
more anxious as she slid closer to the glass wall, and her pulse
picked up as she drew closer.

“Wow,” she said.

The water was even with the top of the glass
wall. That meant water slopped over it, of course, but there was a
drain running along the outside so the water didn’t fall onto the
street.

“Nice view, huh?”

“Gorgeous,” she said enthusiastically.

So this was how the other side relaxed.

“How’s the water?”

“Cold!”

“Baby.”

“I am not!”

He got up and dove neatly into the water,
then glided under and up to come out nearby.

“It’s not that cold,” he said.

His closeness reminded her that he was a
man, and that he had made little secret of his appreciation for her
as a woman. She felt a rising sense of discomfort, though she knew
he wasn’t about to force himself on her or anything so crude as
that. Then again, it wasn't all discomfort. There was a certain
emotional tingling going on in the back of her mind, a
consideration of what a sophisticated, older, wealthy and powerful
man would be like as a lover.

If she wasn't with Colin, of course!

He was taking note of her cleavage, which
made her face flush again. She felt very brazen. But in an odd way,
felt safe at at it. It wasn't like a man such as him was going to
force himself on anyone, or even be crude about making demands.

“This was the only suit I found that would
fit, except for the slutty ones.”

“I like slutty ones.”

“Yes, well.”

He grinned. “You look fabulous in it, I’m
sure.”

“Thanks.”

“And my pool looks immeasurably better with
you in it.”

He was maneuvering her into a corner, quite
literally, and she put up a hand against his chest.

“Not too close, Mr. Donovan,” she said with
a smile to ease his feelings.

Her hand against his bare chest did nothing
for her feelings, though, except make her even more aware that he
was a man and she was a woman. He was over forty, but he wasn’t
flabby. Obviously there was a gym in this place somewhere, and his
body showed that he made use of it. He had strong shoulders,
muscular arms and legs, and a torso which was flat and, if not
exactly rippling with muscles, certainly well-toned.

“My dear girl,” he said, showing that boyish
grin again, “I would never do anything without an invitation. Your
body belongs to you, after all, not me.”

“Uh, yes, it does.”

That was an interesting way to put it, she
thought.

“Do you ever loan it out?”

“No!”

“Rent?”

“Absolutely not!”

“I suppose an outright purchase is out of
the question then. I can’t buy you as my slave girl?”

“You are a very strange man.”

“No, I’m rich. Rich men aren’t strange,
they’re eccentric.”

“Well then, you’re quite eccentric.”

“But I do live by a set of unbreakable
rules. My word is my bond.”

“Well that’s… good,” she said.

“You could live here, you know.”

“I’m living with a guy,” she reminded
him.

“Love him?”

“Yes!”

“Pity.”

“I should get dressed.”

“Why?”

She didn’t really have a good reason.

“You think I’ll stop trying to persuade you
if you hide that delectable body? Not at all. I’m eccentric and
irresistible. I’m used to getting what I want, too.”

“Well, you’re not getting me.”

“Even for the money to keep your project
funded?” he asked.

She stared at him, anxiety and shock
rippling through her.

“You wouldn’t pay a million dollars just to
sleep with me!”

“I wouldn’t? You ever see that movie with
Robert Redford?”

“An Indecent Proposal?”

He grinned.

“You could hire the best call girls for a
fraction of that.”

“I don’t like call girls. I like real girls,
smart girls, girls I can talk with.”

He looked down at her. Her chest was just
above the water, and she self-consciously folded her arms across
it.

“Girls I can surprise and teach things
to.”

“But I’m living with a guy!” she said, a
trifle desperately.

“And I’m an indecent rotter with a lot of
money.”

She didn’t know what to say to that.

He grinned and swam backwards away from her,
and she felt her heart slowing.

Did he really think she would sleep with him
for a million dollars?! Well, if he was offering it to her... no,
of course not! But that didn't even bear considering! He wasn't
offering it to her!

Was he really willing to donate a million
dollars to the college to sleep with her!?

No, he was just joking. He was teasing her.
She snorted, and eased forward through the water. Climbing out of
the water dripping wet made her feel extremely sexual with his eyes
upon her. There was no hiding the interest in them, but she fought
the instinct to try and cover herself with her arms again like…
like a little girl or a shy virgin.

He dried himself and sat back in the chaise
as she looked for a towel.

She flushed at his eyes on her. “Stop
staring at me,” she said.

“I'm not staring, Kerry. I'm … appreciating.
What man wouldn't appreciate the sight of a beautiful girl in a
bikini dripping wet in the sunshine?”

She scowled, but couldn't really argue, especially given his
description of her as beautiful, which further stroked her ego.

“You must have spare towels.”

“The same place I have spare bikinis,” he
said with a smile. “Would you like some wine?”

She shrugged helplessly.

“Why not.”

She got a towel and then sat down and picked
up the glass, determined to enlighten him on the merits of their
research. She was only mildly surprised to learn he actually had
looked into it and the progress made.

“I wouldn't consider investing this kind of
money into a worthless project no matter how beautiful you were,”
he said at her evident surprise. “I don't care if you were sitting
there naked and offering me every inch of your beautiful ivory body
for my appreciation.

“Ivory?” she asked with raised eyebrow.

“Well, you don't have much of a tan.”

“I'm too busy working to spend much time at
a … pool,” she said defensively.

“Well after spending some time here you can
have a beautiful golden body.”

She rolled her eyes.

The maid came to the doorway.

“Mister Donovan? There's a phone call on the
secure line,” she said.

He sighed and stood up. “You enjoy the pool
for a bit by yourself. I have to take this inside.”

She was relieved, nodding as he walked
inside. She sighed and sat back, looking around her. Imagine living
in a place like this, she thought. The rich sure do lead different
lives. The view was spectacular, and she couldn't help, after a
bit, sliding into the water and moving towards the edge again. She
looked down on the city and felt a sense of smugness she was
certain was only a shadow of what the real rich felt.

Lucky bastards!

Ten minutes later Donovan showed up at the
door, dressed in a perfectly tailored, extremely expensive looking
three piece suit. She looked up in surprise.

“I have to meet a man,” he said, sounding
irritated. “But it's only a fifteen minute meeting downstairs. I'll
be right back. Just enjoy yourself while I'm gone. You can look
around the place too. There's a library and gym just down the hall
here on the inside.”

She nodded and waved. She was enjoying
herself, and didn't mind a little more time on her own to pretend
this was actually her place.

She slipped out of the water and dried
herself again, then sat down to sip at the wine.

She glanced at the door, a sudden very
shocking thought occurring to her. She could skinny-dip here, which
would be fabulous and wildly exciting. What a daring thing that
would be, too! It had been so long since she'd done anything that
daring! She spent several long minutes agonizing over the thought.
She really wanted to, but the mature side of herself told her that
was insane. What if he came back early!?

Topless? What about just topless?

No! Absolutely not!

In the end, she decided not to take the
chance. She did, however, wander up to the doorway and look inside,
then down the hall he said led to the library and gym. Padding down
there in the bikini felt kind of daring, though not nearly as scary
as the thought of skinny-dipping. And no one was around. She eased
up the corridor, enjoying the feel of the soft, deep carpeting on
her bare feet.

The gym was as spectacular as she'd
imagined. The glass wall was at least twelve feet high, and the
room seemed to have every imaginable type of machine. To one side
was a side room with a sauna, and then next to it a cozy little
spa, with a massage table. Hard to get fat when you have all this
at your disposal, she thought.

She headed back to the deck, but stopped at
an open doorway to a room filled with books. She eased in
curiously, wondering what kind of books a man like Donovan would
have. Every kind, it seemed. The room was even higher than the gym,
and had two levels of books. The second level was a narrow wooden
balcony running along the walls above the lower bookshelves,
reached by steep, circular staircases.

She eased in hesitantly, feeling very out of
place in a bikini. There was a pedestal to one side, with an open
book on it. She glanced at it. It looked quite old, but there was
no plaque to indicate how old or who wrote it. She delicately
slipped her fingers under the cover and eased it up to see it was a
copy of Nicholas Nickleby by Charles Dickens.

“That's a first edition.”

She gasped and jumped at the unexpected
voice behind her.

Donovan smiled as he strolled in.

“Are you a lover of books, Miss
Sanderson?”

“Uhm, well,” she said, flushed, “I've always
loved to read.”

“I like to take books like this in hand, and
feel the time melt away back to when the author was writing it,” he
said, picking up the book. “This was signed by the author,
inscribed to a friend of his as a birthday present.”

He pointed out the inscription and Kerry
stared at it, fascinated to think Charles Dickens himself had
written it.

“I bet that's expensive,” she said.

“Everything worth having has a price,” he
said, looking down at her with a smile.

Was he looking into her cleavage, she
wondered suspiciously. It was hard to tell, and she stepped back,
aware of a rising sexual tension. She wasn't sure of its source
except that... except that she was in a small bikini inside, and
not at a pool in the sun. That had, for some reason, an entirely
different feel to it.

“We should go back to the pool,” she
gulped.

But he insisted on showing her other rare
books, and despite herself, Kerry was interested. She just wished
she was wearing more clothing! Still, she couldn't be rude, and he
was diverted from talking about her body, at least. As she followed
him around, however, she couldn't put it out of her mind, and was
entirely aware of just how few bits of clothes she wore, and how
tight they were across her body.

They went back out into the hall, back
towards the pool, which gave her a sense of relief, but then he
paused at the doorway.

“Let me show you something,” he said, gently
taking her arm.

She reluctantly followed along, and wound up
in a room devoted to photography. He had a number of cameras, along
with an array of lighting and filters. She came to realize he was
something of a nerd himself, at least in terms of his cameras and
books. That was heartening, in a way. And then, of course, he
pointed a camera at her.

“No, no!” she said, raising her hand.

“Come on,” he said. “You're not going to put
on some sort of false modesty act and pretend you don't want a bad
picture of yourself taken?”

“My hair – .”

“Looks charming. I should know. I'm very
heterosexual, you know, and a connoisseur of beauty in all its
forms.”

She eased her hand down. What was she
worried about anyway? That he'd put it on the internet or
something? That he'd drool over it later when alone? Liam Donovan
wasn't a boy, he was a man. Of course, some men acted like boys...
But not this man, if she was any judge of character.

“You're not going to get me to take my
clothes off, you know,” she said, after several poses.

“Of course not. You're not the kind of girl
to pose for naked pictures.”

She made a face and he smiled.

“Who took them?”

“What? I didn't say I – .”

“Of course you did. So who took the
pictures?”

Her face flushed. “Just... my boyfriend,
okay? We're allowed to do that!”

“Of course you are.”

“And you're not my boyfriend,” she said,
narrowing her eyes.

“Of course not. What did you think of the
pictures?”

She snorted and rolled her eyes.

“The qualify of a picture is reliant not
only on the subject matter – that would be you, my dear, but on
both the technical quality of the photograph and the imagination,
the art, if you will, of the photographer. Any idiot can take a
clear, sharp picture in this day of digital photography, but the
art, ah, that's something else again. That requires a particular
ability.”

“They weren't all that sharp. He took them
with his camera phone.”

Donovan smiled and shrugged. “Not unusual.
Fewer and fewer people have real cameras now, or understand the
difference in quality. Let me show you the difference.”

He hooked the camera to a computer on a
nearby table, and a large screen lit up with a picture of her. It
was … amazing. The clarity was there, but more than that. The
lighting was such that it made her look almost ethereal, and there
was certainly no doubt she looked... well... beautiful, gorgeous
even. It didn't focus exclusively on her boobs, like Colin's
usually did, and her face had an interesting look, a sort of
wariness, but still friendly and even, well, happy.

“It's... really good,” she said in
surprise.

“Naked would be even better.”

“No. way.”

He smiled, and persuaded her to pose for a
few more, then they looked at them and she felt that sexual tension
rising again. Fortunately, the maid came to notify him dinner would
soon be ready. He tried to persuade her to just come as she was,
but she darted back for her clothes.

The dinner was as spectacular as the photos
had been, as his library and gym were, as the view was. Oh yes, she
could certainly get used to this sort of life. But not without
Colin.
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Colin was starting to piss her off. The
stress, the tension, of what they were going to do for money was
rising as the end of the project got closer. The stress at work was
taking its toll on the others, too. She got nothing from Donovan
but a “I'm still considering it”, and invitations to more dinners,
which she turned down.

Damn him! He had all the money in the world.
Some of the sculptures, paintings and books he'd shown her in his
library were worth a million dollars by themselves! He could fund
the project if he wanted to without it bothering his fat wallet in
the least!

But why should he? That was the problem.

Damn it! Her house was nothing like the
luxury he had, but it was cozy and warm and lovely, and they'd wind
up having to lose it! At least, not until they sold it! That
bastard!

And how was that his issue or fault, some
part of her asked. He was under no obligation to help some
stranger. There were a lot of people in financial difficulties. He
couldn't help them all.

She'd have to make herself a lot less of a
stranger in order to qualify for his interest. And she was pretty
sure what that would involve. Could she do it? She had to at least
think about it. He was not an unattractive man. Absent Colin she
could see letting herself be seduced by him. There was a certain
impressive and attractive quality to wealth and power, after all,
quite aside from the fact he seemed witty, intelligent and
sophisticated.

What would he be like in bed, she
wondered.

But she was loyal to Colin! On the other
hand, Colin was going to be ruined if she couldn't come up with her
share of the bills. And as the time ran down there was only one way
she could think of to do that. And he certainly would not
approve!

Could she face herself being some sort of
part-time mistress on the side to a wealthy man? For money? That
was like prostitution! But then again, he wasn't paying her
anything. So that made it something else again. Would sleeping with
Donovan even guarantee the money would be given to the
university?

Then again, he hadn't sounded like he was
talking about a one time deal.

I shouldn't even be considering this, she
told herself angrily.

But then again the contrast between the
suave, sophisticated, charming Donovan and all his bright, sunny,
beautiful penthouse, and her increasingly sullen, resentful, angry
boyfriend was starting to make her think Donovan would be far more
comfortable to be around than Colin!

Colin never blamed her, of course. He was
honest enough to recognize that it was certainly not her fault. But
he wouldn't be human if some part of him didn't hold her
responsible, even if subconsciously, and the stress of impending
financial disaster was not making him a pleasant guy to be
around.

Her heart was beating a mile a minute when
she called Donovan again and accepted the invitation to come over
after work. She felt almost light-headed, sometimes despairing of
her lack of options, and sometimes... filled with a strange sense
of wild exhilaration and anticipation. Whatever being with Donovan
was like, she didn't think it would be boring.

He was in an amazingly expensive suit when
he opened the door himself.

“Delighted you could come, Miss Sanderson,”
he said, giving her a hug and a chaste kiss on the cheek. “Do come
in.”

Flushing, she entered, looking around for
the maid.

“Servants night off,” he said.

The tension in her ratcheted up, but there
was a sense of relief, too.

He led her out to the pool.

“Go ahead, find something to put on,” he
said.

She flushed, cringing a little. He must know
that her return visit meant she was more desperate than before, and
probably thought she had reconsidered.

She was more than a little numb about the
fact she indeed had reconsidered, and so simply nodded, glad to get
her overheated face out of his sight. She breathed again as she
closed the door and looked at the shelves. She tried to find the
suit she'd worn last time but everything was in bags, new. What did
he do to suits after people had worn them, throw them out and buy
new ones?

As before, most of the suits were too small
for her, or too large. But there was one that hadn't been there
before. Oh yes, it was her size, all right. The top was smaller,
not half cups, but maybe one third, barely covering her nipples.
The bottom was a thong.

She shook her head and couldn't help smiling
to herself, thinking of Donovan having this put her just for her.
She was sure he had. Some part of him was still an adolescent. And
some part of her was determined to parry him. So she opened another
package and found an appropriate bottom (her hips were not
unusually slim or fat, after all). Then she found a bandeau top
which, while too small and too tight, was still considerable more
coverage than the only top in her size he'd left her.

Feeling a trifle smug, she stepped out of
the changing cabin, with a towel this time, wrapped around herself.
Wouldn't he be surprised when he saw she wasn't wearing his
carefully prepared bikini!

She was surprised as she saw him sitting on
the lounge, for he hadn't changed. He was still in his expensive
suit. That flustered her a bit. She felt oddly more naked when he
was fully clothed. But there didn't seem a lot she could do about
it. She padded around the pool to his side.

“You're not changed?”

“I'll change in a bit.”

He was looking at her expectantly, and Kerry
felt her stomach starting to flutter, felt a new sense of tension.
She'd worn the towel to surprise him, but now … now she realized
her error. Opening it would be sort of like... disrobing in front
of him! She felt her chest tighten, and half turned away, then
slipped it off as casually as she could.

That meant she couldn't be looking at his
face as he realized his failure, but she couldn't bring herself to.
She was becoming more self-conscious, and feeling the sexual
tension growing. Resentment was growing too, though. Damnit! She
hadn't gone to school for six years to have to sleep with men to
support herself!

“Nice suit,” he said.

She turned her face at last, a challenging
look on it.

“Do you really think so? You didn't expect
something else, perhaps?”

“What else?”

“Maybe a thong bikini with tiny cups?”

He shrugged and looked bemused. “I wouldn't
have minded it.”

She frowned, wondering. Could he possibly
not have specifically selected a suit for her? Who bought the suits
anyway?

She had to sit. Standing like this was like... like posing her body
for him!

She sat abruptly.

“Mr Donovan,” she said, bracing herself.

“Yes?”

“About that uhm, donation to the
university.”

“Yes?”

“I was wondering – .”

“Me too.”

She blinked. “What?”

“You're a smart girl, Kerry,” he said. “You
also seem pretty solid, emotionally.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you don't act like a poor little
girl who thinks any man ought to be willing to help you out any
time you're in trouble. You know that's not true.”

“Of course it's not!”

“So since there's no overriding reason for
me to donate a million bucks to your university, you want to give
me one.”

“Well...”

“And the only thing you have to bargain with
is your body.”

Kerry felt blood rushing to her face.

“Not your body alone, of course. I could
rent a body, a perfect, gorgeous female body, from any number of
very willing women. Hell, I could buy them by the score. It's not
your body I'm interested in, or at least, not by itself. Your body
has very little value to me without the rest of you.”

“The... rest of me?” she gulped.

He reached out and pressed his index finger
lightly against the center of her forehead.

“What's in there,” he said. “I want to
interact with that, not merely with a body.”

“Interact?” she said, blinking. “That's a
strange word to use.”

“Play with would seem insulting. Make love
to would be dishonest. I don't love you. And you love another. I
want to... enjoy your mind.”

“Would I be... naked during this enjoyment?”
she asked anxiously.

“Oh yes,” he said with a deep smile.

She flushed again and her chest
tightened.

“Colin...”

“Would never know.”

“But I would know.”

“Well yes, that's true. But aren't you doing
this in part for him? In fact, isn't it mainly for him?”

She bit her lip. “You play dirty.”

“I'm a dirty boy,” he said playfully. “But
always honest.”

She felt a flare of anger. “Its not
fair!”

“Fair? What in life is fair? How many young
women never make it to your age because of some sort of awful
disease? How many spend years educating themselves and then get hit
by a bus? What's fair about you living in your lovely little house
while millions and billions live in tin shacks with sewage floating
past the front doorway? Life, my dear girl, is not and has never
been fair.”

“But – .”

“And, to be blunt, sleeping with me is
hardly a fate worse than death. In fact, the central point of any
encounter will be how many times I can make you climax.”

She squirmed mentally, face flaming as she
turned it away.

“You don't think much of yourself, do you?”
she said scathingly.

“On the contrary. I think a lot about
myself.”

“All right,” she said after a long, silent
minute.

“Say again.”

“All right,” she said, only slightly
louder.

“No, my dear. That's not acceptable. You
will turn and you will look at me and you will speak up and tell me
exactly what you're offering.”

“Damn you!”

“And insulting me had best not be part of
it. Look at me,” he said, voice sharpening.

She turned and looked at him, her mind
squirming with discomfort.

“I wasn't insulting you!”

“Damning me would once have been considered
a crime, you know. You would be calling for me to be damned, quite
literally one of the original curses. When people took religion
more seriously that was punishable under the law. Do you want me to
punish you, Miss Sanderson?”

She felt a flare of alarm, but something
else again, a kind of intrigued sense of breathless
anticipation.

“I'm too big to spank,” she said without
thinking, then cringed.

He smiled almost beatifically. “On the
contrary, my dear. You are a perfectly adequate size for a
spanking.”

Oh God!

He stood up and she scrambled to her feet,
heart suddenly beating very quickly. He moved closer and she backed
up.

“Do you want me to chase you around the
pool?” he asked. “I will if you want to, but aside from
that...”

“No!”

He stepped closer, and, pulse racing, she
forced herself not to move.

“Since the cat appears to have got your
tongue I should explain what I expect of you,” he said, reaching
out slowly.

His finger combed the hair back from her
forehead, gently, skimmed along her cheek, and then as he moved
around behind her, traced their way down her shoulder and bare arm.
She felt herself trembling with tension and alarm.

“To begin with, here is my guarantee,” he
said, fingers combing through her hair, his breath warm against the
back of her neck.

“First: Nothing I do will cause you any
harm. Second: nothing we do, or you do will ever become public
knowledge. Third: I will see to it your project is funded for a
time. And if your relationship with me develops as I expect, I will
within a few months, make that funding permanent and
irrevocable.”

His hand slid around her, fingers caressing
her upper chest, but not touching her breasts.

Her heart was pounding wildly. “But – .”

His hand rose, fingers pressing against her
lips.

“Don't speak yet.”

His other arm slid around her, his hand on
her trembling stomach, and she squeaked in surprise and alarm.

“You will promise never to reveal any
details of our relationship with anyone. You will visit with me at
least once every two weeks, either during the day or afterward. And
what we do will be entirely up to me.”

The hand on her stomach was edging lower,
the fingers sliding into the waistband of the bikini bottom,
teasingly caressing the skin as they slid from side to side.

Kerry's pulse was pounding in her throat,
and she felt a sense of breathlessness, helplessness and
anticipation.

She gasped as his other hand slid into her
hair, tightened around it and then pulled back, slowly forcing her
head up and back. She started to reach up for his hand but he
halted her.

“No!” he said. “You are my plaything, in a
way. I'll decide how to play with you, and what to do with
you.”

“I-It's my body, remember?” she gasped.

“Thus my promise to cause it no harm. Not
that I would anyway. Why would one harm a work of art? Lower your
arms.”

So he wanted someone passive, did he? A
plaything? Some part of her flared angrily at that. But her heart
was still racing, and there was more than anxiety within her
driving it. She could feel the tightness of the bandeau top around
her breasts, could feel them swelling, the nipples already rock
hard.

“I will take pictures,” he said, continuing,
pulling her head back further so that her back arched.

“None will ever make it out to the public.
I'll even sign a contract to that effect, with a million dollar
penalty if I fail to keep them secure.”

She blinked at that. The thought that a
naked picture of her could get out, say on the internet, had always
been there, no matter how much she trusted Colin, and, okay, Joey,
before Colin, and Mark. But a million dollars was a heck of a
compensation for that kind of embarrassment!

“Keep your arms at your sides,” he
directed.

Kerry tried to control her breathing,
alarmed and disconcerted. She was no virgin, but she'd never had an
experience where she basically was required to do as she was told!
All her sexual experiences had been partnerships, sharing, a
joining of two people. This was... as if she was a model he was
posing, or perhaps a toy he was playing with. Instead of doing
something together he was doing it himself, but to her.

The fingers inside the bottom of her suit
never made it into very dangerous territory, and slid back up, much
to her relief, but then they skimmed lightly across the taut
surface of the bandeau, across her breast, and she gasped aloud.
They returned, fingers brushing, rubbing at her nipples through the
top as her face burned.

He released her hair and she drew her head
forward with a gasp of relief, then gulped again as both hands now
cupped her breasts gently, their warmth enveloping her as she felt
his warm breath against the back of her neck.

The bandeau was held together by a clip
between the breasts. His fingers reached for it, then eased it
open, pulling the bandeau back. Kerry felt a hot rush of
embarrassment at the exposure, despite him being behind her. She
was so focused on that she barely noticed, at first, as he drew the
material back around her body, forcing her arms back as he did.

Then she felt her arms forced back even
further, all the way back, with the material wrapped around them,
tightening.

“Wha – what are you doing!?” she
squeaked.

“Whatever I want that causes you no harm,”
he said in a soft voice.

“Th-that hurts!”

“Only a little, and it will ease,” he said
as he played with the bandeau.

Her shoulders ached as her arms were forced
straight back, and the bandeau tightened around her upper arms. But
the ache was only a minor thing. Her mind was focusing instead on
the sudden exploding sense of helplessness!

But then again, she'd been helpless from the
start. Realistically, he was twice her weight and could have done
anything he wanted to if he was of a mind to force her. She tried
to reassure herself with that, and it worked to some extent. She
wasn't afraid of him, not fearing he was some kind of dangerous
psycho (though the thought flitted through her mind).

He spun her around suddenly and she
stumbled, but was caught, his hands on her waist. Her arms jerked
sharply against the bandeau binding them behind her, to cover
herself, but of course, she couldn't. Which, she was sure, was
precisely the idea. She couldn't resist staring at him as he
examined her breasts, then jerking her eyes down, face hot.

“Head up and back,” he ordered, reaching
behind to grip her hair and force her head back.

“Don't!”

“Then do,” he said.

He studied her, and she burned with
embarrassment, pulling her arms helplessly against the bandeau.

“Untie me!” she gulped.

“Why?”

He smiled and moved behind her. Kerry gasped
as she felt him grip her hair, felt herself being tugged backward,
then down.

He was sitting on the edge of one of the
loungers, and now she was sitting across his lap, pulse racing
again. Her breasts were at a level with his face and he was
examining them with interest.

“You really are the complete package,” he
said softly. “Your breasts are incredible. They're perfect.”

Despite the wild anxiety and embarrassment
Kerry felt a little smug sense of pleasure at the obvious
admiration.

Then he cupped one of her breasts, jolting
her. The feel of warm flesh on her flesh, the feel of her breast
throbbing in his hand as he squeezed lightly and lifted. The sight
of him looking at her erect nipple made her mind twist and her
stomach flutter.

He looked up at her and his lips quirked
up.

“Shall we play, my dear?”

What did he mean by that!?

She gasped as he seized her hair again,
forcing her head up and back.

“Oh! Don't!” she cried.

Her head was so far back he couldn't see him
any more. But she felt his finger circling her erect nipple, felt
the pressure as he seized her nipple between his fingers, felt him
… plucking at it, rolling it softly, then pinching and tugging it
out from her body until it stung.

“Ow!”

She heard his soft chuckle, then her nipple
was released, and she felt his fingers gliding down her taut,
stretched body, down between her legs. Her eyes widened as he
cupped her and squeezed lightly.

“Naughty little girl,” he purred, fingers
pressing into her, rubbing up and down through the suit.

Kerry tried to get hold of her breathing
before she hyperventilated, but when she felt the string at the
side of her bottom released, when she felt him tugging her suit
bottom off, her pulse shot up, and her face flamed as she squirmed
wildly, instinctively trying to pull away.

“No, no,” he said. “The prisoner is going
nowhere until she is properly punished.”

Oh God, she thought. He was a kinky
perve!

But his fingers caressed her gently, and
felt a startling surge of sensation.

“Spread your legs,” he barked, in a voice
which caused her to instantly obey before she even thought about
it.

Then she tried to jerk her thighs closed,
only to feel his hand between them, cupping her again, his fingers
curled in and she hissed as they penetrated her, twisting around in
the mouth of her sex. Her mind was spinning with indecision, not
helped at all by a wild sense of sexual anticipation gripping
her.

She gasped as she felt his mouth on her
breast, around her nipple, felt his teeth against her skin, felt
the warmth of his breath and then the feel of his tongue sliding
across her rigid little pink button. The sensations rippled through
her chest and she squirmed helplessly, gulping in air even as his
fingers pushed deeper into her sex.

She … ached. How many fingers was he pushing
into her!? At the same time, the sensation of being penetrated was
intensely arousing, and then she felt a finger against her
clitoris, and the sensations grew even more intense.

She couldn't even see what he was doing! She
couldn't watch it! With her head pulled so far back she could only
look up at the sky! It was almost as if she was divorced from her
own body, or blindfolded, only able to tell from … sensations. And
the sensations were flooding into her!

His fingers began to slide in and out, and
she realized, with a sense of deep embarrassment, that she was very
wet, very slick. The finger rubbing at her clitoris felt even more
exquisite as it stroked slickly across her, and her breast was on
fire. Her mind was flooded with excitement and sensation, and she
felt her hips grinding helplessly against him.

Oh fuck! She didn't want to – !

The orgasm washed over her, and left her
trembling and shaking, gurgling breathlessly as her hips bucked
spastically against his pumping fingers. She'd had orgasms before,
of course, many times. But aside from masturbation, the only time
she'd had them with Colin were when he was performing oral sex on
her.

And she'd never had one quite this intense.
The rush of sensation was overwhelming, and her body bucked and
twisted as her mind focused everything on the pleasure, the wild,
wanton, incredible, wonderful pleasure. She didn't care about
anything else in the world so much as having it continue as long as
possible. She shuddered and moaned and shook, not even breathing as
she let the sensations take her where they would.

And then, finally, as it subsided, she
gulped in air, only then realizing she'd forgotten to breath, and
slumped bonelessly back against him.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


“Wait here.”

Kerry blushed but had little choice but to
obey. She was on her knees, sitting on her heels on the deck, her
arms still tied behind her at the elbows. She swallowed nervously,
but a wild thrill of sexual wonder and anticipation gripped her.
She was still embarrassed, still very self-conscious, and guilt was
gnawing away inside her somewhere. But for now, all she could think
of was what was to come, what he had planned for her...

He returned in no more than a minute or so,
still fully dressed. He walked up to her, then behind her, and
squatted there. She felt him gathering her hair back, felt his
breath on her neck. Then something dark appeared before her. She
had a moment to realize it was a black silk scarf, folded over
several times, before it covered her eyes.

She opened her mouth to protest, but
realized the pointlessness immediately. She felt the scarf pulled
back behind her, felt him sliding her hair out from underneath,
then felt it tightening as he tied it behind her head.

Then his hands slid down her arms, and she
felt them at her wrists, felt silk there, wrapping around them. She
gasped as he pulled them together, then bound them in silk. But a
moment later the bandeau was removed and she groaned in relief as
the tension in her shoulders eased off.

“Spread your knees,” he said.

She hesitated, then gasped at a sharp tug to
her hair.

“Now,” he ordered.

Slightly anxious, she obeyed.

“Wider.”

Blushing, she obeyed.

“Keep your back straight, head up,” he
said.

His other hand cupped one of her breasts,
then slid down between her legs, rubbing lightly, producing a
shocking surge of pleasure at the brief touch.

She felt pressure on her hair, on top, and
gasped in pain. The pressure was irresistible, forcing her upward,
but then it stopped.

“Down,” he said.

She sank down, then halted with a gasp as
she felt something against her, something … hard...

“Down,” he said.

She moaned as she felt it pressing against
the entrance to her sex, felt it pushing into her, spreading her
open. It was thick! It was certainly no finger! But it felt a
little slick, more than the touch against her would allow for. She
sank slowly, feeling it fill the mouth of her sex, then pushing
slowly up, deeper... deeper... She sank down with a helpless groan
as it pushed even more deeply into her body, filling her, over
filling her!

“Spread your legs wider,” he ordered,
slapping at her inner thighs.

“Th-they are!” she protested.

“Wider.”

She groaned, the tendons in her thighs
aching as she stretched her knees wider apart.

“Now lean forward.”

She felt the pressure, the pull against her
hair, forcing her to lean forward, to rise off her heels, then felt
a touch at her back entrance.

“No!” she gasped, twisting suddenly.

“Yes,” he said.

“I don't want – !”

“That doesn't matter,” he said coolly.

She felt the... something... pushing into
her! Something slick and round that forced her sphincter open even
as she protested, and then, surprisingly quickly, it was inside her
and she felt her body close behind it... kind of. She felt
something against her on the outside, but the bulk of the sensation
was inside.

He pulled her back upright, sitting back on
her heels.

“Do you like to perform oral sex, Miss
Sanderson?”

“I... I guess,” she gulped.

“Do you or don't you?”

“I... yes,” she said, flushing.

“Say it.”

“What?”

“Say it. Aloud.”

“Why?”

“Because I told you to.”

She drew in a shaky breath. “I-I … like to
perform oral sex,” she said.

She anticipated what would come next, and
licked her lips anxiously.

“You mean suck cocks.”

She flushed in surprise.

“Yes,” she gulped.

“Say it. Aloud.”

“But – “

She gasped at the sharp pinch to her
nipple.

“Do it.”

“I like... I like... to … to suck cocks,”
she said, her mind squirming, her face heating.

“Again. Louder.”

“I like to... suck... cocks,” she said in
embarrassment.

“Not good enough. Say it aloud,” he
demanded.

She felt his fingers between her legs now,
rubbing against her clitoris.

“I like to suck... cocks!”

“Louder.”

“I like to suck cocks!” she gasped.

“Again.”

“Why are you doing this!?” she moaned.

“Because I love to hear you say it in your
delightful little voice. Again.”

“I like to suck cocks,” she gulped.

God, she felt so slutty saying it out
loud!

“Again.”

“I like to suck cocks!”

She felt a finger along her lower lip,
caressing her, then felt it slide into her mouth.

“Suck.”

She sucked hesitantly, licking at it as it
slid deeper. It pumped slowly in and out as the other finger rubbed
against her clitoris, and she felt a wild, breathless excitement
rising within her. A second finger slid into her mouth and along
her tongue, and she moaned, sucking on them as they pumped slowly
in and out.

This was so fucking wild and kinky!

Kerry felt her mind surging eagerly in
anticipation of what was to come, and sure enough, even as her hips
began to grind against the fingers below, they left her, as did the
ones in her mouth. Then she felt a hand in her hair, tilting her
head up as something considerably larger than a finger pushed into
her mouth.

She felt wild surges of discomfort,
embarrassment, guilt, and alarm mixed with excitement, eagerness
and a wild sense of edgy sexual thrill as she felt his cock pushing
against her. She opened her lips wider, another hot surge bubbling
up from below as she was forced to widen her mouth still
further.

God, he was big!

She felt the soft sponginess of the head
sliding through her lips and onto her tongue.

Circumcised, she thought a little
dazedly.

His cock slid further along her tongue, into
her mouth, and she began suck and lick as his hands took firm hold
of her hair, lifting her up off her heels, pulling her forward.
Emotions seesawed back and forth wildly within her as she sucked on
it, as he pushed deeper, and she felt her body pulsing with a dark
sexual hunger she could not remember ever feeling before. Her
wrists pulled feebly against the silk tie, and every time they did
it reminded her (thrilling her) that she was bound, tied up,
helpless...

His cock quickly grew slick in her mouth,
and assumed that perfect, erotic slipperiness she adored. Saliva
filled her mouth as he pumped slowly in and out, the head pushing
dangerously deep each time, threatening to gag her. He pulled and
twisted at her hair, on the border of pain, pulling her forward
sometimes, or back as he drove his cock slowly into her.

Sometimes he pushed in towards the left,
distending her cheek on that side, and sometimes on the right, and
sometimes he pushed in straight so as to almost reach the entrance
to her throat. And then he did, and she gagged a little. He pulled
out, pulled out all the way, and she gasped in pain as her hair was
jerked up and back.

“Tell me you love to suck cock, little slave
girl,” his voice said softly.

Little slave girl!? The words poured heat
into her, making the game he was playing even more kinky and
thrilling.

“I-I love … to suck cock!” she said,
panting, then gasping as she felt the slick cock rubbing back and
forth across her face.

“Again, slave.”

“I love sucking cock!” she gasped.

The cock pushed against her mouth again and
she spread her lips wide, letting it slide in, sucking eagerly as
it pushed along her tongue towards the back of her mouth. This time
it pushed deeper, the head actually pushing into her throat. Her
mind was so churned by erotic excitement and heat she hardly
reacted until he had pulled back. And again he was out.

“Tell me.”

“I love to suck cock!” she gasped
weakly.

He jerked back on her hair.

“Unghh!”

“Again, slave.”

“I love sucking cock!”

Again the cock pushed into her mouth, his
hands on both sides of her head, behind it, pulling her down the
length of his slick staff as it pushed into her throat. She gagged
again, then felt her eyes bulge behind the silk scarf as it kept
going, sliding smoothly down her throat. It ached, making her feel
like gagging, but she was so stunned and so wild with heat that she
didn't.

It was not the first time she had taken a
guy into her throat. She'd done it before, once, but she had always
gagged when she tried with Colin, and he didn't seem to care
anyway. Now she had little choice in the matter. She could neither
resist nor even protest, as his cock – God, how long was the
thing!? – pushed deeper into her throat, inch after inch sliding
through her taut, straining lips and along her tongue until she
felt as if it would continue all the way into her stomach!

And then her lips reached the bottom, the
base of his cock, feeling the fabric of his trousers against her
lips and nose. The cock stopped, filling her, overfilling her,
throbbing, blocking her completely as he held her in place. She
felt her head starting to pound from lack of air, her chest soon
joining in. Panic began to surge through her system, but then he
drew back, slowly, and that was something else to tear at her
concentration, as she had to fight desperately to control her gag
reflex.

It was out, and she was gulping in air,
gasping for breath as his hand jerked back on her hair, as another
hand caressed and kneaded her breasts, then slid down between her
legs to finger her clitoris.

“Say it, slave girl,” he said into her
ear.

“I-I love s-sucking cock!” she gasped.

He stroked her clitoris, then pressed up on
the dildo and she cried out as it was jammed deeper inside her. The
cry of pain fell away into a shuddering groan of desire and hunger
as she felt it so achingly, wonderfully deep within her body, and
her hips ground against his fingers as they caressed her.

“Are you my little whore, Kerry Sanderson?”
he breathed, nibbling on her ear.

His hand jerked on her hair.

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your... little whore!”

“Again.”

Another jerk at her hair.

“I'm your little whore!”

“Again.”

“I'm your little whore!”

She felt her hair being pulled, up... up
straight, hard, forcing her to stumble to her feet. Then his arms
around her, jerking tight, lifting her, until she fell forward...
across his shoulder! She gasped at a slap to her bottom, then felt
herself being carried. Her wrists jerked against the scarf to no
avail, and her face pressed against the fabric of his suit as he
held her legs tight against his chest.

They walked... somewhere, then he set her
down on something soft. Gasping, panting, she lay back on her bound
arms, her head turning from side to side as though she might see
better. She felt his hands on her legs, behind the knees, spreading
them wide... too wide, and she groaned.

And then pressure against the dildo, jamming
it deeper, so she cried out weakly, her head swimming in heat and
wildness.

His mouth on her clitoris, and she
shuddered, her hips grinding, rolling helplessly, harder and harder
until she cried out, arching and twisting and bucking through an
incredible orgasm, even more powerful than the other, and more
extended, as his tongue licked hard and fast at her spasming,
burning clitoris.

She went limp, chest heaving, alone in a
dark quiet world, moaning to herself. Then, after a brief period,
she felt his fingers in her hair. She half braced herself, and was
not wrong to as she felt the pull, forcing her up and forward. A
hand on her arm helped support her as she slid off onto the floor,
a carpeted floor.

“Lean forward a little, slave.”

She could hardly avoid it, moaning, slumping
as she felt his fingers, felt something around the base of her
breasts, and then, something, a fabric, slender, circling her
breasts, both breasts separately. What... !?

What was he... doing!?

She felt it tightening around the base of
her breasts, like rope, closing loops, squeezing her soft flesh.
Then another loop, perhaps, around each, as he wound something
around them. Her breasts throbbed and seemed to swell out! Her
nipples ached! God!

And then a sharp pinch at first one nipple,
then the other, making her gasp. She felt... weight.. hanging from
her nipples!

Oh! My! God!

What was he doing!?

Her mind roused at the strangeness, unable
to grasp his intent. She felt his hand on her bound wrists, pulling
her arms back and up, lifting them, lifting higher, forcing her to
bend forward further, then further still, her hands forced higher,
well above her head as she gasped and moaned. He released her
wrists, but something else held them aloft.

His fingers at her nipples, then the
pinching grew more intense, and the weight heavier.

“Oww! Wh-what are you... doing!” she
gasped.

A sharp slap to her bottom made her yelp,
made the weights apparently dangling from her nipples swing and
jerk.

Weights hanging from her nipples!?

He was crazy!

His cock against her mouth again, rubbing
back and forth against her lips, then pushing forward as he tugged
back on her hair and her mouth opened almost automatically. His
cock pushed into her mouth, over her tongue, and she moaned around
it, sucking, licking, pushing deeper, then all the way, sliding
down her throat as she choked weakly and gagged. He jammed himself
in to the hilt, pulling her face against him, holding her still as
her head pounded.

Then back and out, and … and nothing, as she
knelt there awkwardly, bent over, arms forced up high, nipples
burning, breasts throbbing. Kerry panted and gasped for breath as
she waited what else was to come.

“Oh!”

The dildo, being shoved up deep again, for
it had slid back a few inches. But he pushed it deeper still, and
she squirmed and gasped in pain as the head stabbed into her
deeper, she thought, than she'd ever taken any cock. But his
fingers began to stroke against her clit, making up for the pain,
making it melt away.

“You love a cock inside you, don't you,
little whore,” he purred.

Kerry only groaned, until the fingers
stopped stroking and instead a sharp slap to her bottom made her
flesh sting.

“You love a cock inside you.”

“I-I yes!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I love a cock inside me!”

“Louder.”

“I love a cock inside me!”

“You love cock,” he said, his voice low, but
his lips almost pressed against her ear.

“I love cock!” she gasped.

“Louder.”

“I love cock!”

“Again.”

“I love cock!”

“Again.”

“Oh God!'

“Again.”

She had to keep saying it, and every time
she did he thrust the dildo into her and rubbed at her clitoris,
but when she failed he stopped, and instead slapped her bottom. She
began to say it again and again, almost like a chant. “I love
cock!” gasping, moaning, crying out “I love cock!” as his fingers
and the dildo turned her insides into liquid fire again. Again!?
How – !?

God!

“I love cock! I love cock! I love cock! I
love cock! I love cock!” she chanted as her hips began to roll in
helpless heated pleasure.

Her breasts throbbed, her nipples
burned.

He stopped, moved, and she gasped as her
hair was pulled, her head lifted up, his cock pushing into her
mouth. Dazed, she opened her mouth, sucking, licking as it pushed
deeper and then down her throat again. She gurgled dazedly around
it as he held her lips against him for long, endless seconds, then
slowly drew back.

“Say it.”

“I love cock!” she gasped, coughing a
little. “I-I love cock!”

Again and again, inspired by a slap to the
bottom this time each time she failed to say it, so that her
buttocks grew hot and ached.

Then his fingers, pumping the dildo, rubbing
at her clitoris, turning her mind to mush under an unending wave of
sensory and sexual heat.

His cock in her mouth, at her throat, deep,
and then almost immediately, pulling back, but not all the way,
instead, forward, and back, and forward. It moved slowly, pumping
in and out of her mouth and throat. Kerry was dazed, light-headed,
her body flaring with heat, her mind swimming in a steamy, sticky
sexual haze, on the edge of climax again. Again!?

She gagged and gurgled and choked a little
as he pulled on her hair, thrust into her mouth and throat, and
then held her tightly against him, fingers tight in her hair.

He pulled back, and she sagged, gasping for
breath, even as the fingers stroked her clitoris and pumped the
dildo. The dildo thrust harder, forcing her hips in and out, and
she shuddered and moaned. Her nipples burned as the weights
dangling from them swung and tugged, and her mind felt as though
nothing else existed in the world but sensation.

Climax. Shattering, shocking, and she cried
out again and again as he rammed the dildo into her and hot fire
spilled through her veins and nervous system. Her head jerked and
bobbed and her body flared wildly as the orgasm took her.

“You love cock, little slave, little whore,”
he whispered into her ear as it began to slowly receded. “You love
cock. And you're my little slave to torture.. with cock.”

She could only gasp, and drool and moan as
the shattered pieces of her mind slowly started to fit themselves
back together again.
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The news came through the next morning that
the project was temporarily saved, for another three months anyway,
while further negotiations took place. The atmosphere at the lab
was joyous, and so Kerry was able to call Colin with a sense of
deep relief hiding her guilt as she let him know. His relief was so
intense it helped ease much of the guilt she had been wallowing in
since the other day.

In fact, some of the guilt was that she
didn't feel guiltier. That... sex... it wasn't even sex. But that
experience with Donovan was so vastly different from every sexual
experience in her life as to almost be an entirely different sort
of thing. Then again, having three massive orgasms hardly allowed
for it to be anything other than a sexual experience.

But she'd only performed oral sex, which was
hardly sex at all, sort of.

God! She'd deep throated him! And it had
been so easy! And he was so big! And she'd deep throated him!
God!

That made her feel a little smug, in fact, a
little awed at her own ability to swallow that much without
throwing up or something.

And then there had been the pictures. Oh
God, the pictures!

They were in black and white, taken while
she was blindfolded, with her arms held up high behind her. She'd
only been able to imagine what she had looked like until then.
Seeing them had shocked her, stunned her! Her breasts had seemed so
big, so … hard because of the rope encircling them, and sort of
pointed out to either side a bit, the round weights pulling on her
nipples... her body, so... so darkly erotic, and her face half
hidden behind the blindfold...

The sight of the dildo, that had made her
blanch. It was so big! There had been several pictures, in fact.
The first showed it, the entirety of it, beneath her, earlier, with
her arms behind her. Then the next picture, with it piercing her
body, the thickness of it spreading her opening wide, then the
third and finally the fourth, with it all inside her.

God!

The things he'd done to her!

It was so... degrading! And yet, it had
turned her blood to fire. She had acted like... like a whore!

His little whore...

Who loved cock...

God!

It had been so hard to concentrate on
anything else since then. Her body still echoed with the remembered
sensations, and the emotions and thrills which had filled her mind.
She didn't love him, hardly knew him, and yet, that had been the
most intense sexual experience of her life by far! That struck her
as so wrong, somehow.

The most intense sexual experience of her
life should come with a man she loved, and be a deep soul sharing
experience of love and caring! Not this... this sordid, nasty game
with a man she barely knew, under duress!

Yet he'd treated her well before and after.
In fact, it was hard to argue he hadn't treated her well during,
aside from the slaps to her bottom. Bastard!

She'd been his little toy, his
plaything!

He hadn't even fucked her! And why not!?
While she consoled herself that it had only been oral sex she was
also feeling an odd sense of indignation, for shouldn't he have
been as eager to bury himself in her pussy as every other guy she'd
ever known?

Those pictures filled her mind, so that, in
addition to the memories, she could imagine what she'd looked like
as he'd... as she'd...during what had happened. The pictures of
herself were so... wild and kinky and intense that they often made
her pussy throb with remembered pleasure. And then she'd feel
guilty, and ashamed.

But she'd saved several jobs, even if no one
knew it (thank God). Peter winked at her. But he thought she'd
simply pitched the project to Donovan. He certainly didn't suspect
what she'd really done to get it! She let herself imagine him
seeing those pictures, and shuddered.

Her hands always moved towards her breasts
whenever she thought of them, and she had to catch herself in
public. Her nipples had stung for an hour afterward, and stayed
hard, too.

What a kinky bastard Liam Donovan was!

She looked at herself in the little mirror over the counter, with
her white lab coat, hair untidily pulled back into a bun, and the
plastic protective glasses over her face, she hardly looked like
any sort of sex object, let alone the sort of girl who would even
imagine going through the sort of wild sexual stuff Donovan had
subjected her to.

That was reassuring.

She got back to work, feelings still
swirling within her. When she got home, the change in Colin was
wonderful! She cautioned it wasn't confirmed for more than three
months yet, that there had to be negotiations, but she couldn't
resist telling him it seemed likely it would be continued. He was
so happy, and relieved, and they had an evening and a night that
was romantic and sexy and delightful. She even had an orgasm,
though, to her consternation, didn't feel the same intensity as she
had with Donovan.

The sex was better, though, she told
herself. Because it was filled with emotion and love and not the
sort of harsh, hot physical lust Donovan inspired in her. Not that
she hadn't been aroused with Colin. But she hadn't felt that wild,
mindless fever. But the romance and love made up for it.

It was great with things getting back to
normal the next week, but then she started to feel a strange,
fluttery sensation in her stomach in anticipation of another visit
with Donovan. He would want to fuck her this time, she thought
morosely. Guilt surged, along with regret, but Colin's good humor
assuaged much of that.

But as each day passed, she got closer to
having to return, and the tension grew. What would he do to her
this time!? What pictures would he take!? Would he tie her up
again? What would he make her say that was degrading? Would she
have to proclaim herself a lover of cock again?

Arrogant bastard!

On the day, she left work early, claiming an
important appointment, and took the bus over to his place. The
doorman let her in, and she rode the elevator up in silence, her
stomach churning with anxiety. Was there a way to get out of this?
Not unless she wanted him to refuse to fund the project in two and
a half months...

He opened the door, and she felt the breath
stick in her throat. He was dressed as he was before, in an
expensive suit, though a different one.

“Come in, Miss Sanderson,” he said.

She nodded jerkily, unable to speak,
flushing already.

“By the pool, if you please,” he said.

Her head swiveled from side to side
anxiously, though he'd told her it was servants day off, and she
passed out onto the deck, with its beautiful pool and glorious
view.

He took his place in the chair by a table
and nodded to her.

“Take your clothes off, please.”

She felt a sharp blow to her stomach. God,
he was so... blunt! No chatting or leading up to things or...

Nodding again, she began to undress. Keep
this to a strictly business arrangement, she thought, steeling her
mind. She blushed nevertheless as she removed her clothes, then her
underwear. She looked up at him self-consciously, half folding her
arms over her chest.

“On your knees.”

She sank to her knees, blushing
furiously.

“Knees well spread, back straight, shoulders
back.”

Fighting to control her breathing, she
obeyed, face hot as he looked her up and down.

“Very lovely,” he said. “Hands behind your
neck please. Arch your back.”

Kerry obeyed, her chest tight. She was still
awash in a guilty charged sense of indignation and resentment, but
despite that she felt her lower belly churning with anticipation,
her pussy already moistening as she knelt there so...
provocatively, so outrageously displaying herself.

And that made her mad! Of course, it was
herself she was angry at, but she focused it on him instead, fuming
at how he was degrading her.

He reached behind him and took out a dildo,
the one he had used on her before, and her face heated further as
he handed it to her. She took it reluctantly, staring at it like it
was a viper.

“Put it in, lovely girl.”

Could she refuse!? No.

She bit her lip on a snide remark, rising
up, feeling a shock of … heat and anxiety as she felt the fat,
round head pushing against against her soft, sensitive opening. She
sank slowly, gulping, lips pursed, blushing, anxious and
embarrassed and resentful as she felt her weight force herself
slowly down on it.

She felt another little pulse of anger as
she detected how wet she was already.

The feel of being penetrated by a thick hard
object gave her a sense of undeniable sexual pleasure, though of
course, that was psychological, she told herself. That made it
worse, of course. If she was simply feeling a natural physical
response to being penetrated – but she wasn't. It was her mind
which was aroused by the penetration, and that had her cursing her
weakness – and him for exploiting it.

“Hands behind your neck again. Arch your
back.”

She obeyed again as he looked at her, and
anger bloomed within her mind at how degrading this was. But anger
was not all she was feeling, despite her best efforts to the
contrary. Her stomach was swirling and churning, and there was a
familiar hunger starting to bubble up through her body into the
dark recesses of her mind.

And then he picked up the phone and made a
phone call. It had to do, as far as she could tell, with architect
drawings for some building, and how the engineer and the architect
needed to get together to discuss load bearings. It lasted about
ten minutes, and she fidgeted uncomfortably, indignantly,
angrily.

Every time she shifted he pointed a finger
and gave her a stern look, and, glowering at him, she put herself
back into position. But it made her feel even more like a … a
thing, like a possession of his! Or perhaps some kind of
servant!

He hung up finally.

“Did you just bring me here to stare at me?”
she demanded angrily.

“By no means, Sanderson,” he said. “I
brought you here to give you a number of orgasms.”

She flushed nervously and self-consciously,
but snorted contemptuously. “Well, guess what? I don't feel the
least bit excited.”

“Oh I'm sure I can do something about
that.”

She gulped anxiously.

“Get on all fours,” he said.

Flushing further, she did.

“Keep your bottom high.”

She did so, feeling a fluttering in her
stomach.

“Now lower your upper body, down on your
elbows.”

Again she did so, blushing at the undeniable
sexual nature of the pose. She didn't like doggy style because she
liked to be kissing while she was making love. But this wasn't for
making love. It was for being fucked.

“Now further. Lay your chest on the ground
and stretch your arms out to the sides.”

Why, was a word which came to mind, an angry
one, but she did so, blushing further, angry at the incredibly lewd
pose, and angrier still that she felt a hot thrumming sensation
from between her legs, and a growing sense of anticipation.

“Raise your bottom. Push your knees further
forward. No further. That's it, now spread them to the sides. I
want you all ready for the lineup of men who are going to come up
behind and mount you.”

The words were jarring, insulting, and made
her angry, and at the same time, aroused her, which made her even
more angry. Her head was forced up and back by her awkward pose,
her chin pressed against the deck, her breasts crushed beneath her
ribcage.

He slid off the deck, and she felt a shock
of anticipation. He was going to fuck her now! Like this! In
this... degrading position!

But he knelt beside her and ran his hands
slowly up and down her body, along her spine, over her back, down
over her buttocks.

“You have incredibly soft skin,” he
murmured.

She didn't see what he did then because she
couldn't see behind her. But then she felt something against her
back opening and jerked in response. She started to move but his
hand quickly came down on the back of her neck, pinning her in
place as the pressure against her grew.

“But – !!”

“You're going to do what I tell you to,” he
said softly. “That's the agreement, remember.”

And it was inside her, fat and round, with
the flat part pressed against her outside just as she'd seen in the
pictures.

His hand eased off.

“Bastard!”

His hand tightened again.

“Close your legs.”

She did so, feeling the pressure against her
inner thighs as they closed against the dildo protruding from her
sex.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Oww! Stop it!”

Crack!

His hand was slapping against her bottom
with sharp, steady blows that stung!

“Stop it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her struggles were useless. Even if he
hadn't been bigger and stronger than her she had no leverage at all
in this position. All she could do was to drop herself flat on the
ground, which she did. He gripped her hair and forced her up to her
knees, then pulled her quickly, gasping and protesting, up as he
moved to the chair. Head bent over, she could only scramble
forward, hands grasping at his wrist as he sat down.

And pulled her across his lap.

Crack!

“Ow! Fuck!”

Crack!

“Stop it! You – !”

Crack!

Bastard!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Squirm as she might she could not break
free, and only exhausted herself trying, while his hand cracked
down on her bottom again and again, turning it from hot to burning.
He ignored her curses, her threats, and resolutely brought his hand
down again and again as she squealed and twisted, and finally burst
into tears.

And gave up.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She sobbed quietly, and he stopped the
spanking, his hands gliding over her body, over her buttocks, over
her back, and through her hair.

“Are you done acting like a spoiled little
girl now?” he asked quietly.

“B-Ba-asstard!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I asked a question.”

“Y-Yessss!” she whimpered.

“Let me explain something to you,
Sanderson,” he said coldly. “We made a deal. You entered into it
freely – ”

“I didn't have any choice!”

“Bullshit,” he said dismissively. “You had
lots of choices. You wanted to keep your project going, and you
begged me to do it. Now you're being snotty about having to pay the
price, a price I explained to you at the start.”

“You... you didn't say you – .”

“You didn't ask. Sex. Yes, but I did explain
it was not simply sex, that I wasn't paying to fuck you. I can get
any number of beautiful women up here to fuck if that was all I
want. You think your body is worth a million dollars?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“All I promised was no harm would come to
you. And you're free to abandon the deal at any time. No harm has
come to you. In fact, you came at least three times when you were
here last. Now you're full of guilt and indignation and trying to
blame me for being a lech. Well, I freely admit to being a lech,
much like other men. Deal with it.”

Crack!

“Ungh!”

“Now I'm going to give you some time to
think about whether you want to end this deal, or whether you want
to end your snotty attitude and continue.”

He jerked her to her feet and led her, not
gently, back into the house, holding her arm firmly and ignoring
her complaints.

He set her down on the floor in the living
room – in the corner, facing the corner.

“Nose to the wall, like the bad girl you've
been. If you behave I will let you out and let you have some nice
orgasms,” he said in a patronizing voice.

Then he left her like that, glowering into
the corner, highly indignant! She wasn't a child to be sent to sit
in the corner! This was a child's punishment! Yet she didn't get
up, as much as she was tempted to, turn around, grab her clothes,
and walk out. Instead she knelt there, facing the corner,
fuming.

The anger began to drain out of her after a
few minutes, though. The fact was, and she knew it full well, that
she was angry out of guilt, just as he'd said. He'd been honest
from the start. She had sort of known what to expect. What really
got her, she realized, wasn't what he'd done, but her reaction to
it.

She had not expected to enjoy it so much.
She should not have enjoyed it so much! He patronized her,
exploited her, degraded her, and used her like a sex toy! Quite
aside from the fact she was cheating on Colin she should have hated
all of that! But she hadn't! Instead she had found something darkly
thrilling about it all.

And still did.

She heard a sound and started to turn her
head.

“Face to the wall, little girl,” he
said.

She flushed angrily, but obeyed as she heard
him sit down.

“No then. Are you done being a bad little
girl, or is that going to continue?”

She bit her lip on a snotty response.

“Or, you could continue being a bad girl and
get punished further,” he said.

She bit her tongue on that one.

“Or, if you like, you could call off our
arrangement and leave.”

She glared mulishly at the wall.

“Which will it be, Miss Sanderson?”

“It's Ms.,” she said.

“Which will it be?”

“I'll act.... better,” she said.

“That isn't the tone I desire, nor the
response.”

“What do you want me to say?” she asked.

“You can start with I'll be a good girl
sir.”

She rolled her eyes even as she felt another
flush of indignation.

“It's no use you're thinking I'm going to
treat you respectfully, Sanderson. That's not going to happen. I'm
going to treat you like a beautiful fuck toy. I think I've been
clear on that. I'm going to do whatever excites me. As it happens,
what excites me is to excite you. That being treated like a
beautiful fuck toy causes you to be feel a degree of self-loathing
is something you're going to have to deal with.”

She was silent about that.

“Which will it be?”

She closed her eyes in resignation.

“I'll be a good girl, sir,” she said
reluctantly.

“Turn around.”

She turned slowly, blushing.

“Resume your previous position.”

She hesitated, then flushed deeper,
spreading her knees wider and sitting back on her heels, drawing
her hands up behind her neck and arching her back.

“You think this is degrading?”

“You know it is,” she said.

“Sir.”

“You know it is, sir.”

“Why?”

She frowned at him.

“Because I'm on my knees for one thing!

“Yes, and so? Do you think you and I are on
an equal footing of some sort?”

Well of course they were... not.

“Just because you're rich...”

“And powerful, and older and wiser and more
experienced and more sophisticated.”

“Who says you're wiser than I am?”

“Wisdom and intelligence are not necessarily
the same thing.”

“And age comes with wisdom?”

“Sir.”

“And age comes with wisdom, sir?” she said
in a tone which expressed deep skepticism.

“Not always, but invariably, depending on
the individual. We tend to acquire wisdom as we acquire life
experience, after all.”

He crossed his legs as he regarded her.

“I know myself very well by now, Sanderson.
Do you know yourself?”

“That's psychological bs,” she said.

“Sir.”

“Sir.”

“You resent being treated like some sort of
helpless sex slave?”

“You know I do!”

“Then why does it turn you on so much?”

She glowered at him.

“You don't really know, do you? And it bugs
you. Would you like me to tell you?”

“You think you know me better than I know
myself?”

“Sir.”

“Sir,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Yes, I think I've a grasp on some of the
issues involving female sexuality you haven't put much time into
considering. Nor have you had many sexual experiences other than
what one might call pure vanilla. You aren't exactly a wild woman
with a sordid history of multiple partners and kinky sex, now are
you.”

She sighed, feeling like rolling her eyes
again.

“Have you ever had sex with more than one
man at a time?”

“No!”

“Have you ever thought about it?”

She had, in fact.

She shrugged.

“Have you ever thought about having sex with
three or four men at a time?”

“Those are just fantasies!”

“Yes. You've had all sorts of sexual
fantasies you've never experienced and probably won't ever
experience, haven't you? Because, in many cases, you would be too
embarrassed or to afraid to try.”

“I'm not some kind – .”

“Tell me you aren't worried about people
finding out, and thinking poorly of you? Tell me you wouldn't worry
if you had sex with two men you knew that they'd be talking about
you in an unflattering way to others.”

“Of course I would!”

He leaned forward.

“Head back more. Push that chest out,
Sanderson.”

She jerked back a little.

“So this is your chance to experience some
fantasy sex,” he said. “Some completely safe, fantasy sex no one is
ever going to find out about. And the good part is that's just a
side part of you getting your project funded.”

“I'm still cheating on my boyfriend,” she
blurted.

“Maybe you should assess that
relationship.”

“I love Colin!”

“But you don't trust him enough to explore
any of these deep, dark fantasies with him, do you? You want him to
respect you and don't want him to think you're some sort of
pervert.”

She glared at him.

He laughed then got up and squatted in front
of her. She flinched as his hand cupped her breast, squeezing it
softly, his thumb stroking across the stiff nipple.

“Which are you more worried about,
Sanderson, that I'll hurt you, or that I'll think you're a slut if
you enjoy some of these things?”

He rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

“Or are you afraid you'll think
you're a slut?”

His hand glided down her taut body and his fingers found her
clitoris.

Kerry gasped as he began to gently stroke
her there, another finger pushing up at the base of the dildo.

“Maybe you should try and abandon the idea
that sexual pleasure makes you a slut.”

“I'm fucking someone behind my boyfriend's
back,” she said grimly. “That makes me a slut.”

“It's a business arrangement.”

“That makes me even more of a slut!”

“Then perhaps you should embrace the concept
of being a slut. Just here. In this penthouse. Nowhere else. Here,
you are free to be a total whore, without anyone thinking poorly
about it.”

“I will!”

“Then conquer yourself, Sanderson.”

He reached over to a side table and pulled
something down to show her. Kerry blinked in surprise, then
flushed.

“'Oh come on!”

“I'm exploring my fantasies,” he said with a
smile.

It was a collar. It was a studded black
leather collar, and she had a hard time keeping her hands where
they were as he eased it around her throat, then pulled it firmly
together and began to buckle it.

The instant it went on she felt her chest
tightening and her lower belly churning much more violently. Even
as he delicately combed her hair back out from under it and lightly
caressed her cheek she felt her pussy squeezing down more tightly
on the dildo.

“Hold out your hands in front of you.”

Kerry swallowed anxiously, but obeyed, and
he produced a pair of matching restraints, carefully slipping them
around her wrists and buckling them firmly and tightly around
her.

“Get on all fours.”

She blinked in surprise at the sudden order,
but eased forward onto her hands and knees. He produced another
pair of restraints, and placed them around her ankles as she knelt
there, flushed and anxious.

“I think one of the issues you're facing is
you're betraying the sisterhood,” he said with a smirk.

“What?”

“You've been taught for much of your life
that a girl is the equal of a boy, that a man is the equal of a
woman. You've been taught to assert yourself, to be independent, to
demand respect as an equal, to never let yourself be patronized or
treated in a demeaning manner.”

He leaned forward and she felt his breath
against her ear, then his lips brushing her earlobe very
lightly.

“But you like it,” he whispered.

She opened her mouth to deny it but the
words halted in her open mouth as he eased back and then dropped a
length of leather from his hand. It was an inch wide leather strap
of some kind, with a clip on one end and a handle on the other.

It was a leash.

She felt a sense of stunned outrage as he
gathered it up and then reached to her collar with the clip.

“Oh come on! You can't mean to – .”

“Why not? We're exploring my fantasies,
after all, and it will cause you no harm.”

He clipped it to a ring on the collar, then
stood up.

“Now, we're going to crawl down the
hall.”

He tugged on the leash and she half stumbled
forward, her mind suddenly awash in wildly contrary emotions. She
was highly indignant! But there was a terrible sudden rush of heat
at the same time. This was so obscenely, outrageously kinky! She
couldn't possibly! Yet, he was quite right in that it would cause
her no harm whatever. But she couldn't! But how could she refuse!?
But she couldn't!

But she was already crawling forward on the
end of the leash!

Kerry felt a sense of breathless, stunned
amazement, embarrassment, a squirming self-consciousness, and a
strange, raw sense of heat flaring within her.
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Kerry was almost numb with the psychic storm
inside her as she crawled across the floor at his heels. He led her
out of the living room and up the hall, still crawling, still
breathless with the shock of it. But the way her thighs, were
brushing against the base of the dildo pushing out from her pussy
was having a profound effect on the level of arousal she was
feeling.

He led her into utilitarian sort of room, a
sort of store room.

“Chest on the floor, bottom high, legs
apart,” he ordered.

She obeyed, flushing hotly, then gasped as
she felt him behind her, felt something touching her back opening.
She flinched as he slowly pushed something into her, something
which got fatter and fatter, straining her opening before abruptly
narrowing. She grunted as the butt-plug was sucked firmly into her
body and then gasped as he slapped her bottom and tugged on the
leash again to raise her to all fours.

There was a closet in the corner, or so it
seemed, but when he opened the door she saw that it was quite
brightly lit. In fact, It was a small room, little more than a
walk-in closet, yet with the window taking up one entire wall from
floor to ceiling. The other three walls, she saw, as she crawled
into it, were mirrored.

“Sit back on your heels, hands behind your
neck.

She obeyed, feeling a wild thrumming energy
building inside her.

“Open your mouth.”

She gasped as she saw what he held in his
hands. It was another strap, though thick, but with a sort of
spongy red ball attached to the inside. And he was holding it over
her mouth!

He pushed it against her, his fingers
working around the edge of the belt to squeeze the ball in through
her open mouth. It was not as malleable as she'd thought at first,
yet it was soft enough for him to slowly work it through her wide
open mouth.

Once inside it expanded again, pressing
against both her tongue and the roof of her mouth, filling her
mouth even as he pressed the leather belt flat against her face
over her mouth. He pulled it around behind her head and then
buckled it into place as she stared down, trying to see.

“Stand up. Hands in front of you.”

She obeyed, and he clipped the two wrist
restraints together, then raised them above her head. Dazed, Kerry
looked up and saw a chain there, saw him raise her wrists high,
then clip them to the chain.

Then as he moved back her mind was
completely taken by the view before her. It was herself in the
mirrored wall.

Looking up, she saw her wrists were encased
in studded leather bands with rings in them, the rings attached to
the chain which dangled from above. Her arms were forced up tautly,
in fact, her body stretched, her heels firmly pressing into the
shining white and black tiled floor underneath her, but with no
slack in her straight-backed position to ease or relax her
body.

And then he was gone, leaving her in place.
Alone with herself, with herself as some sort of … of kinky sex
toy!

She stared at herself with a sense of
disbelief, a kind of surreal this can't be happening
feeling.

But her chest was tight and she felt a wild
thrill of wicked sexual heat at the sight of her naked body bound
in leather. Then she cringed as she saw, past her shoulder, the
windows of a building across the street. She turned around and
stared. She wasn't very far from that big, uncovered window, in
bright outside light, and there was a whole wall of windows across
the street looking at her!

She could even see people at their desks,
see people moving around! What if they looked up and saw her!

She jerked around to face the mirror, though
of course, if they looked, they could probably see the mirror too!
If they had binoculars or something like that... !

She moaned, looking over her shoulder, then
back at herself. This was ridiculous!

Yet, she thought, even if they saw, even if
they could see well enough to see she was naked, they wouldn't be
able to identify her. That did little to calm her pounding heart,
however.

She looked down and saw the dildo protruding
from her pussy. It was so thick it stretched her, strained her,
which was why it hadn't fallen out. Now, with her legs tight
together, her thighs helped hold it in, as well.

Her bottom throbbed hotly.

She was going to cancel this and quit and
find another job!

That was her initial thought, at least.

After her racing mind began to slow,
however, she began to think about all that meant, about Colin's
extreme disappointment, the stress returning, the disappointment of
the other people at work.

She twisted away, not wanting to look at
herself.

God, it was weird looking out at the world
like this! What if someone saw her!? She knew very well that men
were perverts and lots of the ones who lived in apartment buildings
had telescopes and the like. The nearest building was close enough
she could have seen if someone was in a window. She wouldn't have
been able to see who they were or what they were wearing or
anything like that, but she could have at least seen if someone
stood in the window.

What a kinky slut they'd think she
was!

She turned her body away from the window again. At least they'd
only see her back.

She looked at herself, and felt a dark thrum
of heat. God! How had this happened!?

What was he going to do to her?!

The door opened and her eyes widened. He
came in, dressed as before, snapped the blindfold out of his
pocket, folded it, and placed it around her head, over her
eyes.

Now what!?

Nothing, for long minutes, until she
fidgeted, wondering how long he was going to leave her like
this.

The door opened and she gasped to see him,
though of course, she could say nothing. He smiled at her as he
moved in and then stepped behind her.

Then she started at a touch to the small of
her back. His hand laid on her. It began to move, slowly, stroking
in a circular motion, rising up, then sliding down. It skimmed over
her rounded buttocks, which still stung and still ached, though not
as much. It slid up over her hip, across her stomach, then up
higher.

It was joined by the other, as he kneaded
her breasts and rolled and tweaked her nipples.

Kerry stood still, refusing to show the
slightest response. But his hands skimmed softly up and down her
body, and he leaned in over her shoulders, kissing them as one hand
moved down to rub lightly against her clitoris. She felt the heat
rising within her, staring at herself helplessly, moaning into the
gag.

Then he stopped, sinking to his knees. She
stared at him in the mirror as he grasped her left ankle and forced
it further to the side. Then he drew a chain from the side wall and
clipped it to the leather restraint. He pulled her right leg apart,
as well, doing the same.

Kerry moaned a protest, for in order to keep
from hanging from her wrists she had to rise onto the balls of her
feet and support herself shakily.

He stood up, and then showed her the black
silk blindfold. She shook her head, but he ignored her, wrapping it
around her head, blindfolding her, tying it tight behind her, then
skimming his fingers through her hair to pull it free and
loose.

His hand slide between her legs, and the
dildo pushed up, deeper. Then his breath on her there, then his
tongue, and then his lips. Well, if he thought he was going to turn
her into a raging nympho like last time, he would soon learn...
differently...

That was her initial thought. She steeled
herself, but soon began to feel a sinking sensation in her
resolution. He had licked her a bit the other time, but only a bit.
Now she felt his lips and tongue, his breath, his fingers... and he
was good. Oh, he was good! As much as it pained her to admit it,
even to herself, he was far better than Colin!

God! He was... devouring her!

Her strength and determination melted away.
He began to pump and twist the dildo, pulling it out occasionally
to flutter his tongue around inside the mouth of her sex, then
giving her the glorious feeling of penetration once again. His
fingers dug into her buttocks, pulling her in against his mouth,
and his tongue whipped across her, his lips closing, sucking, and …
and she came, her hips bucking frenziedly as she cried out into the
gag, helpless before the storm of sensations washing over her.

Bastard, she moaned to herself, mind
shattered.

*

Kerry had met Colin in college. He was a
great, sweet, sensitive guy, and a great lover, too. Though it was
true she didn't have a lot to compare him to. She'd lived in dorm
rooms prior to moving in with him, and before that she'd lived at
home.

She'd never used a vibrator, never felt one.
When living at home, the thought someone might find it had filled
her with horror, so she'd never dared get one. In college, well,
she wasn't about to use a buzzing sex toy in a room she shared with
two other women! And then there was Colin, who was oddly sensitive
to the thought she might not be totally satisfied with him. He
would have taken it as an insult if she'd started buying and using
sex toys, or at least, she feared he would.

But she had no doubt of what it was when she
felt the thing pressing against her, when she heard the buzzing,
and felt the vibrations. Her initial reaction was startlement, then
curiosity, and a sense of anticipation. She would finally get to
see if they were actually what some claimed them to be.

Donovan's fingers danced over her, playing
her like an instrument. He pumped the dildo in and out, or reached
behind to pull that... thing out of her, then push it in, sometimes
repetitively. Or he reached up to knead her breasts or pinch and
tweak her nipples.

And Kerry slowly went mad.

The first orgasm was comparatively weak, but
had her hips grinding wildly. The second left her breathless and
moaning. The third had her screaming into the gag. She wasn't sure
about after that. Her mind was churning wildly, her body twisting,
writhing. Her insides ached from the spasming of her muscles
through orgasm after orgasm.

He chuckled, saying something she hardly
heard, then moving back. She hard a metallic sound, like something
heavy being moved in front of her. Then she groaned as she felt the
vibrator pushing up firmly against her once more. He then removed
her blindfold... and he left.

Panting, moaning, Kerry stared down at the
thing. It was simply a metal stand on a heavy base. The vibrator
was attached to the stand at an angle. It wasn't like the ones
she'd seen in pictures. It looked like it had a handle, then had a
sort of fat round head, like an ice cream cone on the end. And it
was pressed up against her clitoris.

She tried to shift aside, but the way she
was bound made that very difficult. She was already on the balls of
her feet, so easing herself backwards, though possible, required
pushing her bottom out sharply, and her stomach muscles couldn't
hold it there for long.

That made her hips push forward again, and
her pussy, particularly her sweating, swollen clitoris, pressed in
against the vibrator.

It became like a torture. She needed it to
stop! She couldn't take any more! Yet she had no way of
communicating that. She was exhausted, half hanging by her wrists,
half sobbing. And then another orgasm shook her and made her scream
and buck and thrash as convulsions wracked her body.

She watched herself through glazed eyes,
twisting and writhing, hips bucking violently, back arching,
shuddering through climaxes as her insides twisted and churned with
pleasure that was becoming painful. The vibrator pressed into her,
and her body was too tautly held to pull herself back except
briefly. She could draw her hips back but only by rising onto her
toes, and she couldn't hold that position long.

She slumped dazedly after another sensory
meltdown, whimpering helplessly, her vision blurring until her head
was yanked up and back by the hair. She cried out in startled pain,
gasping, eyes widening as she saw him standing there.

“Naughty little girl. Are you ready to
behave now?” he asked.

She tried to jerk her head up and down,
despite his grip on her hair. He seemed to feel it and nodded
himself.

“We shall see,” he said.

He released her hair, and she gasped as her
head dropped forward. She felt his hands behind her neck, undoing
the buckles of the strap which wound around her. Then he gently
pried what turned out to be a fat red ball out of her mouth,
freeing her to gulp in air.

“Have you been having a learning experience,
little slave girl?”

“Please!” she gasped. “Take it away!”

“What? The vibrator? You certainly seemed to
be enjoying it.”

“It's t-too much!” she moaned.

Her entire groin felt like a crackling wall
of tortured nerve endings.

“Perhaps we can give you a bit of relief
from that, if you ask nicely.”

“Please!” she gasped. “Please!”

“Say please master.”

“Please, master!” she groaned.

He chuckled, then turned it off, and Kerry
moaned with relief, gulping in air. She was sweating, she realized,
as if she'd run a marathon. She hardly noticed his hands coasting
across the surface of her body. The sensations were so mild
compared to that horrible constant buzzing.

“Shall we take some more pictures?” he asked
pleasantly.

She groaned helplessly, not answering as he
began to do so. Her hair was a ragged mess, she knew, but she
hardly cared. She was too drained by what had happened, and in
something of a state of psychic shock. Who would have thought she
could have that many orgasms let alone that they would be something
to avoid!?

Although, now, as she started to gain a
sense of relief and felt her mind and body stabilize her despair at
the orgasm rapidly began to fade away. The memories of the pleasure
were intense, after all.

“M-My wrists hurt,” she moaned.

They hurt because she was using the leather
restraints around them to help hold her up, her rubbery legs being
inadequate for the task.

He removed the restraints from her ankles,
then unhooked the ones around her wrists, helping her slump slowly
to the floor before stepping back to take more pictures. She
groaned, kneeling, bent over, then letting herself lay down,
curling up. That didn't last long, however, and she stretched out,
groaning, relief flooding her system.

Her skin felt raw and slick, especially in
her groin. Her hands slid down, cupping her sex, as she groaned.
The feel of solid, unvibrating warmth was a deep relief there, too.
It felt good to touch herself, and her fingers almost instinctively
rubbed smoothly across her clitoris, touching the base of the dildo
which stuck out an inch or two.

She caught herself as he snapped more
pictures, eyes going wide, staring at him anxiously.

“No, don't stop,” he said. “Put your hand
between your legs. Put your other hand on your breast and squeeze
it.”

“I – .”

“Do it,” he ordered.

Gulping, she reluctantly eased her hand back
down between her legs, feeling the sensations surge again. But now
she was more aware of him and his camera, blushing as she awkwardly
squeezed her breast and rubbed at her pussy.

This was so perverted!

“Push the dildo in and out,” he said.

She cringed at the words, but did so.

“Spread your legs wide.”

Again, Kerry complied, pumping the dildo as
she rubbed at her hypersensitive clitoris. Despite her
embarrassment and reluctance, heat began to flood up into her
groin. It was a different sort of heat than she'd experienced with
the vibrator, however.

“Put your feet flat on the floor,” he
said.

He was moving around her slowly, snapping
pictures. Every time he spoke he startled her now, for she was
becoming more and more wrapped up in the sensations flooding her
body. But she obeyed, rolling her eyes up at the sight of him,
camera before his face.

This was so dirty! She was masturbating in
front of him!

“Put it all the way inside.”

It was already making her ache deep in her
belly.

“I-I can't!” she gasped.

“Deeper.”

She moaned, feeling the base almost go flush
with her opening as she pushed against it, her breathing growing
ragged as pain mixed with the dark pleasure.

“Now draw your knees up and back.”

She grunted with the effort, spreading her
legs.

“Ease the butt-plug out, then push it
back.”

Kerry cringed even more, but a hot, steamy
sense of exhibitionistic heat was swirling within her by now, and
she gripped the flat little base, tugging, feeling the pressure of
her closed sphincter as she sought to draw the ball up and out. She
grunted as she did, and a surge of nasty heat swept through her at
the feeling of it sliding out, then another as she pushed it
back.

He moved back, then returned and handed her
another dildo.

“Use that instead of the butt plug.”

“But – .”

“Do it, slave girl.”

She bit her lip, easing the butt-plug out,
and inserting the dildo. The dildo was much longer, of course, but
slid into her fairly smoothly at first. When it became more
difficult he tossed her the lube again, and she put it on the
front, then slid it into herself again.

This was an entirely new experience for
Kerry. She had never played with herself back there. But it was not
hurting, which had been her major fear, and though it felt kind of
dirty to do it she was also feeling a dark sense of kinky pleasure,
as well. She was so exposed! God, this was the sluttiest thing any
girl could ever do!

A sense of wild abandon swept through her,
so that it almost seemed she could do anything, and the wilder and
kinkier the more exciting it would be.

“On your belly, with your ass in the air,”
he barked.

She grunted and unfurled her legs, then
rolled over, raising her bottom high and spreading her legs, heat
suffusing her mind and face as he moved behind her to snap obscene
pictures. She raised her bottom high and spread her legs, then
reached beneath herself to finger her clitoris and pump the dildos
while he continued to take pictures.

Her insides were starting to pulse with
sexual pressure as her breathing became more ragged, and her hips
were grinding against the dildos inside her as she fingered herself
and posed for his dirty pictures.

He gripped her hair and she gasped in pain
as he forced her closer to the window, as he put her directly in
it, her side to it, inches from the glass.

“Ass high.”

Crack!

She gasped and obeyed, and she felt his
fingers at the dildo in her ass. She felt it sliding out, come
free, and then push back in.

No!

It wasn't the dildo! She could tell the
difference at once, and turned her head, eyes wide, seeing him
there behind her, his cock pushing into her. Heat scalded her mind
and she shuddered as he pushed deeper and deeper. She let out a
helpless moan as he jammed himself fully inside her, the soft
fabric of his trousers pressing against her buttocks.

Then she cried out as he grasped her hair
and yanked her head up and back.

“Does your boyfriend fuck you in the ass?”
he demanded.

The question was... shocking!
Outrageous!

His hand slapped down against her bottom
sharply. Crack!

“Does he?”

“N-N-No!” she gasped in a choked voice.

He shoved her face into the floor and drew
his hips back, then thrust forward again, yanking her hair up and
back.

“Why not?”

He thrust into her again and she shuddered
and moaned. His hips moved faster, harder, and she gasped,
wild-eyed, at this incredible sensation, at the feel of his cock
pumping in and out of her so smoothly, so slickly, so easily! His
hips struck her bottom again and again, and she gurgled dazedly as
the heat pulsed within her, growing more and more intense.

He dropped atop her, his cock deep inside,
grinding his hips against her upraised buttocks.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled into her
ear.

Kerry moaned weakly, and he bit lightly at
her earlobe.

“Beg me to fuck your ass,” he demanded,
grinding against her.

“Please!” she half sobbed.

“Beg me to fuck your ass!”

“Please fuck my ass!”

His upper body lifted up and away.

Crack!

“Master,” he said.

“Please fuck my ass, master!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Nasty girl.”

Crack!

“Begging a man to fuck your ass.”

Crack!

“You must be some kind of horrible slut!” he
said in mock outrage.

Crack!

Then he started to thrust in and out again,
and Kerry shuddered and moaned as the heat surged inside her. The
orgasm came very quickly, and her fingers clawed at the rug as she
bucked and jerked violently, crying out in pleasure as his hips
pounded against her raised buttocks. Her mind blew apart, and her
body thrashed as her muscles spasmed wildly. She jerked and spasmed
as the pleasure convulsed her, then went limp, gasping for breath
as he continued to thrust powerfully into her upraised bottom.

She groaned weakly, eyes fluttering as she
gulped in air, her body still being rocked by the his hard
thrusting. Then, with a series of shorter, faster thrusts, he
finished, gasping aloud himself as he came inside her, his hips
grinding against her buttocks.
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There was a strange change in Kerry's
feelings about what she was doing, at least in regard to Colin. The
sex with Liam was so very different than what she had with Colin
that it was almost something else entirely. That made no sense on
the surface, but she felt, in a strange way, like she wasn't
exactly cheating so much as experimenting with something
different.

And it was for his own good anyway, since
they needed her to stay employed. And Donovan hasn't even fucked
her yet! At least, not with his actual penis – except in the ass,
which sort of didn't count since Colin had no interest in that
anyway.

It was rationalizing, and she recognized it
as such, but even so it eased the guilt she'd been feeling. Even
though,, of course, that was liable to change at any time. The
pleasure was also having an influence on her mind, or perhaps, on
her subconscious mind. What she did with Donovan, or at least, what
he did to her, was so incredibly thrilling, such a wild rush, like
nothing she'd had before!

And she was beginning to become addicted to
it. To that dangerous rush.

He'd gotten her cell number from somewhere,
and had started texting her. The texts were always outrageous, but
at least, they never came when she was home. And they always
demanded she text something outrageous back.

And perhaps it was because it was so
outrageous to be texting something like “I love cock” right there
in the lab with others working around her, that she found it so
deliciously appealing, however reluctant she was about doing
it.

Imagine if they knew! God!

But her cell would buzz, and she'd ignore it
as long as she could, but she'd start to get a swirly feeling in
her stomach, and then would finally give in and check the message –
making sure no one could see over her shoulder.

“Tell me you love to suck cock,” it would
say, or “tell me you want my cock inside you” or “Tell me what a
whore you are.”

What a bastard!

Yet she'd think it with something akin to
awe and even admiration at how outrageous he was being.

And she found it outrageous and exciting and
daring to obey.

“I love your cock,” she'd type at his
request. “I want your cock up my ass again”

Right there in the lab!

“I want you to tie me up and fuck my brains
out.”

Outrageous!

She and Colin had never really gone in for
that sort of thing, for texting dirty messages, or even emailing
them. She'd never had cyber sex, or even phone sex. Colin just
didn't really have that kind of a dirty imagination. And neither,
prior to this, had she, really. If she had texted something to
Colin telling him she wanted him to fuck her brains out he'd have
thought there was something wrong with her. Colin was a serious,
practical, sensible guy.

He was sweet, of course, but fairly
conservative about language and behavior. Liam was neither.

And that didn't mean she didn't love Colin,
or that she did love Liam. They were just...different.

And she was coming to trust that whatever
Liam did it was going to be nasty, and it was going to be wild and
it was going to be thrilling.

*

“You're kidding, right?”

He shook his head with an amused smile.

Kerry bit her lip and examined the shoes, if
that was the proper name for them. She seldom wore high heels, but
of course, she had several pair. Nothing remotely like these
however.

“I can't walk in these!” she protested.

“You won't need to.”

She sighed and then sat down and slipped her
right foot into the first 'shoe'. She wasn't surprised it fit
perfectly. Donovan rarely made mistakes.

“Only a man would come up with these,” she
grumbled.

He said nothing as she strapped the other
shoe on.

They were black leather, with a thick strap
around her ankles, and so steeply angled she was amazed anyone
would have thought to make them, much less buy them – much less try
to walk in them!

“This must be six inches high!”

He pulled her to her feet and she wobbled
alarmingly before his hand steadied her.

“Arms behind your back.”

She rolled her eyes and he slapped her
bottom.

“ow!”

“No insolence.”

She glowered as he strapped her wrists
together, then led her a little ways forward.

'How do people walk in these?”

“They get used to it.”

Then he drew her arms back and up... as he
had the last time she was there. Only now she was on her feet, on
these ridiculous heels! And he raised her wrists almost straight
up, bending her ninety degrees at the waist. He drew a chain down
from overhead and locked it to the leather somehow.

He brought over the metal stand, then, the
one with the vibrator, and positioned it behind her, angled
forward, the 'cone' pushing up against her pussy. With a click, it
began to buzz, and she gasped, easing her hips a little
forward.

He didn't seem to mind. He drew over a chair
and sat down in front of her. His head was a little higher than
hers, but if she pulled her head up their faces were very close
together.

“So,” he said. “Tell me about yourself.”

She blinked in surprise, then let out a bark
of amusement.

“No, I'm not kidding. I want to know about
Kerry Sanderson.”

She groaned as she raised her head up to
look at him.

“Would you like me to write my biography?”
she asked.

“Not necessary.”

He drew out an alarming looking object. It
was a thin black... stick.

“Riding crop,” he said as he saw her eyes
widen.

“You're not using that on me!”

“Remember my promise? I will do nothing
which harms you.”

He reached out lazily and slid the crop
between her thighs, then brought it up against her pussy, rubbing
it against her there.

She eased back – but that brought her pussy
into contact with the vibrator, and she gasped at the touch. She
eased forward a bit, then back, for her pussy wasn't finding the
raw sensations quite so – uncomfortable as she had a minute
earlier.

“Now when did you know you wanted to get
involved in science?” he asked.

“I-I don't know! What does that
matter?”

He brought the crop sliding forward, and then let the tip – which
was flat and stiff, slap lightly up against her nipple.

“Because I want to. So answer.”

“M-My aunt was a scientist. I... I wanted
to... help people, like she did,” she said.

“Ahh, and you were good at math and
science?”

“Yes.”

He was rubbing and alternately slapping at
her nipples with the tip of the thing, making her breasts wobble
and her nipples ache.

“Tell me about your first sexual
experience.”

She raised her head up to stare at him and
he gave her a look.

“It was in the back seat of a Chevy Cobalt,”
she said. “We were drunk. I don't remember a lot about it.”

She eased her bottom a bit higher, almost
instinctively, and that brought her clitoris into direct contact
with the vibrator. She shuddered, jerking her hips forward, away
from it, but slowly, they pushed back again, brushing it lightly,
almost without her willing it.

“No soft music playing, no candles around
the bed, that sort of thing?”

She snorted and shook her head.

“I prefer it when you look at me.”

“I can't keep my head up,” she
complained.

“Ah, quite.”

He stood up and to her surprise began to
comb his fingers through her hair.

“What are you... doing?”

“Taking care of the problem.”

He drew her hair up above her head, fingers
coming through it, separating it and then... braiding it!

“Don't want to pull any hair out
inadvertently,” he said.

He calmly braided her hair and then moved
over to the side and fished in the cupboard for something,
returning with what looked like a stainless steel donut someone had
taken a large bite out of. Then he moved behind her and she gasped
as she felt it pressing coolly against her back passage.

She started to protest, but halted, knowing
it would be pointless. She squirmed and her mind squirmed as the
rounded end of the donut slowly pushed into her ass. Then it hooked
up across her tail bone and she felt pressure on it. A moment later
he pulled firmly up on her braid and her head was lifted up and
back until she was staring straight ahead.

When he came back around her, her hair
stayed where it was, and she could feel the pressure on the …
donut, or hook, he'd pushed into her bottom!

“You are... beyond anything I've ever met,”
she said in disbelief.

“Thank you,” he said, sitting down. “I'm an
unusual man.”

She laughed then winced. The skin on her
face felt tight because of the pull on her hair.

“My neck still hurts!”

“That's because you're holding it up in
part. Just let it go and your hair will take the weight.”

“It will hurt!”

“A bit at first because of unevenly bound
hairs but it will quickly even out and you'll just feel a firm
pulling. Trust me, girls can actually hang by their hair you
know.”

She winced as she felt sharp little stinging
pulls here and there, but then, as he said, it seemed to even out
and her head was being held up and back simply by the hair. It was
bizarre, and it pulled at her scalp, but it was … nasty and hot and
wicked! And she found her pussy rubbing slowly against the vibrator
as the heat built up inside her.

“This feels very strange,” she gulped.

“I intend to have you experience a lot of
things you've never experienced before,” he said.

“Why?”

He pulled the chair forward until his face
was only a few inches in front of hers, then leaned in and kissed
her. Kerry was startled, and started to draw her head back, but his
hands came up and sized it, and he continued kissing her for
long... long... long seconds.

In fact, as the kiss continued, it seemed to
become more intense, more passionate, and her eyes went wide and
she moaned into his open mouth. She stared at him as he kissed her,
as his mouth seemed to almost be … eating at her mouth! She wanted
to pull away, but of course, was in no position to do so.

And in truth, she began to appreciate his
kissing skills very quickly. At first she felt an almost clinical
thought, a sort of neutral appreciation of the quality of his
kissing. But slowly, bit by bit, she found herself melting into
that kiss, kissing him back, hesitantly, then with a growing sense
of dark excitement.

Her pussy was grinding against the vibrator
again, pushing back and up, rubbing herself, almost, gasping each
time it pushed against her clitoris.

He eased back, staring at her from inches
away.

“Let me hear you say you're a slut.”

“I-I'm a slut!” she gasped, eyes wide.

“And a whore.”

“I”m a whore!”

“Sir,” he said, slapping at her nipple so
that she winced.

“I”m a whore, sir!”

“I'm a filthy, dirty, nasty little whore,”
he said.

“I'm a filthy, dirty, nasty little whore!”
she said, feeling a sense of breathless excitement at saying
something so horribly wicked about herself!

“Say I want you to fuck me and make me come
like a whore,” he growled, kneading her breasts.

“I-I... I want you to fuck me and make me
come like a whore!” she moaned.

“What a nasty girl you are, Sanderson,” he
said.

He stood up, pulling away, leaving her
gasping, and facing his crotch. She stared at it as he unzipped
himself, as he drew himself out, already hard, and pushed himself
into her open mouth. Moaning, she closed her lips and sucked and
licked as he began to pump slowly in and out of her mouth in
smooth, shallow strokes.

She felt his hands come under her, cupping
and kneading her breasts, and moaned as he suddenly pushed deeper,
his cock threatening to push into her throat. Then it did, and she
gurgled dazedly. Yet the angle, with her head pulled so far back,
made it relatively easy. He not only could bury himself in her
throat, he could pump in and out without her feeling much
discomfort.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he said. “You
definitely need to be punished.

He pulled out, leaving her gasping, and
moved around behind her. She moaned, her face flushed, thinking of
him behind her, watching her, seeing her pussy as she ground it
against the vibrator.

“You want me to fuck you, don't you, slave
girl,” he said.

Kerry felt a wild jolt of excitement.

Crack!

The blow was softer, lighter, but more
stinging than before. This came not from his hand or a strap but
the crop he held. Its touch was light of weight, but stung as it
cut across her buttocks!

“Ow!”

“Don't you.”

Crack!

“Oww! Yes!”

Crack!

“Sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!”

“Make that... master. Yes, I like the tone
of that. Let me hear you beg for it.”

Kerry felt another wild rush of excited
outrage.

Crack!

“Ow! Please... please fuck me...
master!”

Crack!

“Louder, slave girl.”

“Please fuck me, master!”

Crack!

“Let me hear more emotion.”

“Please fuck me, master!” she cried.

Crack!

“What a nasty girl! Imagine saying such a
thing to a man!”

Crack!

She gasped as she felt herself penetrated,
but it was his finger, she knew, and felt a mental cringe at how
wet she was as it slid into her body.

“What a trollop,” he said.

Crack!

“Beg again, trollop.”

“Please fuck me, master!” she gasped.

She felt the vibrator move, as if he had
taken it in hand, and it ground up and down quickly against her
clitoris. Her hips jerked convulsively back and she let out a
helpless cry of pleasure even as he thrust a second finger into her
pussy.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me, master!”

Crack!

“Beg harder.”

“Please fuck me, master!”

Her bottom was was starting to burn! The
blows were not in themselves so terrible, though they stung
sharply, but they were adding up. Each seemed to leave a thin line
of heat across the taut surface of her bottom, and the lines were
growing.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Nasty slave girl.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Wicked slave girl.”

Crack!

“Please!” she gasped.

“Please what, slave girl? Please fuck your
whore body?”

Crack!

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes master,” he corrected.

“Yes, master!”

Crack!

“Oww!'

“Then beg, slave girl! Beg!'

Crack!

“Please fuck my whore body, master!” she
cried.

Crack!

“Not passionate enough.”

Crack!

“Please fuck my whore body, master!”

Crack!

“Almost but not quite.”

Crack!

“Please fuck my whore body, master!”

He was driving her insane! This was all so
perverted and nasty and absolutely outrageous!

Crack!

“Once more, slut.”

“Please fuck my whore body, master!”

“What a nasty little girl you are,
Sanderson,” he said.

But she felt his fingers, which had been
pushing in and out of her horribly overheated pussy withdraw. Then
something else began to rub against her, sliding up and down along
the outside of her pussy, something bigger and... softer, or at
least, more fleshy. She moaned, trembling, gasping for breath.

And it pushed into her, in a slow, slick,
oozing fashion as her aching flesh spread wide before it, and she
knew it was his cock, that for the first time he was going to fuck
her, not in the mouth, not in the ass, not with a dildo, not in any
way she could rationalize as not cheating on Colin. He was going to
fuck her.

And she shuddered as heat swept through her,
as raw sexual electricity crackled up through her insides, as she
gurgled with the sudden inability breath. She gulped in air in
short, hyperventilating gasps as his cock pushed deeper and
deeper.

And then she came, before he'd even started
to stroke.

He started, as if unwilling to be left
behind, and her orgasm soared higher as she cried out in helpless,
wanton heat. Her hips were grinding frantically against the
vibrator even as he thrust into her hard and fast, and her senses
and mind were overloaded by the wild flood of pleasure which swept
through them.

Her arms and shoulders burned and ached as
if they would pull free of their sockets, and her body trembled and
jerked violently as his hips slammed against her buttocks, but
Kerry was overwhelmed by the heat and pleasure and dark thrilling
wonder of it all, slack jawed, eyes glazed as convulsions wracked
her body.

On and on the orgasm seemed to go, until she
thought she might die, and didn't care. Then, slowly, it relented,
fading away, leaving her gasping and moaning and barely able to
keep her feet under her.

She jerked her hips away from the vibrator,
for her clitoris was now hypersensitive and the sensations were too
wild, too powerful, too raw. But she could hardly move away from
him, as Donovan continued thrusting into her. He was slower now,
but using every inch of his cock as his hands moved freely up and
down her body.

They mauled her breasts until she groaned,
slapped her bottom until she gasped, pinched her nipples until she
whined, then began to rub at her clitoris. He drew her hips back
and up until the vibrator was pressed against her clitoris again,
then held her there as he thrust deep.

She came again, sobbing dazedly against the
storm of sensations which sent her mind tumbling end over end
through the glittering shards of pleasure. She couldn't speak,
could barely form any coherent thought as his hips pummeled her
buttocks and she stood helpless before him, his slave girl.

The mere thought of that sent another
scalding wave of heat through her.

Slave girl!

It was absurd, of course. But it was
shockingly arousing. Boring old nerdy Kerry as a millionaire’s sex
slave!

He pounded against her, and another orgasm
stormed through her body.

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Could I come early today? she
texted.

You'll come early and often, he
replied.

She flushed.

I mean that Colin wants to go out with
another couple tonight.

Wife swapping? Is this other fellow hot?

No and no, she typed.

How boring. And by the way, you should say
master when you want something from me.

She bit her lower lip and looked up towards
the bathroom door. It was locked, of course. It certainly wouldn't
do to have Colin observing her texting and try to look.

May I come over there earlier tomorrow,
master? she typed.

How early, slave girl?

I was thinking I could get off for lunch
early and come back late. I could tell them I had an
appointment.

Master, he texted.

Master.

Nasty little girl. Lying to your boss. You
definitely will need to be punished.

Yes, master, she typed.

Very well. I will expect you at eleven.

Thank you... master, she texted.

God, this was so weird!

But at least she could go out with Colin
tomorrow evening. Now she'd just have to worry about what shape
she'd be in on her way back to work. She'd tell them she had given
blood. That might account for her seeming a little out of
sorts.

*

“Wh-what is this?” she asked anxiously, as
Donovan led her into the room and she saw the odd thing on the
floor.

“Something I bought,” he said, too
smugly.

It looked like a log, or at least, a log cut
down the middle, lengthwise, so half a log, the flat part on the
floor, the rounded part above. It was about two feet long, and made
of some sort of plastic. There were two small round... well, they
looked like the heads of cocks protruding from the top, pointed
towards each other. It didn't take a leap of the imagination to
figure out where they were supposed to go!

“Don't you just plan on... fucking me?” she
asked plaintively.

“Perhaps, if you're lucky,” he said with a
smile.

She stared at him.

“I've fucked a lot of beautiful girls,
Sanderson. What you're doing is letting me live out a variety of
fantasies I've had over the years. They're the kinds of things you
don't ask of a date.”

“What about a girlfriend or a wife?”

“My first wife was religious, she was a
prude who thought anything more than missionary sex was the work of
the devil. My second wife was a corporate lawyer who worked
fourteen hours a day, even though I told her she didn't need the
money, and who was far too aware of her dignity to ever engage in
this sort of thing.”

“Maybe you should find someone sluttier to
marry.”

“Is that an offer?” he asked with a
grin.

“No!”

“Now stand still, and loosen your arms.”

She bit her lip but resigned herself to
whatever it was he planned, which apparently was going to begin
with him tying her up again.

“Why do so many of your fantasies involve
tying me up?” she grumbled.

“I'm a control freak.”

“Duh,” she said.

The rope was soft, apparently purpose made.
He tied a double loop and swept it around her chest, then circled
her breasts and tightened it until they were firm, if not bulging,
then fed it back behind her and drew her wrists up high. She tied
her wrists up between her shoulder blades, then looped the rope
around her arms just above the elbows and drew them back slowly
together.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” she gasped.

He massaged her shoulders, and loosened the
ropes a bit, but only a bit.

“Now get on,” he said, taking her by the arm
and guiding her down onto her knees.

She straddled the thing, then adjusted
herself to the two 'heads' and sat slowly down. There was another
small bulge in the thing, one she hadn't noticed before. It was
just in front of the head which was now resting in the mouth of her
sex, and was jammed against the top of her pussy.

More rope went around her legs six or seven
inches above the knees, tying them tightly so she couldn't rise at
all. Then he scooped up her hair straight above her. She couldn't
see what he was doing, but she felt him playing with it, twisting
it, and when he moved away her hair was still held tight.

“You're kind of a perve, you know,” she
said.

“Most men are, from the perspective of most
women,” he replied.

“Oh, not again!”

The blindfold went over her eyes and she
sighed helplessly. It wasn't like she had a choice.

“Tilt your head back a bit.”

“I … can't because of my hair,” she
complained

“Hmm.”

She felt her hair loosening, then the pull
moved backward and she had little choice but to tilt her head
up.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

She did so reluctantly, wondering what he
was going to put into it.

“Stick your tongue out, as far as you
can.”

She obeyed, feeling something smooth sliding
along the bottom, then along the top as well. The two sides began
to squeeze together... uncomfortably.

“Keep your tongue pushed forward.”

She wanted to say something but of course,
couldn't, and whatever those things were they were getting even
tighter... painfully tight! She tried to protest, her tongue
jerking, and they tightened further, so that she squealed and
jerked her tongue back.

Whatever they were, they came with her
tongue, and were inside her mouth, locked together on either side
of her tongue!

“What the hell!?” she demanded.

Or at least, that was what she attempted to
say. What came out was deeply garbled by the way her tongue was
being … squeezed between two flat... things!

Then she felt a pull against her tongue, and
squealed again.

“Tongue out,” he said.

She could hardly resist the order! She
pushed her tongue out as the thing pulled on it, pulling her tongue
out and forward... up, since her head was tilted back.

She felt the tugs and jerks as he did
something, then no more. She tried to pull her tongue back, but
couldn't!

A moment later she squealed in pain at a
tight pinching to her nipple, then her other nipple! She twisted
and writhed, to no avail. She felt her nipples pulled up and
forward, her body forced to arch.

Then there was nothing. She was locked in
this... uncomfortable position, and could only hear the whir of his
camera.

Pervert! Weirdo! Freak! God, what was he
doing this for?! Surely all men didn't have these kinds of weird –
What – !?

The heads she was sitting on began to move –
forward, pushing up into her body. She twisted and jerked, but
could not do a thing as they slowly pushed up deeper, the fat round
things forcing aside the walls of her tight inner tubes even as she
began to feel a buzzing coming from the thing her pussy was jammed
again. Like... a vibrator!

She moaned and writhed, twisting slowly,
gasping in pain as she came up against the limits of the cords and
ropes binding her. Her nipples hurt enough without her trying to
tug against them! Her tongue as well. As for her hair... the less
she moved her head the better!

She heard the camera whirring as she thought
rabid curses at him, then dissolved into sullen frustration.

This vibrator wasn't quite the same as the
other one. It buzzed rapidly, then slowly, softly, then harder,
alternating the vibrations in a way the other one never had. She
was not aroused, at least at first. Her mood precluded it. But as
the ache to her nipples and tongue eased into a dull thing and she
came to accept that she was stuck like this for a time, things
began to change.

This was soooo nasty, after all! She'd just
come from work, and would be going back, and what would they
possibly imagine if they could picture her now!? This was so dirty!
And no doubt Donovan was watching, and maybe even video taping her!
He was such a filthy man!

Her body began to heat up, and her mind soon
followed. After that, she couldn't keep still, and began to
shudder, tremble and writhe in place as the pleasure consumed her
in a fever heat that made her brain boil. She lost herself in that
fever, lost track of time, and forgot to care about anything but
the sensations flooding through her.

And in her passion, pain became unimportant.
Sometimes, it even became exciting. The sharp stings whenever she
eased back against whatever was pinching her nipples, for example,
made her breasts throb with excitement, and inflamed her mind.

She also discovered she could ride up and
down on the twin dildos penetrating her body by using her neck
muscles, pulling against her hair and leaning forward to rock up
and down a little on them. It caused her scalp to experience sharp,
aching pulls, but it was worth it!

He did not keep her at it long this time,
thankfully. She had two orgasms, and was working her way up to a
third when the buzzing stopped, and she felt the pressure released
from her tongue, then her nipples, then her hair.

Her tongue and nipples burned with returning
sensation! But he didn't leave her time to think about it. He used
his grip on her hair to raise her up off the thing, the two dildos
having slid back down and out of her, and then pulled her forward
on her still-bound knees.

She had to somehow duck-walk along on her
knees alone, her ankles still tied against her outer thighs, but
thankfully, it was across plush carpeting.

Her legs were untied and she felt her mouth
pulled down onto his cock, moaning as her breasts, swollen with
heat, and still bound, and her nipples, sparkling with pins and
needles, ground against the edge of a chair.

A slap to her bottom and she spread her legs
apart, feeling his hand slide down her back and then between her
legs.

He pulled her up by the hair, and she gasped
for breath.

“Are you my little whore?”

“Y-Yes, master!” she gasped.

He shoved her down again, all the way, left
her there until her head pounded, then pulled up.

“Say it, slave.”

“I-I'm your... your... little... whore”” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Master,” he said. “Say it again.”

“I'm your... your little whore, master!” she
gasped.

“You're my slave girl.”

“I'm your slave girl, master” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, slave girl.”

She moaned as he forced her back down onto
his cock, his fingers rubbing at her clit so that her hips ground
wildly. God, she felt hot! Overheated! Burning up!

And then she felt his hands on her thighs,
spreading them further, and then, something pushed into her. A
dildo, she groaned in her mind. It slid deeper, then began to pump
in and out.

Something struck her bottom heavily.

She gurgled around his cock, her face jammed
in against his groin.

His hands pulled at her hair, and groped her
breasts, both of them. Another hand slid down between her legs,
rubbing her clitoris.

It was only her dazed, overheated fever that
kept her from realizing at once that another man was in the room
with her. When she did the shock left her frozen – though he
continued to ride her up and down on his cock by the hair.

Crack!

A slap to her bottom! Was it him or...

Crack!

She moaned as he pulled her back off his
cock, but she was too busy gasping for breath to talk as whoever
was behind her continued to thrust in hard and deep, his hips
slapping against her buttocks. By the time she got enough breath to
talk her mouth was being invaded by his cock again, and she could
only groan as it slid deep into her throat.

She found her outrage and indignation
melting under the fever, and under the scorching new heat of
knowing two men... TWO... were fucking her! It was outrageous! It
was shocking! And she was helpless to do a thing about it. She fell
into the heat of the moment, then, moaning, her mind glowing with
shocked arousal as the two men used her, as she was treated like a
… like a sex slave!

It was, in part, at least, a fantasy come to
life. For she had certainly fantasized about having sex with two
men at once. And, her frantic mind thought, she had confessed as
much to him! It simply wasn't something she had ever thought to
partake in. Yet here she was, and the embarrassment she felt was
toned down somewhat because, well, she felt oddly protected behind
the blindfold. The new man couldn't see her, in a way, nor could
she see him, nor did she have to face him!

God! There was a guy fucking her and she didn't even know who he
was!

It was hard for her to even wrap her mind
around the realization, especially when her entire world-view was
shrouded in a wild dark erotic haze! And it was impossible to do
anything about it either! Her arms were pinned tightly behind her,
and her mouth was full of Donovan's cock! She gurgled weakly as he
pulled her up and down, her mind reeling at the thought of a man
behind fucking her.

Hands pawed, groped and caressed her, and
the sensation of a thick cock driving into her overawed her mind.
She gasped and coughed weakly as she was pulled off Donovan's cock,
but her body continued to rock to the hard thrusts of the man
behind her. She was wild with a sense of bewilderment and outrage,
but the heat was overpowering!

Fingers squeezed and kneaded her taut
breasts, and pinched and rolled her burning nipples, and then
fingers rubbed at her swollen clitoris and she gurgled as her mind
was swept by massive waves of sensation. She was pulled back onto
Donovan's cock, and swallowed it easily as the orgasm swept through
her.

Ecstasy! The pleasure was all! It surrounded
her, suffused her, and nothing could possibly matter so much as
wallowing in it for as long as humanly possible! She didn't dare
breath, didn't dare shift herself, or move a muscle that wasn't
spasming and jerking on its own. She bucked back instinctively,
eyes staring sightlessly at nothing as the pleasure howled like a
storm, on and on and on...

And then it eased, and then grew a little,
and then eased, leaving her dazed, gasping, limp.

But her body was still moving, the hard male
hips slapping against her buttocks, the even harder male cock
drilling deep into her aching belly as hands continued to slide
over her flesh. She moaned, suddenly realizing she couldn't breath,
but a pull to her hair lifted her up and she gasped for breath,
taking deep, desperate gulps of sweet air as her mind slowly sought
to clear.

“You love it, slave girl,” she heard his
voice, softly, close against her ear. “You love cock. You love it
inside you. Feel that cock inside you, slave girl?” the voice
whispered. “Feel how long it is? How hard it is? How deep it
is?”

She moaned as her body shuddered to the
thrusts.

“Say it, slave girl. You love cock. Say
it.”

She whimpered helplessly, feeling her
nipples pinched.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“L-Love... c-cock!” she panted.

Her nipples burned!

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I love cock!” she gasped.

“Master.”

“I love cock, master!”

“Again.”

“I love cock, master!”

Being forced to say the words with another
man there was humiliating! But why did that humiliation turn to a
wild dark heat in her mind!

The hips behind struck her harder, and she
grunted helplessly, hardly able to speak. She felt herself pulled
back by large hands on her hips, but her head was held up by the
hair. Then there was a cock against her lips, sliding through. From
the position, Donovan must be on his knees now, with her between
him and the other man.

There was a hand on each breast, but pointed
in different directions, the fingers of the one on right breast
were pointed up, the one on her left, down. Two different men were
groping her breasts at the same time, she thought, feeling weak and
languorous in the afterglow of the powerful climax. Her hair began
to ache, or rather, her scalp, for she was bent over awkwardly,
held up only by the hair and what little balance she could manage
with her stomach muscles.

And then his cock slid down her throat and
she was jammed against his groin again.

Crack!

She moaned as the man behind slapped her
ass. This was all insane! It was all impossible! This wasn't her!
This couldn't be happening to her! She wasn't that kind of girl!
She was so... normal!

The grip shifted on her hair as one of the
hands left her breasts. Now her hair seemed to be divided in two,
and the cock in her throat started to pump slowly in and out,
timing itself with the hard impacts of the hips against her
buttocks which rocked her body forward.

It was hard to think. She felt light-headed
from the lack of air, and also dazed from the enormity of what was
happening. Her mind was half sleeping from the afterglow of the
orgasm, and there didn't seem much point in thinking anyway. What
could she do?

Cope. That was all she could do. Cope with
the wildness, the discomfort, the embarrassment, the
outrageousness, the indignity, the emotional turmoil...

Helpless. She was helpless, tied up and
blindfolded, and being used by two men at the same time!

Heat swirled within her at the thought,
despite herself. And it began to grow again, grow shockingly
quickly. The cock in her mouth pulled out and she gulped in air,
gasping for breath.

“Say it, slave girl. Say you love cock,”
Donovan ordered.

Fingers pinched her nipples, tugging,
rolling.

“Love c-cock,” she panted.

“Again. Again. Again.”

“I love cock! I love cock! I love
c-cock!”

And he fed it to her, and slid it down her
throat, and she groaned around it as fingers stroked across her
clitoris, and her mind began to float on a rising wave of dark
passion and pleasure.

God, she thought. What's happening to
me?

*

“So how went the tests?”

“F-fine,” she gulped, forcing a smile.

She had not seen the other man. In fact,
Donovan had simply given her a bland look and said

“What other man?” as if she were crazy!

He had also made her go back to work with a
dildo up inside her pussy and a but-plug up her ass!

She had them there now, and was trying to
figure out where she could get rid of them. She could do so in the
bathroom, of course, but then what? Leave them behind?! Put them in
her purse!?

Donovan had told her he wanted her to be
wearing them the next visit so she had to bring them home somehow,
or find somewhere here to store them where no one would find.

If she hid them here, and if they were
discovered, no one would know who had left them behind or even how
long they'd been there, unless they were in her desk, of course,
and she had no intention of storing them there. If they were found
by Colin at home, though, there would be no question.

In the meantime, they were – uncomfortable,
emotionally anyway, if not physically. It felt horribly slutty to
be in the lab with them inside her.

Then again it had been horribly slutty to be
fucking two men at lunch!”

She still felt a strange sense of wonder at
that. It had been, in a sense, like a dream, like one of her
fantasies. It was all... sensation, since she'd neither seen nor
heard him. At times she even doubted her own mind, wondering if
somehow Donovan had faked it.

But now, that had definitely been a real
cock in her mouth and definitely been hips slapping against her
buttocks.

But it would have been a complete stranger
which was oddly comforting. He had no idea who she was, hadn't seen
her, and would likely never see her again. That was appalling, and
yet, reassuring at the same time.

She managed to find a place in the stores,
behind boxes of old files from long-forgotten projects, then went
to the bathroom, removed them and brought them back there in her
purse. Relieved, she got back to work, trying but failing to keep
her mind off the outrageous double life she was leading.

Two men! God!

She found herself wondering who the other
man was, what he had looked like, and imagining doing it again, but
not blindfolded. That would be even more embarrassing! But God, it
would be hot! She never would have seriously considered it before.
It was just a fantasy. But now... now she'd actually done it!

Her eyes widened a little. Did Donovan have
a video of it!? God! She had to find out!
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“Hi, beautiful. Anything interesting happen
at work?”

She kissed Colin tiredly and shook her
head.

“Pretty boring,” she said softly.

“You getting a cold?”

She looked up in surprise.

“Your throat sounds a little rough.”

She flushed. Maybe a bit. I do feel a little
scratchy,” she said.

“Want me to get dinner?”

“No, no. I'm sure it's nothing. Just let me
change.”

She went up to her room and put on the
casual sweat pants and sweatshirt she often wore around the house,
and then halted, seeing the yoga pants in the drawer. She put those
on instead, then a tank top. She smiled at herself in the mirror,
but the smile was troubled. She was still running her mind over
what had happened, and anxious about her own reaction to it.

What was she becoming? A slut? Surely only a
slut could react like that, could put up with that, and then,
surprised by a stranger, just go right on … doing what she was
doing, without any attempt to protest or push him off. The way
Donovan was treating her... like some sort of... sex slave, was
absolutely outrageous, and unacceptable.

Why, then, did it turn her on so much?!

She cupped her breasts through the tank top.
They were a little sore, particularly the nipples, but she'd come
through that perverse sexual adventure without a mark on her, at
least, physically.

Emotionally was something else again.
Donovan was making her feel dirty, but... he was changing the whole
sense of what 'dirty' meant, into something dark and thrilling and
adventurous and incredibly... hot.

Was she... hot? Oh, she'd always known she
was attractive, and that she had a nice body. But seeing herself as
hot was something else. She wasn't one of 'those' girls, the ones
with the short skirts and come-hither eyes that jerked mens heads
around and made them walk into lampposts. She was just … ordinary.
In fact, kind of a geek.

She went back downstairs, pretending she
didn't notice the way Colin noticed, padding into the kitchen, and
feeling a little smug sense of ego fulfillment when he quickly
followed.

“I ever tell you what a gorgeous ass you
have?”

“How rude,” she sniffed, giving him a
coquettish look, then bending over fully at the hip to get a pot
from the bottom drawer.

He grinned, half sitting against the
counter.

“What would like to … eat?” she asked with a
guileless look.

His grin deepened. “Want me to feed
you?”

“Would it taste good?”

“I don't think you'd have trouble swallowing
it.”

She snorted and turned away, putting the pot
into the sink and turning on the water. Colin slid in behind her,
his hands sliding around her waist, then up into the tank top to
cup her bare breasts. She felt his groin pressing into her behind,
grinding, quickly hardening as his lips slid along the nape of her
neck.

Her heat roused so quickly it shocked her.
Was she becoming a nympho, she thought breathlessly.

“What is that nasty thing I feel pressing
against me?” she demanded archly.

“Something good to eat,” he murmured.

“With ketchup? In bite sized chunks?”

“I sure hope not,” he snorted.

One of his hands left her breast, sliding
down to massage her between the legs.

“Maybe later, if I'm really, really bored,”
she said.

He pulled her around and took her hand,
drawing it in to cup his groin.

“What is this thing?” she sniffed. “It feels
tiny. Do you have a little piece of spaghetti in there?”

“Yeah, one for you to suck on,” he
growled.

“No, I don't think so. I only suck
millionaires,” she said airily, flushing a bit as she did so. “Do
you think I should dye my hair blonde?”

“No. I think you should suck my dick!”

He kissed her, hard, and she realized that
wasn't something Donovan had ever done. She moaned as he pushed her
back against the counter, his hands sliding up under her tank top,
then pulling it up and over her shoulders. Panting, she slid her
jogging pants down, then felt a sense of deep, dark excitement.

She pushed him back and gripped the edge of
the counter, pushing her hips out and smirking.

“I refuse,” she said, taunting him.

“You what?”

“Yeah. I'm not sucking anything for you!
Why, you'd have to … tie my hands and force me to!”

He looked surprised, and let out a bark of
laughter.

“Are you kidding?”

She raised an eyebrow, then sniffed
disdainfully and straightened.

“Now go away, little man. You're just not
rich enough or handsome enough for me,” she said airily, turning
back to the sink... naked.

“I'm not, huh?” he growled, moving in behind
her.

She gasped as he seized her, then moaned as
his hands raced over her body. Her excitement mounted as she felt
something she hadn't from him in a long while; real passion. Yes,
he knew what to do in bed, she thought, but only now realized how
mechanical it had all felt, as if he were following careful
instructions, a blueprint to orgasm.

She struggled, but not hard.

“Let me go! You aren't the boss of me!”

Much to her disappointment, he did just
that.

She turned, frowning.

“I don't get you,” he said, confused.

She sighed. “You've already had me.”

“I don't...”

She leaned in and slapped his face, very
lightly.

He looked at her in surprise. She smirked,
and slapped him again, with both hands, on both cheeks.

“Stop that,” he said, annoyed.

“Make me.”

He grabbed her wrists and she smirked at
him.

“Kinky slut.”

“Hmph,” she said.

He looked at her doubtfully, then turned her
around, grabbed her wrists again, pulling them together behind her
back. He tugged her to the side and opened a drawer.

“Wha... what are you doing?” she gasped.

He fished out a pair of bootlaces and she
froze as they were tied around her wrists.

Then he turned her around and she stared at
him, her nipples aching.

“Suck my dick,” he growled.

Kerry sank to her knees in front of him, the
hunger rising inside her as he pulled himself out of his jogging
pants. She leaned forward, lips parting.

Then she halted, rolling her eyes up at
him.

“Make me,” she taunted.

He growled and gripped her hair, pulling her
forward – gently, but firmly.

She moaned as his cock slid into her
mouth.

*

“Well, someone got some last night.”

Kerry jerked her head around. “What?”

Peter smirked. “You're acting kind of giddy
this morning, Kerry.”

“I.. am not. I'm just in a good mood.”

“Uh huh,” he said with a smirk.

“It's good to have a job,” she said to
distract him.

“That it is.”

She'd have to watch herself, she thought.
But she did, in fact, feel giddy, in fact. Last night had been so
incredible! Colin had kept her tied up for hours! Oh he'd been far
gentler than Donovan, but it had all been so wild and
thrilling!

She'd have to watch herself with Colin,
though. He had been surprised at her sudden interest in bondage,
though he'd been delighted to play along. But she couldn't get too
revealing, couldn't show just how deep and dark her interest was
now, or how it had started. Colin was just a guy, after all, not a
sophisticated perve like Donovan.

She sat down and adjusted the microscope,
then began assessing the bacteria samples they'd left in the
culture overnight, jotting down quick notes on the IPAD next to
it.

You're a scientist, she told herself, not
some horny slut!

Of course, she could be both...

She thought back to the video Donovan had
shown her the other day before she'd left the penthouse. God, it
had been scalding! It was from her previous visit, when she'd been
sure there was another man fucking her. And there had been! The
sight of her blindfolded self sucking a man's cock (she presumed it
was Donovan but the image didn't go above the chest) while another
man fucked her from behind was simply incredible!

Her eyes had ravished her body, staring,
thrilled by how erotic she looked, how hot, how sensual, how …
helpless and aroused. Her breasts so swollen, her nipples so hard!
He had assured her the man had been medically examined and was not
only clean, but sterile. He worked in adult films, he'd said, not
without irony.

The guy had looked incredibly hot, with a
powerful, toned body and a nice, big cock. He had a great ass, from
what she'd seen too, but she didn't know what his face looked like.
She wished she did, in a way, even while being grateful she hadn't
seen it. It amazed her to think she was doing porn videos, even
though very private ones.

It was all part of fulfilling Donovan's
fantasies, his porn fantasies, part of their arrangement.

The thought of the videos and pictures
aroused her. She looked so wild and hot, so beautiful and sensual
in them! A part of her was sorry no one could see them. She was
proud of how she looked! Another part of her was horrified at the
thought anyone might see them. At least, anyone she knew.

Their existence made her mind squirm.

*

“Put these on.”

Kerry looked at the clothes doubtfully, but
shrugged. If that was what Donovan wanted. It was certainly easy
enough. She slipped out of her clothes, flushing as he watched her.
Her nipples were already hard, her insides fluttering, and she was
anxious about what he planned for this visit.

The clothes fit – after a fashion. They were
small and tight. The thong had a thin waistband which... yes, it
fastened with Velcro over the hip. How odd. The tiny bra was lacy
and dark. The skirt was far smaller than anything she'd ever worn,
and the white collared shirt was very tight across her chest. It
was a schoolgirl uniform, she thought, bemused. She slipped on the
jacket and turned to eye him.

“The shoes and socks too.”

She sat and put them on and he smiled and
led her down the hall.

Were they done with the bondage and moving
on to another fantasy, she wondered.

The room was familiar, the pole in the
middle was new. She felt a quiver of anxiety.

“I'm not that much of a dancer,” she
said.

“You can learn.”

And then a girl stepped out from behind the
door. Kerry gasped, startled. She was perhaps twenty, blonde and
pretty, wearing an identical outfit. Kerry's face reddened though
the girl seemed casual and was smiling.

“Hi,” she said. “My name's Tiffany!”

It didn't take long for Kerry to discern
that the girl took the idea of stripping as casually as breathing.
She had no inhibitions, no self-consciousness about what she did or
how she talked as she began to dance and swing herself around the
pole.

Donovan sat back and watched, apparently
quite interested.

Kerry wanted to protest, but given what
she'd already done for him that would have seemed silly. Besides, a
part of her thought, this would make a great present for Colin.
Wouldn't he be delighted when she did a strip tease for him!

So she watched and paid attention, and
started to move her body in the ways Tiffany showed her. Swinging
around the pole was kind of fun, actually, and probably very good
exercise. She wondered if she might join one of those pole dancing
classes she'd heard about.

Of course, then it came to stripping, and
that raised the sexual atmosphere, but after all, Tiffany seemed
totally oblivious to nudity, and Donovan, well, Donovan had seen
everything she had to see.

It still felt very sexy slowly stripping,
letting her body undulate, forming her face into the sexy looks
Tiffany did. Naked, she swung around the pole, stalked back and
forth, bent and rolled her hips, showed off her body to Donovan's
evident pleased look. Tiffany had bigger breasts, she thought,
automatically measuring herself to the blonde. But they were fake,
like her hair.

Her legs were better, longer, perfectly
formed. But Kerry thought her own butt was a bit better. Still,
she'd never get her stomach as firm as this girl. She must exercise
for hours!

Tiffany then began to dance for Donovan,
giving him a lap dance which made the sexual atmosphere grow, and
left Kerry feeling a little embarrassed, despite herself. The girl
was so sensual as she writhed atop Donovan's lap!

But she imagined herself doing that to
Colin, and smiled inwardly. It was so not like her! She'd always
kept their sex very vanilla, insisting he be respectful. She hadn't
realized just how exciting, how thrilling sex could be before
Donovan, she thought.

“Now you try,” Tiffany said, sliding off
Donovan, naked.

Blushing a bit, Kerry straddled him, sliding
her hips in and out, grinding her buttocks against him, her hands
caressing his shoulders.

“Let your nipples just barely touch his
face,” Tiffany said.

Kerry blushed more deeply. Her nipples were
rigid, and very, very obvious.

She slid her body in and up, flinching as
her sensitive buttons touched his face and slid very lightly up and
down.

“Now take his hands and place them against
your breasts,” she said.

Kerry was a little startled.

“I uh, thought the clients didn't touch the
strippers,” she said.

Tiffany giggled. “In strip clubs, silly. Not
the same thing when you're with someone else.”

Blushing, Kerry self-consciously raised
Donovan's hands up and placed them against her breasts.

“Harder. Make them mash your breasts, and
don't stop moving. You never stop moving and grinding,” Tiffany
said.

Kerry rubbed them against her breasts but
Tiffany shook her head.

“No, no. Let me show you, honey.”

Kerry got up, thinking Tiffany would show
her by straddling Donovan. But Donovan got up too, and Kerry felt
herself pushed into the chair. Before she knew what was happening,
Tiffany was straddling her. And both were naked.

She gulped, face getting hot as Tiffany went
through the motions, rolling her hips, grinding her buttocks
against Kerry's thighs, sliding her stiff nipples up and down
against her face. Then she gripped her wrists, raising her hands up
under her breasts, sliding her fingers behind Kerry's fingers.

Kerry felt her stomach swirling as her hands
were made to gently caress Tiffany's breasts, her chest tightening
as Donovan looked on with interest.

“Don't forget the lips,” Tiffany said in a
soft voice.

She leaned in and kissed Kerry, who blinked
her eyes in surprise. She started to draw back, but Tiffany slid
both hands behind her hair, drawing her up and in, her kiss
deepening as her tongue dipped and darted within Kerry's mouth.

Kerry's hands were still on the blonde's
breasts, and she felt lost for long moments, but as she blonde
leaned into her she felt her lips responding, and her heart began
to pound with anxious anticipation. Was she going to have sex with
this girl!? Was that what Donovan intended! She'd never done
anything really, not with a girl! But... it wasn't as though the
thought hadn't come to her now and then.

Their lips slid together, and she moaned as
she felt one of Tiffany's hands sliding down onto her left breast,
kneading and caressing it, her hips still grinding and rolling.

Then she eased back with a lewd grin. “Now
you try,” she said softly.

She stood up and then walked away, over to a
nearby table. She reached into a bag and pulled out a really
ridiculously long black tube. It was.. it was a dildo, a dildo with
two heads. Thick, ridged, and bendable. Kerry stared, jaw dropping,
as the girl pushed one of the ends against her naked sex, then
began to sit down, sliding it deeper.

She grunted with effort, feeding the thing
deep into her pussy as she sat. But it was bendable, and she let
the other part stick up between her thighs.

Kerry stared.

Tiffany grinned and motioned her
forward.

“I—I...”

She stared anxiously at Donovan, who
motioned her forward.

God!

She bit her lip, her mind churning, her
stomach swirling with butterflies.

“Do it, slave girl,” Donovan growled.

She flinched, and blushed at Tiffany's look,
then, half in a trance, she moved forward, letting Donovan guide
her, letting Tiffany take her hand and pull her, straddling the
girl, and then starting to ease down.

Tiffany held the dildo upright, and Kerry
gasped as it pressed against her.

“Oh!” she squeaked.

Tiffany giggled, pushing it up, guiding her
down, and Kerry sank slowly down onto the thick black cock. Tiffany
pulled her forward and began to suck and chew at her breast, her
hands cupping the other breast and squeezing Kerry's ass.

Kerry was dazed but darkly aroused, rabidly
aroused. She began to grind herself against the girl, to ride
slowly up and down, gasping softly as the heat swirled around
her.

Tiffany drew her lips down against her own
again, and Kerry's heat grew. She cupped the girl's breasts as
Tiffany kneaded hers, and rode faster on the dildo, moaning and
shuddering as her insides began to flood with a dark, passionate
heat.

Donovan sat down in the chair next to them,
his fingers stroking and kneading her, then she felt a pressure
against her back passage, moaning as he pushed something round into
her, something slippery, something sensual.

This was so perverted!

But it was so wild, so dark and thrilling!
She and the blonde exchanged a long, long, passionate kiss as she
rode up and down, as her pussy burned and her nipples ached.

Then Tiffany pushed her back.

“Try the real thing now,” she said, jerking
her head at Donovan.

Kerry didn't want to. The girl's soft flesh
against hers felt exquisite! But she reluctantly eased off,
groaning as the dildo came free, shifting to straddle Donovan. She
ground herself against him as he squeezed and sucked on her
breasts. She was panting, moaning, overheated, when he stopped
her.

“Reach down and unzip me, slave girl.”

She cringed again at the words, but
obeyed.

“Take it out.”

She obeyed, loving the feel of his thick
cock in her hands.

“Now ride me.”

She flushed again, intensely aware of
Tiffany looking on. She rose up and then sank down again,
shuddering in dark pleasure as his thick cock pushed up deep inside
her. Her face was flushed with embarrassment, as well, for Tiffany
was watching. Then she began to ride, and the heat overwhelmed her
mind.

Tiffany moved away, but she hardly noticed,
gripping Donovan's shoulders for support, groaning with heat as she
rode his thick cock.

Crack!

“Don't forget to keep rolling your hips,”
Tiffany said behind her.

She moaned and obeyed, and there was a
whirring sound and the back of the chair began to ease back so that
she had to lean forward to feed her aching nipples to Donovan's
mouth. But that made it even easier to ride his cock, until –
.”

She moaned, her head jerking around as
Tiffany slapped her bottom again, and pushed something against her
from behind. The dildo, she thought with a wild thrill of dark
heat. She was going to fuck her in the ass with the Dildo!

Then raw heat roared within her, and she
rode Donovan as Tiffany slowly worked the dildo up into her ass.
The feel of it inside her, so deep, combined with Donovan's cock
was... incredible. And when Tiffany reached around and began to
stroke her clitoris the orgasm screamed through her like a freight
train.

She felt impaled! Two thick cocks inside
her, filling her, overfilling her! She cried out again and again,
losing control of her mind and the intensity of the sensations, at
the wild dark thrill of it all! Tiffany's bare breasts pressed
against her back as she bit into the nape of her neck, and Donovan
sucked and chewed on her breasts as he thrust up into her
belly.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


Any thought Donovan might have lost his
taste for bondage quickly evaporated. He and Tiffany put studded
leather restraints around her wrists and ankles as she knelt,
panting, recovering. Then a collar went around her throat. They
helped her stand, then raised her arms up and out, both taking a
wrist, and hooking the rings set into the restraints to chains
she'd hardly noticed before.

With her arms wide, her legs followed,
chained to the floor. Then two familiar looking dildos went into
her belly as Donovan took pictures.

Kerry groaned, swaying weakly, but it wasn't
Donovan stepping forward, but Tiffany.

The girl kissed her deeply, their breasts
pillowing together, then sank to her knees in front of her.

Kerry felt her tension returning, her
anxiety building, for the dildo was, well, a show, but this, this
was definitely lesbian!

She clenched her teeth, looking anxiously at
Donovan, then down at the top of the blonde's head as she began to
trace her tongue around and around her clit. Disbelief filled her
again, at what she was doing, at the wildness, the kinkiness, and
then, as Tiffany's tongue and lips really went to work, she lost
most of her concern, all but one.

She was going to, at some point, have to do
this, she thought anxiously.

God!

Then even that began to fade as her hips
ground against Tiffany's talented tongue and skilled fingers. She
was going to come again, she thought, somewhat desperately. And it
was going to be – .

The sudden sharp pain jerked her back to
earth, though not entirely.

Donovan had hung a pair of weighted balls
from her nipples. They hung on two inch long chains attached to her
by sharp, alligator clips.

And they hurt!

She cried out in pain, trying to keep still,
begging him to remove them.

He ignored her, while Tiffany just continued
to lick.

She moaned helplessly, clenching her teeth,
hissing, gasping at the pain. It faded, of course, within a minute
or so, becoming a dull ache which only grew when she moved. So all
she had to do was not move.

But Tiffany's tongue made that very
difficult. When the girl began to pump the dildo in and out it
became virtually impossible.

Donovan moved around behind her, and she
gasped as he seized her hair, forcing her head back.

“Do you love cock, slave girl.”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Yes, master!”

“Say it.”

“I-I love cock, master!” she gasped.

“Again, slave,” he said, tugging at her
hair.

“I love cock, master!”

“Keep saying it.”

“I love cock, master!” she moaned again and
again.

Her hips rolled wildly now, which made the
little metal balls swing and bounce, tugging stingingly at her
nipples. But it didn't matter. The pain morphed into pleasure, a
dark, wild, rabid sort of pleasure that was like a fever
within.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave,” Donovan growled
behind her.

“Please fuck me, master!”she moaned. “Please
fuck me!”

“In the ass.”

“Oh God!” she sobbed.

“Please fuck my ass!” she cried, heat
scalding her.

“Again.”

“Please fuck my ass!”

She felt his cock against her, shuddering,
moaning as it pushed up into her body. She felt his hard flesh
against her back, his cock slowly working in and out, then two big
hands slid around her and cupped her breasts as he licked and
kissed the back, then the side of her throat.

Only it wasn't Donovan.

Shock rose within her as she realized it.
She whimpered anxiously, but the heat was a roaring bonfire, and
she quickly decided it was the same guy as last time.

Donovan eased back, adjusting the cameras
he'd set on tripods, moving them slightly, zooming in or back. She
didn't know, or really care. The man behind her was powerful, and
young, and her body was aflame, her mind burning up.

“Beg,” Donovan said absently, looking down
at his camera.”

“Please fuck my ass, master!” she half
sobbed.

She came, screaming, Tiffany's mouth
threatening to devour her as the man behind shoved his cock deep
into her ass and ground his pelvis against her buttocks.

He fucked her through it, as Tiffany shoved
the dildo in and out and licked furiously at her clitoris. It was
unreal. It was unbelievable. It was all... just a strange,
fantastic fantasy. And yet it was happening, and Kerry fell into
the heat of the moment again, abandoning all inhibitions as she
soared through the orgasm, out of control and not caring.

She came and came again and then another
orgasm consumed her.

*

They eased her down, bound her wrists behind
her, and a dazed Kerry found herself on her knees before Tiffany,
who sat back on a chair and spread her legs. Moaning, Kerry tried
to shake her head, but Tiffany caught her hair and drew her in,
pulling her face against her moist sex.

“Just the way I showed you, slave girl,” she
purred.

The man, whose name she still didn't know,
jerked her legs apart, and slapped her bottom. Then his cock pushed
at her back opening again, and began to sink into her ass.

Shocking herself, her tongue pushed out,
licking across Tiffany's clitoris. She licked again, then again,
hard, fast, moaning as the man shoved his cock deeper.

“No, slave girl. Show a little finesse,”
Tiffany said, tugging on her hair.

She proceeded to guide her, to teach her,
and emphasized her words with sharp little tugs on Kerry's hair, or
pinches to her nipples. Meanwhile, the man behind succeeded in
burying every last inch of cock in her ass again, then started to
thrust in and out as his hands found her breasts.

It soon very difficult to concentrate, but
Tiffany did her best to focus her attention.

Kerry still climaxed again before Tiffany,
though, twice.

When the two others had left, she showered
and dressed, and Donovan once again showed her the videos. Could
they possibly get worse!? She'd thought that the last two times,
yet they did. Watching her face stuck between Tiffany's thighs, her
lips sucking and licking eagerly at the girl's clit – what an
image! And when the camera drew back, watching herself licking the
girl, watching Tony, for that was his name, sodomizing her, she
could only feel amazement once again.

That was her! God! It was unbelievable!

And she could hardly wait to show Colin her
new dancing skills!

*

“Men are pigs. Did you know that,
Colin?”

He gave her a wry look. “You're just finding
this out now?”

“There's this girl at work, and her
boyfriend wants her to have sex with another girl while he watches.
Can you believe that?”

He made a noncommittal sound.

“I said, can you believe that?”

“Yeah, well.” He shrugged.

“Would you like to see me having sex with
some other girl?” she demanded as if in disbelief.

“Oh, of course not.”

He didn't sound like he was being very
truthful.

“You're a pig, Colin.”

“I'm a guy.”

“Which just goes back to all guys being
pigs.”

“So maybe you should give up on guys,” he
said, grinning, “And go have sex with girls instead.”

“And let you watch!?”

“Well...”

“Pig.”

He shrugged carelessly and wandered out of
the kitchen. She hesitated, then went after him. The sofa faced the
TV in the corner, and the fireplace, and so the back was open to
the air. She was able to come up behind it as he picked up the
remote control, and before he realized she was there, snatched it
out of his hand.

“What the? What are you doing?” he demanded,
turning to stare at her in surprise.

“No TV for you tonight. In fact, no TV for
the next week,” she said, walking back into the kitchen with the
remote.

“Are you nuts?”

She quickly hid the remote before he came
into the kitchen.

“Give it.”

“No,” she said. “You're a pig, so I've
decided to punish you.”

Colin was not altogether stupid, especially
since they'd started playing around with bondage. Every time they
did she'd acted bratty and “made him” tie her up.

He hemmed her in against the counter and his
hands cupped her breasts.

“Don't touch me, pig,” she said, though with
no strength behind her words.

“Looking for the remote,” he said, his hands
moving over her body.

“I told you, for being a pig, you get no TV
for a week.”

“You like pigs. You like them fucking
you.”

“I don’t like your nasty language, Colin
Baker.”

“You love my nasty language, you little
slut.”

“Just for that, it's two weeks!”

She squirmed free of him and then started
running as he grabbed at her. She let him catch her in the living
room and they wrestled on the sofa before she came out on top – so
to speak. She came out across his lap with her arms pinned behind
her back.

“Where's the remote, bitch?” he asked, even
though, if he was honest, he wasn't really all that interested in
television any more.

“Three weeks now!” she said.

Crack!

It was perhaps inevitable and she felt a
wave of delight that she'd maneuvered him into it so quickly!

“Stop that, pig!”

“Where's the remote, brat?” he demanded,
this time jerking her pants and panties down.

“Don't you dare touch me, you pig!”

Crack! His hand slapped against her
bottom, though not particularly harshly.

“You think that hurt?” she sniffed in
contempt. “You're not getting that remote back until you apologize
on your knees, little pig boy.”

Crack!

The next blow was harder, but not hard
enough to suit Kerry.

“Ha! Is that the best you can do, little pig
boy!?”

Crack!

She yelped, her legs kicking.

“Bastard! Pig!”

Crack!

“Give me the remote, slut!”

“Eat me, pig boy!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The spanking was intermittent, as she
squirmed wildly, managing to squirm entirely out of her pants, in
fact. She also maneuvered her way out of her clothes. And her
continued pinching at his legs got her wrists tied behind her. By
then, his hands were roaming her body and fingering her moist
pussy, and she was breathless as she continued to call him names
and provoke more slaps to her bottom.

It ended, as she'd hoped, with her on her
knees, sucking his cock, hands still bound, and then her on her
face with her hips in the air while he took her hard. They spent
much of the rest of the evening with her tied spreadeagled to the
bed and him toying with her, then fucking her.

*

The difference between Colin and Liam, she
thought, was that she controlled what Colin did through various not
so subtle clues she gave him, like sneering at him if he didn't
thrust or slap hard enough. Liam, on the other hand, left her
completely out of control. She never quite knew what nasty thing he
was going to do to her, and that added an extra sense of thrill to
things.

“I think that it's time you were punished,
Ms. Sanderson,” he said as she entered his penthouse the next
time.

“For what?” she gulped.

“Because you keep forgetting to call me
master.”

“Sorry, master,” she said.

“And because I think you're a very bad girl,
a very nasty, naughty girl.”

“Only because you made me be one,” she said
indignantly, “Uhm, master.”

“Get out of those clothes, slave,” he
ordered.

She inhaled sharply, then stripped, as
clinically as she could, though she felt self-conscious as he
watched.

“How come you're never naked?” she demanded.
“Do you have a repulsive body?”

“You haven't earned the right yet to see my
gloriously naked body,” he said with a serious face.

She snorted and rolled her eyes.

“You definitely need to learn respect for
your betters, little girl,” he said. “And I'm just the one to teach
you that respect. On all fours like the bitch in heat you are.”

She flushed but obeyed, starting to feel
that sense of thrilling, out-of-control sexual heat rousing within
her.

“Now crawl, slave.”

Kerry crawled, following him out of the room
and up the hall, then into what she thought of as 'the sex room'
since this was where he did most of his nasty stuff.

The first thing her eyes lit on was a low
platform in the midden of the floor. It looked sort of like a
square coffee table with two stairs attached, all of it
carpeted.

“Get up on top,” he said.

She climbed the two stairs and stood on the
pedestal uncertainly, looking down at him, and saw he had his
camera in his hands.

“Hands behind your head.”

She flushed but obeyed, and for the next
half hour she posed for pictures in various positions, those
pictures getting gradually more and more obscene and including sex
toys.

God, if any of this ever got out!

But they surely weren't any worse than the
video of her licking Tiffany's pussy while being fucked in the ass
by Tony!

“Now back onto the pedestal, and lay across
it.”

“It's kind of small, master,” she said
doubtfully.

“Isn't it, though,” he said in
amusement.

She knelt on the bottom 'stair' and then
turned around and lay back across the thing. Liam moved in and
pulled her up further so her head was dangling over the back end,
then drew her arms down the corners, almost to the floor. There
were straps there she had barely noticed, and he strapped her
wrists and arms in place.

Kerry raised her head, looking up at him,
starting to feel a swirling heat as she wondered what was going to
come next.

A blindfold, the silk blindfold. She moaned
in denial, feeling another jagged edge of heat as he placed it
around her head, then lay in place, her legs shifting uneasily. Her
upper torso was flat across the low top of the frame with her
shoulders and head sticking out over the far side, but her buttocks
were on the lower step on the near side, which left her back arched
sharply.

“Nasty girl,” he said. “Tell me you're a
whore.”

“I'm a whore, master!”

“Tell me you need to be punished.”

“I need to be punished, master!”

Anxiety and heat swirled inside her as she
wondered what he was going to do.

His hand gripped her hair, pulling it
sharply down, though it was hanging upside down anyway. Then she
felt his cock pushing into her open mouth. She licked at it,
moaning, then cried out as she felt hands on her thighs, spreading
them apart!

Was it Tony?! Was it Tiffany!? Was it
someone new!?

Hands squeezed her inner thighs, holding her
legs apart, and a skilled tongue and lips began to work on her
pussy. She shuddered helplessly, sucking on the cock in her mouth,
then gurgling as it pushed into her throat.

Insane! This was so insane!

Crack!

Her eyes bulged and her body jerked against
the restraints as what felt like a flight of thin, light, but
stinging laces struck her chest, struck across her whole chest! It
wasn't one but felt like six or seven or eight!

“Nasty girl,” Donovan said, his voice
clearly standing up and off to the side.

Tiffany and Tony!? She didn't know!

Crack!

She jerked again, any cry she might make
silenced by the cock in her throat.

“Bad little slave girl.”

Crack!

She squealed and her legs twisted and
thrashed around whoever was kneeling between them, but their mouth
stayed on her pussy, and now their fingers were pushing into her
wet, overheated sex, pumping in and out as they sucked on her
clitoris.

It had to be Tiffany, she thought
frantically, and Tony fucking her mouth!

Or... maybe someone entirely different!

The uncertainty was scalding! Her mind was
racing amid the fiery heat starting to fry her mind!

Crack!

She squealed, arching and twisting, legs
flailing across the stairs and floor.

Then strong hands gripped her thighs, too
strong to be Tiffany, lifting them up and back. She gurgled around
the cock pushing back into her throat as another thrust into her
pussy! It was a big cock and it pushed deep and she felt bare flesh
against her!

Crack!

She jerked and bucked as whoever it was
started thrusting into her, her mind starting to dissolve into a
wild feverish state of dazed heat and shock.

Crack!

Again the stinting laces lashed her chest
and upper belly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The cock in her throat pumped slowly in and
out, barely pulling free long enough to let her gulp in air. The
one in her pussy was pumping harder. Strong hands forced her ankles
back hard as his hips pounded against her, and her insides began to
dissolve, along with her mind!

Her hips began to roll up in helpless heat
as she neared the peak, and then, suddenly, he pulled back, and
away.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The snap of the laces across her belly and
chest was sharp and stinging, and Kerry's legs thrashed and kicked
and twisted as her body tried to twist away, but of course, could
not.

“Nasty little slave girl,” Donovan said.

“Please!” she gasped as the cock in her
throat pulled back.

“Please what, slave girl?”

“Please.... p-please fuck me!”

Crack!

“Master!” she cried, back arching, legs
kicking. “Please fuck me, master!”

“Nasty little whore.”

“Please fuck your nasty little whore,
master!” she half sobbed.

“Spread your legs.”

Moaning, whimpering, she obeyed, and then
cried out as the laces slashed in between her legs, snapping at her
inner thighs, her abdomen, and her pussy.

“Again, slave.”

Panting, sobbing, she spread her legs, and
cried out again, arching, bucking against the straps holding her
arms as the laces bit into her pussy and thighs once more.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Panting, gasping, she spread her legs, and
again the laces slashed in against her.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The laces snapped across her breasts, her
belly, and in between her legs, as Kerry twisted and writhed and
cried out, legs flopping and twisting as she begged him again and
again.

Finally he stopped. She felt him undoing the
straps, and then gripping her hair and pulling her forward onto her
belly on the floor. He bent and whipped off the blindfold, and she
found herself alone with him. It was... bizarre! It was as if what
she'd felt had been a dream! But she knew it wasn't!

“On your knees, slave girl. I want your lips
around my cock,” he said.

Panting, she got to her knees, and then
gasped as he seized her hair. Her hands jerked up against his
wrists instinctively.

“Hands at your sides,” he barked.

Moaning, she dropped her arms as he rubbed
his cock back and forth over her face. She opened her mouth but he
just brushed it back and forth across her lips, across her tongue,
as he focused the camera on her. Finally, he slid into her mouth,
and she sucked eagerly, licking as she stared up at him, up at the
camera.

She felt the pull tightening on her hair,
forcing her forward, felt the cock sliding deeper into her mouth,
right to the end, right to the entrance of her throat, and then …
into it. Again her hands rose, but she caught herself and dropped
them to her sides. Her heart pounded as his cock slid deep into her
throat. Then her face was jammed against his groin, against his
pants, as his cock throbbed inside her.

He slid it slowly back out, and she gasped
and panted.

“Do you love sucking cock, little
whore?”

“Y-yes, master!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I love sucking cock, master!” she
panted.

“Again.”

“I love sucking cock, master!”

“Do you want my cock in your mouth, little
whore?”

“Yes, master!”

“Beg for it.”

“I – please may I suck your cock, master?”
she moaned.

He twisted his fingers in her hair and she
gasped in pain, head forced up and back.

“Again, slave girl.”

“Please may I suck your cock, master?!” she
groaned.

He pulled her head forward by the hair,
feeding his cock to her, sliding it deep into her throat while the
camera watched.

She heard him gasp and groan, and his
fingers jerked harder on her head as his hips ground into her. She
imagined she could almost feel his come spurting into her deep in
her throat, and moaned helplessly, swaying on her knees, half held
up only by his tight grip in her hair.

He released her and she fell back to her
knees, then slowly back onto her back.

“On your belly, slave.”

She groaned and rolled slowly over.

“Ass in the air.”

She obeyed again, and felt something in her
hands as he bent over. It was a dildo, a big one.

Moaning, she slid her hands down beneath her
belly, then up between her legs, rubbed the dildo against her
sopping opening, then slowly pushed it into her body.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh, God!”

Crack!

“Deeper, slut.”

She moaned, pumping it in and out, pushing
it ever deeper, then one of her fingers began to stroke her
clitoris.

“I didn't say you could masturbate, slave
girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

She jerked her head around to see him
holding a leather... thing in his hand. Where had that come
from?!

It looked like a rectangle of leather on the
end of a small handle. The rectangle was four or five inches wide,
perhaps twice that long, and had round holes in it for some
reason.

“Put your finger on your clit, slave girl,”
he ordered.

She moaned and obeyed, turning her head
forward again, for it was too awkward to keep it turned about. Her
chin against the floor, her arms crushed against her breasts, she
pressed her finger against her clitoris, rubbing softly.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“I didn't say you could masturbate. I said
touch it.”

She moaned and stopped moving.

“Now, you can beg me to masturbate. Do
it.”

Kerry blinked, dazed, gasping, her body
still sweating, her mind and flesh overheated with a dark lust and
passion.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Beg.”

“Please! I-I … may I... please may I …
masturbate, master?” she gulped, voice half breaking.

“Louder, slave.”

Crack!

“Please! Please may I masturbate,
master!”

“Again, slut.”

“Please may I masturbate, master!?” she
gasped.

“Yes, you may.”

She moaned, rubbing at her clitoris, hot
surges of dark pleasure rippling through her body.

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Keep masturbating.”

Whimpering, she rubbed again, panting,
moaning, grinding her arms deliberately against her breasts,
feeling that wild sense of abandonment again, as if anything,
however nasty, was acceptable.

Crack!

“Ah,” she gasped, rubbing harder,
faster.

Crack!

She moaned, her hips grinding, her other
fingers reaching back to pump the dildo in her pussy.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Ungh!”

Crack!

“Please!”

Crack!

The leather snapped down on her bottom
faster and faster, producing bright, glittering explosions of
stinging pain, but the intensity of the sensations ripping through
her were such that the stinging sensations were the crackling that
sent sparks flying from a fire. They were lost in the general
inferno, or perhaps, simply served to send the sparks higher.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The thing snapped across her now burning
buttocks as she rubbed and sobbed and then exploded into orgasm.
Her hips jerked violently back again and again as her mind was
overwhelmed by the sensations exploding up through her body.

She collapsed onto her belly, moaning, her
hips still grinding against her fingers, and he let her recover
before taking more pictures, or so she thought. Drained, she posed
however he wanted, though thankfully most of the poses seemed more
art-like now, compared to the nasty, obscene ones he'd taken
earlier.

“What are you going to do with all these
pictures?” she asked wearily.

“I'm an American male, so I've seen
pornographic pictures and videos much of my life. Like most men,
I'm inspired to emulate them, but do better. Don't worry, these
won't be made public.”

“Come here. Sit on my cock.”

He was sitting at a table before a computer.
She obediently straddled him, also facing the computer, sinking her
hot, moist pussy down onto his still stiff cock. He didn't try to
fuck her, just worked around her as she straddled him, impaled on
his cock. And her eyes turned to the pictures of herself, then the
video!

God, her eyes were wild! She stared at
herself, entranced, amazed at how … how sexual she looked when she
came!

And then – Oh God – this was far worse! Her
face burned as she watched herself masturbating, as she heard
herself beg to masturbate. It was horribly obscene! But she
couldn't take her eyes of the monitor. Then she saw him, no, saw
him from the chest down, slapping her bottom with the leather thing
as she continued to masturbate.

There was a camera behind her and to the
side, and apparently another in front, for he played with the
computer, and the screen split so she could see her face at the
same time. She cringed again at how... utterly sluttish she was, at
her grimaces of passion and pleasure, her desperate hunger and the
passion and pleasure on her face as she finally came, her mouth
opening as she cried out again and again.

Her pussy burned as she watched herself, and
squeezed down around his cock. She started to squirm helplessly,
moaning as her mind heated once again.

“Now that is a girl who is enjoying
herself,” he said in satisfaction. “That is one of the hottest
videos I've seen, and I've seen a lot. You'd be a star on the
internet, Miss Sanderson.”

Her stomach lurched.

“Don't worry. I have no intention of letting
it out, as I promised.”

She started to ride up and down, staring at
herself, watching the video, then she saw the next one, and there
was Tony and Tiffany! She gasped as she saw them, riding the stiff
cock, whimpering, reaching down to rub her clitoris as she saw them
fucking her blindfolded body, saw Tiffany licking her while Tony
fucked her throat, while Donovan whipped her breasts!

Then they shifted, and Donovan thrust into
her pussy as Tiffany whipped her!

It was shocking, outrageous, unbelievable!
And as she watched she came, crying out in wild, helpless pleasure
as she rode his cock with wild, feverish hunger and pleasure!

 


 





Chapter Eleven

 


 


 


 


It was fortunate the flog he'd used had been
so light and thin. The lines it had left upon her body had faded by
the time Colin had gotten to see her. That was as she gave him a
lap-dance after dinner, then rode his cock to a tremendous
orgasm.

Donovan was changing her, she thought, had
changed her, probably permanently. Work was still important to her,
but her life, her real life, the hot, wild, exciting thrill of her
life, was the wild, nasty sex she had with Colin and Liam and –
others! Liam seemed to be driving her ever deeper into this
depraved world of nasty sex, and she couldn't bring herself to
really want to fight him.

Instead of trying to think of how to get out
of it she was wondering how she could introduce Colin to Tiffany,
and convince him they had met at work. The thought of fucking
Tiffany while Colin watched was an incredible turn-on, and almost
as exciting was the thought of watching him fuck Tiffany!

She was becoming depraved, she knew. No, she
was already depraved!

Their three month initial arrangement was
going to be up soon. At that point the funding was permanent and
she could simply stop returning to his penthouse. But there was no
part of her which wanted to do that. Instead, her mind was filled
with dark, nasty fantasies, fantasies she wanted brought to life,
even if she didn't know how she would have the courage to do
it.

It was amazing how far she'd come from the
self-image she'd held of herself as a proper, intelligent, educated
young professional woman. Now she was a.. a wild, sensual, sexual
slut of a girl whose life was awash in dark pleasure and sex!

*

So, slave girl, our arrangement is just
about up,” Colin said on her next visit.

“Yes, master,” she said.

She was naked, of course. She virtually
never kept her clothes for long here. She was also on her knees,
and untied for a change.

“I guess you'll be rid of me soon.”

She hesitated.

“Do I have to be? Master?”

He considered her, sitting on his plush
chair.

“No, you don't have to.”

“I mean, I'm not the good girl you wanted to
turn into ...”

“A bondage slut?” he asked with a smile.

“Yes, you've succeeded. You don't want
another challenge now?”

“Ah, little slave girl. It only shows how
innocent you are that you'd think I had taken you all the way to
where I'd like to see you going.”

She felt her chest tighten.

“How much further is there!? Master?”

He smiled that coy smile of his. “Would you
really like to see?”

She gulped. “I don't know.”

“Once you've seen it's too late to unsee.
Once you've felt it's too late to forget.”

“I... want to see,” she said in an almost
whisper.

“Beg.”

“Please may I see, master,” she gulped.

“On all fours.”

She fell forward onto her hands.

“Face low.”

That was a new one. She dropped to her
elbows and lowered her head.

“You see these shoes, slave girl?”

She stared at the shining leather shoes.

“Yes, master.”

“They could use a bit of a polish.”

She blinked uncertainly.

“With your tongue, slave.”

Kerry's mouth opened in outrage... and heat
flooded through.

She knelt, frozen, almost trembling as the
shocked heat rippled through her, then, slowly, she bent forward,
licking at his shoe. She licked again, then again, longer, fuller,
moaning as she did so. She licked up and down the surface of his
shoe, then her insides squirmed as he raised his toe and had her
lick the bottom, staring up at him as she did, her face flushed,
her insides swirling.

*

The blindfold again!

Strange things happened when she was
blindfolded!

Kerry gulped as she stood still, chest out,
as directed. She felt her wrists pulled back behind her and tied,
with another scarf this time.

Donovan was going to drive her insane!

He led her... somewhere up the hall, then
stopped. His hands cupped her breasts. A moment later, they
caressed and kneaded her buttocks – at the same time. She felt a
shock ripple through her. A mouth began to lick at her pussy!

Hands began to move all over her body! There
were too many hands! She moaned helplessly, gasping as they pinched
and rolled her nipples, rubbed at her clitoris, pushed into her
pussy and bottom, caressed her thighs and combed through her
hair.

The hands gripped her bound arms and she was
lifted... lifted onto someone's lap! She shuddered as she felt a
cock against her, and sank slowly down onto it. Hands pulled
forward on her hair, bending her over, and hands roamed up and down
her back, along her buttocks, and thighs. A cock pushed into her
open mouth and another pushed against her ass at the same time!

The one beneath her started to thrust up
into her in slow, rhythmic motions as the other two cocks pushed
into her body from either direction. A hand rubbed at her clitoris
as a mouth sucked on one breast and hands groped the other – two
hands.

There were hands all over her body even as
three men fucked her! Three of them!

She rode the man below her, moaning,
panting, light-headed as she swallowed the cock in her mouth. Her
inner heat burned and threatened to fry her mind! The cock in her
bottom was thrusting deeper and harder, and she gurgled around the
cock in her mouth.

She heard a gasp from below her, and then
she was picked up and placed on another lap, the cock in her ass
entering her again, the other pushing into her throat. She rode
this new cock, suddenly feeling a dawning sense of shock as she
realized it was a new man, a different cock.

The cock in her ass came. She knew it had,
for it softened. It pulled free, and another thrust into her! The
cock in her mouth came and she swallowed the come, and another
pushed into her open, panting mouth!

Kerry's mind was in a state of wild,
stunned, clamoring sexual heat! She could hear murmurs now, voices,
but had no idea how many there were! She climaxed, sobbing, then
again, as one cock replaced another, as she was lifted from one lap
to another.

Eventually, she was draped back across a
table, her head hanging over the edge, and a cock slid into her
mouth as hands lifted her legs up and apart and another cock pushed
into her pussy. As they came, new cocks pushed into her.

Then she was on her knees on the floor,
gasping as someone fucked her from behind, as someone else held her
head up by the hair and pumped in her mouth and throat. The man
behind her finished and a thicker cock pushed into her ass.

Her wrists were held up and apart, shackled
in place, and the whip cut across her back, across her breasts,
across her belly and down between her legs. She squealed and cried
out, twisting and thrashing as the pain built. Then it stopped, and
someone thrust into her pussy from behind, drawing her hips up and
back, fucking her wildly, until she came.

Then the whipping started again.

*

Kerry gazed into the microscope, then made
more notations on the computer. The new batch looked promising, and
she did her best to focus her mind. She wore a sweater today, under
the lab coat. It disguised the rings in her nipples better. It also
hid the thing leather straps of the harness she wore.

The harness, held together by thin metal
rings, squeezed in around her breasts, in against her belly, and of
course, up between her legs to hold the dildo and butt-plug firmly
up within her. There was a ring set directly over her clitoris to
allow the ring piercing it to hang freely under her skirt, a tiny
weight dangling from it.

No one in the room had a clue, of course,
hadn't the first thought of how kinky and depraved she was now. She
sometimes felt as though she were living a lie pretending to be –
normal. But in a way, that made her depravity more wickedly
exciting.

She'd had sex with Tiffany twice now, with
Colin watching. And danced, stripped, in a strip club before
hundreds of men. She'd been gang banged twice with her eyes
blindfolded, and was now angling to get Colin to consent to having
another man join she and Tiffany. It would be Liam, of course.

Slowly, those two sides of her dark, sexual
world were going to draw together, and the thought of what effect
Liam would have on Colin made her burn with anxiety and heat. Colin
tied her and used her roughly, but he didn't dominate her the way
Liam did, and she knew Liam would want to change that.

She was not normal, not by a long shot. She
was not the studious, plain, serious girl Liam had gotten his hands
on. It remained to be seen what she would be when he was done. She
was anxious about that, but eager to experience it anyway.

She was a sleek, sensual, flirty,
self-confident girl now, with an air of daring she'd never felt
before. The world was her oyster, and she was going to experience
everything it had to throw at her, thanks to Liam, and their
arrangement.
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