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Description: In ‘Attorney at Risk of Enslavement’ a beautiful young attorney’s life begins to fall apart in a series of shattering events, all completely beyond her control. The thirty-three-year-old was a successful member of a large law firm in Los Angeles and her entire adult life had been focused on achieving the fleeting chance to make full partner. She had worked her ass off for the company since shortly after graduating from law school. Further, she’d made herself a niche by being extremely triumphant in two areas; getting large corporations to make big payoffs to her litigants and a few highly publicized pro bono cases that often resulted in lawsuits against local, state, and federal governmental agencies that were also quickly paid off. Unfortunately, her unscrupulous lover was also in contention for the same Senior Partner position. His actions were more devious and decisive than those of the innocent and beautiful attorney.
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Attorney at Risk of Enslavement

- An Adult Office Bondage Romance -

Chapter 1 - Rocking an Orderly World

Amelia Ashley stretched upward in front of her full-length bathroom mirror to her full five-foot-six inch height. “Nice looking broad, huh?” she asked herself. She ran her hands over her hips, smoothing her skirt. Experimentally, she took a deep breath and let her boobs push out against the perfectly tailored pinstripe jacket. Still projecting her full C cups forward toward the mirror, the thirty-four year old bombshell took in her taut calves, showed off to perfection in her designer hose and three-inch heels. A final check was accomplished by twisting her hips about and admiring her tight ass cheeks in the matching skirt. Satisfied and more than ready to take on the day, Amelia giggled contentedly and walked out, snagging her purse and slim briefcase off an entry hall table as she went.

Promptly at seven-thirty in the morning, she spoke into her cell phone, “Ron, I’m on my way down, … please pick me up out front in two minutes.”

Amelia gave her doorman a cheerful good morning, skipped easily down the granite steps of her exclusive condominium, and slipped into the waiting limousine. “Ron, good morning. You have my schedule already?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the chauffeur said with respectful difference. “As usual, Vivienne text-messaged the data to my phone. Today it’s straight to work, a Partners’ Meeting at nine, a meeting at federal court at eleven, and then an initial client meeting at the Los Angeles Sheriff Department’s Twin Towers Jail at two o’clock; all easy places to get you to ma’am.”

Satisfied that Ron had everything under control, she relaxed back against the Bentley’s cool leather and opened her briefcase. Organized and efficient as well as beautiful, the black-haired woman quickly scanned her notes. “I already know everything about the case,” she thought; just making an observation and not bragging. Finished, she clicked open her cell phone. “Vivienne, Amelia here, … please take some notes and have the staff ready the appropriate documentation. Ready, … OK, here goes, … the morning mediation session at federal court will go smoothly, I expect a capitulation before lunch. Leave the amount blank on my documents, but for the weekly Partners’ Meeting at nine, show $450,000 on my PowerPoint slide as the probable settlement amount. Yes, … that should indeed make them happy.”

Amelia continued to update her Legal Assistant on her caseload as Ron smoothly drove the half million dollar vehicle through town. The driver and limousine were perks of being a Full Partner in her prestigious law firm. Recognizing that Amelia Ashley was one of the few attorneys in serious contention for a vacant Full Partner position, the Senior Partners had recently bestowed upon her the temporary loan of the most comfortable of the firm’s fleet of vehicles. Amelia had quickly realized that beyond the sheer comfort and obvious prestige of the super luxury vehicle, Ron’s driving gave her at least an hour of daily free time; time she needed desperately given her always hectic schedule. She also credited the rest of her team, her Legal Assistant Vivienne Brumfield and her Executive Secretary Julie Noble, for her success. They took her guidance flawlessly and got Amelia impressive support from the rest of the law firm’s support staff. Amelia was a great attorney despite her young age and she automatically garnered respect and admiration from those around her. Amelia Ashley was fully dedicated to earning the coveted position of Senior Partner in the near future.

By eight-thirty, Amelia finished preparations for her three most important tasks of the day. Her briefing and notes were ready for the Partner’s Meeting, she was fully prepared to defeat another world-wide corporation’s legal staff at the late morning mediation session, and she was satisfied that she had an effective strategy for the client she was to meet for the first time that afternoon. Amelia had taken the pro bono case only because something about the case and the prosecutor’s evidence seemed wrong when she heard the story about it on the local news.

She had just taken a sigh of pleasure at how smoothly her morning had gone when her office door opened suddenly, startling her almost to the point of spilling her coffee. “Lionel,” she said peevishly to the handsome attorney in her doorway, “you almost ruined my blouse and the Partners’ Meeting is less than thirty minutes away.”

The tall lawyer smirked and reached behind himself to lock the door. He slipped his jacket off and hung it over the doorknob.

“What are you doing?” Amelia asked coyly. She set her coffee down and stood to the side of her desk. She shifted to a sexy pose and pouted “You and I already have a private meeting scheduled for later this afternoon and I’m busy right now.”

Her eyes widened and she gasped when he speedily closed the distance between them and took her in his arms. “No, Lionel,” she hissed, “I was just teasing, … not here!” She struggled, but resistance was useless against a man having an advantage of eighty-five pounds and six-inches over her slim and petite frame. “Stop it!” she hissed with real anger. Her hands were locked helplessly behind her back in a single huge fist. “Lionel, you know I hate it when you manhandle me.”

Her protest was cut off in gurgles as his mouth closed over hers and his tongue raped its way into her mouth. She shook with real anger as Lionel leisurely unbuttoned her expensive jacket and her starchy blouse. “Owww, … you fuck!” she complained as his eager fumbling broke the center clasp of her bra and her big boobs were open to the air. “That bra cost me eighty-five dollars.”

Before she could finish sputtering her anger at the broken bra, her skirt slipped down around her ankles and the painful sting under her full butt cheeks heralded the destruction of her other item of lingerie. He threw her broken black panties to the side.

“Stop this, right now!” Amelia hissed with real anger. “I’ll scream,” she threatened.

“Fat chance!” Lionel smirked, “if the old fogies upstairs found you naked and having sex in the office, you’ll lose your chance at Senior Partner.”

Amelia knew that her lover was correct. The law firm’s Senior Partners were not only two full generations older than the rest of the Associate Partners, they were staid and proper beyond compare. One hint of impropriety and she’d be out on the street, leaving hordes of Associate Attorneys to brutally vie for her coveted slot as Associate Partner with it’s huge salary increase, stock options, profit sharing, and considerable perks. Attempting to regain the initiative, she growled back in his ear, “Yes, lover, … but you’d be fired just as quickly and you know it.”

Lionel laughed in her ear and responded, “Counselor, your logic is impeccable but it is completely unrelated to your current position of extreme vulnerability.”

Amelia was indeed powerless, her hands were still gripped tightly behind her back and her naked ass was wedged hard against the sharp edge of her desk. Far too late, Amelia realized she’d been using logic and words in her attempt to dissuade him while Lionel took more effective physical action against her. Lionel had shifted her left leg up enough to slip his hips between her legs and grind his hard dick against her naked sex. She had time only to open her mouth in final protest before his bare cockhead drove inches deep into her unprepared pussy. Her scream of pleasure / pain was stopped by a brutal palm blocking her open mouth.

When Amelia regained her senses from the shocking events that unwound over the next few seconds, she was lying on the harsh carpet of the room and her boyfriend was smoothly stroking his cock in and out of her now greasy sex. Amelia hated being helpless during sex and Lionel’s elbows held her knees against her ears in an unbreakable hold, yanking her crotch up into the air, given him full rein to punch away at her groin with his cock. Each of her wrists were locked tightly on the floor, anchored by the weight of his upper body. Her shoulders burned as his deep thrusts into her sex scrapped her body across the carpet.

“Come on, Amelia,” Lionel whispered as he twisted his hips, stirring his shaft about in her loosening vaginal sheath. “You know how you love my prick.”

Despite the unexpected and uncouth manner in which he’d taken her, Amelia began to feel warmth and real pleasure from the animalistic rutting. She grunted in growing excitement even as shivers of humiliation and lust hit her. She realized at that moment that their illicit relationship was based almost entirely upon sex. Admittedly, she considered the sex as fabulous and a perfect way to relax after a grinding day. Still, the way they had carefully hidden their trysts from everybody left their personal time far too intent upon sex, with little energy left for building a real relationship. “Ohhh,” she grunted aloud as his cockhead stroked skillfully across her ‘g’ spot. Inwardly she couldn’t help but wonder if he had any respect for her feelings

Another long, drawn-out “Ohhh,” of pleasure escaped her mouth as a particularly hard plunge made her clit vibrate in a manner most perfect. “Please don’t cum yet, Lionel,” she begged. “Let me get on top so I can cum with you.”

Surprisingly, Lionel complied, letting her legs free and yanking her up and around. Amelia’s weight plunged her back down on the cock that’d remained partially inside her during the whirling position change. Lionel’s hands now took strong possession of her breasts and he hissed up at her, “Go girl! Mash that sex box down on my crotch and whirl those magic hips of yours about!”

Amelia rocked harder and harder atop Lionel, creating loud liquid squelching and squishing sounds from her aroused sex. She was trying to set her pubic bone to grinding against his. Blessedly, she came even as Lionel’s cock pulsed and began to squirt thick ropy lengths of cum into her pussy.

Sweaty and satiated, Amelia rolled off to gasp on the floor. She watched with squinted eyes as Lionel wordlessly rose, tucked his limp penis back into his pants, picked a piece of lint off his trousers and retucked his dress shirt. Seconds later, he slipped back into his jacket and straightened his tie. He nodded his thanks and opened the office door.

Amelia squealed with dismay at the sight of the open door and she quickly knee-walked across the carpet to gather up her rumpled clothes and destroyed lingerie. She ducked breathlessly into the safety and privacy of her tiny private bathroom. Naked below the waist except for her torn thigh-high hose and twin runnels of milky cum on the inside of her thighs, the young woman looked anything but a well-paid attorney.

“Ten minutes, Miss Ashley,” her ravisher said cheerily over his shoulder. “The meeting starts in ten minutes and you know how they hate late arrivals. The rumors are that the Seniors are tied in their choice for the next, and youngest, Senior Partner.” He smirked, “are you going to give me the lead today in our contest to be the next Senior Partner?”

Amelia glared at him from behind the protection of her partially closed private bathroom door and almost slammed the door shut before she composed herself enough to see what damage her rival had done. “Bastard,” she muttered with real feeling, “sometimes I think he really takes this way too seriously. But,” she admitted, “there won’t be another opening for years, … maybe ten or more and only one of us will be chosen for this opening.”

“Oh, shit!” was her only comment at the sight in the mirror of her disheveled hair, smeared makeup, and wrinkled blouse. She took off her jacket and snapped it in the air to remove some of the worst wrinkles. “The blouse won’t do,” she muttered, “and neither will the hose.”

Amelia quickly washed her face, brushed her hair, and desperately fixed her makeup. “The blouse and hose are easy enough; I’ve spares in the closet for freshening up in the afternoon for evening meetings. The problem is the bra and panties; I don’t have any spares. Crap!”

Without panties to capture any slowly escaping jism, Amelia grimaced and stuck a wad of rolled up toilet paper into her gaping cunthole to absorb the slow drooling that occurred as she moved about. Amelia slipped her skirt up over her hips and sighed in relief when she saw that the jacket and skirt weren’t wrinkled too badly. She buttoned the jacket to cover her obviously braless breasts and moaned at the passage of time. With seconds to spare, she rushed out of the office, picking up the packet of files Julie Nobel held out as she swept past.

“Hurry, ma’am,” she whispered, “Vivienne is already holding your chair for you.”

A quick smile and a muttered, “Thanks,” were all Amelia could manage as she strode away. She was absurdly conscious of her naked butt cheeks wriggling freely under her pinstripes and the way her bosoms shifted with every step. “Crap!” she told herself, “you owe me for this, Lionel.”

Amelia shifted her weight forward, letting Vivienne Brumfield seat her against the conference table and was casually aware that her assistant stepped back to her seat along the wall behind her. Amelia jotted a quick note to get her loyal assistants flowers. “Otherwise, I’d have been late,” she told herself.

She frowned as Marion Burch, the blonde bimbo that acted as Lionel Barnes’ Legal Assistant slipped up beside her and slipped an envelope onto her open leather file folder. Knowing that showing displeasure at the woman would only reflect poorly upon herself, Amelia hid her deep-seated annoyance by simply ignoring the woman. The law firm’s five Seniors took that exact moment to enter and Amelia shifted her attention away from her boyfriend’s poor choices for assistants. She’d disliked Marion Burch, the Legal Assistant, and Judith Ferrell, Lionel’s Executive Secretary, on first sight, long before their own first surreptitious date. Lionel’s hiring of only young blonde bimbos on his staff was an affront to her sensibility and Amelia had instantly classified the twenty-four year-old and twenty-year-old as dangerous conniving cunts rather than just empty-headed bimbos; but, she was in no way jealous of the massive D cups that each possessed on their young bodies. She considered them nothing more than high-paid whores, catering solely to Lionel Barnes. Amelia uneasily wondered if that reflected poorly upon herself; sleeping with a man so easily swayed by blonde hair and big tits.

While the firm’s Comptroller was droning on with dry facts about the travel and operating budgets, Amelia idly opened the envelope that Marion left. She peeked inside and saw a sheaf of bills and a short note. Amelia carefully folded up the envelope and slid it into a pocket on her file folder. She glanced casually toward Lionel at his position across the table. It took all her self-possession to keep from blushing furiously at the impact of the note and his bland smile. “Bastard,” she thought, “the gall of paying me for the underwear and ‘my services’.” In conjunction with the note thanking her for the ‘Great Fuck’, the six one-hundred-dollar bills in the envelope were thoroughly humiliating.

Amelia took another quick glance at the note; the handwriting was feminine. “He had Marion write the note, … oh, shit! Bastard!”

She sighed inwardly and turned her attention to the meeting. She was next up with the status of her various cases. Later she’d address Lionel’s disturbing behavior.


Chapter 2 - An Attack from an Odd Quarter

Once again, Amelia Ashley had reason to thank her assistants, in this case because of the efficient way they took care of her clothing issues after helping her get to the Partners’ Meeting on time. Their efficient assistance was the only reason she was able to continue with her scheduled meetings without going home after the unexpected quasi-rape in her office. Simply taking on the mission of getting the necessary purchases without judgmental comment, her assistants quickly arranged for Ron the driver to take Julie Noble to the nearest department store where Julie used Lionel’s cash and Amelia’s credit card to buy twelve black bra and panty sets, a pile of her favorite thigh-high hose, and several nice white blouses. At a last stop at a pharmacy, Julie purchased six boxes of feminine douche kits. Not questioning the need for the emergency purchases, her staff merely took care of the problem in an expeditious manner.

Amelia quickly refreshed herself with scented soap, a hand cloth, and a change of clothing. The nearly dissolved hunk of gooey toilet tissue was gingerly fished out of her pussy and thrown into the toilet. After a quick flushing with the scented douche and a pat down to dry herself, she’d actually sighed in pleasure as she seated a clean pair of black panties under her butt cheeks. Thus, she’d been able to sit down in the mediation meeting and then at the Sheriff’s Detention Center feeling re-energized.

Amelia colored at the memory of the forceful sex session with Lionel and the close encounter with disaster she’d only averted because of Vivienne and Julie. Her own whorish response to Lionel’s forced sex brought a deepened flush of embarrassment to her face. Amelia had already promised to pretend the two intense orgasms wrung from her body by Lionel had never occurred. Even worse, the second orgasm occurred as she lay whorishly on the floor while she watched the bastard coolly dress with no sign that he’d just ravished his lover.

The door clanged open and Amelia’s embarrassed flush disappeared in shock at the sight of the chained brute that ducked his head under the 6’8” doorway. His physical presence seemed to fill the jail interview room and the glistening blackness of his skin made Amelia feel completely out of place in the squalid prison room. The file that Amelia had memorized let her know that this was Earl Seaborne. But, even knowing that he weighed well over three hundred pounds did not prepare her for the sheer mass of muscular humanity that approached her. The guards chained Earl down to a metal chair bolted to the floor and stood behind him, clearly ready to subdue the prisoner at a moment’s notice.

Only her practiced poker face kept Amelia from betraying her deep unease at being in Earl’s presence. “He’s one ugly black bastard!” she thought. “I can easily see him killing that poor whore. Maybe I’ve picked the wrong case.”

“Ma’am,” the hulking brute said in a remarkable soft and sincere voice, “thank you for taking my case.” It was apparent from Earl’s stilted tone that he was struggling to form his thoughts into coherent sentences. The knowledge stilled any doubts that Amelia had about the inconsistencies in the evidence.

“The Public Defender on my case is useless, but he sure spoke well of you.”

Amelia waved the two guards out of the room. They left her alone with the prisoner with clear reluctance.

“Earl,” she said, “I’ll be forthright with you. Even though the evidence against you is apparently very strong, I specifically took this case because something about it struck me as inconsistent and potentially contrived.” She locked an assertive gaze with the black brute and added, “I don’t yet know how to beat this case and I’m afraid that you’re going to have to tell me everything if we hope to prevail.” She paused and looked into his eyes. Something about his outward character reassured her and she added an admission she’d made to few clients. “Earl, deal straight with me on this case and I promise I’ll be a worthy adversary to your prosecutor; he’s done little to earn my respect.”

Earl and Amelia started by reviewing the basics of the case. “Ma’am,” he stated at one point with conviction, “I never killed that girl and I’m growed up now, I don’t touch drugs.” He struggled to control himself and he whispered with tears welling up in the corners of his eyes. “Ma’am,” he clarified, “I’m twenty-nine now and I’ve been free of gangs, drugs, and street girls for ten years. I swear by my lov’n Momma that I is innocent.”

Amelia nodded, “I see from your record that your only brushes with the law were as a teen, something about a gang fight and being a drug courier. But, … this does bring up a good point. Somehow your sealed juvenile records were broken open and used by the prosecution in your first hearing where he cited your proven criminal history as proof of the danger you posed and the need for the state to keep you incarcerated.” She sniffed in anger, “Earl, they had no right to violate the privacy of your juvenile files. That’s one reason this case stinks. Another reason is that even the most junior public defender should have been able to get that demand for pre-trial incarceration overridden to get you out on a much more reasonable bail. Plus you’ve successfully held a job as cab driver for the last six years. One hundred thousand dollars is an absurd figure for your bond given your law-abiding history as an adult!”

“So, Earl, let’s start by you tell me everything you did and everywhere you went in the week leading up to the girl’s death.”

********** LATER **********

Amelia refrained from picking up her files and studying them, instead she forced herself to relax in the Bentley. “This vehicle is amazingly comfortable,” she sighed aloud, “and it has been such a long day.” Her session with Earl had lasted more than four hours and now she was even more convinced of his innocence. “I still can’t believe that I touched his hands in sympathy.” She shivered. “His hands were so large, … so powerful, … he seemed so vulnerable despite his appearance of being able to rip my limbs off.” Amelia shivered again at the sheer, overwhelming presence of the three hundred and forty-five pound man.

The sexy attorney slumped back in the seat and tried to clear her mind by thinking about the upcoming selection of a Senior Partner. “Thank goodness the Seniors humor me in allowing for the odd case or two a year such as this one.” She could only grin in happiness at the way the old men’s eyes had lit up when she predicated the mediation settlement on her other case at over $450,000. They’d been especially complementary when she outlined how little effort it had taken and the size of their fee (the agreed upon forty percent of the anticipated total settlement was $180,000). “My stock definitely rose when they heard that I had another ten similar cases ready to file against the same corporation. Lionel was green with envy; I just know he hated having to congratulate me.” Amelia smugly reminded herself that at thirty-four, she was one of the few attorneys that could truthfully brag that she’d never lost a case. “Damn, I’m good!”

“Thanks once again, Ron,” she said as they got to her condominium, “I don’t know how I’d cope without your help. See you in the morning at the usual time.”

“No problem, ma’am,” he’d beamed at the compliment. He turned serious and added, “Ma’am, it has been an honor to begin driving for you. Anytime you need me, … business or not, … just call and I’ll be there. Really!”

Amelia groaned at the offer. “Men,” she thought with a little disdain, “what are the chances that one will actually be there when you need them. Not likely.” Instead of letting her thoughts show, Amelia kept a poker face and graciously thanked Ron along with giving him assurances that she’d keep him in mind in case of an emergency.

Even though she’d cleaned herself as best she could two different times at the office, Amelia was still happy to squat down on the seat in her shower and douche herself once again to free of any lingering traces of Lionel’s semen. Her thoughts about Lionel as the suds rinsed off her body in the soothing shower were confused. “He didn’t sound disappointed when I canceled our dinner tonight at the last minute because of how long it took with Earl Seaborne. In fact, … he seemed distracted once I mentioned the pro-bono case. Oh, well, … we’ve been dating seriously for two years and I’m still not sure where we’re going next in our relationship.”

Deciding to forgo a dinner and her traditional pre-bedtime workout session, the tired attorney wrapped a Chinese-style robe around her freshly-showered form and quickly checked her personal e-mail before crawling into bed. Amelia carefully kept one hundred percent of her office e-mails business related and ensured that any personal messages or internet web browsing took place only at home. She did the same with her two cell phones, the work one was never used for private calls. It was all part of the protective shield she’d placed around herself to ensure she didn’t get any negative scrutiny from the Seniors at the firm. Their security team had quite a reputation for discovering irregularities in the lives of the employees.

One message from a Yahoo account caught her attention. It was entitled, ‘Skeletons in Your Closet!’ from SnoopsAlot. Amelia clicked on the message and her mail program opened a message window that was filled with a detailed black and white image. Amelia gasped at what she saw.

The screen showed an almost forgotten picture from her past. Sixteen-year-old Amelia Ashley was captured forever in the eighteen-year-old picture with a tired and sad look on her face as she clasped a black identity board across her upper chest. Her long, straight hair was stringy and slightly unkempt in the photograph after a long and eventful day. It was a classic booking photo. Amelia’s home town, her name, and the arrest number were arrayed on the board in individual white letters. Amelia had been caught smoking a joint at her high school during an after game dance and was arrested with a crowd of other students. Given that it was her first clash with the law, her juvenile record was sealed and then expunged when she turned eighteen without further incidents. Since then, Amelia Ashley hadn’t even had a single parking ticket or moving violation.

“What’s going on,” she thought with confusion. “There isn’t a message title, note, or any explanation, … just the picture and the sender’s name, SnoopsAlot.” The emergence of the picture after so many years sent a shiver of fear through the beautiful attorney. She knew that exposure of even the minor drug-related incident could jeopardize her position at the law firm. “Yeah,” she thought wryly, “I could probably save my job, … but it’d be the end of any chance for Senior Partner. Plus, I know the Seniors, … they’d demand mandatory monthly drug testing for the rest of my life while stuck working as an Associate Partner. Oh, shit!”

Her message program beeped and announced, “You’ve got mail!”

Hesitating, Amelia tried to will away the new message, to no avail. It was another Yahoo message from SnoopsAlot and titled ‘The Memory Game!’ She quickly clicked the message title and read:

Thanks for joining our contest. The game is on! You have ten hours to e-mail me an updated picture with you in the exact pose as your childhood picture. No other contact is allowed. Hurry, I’m waiting! Delay and you lose the game!”

Before Amelia could even finish absorbing the weird e-mail, the message program beeped once again and announced, “You’ve got mail!”

The computer’s audio announcement seemed to suck the life out of Amelia. Scared with heart racing almost beyond control, she reluctantly looked at the newest message in her inbox. It was from a Hotmail account, a person named OmnipotentVoyeur, and unlike the two messages, it was untitled. The mouse shook in her nervous hands. Amelia felt like she was in the Twilight Zone when she saw the photo. “Holy crap! That’s me!” She thought she was going to faint dead away. The screen was filled with a high resolution image of her naked form, full tits and slim ass included. “I’m naked and wet, … someone took a picture as I came from the shower and went into my bedroom.” “What the hell is going on?”

Unable to see the bottom of the image, Amelia scrolled down. The sight of the text below the message renewed her fear. “Someone is truly screwing with me!” she howled in anger.

Amelia,

Thanks so much for sending me the candid naked shot of yourself. It made me so hard. Oh baby, I just gotta fuck you! Please send me the ‘pink’ shots you promised.

Hurry, I’m dying here!

OmnipotentVoyeur

Then, Amelia screamed in true terror when her computer beeped and announced a new message. Tears were flowing down her cheeks and she could barely focus on the screen.

“Crap!” she cried. “First it was SnoopsAlot, then OmnipotentVoyeur, and now BeSeeingYou!” The latest message was from a domain that she’d never even heard of. As expected, it was another photo. “It’s me again,” she cried hysterically. The fact she was fully dressed was no consolation. A woman was shown in a crisp outdoor shot that clearly depicted her standing at the curb in her business attire. There was no doubt that the woman was Amelia Ashley because the image was a high-quality, high-resolution color shot. The text was hateful in that it implied she was unfaithful to a man threatening revenge.

Amelia,

You teasing bitch, I’ll teach you to betray me by fucking those other men.

Cheater! I’ll show your whoring activities to your friends and coworkers.

Live in fear!

BeSeeingYou

When the next beep came only seconds later, Amelia collapsed and began to babble incoherently. When she partially recovered some minutes later, she crawled across the room to her purse and fumbled for her cell phone.

“Vivienne,” Amelia said through her sobs, “I need your help, now, … and I can’t give you much information. Can you help me? I’m scared and about ready to collapse. Please, get here as fast as you can without asking any unnecessary questions?”

While she was waiting for her friend to arrive, Amelia steeled herself to read the last message. This time she ignored the domain information and the addressee alone was enough to make her shiver in terror. The message was from CallGirlsOnline and the title was ‘Welcome Aboard Amelia!’ When the message popped up with a computer generated click, it was essentially what Amelia had already guessed.

Amelia,

How wonderful of you to contact us. Yes, of course we are always looking for hot new party girls and calling yourself a nympho in the survey is perfect. Some of our better-paying clients will drool at the chance to double-team a red-hot bitch like you.

And the bit about masquerading as a callgirl lawyer, … perfect!

As requested, I used your credit card to set up a ‘glamor’ session with one of our best photographers. He’s already lined up a few studs – of all colors and sizes as requested. The $5,000 fee is already logged against your card, but you should recoup the money after pulling just a few ‘tricks’.

Thanks, and we can’t wait set up parties especially for such a hot slut!

CallGirlsOnline

The next time the computer beeped, Amelia couldn’t take anymore. Fighting an overwhelming urge to throw up, she staggered away from the laptop and made it two steps toward her bathroom where she collapsed and her stomach hurled its contents through the doorway and across the bathroom tile. Her vision dimmed and she passed out in a pool of the stinking mess.

Within thirty minutes, Vivienne Brumfield and Julie Noble knocked on her door. Not getting an answer, Vivienne used her key to enter where they found Amelia unconscious in the bathroom.

“Get me warm, wet towels, now!” Vivienne commanded while kneeling down beside her boss. Calmly and methodically, the older woman rolled her boss over onto her back, checked that her tongue was in position, and that her airways were clear before extending the attorney’s chin. “Her breathing is normal!” she shouted to Julie. “Let’s get her cleaned up and back in bed. Then we can figure out what the hell is going on.”

After Amelia was stowed safely in bed, Julie threw the stinking towels from cleaning the carpet, the bathroom floor, and her boss into the wash. That done, she quickly hand rinsed the silk robe and let it soak in a solution of stain remover. Next she made tea.

While Julie was busy, Vivienne took the time to snoop around the condo to see what had spooked her boss into a hysterical fit. The message from CallGirlsOnline was still on the screen. Pursing her lips in anger, Vivienne popped her way through the other vicious messages from SnoopsAlot, OmnipotentVoyeur, and BeSeeingYou. Each message made Vivienne angrier and angrier. Finally, she got to a message that Amelia had yet to open.

“Bastards!” the Legal Assistant muttered. “I hope this one isn’t as bad as it sounds.” The most recent message was from UltimateFantasies.

Miss Ashley,

This is notification that your Ultimate Fantasy has been approved. Per your preferences, you will be mock abducted at a random time and place.

Attached are the options you made for this special fantasy. Your next credit card statement will reflect a $15,000 fee for this custom sexual experience.

We seldom have clients that select such harsh treatment, but we have risen to your challenge and assembled a talented team of six fantasy kidnap and torture experts.

UltimateFantasies

“Holy shit, Vivienne!” Julie gasped when she peered over her co-worker’s shoulder. “Did Amelia really do that, … arrange for her own abduction, rape, and torture?”

X - Rape Fantasy

X - Random Pickup

X - No Restrictions

X - Anal

X - Strict Bondage

X - Torture

X - Audio / Video DVD

“Really, Julie!” Vivienne admonished the young Executive Secretary. “This is just one of five nasty e-mail messages that make our boss out to be a very busy and kinky slut. There is no doubt that Miss Ashley was clueless about all this until these messages hit her inbox. The chances of five senders launching messages like this within twenty minutes can only mean someone is starting a smear campaign, … potentially a very effective smear campaign.”

Vivienne took the offered cup of tea and whispered, “Go lay down next to Amelia so she won’t wake up alone. Leave me to work on these e-mails to see what I can discover.”

As Amelia slowly came by to awareness, she felt warm and comfortable. The first thing she noticed was an arm flung over her side and a warm body cuddled up against her back. The faint feminine perfume from her bed companion lulled her into more moments of contentment. This feeling faded quickly as she remembered the events at her computer. Only the obviously feminine arm and body protecting her kept her panic under control. She was just considering turning to meet her benefactor when she noticed the foul, acidic taste in her mouth. Grimacing in disgust, Amelia carefully slipped out from under the arm and snuck out of bed. When she glanced back, she discovered a sound asleep Julie Noble in her bed rather than the expected Vivienne Brumfield.

Amelia’s study of the sleeping redhead was abruptly interrupted when her stomach churned and she sped to the bathroom where she heaved a few more streams of vomit into her toilet. Gasping, from what had quickly become painful dry heaves, she rose weakly to brush her teeth and rinse with mouthwash. Her reflection in the bathroom mirror brought another gasp of mortification. The mirror showed a sexy black-haired woman with unkempt hair and wearing a totally inappropriate set of fully transparent babydoll lingerie. “Julie, I’m going to kill you in the morning if you’re responsible for putting me in this outfit,” Amelia hissed.

Amelia looked like a wet dream standing in lingerie fit only for a newlywed to give her young husband an unexpected heart attack. Her full black bush of curly pubic hair and a set of pink aureola centered with spiky brown nipples were clearly on display under the gauzy white material.

“Julie!” she muttered in anger as she shrugged into a heavy cotton robe used for her few forays to the condominium hot tub, “you’re gonna pay for this.”

Her Legal Assistant interrupted her move to awaken Julie. “Miss Ashley! We have to talk!” was her terse command in an uncharacteristically serious voice.

It was the right tone to take. Amelia relaxed and let the older woman take charge.

In the living room, Amelia collapsed into the arms of the chubby brunette that she relied upon so much during her work days. Eight years her senior, Vivienne was no mother figure; instead, she possessed flaring mature hips, a surprisingly tight waist, and large pleasing D-cup hooters. Vivienne was a hunk of mature womanhood and she drew the admiring glances of men of all ages at the law firm despite her age. Topping of her voluptuous form was a wonderful, caring personality. At work, Vivienne dealt gently with all attempts to draw her out for drinks or dinner.

“Oh, Vivienne, I don’t know why I’m so scared. It’s just, … all those horrible messages. Am I being blackmailed, … am I under attack by somebody? Oh, it’s all so sudden, … and not knowing what their intentions are, … ohhhh!”

“Hush,” Vivienne, whispered, “Julie and I will help as much as we can. Plus, you don’t have to tell me anything that is too embarrassing.”

Amelia hiccuped a few more sobs and slowly began to calm down. She realized that her nearly desperate grip around the older woman’s shoulders placed her fingers on the wide back strap of Vivienne’s bra and that her fingers had unconsciously traced along its length. The completely inappropriate thought about Vivienne’s big breasts and her need for a nearly industrial strength bra diverted Amelia’s attention from her own predicament. The improper image of immense bouncing boobs brought the realization that her wet face was comfortably nestled in the top of Vivienne’s soft right breast. “She must feel my hot breath,” Amelia wondered. She shook herself and rather than recoiling from the safety of the woman’s arms, she forced herself to raise her head to kiss Vivienne’s left cheek. “Thanks,” she whispered, “I’d be so lost without you.”

“Good to see you pulling yourself together, dear,” Vivienne said with a catch in her voice as she hugged Amelia once again. “I’ve already canceled all your current credit cards and arranged for new account numbers effective immediately. Plus, there were already several bogus charges totaling over twenty thousand dollars on your accounts but they are either frozen or rejected until we get this mess straightened out. I’ve also filed identity theft notices with the proper authorities; all that was pretty easy to get started online.”

Amelia felt the woman’s arms tighten around her and she sighed at feeling safe and calm. “Thanks,” she whispered back with a slight hiccup in her voice.

“Amelia, I want to do some more forensic work tomorrow on these messages and your computer. I’ve got some ideas we can discuss in the morning but it’s best we not report the blackmail threats to the police, … at least yet. It’s possible that this is just a ploy to get you to overreact. We’ll know more in the morning. I’m going to set up a makeshift bed on the floor of your bedroom. Julie and I will be spending the night with you.”

Amelia sipped the caffeine-free herbal tea that Vivienne offered and grimaced wryly at the taste.

“No, you can’t add sugar,” the woman chided. The idea is to have something caffeine and sugar free so you can get a good night’s sleep. A little of the bitterness is from two over-the-counter sleeping aids I ground into the tea.”

Amelia started to protest but stopped when Vivienne admonished her. She drank the tea obediently and then didn’t object when led to her now empty bed. Water cascading in the bathroom told her that Julie was taking a shower. She shuddered in mortification when Vivienne slipped her robe off and guided her nearly naked form under the covers.

“Looks like Julie used your unconscious state to play ‘dress-up dolls’,” Vivienne observed dryly with raised eyebrows when she saw the totally inappropriate attire under the robe. “I’ll have a talk with her about that,” she promised. Then, shrugging, she kissed Amelia, and whispered, “Good night, love. See you in the morning.”

Amelia yawned and fell asleep almost instantly.

At some point during the night, Amelia slowly wakened. She’d been dreaming about feeding her cat. “Hmmm,” she thought, “sometimes my dreams are just so vivid. I haven’t thought about my cat for years. Hmm, I loved her so much.”

She continued to relax and felt sleep drawing her back down. “The dream is back,” she thought contentedly, “I can even hear her cute little tongue lapping at the milk I snuck the little scamp.” Amelia grinned and snuggled down in her bed. The liquid sounds increased and the attorney realized that they were coming from the floor in the middle of her own room. “Holy, crap!” she thought, “is one of my girls masturbating on the floor of my room? Is it Julie or Vivienne?” Titillated at the thought, one of Amelia’s hands snuck inside her wispy panties to rub across her pubic mound while she scrunched her way to the edge of the bed. Her pussy lips were already loosening and lubricating when she stealthily stuck her nose over the edge of the mattress. The cloudy night let little starlight into her room and all she could make out was a naked butt atop one of her spare comforters. The fingers of Amelia’s other hand took a grip on her boob and she held back a sigh of appreciation.

The pleasure from her fingers momentarily distracted Amelia from solving the mystery of whoever it was that was fingering herself so vigorously just a few feet away. She switched hands and gasped at the feel of her wet sex-lubed fingers on her aching nipple. Her dry fingers on the other hand forced their way deep into her pussy, her back stretching as her hips humped onto the raping fingers. She barely contained a long sigh of satisfaction at the feeling.

Amelia was trembling in a first, quick orgasm when her eyes finally discerned the fingers questing at the sex under the undulating naked butt sticking up from the makeshift bed. “Nice,” Amelia grunted to herself, “that’s it, wiggle that fat butt.”

“Is that Vivienne’s butt, … it looks big enough.”

Seeing that the woman, maybe the divine bubble-butted Vivienne that the men at work so lusted after, was on her belly with both her hands busy on her pussy, Amelia did the same, shifting the hand mauling her breasts down to carefully pinch her clit. She began to hunch her own hips in imitation of whoever was masturbating, fucking herself on four fingers while the thumb twirled her clit. This freed her other hand to yank on her pussy lips, stretching them about like rubber as she pulled them over the other fingers buried in her snatch. The next orgasm caught her by surprise, probably fueled on by the raunchy scene. She could now smell heated pussy scent and the knowledge that half of the smell came from her own body made her eyes roll up in yet another orgasm. She couldn’t help but let a tiny squeak escape her mouth. Humiliated at the thought of getting caught spying on a friend masturbating herself, Amelia stuck a meaty palm in her mouth; the scent of aroused woman increased drastically. Amelia felt yet another orgasm vibrate her inner pussy muscles.

The satiated attorney had already sagged down in completion when a small opening in the heavy clouds outside let a bright and narrow ray of moonlight creep through her window. The shifting beam let enough light bounce around the room for Amelia to see a pale glow from the wide-spread pattern of red hair above Julie Noble’s head. Amelia also clearly saw the glistening pussy that she’d been staring at. The problem was, Julie’s pink tongue was still buried deep in the wet cunt, busily delving deep in the clit-end of the fat butt cheeks that clearly belonged to Vivienne Brumfield. “Holy crap, … they’re lesbians!”

Amelia watched in total disbelief when, minutes later, Julie awkwardly crept out from under her gasping lover and crawled up to hold her in their arms. Any confusion about their status ended when they exchanged hugs and a long, passionate kiss. Amelia almost groaned in lust at the thought of the two women’s pussy drenched mouths exchanging their musky fluids. She was still staring in incredulity at the two cuddling lovers when sleep won out and she fell back into a deep, dreamless sleep.


Chapter 3 - Caught Playing the Voyeur

The next morning was confusing for Amelia Ashley. Her friends were up long before she woke and all signs of the makeshift bed on the floor were gone. The mouthwatering smells of coffee and toast filled the small condominium. Amelia prayed that neither house guest had smelled her arousal the night before or seen her shameless masturbation session. She shyly accepted her heavy cotton robe from Julie Noble when beckoned out of bed and then let herself be led to the bathroom for a fast shower. Julie’s continued presence in the bathroom while she stripped naked and then showered unnerved her a little. However, she did let Julie wrap a towel around her nakedness as she timidly stepped out of the shower stall.

“You saw, … didn’t you,” Julie whispered softly as the two stood face-to-face, just inches apart in the steamy bathroom.

Amelia started at the question and nodded mutely. Nothing else was spoken of as she unresistingly let the young lesbian take charge of combing and drying her hair. When the whirring hair dryer stopped, Julie once again spoke in a quiet voice, “Please don’t tell Vivienne, she’d die with embarrassment if she knew you watched us. We can each keep our secrets and all continue to be friends, … please.”

Amelia nodded numbly and asked, “How, … ?”

Julie giggled at the question, “How is the easy part. I saw your eyes peering over the bed from between Vivienne’s legs. It was a serious turn-on. Vivienne already asked me this morning why I was so hot last night. I told her it was fear of getting caught. You and I know that’s not true since you so obviously did catch me in the act. Are you sure that you aren’t bi-, … I could sure smell your musky pussy perfume when you started to play with yourself?”

“Hmmm,” Amelia mumbled in embarrassment, “No, … I meant how did the two of you meet, … I mean get together? After all, … she’s nineteen years older than you and a divorcee. All I know is that sometimes she goes out drinking at some notorious bars and nightclubs and that men continually hit on her.”

The redhead brushed her fingers lovingly across her face in a way that tingled Amelia’s nerve endings. “I’ll tell you that story another time when the three of us have a drink or two under our belts. The only thing that matters now is that we both love you and we’ll do whatever it takes to get you through this weird time.”

Still standing unnaturally close, Julie let a softly questing hand slip under Amelia’s robe to capture one of her rock-hard nipples in a tight grip. Her other hand trapped Amelia in place by resting softly on her hip. Teasingly, Julie whispered, “If Vivienne wasn’t so old fashioned and worried about what people might think, maybe I’d invite you to join us.” At the shocked look on Amelia’s face, Julie added, “Don’t be so shocked, I saw the orgasms you got from watching us making love in the moonlight. Remember, … you are the one that smelled like a mare in heat.”

Amelia sighed in relief when Julie stepped back to hand her a pair of filmy black panties and a matching bra.

“Wait a minute,” Amelia replied in a rush, “you dressed me in that horrible babydoll lingerie set last night, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Julie replied without any remorse in her voice, “it’s not like you showed me anything I’ve never seen before. You’re a girl, … I had to strip you to wash that nasty vomit off of you, … then I dressed you in the first thing I found, … so what. Now, I’ll give you some privacy to get dressed.” From the now open doorway, the young girl’s voice hardened into a mock taskmaster’s voice and she quietly barked, “You’ve got three minutes. Move it girl!” Giggling, the twenty-three-year-old left Amelia with an aching boob and a burning nipple.

Amelia wondered how she could be so naïve that she’d missed all signs of the two women’s obviously steamy love affair. Given how little time she had left, Amelia drew her attention back to the tasks at hand and quickly struggled into her bra before donning the rest of her attire. She gratefully cloaked her sexy body under a clean, crisp business outfit. Feeling more like herself, Amelia strode out of her bedroom for a fast bagel and a cup of coffee. She felt normal as the three women rode down in the elevator to meet with Ron.

“There was no sign of any more e-mails,” Vivienne told her in the luxury of the Bentley. “You left your account open last night and I checked it again just a few minutes ago.”

“Thanks, Vivienne. I’ll take your advice and let you work on the messages for a while this morning. So, … what’s on my schedule today?”

“Well, … let’s see. You have a few hours in the office and then a ten o’clock meeting with Lionel Barnes for him to update you on the case you’re working on together. Lunch is open if you want your meeting with Lionel to drift late; we can get you a salad delivered if that’s the case.” Vivienne paused while Amelia absorbed the morning schedule.

Vivienne continued at Amelia’s nod. “You told me that you want to make a few phone calls to clarify the status of the second round of corporate lawsuits while they’re still off balance from yesterday’s mediation. Also, you wanted to see the City Prosecutor on the Earl Seaborne case. Finally, you wanted me to arrange a follow-on client-attorney meeting at the Detention Center with Mr. Seaborne.”

Julie spoke up, “I’ve got a number of documents for you to review and sign. So, … I’ll need at least two fifteen-minute sessions this morning to clear all the administrative actions off my desk and a single short meeting this afternoon to go over your client billing sheets. That’s it, … essentially an easy day.”

Amelia leaned forward and placed a hand on each of her friends’ knees. “Thanks, … you girls make it seem so easy. And thanks especially for last night; you went beyond the line of duty on that.”

Not surprisingly, her friends took the thanks in stride. However, Julie’s glittering, knowledgeable smile was a little unsettling but Amelia shook it off to nerves.

“Just plan on us spending at least another night,” Vivienne said, “we need to see if your problem e-mailer is going to keep troubling you. Plus, this might get even nastier over the new few days.”

“Oh, please,” Amelia whimpered, “I hope things don’t get any worse.” She sighed and added, “But tonight we have to get you two comfortable in my spare bedroom. I doubt I’ll fall apart again. You two must be exhausted from trying to sleep on that thin comforter.”

Julie’s eyes once again held unfathomable secrets. Amelia sighed and wondered if her little attempt at humor had backfired. “After all,” she told herself, “if Vivienne was a happy heterosexual, … then Julie must have been her downfall. What exactly did Julie do to get into Vivienne’s panties?”

The rest of the ride was quiet as each relaxed in their own thoughts in the little time left before the hustle of work.

********** LATER **********

At nine-thirty, Julie swept into Amelia’s office with a look of panic on her face. The way she frantically pushed a mail cart into the room and slammed the door shut was a clear indication something was amiss.

“Oh, shit! Amelia, we’re in big trouble,” Julie blurted.

At Amelia’s shell-shocked look Julie took a deep breath and said, “I bumped into a friend on the firm’s security team named Neal and he let on that there’s a big flap about a security breach. He refused to tell me any details except that security was closing down all entrances except the main one where they’d screen all entries and exits.”

Julie fought to catch her breath and then she whispered hoarsely, “He also mentioned setting up the x-ray machine in the mailroom, locking down our intranet, and doing a search of the building. That set off all sorts of alarm bells after last night. Amelia, I sped down to the mailroom and whisked away your office mail before they could scan it. Jim, the mailroom clerk, helped out a lot. And, … holy shit! It’s a good thing I did!”

Amelia sagged down in her chair, unable to react.

The Executive Secretary yanked Amelia out of her chair and said, “Girl! You better look at this package because the invoice has your name and credit card info on it. If they had scanned this box downstairs, they’d have found almost two thousand dollars of expensive BDSM gear.”

“BDSM gear, … what’s that,” Amelia mumbled in a confused voice.

“Crap! You naïve twit, Amelia, … it’s leather cuff sets, chain hobbles and leg shackles, hogtie harnesses of leather and of chain, spreader bars, blindfolds, gags, two-way dildos, butt plugs, leather crops, whips, and even a few sets of bits.”

“Bits, … aren’t they for drills.”

Amelia’s head spun from a sharp slap. “Wake up and use that brain of yours! Vivienne has gone to a meeting and we have to either hide this somewhere safe or get it out of the building, … and fast!”

Julie drew plastic-wrapped item after plastic-wrapped item from the large, heavy-weight cardboard box and threw them into the mail cart’s steel basket. She shoved a razor knife at her boss and demanded, “Cut up the box and shred it, including the packing invoice. I’ll grab Vivienne’s laptop and the bondage gear. If this ‘security breach’ is aimed at you, then hopefully they’ll still have to search every office and floor and they will be looking for a large item. The searches could take hours.”

Without another word, Julie reached into a tiny closet and grabbed some of Amelia’s clean laundry which she threw across the mail cart. She raced from the room with the cart and paused only long enough to hiss, “Get that shit shredded Amelia or I’ll spank your ass myself!”

Amelia shook herself and dazedly began to slice the extra-thick cardboard into strips. It was hard going shredding the cardboard, but it fit into the hissing shredder. The damning box of garish sexual packing material was quickly reduced to tiny pieces of brown confetti. “What the hell is a butt plug,” she wondered as she read the writing on the last of the wrapping material going into the shredder.

Perplexed about what had just occurred, Amelia picked up her coffee and took a sip without noticing it was stone cold. “Why did she threaten to spank me of all things?” she mused. “And, … how did she know those horrible things so well that she could rattle them all off in mere seconds?” She sat back, nursing her cold coffee and pondered how many sexual skeletons her Executive Secretary had hidden away.

Another critical thought clicked in her head. “Ohhh,” she whispered, “Vivienne and Julie stopped calling me ma’am last night. Today, they’re even bossing me around some of the time.” She sighed in the realization of how drastically her life and relationships could change from a few simple e-mails. “Ohhh, boy!”

Vivienne popped in seconds later. “Amelia, Julie briefed me on the latest development.”

Unasked, Vivienne closed and locked the door. “Yes,” Amelia told herself, “it’s true, … they still respect me, but don’t defer to my lead anymore.”

Vivienne crisply rattled off a number of facts about the e-mails from the night before. Amelia’s whirling thoughts caught something about, “… all the e-mails came within twenty-three minutes, … five different usernames and five different free e-mail domains.”

When she heard, “three different IP addresses,” she interrupted. “Wait, Vivienne, … I thought these were all from the same person.”

Vivienne nodded her head in the negative. “No, I’m afraid not. I’ve gotten IT-smart friends outside the law firm to run down all three IP addresses. They’re all here in Los Angeles at free internet cafes, but they’re scattered about town. I think a single person masterminded all five messages and three people executed them at roughly the same time. They probably copied the messages into free online mail accounts from a thumb-drive.”

Amelia was still processing that bit of bad news when Vivienne added, “Plus, the charges on your credit cards started exactly two weeks ago. That’s when the mound of bondage gear was ordered with a special delivery guaranteed for today.” Vivienne came over beside her. “Amelia, someone here at the law firm is trying to set you up. This is really serious and I think it goes beyond simply attempting to discredit you for consideration as Full Partner.”

Gasping with the impact of those revelations, Amelia was confused enough to wonder aloud, “How did you know about the opening upstairs?”

The sexy Legal Assistant hugged her and whispered, “Oh, Amelia, … you are so clueless.” Vivienne pulled her head back to assess Amelia’s reaction. She leaned forward and just millimeters from her ear whispered, “Julie and I love you the way you are, … but you are too nice and too focused on your career. Sweet and lovable, yes, … but you are absolutely the most naïve person that I know. Yes, anyone can take advantage of you. You clearly need someone to take charge of your life.”

Vivienne’s warm breath on her sensitive neck and ear made Amelia’s head spin. Knowing that a lesbian was touching her increased the hammering of her heart. “Thanks, Vivienne, … I think.” Inwardly she groaned and prayed that her only two friends weren’t ready to press any sexual advantages.

Vivienne’s warm hand caressed her cheek. Amelia shivered visibly at the electric touch.

“I think that in private that you better start calling me Viv. Julie likes to be called Jewels. Unless you want something else, we’ll call you Amelia in private and ma’am, boss, or Miss. Ashley in public.”

Amelia blinked and realized that Vivienne had just told her factually how their relationship would be; she had not been asked for input about what she thought about the idea. Given the key role the two played in protecting her from whatever was going on, she smiled cheerfully and quipped, “Yes, ma’am!”

Vivienne’s wane smile was interrupted by a hammering on the door and Julie’s hissed, “Hurry up, Mr. Barnes will be here in a few minutes!”

Lionel was surprisingly circumspect during his hour-long meeting in Amelia’s office. In fact, it was the first time in two years that he didn’t try to surreptitiously tickle, pinch, poke, or otherwise sexually tease his secret lover. “He never mentioned yesterday’s sex, the canceled afternoon meeting, or our missed dinner last night. How odd,” Amelia thought while secretly appraising her handsome colleague.

Lionel soon sent for Marion Burch, his Legal Assistant, to bring some research files and the entire second half of their meeting was even more stilted than the first half. Amelia didn’t care for the way the woman acted. Belatedly, Amelia realized that what irritated her was that the woman never acknowledged her presence, always taking direction from Lionel and ignoring both her presence and any comments she made.

When the two left her office, Lionel’s hand came up in what Amelia judged to be an unconscious gesture. “Holy shit!” she thought. “He just put the heel of his hand on the small of her back as he escorted her out. No, … his fingers were actually teasing her skanky blonde bimbo ass. The professional members of the firm never touch the staff in any way; it’s a hard and fast rule to keep free of any sexual harassment charges.” The bizarre sequence of events that had nearly overwhelmed her in the last day brought an equally fantastic thought to mind. “Lionel would secretly touch me in that exact way. Lionel, Marion, and Judith make three. Does that mean that Lionel is the one setting me up? He and his team will hit the mother lode if he gets the Senior Partner position.”

She gasped in full realization of his evil intent. “He must be the one! Plus, he’s the only person that could have found a reference to my drug arrest so many years ago. I keep a file hidden in my closet safe and he must have found my combination.” Belatedly, Amelia visualized how easy it would be for him to rummage through her purse or to find the list of passwords and accounts she’d scribbled under a calendar taped inside a cabinet door on her desk.

Amelia punched her intercom, “Vivienne, … Julie, please come into my office, now.”


Chapter 4 - Lionel Fights Dirty

The three spent a furious and nerve-wracking fifteen minutes searching every nook and cranny of the office. They focused first on Amelia’s private office, her bathroom, and her small closets. They found it deep in the bottom of her gym bag, tucked neatly under her dirty underwear and exercise leotards, shorts, and tee-shirt. The three baggies contained carefully rolled marijuana, a handful of pills, and a white powder. Amelia feverishly flushed the contents of the bags down her toilet and then emptied out all the air from the three baggies. She sighed a huge sigh of relief as the empty baggies twirled down the drain. After using a spray cleaner on the bottom of her gym bag and washing her hands like a maniac, Amelia shifted her attention to the outer office.

Hidden behind the top right drawers of her Executive Secretary and Legal Assistant’s desks were similar baggies. The girls repeated Amelia’s trick of flushing, cleaning, and scrubbing. Each of the women were disheveled and glistening with sweaty fear before they were at last half convinced they were safe.

Amelia took a deep breath and tried to focus on what she might have missed.

Vivienne and Julie looked at each other and they simultaneously blurted, “The car!”

Julie took off like a shot.

Amelia and Vivienne began to change every password and PIN on every single account Amelia owned, including e-mail accounts, bank accounts, investment and savings accounts, her personnel benefits account, credit cards, frequent traveler programs, cell phones, insurance, and more.

At some point during this intense activity, Mr. Jefferson, the sole black Senior Partner, and Mr. Wang, the sole Senior Partner of Asian descent came to the office. Mr. Jefferson hesitantly announced, “Miss Ashley, please take a seat. I’m afraid we have to search your office. We have credible evidence that a female attorney or legal assistant in this firm has been dealing drugs from our establishment.”

Amelia and Vivienne easily portrayed shock at this news.

“I can hardly believe that is true, Mr. Jefferson,” Amelia told the distinguished looking sixty-five-year-old black Senior Partner.

“Of course,” Mr. Wang interjected, “as a condition of your employment you automatically consent to this search. Please realize that every office with senior female employees will be searched with equal diligence.”

“No problem, Mr. Wang,” Amelia responded quietly. “We have no objection to the search at this time.”

The firm’s only Chinese Senior Partner nodded and waved a group into the office.

The two women stood silently by while two policemen, one guiding a dog entered the office. Terrified, they fought to hold themselves together as the two lawmen, observed carefully by the two Senior Partners, slowly swept their way through the office. They had a true moment of terror when the dog alerted on Amelia’s gym bag. Amelia’s mortification at the way the two policemen pawed through her smelly underwear was easily overwhelmed by her relief when the two policemen reluctantly announced to Mr. Wang and Mr. Jefferson, “Sirs, this office is clear. Where do you wish to search next?”

As the Seniors turned to leave, Amelia stepped forward and respectfully addressed Mr. Jefferson because she considered the sixty-five-year-old black man the most approachable of the pair. “Mr. Jefferson,” she started.

Both Seniors stopped in place. Mr. Jefferson immediately spoke up, “Miss. Ashley, you must understand that we respect you very much. Nothing we’ve seen, …” His hesitation as his eyes strayed to the gym bag containing the frilly feminine items that the policemen had so publicly pawed through infuriated Amelia even more.

“No Sir!” Amelia asserted herself before Mr. Jefferson could finish his interrupted thought. She shifted forward to stand between the two men and whispered, “That’s not what I wanted to mention. Digging through my underwear is a minor humiliation. I don’t want to sound paranoid, but don’t you think it odd that female members are being maligned in an unsupportable accusation even as the Seniors are considering the unprecedented step of promoting one more member to Senior; possibly even a female one for the very first time. That promotion will result in a flurry of repositioning within the firm. Need I mention the egos that might be ruffled in the process?”

Amelia stepped back into her office, leaving the two Seniors to consider the implications of her alarming thought. They left to search the next office only when the policemen and the drug dog became restless.

A few minutes later, Julie Noble casually entered the office, looking about to ensure that nobody else was there. She sauntered over to where Amelia and Vivienne sat at an overstuffed settee and got straight to the point. “My car and Viv’s are clean. Amelia, your new limo had a bonanza hidden between the backseat cushions. I found a number of used condoms, some of what I suppose were your dirty panties, along with more grass and cocaine. Lastly, we found a huge pile of money; twenties bound in bundles of one hundred. My guess is that your enemy expected your car would be searched after they found drugs in your office. It’s all gone now but Ron nearly had a heart attack when I told him. He’s off sterilizing his precious Bentley.”

“You told him?” Amelia demanded in consternation.

“Don’t worry about Ron,” Vivienne chuckled. “First of all, he knows that you’ve never done any hanky-panky in his car. Second of all, … he’s smitten with you. No, … this development has only cemented his bond to you.”

“Crap!” Amelia announced with even more feeling, “my condominium! Maybe he’s planted drugs in my condo.”

“You let Lionel Barnes have access to your condo?” Julie hissed in surprise.

Amelia groaned and shamefully admitted, “We’ve been intimate for two years.”

“Oh, you poor fool!” Vivienne whispered. “That bastard is worse than a dog surrounded by a pack of bitches in heat. He’ll fuck any female that drops her panties. Many a female working here has regretted the moment of indiscretion that let him between her legs.” She sighed, “You know of course that it’s an open secret he’s having an affair with both Marion Burch and Judith Ferrell. In fact, he paid for their breast enlargements and their gym memberships. He likes big-titted bimbos with tight thighs and asses. They might even be living at his house; it’s virtually a mansion.”

“Oh, I’m a fool,” Amelia cried.

“I hesitate to mention it,” Vivienne added, “but, … rumor also has it that Lionel Barnes is also porking at least two of the Seniors’ Executive Secretaries. The only reason a cunt-hound like him would throw a mercy fuck their way is to wrangle secrets from them.”

“Nice language, Viv. I’ve never heard you sprout such crudity.” Looking very serious, Julie turned to Amelia and softly whispered, “Look, ‘melia, … when this is over with, … you better see a really good doctor. If he’s willing to do all this, maybe he’s already tried to trip you up in other ways.”

With yet another horrible thought to consider, the three women sat back on the settees for a moment of silence. Then, with unspoken agreement, the three gathered up their things and proceeded down to the building entry. Given that Ron was off ensuring his car was clean, they sped off in a cab to Amelia’s apartment to tear it apart for anything incriminating that might have been hidden there. All three nearly shit in consternation when they found a number of small drug packets hidden in the bottom of Amelia’s locked closet safe along with another stash of twenty dollar bills. Only after the apartment was in a shambles did they collapse and look at each other. Bonded in the struggle against Lionel, their silent looks all indicated the same thought, “What now?”

Emotionally exhausted, sweaty, and disheveled Amelia had a sudden thought and turned to Julie, “Jewels, … what on earth did you do with the bondage stuff?”

Julie’s face hardened a moment and she softly said, “I’ll go into the details later. Suffice it to say that everything is safely out of the building and one of my old ‘friends’ has the stuff.”

Vivienne gave her secret lover a flat look and said, “Old friends, … hmm, yes, … maybe you better go over all the details.”

Julie flushed and gave Amelia a pointed look. “We’re in this to the bitter end, … but you better be assured that even being associated with you could cost us everything. If that snake Lionel is behind this, then he’s a nasty adversary. There is no such thing as a truce or a draw in a fight like this, … it’s win or lose, no other outcomes.”

Vivienne whispered back with a white face, “What did you do Jewels? Is it about getting the bondage gear out of the building?”

“Remember, … details later,” she answered with a shameful look. “I will only say that I had to lie to my security guard friend about a few ‘toys’ that I’d accumulated at work. I flashed the handcuffs at him and he grinned like a baboon when I begged him to take me to my friend’s apartment to store them. I’d already promised a favor to my ‘old friend’ for using the apartment to store the kit.”

Vivienne gave her a white-faced glare and she demanded, “You tramp, … you fucked him didn’t you? You threw the guard a fuck to sneak that stuff out.” She started to rise from the settee and her voice raised, “Are you going to fuck your friend as well?”

Amelia gave Vivienne a bone-breaking hug and growled, “Leave it! She did the best she could in a dangerous situation, … and remember, she promised the details in due time.” Still holding the trembling older woman, Amelia smiled at Julie and said, “Tell me later as well, please. I’m so sorry for all this. I’ll try and make up to the two of you.”

Vivienne’s sudden hiss of indrawn air gave Amelia a startle. Belatedly, she realized that her comment could be construed as an implication that she considered the two a couple. Julie glared at her as well and Amelia tried to console her friends. “Suffice it to say I owe everything to you two. So, since this has been a trying twenty-four hours, lets arrange for some food to be delivered and we need to have a planning pow-wow.”

Her friends relaxed and Amelia berated herself for almost giving away that she knew the mismatched couple were lesbian lovers.

“I’d like to get some clean clothes and toilet items soon before we all pass out,” Vivienne said in a tired voice.

Julie had the best idea. “Amelia, lets lock up here and head over to Viv’s place. Your security codes are all changed and the doorman knows that you don’t want any visitors, male or female except for the two of us. So, … gather up some clothes and we’ll go to Viv’s. Please, the change of pace will do you good.”


Chapter 5 - Vivienne Puts on a Sexy Show

The black-haired attorney was exhausted from the day’s events. She took Julie’s advice and gathered up a small bag of clothes and toiletries. Then, while the twenty-three-year-old Julie Noble took charge of her older friends, Amelia Ashley finally had the chance to mull over the day’s events while she followed the young woman’s directions like a zombie.

“Drugs in my office, my company car, and my condo,” she mused in disbelief. “How could Lionel Barnes have been so cold-blooded? Oh, god! How could I have let a monster like that into my life, and my bed?” The thought of her lover thrusting between her thighs and pumping his tainted jism into her womb brought on a fit of nausea.

Amelia leaned forward in the cab and began to take long deep breaths to quell the almost overwhelming urge to empty her stomach.

“Shhh,” Vivienne Brumfield whispered, “calm down.”

For the second time in two days, Amelia was drawn into the comforting arms of her voluptuous Legal Assistant. Amelia gratefully lowered her face into the big, soft breasts of the older woman and shamelessly hugged her full figure in a fierce grip. This time, the brunette wiped away her tears and softly kissed her forehead. The additional soothing of the woman’s hand down her tense back helped Amelia relax. A coo of comfort slipped out her mouth and the attorney wondered at how easily she had slipped into the arms of another woman.

Neither woman observed the calculating look that their young redheaded companion gave them as they clenched each other. Her pursed lips and oddly knowing smirk were strangely out of place in the innocent setting.

The next two hours passed in a blur. Later Amelia would only remember in general terms that they had quickly thrown together a meal; it might as well have been sawdust as filet mignon for the little satisfaction it gave them. Amelia’s next concrete memory of the night came when Vivienne came out of the back of the apartment in a robe and yawned in exhaustion.

“Please,” she murmured to the two women sitting at the kitchen table, “I’ve got to go to bed. I’ll see you in the morning and let’s hope it’s a better day than we’ve just gone through.”

“OK, goodnight Viv,” Julie responded, “I’ll get ‘melia settled in one of the guest rooms and I’ll take the other. We’ll see you in the morning.”

Julie stared at the older woman’s backside as she wearily made her way to the back of the apartment before she turned her gaze on Amelia.

Amelia stared back and felt a disquieting feeling in the silence.

“So, … Viv is a nicely stacked piece of ass, isn’t she? She works out in the gym like a demon to keep those thighs and gluts tight.” Julie continued her stare as an uncomfortable silence once again settled over the kitchen. “Don’t tell me you didn’t notice, … I saw you clutching her hips and shoulders like your life depended on it. You certainly seemed to like the feel of your face rooting about in her hooters.”

A flush of embarrassment and more than a little bit of anger quickened Amelia’s response. “That’s nasty! What are you, jealous?” Amelia snapped back. “Besides, you know I like men. Remember, my last obvious bad choice in male bed partners is the one trying to railroad the three of us out of jobs and into jail.”

“Oh, no doubt you’ve made poor choices in the men you’ve let into your bed, … and between your legs,” Julie smirked dryly. “Nonetheless, you liked watching the action last night between Viv and me”

“I thought we weren’t going to speak of that again?” Amelia protested feebly.

“Tell you what,” Julie purred as she glided smoothly off her chair and stepped up beside her boss, “I’m going to go back and get Viv warmed up with a little girl-girl lesbo action. Once she’s panting and eager, I’ll blindfold her and let you watch her stew while I finish her off. It’ll be my way of showing you a little bit of life on the dark side.”

Amelia flushed with heat as her sexy Executive Secretary caressed her hair and the side of her face as she spoke. The woman’s tender touches on her black tresses turned into a severe grip and Julie forced her head back before claiming her mouth in a fierce kiss. When the passionate tongue-dueling kiss ended, Amelia was panting with a wild-eyed breathless look.

“If you want to watch, be sitting here in that white two-piece negligee I dressed you in.”

“I didn’t bring that horrible babydoll outfit,” Amelia responded with a breathless bit of satisfaction.

Julie somehow managed to slip a soft hand through her blouse and Amelia felt one of her sensitive breasts captured in the assertive grip of her lesbian assistant. “No, … but I brought it. It’s on your bed beside your overnight bag,” Julie whispered in her ear. “So put it on so that I can smell your arousal and watch your orgasms while you spy on us again. Do it and I promise you a wild time.”

Just five minutes later, a very ashamed lawyer sat uncomfortably in the kitchen. Amelia had found the hated babydoll on the top of her clothes in the overnight bag just as Julie had predicted. However, she never intended to wear the babydoll and instead tore through her bag to find her normal pajamas and robe.

“That conniving bitch!” she hissed when she discovered that her pajamas and robe were missing, “She unpacked my other night clothes.” Left with no other choice, Amelia tugged on the filmy negligee and groaned at her sight in the bathroom mirror while washing her face and brushing her teeth. The reminder of how slutty she looked in the mirror and an automatic clenching of her pussy in anticipation of forbidden pleasures spurred Amelia’s decision to change her mind and go along with Julie’s demands; despite inner thoughts claiming reluctance, her pussy was clearly dripping in anticipation.

Amelia squirmed in the kitchen seat for what seemed like hours before her redheaded secretary returned. “You’re still dressed,” Amelia whispered in surprise and staring with some suspicion at the leather bag Julie brought with her.

Julie gave her a knowing smirk and without speaking a word, stopped in front of her, and then began to appraise her boss with a penetrating stare. “You are a sexy bitch,” Julie whispered.

Amelia wanted to recoil away from the pretty Executive Secretary but somehow remained rooted in her chair. “Your tone and choice of words are offensive,” she whispered.

Julie only smirked back in response. She reached for the black leather bag and Amelia’s heart stuttered in fear only to relax sheepishly when a hair brush appeared. Amelia wordlessly let the younger woman stroke the brush through her long black hair. She held in a grimace of pain when Julie gathered her hair in an uncompromising grip and began to weave a harshly tight ponytail.

Amelia gasped when something silky slipped across her face and she was blinded. She gasped again when her nipple was pinched and Julie hissed in her ear, “Quiet! You’re getting ready to come into my bedroom and I insist upon absolute quiet.” Amelia tried to shrug away from the next twisting of her nipple. Her spine tingled with a touch of real fear at what Julie next whispered in her ear. “You embarrass me in front of Viv and I’ll yank off both your nips.”

All of a sudden, Amelia knew with a certainty that Julie wasn’t kidding. “What have I let myself into?”

Over the next few minutes, Amelia began to understand what Alice must have felt after she followed the White Rabbit down the deep hole into Wonderland. Blinded, she was hyper aware of the soft things that slipped around her ankles and wrists. Julie tugged at each cuff and the clicks Amelia heard told her that the comfortable wrappings were there to stay, at least until someone released her. The thought made her pussy clench and twinge.

The leather collar that Julie placed around her neck was not lined. It was stiff and tall, pinching both her collarbones and the flesh under her chin. Julie cinched up the collar too tightly for comfort but not tight enough to restrict her breathing.

A quiet voice whispered in her ear, “In case you don’t know, and because you’re under a gag order, … it’s a posture collar, … something to control unruly pets. Oddly, every bit of what you’re wearing was part of that huge bondage order that came in the mail today.”

The revelation brought unwanted images to Amelia’s overactive imagination. Amelia moaned softly in an attempt to back out of her situation, but found herself unable to resist in her darkened world as each wrist was brought up to her collar and in turn snapped to something. Amelia couldn’t help but whimper louder in fear at the thought of her increasing helplessness.

Her breast exploded in pain and when Amelia opened her mouth to yell in response, something was harshly pushed in, blocking her yelp. She felt a hand at the back of her neck and her jaw began to stretch open painfully as more and more of the object was forced into her mouth. When it felt her jaw would shatter, Julie stopped to tightly tug at the back of her neck, cinching something that brought the object even tighter into her mouth.

“Hmmmm,” she protested trying to push the rubber-tasting thing out of her mouth.

“Hush!” Julie commanded in an annoyed voice. “You’re going a little farther and a lot faster than I would have planned, … but, it’s far too late for that. Remember that you asked to watch and the only thing that I demanded in return was your silence.” Julie’s voice took on a bit more gaiety and she added, “Little ‘melia, hang on to your panties ‘cause it’s gonna be a bumpy ride but and we’re gonna have a lot of fun.”

Amelia was in a panic as the young woman clipped something to the front of her collar and it drew her forcibly up and out of the chair. Her heart raced in real fear as she carefully followed. “A leash,” she thought in amazement. “Am I being led about on a leash like some sort of blind pet? Is this how Vivienne and Julie met, at some perverted sex club?”

The normally assertive attorney had no choice but to follow her younger assistant through the apartment. Amelia belatedly realized that she hadn’t yet been offered a tour of the apartment and had no idea where she was being led. Having already learned her lesson about making any vocal sounds, Amelia was intent upon keeping silent. Julie positioned her and something clicked onto either side of the wide collar around her neck. Amelia was mystified when Julie took each wrist in turn and extended her wrists from her collar to a point much further away.

Julie fitted something across the front of her face and then the blindfold was whisked away. Amelia was confused when she saw that Julie wore an opera mask that covered her entire face above her lower lip behind a feathery fantasy concoction of some sort of bird of prey. When Julie stepped away, Amelia would have gasped in surprise at what she saw. Her eyes darted around the room in a frantic attempt to uncover all the shocking revelations in the bizarre bedroom.

First and most amazing of all was the sight of her voluptuous Legal Assistant. “Holy crap!” she thought, “who’d have thought Vivienne was so limber.”

The brunette was spread open on the bed in the most unladylike pose imaginable. Fully naked, each wrist was cuffed to its matching ankle and held up and out by a chain strung to the ceiling. Amelia had a front-row view directly into Vivienne’s puffy and glistening pussy. “She’s as bare as a baby,” Amelia noted. The contorted position left the woman’s plump butt cheeks tugged up and Amelia’s eyes were drawn to the brown anal star clearly exposed between the fleshy derriere.

Also surprising were the two swollen orbs of Vivienne’s big breasts framed behind the upward ‘V’ of her spread legs and arms. Naked, they were larger than Amelia would have guessed. Amelia wasn’t too surprised to see that Vivienne also wore an elaborate opera mask and deduced that she was blindfolded under it because of the solid black she saw through the eyeholes.

Amelia forgot completely about her own predicament at the sexy sight of her helpless Legal Assistant. That is, … until she noticed the array of video cameras in the room. The camera on each side of the foot of the bed didn’t bother Amelia too much because it was clear that Vivienne and Julie were two very kinky lesbians and what they did in private on their bed didn’t phase her in the least. However, the other two cameras pointed her way were a completely unwelcome discovery. The bright red ballgag in her mouth prevented it from becoming dry with fear only because it was already overrunning with saliva. She stared mesmerized in horror at the two flat-screen monitors mounted on the wall. One displayed the helpless brunette sextoy on the bed and the other showed Amelia wriggling slightly, hung in place by three sets of chains clipped from the ceiling to her collar and to her wrists. The transparent nightie that she wore left her lush black pubic bush and full fleshy boobs clearly on display under the gauzy white material. Her pink aureola and spiky brown nipples were essentially on open display.

Amelia groaned at the high resolution and the clarity of the color on the screens. “She’s making movies,” Amelia told herself unnecessarily.

Meanwhile, Julie was busy working on a library table out of view of the cameras. She worked several of the four laptops spread across the table and the image abruptly changed on the monitors. One camera zoomed into a close-up view of Vivienne’s puffy cunt lips and another camera zoomed in to frame Amelia’s head. The view of Amelia disappeared to be replaced with a PowerPoint screen. Julie grinned at her and began typing:

“Guess you didn’t know that we lived together, huh?”

“Viv has been my personal sextoy since soon after I joined the firm. She was so easy to pluck, … it took less than a month. Now she’s fully trained and literally worships the ground I walk upon.”

“Right now, she’s blindfolded and her ears are stuffed with waxy plugs, … it enhances her other senses.”

“My little pussy slut has already cum at least a dozen times.”

“Watch how she wiggles and squeals when I fuck her. By the way, … while my toy cock is flexible and only six inches long, it’s three point five inches across, … eleven inches around. That’s a lot of sex meat.”

“Meat,” Amelia wondered, “what the hell is she talking about?” Amelia watched in fascination while the masked redhead casually stripped out of her clothing, exposing her own luscious C-cups and a sculpted triangle of red hair between her legs. It took the naïve attorney some time to figure out what it was that Julie picked up next. Only once the petite redhead slipped her second dainty foot between the black straps of the contraption did Amelia realize what it was. “Oh, … my, … it’s, … it’s, … a fake prick. She’s put on a fake prick.” Amelia couldn’t look away from the glistening black hunk of rubbery plastic that jutted from the milky white skin of her friend. As a cock, it was so fat that it looked stumpy and deformed. “Fuck, … those dimensions were for her fake cock, … holy shit, … three and a half inches across. Ouch, that must hurt!”

Julie strutted to the bed and ran her fingers over her new sex tool, obviously playing to the cameras as much as to Amelia. Apparently satisfied at the condition of her cock, Julie gracefully slipped between Vivienne’s legs and began to sloppily work her tongue and mouth against her lover’s pussy.

Amelia was too overwhelmed to respond to the sights until Julie leaned back on her knees and set the head of the fat prick to Vivienne’s hairless twat. The camera’s view on the monitor clearly showed that the bulbous knob was far larger than the pussy. Amelia forgot to breathe as Julie clenched her butt cheeks and thrust forward, setting the entire head inside Vivienne’s pussy.

Vivienne gurgled and whined into her gag at the intrusion. Julie abruptly pulled out, giving Amelia a clear view at the first couple of inches of pink cunt meat inside her friend’s vagina before the outer pedals of her labia slowly closed, hiding the pinkness inside.

Julie looked over her shoulder at Amelia and then swung first one open hand and then the other hard against a helpless butt cheek. “If you want more of my black cock you little whore, start begging,” she demanded in a loud and rough voice.

Vivienne once again began to whine in a most animalistic manner and her butt and pussy clenched up repeatedly at Julie. Amelia realized that her friend was obviously out of her mind with lust.

Julie gave Amelia one more smoldering masked look before she turned back to the naked cunt in front of her cock. This time, Julie sunk mercilessly into her friend in one long thrust. Vivienne’s up thrust arms and legs guided Julie unerringly into the sensitive juncture between her legs. Once buried, she began to fuck quickly into Vivienne, bouncing the small woman about the bed with each pile-driving thrust. Julie’s own tight ass spasmed each time she rotated her hips upward to grind their pubic bones together.

A ring of frothy cunt butter formed high up on the already glistening black cock. The thin-stretched pussy lips looked alive to Amelia as they appeared to climb up and down the fat shaft as it stroked ceaselessly in and out of the sex hole. After at least fifteen minutes of relentless fucking, Amelia began to wonder how her friends could continue without passing out from the exertion. The sight of watching the plunging cock raping with such precision into her friend’s too-tight twat excited her in a way she couldn’t comprehend. Amelia heard a whine of frustration and belatedly realized that it was her own voice. Her greedy pussy clenched with need and the frustration that she couldn’t give it any stimulation. If Amelia tried to rub her thighs together, the posture collar cut off her breathing in a painful manner, irritatingly keeping her lust from rising. Amelia ended up with cramps of arousal twisting her belly and she felt a small drizzle of her own sex lube drool down one thigh. She cursed Julie for the devious way she’d been bound as a helpless and sexually unsatisfied voyeur.

Julie began to mumble incoherent words and her body quivered as her fast-paced rhythmic fuck pace began to stumble and slow. After collapsing onto her lover for only moments, she rolled back on her knees and the big shaft slurped obscenely out of the now widely distended pussy. Amelia was amazed that the no longer elastic ring of Vivienne’s pussy lips left the blood-gorged muscular interior of her pink cunt meat wide open to view.

Julie was clearly winded as she swayed about with barely controlled coordination as she unfastened Vivienne’s ankle cuffs. Each of the well-fucked woman’s legs fell bonelessly to the mattress, leaving Vivienne’s wrists still chained upward. Julie crawled off the bed and fumbled about Vivienne’s head, pulling away a monstrously large ballgag. Drool covered the side of Vivienne’s face and she was as limp as a ragdoll; completely fucked out. Julie moved to adjust the cameras to her liking before turning toward Amelia with a look that petrified her.


Chapter 6 - Amelia Tastes Her First Black Cock

Julie casually picked up a short length of nylon rope. She stood motionless for long seconds, slowly spinning the red nylon in circles and regarding her trembling second prey before turning away and going to the computers once again. The famous Bolero from the movie ‘Ten’ began to play in speakers hidden about the room. Julie adjusted the music louder.

“I thought I warned you to be quiet!”

The message on the monitors took Amelia’s breath away. She couldn’t help but sob in terror.

The obscene black phallus wobbled about as Julie turned back to Amelia with the rope in hand. Amelia struggled against the posture collar to look down toward her own feet as Julie knelt down out of her sight. It was no use; Amelia couldn’t see anything of her own body below her chin.

Something tugged at her ankle and Amelia let loose a muffled yelp of fear as her leg rose up into the air. Julie laughed at her friend and yanked the leg even higher. Amelia’s hamstring burned in pain and she fought to breathe as her lone foot centered itself below her on tiptoes. Her upheld ankle was now tied off above her waist to the chain on that side of her body.

“Slut, you willingly joined the game and then disobeyed me after repeated warnings! Toys must learn to obey every command! Now you’ll feel pain before I deign to let you experience pleasure.”

Amelia glared in disbelief at the words on the monitor and cried as loudly as she could for help at the sight of the crop in Julie’s hand, “Hep! Hop! Ho!”

“No, I won’t help you or stop and I especially don’t like my toys to tell me no. That’s a word I don’t allow.” Julie turned to face one of the cameras and she announced aloud, “Time to give a new toy its first correction. Yell as loud as you can, your friend won’t hear with the loud music blaring away in her plugged ears.”

A slice of liquid fire traced its way along the inside of her upper thigh. Amelia howled in pain and before she could draw another snot-tainted breath through her nose, her other thigh burned with the second impact. The combination of the abrupt stinging pain, her near loss of balance from reeling away from the blows, and the strangling sensation from the posture collar began to shut down Amelia’s brain. She struggled to regain her balance and stand further erect.

“Toy! That was only the first two out of twenty. But, to show mercy, I will give you some choices. First choice, take the next eight blows or you can trade your pajama top and bottom for four blows each. Hop up only once for a no and keep hopping up on your toes if you’d rather be naked than whipped with every stroke. Hurry if you want this finished.”

Amelia fought to read and understand the words on the computer monitor. The offer was an easy one, she hated the outfit anyway. Amelia almost instantly began to rise up as far as she could on her one foot. The loss of her reviled babydoll outfit was accomplished clinically in just a few seconds and Amelia didn’t mourn its loss. The only downside was her nakedness and the expert way in which the young woman wielded some sort of utility razor knife to slip through the gauzy material like butter. Amelia watched Julie busy herself once again with the cameras. Her humiliation was intensified when the two cameras previously focused on Vivienne were turned to her lewdly exposed form. Julie picked the two most horrific views to display on the monitors. One showed her panting face and the colorful mask in an extreme close-up and the other zoomed in to show her naked ass. Amelia’s controller began to type once again.

“Smart move Slut! Next a last choice. You still owe me ten more to complete your punishment. Your choice, … be my bedmate for the night or take all the strokes across your pussy. Remember, one hop means no and extra cute bunny hops means you accept.”

This offer wasn’t about any issues that Amelia ever expected to face. She hesitated, uncertain what she wanted to do. As she delayed, her crotch erupted in fire from a blow that, once she stopped screaming, made her nauseous at the potential for damage to her prized sex organs.

“Too slow! You still owe ten. Give me your decision! Think of it this way; one hop for pain, more hops for pleasure. Pain or pleasure? Maybe you’re a pain slut????????”

The continued throbbing of her cunny was the deciding factor. Amelia hopped up once and felt her hefty breasts bobble up and down. She took a deep breath and hopped once more, … then again. The bounces brought more awareness of her breasts which seemed to become more sensitive with each jump. Each bobble of her meaty mounds also increased her uncertainty about the decision she’d made.

A very different sensation brought her attention back to her plight. The posture collar kept her from looking down toward the sensation; instead, she had to stare through the feathers protruding above Julie’s face mask to see the monitors. One monitor showed a side view of her friend’s head nuzzling at her boobs. Electric sensations on her nipples somehow connected to her spine, raising the fine hairs there. Strong fingers claimed the fat meat of her breasts and squeezed in a burning mixture of dull pain and satisfaction. Amelia gasped as a soft hand slipped down her tummy to expertly take possession of her pubic mound. Unconsciously she grunted and humped her hips forward trying for sensation across her clit.

“Julie is beginning to take possession of me,” she thought.

Amelia’s memory reminded her of how the tight black straps holding the obscenely-sized dick had framed Julie’s young and tight ass. The thought of how the straps let Julie deftly control the fat black cock as she plowed Vivienne’s defenseless pussy increased Amelia’s heart rate. “She fucked Vivienne’s pussy till she passed out from too much pleasure,” she thought while she remembered how her young friend’s butt flexed as she drove the shiny black cock into Vivienne. “Is she getting ready to do the same to me?” Amelia then grunted herself as a petite orgasm flowed out from deep inside her belly. “Hesss,” she said, trying to cue her friend into penetrating her deeper with the fingers that had entered her wet sex.

“Hold yourself up with your arms,” Julie commanded.

Her puzzlement at the order disappeared when one of Julie’s hands began to rise up on the sole thigh supporting her entire body weight. As her leg came up, Amelia’s weight began to be borne more by her collar. Frightened, she tugged her torso up with her arms and her free leg clenched uselessly at Julie’s waist. One assertive hand supported her bare ass and something shiny flickered across her vision. The chain holding her leg up had been released. Julie felt her bound leg drop and she instantly wrapped that leg around Julie’s waist. She pulled herself up again and removed any pressure on her posture collar.

“Yesss,” Amelia told herself in relief as she resumed normal breathing. The lips continued to nuzzle around her sensitive breasts as, one by one, Julie’s arms slithered under her legs and clasped behind her back.

“She’s strong,” Amelia thought as she realized that Julie now held her entire weight by clasping under her ass. She sighed in anticipation as one of Julie’s hands began to delve around her pussy that was pulled in tightly against her friend’s tummy. Julie’s hands relaxed and Amelia slipped down a little. The hand at her cunt slipped past her outer lips.

“Hice!” Amelia moaned in enjoyment.

As if in direct response to her pleasure, Julie’s hands began to loosen their grip on her ass even more. The pressure on her cunny increased dramatically and Amelia finally figured out that there was no hand working on her sex, it was the fake black cock.

“Ho!” she protested and tried to pull back up and off the cock. Some of the round fat head began to slip out of her outer sex lips until Julie’s arms tugged her back down. Amelia couldn’t fight against both their weights; she felt herself slip downward, the cock pushed further inside her. Amelia’s sex was stretched beyond anything she’d ever felt.

“It’s so big!” Amelia moaned as the pressure increased. “It’s probably at least twice as big across as Lionel’s.”

Amelia grunted as the dick filled her more and more. Julie began to fumble at the back of her neck and Amelia felt joy at the thought of losing the horrible gag. Amelia tried to thank Julie after a few relieved deep breaths. Only croaking sounds came out and the monitor showed her mouth still held open; her abused jaws were unable to shut. Julie quickly stopped the attempt at thanks by setting her mouth over Amelia’s and mouth-raping her with a questing tongue. Once again, Julie gained more control of Amelia’s body and her lust.

Julie’s hands again squeezed Amelia’s ass hard and the cock sunk deeper and deeper. Amelia found herself using the strength in her arms to cooperatively rape herself up and down the faux cock. Even as questions twirled through her brain (wonderment at how a fake cock as big as a log could fit inside her so easily and at her friend’s amazing strength) an intense orgasm swept through her. Everything taken altogether, Amelia without doubt judged the orgasm to be the most intense of her life.

Beyond her most wondrous orgasm of her life, Amelia also learned what an afterglow was. She basked in the glory of her orgasm while Julie unclipped her chains and dragged her back to the guest bedroom. Later, she would equate it to an ‘out-of-body experience’ and vowed to never forget it.

Reality, in the form of dozens more equally intense orgasms began when Julie dumped her face-first onto her bed and raised her butt up in the air. Julie’s incredibly talented tongue dug deep in her pussy and within mere minutes, Amelia triggered another personal best; her most intense oral orgasm of her life. Julie was thankful that she’d closed both bedroom doors behind her because Amelia howled out her completion so loudly that Julie worried that Vivienne might hear even through the solid wood, the loud music, and her stoppered ears.

Amelia really proved she was multi-orgasmic when Julie shoved the fake black cock into her twat from behind. They rutted like animals until neither had the strength to continue.


Chapter 7 - Enslaved and Owned by Her Secretary

Amelia woke to the very pleasant sensation of having every muscle twinge from her overly exuberant sexual workout. Instinctively, she knew she was alone in the bed and was more than a little relived. “Hmmm,” she muttered aloud in contentment and then added silently, “I don’t think I’m ready yet to face a female lover first thing in the morning, especially after the awful things we did last night.” She blushed and then stretched; reveling in the awareness of aching muscle groups she didn’t even know existed. Unfortunately, her bladder was full to overflowing and she needed to get up. Amelia rolled over to the edge of the bed in a smooth movement and sat up. A slithering tinkle of metal followed her move and she looked down in shock to see a long lead of steel chain dangling from her neck. Amelia first felt around her neck, discovering that a one-inch tall and very substantial unyielding steel collar circled her neck without any discernible latch or lock. Further, she found the terminus of the steel chain to be at a loop apparently welded into the collar. Hand over hand she progressed through at least a dozen feet of the steel chain links until she traced back to where it was attached to the steel pipe of her headboard. She wrapped the uncompromising links around her right hand and tugged with all her might. The small flat plate welded to the end of the chain didn’t budge from its recess in the pipe of the bed’s headboard. Somehow, it was held tightly in the depression. She dropped the links with a clatter and stepped out of bed; not too surprised to find that she had at least ten or fifteen feet of slack between her collar and the point of attachment to the bed. “The heavy, … very heavy, steel-framed guest bed,” she corrected herself. After giving a last futile tug on the chain, Amelia walked naked to her bathroom, relieved at least to find she had enough chain for easy movement through her room and bath.

The chain had plenty of slack to let her step into the shower and drape some excess over the edge of the tub. Amelia took inventory of her sex while the refreshing spray revitalized her. “I’m hardly sore,” she wondered. Then with real relief, she decided thankfully that her pussy had reshrunk to its normal size after seemingly hours of battering by the monstrous fake cock. The recollection of her numerous orgasms blunted her growing foul mood a little.

Toweled dry and skin rosy, Amelia began to look about for her purse and clothes. “Shit! There’s nothing here that’s mine.” Desperate, she grabbed her chain and dragged it back into the bedroom where earlier she’d spied a closet. Her relief at finding a single outfit on hangers was palpable. “My navy jacket and one of my white blouses, that’s a relief. But, hmmm, that skirt, … it’s black and not navy.” She examined the skirt and decided that it was not hers and not a perfect color match to the jacket.

The first real problem arose when she pulled a pair of panties out of the lingerie bag hooked on one of the hangers. The white, wispy panties were so sheer that they were completely transparent. After slithering the nearly nonexistent underwear up over her hips, Amelia looked at herself in the full-length mirror on the back of the closet door. “Holy crap! I makes me look like some sort of a bride on her wedding night pretending to wear panties.”

It got worse. The bra, while modestly covering her plump C-cup breasts in a most comfortable manner, was just as sheer as the panties. Amelia’s brown nipples, rosy aureola, and her milky-white breast meat were easily seen through the almost invisible material.

The thigh high hose and her own white blouse restored some of Amelia’s confidence. A minor problem arose when she tugged up the skirt. First off, given that it was an older cast-away of Julie’s, it was meant to fit a shorter five-foot-one-inch frame. Secondly, as a size two, it was too small even for Julie who usually wore a size four. Having a larger five-foot-six-inch frame that was eleven years older than her junior assistant; Amelia thanked her lucky stars that she still weighed only one hundred and twenty-five pounds. Even so, she normally wore something midway between a size four and a size six. The end result was that the skirt was acceptable even though it was a little too short and more than just a little too tight.

A less obvious issue was that the sheer bra did nothing to pad the jutting stumps of her nipples. Thus, while the tightly knit silk of her blouse fully hid any hint of the wispy lingerie, it let her hard nipples spike through in an unacceptable manner.

Thoroughly grumpy from her inability to make any decisions regarding her dress and upset with the collar and chains, Amelia yanked on the heels that she’d found in the closet. She cursed when she realized that they were also too small. Angry, Amelia put them on anyway and then puzzled over the odd strap arrangement. Finally, she figured out the relatively intuitive manner in which the straps held the four-inch stiletto heels on her feet. The end of each strap fit within a recess with a mechanical snap. Amelia had no idea that once clicked in place that she’d just locked a pair of sexy but decidedly uncomfortable ‘come-fuck-me’ heels on her feet. Satisfied that she was as dressed as she could be, Amelia sat down on the mattress to wait.

The second that Julie Noble slipped into the room, Amelia was already on the offensive. “Where in the hell is my stuff?” she demanded. “There’s not even any makeup here,” she added in a shrill voice.

Julie stared at her in obvious amusement. “Pet, … I’ll let you get away with that given that last night was your first time playing at BDSM.” She grinned and added, “But I have to say, I enjoyed learning that ‘melia is a hot piece of ass, … a real squealer.” Her pretty face took an especially sly look and she added cattily, “It’s just a shame that I can’t share that wonderful video from last night with Viv, … at least not yet.”

Amelia gurgled like she was going to choke and somehow kept from physically lashing back. Her instincts told her that she was in too vulnerable a position to fight back. Instead she began a short mantra to calm herself, “Chained, … helpless, … without my own clothes or purse, … oh, Julie, … I’m gonna get you so bad for this.”

Julie turned to a double keypad located to the right of the entry door frame. Amelia belatedly realized that the device might control her bondage. She quickly deduced that the lone red light atop the schematic probably matched the locking point on the headboard of the bed frame. “The other lights must be for other attachment points.” Julie tapped the red light on the right screen and it began to blink. Amelia tried to see what the digital confirmation code was, but Julie’s body had slipped in to block her view. When Julie’s body stepped away, the blinking red light was now green. Amelia tugged lightly on the chain at the headboard and it popped out of the locking recess. At the same time, her collar clicked and unlatched. Hurriedly, the attorney yanked off the collar and strode wordlessly toward the exit.

“We have to talk first,” Julie said while moving to block her exit.

“I don’t think so,” Amelia said a little too forcefully. “Last night was a mistake.”

“That’s not what you said last night in this very room,” Julie said with a superior smirk that infuriated Amelia. “In fact, I’ve never had a partner respond with so many orgasms and so much begging for more sex.”

“It won’t happen again.”

“Oh, yes it will,” Julie replied with that same smirk, “and you’ll beg for it. I promise.”

“It won’t happen again,” Amelia repeated in a startlingly inept rebuttal.

“Did you notice we’re wearing identical shoes, hose, and skirts,” Julie said sweetly in a switch of topics so extreme that Amelia could only stare in confusion. “Well, we are and the reason will become apparent later this morning. Hurry in for breakfast. Ron’s already here and Viv wants to leave as soon as you get your makeup on. I’ll have half a bagel for you to eat in the car.” Julie tossed Amelia her purse and walked out without a glance backward at the open-mouthed attorney.

The surreal nature of the next thirty minutes made Amelia wonder if she’d gone insane or just imagined the whole sordid night of debauchery she’d just gone through. Ron had risen from the table in the kitchen and given her a respectful, “Good morning, ma’am,” followed by the same greeting from Vivienne, only in an even happier tone. The morning routine in the limo was changed only in that she ate her breakfast, half a bagel with lox and cream cheese, no onions, instead of just enjoying a cup of coffee.

During the ride, Vivienne outlined the changes they’d made to Amelia’s schedule. “First,” Vivienne said after referring to some hand-written notes, “Jewels is going to arrange for converting the ‘drug’ money that Lionel left us into clean twenty-dollar bills that can pass a chemical analysis test. Then, ‘melia is going to get Earl Seaborne out on bail.”

Amelia was perplexed by all this but Julie patted her hand in an infuriating manner and Amelia held back her questions.

“Ron will take the two of you to a men’s outfitter and you’ll make Earl presentable using some of the extra drug money cash. I understand he’s kind of noticeable.”

Amelia almost choked at that understatement. Finally, unable to put up with the coddling, she asked, “OK, ladies. What’s the development that changed my day so drastically?” Amelia was fully aware that she’d reined in her natural response to lash out at the two, in part because she was more than a little afraid of her redheaded Executive Secretary.

Vivienne proceeded to update Amelia. In short, she revealed that in checking ‘melia’s personal e-mail, she’d discovered another threatening message. “Basically, the blackmailer threatened to expose you to all sorts of public humiliation if you didn’t lay off the Seaborne case. We already supposed that Lionel Barnes and his two bitches were behind the earlier messages as well as the trumped up evidence. Well, … we now also believe that he is somehow associated with one of the largest drug dealers in town. The interconnections are just too coincidental; drugs, money, a lousy contrived prosecution case, your pro-bono work, and Earl Seaborne as a fall guy to protect someone important. The obvious strategy is for us to act decisively and unpredictably to blunt his attack and turn his plan topsy-turvy.”

The young attorney listened intently to her Legal Assistant’s crazy plan with a mix of revulsion and fascination.

“Look,” said Vivienne Brumfield leaning forward toward Amelia, “getting Earl Seaborne out on immediate bail is a great way to throw everyone off balance. It might buy us some time and let us go on the offensive for a change. Also,” Vivienne added with a feral grin, “we add to our team a very impressive bodyguard using Lionel’s own money.”

Still absorbing the highly illegal plan that her aides had contrived, Amelia swept through security and strode past the administrative desks with Vivienne and Julie following deferentially behind her. They had a busy morning coming up.


Chapter 8 - Rewarded with a Tight Piece of Pussy

Amelia efficiently tackled a variety of issues after arriving at her office; the sense of normalcy was something that she desperately needed. Plus, she was relieved that Julie Noble was gone from the office for a few hours while she exchanged the tainted drug money. Vivienne came in several times to pick up or drop off files and she showed her normal respect for her boss, even silently bringing in much-needed coffee at one point. Amelia was hoping that she could put Julie back in her proper place and have everyone forget the humiliating sex from the night before.

The phone rang and Amelia picked it up.

“Miss Ashley,” Vivienne said respectfully.

“Yes, Vivienne.”

“I just checked Mr. Barnes’ schedule. He and Judith Ferrell are flying out of town this afternoon for depositions. It’ll be a go for this afternoon. But, before you leave to get Earl, you have a quick appointment. I’ll brief you in a few minutes.”

Amelia renewed her focus on the legal brief that she had to complete that morning. She ignored Vivienne when she slipped quietly into the office a few minutes later. Vivienne came up behind her chair and Amelia wasn’t disappointed when her long-time secretary began to rub some of the kinks out of her shoulders.

“Oh, yesss,” she murmured in appreciation, “you’re wonderful; that’s just what I needed. I’ll be finished with this in just a minute and then you can get me up to date on the plan.”

Vivienne kept up her massage while she pulled Amelia’s hair out of the way.

“Hmmm, that was nice Vivienne. I’m all done now.”

Something cold encircled her throat and a mechanical snick followed.

Amelia spun around to confront her Legal Assistant. “What’s this!” she demanded.

Without responding to her question, Vivienne pointed a small remote control unit at her and muttered, “I hope this works like Jewels said.”

Blinding pain overwhelmed Amelia and she slumped lifelessly down to the floor.

“Oh, dear! Perhaps eight was too high a setting!”

Amelia heard her secretary as if she was far away. When she came mostly back to her senses, she was slumped lengthwise on her office sofa and a wet cloth was laid across her forehead.

“What the hell was that all about?” Amelia croaked.

Vivienne leaned her busty torso down full-length on Amelia and her soft lips gave her a passionate kiss. Breathless, Vivienne barely got out, “Oh, Amelia, welcome to our family. I’m so glad you’ve decided to join our little family unit.”

Amelia grabbed a handful of Vivienne’s brown hair in anger and then collapsed once again in a spasm of pain.

“That wasn’t very nice,” Vivienne whispered with annoyance. “Here I am welcoming you and you act mean about it.” She pulled a round ball with straps attached to it and perfunctorily jammed the gag into Amelia’s mouth. “This is mine, but it will fit you while you learn your place,” Vivienne muttered crossly.

Confused, Amelia could only glare at her crazy secretary.

“Well, … Julie told me last night that you agreed to be our family slut. Some of the pictures from last night were simply amazing.”

Flabbergasted, Amelia could only work her mouth around the foul tasting gag; however, … flustered at the perverse development, Amelia could think of nothing to say in rebuttal.

Vivienne muttered, “Guess this is why Jewels insisted on the training collar. “melia, you have to wear the collar until you come to accept your position. In the meantime, this might remind you of your promises.” While she spoke, Vivienne fitted a pair of tiny earphones into Amelia’s ears and turned on her IPod.

“Ohhh! Yesss! Eiiiiii!” immediately begin to assault Amelia’s ears. The sound of lusty, liquid, squishy sex sounded as raw and horrid as some ultra raunchy porno flick. “Yesss, … fuck meeeee!”

A second, female voice chimed in, “What are you? Are you my slut? Are you my fucktoy?”

Amelia recognized that her voice was the one responding to Julie Nobel’s taunts. “Yes, … oh, … shit, … I’m anything you want! Just pleassse, … keep fucking me!”

The gagged attorney heard her own voice squeal with dismay and she remembered the moment captured forever on audio tape. “No! Don’t stop! Pleassse!”

Julie next asked the most damning question of all. Amelia was already squirming in horror at what would follow on the tape.

“Are you my whore? Are you the lowliest house slave, … a slutty whore even lower than Viv? Will you be our live-in slut?”

“Yesss, … anything. Eiiiii, … .”

The sounds of sex re-intensified in her ears. Amelia faintly remembered that at about that moment on the tape that she had exploded in the most intense and long-lasting orgasm of her life, wrung out by her young Executive Secretary in an environment of deep humiliation and hard pussy-pounding sex from an over-sized strap-on dildo.

While the sounds of her noisy lesbian interlude blared in her ears, Amelia struggled to focus on the mound of paperwork that Vivienne shoved in front of her. When she hesitated to read the voluminous print on the first legal document, Amelia howled in pain at the long shock to her collar. Having gotten the idea, Amelia quickly signed or initialed every space on the thick stack of papers where little sticky signature arrows indicated. She sighed audibly at the sight of a Power of Attorney sheet and signed without hesitation. Amelia now understood what the Legal Assistant meant when she welcomed Amelia to the family. “Everything I own is now theirs,” she moaned. “From the paperwork, I think the devious bitches control my paychecks, my savings, stock options, car, … everything. They knew all about my finances anyway. Oh, crap!”

Unresisting now, … washed out from the humiliation of Vivienne’s detailed knowledge of her previous night’s sex, … confused with no clear knowledge of what she’d just signed, … Amelia followed obediently when the forty-two-year-old Legal Assistant primly attached a leash snap to her collar and tugged. Vivienne paused once at the entry to the outer office and once before they entered the hall to be certain that there was nobody wandering about to catch them. In less than one hundred steps, Amelia was in a nearby conference room. The door lock clicked ominously behind Vivienne, unnoticed by Amelia who was still locked in a personal hell while she listened to the recording play an endless loop of debauchery.

The older woman had clearly rehearsed her moves. In virtually seconds, Amelia’s torso was pulled over the back of a padded conference chair and her hands were secured to the armrests with two-inch Velcro bands. Next, Vivienne wrapped the same black bands around her ankles, securing them tightly to the roller feet of the chair. Unceremoniously, Vivienne yanked the navy blazer over her boss’ head and down to her bound wrists.

Vivienne turned off the IPod. “Guess now you can figure out why you’re dressed in the same skirt and blouse that Julie wore this morning,” Vivienne said conversationally as she finished trapping her boss over the chair. “So, the question is, … should I warm you up or let him take you dry?”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Amelia wondered.

“In a couple of minutes, I’m going to dim the lights in the conference room and telephone one of the twenty-three-year-old guards. He’s going to come in here to throw a fast fuck at Julie, the gorgeous Executive Secretary; … it’s part of the deal she negotiated to get your bondage gear out of the building. Fortunately, we now have a family slut with a tight enough butt that can masquerade as twenty-three year old Julie Noble. That’s something I could never do with my big ass and since Julie and I vowed as part of our commitment together that we’d never take real cock again, … well, as our bi-sexual submissive, you are perfect for handling any blowjobs or screwing debts that we owe.”

“But, I’m not a slut!” Amelia tried to sputter through the gag. Only incomprehensible gagspeak came through. She sighed and inwardly begged, “Please, let me loose!”

Amelia felt her too tight skirt being rolled up her thighs and then soft hands were caressing her nearly naked ass. A warm breath raised the hairs on Amelia’s backbone and the panties started to slip down over her ass.

“Ho! Hop!” she cried into the gag.

“Hmmm, this is a nice ass,” Vivienne whispered, “I’ve dreamed of this for a long time. Jewels didn’t exactly say I could do this, … but since she’s already had you, … I guess it’s my turn. Besides,” she said cattily, “you should be thankful that I’m not jealous or angry at how slutty you acted with my lover. Today you can prove despite your education and position that once you’re warmed up you become a round-heeled nympho. And, I’ll know that you’re not trying to steal Jewels away from me.”

Fingers pried her pussy lips apart and then a wet tongue delved experimentally between them.

“Hmmm,” Vivienne hummed in appreciation moments later. “You smell wonderfully aroused and your dew is already flowing. Here I always thought you were such a prim and proper lady and that Julie was wrong to judge you a slut, … but the proof is here, … you’re so wet, … what a hot and horny piece of ass.”

Amelia felt the fingers opening her sex even wider and then Vivienne’s tongue and lips captured her clit. Despite herself, she moaned audibly at the pleasurable sensations.

“Yes,” Vivienne whispered after she forced Amelia into a second obvious orgasm, “you certainly are a slut. Good thing too, … cause we’ve forgone dick since she’s fully converted me to the feminine side of sex. Yep, little ‘melia, it’s only pussy for me now that you’re here. We’ve needed someone to pay off those troublesome debts us girls get into with these Neanderthal businessmen and you are it. Plus, I can’t wait for you to begin helping with the house chores; I’m a great cook, but I hate the drudgery of cleaning. You’ll make such a saucy naughty maid.”

Vivienne’s fingers delved deeply in Amelia’s slick sex while her mouth drew orgasm after orgasm from the sexually naïve attorney. While Amelia was in the throes of her last lesbian-induced orgasm, Vivienne slipped a small foil-wrapped suppository from her purse, unwrapped it, and shoved the bullet-shaped pellet deep into an oblivious Amelia’s pussy; the wound-up attorney couldn’t distinguish the surreptitious insertion from the female finger rapes she’d just experienced.

Vivienne’s revelations gave Amelia lots of trepidation about her new position in life and her mind was still whirling feverishly when the conference room lights went out. Locked in the dark room with her limbs bound, her naked ass exposed, and a jacket over her head, Amelia could only wait tensely for her visitor.

A shaft of light slipped next to Amelia’s chair and then the door clicked shut. “She was a little reluctant to fulfill her part of the bargain,” Vivienne’s voice seemed overly loud in the dimly lit conference room. “Neal, you can see that I’ve already dropped her panties for you.”

“Hot damn,” an eager male voice interjected, “she’s really gonna give up a slice of her pussy?”

“Yes, she is,” giggled Vivienne, “and I’m going to listen to you take her.”

“Holy crap! You’re right, … oh, what a soft ass. Sheee-it, … her cunt is drooling for my Johnson. Baby, we gonna both love this.”

“Don’t forget the condom, Neal.”

“No, ma’am I won’t.”

Amelia gurgled in fear as a coarse hand wandered around her butt, freely pinching her tightly stretched ass cheeks and delving blindly across her rectum and her pussy. She heard the clear sounds of a foil package being ripped open and then the man behind her grunted a few times.

“Ma’am, I wouldn’t bother with no condom ‘cept I promised. I hate losing the full sensation of a tight twat gripping back on my meat.”

“Don’t worry, Neal, I bet she’s going to be the tightest fuck you’ve ever had.”

Amelia felt the helmet of a cock rooting around her exposed sex.

“Ma’am, this is kinda kinky. I ain’t never had a slice of meat ‘cept in private. And talking sexy stuff with a lady in the room while I hose a randy piece like this, … well, it’s hardly natural.”

The man evidently didn’t believe in finesse because he slid full-bore into Amelia’s seldom used pussy in one long push. He yanked her ass cheeks out and experimentally poked her a few times. Once he popped out and her pussy farted. He laughed at the sound. “Yeee-ep, this is fine stuff. Miss Brumfield, I’ll be happy to do more favors anytime for y’all. Just soes I gets to nail some more of this nice gash! Ohhhh, ohhhh, soooo, nice!”

“Wretched hillbilly!” Amelia complained behind her gag even as she grunted aloud a few times while he sped up his screwing. “Eiiii,” she yelled as her collar shocked her, albeit much softer than before.

“Whew-weeee, the bitch just popped off! Her hot little cunny is milking me like its alive!”

“Guess she’s not used to a real man like you,” Vivienne said dryly as she fingered the remote control. The sarcasm went right over the head of the underpaid security guard. He was too busy humping into what he thought was Julie Nobel’s young and tight pussy. “In this town,” Vivienne added softly, “there aren’t many real men.”

Vivienne kept up the occasional shock through the training collar and the resulting spasms in Amelia’s lower belly pleased her rapist greatly. When his cock started to pulse with his orgasm, Amelia was caught with yet another shock from her collar even as she unwillingly orgasmed. Neal was a very pleased customer.

“I think I’m going to kill you two,” Amelia complained later as she tried to clean herself up in her bathroom. She was back in the safety of her office and was trying in vain to get some privacy as she washed off the pungent scent of sex that clung to her matted pussy hair. Her pussy still throbbed from an unusual heat and it was itching something fierce. Amelia ignored the mystery of the itchiness and turned her attention back to Vivienne, “And what was that all about giving him my panties after you wiped them between my legs?”

Vivienne giggled and threw the almost invisible panties that Amelia had worn earlier onto the vanity beside her. “He got a pair of smelly size fourteen panties that I substituted for yours. The randy young man is going to get an embarrassing surprise in just a few minutes.”

The phone rang. Vivienne giggled again and ran over to pick up the office line. “Miss Ashley’s office,” she said in a serious tone. Then her voice turned sultry, “Oh, yes, … Neal, … thanks for calling back. I just wanted to be sure that you are still fully satisfied that our end of the bargain was filled. Oh, … well good, … I’m so glad you’re happy and that you’re such a strong supporter of our office. Yes, … she is amazing. I do have a question though, … have you looked at the panties yet? No, well, … hmmm maybe you should.”

Amelia sourly noted that Vivienne was enjoying this entirely too much. It became apparent with each new development that she really never knew her two assistants at all.

“Why don’t you check your little security cameras and see which of the top floor executive secretaries went in the conference room just before you did. No, … I’m not kidding but it is a shame the interior cameras have to be off during the day because you just boffed a woman that’s somewhere between 57 and 66 years old; being too specific would give her identity away. Yes, check your security logs because Julie has been out of the building for over two hours. Yes, … well, … what do you expect, of course she was tight, … that’s probably the first real sex she’s had in five or six years. By the way, … she left an envelope down here for you, marked ‘To: ‘STUD’. I peeked, … it’s got two fifties inside, … one for each of the orgasms that she admits to, … she’s really pleased with your performance. No, … I won’t tell anyone, … that was part of the deal. Yes, … yes, … of course future favors can be paid off the same way. As I said, she was very pleased with the experience. OK, bye love.”

“How long have you guys been playing sex games here,” Amelia asked with some irritation.

Vivienne grinned sincerely and responded, “None of this is a game; it’s deadly serious and Julie carefully manages our strategy. Amelia, … really you are so naïve. If we hadn’t been looking out for you all this time, the men, and some of the women, in this place would have eaten you alive and spit your splintered bones out onto the street long ago. You have no idea how hard we’ve worked to keep you safe from the sharks.”

“We have developed a trusting contact with someone on each senior partner’s team as well as building management, security, and the mailroom. Plus, we try to stay connected with the secretarial pool, the research assistants, and even some of the Associates. Your cheerful character and trait of praising support staff has of course simplified our efforts.”

Just as Amelia was almost calmed by Vivienne’s reasonable comments, the buxom woman added cattily, “By the way, as soon as the dust settles, you’ll be giving an anonymous blowjob to Jim, the mail clerk that helped us out so well yesterday. Without his help, we’d all be in jail right now.”


Chapter 9 - Masquerading as a Hooker

Amelia Ashley had that Alice in Wonderland feeling once again. In just a couple of days her life had been turned topsy-turvy and she’d lost complete control. “Everyone’s crazy!” She leaned into the private shelter of the tiny storage cove in the garage where she’d been led after the dizzyingly confusing meeting with Vivienne and Julie. Julie Noble had breezed into the office with a satchel full of clean twenty dollar bills. The exchange of the tainted drug money from Lionel Barnes had gone smoothly and Julie quickly took charge of the planning meeting for recovering the initiative against the evil attorney and his two assistants.

“She can be such a bitch,” Amelia complained to herself about Julie Noble her young Executive Secretary. She glanced around the cinder block corner while tugging her skirt down to be sure she was alone in the garage. “I don’t think I’ve bargained too well,” she told herself bitterly as the stretchy material crept back up on her thighs. The fact that she still wore the heavy steel shock collar, and her own mind-numbing anger, had put her at a distinct negotiating disadvantage with the coolly calculating Julie Nobel.

“Julie! This has to stop!” was Amelia’s immediate demand once the office door was closed leaving the three women in safe privacy.

“You’ve made a promise to repay our debts,” Vivienne shot back petulantly. “And, … besides, … it’s on film, … every bit of it, even the sex you gave the guard just a few hours ago.”

Julie looked at her two submissives and grinned. “Toys!” she said with an assertive command voice. “Hush!”

Amazingly, Amelia found herself joining her older Legal Assistant in silence. They turned expectantly toward the youngest woman present.

“Little ‘melia, are you upset with our new family arrangement?”

“You bet your ass I am!” Amelia sputtered. She paused dramatically when Vivienne waved the small black remote control for her collar.

“Manners, please,” Vivienne whispered.

“Well, Julie, I’m not a whore and I’m certainly not your personal slut toy.”

“It’s OK Viv,” Julie said softly as Vivienne raised the remote once again. “She’ll learn the proper responses soon enough.” She’d turned back to Amelia and said, “I’ll make a deal with you, … meet your afternoon commitment and then I’ll give you a one week reprieve so that you can decide yourself what you want for your future.”

Amelia hadn’t known exactly what the redheaded beauty was talking about and her face reflected her confusion.

“I mean that I’m willing to do your job by going down and bailing Earl Seaborne out of jail as well as getting get him decently clothed if in exchange you go to the meeting with Jim from the mailroom.” At Amelia’s look of dismay, Julie continued in a louder voice, “Do that and I’ll give you a chance for a week of normalcy. After that, … you can renegotiate your status with Viv and me.”

“I’m no whore,” Amelia repeated stubbornly.

“Maybe not,” Julie said flippantly, “but you’ll be a good little cocksucker this afternoon whether you like it or not.” Her voice had then hardened, “Vivienne already told you that this is no game. Lionel and others in this firm would like nothing better than to see you humiliated and thrown out on the street, or jailed, us along with you. So, … no fuckups allowed!”

“No,” Amelia reminded herself down in the garage, “that wasn’t my best courtroom finesse. Her feet had throbbed in pain for hours and she looked down at the four-inch heels she’d unknowingly locked on her feet that morning. The sexy black high heels looked stunning on her feet; the too-high heels accentuated her lower legs, showing off her muscular calves. Her thigh-high hose were on to stay until someone unlocked her stiletto heels.

She still wore her original blouse but Julie had forced her to remove her jacket, skirt, bra, and panties. Then, as directed, she’d slipped a wig over her black hair. She’d cringed at the slightly unnatural red sheen of the faux hairpiece. The garish red lipstick that Vivienne handed her matched the wig’s color and left her lips outrageously noticeable. When she cautiously snuck out of her office, she wore only the sheer blouse, a stretchy black miniskirt that was barely respectable, the uncomfortable heels, and a tiny purse that wasn’t hers. The small clutch purse held only a few quarters for emergency phone calls, a small hairbrush, an opened six-pack of condoms, six vaginal suppositories, and a soft red mask that would hide her nose, eyes, and forehead. Amelia’s basic mission: proceed to a nearby hotel where Vivienne had already paid for a room, go upstairs, wait for Jim the twenty-year-old mailroom clerk, and give him a blowjob in exchange for a faux gold medallion from a local tourist trap. “Once I get proof that I’ve done the oral sex, then I’ll be free of these psycho-bitches,” Amelia told herself.

Amelia tugged her skirt down and once again looked outside the storage room. She’d snuck down the service stairwell all the way to the garage level. There, she’d used an emergency exit door to enter the garage and scurry into the nearby niche used for storing a vacuum cart and other cleaning equipment. As instructed, she’d taped a piece of flat plastic over the door latch so that they could re-enter the self-locking door later that day.

“My puss is still itching like crazy!” she told herself as she hunched over from the irritation inside her vagina. “Those vaginal suppositories that Vivienne gave me aren’t working well. I even put two inside me at once. Ohhh, … everything inside me itches so bad that I could scream.”

Vivienne pulled up in her car and Amelia ignored the prickling sensation inside her and scampered into the back seat where she crouched down as planned. “You’re sure this is a black-out spot for the security cameras?” she asked querulously. “If I get caught on company property dressed up like a hooker, I’ll have a tough time getting that Full Partner position that you and Julie want so much.”

“That information is one of the reasons that we rewarded Neal with a piece of your pussy and Jim with a paid for blowjob on company time. I’ve been down to see both Jim and Neal a number of times. Neal showed me the security glitches within this building.”

“Besides,” Vivienne added meaningfully, “that safety zone will be important for our plans this evening.”

Amelia nodded quietly from the backseat. She was more than a little apprehensive about the potential effects of the plan that Julie had put into motion for that evening. “If I get caught,” she moaned silently, “I get prison time and lifetime disbarment. Shit!”

At the hotel, Vivienne parked in the paid parking garage. Vivienne handed her a room card and said, “You wait here by the car for five minutes while I head to the restaurant for lunch. When you’re finished, page me on a house phone and then we’ll meet again here at the car.”

Amelia nodded her understanding. Just before slamming the driver’s door, Vivienne reminded her, “Don’t forget the medallion!”

“No shit!” Amelia muttered over the cheerful chirp of the alarm arming. She glared at Vivienne’s back as she headed to her leisurely lunch.

She actually stayed skulking beside the car for almost ten minutes before she got the courage to head upstairs. Thankfully, she didn’t encounter anyone in the halls or on the elevator ride. Amelia was more than aware of how her soft boobs shifted under her sheer blouse and the way her aching nipples tented the thin fabric. The attorney told herself it was fear that made her nipples so hard. “Its certainly not arousal!” she told herself fiercely.

The room was small, but nicely furnished; the hotel was not only expensive, it was well-located. Amelia marveled that her assistants had paid for such a pricey room just to give a lowly mail clerk a place for an assignation with a hooker. Julie had cautioned her that Jim expected a pleasant hooker; something in between a temporarily fresh-faced street whore and an experienced high-class callgirl. Amelia had brindled at every one of the denigrating terms as Vivienne described Amelia’s supposed experience as a prostitute.

She pulled a condom and the mask out of her purse before she set them down on a handy table and absently pulled her blouse out of her skirt. Her instructions had been explicit; her blouse was to be totally unbuttoned and freed from her skirt before Jim arrived. Amelia slipped the mask down over her wig, happy for anything to help shield her identity. Steeling herself not to think about the blowjob she would soon give to a total stranger, Amelia wandered about the room. She idly fingered the video game controller and the television remote; both openly displayed in the open cabinet. There appeared to be some sort of wireless transmitter atop the set. Amelia, unschooled in computer technology, ignored it while assuming that it was either for the gaming system or for a wireless network controller for the room’s business guests.

Amelia was startled when the door clicked shut behind her. As she whirled, she felt her heavy boobs spin at a different rate than her torso, bobbling long after she stopped to stare at the young man that had just entered. His eyes opened at the sight of the lush boobs and perky nipples but his body language bespoke a lot of control for such a young man. Amelia felt her lower belly spasm and knew from experience that her body was already beginning to secrete vaginal lubricant. “Wretched, body!” she whined silently.

Standing frozen like a statue, Amelia almost cried out in fear and humiliation as the mail clerk slowly circled her form. Her nostrils flared as his hands brushed the filmy blouse about, exposing her belly button and her aching breasts. Amelia’s nipples were rock hard.

“Nice, … very nice, … overall a wonderful package,” was the extent of the man’s introductory conversation. Amelia remained motionless as Jim casually flipped the bed’s comforter down, exposing the crisp sheets underneath. “You must be Laura Pétasse. I must say, … you are gorgeous and much more than I expected.” He laughed softly, “After all, … blind date expectations are usually never met.”

Amelia swallowed visibly and lowered her shoulders. Her blouse wafted softly toward the floor. Topless and in a hotel room with a complete stranger, the attorney forced a smile to her face and rotated slightly to face the mail clerk full on. “And you must be Jim,” she whispered in a hoarse voice.

“Oh, yeah,” he responded while unbuttoning his shirt. “Let me review the bidding,” he said matter of factly as he continued to strip, “you’re to give me a world-class blowjob and all fees and gratuities have already been paid for. Is that correct?” While waiting for her answer, he hopped from one foot to the other to remove his socks and shoes.

Amelia’s throat was suddenly dry as she realized that Jim wanted to be naked while he got his blowjob. Hoping to speed things up, she unzipped the too-tight skirt and let it join her blouse on the carpet. She knelt and answered throatily, “Yes, … that is correct, Jim.” As she spoke, she slowly knee-walked up to the edge of the bed, the move trapped Jim between her advancing form and the edge of the bed. Enticing him to hurry up, the expensive attorney shimmied her shoulders, casting her big, natural C-cups about as she approached the edge of the bed. She set a hand on either side of his hips.

“Nice hose and heels,” he observed. “They give just the right slutty look that most of my dream MILFs wouldn’t dare try for in real life.” He grinned down at her naked form and caressed her short red hair; his nicely-sized cock lurched at the stimulation, brushing across Amelia’s nose with the twitching.

Amelia was a little puzzled by the MILF comment but considered it a compliment from Jim’s admiring tone of voice. It gave her a little more confidence that she needed; especially because she was staring directly at a very stiff white cock surrounded by a bristly base of dark brown pubic hair. Tentatively, she leaned forward to kiss the tip of the bulbous head atop the sex meat.

“Hey, Laura! Hold on, … you forgot the condom!”

Humiliated at the faux paux, Amelia quickly turned away to get a condom from the stand.

“Nice ass,” Jim commented wryly as she bent over to retrieve a condom from the stand. “Why don’t you wiggle that booty?”

If possible, Amelia felt even more heat on her face at the accumulated humiliation of not only being naked with a stranger, but failing at acting the experienced whore. “I hope Julie told you that I’m still pretty new at this,” Amelia muttered while hoping that the young man was inexperienced enough to quickly pop off.

Amelia slobbered saliva over the twenty-year-old’s dick and then she sucked and nibbled in earnest. Size-wise, the clerk’s cock was completely average. However, Amelia was amazed at how hard the sex appendage was. That unyielding stiffness, and the foul initial taste of the condom, was a challenge to her limited cocksucking skills. She gagged a few times as his forceful hip motions thrust the round helmet of the cock too far into her gullet.

She managed to peek up at Jim’s face every twenty seconds or so. Finally, she saw a visible response on his face. “He’s fighting to hold it back,” she thought with triumph, “I’m nearly done.”

Jim reached down to grab her ears and he moved his hips a little more forcefully into her mouth. Amelia was surprised when Jim rose up, dragging her head and torso by his jutting cock.

“Eiiii, girl! You might be a lousy cocksucker, but you’re still exciting to have kneeling between my legs.”

Confused, Amelia kept sucking on his shaft while increasing her hand-jacking motion on the shaft between her slobbery lips and his dangling ball sacks.

Jim kept face-fucking the whore as he waddled awkwardly in a half-circle.

When the backs of Amelia’s knees unexpectedly hit the bed, she tumbled backward. Jim’s dick plopped free with an audible pop. Before Amelia knew what was happening, Jim’s condom-clad cock was fully seated in her itchy pussy. Just the single scratching motion along one wall of her irritated cunt triggered a very satisfying orgasm.

Jim felt the tremors as his cock became fully sheathed. “Hot damn, Laura!” that’s the hottest pussy I’ve ever had. Maybe you’re worth the praise that Vivienne heaped on you.” He began to rabbit-hammer his hips at full speed into her twat. Disjointedly, he tried to speak and fuck full-bore at the same time, “I, … only, … wanted, … to, … pop off, … inside you, … cause, … eiiiii!” He stopped talking long enough to grunt his way through his own orgasm as ropy tendrils of cum pumped painfully down the length of his spasming dick into the reservoir end of the condom. Sweaty flesh stuck together from the thrilling finish to his boring blowjob, Jim grinned down at the stunned hooker and continued, “Anyway, … you were such a lousy cocksucker that I decided to finish in your cunt.” He took a deep breath and theatrically added, “And, … man I’m glad, … honey, you have a world-class twat. Forget the blowjobs, honey, stick with your best feature.”


Chapter 10 - Whoring with no Alternative

Leaving her satiated lover on the bed, Amelia scampered around the room, rounding up her clothes and the meager possessions in her purse. She was squatting over the toilet and delicately patting her sensitive outer labia dry when Jim swaggered unannounced into the bathroom.

“Honey,” Amelia said with forced sweetness, “we’re done and I’d like a little privacy to put myself back together.”

“Oh,” Jim smirked, “I think we still have unfinished business. Didn’t you forget something? No, … I’m not talking about leaving the bathroom door unlocked. Tell you what, … I’ll wait on the bed jacking off while you try and remember.”

Amelia belatedly locked the bathroom door and muttering in disgust, rubbed thick suds onto a hotel hand cloth. She winched as she scrubbed the slimy stink off from between her legs. Finished with the ‘whore’s bath’ Amelia quickly brushed her disheveled hair and shrugged into her blouse. Before buttoning herself up, she became distracted by the forlorn face in the bathroom mirror. “Never would have thought you were a prostitute,” she told herself sadly. Suddenly, with a start, Amelia realized what she’d forgotten.

Jim was lying in the middle of the bed, his hand idly stroking his glistening cock as she charged into the bedroom. If anything, the fuck stick was even harder than during the first round. “Well, Laura,” he said cockily, “did you remember that little item that you forgot?”

Spitting mad, Amelia responded with a snarl, “Yes, and give me that damned medallion, right now!”

Jim ignored the angry fake redhead’s demand and he continued to leisurely stroke his reddened dick. “Laura, don’t mistake me for a novice just because I’m so young.” He stared pointedly at the big breasts that tantalizingly crept in and out of view behind the unbuttoned filmy blouse. “And those fat hooters won’t distract me either. On my own, I started a lawn mowing business in my neighborhood when I was twelve. Soon after my thirteenth birthday, I screwed my first bored housewife on her own marital bed, just one block away from my house. By the time I was fourteen, I was getting laid every single day. Even with a fully funded college savings plan, the reason that I decided not to start school yet is that I’ve enjoyed fucking almost every piece of married pussy in my entire neighborhood along with some of their daughters as well. And Laura, once I got into a married woman’s panties, I’ve never failed to nail her as often as I wanted. That’s why I still live at home with mom and dad and won’t go to college yet; I got paid to slice into more talented pussy and a greater variety of desperate cunt than any male within a thousand miles. So, … you might be my first piece of professional twat, … but I clearly know my way around slimy meat sockets better than you will ever know cock.”

“What’s the point of all this!” Laura interrupted. “Give, … me, … the, … medallion!”

Jim opened one clenched hand enough to expose the coveted medallion. “Look baby, … even I know that the first thing a good whore learns is to get her money up front. That blowjob was so dismal, … I only came ‘cause you are a hot-looking piece of ass and I got off on making you suck me, … if you want to be paid by Vivienne, I’ll hand this to you when you bottom that sperm bank between your legs down onto my dick.”

“No way,” she sputtered, “I’ve done your blowjob and even let your dick have a taste of my cunny.”

Jim ran the medallion down his erect prick. “Well, … that taste wasn’t enough. As they say, Laura, … it’s my way or the highway.” He pointed one hand to his dick and the other to the hotel room door.

“Besides,” he added with words that cut into Amelia’s soul, “prostitute, … whore, … hooker, … callgirl, … or whatever you want to call yourself, you already came at least twice on my cock. That certainly left me, the customer, high and dry and less satisfied than you, the professional; that doesn’t cut it in my book.”

“Fine!” Amelia hissed, “but I leave my blouse on.”

“Oh, shit! Baby, who cares about that as long as you sink that tight little stinky hole over my dick and get me off again! Let’s go!”

Amelia reluctantly straddled Jim’s torso and awkwardly knee-walked her groin back to where his dick stuck up into the air.

“Laura Pétasse,” Jim commented, “that’s one red and puffy set of lips you got down there. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you’re either one ultra horny bitch, or you’ve got a world-class yeast infection going on down there.”

“Just shut up and give me that medallion,” Amelia hissed as she pulled her aching lips about the head of his cock. She sank down with another involuntary sigh of satisfaction as the dry condom scratched its way inside her itchy sheath. Her hips rose enough to lubricate the end of the cock and then she wriggled her way down. Jim’s five-and-a-half-inch cock slid easily into the depths of her irritated cunt.

After clasping the medallion with all her strength, Amelia gritted her teeth and whispered down at him, “I don’t have a yeast infection you idiot. It’s these cheap condoms, … I think I’m allergic to either the latex or the lubricant.” Deciding that she might as well finish her confession, she added, “The itching today is enough to drive me insane. The only time it feels good is when something is inside me rubbing against the walls of my vagina.”

Jim’s hands came up to claim a boob each. His grip tightened and his hips thrust up, hard. “If that’s the case,” Jim panted at the exertion of fucking up so hard, “then hang on for a wild ride. I’m gonna scratch that itch till it’s rubbed off the inside of your pussy!”

Amelia squealed in surprise at the extra sensation and humped back with all her might, slamming her pubic bone into his. “Yessss!” she screamed unwittingly, “that’s soooo much better!”

Jim started lunging up and forward with his hips and Amelia leaned forward enough to drop back with all her weight. The two strangers found a compatible fuck pattern and each began to huff and puff with the exertion.

Despite the humiliation of fucking a stranger, Amelia reveled in the wonderful relief felt in her inner sex sheath. She gave herself to wild abandon and lurched about like a crazy woman. The steel shaft up her twat rubbed every molecule of her pussy over and over. It was wonderful! The bouncing of her heavy boob meat made her forget about the hateful slave training collar still circling her slender neck. Jim wrung orgasm after orgasm from the normally sexually reticent attorney. The young man was clearly a far more experienced lover than his faux prostitute. She loved it when he bent her in half and jack-hammered into her squishy pussy from behind.

Jim finished his last orgasm by flipping the masked woman onto her back, grabbing her heel-clad ankles in a strong grip, and then pushing her feet back until they were above Amelia’s head, deep in the mattress. With Amelia’s sex thrust upward, Jim began to pound in with all his weight and considerable strength. Amelia’s brain shorted out from the pleasurable sensations and she only remotely remembered the howls of joy and completion that she shrieked. The reluctant whore was a madwoman, writhing about and babbling incoherently. Finally, Jim ended his stoic forced self-control and grunted; he’d finally cum for the last time that day.

Gasping for breath at the exertion, Jim rolled away, leaving Amelia senseless but still clutching the medallion with all her might. Her legs remained splayed open in a most unladylike manner. She never noticed as Jim showered, dressed, and left.

The insistent ringing of the telephone finally roused Amelia. It was Vivienne demanding to know where in the hell she was. “I’m tired of waiting, you bitch! Get your ass down to the car!” she commanded.

Bleary-eyed from the wild sexual workout, Amelia staggered about getting dressed. Without time to wash her nether parts, the exhausted attorney sashayed drunkenly down the corridor toward the elevator. Her feet hurt and her pussy was once again itching like crazy.

As the elevator dinged shut, Vivienne shut the last of three laptops in an adjacent suite. Grinning at the wonderful footage she’d collected, she hummed happily as she loaded her gear into a satchel. Her favorite scene had been when she’d zoomed in on the three one-hundred dollar bills left by Amelia’s little purse. Then, she’d maneuvered another high resolution camera located over the television and followed Amelia as she wobbled toward the table. The look on her boss’ face at the sight of the money had been priceless. First Amelia stuck the money in her purse. However, after a long pause, she took the three bills out with a shaking hand, rolled them up, and reached up under the skirt. Amelia had been totally clueless that three wireless camera units had captured and transmitted high resolution, full color signals with high quality audio to the suite next door. The cameras swiveled, zoomed, and adjusted focus silently under their dome covers. Every angle of Amelia’s whorish interlude had been saved on the three laptops’ hard drives. Vivienne would take her time and produce several quality DVD movies for their personal viewing pleasure.

“The whore has already learned to hide her money,” Vivienne had whispered with a pleased grin as the video played out on a laptop screen. “That’s classic, hiding her cash inside her gash; money inside her money maker. Whew! Bet those are some stinky bills.”

After Amelia left her room, Vivienne opened the door adjoining the two suites and quickly recovered the three battery-operated wireless cameras strategically placed in the room. Everything fit neatly into the satchel. “Whew! This place reeks of sex. Guess Jim is a satisfied customer. His first prostitute and it didn’t cost him a penny; I even gave him the tip money to use if he could manage to fuck the hooker.”

The loyal Legal Assistant swept casually out of the room where her boss had just sold her body for sex. “Things are going just like Julie said they would,” she observed in wonder. “I never thought that Amelia was such a cock hound. Guess she will be really happy as our team’s horny little slut. Nothing will stop us from succeeding at the law firm now.” She pressed the elevator button and whispered hoarsely, “Course, I’d fuck a dog if I had that evil itching powder up my snatch. Poor Amelia must be in agony.”


Chapter 11 - Eliminating the Competition

Amelia gratefully slipped into the back seat of Vivienne’s car. Vivienne Brumfield, her Legal Assistant, had merely pointed to the rear of the vehicle and the high-powered attorney had meekly followed the silent command. “Thankfully, that’s finished,” she told herself wearily. Then, holding her head a little higher, she whispered, “That’s it Vivienne. After giving that bastard a blow job, I’m free of any weird sex games that you and Julie want to play. We agreed, … right?”

The redhead driving the car thought about the damning evidence of ‘melia’s sluttishness that was safely tucked in the satchel beside her before answering. “Little ‘melia, … that’s correct, … you’re no longer our submissive toy unless you prove to us that that’s what you really need. Jewels did agree to that.”

Amelia sighed audibly in relief and refolded herself down on the rear floorboard. “That’s why I hid the money,” she told herself. “I didn’t want to be forced into explaining that he paid me extra for not only fucking me, but fucking me twice.”

The plan was for them to return back to work. Vivienne would drive through the card reader at the parking garage and drop her boss off at the same protected alcove where she’d been picked up.

The burning and itching sensation between her legs was once again becoming unbearable. Unable to stop her squirming, Amelia steeled herself to ask for help. “Vivienne?”

“Yes, honey.”

‘Those pellets you gave me aren’t working yet. My puss itches unbearably.” Amelia hated the whining tone her voice shifted into during that last pronouncement.

Luckily, Amelia was unable to see the big grin of enjoyment that lit up on her Legal Assistant’s face. She was even luckier not to hear what the big breasted woman was thinking.

Vivienne was remembering vividly her own introduction to the white vaginal suppositories that looked so bland and innocent. “Julie stuck them inside me during sex one night and I squirmed all the next day until she noticed and gave me a packet of the suppositories for my ‘yeast infection’. Finally she told me what they were and claimed that only she knew what would neutralize the chemicals inside. That was the first time she used that huge black strap-on cock.” She smiled again at the instant relief she’d felt as the fat monster scratched her itch away, … albeit only temporarily. “Finally she took pity on me and pumped that fake jism through the cock. It was wonderful, … it completely deactivated the foul stuff.”

Vivienne continued silently, “Julie gets them special made from somewhere in Nevada. They use a real contraceptive suppository and mix in some sort of itching powder before repackaging them in identical foil wrappings. The contraceptive cream induces a natural heat in a woman’s insides, opening the pores wider for the best affect from the itching powder.”

“Did you use them all up already?” Vivienne asked aloud, knowing full well that was the case.

Amelia’s hesitant voice answered, “Yes. Please, do you have anymore? You said it might take up to twelve hours to work.”

Vivienne threw her younger boss another foil pack containing six more of the faux medical suppositories. As she drove she listened to the black-haired attorney trying to be quiet about opening two more foils and then wriggling about to shove them deep inside her irritated pussy. “I wonder how gooey those Benjamin Franklins are now?” she thought with a catty smile.

When they arrived at the alcove in the garage, Vivienne handed Amelia back her cell phone and said, “It’s time. You know the plan.” She leered as her boss awkwardly unfolded herself from her hiding place and her too-short skirt popped up over the woman’s tight butt. Vivienne had a clear shot of Amelia’s irritated pussy lips that glistened from the secretions of the over-stimulated vaginal sheath inside. “That pubic hair has got to go,” she reminded herself. “That’s one of the first parts of her makeover.”

Amelia was happy in her misguided understanding that she was now safe from any more ‘kinky stuff’. If she knew how many ways that her sweet assistants had whispered conspiratorially of humiliating and controlling the successful attorney, she’d have fainted. As it was, Amelia didn’t even realize that her most private few inches of flesh had been ogled with so much lust by staid and proper Vivienne. She shrugged down the skirt and stepped into the alcove.

“Now I just wait,” Amelia told herself.

Her phone vibrated in her hand; it was Julie Noble.

“Where the hell have you been?” her Executive Secretary demanded. “That must have been the longest blowjob in history.”

“Iiii’m sssorry,” Amelia stuttered. “I ttried to hurry but he took forever.” She tried to recover the initiative, “You should be happy, … I did it for you, … aaand it was the second time today that I helped out by taking your place.” Somehow her voice ended up soft and helpless sounding; Amelia hated that tone and wondered how it had came about.

Julie’s voice softened as she replied, “Well, thank you ‘melia. You’re right, I’m glad that you stepped up and helped out. In a way, it’s for the best that you took so long with Jim; almost everyone’s left the building.” Julie’s voice changed tone and she added, “Of course, ‘melia, now that you’re so late that there’s no time to come upstairs and change. You wait there just as you are.”

The line went dead and Amelia dropped the phone with a clatter when the door beside her opened unexpectedly. Her heart stopped at the thought of being found by anyone in the law firm, let alone a partner. She crouched to sprint away when the suited sleeve of a man passed through the opening. The hand at the end of the suit jacket was black.

Amelia sagged down in relief. She started to greet the black behemoth when she noticed that his eyes were locked on her breasts. A flush of embarrassment stopped her greeting.

“Ma’am, Miss Julie said you were dressed casual, … but this is more than I expected.” He grinned down at her from his six-foot-eight-inch-height, “Guess that I really like the ‘new you’ look.” His tone became pensive, “If this is your normal after hours look, maybe you aren’t so unapproachable after all. Maybe we can have a drink someplace after this mess is over?”

Amelia turned away in mortification that a client could see her in her present state. “And, a black man at that,” she told herself with shame. She didn’t answer Earl’s question and missed the clenching of his jaw at the unintended affront.

The phone laying forgotten on the concrete began to vibrate.

“They’re on their way,” Vivienne said tersely when Amelia finally answered the phone.

Amelia turned toward the hulking black man and whispered, “The plan is working. Marion Burch is on her way downstairs and Julie is keeping her company.”

“Marion is the older blonde with the big hooters? She’s one of the three involved in this plot to steal drug money and blame me with the murder?”

“Yes, she’s the Legal Assistant. Lionel took his Executive Secretary, Judith Ferrell, out of town for depositions. She’s only twenty. It’s funny though, both are young blonde bimbos with big tits. Marion is only a little older, twenty-four.”

Earl smacked his meaty fists together in a move that made Amelia jump in fear. “I’m ready to get started,” he declared. After a long moment of silence, he glanced at the paper bag in his hand. “I forgot, Miss Julie said you were to wear these.”

Amelia wordlessly pulled the blonde wig out of the bag and slipped it on her head. After adjusting it, she pulled on a pair of soft black gloves. When she looked up, she saw that Earl had donned a matching pair of gloves and that he held an ominous looking taser gun.

Julie came out of the building exit about fifty feet away, chattering away to a clearly flustered Marion Burch. As they drifted their way, Earl darted around the corner and fired the taser into the middle of Marion’s back from only a few feet away; she collapsed limply and was still quivering when Earl easily scooped her up and brought her back to the alcove. Julie stood back to watch as Earl and Amelia went to work on the captive.

Amelia first jammed an oversize red rubber ball into the twenty-four-year-old’s mouth. Then, she wrapped a long black ribbon of silk scarf tightly around Marion’s head while Earl slipped the blue blazer off the insensate woman. Quickly, Earl tightly tied Marion’s wrists in front of her belly along with binding her ankles together.

Earl threw Marion upright against the vertical pipe of the garage sprinkler system and Amelia strained to raise Marion’s hands as high as possible. Amelia felt the immense strength in the man beside her as his knee came up to brace Marion in place while his huge hands covered Amelia’s briefly while he used a heavy nylon tie to lock Marion’s bound wrists overhead. Amelia’s braless breasts burned in shameless sexual need as the man’s new suit rubbed against her chest. Earl next wrapped a tie around Marion’s neck and the pipe. When he finished with her ankles, Marion was left hanging like a sexy side of beef, with the gauzy outline of her frilly bra on display by the massive set of D-cups straining against her blouse.

Earl picked up the skirt that he’d somehow been able to unzip and slide down the helpless woman’s legs and tossed it to Amelia.

Amelia blushed as it became apparent that Earl was going to watch her change into the woman’s skirt and jacket. She looked toward the jacket lying beside Earl and sagged when he nodded no. “He won’t let be put the jacket on first,” she sighed. With trembling fingers, she tugged her stretchy mini-skirt down over her waist as she turned sideways to hide a direct view of her naked pussy or ass from the hulking black man. She saw the look of unbridled lust on his face when he discovered that she had no panties on. Amelia quickly stepped into Marion’s skirt, yanked it up to her waist, and tucked in her blouse.

“Nice,” Earl breathed hoarsely. “Honey, that’s quite a figure you’re hiding. Later you have to tell me if you always go commando.”

By then Marion was stirring and both became focused on the real task at hand. Julie walked up and handed them a clipboard with a sheet of paper with hand-written notes across it. Without saying a word, she strode away, her heels clacking on the concrete floor of the parking garage. Julie’s job now was to monitor the exit for any more late departing employees.

Amelia and Earl’s eyes locked for the briefest moment and Amelia knew that the man was enjoying this. Her own eyes widened in shock when, without warning, he casually threw a fist deep into Marion’s relaxed abdomen. He quickly followed up the attack with a crushing knee attack to Marion’s partially protected pussy. Even with her legs tied together, Amelia clearly saw the knee unerringly strike under and up into the gurgling woman’s pubic mound. Earl once again locked eyes with Amelia while his hands easily undid Marion’s blouse and popped out a set of straining mountains of breast meat. Each gigantic black hand claimed a nipple between thumb and forefinger and wrenched the sensitive nubbins viciously in opposite directions.

The attorney winched in sympathy at the girls agonizing squeals, muffled but not completely squelched by the ballgag.

Within minutes, Earl expertly extracted the information that the duo needed. Amelia carefully scribbled answers under the appropriate questions on the clipboard. Marion tearfully confessed their plan to steal from a regional drug organization. She claimed that Lionel only decided to kill the drug lieutenant after it became apparent to the drug cartel that someone was skimming funds somewhere in the laundering process and that an enforcer was going to investigate the thefts. She revealed that for several years Lionel had been in charge of taking drug money from several local lieutenants and moving it through a series of accounts in order to establish legitimacy to the ill-gotten gains. The body of the drug dealer’s girl friend planted in Earl’s cab was icing on the cake. They’d only meant to divert the drug dealer’s attention from Lionel and never expected his case to be taken Pro Bono by Amelia. Marion also provided information on the location of records, bank accounts, access codes, and passwords. Finished, Earl yanked the woman’s bra off and handed the ruined garment to Amelia.

Once again, the attorney had no choice except to continue. She slipped off her own blouse and quickly set her dangling breasts into the much larger cups of the blonde bimbo. She quivered when Earl’s fingers deftly tied the broken strap behind her back. It was too tight and cut harshly into the flesh of her ribcage. Earl easily ripped Marion’s blouse off her bound form and quartered the expensive top with just a few yanks.

Earl stood by smirking as Amelia stuffed the rags around her breasts inside the voluminous bra cups. Quickly, she rebuttoned her blouse and gratefully took the jacket that he handed her. Everything except his interrogation of the terrified captive had been done in eerie silence. Even Amelia was disoriented by the weirdness of the situation. However, her ever-itching crotch was a real distraction.

Earl flicked a folding knife open with a lightening fast move that made Amelia gasp in terror. With three casual moves that displayed his expertise with the razor-sharp blade, Marion toppled limply away from the black sprinkler piping, naked save for her garter belt, hose, and heels. Earl wrapped a black hand possessively over a breast that would have made a porno queen happy to possess and he grinned in real pleasure.

Amelia quickly strode away toward Marion’s sporty little two-seater while holding Marion’s satchel case. As she moved out of the camera dead zone, the security cameras picked up the back of her moving form. In the dim garage light, the blonde wig, apparently massive breasts, and the captive woman’s clothing would convince anyone viewing the tape that Marion Burch had left the office of her own freewill. The little sports car hesitated briefly by the alcove and nobody saw the tearful form of a bound woman unceremoniously jammed into the small trunk. Earl slipped into the passenger seat and bent down over Amelia’s lap while she drove for the exit, the exhaust throbbing powerfully. His hulking upper torso barely fit behind the steering wheel and he was in intimate contact with her lower torso.

“Stop,” Amelia hissed when one of Earls’ hands began to explore the line where her skirt and blouse met. He ignored her and his other hand caressed the outside of her other thigh. Thankfully, Earl kept his head down and only teasingly touched her in those two places. Despite the quasi-threatening and outright sexual nature of the touches, Amelia felt her abused pussy convulse and knew that her labia were opening like a moist flower. She cursed her natural horniness and blamed much of the reaction on the ‘yeast infection’ that she had.

If she knew why Earl Seaborne acted with hesitance, she’d have been much more fearful of her situation. Earl had quickly discerned that the youngest girl of this sexy trio from the law firm was somehow ‘in charge’ of her elders. “This Amelia Ashley is the attorney and the other two work for her, but Julie seems strangely bossy around them. Hmmm, … I wonder …”

He sniffed her musky aroma again and decided to test the boundaries of their relationship. “I have to admit,” he whispered into her bellybutton, “that all this teasing is making me ready for some nice tight white pussy.”

Amelia felt her belly clench in fear as she heard Earl’s comment. She only relaxed when he laughed softly and added, “No, … relax, Miss., … I only meant that I can’t wait to slice into those bitches, Judith and Marion. Nothing like a black snake virgin; they’ll each howl like crazy when I split them open the first time. Revenge is gonna be a real muther-fucker for them.”

Earl continued to ponder a few impossible scenarios in his head while Amelia drove toward Lionel Barnes’ home. She knew the way and that had helped in the interrogation of Marion who’d only twice tried to give false information. Amelia’s silent head shake indicating a lie by Marion had spurred Earl on in inflicting amazing agony on the poor woman. He especially loved abusing her tender tits and her sensitive sex. The young woman had led a sheltered life and this was the first real pain she’d felt. She was eager to please when asked further questions. Amelia Ashley also learned a fearful respect of the huge black man while he interrogated poor Marion.


Chapter 12 - Cleaning House

Amelia approached the gated community where Lionel lived. The gate code was the first lie that Marion had attempted. Since Amelia already knew which six digit code allowed her to enter from her previous visits, Marion’s false answer was instantly discovered. Amelia grinned nervously as she reached up to touch the first of three remote transmitter buttons on the driver’s visor. “It’s especially ironic that she lied about this code since her car has it already programmed into her remote.” The ornate wrought iron gate silently rolled back and Amelia gunned the little sports car into the elite neighborhood. A thought occurred to her as she drove up the curvy street. “He must have paid for all this with drug money and not an inheritance as he told me. Lionel must have been tainted by the drug business years ago.”

She pulled deftly into an even smaller lane and slowed at a gate even more ornate than the first. Amelia casually pressed the middle remote button and breezed past the touchpad post-mounted by the gate. Marion’s second, and last lie had been the digits for this gate. Once again, Amelia’s slow shake of her had betrayed the lie to Earl. Marion’s shriek of pure agony as Earl buried two fingers deep into her dry vagina had raised hackles on Amelia’s back. She’d been amazed to see that Earl easily lifted the bound woman by the grip on her pussy, effortlessly overcoming the resistance from the tight nylon ties. The black man did something with his fingers at her cunt and Marion shrieked even louder into the hand covering her mouth. When he’d finished extracting the correct number, Earl had yanked the torn panties off the voluptuous blonde and stuck them in his pocket. Marion had quietly and simply answered every question they asked next. She was already fully broken.

The house’s four-car garage was their next test. Amelia glanced quickly over at Earl. Her initial fear had been quickly dispelled after meeting him. Now that he was free and dressed in an expensive suit, he seemed to have gained unexpected confidence that had renewed her fear. Then, in the firm’s garage, she immediately noticed that he was also not as differential as he’d been. “I don’t know who’s in charge anymore,” she whined to herself.

She pressed the last remote on the visor and drove the car into the bay exposed when the door rolled up. On the wall, Amelia tapped in the house alarm verification number. She sighed in relief when it worked and the red flickering light on the small console stopped blinking. This code was the first that Amelia had not known. “Lionel is such a security freak. The garage door opener only gives a forty-five second period to enter the code before sending off an alarm. And the house door, … it’s keyless.”

Earl strode up with Marion. He’d trussed up the blonde with her wrists tightly tied between her ankles. She looked thoroughly miserable in the modified frog-tie, especially with the huge black hands encircling her swollen boobs as carry handles. Amelia guided one of Marion’s slightly blue thumbs to the door handle. It recognized her fingerprint with a click and they entered the house. Earl perfunctorily dumped Marion on the tile floor and they set to work.

Amelia’s first job was to find any computers hidden in the house. Marion’s laptop was easy, it had been in her shoulder bag, and Lionel and Judith had likely taken their laptops with them on the business trip. But, Amelia knew that they all used wireless cards to connect to the internet and there had to be a main computer and external hard drives. The main CPU was tucked neatly in a hall closet along with an extra external hard drive unit, a modem, and a router. She quickly disconnected the computer and hard drive unit from the mass of wires and set them by the garage door. The computers were key to accessing the complicated web of offshore accounts that Marion had disclosed. Julie’s plan was to quickly divert all the funds into a series of new accounts that only they could access. Their hope was that with the sudden disappearance of the money, Lionel would be vulnerable to attack by the drug dealers he had bilked of so much money.

On the way back upstairs, Amelia picked up all the unmarked DVDs from the television room. Marion had revealed that Lionel digitally filmed most sexual encounters and made DVDs of each conquest. Amelia was certain that she was featured in more than one movie and vowed to destroy the damning DVDs and tapes before Julie got her hands on them. Back in the home office, Earl had been silently going through the drawers and files in the office while she worked. A growing stack of papers and folders confirmed that he’d made progress. He’d also found two digital cameras, some memory sticks, a digital camcorder, 8mm tapes, CDs, and DVDs. However, the prize find was the shiny barrel key and the dull black Allen wrench that he’d laid beside the papers.

“Earl, once you’re done, please search his closet for a couple of soft satchels or small duffle bags for all this loot. Then, I’ll get started on the two safes.” While Earl was gone, Amelia admired the thirty-six inch by forty-eight inch canvas on the office wall depicting two long-horns crossing a shallow stream. It was the original of a painting by a famous artist from somewhere in Arizona and Amelia had always liked it. She lifted it up off the wall and set it aside, revealing the wall safe hidden behind it.

Earl returned and silently packed the items on the desk into soft leather duffle bags from Lionel’s closet. “I never expected you to be a safe cracker,” he whispered.

Amelia laughed softly. “No, I’m not. It’s just that Lionel is both a security freak and a technology geek. This is a biometric wall safe; it’s programmed to accept only Lionel’s fingerprint and it works much like the door from the garage. After he showed it to me, I read up the operator’s manual on the manufacturer’s website. The only problem with this sort of gadget is that it’s pretty useless as a real safe. It’s not meant to hook to an alarm and it uses an independent twelve-volt battery power to open and close the door slide.”

She slipped the Allen wrench to one of the screws holding the logo in place. “Under this logo is a keyhole,” she explained. “The barrel key you found fits the keyhole and disengages the drive gears, allowing the safe’s transparent door slide to open. That’s all it takes to bypass the programming.”

The safe unlocked and she removed stacks of one hundred dollar bills, 8mm tapes, and more CD and DVD disks. Earl whistled at the sight of the money.

“This is nothing, Earl,” Amelia told him. “It’s only ten bundles, one hundred thousand dollars at best. Lionel has lots more money than this in off-shore accounts. This is only ‘chump change,’ probably for local bribes. Earl, as Julie and Vivienne explained, as a full partner in this effort, you’ll get one quarter of any money we grab in taking down Lionel and his bitches. That means that in addition to any satisfaction you get putting those bastards in place, you’re a full partner in any earnings we get. Time to finish up in the bedroom, … let’s go.”

Amelia had already found the closet floor tile covering the floor safe when she heard Earl return to the master bedroom. She frowned at the sight of Marion in his arms. She frowned even more when Earl set the poor woman down face-first on the bed’s comforter, leaving her bare ass and pussy sticking straight up in the air. Marion’s wrists were still tightly tied between her ankles. The Legal Assistant was in a very vulnerable and compromising position.

“Is that really necessary?” she whispered.

Earl simply ignored Amelia’s question and kicked off his shoes.

From Amelia’s kneeling position in the closet she could see all the action getting ready to occur on the master bed. She stared as if hypnotized when Earl threw his jacket, tie, and dress shirt aside. Her eyes widened in surprise at the muscles covering the back of Earl’s hulking form that sculpted huge shoulders and make a rippling mosaic that radiated outward from the spine. Somehow she’d been expecting the oversized man to run to quivering fat rather than bulging muscle. Amelia’s pussy clenched at the sight of the big meaty ass exposed when Earl shrugged of his underwear and slacks in one motion. From behind it was hard to judge, but she thought his swinging balls were clearly the largest she’d ever seen. Earl’s body kept her from seeing the details of his cock as he slipped on a condom but Marion’s shriek of surprise and pain that came muffled through the ballgag told her when Marion felt the large cock unexpectedly skewered her belly from behind. Earl began to immediately fuck the bound girl at a brutal clip. Only his tight grip on her ass and hips kept the sexy bundle in place as he thumped his ass back and forth, sawing his fat dick in and out of the well-stretched cunt. Amelia had a hard time concentrating on the girl’s predicament because she was fascinated by the swinging balls under the black ass that clenched its muscles in quick-time. She heard the distinctly different slapping sounds of Earl’s pubic bone smacking into Marion’s ass and the quieter thump of the balls hitting Marion’s clit area. It was mesmerizing.

Amelia resisted the almost overwhelming urge to rub herself even though she knew that she’d likely have a very satisfying orgasm as well as temporarily quell the awful itch between her legs. “No way that I want Earl to catch me with my hands pleasuring myself,” she told herself. Instead, she knelt back down on the closet floor and tapped the keys on the digital keypad. Marion had given them the right numeric code and the lock whirred, freeing the square access cover. It took a heavy yank to swing the eleven inch by twelve inch cover open. Five shiny locking lugs on one side of the cover spoke of the safe’s immense strength. Amelia peered down and saw immediately that just a few inches down the safe opened into a sizable storage area (35” by 12” by 14”).

Amelia began to lift out the files, papers, 8mm tapes, CDs, DVDs, money, and tightly sealed bricks of cocaine. “Bastard,” she hissed at the sight of the drugs. It was hard work getting everything out of the floor safe because Amelia could only maneuver one hand down through the relatively small opening that was close to the corner of the closet. It was a tight fit. Finally the safe was empty except for a metal box about the size of two house bricks. It was too large and too heavy for Amelia to lift with one hand. The box grated its way across the safe’s metal bottom as Amelia struggled to grab it with her right hand. Just when she was ready to give up and ask Earl for help, she felt four indentions on one side. She pushed the four fingers of her right hand into the indentions and was surprised when her fingertips kept going into the box all the way up to her first joints, moving the contents aside. Satisfied that she had a good grip, she pulled upward. The box shifted and then lurched to a stop; it was too heavy for her current position. Startled at the sudden stopping of the heavy mass, Amelia kicked backward with her foot and dislodged something stowed in the closet behind her. The object fell over, striking her head. After Amelia recovered from the heavy blow, she watched dumbfounded as golf ball after golf ball rolled out of two partially zipped pockets on the golf bag that had just toppled over across her supine form. Dozens and dozens of the hard little balls pinged past her eyes and brushed her forearm as they filled the safe bottom.

Amelia grunted, yanked, tugged and pulled. It was no use. She didn’t have the strength to lift the box, especially with all the golf paraphernalia around it, and the stupid golf balls held her hand against the box and her fingertips locked inside the lift holes. With her right arm jammed vertically in the safe, her other arm was helpless to assist. Amelia relaxed and tried gently moving her arm and fingers. That didn’t help either.

“Hey!” she called, “I need some help here!”

The wet slapping sounds of sex didn’t change.

“Hey!” she yelled, “a little help, please! It’s important!”

Behind her Earl sighed. His black greasy pecker popped out of Marion’s tight twat. “Oh, girl,” he groaned aloud in appreciation, “we are gonna have so much fun together. Right now, I can’t wait to nail your tight little rosebud. Oh, now I’m so addicted to white pussy!”

Earl laughed when Marion squealed in horror at the thought of being ass raped by the immense black dick. He tugged off the unfilled condom, tucked it into her asshole for later use, and padded naked toward Amelia. He paused at the sight her taut rear presented. Amelia’s brief struggles had tightened Marion’s skirt around her rump and raised the hem to just below her crotch. Earl’s cock lurched at the imagined treasures waiting naked just under that skirt. He envisioned red and puffy exposed cunt lips and the clear signs of wet arousal. As he got into the closet, the unmistakable musk of a female in heat assailed his senses.

While Earl was panting at the sight of the trapped attorney, Amelia huskily explained her problem with the stuck arm. At six foot eight, Earl was plenty large enough to lean down over Amelia and help free the junk jammed around her arm. The problem is that he had a throbbing, slimy-wet, rock-hard dick that had just been denied its orgasm. He pushed the hard pole down toward his knees and leaned down over the sexy attorney. When he removed his hand from between his legs, the move left his dick meat free to thump up under the skirt and strike Amelia’s bare sex. He completed the move by reaching over Amelia’s shoulder into the safe.

Amelia had become very scared when the hulking brute covered her trapped form and the fear blossomed when she felt something heavy and meaty strike against her pubic area. The long black bar of manhood that protruded from between the vee of her legs was huge. “Holy shit!” she shrieked inwardly, “what’s sticking through is longer than Lionel’s; it must be five inches longer than his, … and, … oh, it’s so fat around.”

She gurgled in fear and tried to compose herself enough to regain control of yet another situation that was already out of control. “Get off me!” she demanded. “Go put some clothes on! We aren’t animals!”

Instead of his leaving, Amelia felt his long cock slip back, caressing her bare pussy lips the whole way. Then, his cockhead moved about as if it had a questing eye of its own; it nestled itself against the vertical crease of Amelia’s cunt lips. The meaty tap against her itching cunt mound released an unconscious groan of arousal. Amelia’s pussy had itched for so long that any stimulation was welcome. Her hips were automatically moving in gentle counterpoint when she felt the soft pressure exerted on her pussy by Earl’s dickhead increase dramatically. “Crap!” she hissed, “Stop that, Earl! I’m not interested in sex! Not with you!” Then in greater desperation, she cried, “Stop, … it’s rape!”

Earl remembered the affront that Amelia committed in the garage when she blatantly ignored his comment about them maybe going out together for a coffee or a movie. A little of the rage he felt at Amelia’s probable racial and economic slur fueled his next thrust with more energy than he would normally have used in entering a new lover for the first time. Even so, he was surprised at how much effort it took for his already slimy cockhead to pop into her cunt. Amelia howled like a bitch dog in heat when he first entered her. Earl was pleased with how tight, hot, and wet the woman’s vagina felt around his fuckmeat.

Amelia howled in pain and surprise. “It feels like a log just skewered me!” she thought incoherently even as she took a deep breath to recover. A second, harder push seated more of the black cock in her pussy and she shrieked mindlessly once again.

“Oh, shut up!” she heard Ear hiss into her ear. “Don’t be such a baby girl! It’s only a cock.”

“Oh, shit!” she blubbered. “Please, … Earl, … stop, … it’s not toooo lllate!” Amelia had to pause as she spoke because he’d already started in and out motions; her rapist was increasing his thrusts, allowing more and more of the black meat to saw in and out of her stretched pussy.

“Oh, … oh, … oh, … the itch, … the itch is, … oh, … the itch is gone!” she grunted aloud in relief.

Earl had a good two-thirds of his dick buried in the attorney and he felt an unnatural heat. “Itch?” he thought as he pushed until the entry to her womb stopped his progress. “Maybe the bitch does have an infection.” He halted his rape with his dickhead fully against the tiny opening to her womb and grabbed a handful of Amelia’s black hair, stretching her head back painfully. “What’s with your pussy? Ya got the clap? Ya been fucking around too much?”

Amelia was too traumatized and embarrassed to explain. She gently shook her head from side to side, quietly giving her answer.

Earl’s eyes narrowed at his woman’s disobedience. His free hand snaked down to secure a vulnerable nipple. He squeezed with considerable strength, twisted, and pulled. The elastic flesh reluctantly flattened and then elongated with the painful torture.

Amelia howled, her pussy relaxed, and Earl pushed hard, gaining another inch.

Earl wondered briefly at his impulsive rape of the one woman capable of getting him free of the charges against him. He quickly processed an answer based on his background. “No ho gonna get the best of me,” he thought.

A sharp and resounding slap echoed inside the closet, followed immediately by the loudest, longest scream of the night. Faster than a jungle beast, Earl had released her hair, ripped her skirt up above her waist, and clapped his hands in unison; each striking the sensitive underside of a butt cheek with all the might possessed by the brute.

He continued to stroke in and out of the crying woman. Amelia’s butt quivered from the brutal impacts of the man’s rock-hard cock slithering in and out of her abused pussy. After many long minutes, he felt his jism boiling up and he jammed forward with all his might as the white cum almost painfully pumped out. He was certain that Amelia’s internal muscles clamped down hard on him more than once during the long rape. Only after he was finished did he resume his interrogation about the strangely hot pussy that left an unusual white frothy ring around his cock. Amelia blabbered away like a baby. She wanted no more of the unexpected pain mixed in with the bestial sex from this previously friendly black man. Amelia was easier to break than Marion. This fact somewhat disgusted Earl, lowering his previously lowered opinion of the talented lawyer even more. “Bigoted, … prejudiced, … weak, and pussy whipped,” was his assessment. However, even as he complained silently, he marveled at her smooth white skin and perfectly sculptured form. He couldn’t wait to pay much more personal attention to the remainder of her body.

Still naked, Earl padded out of the closet. Knowing that it was strictly against protocol, he nonetheless dialed out on Amelia’s cell phone. When he recognized the voice, Earl blurted out, “What’s the deal with your boss’ pussy? Does it belong to you? Are you punishing her for something? Are you bitches playing some sort of deviant games?”

Earl’s face broke out into a smile of lust and relief at Julie Noble’s unashamed explanation. After he understood what was going on, he once again interrupted, “Well, I want in on the team; I’ll give you half my cut taking down this Lionel character to buy into ownership of the lawyer’s cunt, … you can keep the assistant. The lawyer can hire me as her bodyguard and investigator for the team. I kinda like the idea of the lowest members of the team being in complete charge of the two well-paid uppity cunts!”

Julie had given them plenty of bondage rope to keep Marion under control. He took a length of the red cord and wrapped it carefully around one of Amelia’s trim feminine ankles. There was no resistance as he pulled the matching wrist down to the outside of the ankle and tightly secured it. He then used another length of the red cord to bind the opposite wrist and ankle in an identical fashion. The grunting victim could not oppose him as she was flipped onto her back while in the modified hogtie. Earl grinned in appreciation at his second viewing of the plump tits. Her blouse had only taken seconds to unbutton. The marker he put down to the perfect mounds stunk of solvent. He pulled the firm breast meat about as the black inedible ink flowed across the milky flesh. “Earl’s bitch,” he mused aloud as he carefully wrote in blocky letters, one word across the upper mound of each breast. When it came time to identify who owned the cum-matted pussy hole, he whispered, “Earl’s cunt.”

Earl ignored the whimpering face of his prey while he popped out the remaining four vaginal suppositories. He jammed all four of the chalky torture devices deep into her gaping sex hole. Earl kissed away tears on each side of the beautiful face. “You’re my bitch now,” he declared flatly. “Anytime we are in private, you will follow my every command and satisfy every whim.”

If possible, Earl’s voice hardened as he added, “Master is what you call me in private ‘n Mr. Seaborne do fine for in public. Punishment will be severe if you fail to please.” He hooked a forefinger into the steel loop dangling from the front center of Amelia’s collar. “Julie has a tag that will fit here. Can you guess what it will say?”

Amelia choked off another whimper and pitifully shook her head. Her mouth was stuffed to painful overflowing with a number of Lionel’s expensive silk ties. A regimental pattern in broad blue bands and tiny red stripes was tied around her head, holding the gag in place.

“EARL’S bitch,” he told her. “Looks like I get my wish to have more white pussy.” He gently stroked around her dripping snatch and added, “I’ll round up the rest of the items, especially the bitches’ jewelry and by then the itching powder in your snatch should have you more than ready for a real bout of fucking.” His white teeth flashed in the dim light as he delighted in her sudden knowledge of the trick that Julie and Vivienne had played on her.

“Oh, … and bitch, … you haven’t even begun to feel what a real fuck is like. Wait till the ‘apple’ on the end of my dick batters its way into your womb. Plus, … since it’ll be my second round, … I’ll be able to last at least forty-five minutes before I get tired enough of fractioning that tight pussy so that I can pump you full of my black-baby-making-sperm.”


Chapter 13 - A Black Master’s Toy

Amelia continued her mundane movements without using any of her higher brain functions. After her bizarre day, she was dully performing her unwelcome evening chores around the house like a zombie. It was late at night, nearly midnight, and the last few hours had been full of listless exploring of Julie and Vivienne’s home. Each room she entered was treated the same. First, she straightened and picked up any obvious mess, taking any dirty laundry to the washroom. Next, she dusted every surface and waxed those that were wooden. Lastly, she vacuumed or mopped the floors. Wearily, she plodded her way back to the washroom and the huge mound of dirty linens and clothing that she’d gathered from around the house during the last few hours; one of her chores had been to change all the bed linens. Amelia folded what was already in the dryer. From the washing machine, she quickly separated those damp items in the washer that needed to be hung dry and threw the rest into the clothes drier.

A distant ringing alerted her to her next chore. Resignedly, she left the laundry room and walked toward the kitchen. Vivienne’s fleshy bare ass pointed her way as she entered the kitchen. Starving after her long and traumatic day with no food since her half bagel so many hours ago, Amelia was torn between lusting after the luscious food being prepared and the joy she wanted to take in tormenting Vivienne for her unsuitable lack of clothing. Vivienne wore only a cook’s apron, heels, black thigh-high stockings, and a white chef’s hat. Despite her attire, Vivienne’s face greeted her with a smile as her heels gave her approaching presence away.

“Oh, ‘melia,” Vivienne gushed, “this is just so wonderful! This is just perfect! I love having you here to help. Oh, and dinner will be ready in ten minutes, … so please bring a final round of drinks to our guests.”

Amelia wiped the drink tray clean and set an opened bottle of cold beer and a frosty mug on it. Lastly, she added a wine glass, filled it with red wine, and added a few cocktail napkins. Before heading out of the kitchen, Amelia straightened her hair under her white maid’s cap. The frilly white petticoats under her way too short black skirt were a humiliation she could hardly bear. “At least I have panties on,” she thought with some consolation in thinking about Vivienne’s bare backside. In fact, Amelia’s white petticoats and her frilly white panties flashed tantalizingly into view with every step she took in the French Maid fantasy costume. Her patterned black thigh-high hose ended well below the essentially useless French Maid skirt. “If it weren’t for this collar, …” she muttered as she visualized the mayhem she’d inflict upon her owners. Amelia was forced to assume her subordinate role in the household by virtue of the electronic training collar as well as the ample blackmail material that Julie had amassed. To all outward appearances, Amelia had meekly accepted her role.

Young Julie Noble and Earl Seaborne were busily reviewing and commenting upon a mound of paperwork and folders strewn across Julie’s work desk in her home office. They had made notes in several notepads and seemed in agreement with their discoveries. The clicking of Amelia’s heels warned them of her approach. “Mmmistress, … Mmmaster, … here is a round of fresh drinks. Cook says dinner will be ready in about ten minutes.”

Earl’s lustful stare unnerved Amelia. She shuddered, knowing full well that she was going to spend the entire night in ‘their’ bed, fulfilling his every demand; in the car returning from Lionel Barnes’ home, he’d given plenty of hints as to what his requirements would be. Amelia would be sure to please; after all, Julie had agreed with the black man’s demand that she now belonged to the man they’d freed on bail.

While she set Julie’s wine glass down with shaking hands, Earl ran a rough hand up the back of her thigh and cupped a frilly-silk-covered butt cheek. Amelia shivered as the man’s oversize forefinger wormed its way under the tight edge of her panties. Without any comment on his part, she knew that he’d discover that her pussy was gushing with lubrication. The hateful itching powder and her out-of-control libido continued to do their work; Amelia knew she was ready to fuck a doorknob to quench the horrid itching in her puss.

“I hear you really got your new bitch to squeal like a pig this afternoon,” Julie said conversationally as if Amelia wasn’t even in the room.

“Not really,” Earl commented back softly. “I only had one quick go at her. But,” he said with clear humor in his voice, “She did squeal and grunt. I’ve decided that from now on I’m exclusively going after white pussy.”

“Mistress?” Amelia begged with wide eyes.

“Toy!” Julie responded with fire in her voice, “You know your place.”

A second oversize finger wormed its way into her pussy and Amelia squeaked like a helpless mouse as conflicting sensations almost overwhelmed her. The fingers skewered their way deeper, Amelia felt her hips beginning a slight motion against the questing fingers. “I’m fucking myself in public,” she thought with horror. “Even worse,” she analyzed, “I’m not stopping.”

Earl held his glistening fingers up for Julie to see. The move horrified Amelia. As she expected, Julie couldn’t keep back a few snide comments. “I gave you a chance,” Julie added softly. “All you had to do was act the part of a lady for a week. But, no, … you fucked the mail room boy, twice, the first chance you got, … you hid money in your adulterous snatch just like a seasoned whore, … and then you seduced Mr. Seaborne, … all within hours of getting your chance at being a lady. No, Amelia Ashley, … we’ll demand that you be the corporate ball-busting attorney during the day, … but at night, … you are Mr. Seaborne’s slut slave and the house servant when you aren’t tied up with your duties for Mr. Seaborne.”

Julie’s hand snaked out and grabbed Amelia’s ear. “In fact,” she continued, “even Viv outranks you. You better happily do anything she asks that doesn’t interfere with commands that Mr. Seaborne’s or I have already given.”

Amelia whimpered and moved her head obediently as Julie dragged her ear toward the hand Earl had stuck up in the air. Julie’s tugging brought her lips to the fragrant fingers. With a moan of submission, Amelia tentatively stuck her tongue out to taste the pungent flavor of her own pussy made even more pungent by the itching powder. Knowing it was expected, she sucked first one finger and then the other clean by drawing it deep into her mouth. As she fled the room to get back to the relative sanctuary of the kitchen, she heard Earl whisper, “Good, slut!” Amelia’s stomach lurched as the reality of her inescapable situation sunk in. She barely made it to a guest bathroom where she vomited into the toilet.

Dinner was actually easier for Amelia to bear. Vivienne prepped each course and skillfully reminded Amelia of what a good waitress was to accomplish during the meal. Thankfully, Earl and Julie seemed content to ignore her as she served them and instead they focused on getting to know each other. It was clear from the scraps of information that she overheard, Earl wanted to formalize his role within the group of three women just as Julie had done with Viv and Toy. Amelia prayed that her situation would get no worse.

Given that the meal was far later than normal, Julie tersely commanded that Toy was to leave the dinner dishes soaking in the kitchen sink and clean them after work the next day. Julie leashed Vivienne and led the happily grinning woman away. When Earl showed her an identical leash in one hand and her training collar’s remote control in the other hand, Amelia quickly knelt down and bowed her head. “Mmmaster,” she stammered. Before she could continue, Earl’s large hand covered her forehead and softly brushed off her cap. The fingers lingered caressingly in her hair.

“Don’t worry little slut,” Earl whispered. “I’ll enjoy owning you an I can’t wait to get you fully broken to my cock. As long as you keep your heart in it, I’ll go softly on you.” He paused a moment before his voice hardened slightly, “Course, … if I think you’re shirking, … then let’s just say I have a few pimp friends that might like an attorney in their stable of whores for a few nights of the week.”

Amelia moaned aloud in real fear as the impact of his words sunk in and she nuzzled her head protectively against Earl’s hand. She missed the look of pure pleasure on the homely black behemoth’s face at her move. Earl had no intention of sharing his white slave; at least anymore than was necessary for their plans to work. He clicked the leash on her collar and led her to their bedroom. She obediently stripped naked and hung both their clothes up neatly, placing their soiled underwear in a new clothes hamper.

Her experience in bed that night was far different that what she’d been afraid of. She was unchained and unrestrained all night and Earl paid worshipful homage to every square inch of her body before he sunk his monstrous cock into her by then extremely needful pussy. The touch of his rough tongue on her virgin rosebud had her clawing the sheets in surprise and lust. When his teeth nipped at her clit, Amelia screamed in orgasm. Then, she begged him to eat her, … to continue the amazing sensation that he’d hinted at by playing with her clit, ... he refused, claiming her cunt was full of poison from the suppositories. Earl hurt her only twice during the three hours of sex that followed. First, he slapped her once to get her to stop begging for more oral sex. Second, even with the extended foreplay and orgasms that he milked from her inexperienced body, … the huge knob of his cockhead burned horribly as it first punched past her sore outer labia. Thankfully, her pussy juices and then the jism leaking from the immense head soon soothed her irritated cunt.

Finally, Earl’s copious cum completely drenched the fiery itch caused by the suppositories. Amelia was almost eager to suck his sex clean. She mewed with pleasure as the black shaft began to thicken and extend itself to its previous glory. When Earl pushed her away from his dick, Amelia happily climbed atop it. Unlike her session with the young mail clerk in the hotel room, the attorney had to work hard getting the man’s dick fully buried in her snatch. Even then, it took at least five minutes of wild lurching about atop the column of meat before she finally felt his pelvis grind against hers for the first time.

“It’s all the way in!” she crowed to herself in amazement. “I never thought it would fit all the way, … I never thought it would feel so wondrous.” Dazed, she began to move again when Earl growled in frustration and pinched her nipples. “Eiii,” she moaned softly. “Ohhhhh,” she muttered louder. “Ohhh, … ohhh, … fuck me!” she cried. That round of sex seemed endless. Amelia became hoarse from the orgasms that she screamed out. She squealed like a cock hungry whore when the fat dick began to swell again. Amelia passed out before Earl spurted for the third time in her snatch. Undaunted, he kept fucking away, piston-like, until the third load of sperm spewed out. The pleasure of having his cum paint her insides was a defining moment in Amelia Ashley’s life.

In the early morning light, Amelia woke to the feeling of her lover sprawled heavily across her body. Silently, she told herself that there were some perks to being a sex slave. She admitted that she’d been fucked to utter relaxation and slept the best in years; it was a wondrous feeling. Her fingers brushed softly across the mammoth muscles of Earl’s shoulders. She sniffed and realized that her black lover had a different musk, somehow more pungent and noticeable than her few white lovers. Her crotch felt stiff with dried cum and pussy juices but she didn’t care, considering it a badge of her lover’s lust for her body. Amelia kissed the arm draped over her chest and she settled back into a deep sleep.

Earl’s face had been hidden from his ravished lover. He was fully satisfied at Amelia’s responses in bed the previous night and the quick caress across his back and the warm lips that touched his arm brought a deep smile. Contented, Earl also settled back to catch a bit more sleep. “This will be a busy day,” he thought. “Everything hinges on how successfully the plan that Julie and I designed unfolds. Yes, … it will be interesting, … and more than a little dangerous.”


Chapter 14 - Marion Meets Earl’s Family

Amelia grinned wanly at her image in the foggy bathroom mirror. “I still look the same,” she told herself, critically inspecting herself. The shower curtain opened with a clatter behind her and Earl’s huge form appeared in the mirror. Naked and immense, Earl had muscles and meaty flesh to admire; nonetheless, her eyes were drawn hungrily to his dangling sex. She flushed in shame at how much she wanted another round of sex. Remembering herself, she lowered her eyes. “I orgasmed all night long like some sort of whore,” she thought, “and I still want more.”

Bashfully, she removed the towel from around her torso and walked over to Earl. He grinned down at her from his six-foot-eight-inch height and she began to dry his dripping frame. She started weeping softly as her whole body unconsciously began to rub the towel against him. “He owns me,” was a mantra that ran through her head. She proved it by abruptly kneeling and then hungrily sucking his soft penis into her mouth. Even limp and dangling, it filled her mouth to bursting. It grew quickly, … swelling until her jaw locked. “Hnnnnnn, hnnnnn,” she moaned. Thankfully the monstrous dick popped out before her jaw was dislocated or her teeth touched her Master’s cock. Amelia shuddered at what might have happened. She slobbered her saliva along the eleven-inch length and began to jack off the shaft while continuing to mouth the massive head.

Amelia had played with a number of cocks, especially in college when she didn’t want to go all the way with new lovers, but she’d never swallowed. She intended to change that right now. Amelia set a lick lock to the weeping end of the massive shaft and used both hands to simulate fucking.

Earl chuckled above her and started to hump softly toward her mouth as her talented hands stroked him. “Harder,” he whispered and then moaned when her small white hands tightened their grip. “Baby,” he whispered, “you’re doing fine. Oh, … yessss, … my own white slave, … I love it.” The sucking, slurping sounds as she took the first ropy strands of salty cum in her mouth excited him even more.

Across town, Marion Burch was not having good sex.

The night before, Earl had called his two brothers once he and Amelia left Lionel’s mansion. Duane and Cole had been more than happy to keep a big-titted, blonde-haired, white bimbo captive at their house for a few days. They were also willing to stash all the drugs that Amelia and her two assistants had found under their house. At the meeting point, Amelia sat quietly watching the brothers discuss Marion’s fate. At one point, Earl whispered something to his brothers and handed them a small wad of bills. The boys made one stop on the way home to Watts.

At their small house, the two black men took Marion’s naked body to the rear-most bedroom and gleefully threw her naked form down on the bed. They undid the ties on her hands and wrists and used duct tape to attach each wrist to its matching ankle. They sat her up in a most compromising, legs widespread fashion. Her precious D-cup tits stood out proudly, their milky whiteness in stark contrast to the black men staring lustfully at her with more than a little hatred in their eyes. Her naked sex was blatantly exhibited at the junction of her perfect gym-sculpted thighs.

Whimpering at her helplessness in the presence of the two huge black men, Marion watched in horror as they stripped down naked. The younger brother, Cole, was only twenty-two but already stood six feet seven inches tall. Lighter than his beefier brother, Earl, Cole was still two hundred ninety pounds of intimidating black beast. Duane was twenty seven and the smallest, ugliest male in the family. He was a stubby six foot-five-inch monster with three hundred fifteen pounds of black gristle hanging from his frame. As Marion would soon find out, Earl’s eleven inch cock might have been the biggest in the family but Duane packed a ten-inch pussy punisher and Cole boasted a ten and a half inch pussy plunging dick.

Cole took a small pipe out of a crumpled paper bag and then opened a baggie from the same bag. Duane gripped her head in a uncompromising grip and explained in an even tone, “My brother go’in light dat pipe, … you go’in take it all in.” His free hand wrapped itself around a silicone-enhanced breast and squeezed hard enough for her soft tit meat to ooze between his fingers. “Else, we go’wan hurt ya bad.”

The threat was enough for the terrified woman. When Cole offered her the pipe, she treated the coarse smoke as a lifeline and took it deeply into her lungs. The first shot of the crack cocaine hit the inside of her skull like a brace of knife tips flaying the nerve cells. Before she could recover her breath, Duane pulled her back against his body and splayed her legs out even further. Cole fell forward and punched his steel-hardness between the curled petals of her furless baby furnace. Marion was dimly aware that even unwillingly, she was experiencing the most intense sex of her life. The rock of cocaine had expanded into a poisonous gas that temporarily fried her brain. She was unable to distinguish the pleasure sex from the hurtful sex and it overwhelmed her shorted nerve synapses in a massive, never-ending orgasm of bliss.

Duane’s first excursion into Marion’s previously unsullied white body was after her second hit of crack. While Cole had been fucking her pussy, Duane had set one hand under her ass and used his other to drag the copious cunt lubricate from pussy to asshole. By the time his brother pumped his jism into her now floppy cunt, Duane had already opened her ass enough to take three of his huge fingers. After catching his breath, Cole reloaded the pipe and set the second load of crack cocaine on its way inside the soon-to-be crack whore. Even the double dose of stimulant didn’t keep the long wail of agony / ecstasy that exploded from her throat as Duane pulled her rectum down hard on his massive pole. Her body keep animalistically fucking away while her shrieks of pain continued for several minutes. Finally, she became limp and Duane took over, fucking her body up and down on his cock, bouncing her alluring tits about.

After that, Marion had no remembrance of what the two men did to her during the rest of the long night. She groggily came to in the bathtub, still duct-taped wrists to ankles. The stench of vomit and urine made her gag. Then, the still-burning pain in her rectum and pussy registered. Feverish, already needful for another rock of crack, she laid quietly in the tub trying to get her brain working enough to explain why her arms and legs were tied in such an unladylike manner. Mental visions of black men and black cocks kept popping into her confused mind, interfering with her once sharp and talented intellect that now failed to puzzle out her strange situation. Marion Burch had fallen a long way in just eighteen short hours. She didn’t know it yet, but she would never aspire to be a lawyer again.


Chapter 15 - Lionel’s Homecoming

Amelia was a little bemused at how quickly things had changed in her personal and work lives. Their chauffeur immediately accepted that the well-dressed black man that entered the Bentley that morning along with Miss. Ashley was in fact a full-time investigator hired by Amelia to help with the legwork on her heavy caseload. Ron recognized the one thousand dollar suit for what it was. Even though Earl Seaborne was pretty intimidating, Ron accepted that the hulking black man was certain to be a classy addition to the top-notch team that Amelia led. The pretty lawyer had the clout to suborn the small office next to her suite for use by the ‘Investigator’. It was a testimony to the admiration and respect given her by the firm’s staff that the team vacating the office had no complaints about the move. The firm’s normal architect was coming by that very afternoon to work on the plan to open a connection directly into Amelia’s front office and to sketch out ideas for the new furniture and decoration scheme.

Vivienne informed Amelia that Earl not only had a sharp mind but that he seemed to have an affinity with computers; quickly understanding what Julie Noble outlined needed to be done with Lionel’s hidden bank accounts. Earl smoothly took Vivienne’s place and helped Julie set up Marion Burch’s laptop and Lionel Barnes’ home workstation on a long table. They set to work. Julie logged into Lionel’s workstation while Earl did the same with Marion’s laptop. The Executive Secretary showed him how to remotely log onto Amelia’s encrypted office network and access the office printer. They started to peruse files using their notes from Marion’s interrogation. Each quietly announced to the other any time they confirmed an account’s existence, a password, amounts, or the location of the hidden drug money.

Vivienne returned to Amelia’s office and played the perfect Legal Assistant. She reviewed the status of the pending lawsuits and anything else imminent on Amelia’s calendar. The normalcy was refreshing to the young attorney and it helped her calm herself in the face of the personal turmoil she was undergoing.

Later, they all set down at the conference table in Amelia’s office and reviewed what Julie and Earl had discovered. Each of the team was more than pleased to learn that they’d each just become millionaires. Between the drug cartel’s money, Lionel’s profits from money laundering, and the money he’d consistently skimmed, they had ferreted out and re-hidden thirty-two million dollars. They would lose some in the laundering process, but they were each still very rich.

“Lionel, is gonna be in a world of shit,” Vivienne had uncharacteristically whispered as the extent of what they’d done sunk in.

Julie put it all in perspective, “We have to go to the next phase of our plan quickly before Lionel and Judith return to town.”

Vivienne was the paperwork wizard; she set to work with Julie making transcripts of Marion’s confessions the night before. Further, they had audio tape to edit. The local office of the FBI and the State Attorney General were going to get a very interesting package delivered the next afternoon. The sordid tale of Lionel’s arrangements with drug dealers, a local prosecuting attorney, and two murders were all carefully outlined in the packet. Lionel’s own computer files filled in damning information.

Amelia herself sat down and feverishly made a series of phone calls to lease an executive jet. The sole passenger was to be Duane Seaborne who was going to be very busy over the next forty-eight hours as he flew to a bank in Central America where sixty new numbered, password protected accounts were bulging from the ill-gotten gains just transferred from a host of Caribbean island banks. Duane was to be given very specific information on who to meet at the bank and how to transfer the accounts to an affiliate bank. That final move would cost a percentage of the funds in order to ensure that no audit trail existed beyond an entry that the sixty accounts were all created with cash deposits and subsequently emptied out. No mention of the illegal money or banking information was made in the packages that Ron was driving to an overnight delivery pickup box.

Vivienne was already working out a profit-sharing agreement between the four conspirators whereby consistently each year they could move a portion of the money to stateside accounts where they would pay federal and state income taxes on legal ‘settlement’ monies. The idea was to legitimize the funds over at least ten years. Amelia’s continued position at the law firm became even more critical than ever so they could ‘legally hide’ the moved money. The attorney had no idea how much more impact that fact would have on her life over the coming months.

Hours later, Lionel and his beautiful young Executive Secretary left the First Class Cabin of their commercial airlines flight. The twenty-year-old blonde drew many jealous eyes as she strode hand-in-hand with her handsome companion. More than one of the females that ignored the big-busted young woman had brief sexual fantasies triggered at the sight of Lionel’s handsome form. At just over twice Judith Ferrell’s age, his buff six-foot-two frame and sculpted face projected the image of a successful, no-nonsense business executive.

Lionel saw a driver in a dark suit and chauffeur hat standing stiffly with a sign in his hand for a Mr. Barnes. The lawyer nodded to the driver and proceeded to the baggage pickup area for his flight. He noted, only in appreciation at being shown the proper deference due a man in his position. He was impressed at his own importance when the driver stood silently by waiting for a cue as to their bags. Lionel and Judith followed after the driver as he easily managed their luggage.

In the limousine, Judith attacked the cold bottle of champagne in its silver ice holder. Lionel couldn’t help but grin at her youthful enthusiasm as the cork blasted its way out of the bottle. Before they left the airport, they were each sipping champagne and nibbling on fresh fruit artfully arrayed on a silver platter.

“This was supposed to be our victory return,” Judith murmured in a vexed voice. “Somehow those two cunts escaped our traps while we were safely far away from any suspicion.”

“Don’t worry,” Lionel said soothingly. “We still have a few more tricks planned. They’ll still be arrested, discredited, and blamed for everything. Then we are shoo-ins for the promotion at the law firm and we can enjoy ourselves for the rest of our lives.”

When Judith found the privacy screen switch, she let out another giggle and shrugged off her business jacket, blouse, and bra before the screen finished whirring its way up. Lionel buried one hand possessively in her long blonde hair while his other reached under her torso to play with her full round orbs. The twitch he made at the shock of her icy cold lips brushing against his cock tip brought another muffled giggle from his horny co-worker. Somehow while beginning the blowjob, she had pulled her panties down over her fleshy ass and out from under her knee-length skirt. When she slid up to get another sip of champagne, she slithered across his lap, setting his cock to her already wet snatch in a practiced move. Lionel’s groan of pleasure as her body-weight forced her tight pussy sleeve over his dry dick brought an eager gleam to Judith’s eye. She loved Lionel with her heart and soul; the wanton sex was a side benefit. Her skirt bunched up around her waist as she rocked herself feverishly back and forth on his dick.

Lionel barely noted the driver’s stop at the main gate but he did flinch as he almost came during the slight distraction. He held back only by dictating a hasty thank you note to Marion for arranging the limousine and giving the driver such flawless directions. Judith scratched a weal down his back and he responded by reaching down to pinch her clit. She came immediately, her pussy clenched so hard that he moaned a final time and his dick pulsed.

Judith was still lying breathless with her legs spayed wide open when Lionel let himself out of the limousine in front of his house. She flushed when she heard Lionel mention that his friend needed some time to pull herself together. Lionel leaned in and after giving his lover a quirky smile, quickly swept her bra, blouse, and jacket away.

“He left the door open,” she thought. Nonetheless, she languidly lay fully exposed on the seat while the black driver got their bags from the back. “If he wants me to put on a show, … then I will,” she thought with a thrill of excitement. She tugged off her wrinkled skirt and slipped out of the car naked but for her heels and the pearls of cum covering her sex.

The kinky young secretary turned face-on to the driver and assumed a cocky stance. “Like what you see, big boy,” she said with a smirk. “Sorry there’s nothing left to share,” she added teasingly, “my lover just took it all.”

“Think again! Whore!” a voice behind her challenged.

“Amelia Ashley! What are you doing here?” A big hand squeezed her shoulder from behind in a crushing grip and she slipped to her knees with a howl of pain. When she turned a shocked look back toward the driver that she’d just taunted, Judith saw Lionel’s lifeless form on the concrete behind the limousine. Her fear intensified when she saw Amelia Ashley’s secretary clipping steel handcuffs on his arms. Vivienne’s tight lipped look beside her as she wrapped a heavy blindfold over his eyes told her she was seriously outnumbered and in big trouble.

“Follow me cunt!” the mountainous black man commanded Judith as he gripped her blonde hair in an inescapable grip. “We’ve got some gettin’ acquainted to do.”

“Amelia!” Judith howled, “Vivienne, … Julie, … for God’s sake help me!”

None of the three women paid her the slightest attention. Their job was to get Lionel into the house and begin torturing any hidden tidbits of information from him. The team was certain that Lionel had hidden files and funds that his two subordinates knew nothing about.

Behind them, Judith screeched, “Ow!”

Earl had just casually slung the kneeling blonde off her feet to the driveway by hauling on a handful of her lush hair. He was grinning happily as he passed Amelia with the shrieking ex-executive secretary writhing in pain as she was dragged along. Then Judith’s heels clattered on the concrete and her shrieks of dismay and pain faded as they entered the house. Earl’s plan was to introduce the twenty-year-old to anal rape by his big black snake. Given the millions he’d already garnered from Marion Burch’s confessions, he was more focused on inflicting pain on the woman who’d attempted to get him imprisoned for life for a murder he hadn’t committed. More information and more money were the least of his desires at the moment.

Even in the isolated garage, Amelia, Vivienne, and Julie winched as Judith’s earth shattering howls of pain began just seconds after she was in the house. Earl had wasted no time on foreplay beyond putting a lubricated condom on his horse-sized cock. He drilled his fat dick halfway up her rectum in his first, fierce lunge.

As her howls reverberated in the garage, Lionel’s handcuffed and leg cuffed body had been dragged into the garage. A box-cutter with a razor-sharp blade awaited on the garage floor. The ladies planned to cut off Lionel’s fine clothing and then Julie Noble planned on taking charge of the razor blade to ‘encourage’ Lionel to spill his guts.

Lionel had no idea of the danger he was in. Amelia Ashley’s team already knew most of the details of Lionel’s illegal enterprise. Any lies he attempted would be met with instant punishment.

Meanwhile, Cole Seaborne, Earl’s youngest brother had just delivered Marion Burch to a pimp friend who planned to kept Marion fully employed over the next few days. The two black brothers had already fully broken the former legal assistant into her new role as a crack-cocaine-addicted whore. Judith Ferrell was in for a shock when she saw her friend’s condition. The two women would entertain lots of black ‘gentlemen’ over the coming weeks.


Chapter 16 - Amelia’s Confusion and Uncertainty

Amelia sat alone in her office. Blessedly, her staff was busy elsewhere this morning, giving her the rare opportunity to review the events of the last week. Outwardly prim and businesslike, the perfect attorney, Amelia Ashley was still inwardly unbalanced and in turmoil over the crisis she was facing in both her professional and personal life.

She glanced down at the notes she’d been working on. “I’m stuck. What’s happened is easy to chronicle and the location of all the files and money is equally straightforward,” she thought. Then, when no other ideas came to her she cursed and muttered aloud, “Crap! I always know what to do! Why am I unable to make decisions about finishing cleaning up Lionel’s mess?” She sighed and glanced through her notes to find the highlighted questions.

What final disposition do we take with Lionel, Marion, and Judith?

How deeply was the law firm involved in drug money laundering?

Were the Senior Partners or law firm Security involved?

What about the four Executive Secretaries who were fucking Lionel?

What to do with the women?

Should we tell part / all of the story to the Senior Partners?

“I’ve got loose ends to resolve with Lionel, Marion, and Judith. The money is already moved offshore and taken care of but what about the bastards they worked for? Can they backtrack and discover our role in Lionel’s disappearance? Was he working with anyone with knowledge of his plans to railroad us? What about the firm’s involvement in laundering the money? If we get them involved in this mess do we have to share some of Lionel’s drug money? What should we do with the four Senior Partner Executive Secretaries that Lionel was sleeping with?” She sighed and moved her fingertips up to massage her temples. With yet another sigh, she cursed, “Oh, shit! What am I going to do about what’s really important? Fuck Lionel! How can I regain control of my life? Why have I let everyone order me around? Earl even threw away all my panties! Fuck!”

At just that minute Vivienne Brumfield strode confidently into her boss’ office.

“You didn’t knock,” Amelia snapped peevishly. Then, she inwardly cringed at her snippy comment to her subordinate Legal Assistant.

Vivienne stopped in place and her grin dissolved into a frown. She put one hand on a lush hip and started tapping her right foot against the soft carpet. Amelia watched mesmerized as her assistant’s other hand delved into a pocket in her skirt.

“The remote control,” Amelia moaned inwardly.

“Ssorry, Mmmistress,” Amelia whispered as she slid from her chair to her knees. Then, unable to help herself, she broke into tears and wailed, “But I’m so confused, … I can’t think, … I don’t know what to do, … This isn’t like me, … I feel so helpless!”

Mortified at losing control, but unable to stop the flood of tears, Amelia hiccuped and continued, “And I’ve acted like such a round-heeled slut!”

“Shush, dear,” Vivienne cooed after she knelt down beside her boss and enveloped her in a crushing grip. “We still love you,” she whispered. Then, she kissed at the tears weeping from her boss’ eyes. Her hands clenched the younger woman’s slenderer form. “We all love you.”

Amelia collapsed against the welcome embrace of the older woman and she felt reassured. The soft kisses against her face felt wonderful. Unconsciously, she turned her face and let her lips seek Vivienne’s. She grabbed back at the woman’s torso and kissed in desperation at her Legal Assistant.

Amelia keep up her frenzied kissing at the older woman’s own passionate response and then yanked Vivienne’s blouse up and out of her skirt. She was thinking only of the woman’s huge, soft breasts and how wonderfully comforting they’d felt during her crisis this week. Before she was even fully aware of what she’d done, Amelia was moaning in satisfaction as she nuzzled her lips between Vivienne’s bare breasts, the Legal Assistant’s blouse wide open and her heavy-duty bra hanging undone above her outthrust boobs.

“Oh, yes, ‘melia,” Vivienne whispered in rising lust. “We’ll take care of you.”

The attorney sucked a heavy nipple into her mouth and she lightly bit at the sensitive nub. She held Vivienne against her with one arm while her other rooted around the woman’s skirt, her fingers trying to find their way up and under the loose skirt’s edge to her assistant’s crotch. She was driven to thank her loyal assistant.

Amelia felt herself pushed backward, onto the carpet. Confused, she looked up between her widespread knees as Vivienne stood up and walked over to her leather chair. Vivienne smirked down at her and wriggled her panties down under her skirt, kicked the wispy lingerie under the desk, and then she perched down on the front edge of Amelia’s chair.

“Come here, ‘melia,” she whispered. “I’ve been waiting for a chance to get you to myself. I’ve dreamt of you between my legs.”

“Flushing in embarrassment, Amelia nonetheless felt herself drawn to the older woman.

“Crawl here,” the woman added.

Amelia felt her down-hanging breasts engorge with blood, … her head throbbed with her heartbeat, … and her belly began to clinch in arousal. Wanting to run screaming from the room in horror at the situation, she somehow found herself meekly crawling toward her own chair. Vivienne guided her rump backward under her own desk. Then, Vivienne gripped her hair with both hands and pulled her face between her thighs.

“Eat me,” Vivienne hissed.

Amelia’s world narrowed to the muskiness of Vivienne’s crotch and the slick nakedness of her pussy lips. A jerk by Vivienne and her nose bumped against the top of the woman’s slit and her mouth enveloped feminine sex lips.

“Ohhh, yesss,” Vivienne whispered. “I’ve wanted this for so long.” She scooted her rump even further forward to draw the attorney’s mouth deeper into her crotch.

Amelia froze at a loud knocking at her door. Above her, she sensed Vivienne feverishly rearranging her bra and buttoning her blouse.

“Yes, come in.”

Amelia’s ear was grabbed by one of Vivienne’s hands. The woman’s other hand seemed to be busy writing on Amelia’s notepad. After a firm yank on her ear, Amelia hesitantly returned to mouthing Vivienne’s pussy.

“Miss Brumfield?”

“Yes, Neal.”

Amelia felt a wave of humiliation as she realized that the junior security guard who’d ravished her earlier in the week had entered the office. “And I’m on my knees eating pussy,” she thought with shame.

“Miss Ashley gone right now?”

“Yes, Neal, I’m the only one in the office. What is it that you want?”

“Well, Ma’am,” Neal started and then paused. “You, see, …”

“You’ve been trying to figure out which top-floor secretary it was that you screwed?” Vivienne asked with a chuckle. She twisted Amelia’s ear a bit to the side to better position the tongue on her clit.

“Yes ‘em. You see, I just loved that soft ass and tight drooling cunt she had. And, well, Ma’am, I just want you to know I’m happy to give y’all any help y’all need.”

“So, I take it that what I believe you named your “Johnson” is begging you for a repeat performance?” Vivienne asked dryly.

“Yes, Ma’am! And since ah’m clean, ah mean disease free, … I was hoping you’d ask about my next round being bareback. It’s that sensation of a tight twat gripping back on my meat that I really want. It’d be better for us both, … I promise.”

“Alright, Neal, I’ll ask about that for your next reward. But, … don’t get your hopes up too high. Maybe she’s married and can’t take the risk.”

“Damn, Ma’am! Ah was hopin’ you’d give me a hint or sumptin soes I could sweet talk tah her in person. That was the hottest thing I ever done, … peeling off a tight piece of pussy while ‘nother chick watched, … and at work too!”

“Neal,” Vivienne purred. “I appreciate the comment, but I’m hardly a chick. My role was simply to be sure the woman’s identity was preserved while you redeemed your reward. Now, if that’s all, … please close the door on the way out.”

“Right, Miss Brumfield. Thank yah fo everything.”

“Now, ‘melia,” Vivienne whispered hoarsely. “If you don’t get to stroking my clit twice as fast as that, I’ll let him test-run your ass next time with an unlubricated condom. You’ve got only one minute to rock my world!”

********** LATER **********

Amelia was still kneeling slavishly under her own desk. However, she was now naked except for the collar locked around her neck and the high heels locked on her feet. After giving Vivienne a handful of orgasms, the older woman had peevishly demanded she strip down and get back under her own desk. The two were carrying on a discussion as if they were dressed and seated normally in the attorney’s office. Vivienne had been asking questions about the extensive notes that Amelia had made on the Lionel Barnes situation.

“She had the nerve to complain I wasn’t that good at it,” Amelia muttered softly from under the desk.

“What was that, dear”? Vivienne asked sweetly.

“Nothing, Ma’am,” Amelia said in quick response.

“No, ‘melia,” Vivienne snapped back. “I want you to complete what you left off in your muttering.”

“No, Ma’am, it was nothing.”

“Well, ‘melia,” Vivienne sighed, “Then I guess I’ll have to finish your sentence for you. You are miffed that I complained about your pussy munching skills, … that I was not fully appreciative of your lesbo tongue action, … is that it? Are you afraid to admit that you aren’t very talented yet when it comes to cocksucking or pussy slurping?”

“No response? Well ‘melia, I’ll certainly discuss this with Earl and Jewels. They’ll certainly be disappointed. After all, … they were the ones that agreed I deserved the little reward of your focused attention and gave permission for you to share your sluttish talents with me.” She sniffed, “And I held such high expectations for you in our new relationship.”

Vivienne Brumfield paused a few minutes to let her boss absorb the comment. “Dear,” she continued softly, “since you’re being a bit slow this morning, I’ll tell you that Earl will likely want to give you a little attitude correction tonight.”

Amelia, groaned inwardly and promised herself she’d watch control her temper and off-the-cuff remarks.

Vivienne sighed again and then added more cheerfully, “In any event, ‘melia, I think your notes were quite useful and we’ve some options to choose among now that your ex-lover and his bimbos are permanently out of the picture. Yes, very good ideas here. Later tonight I’ll present this to Jewels and Earl for their approval. Good girl!”

Amelia cringed as her Legal Assistant patted her on the head as if she were a loyal dog.

“When should we be at the meeting? I’ve got some other ideas I want to bounce off Jewels and Earl.”

Amelia felt Vivienne grip her jaw in an uncompromising grip. “Tut, tut, ‘melia.” Vivienne growled. “I’m disappointed in you. I expected you to be much quicker at picking up your new role in life. I’m senior here among the two of us, so in private with you I can address my Master and Mistress as Earl or Jewels as long as I’m respectful. You, however, as the junior-most member of our family, will always refer to them as Master or Mistress in private and Mr. Seaborne and Miss Noble. Likewise, when we’re alone I’m to be Mistress and Miss Brumfield when anyone else is present.”

Amelia’s heart sank when Vivienne added, “This bit of disrespect will likely double your punishment tonight.”

“Now, since my research into Lionel’s files has shown that the firm itself knew nothing of his illegal escapades and that the women he gradually brought into his schemes not only knew full well it was illegal but they happily took bribes that unknowingly amounted to a pittance compared to Lionel’s gains. To me, this means we ignore Lionel’s disappearance and let his vicious partners search in vain. ‘Earl’ and ‘Jewels’,” Vivienne added with a catty emphasis on their names, “will decide on the final disposition of Lionel, Judith, and Marion. However, I feel we have an obligation to at least pass on to the Senior Partners the information that Lionel compromised their secretarial pool and bypassed much of the firm’s checks and balances. We’ll leave to Earl and Jewels the negotiation with the Seniors on what to do with the top-floor floozies.”

Amelia wisely held her comments to herself. “I’m the team leader,” she thought, “why shouldn’t I meet with the Seniors? After all, I’m the one in contention for a Senior Partner position.”


Chapter 17 - Aftermath

“Miss Ashley,” Stanley Jefferson said in a serious tone, “I’m sure I don’t need to remind you that our firm places a very high value on your services.”

Amelia nodded rapidly at the Senior Partner’s comment and hoped he was going to get around to delivering the news of her promotion to Senior Partner.

He set his elbows on the table in the client interview room and steepled his fingertips together and frowned. “You also know this firm takes great pride in its diversity program. Among our six Senior Partners are myself, a black man, and Mr. Wang, a first-generation Chinese American.” At that last comment, he nodded to the other Senior Partner in the room, Mr. Wang.

Walter Wang took up the conversation. “Along with Stanley and I, the other youngest Senior Partner is Mr. Emery O’Donnell. While he’s white, he’s also our token Catholic.”

Amelia was surprised at the way that sentence was worded. “I didn’t realize religion had any bearing on this conversation,” she responded reluctantly.

Mr. Jefferson and Mr. Wang grinned back at her confused look. “No, it’s a joke,” the sixty-five year-old black Senior Partner responded. “Unfortunately for you, it’s a private joke.”

Mr. Jefferson continued, “Each of the three of us has taken an additional specialty role within the law firm. I’m Head of Security, Mr. Wang is Head of Information Technology, and Mr. O’Donnell is our Firm Comptroller.”

“Miss Ashley,” Mr. Wang interjected with a fond scowl at his friend, “what Mr. Jefferson means in his convoluted manner is that the remaining three Senior Partners are old at sixty-nine, seventy-one, and seventy-three. They’ve already begun to minimize their active role in the firm and you’ve probably had little face time with any Senior Partner except the three of us. In fact, at sixty I’m the youngest Senior Partner. Simply put, despite the clear fact that at least three of us are going to retire in the next year or two, our firm simply has too many Senior Partners.”

“Our optimum number of Senior Partners is four,” Mr. Jefferson continued. “Our best estimation is that Mr. Sanders, Mr. Carson, and Mr. Kirby will all retire soon. The primary issue is that when that happens, to put it bluntly, this firm will no longer have any White Bread Senior Partners. Even Mr. O’Donnell is kind of a minority given he’s not only Irish, but Catholic to boot. The fact is, there is no driving need to raise another minority to Senior Partnership.”

Ashley looked at the two gentlemen running the meeting and interjected, “I, … I don’t understand?”

Mr. Jefferson stood up; his tall imposing form dominated the room. He paced around his side of the desk. “We’re facing a crisis of sorts, Miss. Ashley,” he said sternly as he locked eyes with her, “actually, … more than one crisis with the fiasco with Mr. Barnes still crashing around us. However, … more about that later. Until just recently, our firm, led strongly by the three eldest partners pushed to add a seventh Senior Partner over our strident protests.”

Amelia was shocked. “Can I infer that you two didn’t want me as a Senior Partner?”

Mr. Wang interjected quickly, “No! That’s correct!”

“You see Amelia,” Mr. Jefferson added softly, using her given name for the first time since Amelia joined the firm, “you’re a top-notch lawyer that generates more revenue than any other Associate Partner in the firm. You’re a real go-getter but you’ve never shown the kind of drive and focus in furthering yourself that we’d hoped. To be quite frank, … Mr. Lionel Barnes was our clear preference for the position.”

“However, we really didn’t want either of you promoted,” Mr. Wang added, “At least, … not anytime soon.”

“So, … you’re firing me?” Amelia whispered in dread.

Mr. Jefferson grimaced, “No, … please just bear with us. Given our bloated management situation, the revenue you produce is critical to our bottom line.”

“However,” Mr. Wang added, “that is best accomplished in your current role as Associate Partner; albeit with a rather large raise.”

Amelia was getting heated at the convoluted way these two old men were getting to whatever final point they had. “Can you two get to the point!” she muttered angrily.

“Yes,” Mr. Jefferson answered, “I hope you understand we’ve been uncharacteristically blunt about our view of your future prior to the unholy mess created by Mr. Barne. Normally we’d keep all that kind of information very confidential.”

“It just shows how we value you as an Associate Partner,” Mr. Wang added hurriedly.

Amelia sighed. “Gentlemen this is very confusing. Quite frankly, since you want honestly, I now have no idea what my standing is within this firm. I was hoping you two were passing on notice of an offer for Full Partner this afternoon. Now, … I’m just confused.”

Mr. Jefferson glared at Mr. Wang as if her confusion was his fault. Finally, he sighed and continued, “The additional problem I hinted at is that Mr. Wang, as Head of Information Technology has spent almost a solid week going through all our internal systems looking to see how far the corrupt taint has spread from Mr. Barnes and his staff, Miss. Burch and Miss. Ferrell.”

“All I know is what I’ve told each of you earlier, … that Lionel, Mr. Barnes that is, simply disappeared last week along with his Legal Assistant and Executive Secretary,” Amelia said.

“Yes, … yes,” Mr. Wang whispered back.

Mr. Jefferson spoke up, “You may not know, but this morning we fired four Senior Executive Secretaries, including my own. The primary impetus for that was incriminating information Mr. Wang found on our firm’s computer systems that tied the four with Mr. Barnes’ illegal activities. When we reported that to the Federal Prosecutor he freely confirmed the four were deeply implicated in laundering drug funds, interacting with criminal elements, and plotting murder to cover Mr. Barnes’ tracks. Someone had anonymously sent the Federal Prosecutor a number of packages with compelling proof of Mr. Barnes’ crimes. In fact, your pro bono client was nicely exonerated by that information.”

“Very distressing,” Mr. Wang added.

“Miss Ashley,” Mr. Jefferson continued, “you were cleared of any complicity in Mr. Barnes’ actions. That was also confirmed by the Federal Prosecutor.”

“However,” Mr. Wang interjected, “you have been dating Mr. Barnes. In fact, while you hid that from our internal investigation, it appears Mr. Barnes was exploiting you to ultimately take the fall for his actions.”

“So, we’re good then?” Amelia asked a bit bitterly. “I find out I’ve never been in the running for Full Partner, I’m in trouble for dating a man who it turns out is a real bastard, I get some sort of paltry raise, … and life goes on.”

“Yes, and no,” Mr. Wang commented.

“You’ll find your raise is very considerable,” Mr. Jefferson added smoothly, “in fact, we’ve been very impressed with your new investigator, Mr. Seaborne. His addition to your already highly professional staff is a major point in your favor.”

Mr. Jefferson nodded to his friend and Mr. Wang threw a large packet of information onto the table.

Amelia looked in dread at the package. “Wwhat’s this?” she asked with a quiver in her voice. Amelia Ashley knew she had lost any semblance of control.

“The Federal Prosecutor found this in one of Mr. Barnes’ bank lock boxes,” Mr. Jefferson said with a smirk. “While it was unfortunate he didn’t keep anything of value regarding the drug laundering he did, he did keep full documentation of his sexual exploits, including video and audio recordings, a diary, and lots of notes. He judged you a rather easy target and a pliable sexual partner. The videos were pretty compelling.”

Amelia flushed red with shame and didn’t answer.

Mr. Jefferson continued with a stern voice. “Given he fucked you several times on the premises, we have no choice but to put you on suspension for a week without pay and then you will be on probation for the next year. Of course, you will sign receipt for a confidential letter of admonishment that we will keep in your personnel file for a year.”

“I think I really need to consider my options,” Amelia sputtered at the blunt talk of sex and her punishment. She started to rise.

Mr. Wang held up a hand. “I think you should reconsider, Amelia. Given the potential embarrassment to the firm, Mr. Jefferson and I were required to take steps to keep a full set of these documents. They will be returned to you at the end of the year’s probation. In return, we won’t move for your disbarment.”

“Don’t take it too hard,” Mr. Jefferson said with a grin as he stood up again. “At least you’ll be getting a thirty percent raise.” He shrugged off his jacket, revealing that even at sixty-five he was still well-muscled and had little fat on his frame.

Mr. Wang also stood up and Amelia watched open-mouthed from her half-upright position as the two men unbuckled their pants.

“Well, … what are you waiting for, … pick a dick and get sucking,” Mr. Jefferson commanded. He squeezed his already fully erect cock and added, “Mr. Seaborne was very helpful in convincing us to keep you employed. Further, Miss. Vivienne Brumfield was adamant you’d be happy to keep the Associate Partner position. They both were quite insistent you not be disbarred for your sexual involvement with a criminal like Barnes. In fact, … they both said you were finally becoming quite the cocksucker.”

Overwhelmed at the unexpected turn of events, Amelia Ashley sank down to her knees from her half-risen position out of the chair. When she continued to sputter wordlessly, Mr. Wang took advantage of her confusion, walked up, turned her head to the side, and simply stuck his dick in her mouth.

When Amelia unconsciously began to suck on the Asian’s cock, Mr. Jefferson grinned and continued to stroke his much larger organ. He whispered, “Mr. Seaborne gave us this next week to take you for a few test drives, ‘melia. He’ll have Ron drop you off each night at one of our houses; we get to flip for the order we enjoy your charms. After that, unfortunately, he insisted on a fully hands off approach and return to a professional relationship. But in the meantime, …”

The End, … maybe

Look for a sequel where Amelia Ashley returns to her position as Associate Partner. What adventures does she have while owned by her hulking black Lead Investigator, and subservient to both her sexually needy Executive Secretary and Administrative Assistant?


Key Characters in Rough Order of Appearance:

Amelia Ashley: Attorney in L.A., 34, 5’6”, slim, 125lbs, black-haired, C cups

Ron: Amelia’s chauffeur, nice, quiet, white 52 year-old

Vivienne Brumfield: Amelia’s loyal legal assistant, 42, chubby, brunette, D cups

Julie Noble: Amelia’s executive secretary, 23, sweet, 5’1”, redhead, C cups

Lionel Barnes: Amelia’s secret lover, 42, 210lbs, 6’2”, blindly ambitious

Marion Burch: Lionel’s legal assistant, 24, blonde, voluptuous, D cups

Judith Ferrell: Lionel’s executive secretary, 20, blonde, voluptuous, D cups

Earl Seaborne: Amelia’s pro bono client, 29, black, hulking brute, 6’8”, 345lbs, 11” cock

Duane Seaborne: Earl’s younger brother, 27, black, 6’5” 315lbs, 10” cock

Cole Seaborne: Earl’s youngest brother, 22, black, 6’7”, 290lbs, 10½” cock

Stanley Jefferson: Senior Partner, black, 65, also Head of Security

Harry Sanders: Senior Partner, white, 71

Augustus Carson: Senior Partner, white, 73

Tom Kirby Senior: Partner, white, 69

Emery O’Donnell: Senior Partner, white, Catholic, 64

Walter Wang: Senior Partner, Chinese, 60, also Head of Information Technology

Neal Junior: Security guard, white, 23

Jim: Mailroom clerk, white, 20

Laura Pétasse: Amelia’s prostitute alter ego, red wig and a soft red opera mask (in French Pétasse is bitch or whore)
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